the

New Wine press
Volume 29 No. 8 • April 2021

the

New Wine press
Volume 29 No. 8 • April 2021
Contents

Only Planting Seeds���������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������� 2
by Margaret Haik, Director of Communications

To Plant a Garden�������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������� 3
by Fr. Timothy Armbruster, c.pp.s., Provincial Council

Fr. Joe Miller, c.pp.s., August 13, 1950-March 16, 2021������������������������������������������������������������������������������ 4
by Fr. Garry Richmeier, c.pp.s., Provincial Director

Opinion: We Must Include All Community Members�������������������������������������������������������������������������������� 5

by Fr. Mark Miller, c.pp.s., Liberty, Missouri

Racism Wounds the Body of Christ������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������ 6
by Maureen Lahiff, Alameda, Alameda Companion and Member of the Justice and Peace Committee

Nomadland, a Review������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������� 8
by Fr. James Smith, c.pp.s., Berkeley, California

Good Trouble������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������������ 10
by Fr. Dave Kelly, c.pp.s., pbmr Director

Update from Tanzania..............................................................................................................................12
by Fr. Timothy Coday, c.pp.s.

Front cover digital art by Margaret Haik

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

Only Planting Seeds
by Margaret Haik, Director of Communications
One day about 20 years ago, I was in the checkout line at the grocery store, and one of the grocery sackers was Noah, a young man who
I taught years earlier when I was a just-out-of-college general music
teacher. Noah was not fond of general music and never failed to let that
be known through his constant side comments during class.
I kept my eyes focused on the check I was writing to avoid having to
make eye contact with Noah. Why force a conversation, right?
In spite of that, Noah saw me and called, “Hey! Mrs. Haik! How are
you?” After exchanging greetings, Noah told me he was in college and, of
all things, minoring in music.
He laughed, as I’m sure my face expressed total shock. “Noah, how?
Why? You hated music,” I asked.
He reminded me that I had taught his class to play guitar. Really, I
had four guitars for 20 students and the most we learned was “Twinkle,
Twinkle Little Star” and “Ode to Joy.” In spite of the difficult circumstances with so few guitars, Noah said that it was enough to get him
interested in taking guitar lessons during high school and be awarded a
scholarship to minor in music.
It was a humbling moment as a teacher. I truly realized that day that
teachers only plant the seeds. We often do not see the fruits of our labor.
Fr. Timothy Armbruster’s article reminded me of that story. As I read
many of our articles this month, I wondered, “What kind of seeds are we
sowing? What have we harvested from those that came before us?” 
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Leadership Team

To Plant a Garden
by Fr. Timothy Armbruster, c.pp.s., Provincial Council
It’s that time of the year again. “By the Ides of March, plant the potatoes,” my dad and grandpa would remind us each year. On March 15th
or 16th, we would fire up the garden tractor, attached the plow, and dig
a furrow to plant. It never failed, by the time we would get the potatoes
cut and ready to plant, it would be after sunset. We would be out planting by the light of the moon.
A few months ago, I received a seed catalogue in the mail and began
a wish list. I’m not totally convinced those special organic seeds are any
better than the regular ones I can get locally. The various seed catalogues all tout their seeds as the best and guaranteed to grow. I’m a bit
overwhelmed by all the varieties. It doesn’t take long for me to realize I
got more seeds than dirt. I remember when growing up going into town
to buy seeds. We would hand our list to the shop keeper, and he would
fill paper sacks with seeds from wooden drawers. There weren’t many
options other than green beans or waxed, white corn, yellow corn, or
Indian corn. It was a thrill to walk out of the store knowing we were
headed home to play in the dirt. A few times we even tried to save seeds
to be planted the next year, but never with any luck.
Even today, I still love to play in the dirt and harvest fresh vegetables.
Last summer, one of our parishioners shared some prized heirloom
tomato seeds with me that date back to World War ii. I still have them
and will give them a try this year.
“To plant a garden, is to believe in tomorrow,” is etched on a stepping
stone that leans against the house near the garden. Each year as new
seeds are selected, I dream of all the fresh produce I will one day savor.
It is a way to start anew. However, it never dawned on me before that
those seeds aren't exactly starting “anew.” For they are seeds that remain
from the previous year’s crops—seeds that have been scarred, nourished, and formed by previous summers of heat and drought, cold and
rain. Maybe it’s just me, but I have noticed a change in some fruits and
vegetables over the years. Ever since that drought a few summers ago,
I’ve noticed a change in onions. It seems even the sweet variety have
gotten a stronger onion taste and smell.
The past does indeed have an effect on the future. I even remember
Grandpa commenting on seed wheat. We would always hold back one
continued on page 5
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Fr. Joe Miller, c.pp.s., August 13, 1950-March 16, 2021
by Fr. Garry Richmeier, c.pp.s., Provincial Director

In 1982, he spent a year teaching math at Precious
Blood Seminary in Liberty, Missouri. In 1983,
Fr. Joe moved to St. Francis Xavier Parish in
St. Joseph, Missouri as associate pastor, where he
served for seven years. He then became associate
pastor of St. James Church in Liberty for half a year
and spent the other half of the year in a sabbatical
program at Notre Dame. In 1991 he began his two
years of service as pastor of Immaculate Conception
Church in Butternut, Wisconsin. From 1993 to 2004
Fr. Joe was pastor at St. Mary’s Parish in Centerville,
Iowa. His next assignment was as pastor at St. James
Parish, Liberty for three years. Then he served as
vocation director for four years (2007-2011), the last
year of which he also served as associate pastor of
Sacred Heart Church in Sedalia, Missouri. For the
next five years he served as pastor of Sacred Heart
Church in Warrensburg, Missouri. In 2016, Fr. Joe
began his second term of service at St. Francis Xavier
Church in St. Joseph, as pastor, in which role he
served until his death.
Fr. Joseph Miller, c.pp.s. of the Kansas City
Province of the Missionaries of the Precious Blood
died on March 16, 2021 at St. Francis Xavier parish in
St. Joseph, Missouri. He was 70 years old.
Fr. Joe was born in Bellevue, Ohio on August 13,
1950 to Alfred and Agnes (Hay) Miller. He entered
formation with the Society of the Precious Blood at
Brunnerdale Seminary in Canton, Ohio in September
1964, graduated from St. Joseph’s College, Rennselaer,
Indiana in 1973, and became a pledged candidate on
May 23, 1973. Fr. Joe was definitively incorporated
as a Missionary of the Precious Blood on April 15,
1976. He received his M.Div. in Theology from St.
John’s University, Collegeville, Minnesota in 1977, and
was ordained to the priesthood on June 18, 1977 at
Immaculate Conception Church, Bellevue, Ohio.
Fr. Joe’s first assignment was associate pastor at
Sacred Heart Parish in Sedalia, Missouri for a month.
He was then appointed vocation director for the
Kansas City Province, where he served for five years.
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Fr. Joe was known for his dedication and hard work
wherever he served. He was always willing to go where
needed, and many were familiar with his boundless
energy and ever-present smile. He was a person of
principle, empathetic but clear when speaking of the
values by which he lived.
Fr. Joe was preceded in death by his parents, Alfred
and Agnes Miller, and his brother Eugene. He is
survived by three brothers and their wives, Paul and
Debbie, Clayton and Marilyn, and Charles. He is also
survived by eight sisters, Bertha (Terry) Eisenhauer,
Rose (Leroy) Nelson, Ann (Jim) Mellein, Helen (Dale)
Gasteier, Martha Turner, Bernie Stockmaster, Rita
(Frank) Smith, and Catherine (Gus) McConnell.
A visitation was held at St. Francis Xavier Church
in St. Joseph on Friday March 19, 2021. The Mass
of Christian burial was held on Monday March 22,
2021 at St. James Church in Liberty. Fr. Miller was
buried at St. Charles Center in Carthagena, Ohio on
March 26, 2021. 

Opinion:

We Must Include All Community Members

by Fr. Mark Miller, c.pp.s., Liberty, Missouri
I am prompted to write this article after reading
the most recent information we received from our
Leadership Teams regarding the proposed Financial
Policy as well as other policies that would give direction to the many facets of Community Life. I was
especially taken aback that when announcing the
gathering in St. Louis on June 14-16, there was no
mention of how the Companions might be involved
and included in this conversation, which in part
will be our ministries as we move forward. I assume
this would also include some discussion regarding
Mission Houses.
I was reminded that in 2008, at the General
Assembly, there was an animated conversation about
S12 under Title ii (“The Apostolate”) of our General
Statutes. Allow me to quote a portion of that article:
“The Congregation recognizes and encourages lay
associations that participate in our Precious Blood
spirituality…as a blessing to the Precious Blood community and values their presence.” The discussion
that became rather animated concerned the phrase
“values their presence.” This was to signify that our
Companions or Associates are more than observers, more than simply people who are praying our
Prayers; they are to be “valued” as a blessing for our
continued growth and witness.
As I read the most recent proposed policies, I
find it difficult to see how our Companions are
“valued” as a blessing for our Community. To be
“valued,” it seems to me one must experience a
willingness on the part of the other to be heard, that
one’s opinion is not only heard but reverenced as a
possible significant perspective that could propel
our Community into that New Creation which we
supposedly are seeking.
I realize that not all of our incorporated members
may be excited about having Companions within our
Community. But that decision has already been decided by our General Statutes in S12 of our Normative
Texts. Our Community is to “value the presence
of lay associates as a blessing for our Community.”
Now the question is: how will this be integrated into

our life and how does it become incarnated in our
spirituality and ministries? Up to now, I have found
no indication that this question is even being considered. As Fr. Leonard Goettemoeller used to say, “we
need some documentation.” However, the documentation that is most helpful is the kind that names the
relationship that would give credence to the fact that
we “value them as a blessing.”
I would hope that at this gathering in June at least
a quarter if not a half of those gathered would be
Companions, so as to include them in the on-going
discussion of new ministries, Mission Houses, and
new directions for our becoming that New Creation
which we seek. 
Leadership, continued from page 3
truck load of wheat for seed. But about every five
years, we would need to buy new seed wheat, as the
genetic hybrids had lost their special benefits of high
production and disease resistance. It seems the good
had worn off.
We talk about planting seeds in the hearts of
young people to hear the call of God in his or her
life. We talk about the seeds of Gaspar and those
who have gone before us in shaping our ministry
and community. Those seeds are shaped, formed ,
and nourished by events and people of the past. We
scatter those seeds on those we encounter today.
Will those seeds take root or have they lost their
good? Their purpose?
We are still hungry. We all need to be fed. We
plant the same garden, we sow the same seeds, but
does anything grow? Do we need to find a new
garden bed? Do we need to try a new variety of
seeds? I’m looking ahead to springtime and getting
dirt under my fingernails. I don’t have much ground
to tear up for a garden, but I do have some wooden
planter boxes just waiting for dirt and seeds. What
great harvest will this summer bring? 
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Rally to stop Asian hate, McPherson Square, D.C. 3/21/21, image by Victoria Pickering via Flickr (Creative Commons)

Racism Wounds the Body of Christ

by Maureen Lahiff, Alameda, Alameda Companion and Member of the Justice and Peace Committee
I'm weary of the challenges of trying to be an antiracist. But the increasingly large number of verbal and
physical attacks on Asian immigrants and Americans
of Asian heritage (almost 4,000 incidents in the last
year alone) leave me no choice but to pray and look for
ways to act.
In the past 50 years, way before the covid pandemic caused by a virus that first infected humans
in Wuhan, China, Asian countries have been blamed
for many of the economic problems in the U.S. In
the 1970s, American consumers increasingly came
to prefer high-quality, energy efficient cars from
manufacturers based in Japan. They were largely
ignored by U.S. car companies. Because I was born
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in Cleveland, Ohio and went to college in Detroit, I
was very aware of these changes. As my sisters and I
gradually purchased our first cars, we all chose used
cars from manufacturers like Honda and Toyota.
Our parents were horrified. They felt strongly that
we should “buy American,” even though it made no
sense to us to do that.
During this time, individuals of Asian heritage,
Chinese as well as Japanese (as someone from my
parents’ generation said, “Who could tell them
apart?”) were attacked. American auto companies and
American steel companies had antiquated equipment
and did not invest in modernization, prioritizing the
short-term interests of stockholders over the quality

of their products and the long-term health of their
companies and workers. As globalization took its
toll on workers and their families, the growing antiunion climate certainly did not help. In addition, the
Vietnam W sar, its ignominious conclusion, the plight
of refugees, and the situation of veterans all contributed to anti-Asian feeling.
The so-called “model minority” myth or universal
success is not really about admiration of the intelligence and hard work of Asian Americans. It serves as
an excuse for ignoring the still-present effects of the
enslavement of African Americans, Jim Crow laws, the
exclusion of African american veterans from GI Bill
benefits, and differential investment in public schools
and discriminatory mortgage programs. It is also
exploited to arouse fear and uncertainty among lower
and middle-class whites, to create feelings of exclusion
from the American dream.
Stereotypes and assumptions about immigrants
from China and Americans of Chinese heritage, the
largest Asian ethnic group in the U.S., are woven into
the fabric of our culture. The Chinese Exclusion Act of
1882 was the only instance of barring immigrants from
a certain country until the Trump Muslim Ban, though
non-white immigrants were not able to become
citizens. (In 1940, people from China, the Philippines,
and India were able to become citizens; it was not until
the Immigration and Nationality Act of 1952 that all
restrictions were removed.)
Over the decades, people of Asian heritage have
largely kept quiet in response to verbal abuse, hostility
from neighbors, denial of opportunities, and attacks
on their businesses. “Keep your head down and work
hard” was the usual response. The way Japanese immigrants and American citizens of Japanese descent
showed up when ordered to leave their homes and got
in line to board buses to desert concentration camps
early in 1942 sums up the usual approach. This has
contributed to the invisibility of anti-Asian racism,
even here in California.
Asian cultures are not all the same, but it is true
that in general, people have different ways of expressing feelings. But that does not mean that they do
not feel deeply. Often it seems that we acknowledge

the scientific and technical skills of people of Asian
heritage, but do not consider them capable of artistic
creativity or executive leadership.
I think Dr. Michael C. Lu, dean of the University
of California, Berkeley where I work, puts it very well
when he says, “We are treated like perpetual foreigners no matter how many years or generations we
have been in this country.” It is long past time to treat
Asian-Americans as our brothers and sisters, equal
members of the American family.
Gather, Send calls Precious Blood Companions to
speak clearly, to stand up, and to step out on behalf of
our Asian and Asian-American neighbors. We need to
speak out and stand in solidarity with them and speaking out against violence and the attitudes that allows
violence to happen.
May is Asian American and Pacific Islander
Heritage Month. Find out what is going on in your
location and diocese. Think about what your parish
could do to get to know Asian and Pacific Islanders
in your community, to hear about their stories and
strengths.
The United States Conference of Catholic Bishops
(usccb) Committee on Cultural Diversity in the
Church has a subcommittee on Asian and Pacific
Island Affairs, chaired by Bishop Oscar Solis of Salt
Lake City. For those of you who find official church
documents helpful, the usccb approved a message
called Encountering Christ in Harmony in 2018. It is
a bit tricky to find; start here: https://www.usccb.org/
committees/cultural-diversity-church. The Committee
is presently working on another statement in light
of the recent incidents of violence against the aapi
community.
The Stop aapi Hate website is currently off-line,
but many of their materials can be accessed through
Chinese for Affirmative Action’s website.
Although I am weary, I will continue to respond
to the Cry of the Blood, with the support of this community. 
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June 21, 1964, at a civil rights rally in Soldier Field in Chicago, shows Father Hesburgh together with Rev. Martin Luther King Jr., singing "We
Shall Overcome." By Unknown author - The Smithsonian and National Portrait Gallery, CC BY-SA 4.0, https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?curid=74755658

Good Trouble

by Fr. Dave Kelly, c.pp.s., pbmr Director
I heard an audio recording of Martin Luther King
Jr. speaking at Bethel College some 60 years ago.
The word he used over and over was maladjusted.”
He never wanted to become adjusted or conform to
bigotry and hatred, poverty or racism.
Rep. John Lewis called it “good trouble”—the
kind of trouble you get into because you have chosen to fight for the underdog, the powerless, right
over wrong.
Martin Luther King, Jr., John Lewis, and a litany
of others followed the example of the one who ultimately choose love over hatred. Jesus was unwilling
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to conform to the rule of law when it conflicted
with the commandments to love with all your heart.
Jesus was maladjusted to poverty and racism and
hatred; it got him into some “good trouble.”
How do we confront the violence that we are
witnesses to? How do we interrupt systems that fail
to protect or respect? Have we adjusted to a “that is
just the way it is today” mentality? Or do we choose
to live maladjusted, even when it gets us into some
good trouble? As I reflect on my own life, I am
afraid that I have at times allowed myself to become
too adjusted, placating myself with phrases such as
“That’s just how it is” or “What can I do anyway?”

We have a volunteer who recently came home
from prison. He’s in his 40s and did more time
inside than outside. He is about as gentle and kind
a person as you can imagine. He cares deeply for
the youth here at pbmr and tries to encourage them
down a different path than the one he took so many
years ago.
I overheard him speaking to a staff member the
other day about how he continually gets stopped by
the police. On almost a weekly basis he gets pulled
over as he drives from his home to pbmr. Each time
the police treat him with suspicion, make him get
out of the car, question him as to whether he has
any drugs or guns in the car. They often search his
car, and when they find nothing, they tell him to “be
on his way.” He says this happens weekly—at least.
As I heard this, my heart was tired, laden with the
countless young men who tell a similar tale—and
frankly, I wasn't surprised.
But the staff member who listened was deeply
troubled by the reality of her talking partner. She
shared that in the 12 years she’s been driving, she
has never once been pulled over, much less searched
or harassed by the police. She could hardly believe
that in the 6 months since her talking partner has
come home, he has been pulled over upwards of 30
times. She shared about how her driving record is
far from perfect—driving a few miles over the speed
limit, accidentally turning the wrong way down
one-ways, never quite fully stopping at stop signs—
yet her weeks go quietly uninterrupted by police.

maladjusted to the injustices around us, that we not
allow ourselves to be fooled in accepting “that is just
the way it is.” 
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Her shock and horror at the daily burden that
our volunteer faces due to the condition of driving
while black is right and just. It is right and just to
balk at the pain, injustice, and inequality that exists
in our world. It is right and just to recognize when
something is contrary to God’s Kingdom. Like Jesus
in the temple, it is right and just to feel anger at the
plight of the poor and to be moved to turn over
tables of oppression.
As we begin to loosen the shackles of the pandemic, my hope is that we come to value the ability
to embrace one another and see that we are all part
of the same sacred journey. I pray that we are all
April 2021 • The New Wine Press • 9

Photograph of the Badlands, one of the backdrops for “Nomadland.” Picture by Christian Collins, Flikr, Creative Commons Liscense.

Nomadland, a Review
by Fr. James Smith, c.pp.s., Berkeley, California

I can’t imagine what you’re going through. The loss of
your husband. The loss of your whole town and friends.
That kind of loss is never easy…. I wish I had an easy
answer for you, but I think you’ve come to the right
place to find an answer. I think that connecting to nature and to a real true community and tribe will make a
difference for you…. I hope so.
Those words are spoken by Bob Wells to Fern in
Nomadland in one of only two conversations between
the character of the real life Wells and the fictional
Fern played by Frances McDormand. A Golden Lion
recipient at the Venice Film Festival, joining the likes
of Joker, Roma, The Shape of Water, and Brokeback
Mountain, Nomadland tells the story of Fern, a
60-something widow from Empire, Nevada, caught
in the middle of being too young to retire and the
American economy, post-2008 recession. In her Ford
cargo van, she travels around in Nevada, Arizona,
South Dakota, Colorado, and California, living out of
the van and working jobs weeks or months at a time
to try to make ends meet. The longest operating U.S.
mine in Empire was hope to Fern and her husband
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Beau before his death from cancer years earlier. The
collapse of the company town of Empire parallels the
collapse of her home and stability for Fern.
Nomadland is a leading contender in this covidpandemic-lengthened film awards season, partly due
to the King Midas touch of Frances McDormand and
partly due to the writing and direction by Chloé Zhao.
With hashtags and viral posts each year on the density of whiteness and male exclusivity, Chloé Zhao’s
direction calls to mind the imagery and lighting only
introduced as on overture in Brokeback Mountain 16
years ago.
I wish it was awards season floating in my head
while watching Nomadland. It is a good movie and
deserves awards, especially for Chloé Zhao. But due to
the timeline of the latest release possible to build momentum for awards season, it was in February 2021 I
saw the movie, almost a month and a half after the riot
on the U.S. Capitol on January 6, 2021. In the budding
relationships into which I am entering as a graduate
student in theology, an exchange between two folks

rises to the top of my thoughts in light of Nomadland.
“Economic anxiety” one theologian insisted. “Racism”
and “white supremacist ideology” the other scholar
retorted.
As a country we experienced something quite
amazing at the end of 2016, and for a few years after
that. With political results coming to fruition which
stood at worse odds than almost any outside horse at
any one of the Triple Crown races, a national conversation emerged about who had been left behind or
excluded. Memoirs and 5,000+ word essays emerged
about the stark reality of life in Appalachia, the Rust
Belt, and Americans looked down upon or left behind
in the throes of the euphoric high of “Yes We Can”
and “Yes We Did.” The presumed prosperity of the 21st
century did not cast as wide of a net as imagined for
the categories of “who could” or “who did.” The 2011
collapse of Empire, Nevada in Nomadland and the
town’s zip code being discontinued were in plain sight
for years, but somehow American culture took some
time to catch up to who was being left behind.
A few years ago, Ryan LaMothe, professor of
pastoral care and counseling at St. Meinrad Seminary,
authored Care of Souls, Care of Polis: Toward a Political
Pastoral Theology. He writes exquisitely in the introduction, “Care is like the air we breathe—not noticed
until it is absent.” Not noticed until absent. Fern’s crisscrossing the Western United States to find work and
a place to park her van is like the same air—crisp and
cold outside the Amazon factory, dry and hot in the
Arizona sun, wandering and itinerant to the seasons
of the parks or attractions. However, it’s the dreaded
phone call Fern makes to her sister to ask for money
to repair her van that ushers in her absence from her
family.
Before driving out west to California from Ohio
this past summer, not living out of my car as a nomad,
I drove back to my hometown for a family funeral. I
had been absent since 2010. Driving back and forth
to run errands or pick up food on old country roads
from my youth, I was shocked at what I saw. It wasn’t
the same county where I had grown up. Overgrown,
beat up, and disrepair captured the landscape. Brokendown cars in driveways. Properties, homes, and businesses more reminiscent of the nightmare sequence

from It’s A Wonderful Life than any notions of success or greatness. Forgotten or left behind was what
weighed down my new memories of home. The same
weight carries throughout Nomadland, but contrasted
against the landscapes of Arizona, the Badlands, and
other national parks. Nature and the richness of the
land sits against the 5-gallon bucket bathrooms.
The pain and loss economically from recent years
for a lot of Americans is the absence around us. It
is not clear, though, that it has been or is even being noticed. Kevin Clarke wrote well on this point
for Catholic parishes a few months ago (https://www.
americamagazine.org/faith/2020/10/16/church-losingtouch-working-class-catholics ). To be honest, I seriously doubt if the real-life men and women from Empire
are noticed. Though Bob Wells is in the millions of
views on YouTube, I had never heard of him or the
nomads until Nomadland came out. I am not sure the
workers at Carrier in Indianapolis are noticed, either
the 600 who lost their jobs or the 800 who work close
to 10-hour work days, 7 days a week. Every town has
similar stories of job cuts, scarcity of any work, and
diminishment of reasonable, let alone good, pay or
benefits. The pandemic has made life immensely easier
for those who can work from home or jump on their
Peloton bike. But for “essential workers,” the essentials
of life are shrinking away into scarcity and an absence
unnoticed in quarantines of privilege. What labor is
really essential? For those whose work is essential,
what does a society and church essentially owe them?
Near the end of Nomadland, Fern crosses paths
with a young man she met earlier in Arizona. In their
first meeting, Fern had offered him a cigarette and a
lighter. In the second meeting, he’s living alone off the
side of the road with no tent or support. Fern’s van
looks like a Hilton compared to what the young man
has. Fern notices him and takes him a sandwich. But
instead of a charitable hand out, she exchanges the
sandwich for a beer and sits down with him. Out of the
little she has, she gives to him in both food and dignity.
She shares with him from the poetry of Shakespeare
she once tutored students in Empire:”Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?” The open question
Nomadland and America leaves us today is whether
or not those in Fern’s shoes will be noticed or shown
dignity too. 
April 2021 • The New Wine Press • 11

Fr. Timothy Coday, c.pp.s. of the Kansas City Province, sent us a letter from his assignment in Tanzania.

Dear Members and Companions,
Hamjambo? (How are you all?)
I am fine. We are at the tail end of the rainy season. Crops are very good this
year here in our area. Peanuts are ready and being harvested. Corn and rice will
be harvested in June. This month is the time to plant sunflowers. All are hopeful for a really good harvest. Also in June they begin the harvest of honey. The
people have many many hives in the forest. I know one man who has 1,500
hives. Honey is the real cash crop here. Years ago it was lumber, but the forest
was almost eliminated, so the switch was made to honey.
The pastor has been ill and under the weather for a while. I doubled up my
visits to the outstations in order to get to every one at least once each month.
We have 11 out stations. Trouble is that the distances between them are long.
Today I was in Gang 6. I had to cross a river to get there. The river is only there
during the rainy season. I put the car in 4-wheel drive. The water came up over
the hood up to the windshield before the car started up the other side. made it.
I wanted to write and thank all for the contribution from the Human
Development fund. As many of you know when I came there was not ever
water. With the help of the Human Development Funds I was able to refurbish
the generator for pumping water, fix sinks—both taps and drain—install toilets
for the staff while on duty, refurbish the toilets for the patients, put screens on
all the windows, paint and repair. I also removed the louver type windows and
installed aluminum frame sliding windows. Also was able repair my car so it is
trust worthy for getting me to and from the outstations.
Thank you all very much. God bless and keep you all.
Sincerely yours,
Fr. Timothy Coday, c.pp.s.

12 • The New Wine Press • April 2021

Human Development Fund 2021
Deadline Approaching
The application for the province Human Development Fund is available for
2021. Completed applications are due by April 15, 2021. The criteria for the
Human Development Fund include demonstrated need and a connection to the
Missionaries of the Precious Blood. Requests up to $10,000 can be requested.
Projects in the United States not directed by c.pp.s. or a.s.c. members will be
funded for a maximum of three years. After that, the project leaders are to seek
funding from other sources. Other projects will be judged on an individual
basis. Human Development Fund awards will be announced in July 2021.
The application can be found at https://preciousbloodkc.org/

Precious Blood Scholarship Nominations Open
Members and Companions of the Kansas City Province again have the opportunity
to nominate students for the Kansas City Province Scholarship.
Ten $1000 scholarships will be awarded to students attending, or planning to attend,
a Catholic high school or college. Students must be recommended by members,
Companions, or province staff. Requirements are listed on the website. Recipients
will be notified of their scholarship award in late spring/early summer. The students’
schools will receive the scholarship money in October 2021.
The application can be found at https://preciousbloodkc.org/
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