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The Society of the Precious Blood is a fraternal community of
priests and brothers founded by St. Gaspar in . Bonded through
charity by a promise of fidelity, we are prayerfully motivated by the
spirituality of the precious blood of Jesus Christ to serve the needs
of the Church as discerned through the signs of the times and in
the light of the Gospel.
The Kansas City Province—incorporated members, covenanted
companions, and candidates—united in prayer, service and mutual
support, characterized by the tradition of its American predecessors, are missionaries of these times with diverse gifts and ministries. In a spirit of joy, we strive to serve all people—especially the
poor—with care and compassion, hope and hospitality.
The New Wine Press seeks to remain faithful to the charism of our
founder, St. Gaspar, and the spirituality of the Blood of Christ with
its emphasis on reconciliation, renewal and refounding. We accept
and encourage unsolicited manuscripts and letters to the editor.
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Editor’s Notes

Being More
by Margaret Haik, Director of Communications
As I finish up my graduate degree program, one of the assignments for
the capstone course has been to perform an electronic audit of my online
presence. Basically, to do an online search of my name and see where it
pops up and to make sure whatever appears is professionally acceptable. It
also involves going over social media accounts and checking for the same.
I am a fan of Facebook in that it is the primary way I connect with geographically distant family members and friends. I also use it as a corkboard
for ideas and articles that I find meaningful. As I was going through my
account, I found a post shared by someone else that I had saved. It was a
photograph of the side of a building on which was written, “You are personally responsible for becoming more ethical than the society you grew
up in.” I like the statement because, of course, we should all, always, strive
to be more ethical than those that came before us.
As I think about it, though, there’s so much more for us to become.
More merciful, more just, more loving, more caring. I look to those who
take care of those in need, especially during the pandemic, as an example
of the love, justice, caring, and mercy I hope to exhibit more of.
The number of people ill from covid-19 continues to rise, and even
though we have incredibly hopeful news about the success in trials of a
few of the vaccines in development, it is expected that things will get much
worse this winter. In this dangerous time, are we not being our best selves
when we take care to avoid the spread of the virus? We are more caring,
loving, just, and merciful when we stay home or when we wear a mask
when we go out.
While we are still in the spread of this virus, I pray that everyone in the
Precious Blood community recognizes the ways in which they are called to
be more by doing less; to be personally responsible for keeping themselves
and those around them safe. 
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Leadership Team

A Long Night on a Bethlehem Hill
by Fr. Keith Branson, c.pp.s., Provincial Council
Christmas, Christmas time is near
Time for toys and time for cheer
We've been good, but we can't last
Hurry Christmas, hurry fast
Want a plane that loops the loop
Me, I want a hula hoop
We can hardly stand the wait
Please Christmas, don't be late! (Ross Bagdasarian)
2020 is a year we probably wish was gone already. We’d like quarantine to be over, as well as masks, social distancing, not to mention
covid tests themselves (don't ask how many I’ve had!). We’d like to
know when restrictions on going to movies, concerts, bars, wedding
receptions will be over. We’d like to know when the vaccines will be
ready, when we can get back to normal. Like the song says, we can
hardly stand the wait.
2020 as has taught us that we don't have the luxury of time speeding
by. We can’t jump to warp speed, or at least we shouldn’t try. Folks have
been trying this fall to do that, thinking it’s time to put the pandemic
behind us, and our reward has been another spike in new covid cases,
with no idea when it will be over. A lot of things are happening slower
than we'd like this year, and it amplifies the bad news we get almost daily.
Bad things have always been happening. Judea at the time of Jesus’
birth was a bad time. There were few effective treatments of any disease, and if someone in your family died, you were in trouble without
the extra set of hands. There were no safety nets. If there was a bad
harvest and you lost your land, you might have to sell yourself and
your family into slavery to pay debts. Religion was a topic of painful
disagreement: Pharisees, Sadducees, Zealots, Essenes, and the Temple
establishment had major differences with each other, and everyone
hated the Samaritans. Rome ruled with an iron fist, and a lot of the
Jewish leadership sold out to them to survive and keep some power.
A night in Bethlehem changed that. The promised Messiah came,
the fulfillment of generations of hope. A light shone in the darkness
which could not be overcome. Did everything get straightened out
continued on page 5
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Taking Action Against the Death Penalty
by Tim Deveney, Precious Blood Volunteers Director

“Motivated by the Blood of Christ and called to
be ministers of reconciliation, the Society of the
Precious Blood, Kansas City Province, reaffirms its
belief in the sacredness of life and thereby takes this
position that capital punishment is wrong. To put
these words into action, we encourage our priests,
brothers and Companions of the Society of the
Precious Blood to engage in activities which will end
the death penalty in those states where it is still used
and to work toward the goal of ending this type of
sentence in our nation. Whenever and wherever it is
deemed appropriate, we encourage our members to
preach justice and mercy on behalf of the victim and
perpetrator of such horrendous crimes.” -Corporate
Stance Against the Death Penalty

commuting their death sentences to lesser sentences. We should also encourage the incoming
Biden Administration to follow through with their
promise to end the death penalty at the federal level
as well as incentivize the few states that still execute people to end their death penalties. Under the
Trump Administration the federal government has
executed eight people through lethal injection since
June. They restarted federal executions after a pause
that began during the first administration of George
W. Bush, and now are the first post-election outgoing administration to execute a person since Grover
Cleveland was president in 1889.

“Let us keep in mind that ‘not even a murderer
loses his personal dignity, and God himself pledges
to guarantee this.’ The firm rejection of the death
penalty shows to what extent it is possible to recognize the inalienable dignity of every human being and to accept that he or she has a place in this
universe. If I do not deny that dignity to the worst of
criminals, I will not deny it to everyone. I will give
everyone the possibility of sharing this planet with
me, despite all of our differences.” -Pope Francis,
Fratelli Tutti 269

At Precious Blood Volunteers Orientation, we lead
our new volunteers through an exercise by
Fr. Joe Nassal that was created by John Paul Lederach.
It is called “The Meeting.” In “The Meeting,” inspired
by Psalm 85, Lederach describes reconciliation as
happening in a place where truth and mercy have
met together, and justice and peace have kissed.
Every year I see new insights into each part of this
formula and think about how our criminal justice
system, especially the death penalty, leave out some
of these necessary ingredients for reconciliation.

In the United States the time between the presidential election and the inauguration of a new
president often seems like a long time. One of the
normal features of transitions of presidencies is that
the outgoing president pardons people or commutes
a number of sentences. During this time the outgoing
president does not have to worry about the political
fallout from using these powers outlined in the U.S.
Constitution. It is also a time when the new administration can easily forget the promises they made during the election season. This is a time of possibility.

When a person is murdered justice needs to happen. The victim, and their loved ones, deserve to
have recognition that something terrible has happened to them, that a life has been snuffed out. A
family has one less person at the table for holidays,
a church may have one less person in their community, a community of friends has one less person at
their get togethers. A child of God has had their life
ended prematurely at the hands of another. A person
who murders should be held to account for ending
someone else’s life.

In line with our corporate stance against the
death penalty, and with Pope Francis’ strong condemnation of the death penalty, we should encourage the Trump Administration to show mercy
to the remaining people on federal death row by

At the same time, we need to allow for mercy to
hold the hand of justice. Killing someone in retaliation only perpetuates the cycle of violence, leaving
another family with one less person and another
life senselessly lost. Having mercy on the person
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Why should we oppose the death penalty?

responsible for murder can help us end the cycles of
violence we experience. It leaves open the possibility
that the person can repent for what they did.
Justice can happen without the death penalty. We
believe in the creative force of love embodied in the
Holy Spirit. Our society answers a lot of our social
problems with violence. We need to respond with
the creative force of love to find new ways to ensure
peace, find justice for victims, that speaks truth about
what violence does to us, and still holds mercy as a
value. We are a society in deep need of finding alternatives that do not perpetuate the cycle violence.
How do we do this?
•

Contact the White House, through letters
or phone calls, and tell them that they hope
President Trump will extend mercy to those
on death row.

•

Contact the Biden transition team to encourage them to follow through on their commitment to bringing an end to the death penalty
at the federal level.

•

Call or write your Congressional representatives to convince them that the death penalty
is inadmissible.

•

Join people in protests against the death
penalty.

•

Encourage your parish community to work
for the abolition of the death penalty and to
make it part of their larger pro-life efforts.

•

Pray for the families of victims, the people on
death row, and for the conversion of hearts of
our political leaders so that they may embrace
a consistent ethic of life. 

Leadership, continued from page 3
right away? No, bad things still happened, conflict
remained, and it would be 30 years before Jesus began his adult ministry. Hope meant there would be
an end to sorrow, there would be a tomorrow, even
though tomorrow was more than a day away.
In many ways, 2020 has been a long night on a
Bethlehem hill, going almost directly from Lent to
Advent. It’s tempting to act like it’s daylight already,
stumbling around in the dark. It’s tempting to do
the opposite, to look around for danger, put more
distance between us and trouble, wish we had more
safety. When we look up, however, we see the stars,
and the great star of promise. We may be listening
for the winds of disease, but they will also bring us
the song of angels if we listen enough. The dawn
of the new may be many hours away, and impatience won't hasten it, but that's all right, the dawn
will come.
We’ll get that plane that loops the loop and the
hula hoop, those risk-free gatherings, the new
creation we long for. If there’s a way to describe the
journey, it is the journey of Advent. The problems
with rushing to Christmas are we fail to see the
value of the pilgrimage to get there and putting too
much of our energy in Christmas preparations that
the holiday itself passes too quickly. Everything
happens in God’s time, but we aren't meant to be
still as we wait for it. Every day is a gift, but not a
final gift for the world. Even though we've traveled
this long Advent called 2020 unwillingly, there is
still much to be grateful for, and still reason to look
forward in hope. Our challenge isn’t about making
Christmas hurry up but finding strength to wait
as we should. Our journey can be a joyful journey
despite everything—if we look at the stars, listen to
the voices in the wind, hold the thought of each other’s warmth in our hearts. The journey itself can be
a source of grace and blessing if we let it. Christmas
(and everything else we want to get past) doesn’t
have to hurry. 
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Long Ride Home: Travels with Father Vince
by Fr. Joe Nassal, c.pp.s.

When Fr. Vince Hoying celebrated his 60th anniversary of ordination in June 2018, the Sidney Daily News
interviewed him on his many years of priesthood. “It’s
been a good ride,” Fr. Vince told the paper. “I was in
the backseat and the Lord was the driver.” Vince knew
who was in control and his humility never made him
a “backseat driver,” but rather opened his heart and his
vision to all the sights and sounds and people he met
along the way.
The first time I rode with Fr. Vince was in the fall of
1968. I was in seventh grade and expressed an interest
in the seminary. Vince picked me up in Bridgeton, a
suburb of St. Louis, along with a few other seventh and
eighth grade boys he and Fr. Ed Oen had met during their various vocation presentations at Catholic
schools in the Archdiocese of St. Louis. We stopped
in Washington, Missouri to pick up one more recruit
and Vince drove us across the state on i-70 to Precious
Blood Seminary in Liberty for the weekend. I was sold
on what Vince was selling because I signed up and applied for seminary after eighth grade.
In the summer of 2019 when I was packing to
move to California, I found the letter Vince wrote
on Precious Blood Seminary stationary telling me I
was accepted to begin my studies in the fall of 1969.
The letter was basically a mimeographed form letter
with Fr. Vince’s name printed on the bottom. There
was no signature—only a laundry number inserted
somewhere in the letter along with an order form for
laundry tags! I called Vince when I found the letter.
“Vince,” I said, “You didn’t even sign the letter! I was
just a laundry number to you!”
“Joseph,” he said, as I could see the smile crease his
face, “Joseph, we had so many seminarians in those
days, I couldn’t write a personal letter to each one of
them!” We laughed over the fact that 50 years later, I
still had that letter. “Joseph,” Vince said, “You better
start sorting through and pitching some things before
you move to California!”
The truth is no one was ever just a number to
Vince Hoying. Wherever he went, he would strike up
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a conversation, whether
it was a stranger or a
longtime friend, a distant cousin or someone
he met with a name that
reminded him of a family he knew in Hazard,
Kentucky when he was
a young priest. Vince
was the incarnation of
compassionate presence, always seeking to turn a stranger into a friend.
Since that autumn day in 1968 when he picked me
up at my family’s home and met my parents, he would
send them his Christmas letter. Every time I would
come home to visit over the years, Mom or Dad would
ask, “How’s Fr. Hoying?” In those years he was vocation director, he would often stop by when he would
be on a recruiting trip in the St. Louis area or even if
he was just passing through on his way to visit family in Ohio. Though we cheered for different baseball
teams, we always found our common ground around
the pinochle table.
After I graduated from college and entered Special
Formation, there was one place where I wanted to be
assigned: Sacred Heart in Sedalia where Vince was
pastor. Living with Vince, watching him minister,
seeing how he was available at all hours, especially for
hospital calls, only deepened my understanding and
appreciation for his priesthood as primarily a ministry
of compassionate presence.
Vince was beloved in Sedalia. I’m sure he spent
time in his office, but my memory of him was always
moving toward that back door to get in his car for
another trip to the hospital or to a nursing home or
out to the country to visit a parishioner unable to
come into town. When he returned to Sedalia many
years later as a senior priest, visiting the sick was still
at the top of his to-do list. Vince was in his comfort
zone when he was offering comfort and compassion
to those most in need. No wonder he spent so many
continued on page 8

A Little Birdy Told Me I’m Racist
by Holly O’Hara, pbmr

Fun fact, I’m afraid of birds. So, when I heard that
our charism of radical hospitality was expanding to
include bird-sitting a cockatoo named Peaches, I was
less than thrilled.
The day we picked her up, I remember staring at
her huge beak, trembling at how large and sharp it
looked, assuming that, if given the chance, she would
certainly use it to poke out my eyeballs. I found myself
grateful for the cage that held her captive and ensured
my security.
It was a Tuesday, and Peaches was in a mood. She
was screeching at top capacity, throwing food in every
direction, even attempting to chew through her cage to
get out. I sat on my chair ten feet away—afraid and silently judging her behavior. That’s when my roommate
Maggie—Peach’s temporary care-taker—arrived. She
saw the frustrated bird, and without hesitation walked
up to her, gently opened the cage door, stuck her hand
inside, and began to pet her head. I held my breath
waiting for a scream, that to my surprise never came.
Rather, almost instantly, Peaches’ screeching faded
to a purr, her head tilted to the side, and her feathers
fluffed in warm gratitude for the act of compassion. I
sat watching in awe as the bird who had seconds ago
seemed so violent, become a peaceful, content, ball of
fluff. I was utterly convicted—by how afraid I had been
of this creature who now seemed so cute and loveable.
I was utterly converted—by the response of love that
did not cling to security but acted with fearless compassion in response to a being in need.
While it may seem mundane, this moment between Peaches and Maggie reveals to me how dangerously susceptible my heart is to being dominated by
fear—that when I live in fear of another, I am quick to
demonize, cast judgement, and deafen my ears to a cry
for help. But we’re talking about a bird here. I would
never do that to a human being...would I?
It was a Friday, and a young man in the center was
asking everyone he could find to give him a ride to go
cash his check. He came barreling into the room and
exploded toward me asking for a ride. Now if I’m being

honest, I was afraid. I prejudged his frustration as violence and recoiled in fear. I told him that I couldn’t leave
because my job for the next hour was to show hospitality to people who came in. Ironic, huh? Frustrated,
he stomped away toward my roommate—a consistent Christ-figure in my life. With one final exhale of
frustration, he asked if she would take him to the store.
Though she had no car to call her own, she received him
calmly and told him she would take him as soon as she
could find a car. Instantly, I saw the young man relax his
shoulders, slow his breathing, lower his voice, and smile.
He had been heard; he had been received, and his anger
transformed to tranquil sweetness.
I sat there, again, utterly convicted. Here I was,
tasked with providing hospitality to anyone who
comes in, and just as someone reveals their need asking for help, I recoiled in fear, stunned into inaction.
I was the Pharisee on the way to Jericho passing by
the man in need, making excuses that I’m too busy.
Maggie, however, was the Samaritan, open to seeing
the pain of the other and responding with compassion. I sat there for another second, horrified at my
error. I stood up, walked over to the two of them and
apologized. I offered to drive—seeing as I actually had
a car—and asked if he would give me another chance.
They both smiled, nodding. Undeserved Mercy.
When Fr. Kelly invited me to write this month’s
pbmr column, I can tell you that I was not planning on
writing about racism, much less my own culpability
in it. However, as I reflect on these few interactions, I
am acutely aware that the problem does not lie in the
bird or in the young man. Rather, the problem lies in
me and in my tendency to fear those who are different
from me, hardening my heart to their cries for help.
Fear incapacitates my ability to love. It transforms
nothing, but hordes control and security for myself
over and apart from another. Meanwhile love transforms everything. It surrenders all control and security
in order to draw near to another. Jesus—God who
surrenders all comfort and security to be near to us—
encourages us time and time again, “Be not afraid.”
continued on page 8
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Fr. Vince Hoying, continued from page 6
years in hospital chaplaincy and was so thoroughly at
home at the bedside of the sick and suffering.

for your compassionate companionship on the blue
highways of this life. 

Even when he retired to St. Charles, Vince never said
no if someone in the hospital needed to be anointed, a
person in trouble needed someone to listen, or a parish
needed a substitute for the weekend or a longer time.
Vince would be ready to go because he knew he was just
along for the ride since God was in the driver’s seat.

pbmr, continued from page 7
He knows that our joy and liberation is in loving one
another, in bearing God’s mercy into the world, and he
knows that we cannot do this if we regard one another
through a lens of fear.

Vince never lost his desire to travel and to visit old
friends he met along the way. When I saw him at
St. Charles in May 2019 as I was preparing to leave
leadership and embark on sabbatical, he asked me if
I would like to take a road trip to Washington State
to visit his former classmate—and one of my former
teachers—Joey Jakubiak. We never got very far in the
planning, but I envisioned such a trip would take up
most of the sabbatical as Vince would think of someone he knew along the way and say, “Hey, Joseph, let’s
stop in and say, ‘Hi!’” I could imagine taking those
blue highways he drove so many years ago when
he was vocation director. Or stopping in the places
where he served—Hazard, Sedalia, Tulsa, Centerville.
Wherever Vince served, he was beloved and remembered. He made lasting friends wherever he went.
We celebrated significant birthdays this year. I
called him on his 90th birthday in February and he
returned the favor when I celebrated my 65th in April.
Vince was a friend for life. When you were in his company, you felt you were in the presence of someone
who genuinely loved and cared for you.
It is appropriate that Vince took his final ride as we
were preparing for the feast of Christ the King when
we hear the parable from Matthew 25 of the last judgement. If anyone embodied the meaning of that parable it was Fr. Vince Hoying. He didn’t need to ask the
Lord, “When did I see you hungry, or thirsty, or sick,
or in prison?” Vince was always on the lookout. He
saw you. He saw Christ in you even if you didn’t see
his presence yourself. When he saw someone in need,
he responded. It was just who he was.
Buckle up, Vince, you’re no longer riding in the
backseat. Enjoy the ride to eternal life and thank you
8 • The New Wine Press • December 2020

When we see the world through a lens of fear, we
tend to notice only things that confirm our fears, but
when we look with eyes of compassion, we begin to
see a bigger picture. We see not only see the frantic bird, but the cage in which she is held captive.
We see not only the frustrated young man, but the
pain and hurt that comes with unmet needs. We see
not only the violence in the streets but recognize
how communities like Back of the Yards are caged
by structures that leave them perpetually underresourced and overlooked.
Seeing with eyes of compassion leads us to surrender our security, power, and control and give ourselves
away in love. It leads us to action—to recognize when
we hold the key to another’s liberation, whether it be
to the cage, to the car, or to the structures of racism
and oppression.
At the end of the day, all people—and birds—
simply want to be heard and received. What if the
high level of violence in the streets of Chicago isn’t
because the people are different, but because the
people are not being heard. What if the violence is
only the symptom of chronically unmet needs? What
if (white) people recognized the cages that hold
black and brown communities captive? What if we
saw that our fearfully clenched fists secretly hold the
keys that can meet these needs? What if we loosened
our grip on power and control, and took a gamble on
radical compassion?
My guess is that when this finally happens, these
streets will transform from places of violence to
places of peace, filled with communities who have
finally been heard, seen, and appropriately cared for
at long last. 

Fr. Robert Siebeneck, c.pp.s.
by Fr. Harry Brown, c.pp.s.

Fr. Robert “Bob” Siebeneck was a Putnam County
boy, born in Kalida, Ohio, on February 28, 1919.
He was ordained December 10, 1944 and died on
September 15, 1999.
He started out in a deeply religious community at
St. Michael Church in Kalida, founded in 1878, where
he received a solid Catholic education in his early
years. And he continued his education in all three of
our major Precious Blood institutions.
After ordination by Bishop Rehring, Fr. Siebeneck’s
first assignment was associate pastor at St. Francis
de Sales Church in Newark, Ohio for two years. In
1946, he was appointed as a professor at Saint Joseph’s
College for another two years. Having a great love for
sacred Scripture, he was then asked to pursue further
studies in Scripture in Fribourg, Switzerland, for
one year, followed by a year in Rome. In September
1951, he was assigned to St. Charles Seminary as a
Scripture professor.
In 1965, he began five years of service to the
Community as the third councilor on the provincial
board and provincial secretary. Realizing his love for
history, he was appointed in 1969 as historian and
archivist as well as superior of St. Charles Seminary
in that year, responsibilities he held until July of
1975. At that time, he suffered a severe stroke from
which he slowly recovered. In 1984 he was assigned as
chaplain to the Sisters of the Precious Blood at Salem
Heights in Dayton for seven years. In 1991, he retired
to St. Charles. What a full life!
I got to know him as a true Scripture scholar—
and I mean scholar! He was my prof in the 1950s at
St. Mary’s Novitiate and at St. Charles Seminary. Since
he did not drive (and never did), Fr. James Kelley,
c.pp.s., the manager of Messenger Press at the time,
would drive Fr. Bob to the novitiate two or three days
a week to teach us novices the beauty and value of the
Scriptures. He held our attention and was an impressive teacher. He had a Thomistic mind and memory;
he used no notes and never distributed printed notes
to our class. He was able to write on the chalkboard

points one, two,
three, plus a, b, c
below as needed,
just as St. Thomas
Aquinas did.
When the
class bell rang at
the end of class,
he would stop
at once, even in
the middle of a
sentence, since he
maintained that
no one listened
after the bell. But
most interestingly
of all, the next day he would pick up on that same
sentence and complete it. Unparalleled and uncanny!
He never missed a beat!
As a priest and a person, he was a quiet, humble,
and saintly man. Yes, he was a big, tall fellow—a
genuine role model and missionary, impressive in his
cassock, cross and chain, which he always wore in the
classroom. He was my second-best seminary prof,
topped only by Fr. Herbert Linenberger.
Fr. Bob was a gem. 

Find Us on the Web!
preciousbloodkc.org
Go there for:
Province Events
At Home With the Word
The New Wine Press

and more!
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