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T en o’clock on a chilly autumn morning: Delores has been up  
and around since five, at her desk since seven, ready to not only greet 
but take on the day. Now she’s opening the box of parish bulletins,  
just arrived from the printer. “Cold off the press,” she says wryly. 
     The phone rings. “Good morning, St. Cronan Parish.” Pause.  

“You have the wrong number.” 
	 Back to unpacking the box of bulletins; the phone rings again. Same caller.  
Delores’s voice is pleasant, in a let’s-not-fool-around way. “What number are you 
dialing, so we can straighten this out?”
	 Delores Blount has been straightening things out at St. Cronan for twenty years. 
She is listed on the bulletin as “Parish Secretary,” a title that may satisfy some stick-
lers—the Archdiocesan office, the IRS—but comes nowhere near being an adequate 
job description. Father Ed Griesedick, who hired her in 1989, sees her as “a minister 
of hospitality.” Delores calls herself “a people person,” and what could be for some-
one else an easy catchphrase is for her a genuine commitment. Does someone want 
to get into the church in the middle of the day? “The church is locked and armed, 
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but if someone wants to see it, I turn on the lights, walk around with them.” Does 
someone have an after-hours need? “I work on my emails at home over the weekend, 
and if I can answer a question or put a person at ease before responding on Monday, 
then I will.” The young social workers in the office across the hall call her “Mom” 
and come to her for anything, everything: “I have a headache, Mom.”
	 Her office in the Midtown building has a window overlooking an abundant  
hollyberry bush and the church across the street. But Delores sits with her back to 
the window: who has time to gaze at the view? Or to relax on the rose-colored tweed 
sofa? The room has its grace notes—a Matisse print, kneeling-angel bookends—but 
everything about her corner of the room says “let’s get to work.” Her L-shaped desk, 
with computer, phone and security monitor, is piled high with papers, books, folders, 
and at a small desk behind hers, parishioner Irene Meyer is posting the weekly  
contributions. “Irene is my best volunteer,” Delores points out. “She cuts my job  
in half.” Other parishioners do the actual counting of the money in the office on 
Sundays, although “they move my stuff around and don’t put it back. They don’t pay 
any attention to me; I’m just chopped liver.” A small shrug. “I have to remind myself, 
they’re volunteers.” Everything else—mail, phones, payroll, bulletins and whatever 
can’t be categorized is Delores’s job. She’s been entrusted with finding priests for 
the liturgies when necessary. “I have to make sure they have proper credentials, do a 
background check, a ‘safe environment’ check, by looking at certain websites.” 
	 The phone rings again. “Good morning, St. Cronan Parish…well, hello Padre. 
I’m good, how about you?” Pause. “I’m brain dead right now. I’ll think it over.” A 
brief conversation, to be continued. “I have a cell phone that Father can call 24/7. 
Which he does. To air things out, tell me about his dreams, whether I want to hear 
them or not. Sometimes my husband will say, ‘can we get breakfast, please?’ I’ll say, 
but it’s Father! I’m the wife he never had.” 
	 She smiles, the kind of wraparound smile that sparks a room, that frames her 
bright presence: grey-black hair in an elegant cropped cut, long pink fingernails, 
beautiful rings. Her fashionably-narrow scarlet eyeglasses are from New York, 
where she and her husband often go to celebrate their wedding anniversary, every 
September except this one. “Father Gerry was sick,” she says in simple explanation. 
But he is more explicit. “I depend on her for everything, especially during these ten 
months of my sickness. It is impossible not to love her—her smile and, almost  
always, her exuberance.” 
	 “Almost” dates back to the first time they met. When he arrived as the new  
pastor, he brought a bulletin, eight pages long, from Immaculate Conception parish 
and told her he wanted one just like it at St. Cronan. “I was just kidding, and she  
was practically in tears. It was the first time I realized how many times the previ-
ous pastor’s bossiness had her in tears. We reconciled practically immediately and 
have never had a bad moment since. I have asked her more than once if her husband 
knows how much I love her, and she always assures me that we are all on the right 
track together.”
	 Delores has been lovingly married for 28 years, though the road to the altar  
was rocky. After graduating high school at seventeen, she attended Washington  
University at night, working days at the state school and hospital on Bellefontaine 
Road, a maximum security facility, because she intended to be a nurse.  

Continued on page 11

A Rock 
with a 
Gentle 
Heart
Continued from page 1

“If you don’t 
see God…”
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August 29, 2009

Andrew Falvey, Tessa De Hart, Brittany Hartung and Isaac Schmitt celebrated the Sacrament of  
Reconciliation on August 29, 2009.
Pictured behind them are Madonna Kuciejczyk-Kernan and Sylvia Squires, their catechists, and  
Fr. Jim Goeke, their celebrant.

Married at St. Cronan

“God is love and all who abide in love  
abide in God and God in them.”

M
ar
ria
g
e Kathleen Doerr and Andrew Lisenmeyer	 October 2, 2009



St. Cronan Chronicle  |  November 2009 5

Parishioner who has died

Frank Janisch
July 8, 2009

“To live in hearts of those we 
leave behind is not to die.”

Thomas Campbell

We celebrate the Light within these community members  
who returned to God.

I have many wonderful remembrances of Marie Myers. I have known her since I was in grade 
school at St. Cronan’s School (many years ago). Both she and her husband were very involved in 
St. Cronan’s activities, particularly scouting. I thought it was so cool that Marie had infiltrated the 
all-male ranks of the scouts as a den mother, and she had a very stylish blue uniform too. I remember 
the shock and sadness at St. Cronan’s when he died suddenly at a very young age in the 1960’s. The 
flagpole in front of the school was dedicated to his memory by the scouts. You will see his name on a 
plaque below it—Arthur Gordon Myers. I was so impressed by the strength and courage she had as a 
single mom to raise her children alone and always cheerfully. 
	 She was very excited when I went to her home to interview her regarding the history of St. 
Cronan for our 125th anniversary celebration. She brought out many pictures, some we used in our 
history display. She was born on the 25th of September, 1931, baptized at St. Cronan on October 
11th, 1931 married at St. Cronan on July 11, 1953 and buried at St. Cronan on May 4, 2007. What an 
impressive part of our parish history she was!
	 She was about 15 years younger than Margie Berg and my mom, Bridget Scheumbauer, but she 
had a close connection with them because of all the history they shared. They all baked cakes for the 
Mother’s Club meetings and the Martha and Mary Sodality, attended the Mother-Daughter Banquets 
held in the upstairs auditorium of the school building, worked at the Homecoming carnivals held 
on the school parking lot, and Friday night fish frys. She continued her involvement at St. Cronan 
throughout her life. At her funeral, I remember thinking how joyful she would be to see her husband 
again after so many years and have him tell her how proud he was of the wonderful job she did raising 
their children.
	 Marie and I shared a bond of grief in the loss of a young person—after the death of her grandson 
and then my daughter.
	 Below is a memory from my sister, Mary. Funny, the high heels stick out in my memory too.
	 Blessings on Marie’s beautiful soul!
										          —Annie Scheumbauer

	 What a lovely lady she was. My first recollection of Marie Myers was when we were in a  
processional at night and we were lined up in the hall in front of Sr. Seraphine’s classroom. She was 
one of the moms working. I remember she was so perky and looked so dressed up with her high heels 
and how young and glamorous she looked. She was kidding with all of us just like we were adults. I 
thought she was so cool. I remember how sad it was when her husband died. And I always remember 
that she was always so upbeat in spite of having to take on so much responsibility by herself.
	 I hope she and mom and Mrs. Berg are having a good time catching up.
									         —Mary (Scheumbauer) Gregg

Continued on page 8

Marie  
Myers

Marie lived her 
whole life as a  

St. Cronan  
Parishioner and 
shared her God 
Light with the 

people at  
St. Cronan in  
multiple ways 
throughout  

her life. 

Born into Eternal Life 
May 2, 2007.
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Marie Spindler	 November 26, 2008	 Joan Barthel’s mother
Al Lorenz	 January 10, 2009	 Marilyn Lorenz’s dad
Michelle Hankins	 February 20, 2009	 David Hankin’s wife and 
		  Sydney’s mother
Joyce Becherer	 April 27, 2009	 Bill Lambros’s wife 
Mariruth Gawne	 July 19, 2009	 Judy Varias’s mother
Richard Mullen	 August 6, 2009	 Tom Mullen’s brother 
Fr. William Forst	 September 14, 2009	 Dear friend and presider at			
		  St. Cronan

Parishioners’ immediate family members and friends who have died

No One Knows the Precise Moment When Friendship Begins 

I don’t remember how long ago Audrey and Tom Miles joined St. Cronan, but 
we very soon became friends. The four of us always sat together in the middle of the 
church, on the right side. 
	 It didn’t take long for us to realize they were a special couple. We each were  
married in the same year. When they found out we were celebrating our 50th  
wedding anniversary, they wrote us a card, inviting our entire family to their home 
at the Lake of the Ozarks. They shared everything they had with others: their lake 
home, their time, their talents, and their money to the less fortunate. They worked 
hard for the Gay and Lesbian community, Habitat for Humanity, St. Vincent  
de Paul, and many others that I’m not aware of.
	 Tom was very witty and Audrey the sweet one. Tom loved to tease me, and when 
I caught on to what he was doing, he would laugh and laugh. He was always upbeat 
and happy. We will miss him sitting at the end of the pew. He was one of a kind;  
we’ll never meet another like him.
	 On Father’s Day (he had just been diagnosed) his entire family surprised him by 
coming to Mass. The next week I told him what a wonderful family they had. He  
immediately pointed to Audrey and said, “It’s because of her—she raised them; I 
traveled a lot with my job.” A couple of months ago, Audrey told me, “When we pass 
each other in our separate cars, my heart gets excited when I see him.” They were so 
in love, and everybody knew it.
	 Audrey, when Tom went to heaven, I’m sure God said, “Come on in, Tom, I’ve 
been waiting for you, my good and faithful servant.” Audrey, I feel confident that 
when you join Tom in heaven, his heart will do a flip-flop when he sees you. What a 
great day that will be. We know you’ll be sad, Audrey, but so many people will never 
experience the kind of love the two of you had.
	 God, we thank you that we met on this journey we call Life.
								                —Shirley and Bob Kammien

J. Tom Miles, Jr.  
went home to God on  
December 20, 2007.

p.s. This is an article I 
wrote to Audrey and the 
Miles family at Tom’s 
funeral. He was a dear 
friend of ours and the 
community of St.  
Cronan. We miss him a 
lot. Audrey is having a 
real hard time these last 
two years without Tom. 
They worked as a couple 
at P.F.L.A.G. (Parents  
& Friends of Lesbians  
& Gays). Audrey, we 
hope you are feeling much 
better real soon. 
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Remarks on the occasion of the  
Memorial for Fr. Bill Forst 09|19|09: 

Good morning. My name is Tom Mullen. I’m a class-
mate of Bill’s from high school, all through the seminary and 
beyond. He asked me to say a few words—but didn’t tell me 
what to say.
	 How to sum up Bill? I think the obituary composed by  
his nieces, Jeannie and Joan, was perfect! It captured him 
exactly. “He will be remembered for his courage and activism, 
his many friendships and his lifelong quest for knowledge  
and compassion. Many lives were enhanced because of his  
personal sacrifices…his love, humor and challenges will be 
deeply missed.”

	 I searched Sacred Scripture for a way to capture Bill. I came to realize he lived 
the Gospel. Then I found a verse that applied to him exactly—Micah 6:8. “This 
is what God asks of you: Only this, to act justly, to love tenderly, and to walk humbly 
with your God.” This is Bill Forst! 
	 Justice was extremely important to him. Visiting the sick, clothing the naked 
and helping those in prison—he is the only priest I know who got thrown out  
of prison!
	 He was a lover. His love of family as evidenced in the writing of the  
genealogy of the Forst Clan. Next came his love of the Church… CHURCH, 
CHURCH, CHURCH. That’s all he talked about because he loved Her so 
much! His time in Peru with the poor and his study of the Second Vatican  
Council—which his brother, Marion, took part in—convinced him the Church  
is “the People of God”. He dedicated his life to loving God’s people.
	 He was the most humble man I ever met, taking on the roll of SERVANT 
LEADER as exemplified by Jesus in the Gospel. We are about to gather around 
this table of the altar and join together in an act of worship of our Creator. As we 
celebrate this Eucharist, we give thanks for Bill and his life as a priest, keeping in 
mind those words so recently spoken, “the dream lives on, the work continues”  
by us.
	 Let the Church say “Amen”!

p.s. Bill truly loved St. Cronan, as presider—when he filled in for Fr. Gerry— 
or as a member of the congregation—as he was only two Sundays before his 
death. He wanted to be considered a member of the community.
	 Those who have read either his autobiography, Truth equals Justice, or his  
latest, Unconditional Love, are aware of his unique character. Some have labeled  
him a heretic for his theological views—remember St. Thomas Aquinas had  
that same charge—and others simply dismissed him as a maverick, or a trouble 
maker. He was neither. In his own words, “I’m a reformer.” His books should  
be required reading for all seminarians.

Fr. Bill Forst

Tom Mullen is one of eight 
in his family—six sisters 
and one brother. He was 
ordained to the priesthood 
in 1954. After he left 
that ministry, he married 
in 1970. He visited St. 
Cronan in 1990 and has 
been here ever since.  
He loves our strong  
community of people who 
attend. We who have been 
here a long time love him, 
and we have affectionately 
named him our Patriarch. 
He sits in the last row, and 
he is there every Sunday. 
We are happy that he has 
chosen St. Cronan as his 
worshipping community.     
—Shirley Kammien
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Friends,
I had the pleasure of knowing Marie and her family for 38 years. My first job out of  
college was teaching sixth, seventh and eighth grade at St. Cronan. Three of Marie’s children were 
in my classes and it wasn’t long before I met Marie. I was a new, scared teacher (the kids told me my 
knees shook the first day) and Marie was warm, welcoming and supportive. She was one of those old 
fashioned moms who believed the teacher. She was an active, loving mom doing the job of two parents 
while supporting her family and staying involved in school and parish life.
 	 It wasn’t long until the kids talked me into helping out with the parish boy scout troop. There I 
met Marie’s other two sons and Marie again. Marie served on the troop’s committee; I believe that this 
was before women were officially allowed (St. Cronan was groundbreaking even back then!) I remem-
ber my first committee meeting. We discussed scout issues for about an hour and then, much to my  
surprise, we broke out the beer and cards. Marie was quite the poker player, but none of us minded 
supplementing her income. Marie and the men on the committee were a real gift to me that first year. 
I was a long way from home, in my first real job, still feeling mostly a kid myself. They mentored me, 
they treated me as an adult, they trusted me with their children. It was a very formative time for  
me and Marie was a part of it.
 	 Back then St. Cronan had a carnival each year in the school parking lot, complete with rides, 
booths, games and food. Marie of course was involved. The memory I will not forget is Marie  
climbing into the dunking booth to be the first victim. She became more of a victim than she  
bargained for when the machinery malfunctioned and cut her leg badly. Marie went off to the  
hospital and the dunking booth was history.
	 Time passed; Marie’s boys outgrew the scouts and I moved out of the parish. Our paths diverged. 
About 10 years ago a friend invited me back to St. Cronan. Looking across the aisle I see a somewhat 
older but very familiar face. My friend Marie is still here. Over the past 10 years I have enjoyed  
crossing paths frequently and, most fondly, cooking together at the pancake breakfast. I remember 
asking her across pancake batter “Marie, how long have you been retired now?” Marie in quite an 
agitated voice, “Retired!!! I’m not retired” Well excuse me!
	 The pancake breakfast was several weeks ago and Marie was both missed and remembered. 
Thanks Marie for being my friend all these years; for affirming me and my worth when I was young  
as you affirmed all your own children. May your children, grandchildren and great-grandchildren 
carry on your legacy of friendship and love.
										          —Joe Stortz

I have an image in my mind and heart of Marie flipping pancakes at the Vincent de Paul Pancake 
breakfast!
										          —Louise Lears

Marie always saved a chocolate long john for Dan when he was a tot. Of course I’d talk too 
long in the back of church (some things never change!) and the donuts would be gone and Dan would 
be sad. If it was Marie’s week, she would take him back to the kitchen where she had one stashed away 
in a secret hiding place just for him!
 	 Peace to all.
										           —Ann Quigley

I have fond memories of Marie…she and I worked Bingo together for many years…had a lot of 
laughs…she was a willing volunteer at the first few silent auctions…she was our lone “banker” in 
those days…boy was she tough!!!…she always had a smile and a positive attitude…nothing seemed to 
faze her….except the death of Tommy, her grandson…even in that, she was my support!!! 
										           —Kathy Hunn

Does anyone else remember the role that Marie played in the decision to drop Bingo at St.  
Cronan (the event that also led to the birth of the auction as a replacement fund-raiser)? It may not 
seem a momentous decision now, but it certainly was at the time.
	 Bingo had been a mainstay of the parish’s fund-raising efforts, as well as a social event of some  
importance, at least at one time. The old-timers in the parish were loath to give it up. However,  
attendance had been declining and volunteers harder to come by. Moreover, many of the newer  

Marie
Myers
Continued from page 5

Continued on page 9
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members of the community were anxious to move away from what we considered a vestige of the  
“old church”—the gambling and the smoking particularly. 
	 As one of the mainstay volunteers of the Bingo game, Marie was a key old-timer in the  
decision process. And the process was not easy for her. She had lots of friends who looked forward to 
the games, and looked to her as its defender on the Parish Council. But through the process, she was 
gracious and full of good will and humor. And her early work as a volunteer at the auction, notwith-
standing her initial opposition to the change, demonstrated her loyalty to the parish community.
										          —Jerry King

Marie was one of the first people I got to know at St. Cronan from working with her at  
Bingo. She helped me figure out pull tabs and instructed me in the mysterious ways of Bingo (i.e., 
when to talk to players, when to be quiet, how to call out a winner, how to mark cards when a player 
had to leave the table). She was unfailingly cheerful and loved a good joke. I always thought of her as a 
bridge connecting St. Cronan’s past to its present. She joins a legion of St. Cronan’s women—Bridget 
Scheumbauer and Marge Berg to name just two—who were our mentors. Bet they’re having fun!		
										          —Gina Heagney

Eighteen years ago when we began coming to St. Cronan, there were a few people who 
seemed to pop up whenever we became involved in things, people who were working behind the 
scenes in so many needs. We brought cartons of food to the pantry; Marie was there helping fill the 

requests for food items. We bought some things at the auction; Marie was the 
person taking our claim tickets and money in the backroom. We went to the 
pancake breakfast; Marie was at the stove making pancakes. (Later when we 
began working on that event, she became the “sausage lady.”)
	 We weren’t aware of how long Marie had been a St. Cronan parishioner; 
she never told us that. She was a person of the present tense. She talked about 
what was happening at the time—her grandkids, attending their games, etc. 
She had a zest for living that enjoyed the moment, while happily anticipat-
ing upcoming events. Even seeing her weekly at the 8 a.m. Liturgy when her 

health was compromised, one would not hear complaints or fears: just that smile and determination 
that had obviously carried her through past difficult times. We miss her. Marie Myers was truly one of 
God’s finest works. 
										          —Irene and John Meyer

Marie would have loved the First Communion celebration. I have many memories of Marie 
delighting in the children/family Mass celebrations. She loved it when the children actively partici-
pated in Liturgy. During the twelve years that I coordinated the children/family Masses, Marie always 
had positive things to say after we had celebrated a Liturgy with intentional involvement of multiple 
age groups, especially the children and the elders of our parish. And after a month or two had passed, 
Marie would often approach me and ask, “When are we going to have another children/family Mass?” 
Besides loving the children’s involvement, she was always willing to actively participate as well.
	 Her support meant a lot to me. At her funeral a song was played in which the refrain, “You are 
the wind beneath my wings” seemed to describe Marie. The Spirit moved through Marie in ways that 
lifted up and supported those around her. I certainly felt that support from her. I will miss her.
									         —Madonna Kuciejczyk-Kernan

I did not know Marie well but I just have to say that there are many moments when I am grateful 
for all of you and this Parish. Reading these comments makes me realize once again how cared for and 
loved people are in this community. 
										          —Maria McKenna

We are our grandmothers’ prayers.
We are our grandfathers’ dreamings.
We are the breath of our ancestors.
We are the spirit of God.

“We Are” by Sweet Honey in the Rock

Marie
Myers
Continued from page 8
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The book is comprised of approximately 250 beloved recipes from  
St. Cronan parishioners and friends. At $10 per copy it will make the  
perfect and affordable Christmas gift for friends and family. The book 
will be available starting November 14 at the Parish Soup and Salad  
Dinner and on a regular basis on Sundays. 
Purchase early before the last copy is gone!	 —Heather Hageman

RECIPE
AUTUMN PEAR & PUMPKIN SOUP         	 Six servings

1/2 cup 	 chopped onion
1/2 cup 	 water
2 teaspoons 	 instant chicken bouillon
1 	 16-oz. can pumpkin
2 1/2 cups 	 half & half or light cream
1 1/4 cups 	 pear or apricot nectar
1/4 teaspoon 	 ground ginger
1/4 teaspoon 	 white pepper 

Combine onion, water and bouillon granules in a large saucepan. Bring 
to a boil. Reduce heat and simmer, covered, for ten minutes or until  
onion is very tender. Cool. Transfer mixture to a blender or food  
processor. Add pumpkin. Cover and blend until smooth. Return  
pumpkin mixture to saucepan. Stir in half & half or light cream, nectar, 
ginger and white pepper. Cook and stir until heated through. Garnish 
with pear slices.						      —Norma Schmitz

A NEW cookbook is coming!! 

Parish Picnic and Ministry Fair
September 13, 2009
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“I was eighteen and excited about the uniform: white dress, lab jacket, white  
orthopedic shoes. I assisted the doctors, passed out the meds, and was not so good 
because all I could think of was, ‘Don’t spill that medicine on my uniform!’ ” At a 
social event, her best friend, Janice Howard, introduced her to Fredrick—no e in the 
middle—Blount, who already had his master’s degree and, Delores says with quiet 
pride, “was one of the first blacks to go to law school at Saint Louis University. We 
used to meet at the law library.” He left school when his father died to work as a 
juvenile officer, then as a teacher of Spanish and literature at Roosevelt High School. 
They dated for eight years before Delores agreed to marry the fellow whom her 
mother knew was a true gentleman—gracious, educated, upstanding—but had one 
shocking flaw: he was a Catholic. 
	 Delores grew up in the Baptist church, sang in the choir there, following her 
mother’s rule: “You must go to church.” So Delores went to the church where her 
mother, at 82, is still an usher, on Sunday, Tuesday choir, Wednesday prayer service, 
services at other Baptist churches. “Too much church for me,” she declared, but her 
mother was adamant: “If I’m going, you’re going!” So Delores kept going, until she 
finally said yes to Fredrick and told her mother she was converting to Catholicism. 
How did Mom take the news? “Well, when I regained consciousness…” Delores rolls 
her eyes, recalling the scene. “I never saw her so mad! But after a while, it was okay.” 
	 When their daughters, Danielle, now 27, and Michelle, 25, were enrolled in 
school at St. Engelbert’s parish, Delores volunteered in the office there. “I was the 
watchdog—I wanted to see what was going on.” One day Michelle fell; she was 
bleeding, needing sutures. All Delores remembers is seeing Michelle, then the  
doctor, then fainting. There goes that nursing career. She worked for ten years at 
Concordia Publishing, in the Rights and Permissions Department, before signing  
on at St. Cronan. She and Fredrick are still members of their longtime parish,  
renamed St. Elizabeth’s, while being closely linked here. “I feel I’m a family member 
at St. Cronan. I see people dating, getting married, having children—and those  
children are adults now. This has been my home.” People who know her emphati-
cally agree. “Delores is a rock for the parish community of St. Cronan,” says Louise 
Lears, our former parishioner and co-pastor. “Quick to laugh, ready to listen,  
always looking out for the good of the parish community and the people in the 
neighborhood—a woman with a gentle heart and a deep faith.”
	 Faith in action, not just words. One day when the mailman came into the office, 
she and Father Gerry talked him into coming to St. Cronan. He promised he would, 
but Delores was skeptical. “How would I know? I don’t come here on Sunday.”  
Later he told her he had indeed come. “Did you pray?” she demanded. “How do I 
know you came? You’re going to have to prove it.” After his second visit, she saw  
the check he had placed in the collection basket; on the bottom memo line, he had 
written the proof: “Hello Delores.” 
	 Noon on a chilly autumn morning: Delores won’t take time to go to lunch; she 
has work to do. Maybe a cup of soup later, after a 20th anniversary smile meant for 
everyone at St. Cronan: “Coming here is the best thing I could ever have done.”

Delores interview by Joan Barthel at the suggestion of Kathleen Herring, who joined the parish in part because 
of the warm phone welcome Delores gave her in November, 2007.

A Rock
Continued from page 2

“…in the 
next person 
you meet

it’s a waste  
of time  
to look  

further.”
Gandhi
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Fourth-graders—Light 
at the Top of the Head.

When my brother Chris asked me four years ago if I was willing to offer 
T’ai Chi Chih in the after-school program at Central Catholic St. Nicholas 
School, I assumed that I would be teaching six or seven of the older students 
for two or three months. What a misconception! And how much fun the  
reality has been and continues to be!

Central Catholic St. Nicholas School is a parochial school located three blocks north of Delmar on 
North Jefferson Ave., occupying the parish buildings of the old St. Bridget Church where Fr. Gerry 
was pastor for many years (incidentally, Fr. Gerry is one of the school’s most ardent supporters). It  
has approximately 280 students, and is strong academically, fervently espousing the goal of a college 
education for each of its graduates (every family sets up a college fund when a child enters the school). 

It has recently adopted the Nativity Model, a rigorous academic 
plan for middle-school students where the classes are divided by 
gender (and the students are called “Ladies” and “Gentlemen” by 
their teachers), the day is extended (the hours are 8:15 am to 4:30 
pm), and all of the students are expected every summer to attend a 
four-week program at St. Louis University and take part in a special 
leadership week. 

But the school and its principal through Spring of last year, Sr. Gail 
Tippett, CSJ, have another even more important mission, namely, 
to develop the spiritual and emotional side of these children. For 

example, although there are few Catholic students in the school (about 1 in every 15 students), Sr. 
Gail used to lead a prayer service every morning; on Fridays there is a Mass which the students and 
teacher of a particular class are responsible for. When I spoke to Sr. Gail over the phone in the sum-
mer of 2006 about teaching T’ai Chi Chih in the after-school program, she immediately said, “Oh, 
I have something else in mind entirely. I want the whole school to learn this, and the teachers too…
these children need balance. And I have always wanted to learn a form of T’ai Chi myself. We’ll start 
with the middle school.” I asked how many students that meant: “About 110.” Her thought was that I 

could meet with all 110 of them once or twice a week in the school 
yard in the period right after lunch, that their teachers would be 
there with them to learn and to keep order. Then by the time the 
weather turned too cold to be outside, the teachers would lead the 
children in the individual classrooms (the school has no gym on  
the property). This plan seemed doomed—would it be possible to 
teach so many students at the same time? could the teachers learn 
the moves well enough to be able to lead the children by winter-
time? Luckily, after we met and discussed the difficulties, Sr. Gail 
suggested that I give opening demonstrations to the seven middle-
school classes individually, in their own classrooms, and also to  
the teachers of the younger students at a special meeting. I was  
relieved, hoping that I would be able to continue with smaller 

groups, knowing that teaching a group of 10-20 students at a time would work far better than trying 
to deal with a giant class.

And that is indeed what happened. During that first year many of the children were often less than 
fully enthusiastic at first (how many eighth-grade boys will feel comfortable with the gently-flowing 
T’ai Chi Chih moves?). On the whole, however, most of the children greeted me warmly when I met 
them in the corridors or appeared at the classroom door. I started with the older children, but soon 
responded to Ms. Armstrong’s earnest request to come in to work with her third graders; that class 
was quickly joined by Mrs. Ezenwa’s second-grade class (this group was particularly enthusiastic—I 
had them at the end of my time on Tuesdays and would tell them that they were my dessert).

T’ai Chi Chih in a City Grade-School, 2006-2007*
by Anne Perkins

Eighth grade girls, 
with Miss Angie  
(bottom left) and their 
teacher, Mr. Costello—
Bass Drum.

*	� This article in large part 
describes the very first year 
I taught T’ai Chi Chih at 
CCSN. 

Gentlemen, Today 
You Have Shown 
Us Your Souls…

Continued on page 13
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By this time the other second and third grade classes, and the fourth and fifth graders as well, also wanted to learn the TCC 
moves. Shortly after Christmas, Miss Anna, the Kindergarten teacher, demanded, “And when are you going to teach my kids?” 
And so by the middle of that first year I was teaching the entire school except for the first graders. I was with the various classes 
from 11-1:30 on Tuesdays, and from 11-12 on Fridays. I met each group for about 15 minutes, usually in their classrooms, 
sometimes outside when the weather was good. Since the fourth graders were a large group whose classroom was in a trailer,  
we met in the church during the winter months. Very quickly I became Granny Annie to all the younger children, while the 
older ones called me Ms. Perkins or Miss Tai Chi Lady (this last title often accompanied by a quick bow!).

Fairly early on I saw that I needed to find ways to transform the students’ academic classrooms into places suitable for medita-
tive moving. I brought in my CD player so we could listen to Native-American flute music. We turned off the lights, and I 
would light one of my homemade soy candles (and in fact ended up making candles for about half of the classes, i.e., those who 
requested them!). Sometimes with the older children we chanted “Om” during the final Cosmic Consciousness Pose. Often 
with the younger ones I offered the following meditation while we were holding the pose: “Think about all the people who love 
you, and then about all the people you love, and take that love out to the farthest reaches of the universe, filling up the universe, 
the cosmos, with all that love; then ask the love to come back to you, to your hearts.”

There were so many experiences of joy! One little second-grader reacted strongly to the move Pulling in the Energy, the only 
move with a visualization which we speak aloud while moving our hands in a circle, with the palms facing up: “Light from  
the most distant star streaming in through my fingertips.” She began to come up to me after almost every practice, excitedly  
showing me her fingers: “I can feel it in my fingertips when we say that!” The sixth-grade boys loved getting into a circle at  
the end of a practice with their palms above or below their neighbor’s hands, seeing if they could feel something without  
actually touching. One group of eighth-grade girls often ended with an enthusiastic “T’ai Chi Chih” as we bowed at the end. 
Mrs. Ezenwa loved telling me how much calmer her second-graders were in the classroom after doing a practice. 

The children were always eager to learn new moves, and by the end of the year most of the groups (13!) were doing about ten  
of the nineteen moves. The great hit for all ages was Six Healing Sounds, a move where the Chinese names of various parts  
of the body are loudly whispered as we vigorously extend our arms forward or sweep them from side to side across the body. 
For some time there were problems with discipline: things improved as the year progressed, as the students who were really  
interested began to shush the more disruptive ones. When the teachers took part in the practice, as they did about a third  
of the time, the students tended to be more attentive. Above all, occasionally Sr. Gail would join a class: her tranquil spirit 
transformed even the most unruly group. I’ll never forget the day early in the Fall of the first year when she practiced with the 
eighth-grade boys, and at the end said so earnestly to them, “Gentlemen, today you have shown us your souls.” And Miss  
Angie, the beautiful adult daughter of Mrs. Perkins, one of the second-grade teachers, began leaving her work to come every 
week to practice along not only with her mother’s pupils but also with one of the classes of eighth-grade girls. When I asked  
her to talk to some of the older students about why she was so dedicated to TCC, she answered solemnly, “It helps my mind.” 

I have just begun my fourth year at the school, and I look forward to many years of teaching TCC at this inspiring place that 
nurtures mind and heart and spirit so beautifully.

My “dessert” group—
Mrs. Ezenwa’s  
second-graders and  
Ms. Armstrong’s  
third-graders.

T’ai Chi 
Chih
Continued from page 12
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Honeymoon in Haiti—and Return
			   by Mary Mantese (The Mother)

It was almost 22 years to the date since my husband Vito and I had flown 
to Haiti for our honeymoon. Now I was going back, with three of our five  
children: Michael, 18; Chris, 17; and Mary, 14, to stay where Vito and I had 
stayed: at a home for Haitian street boys. There were rooms for visitors—most 

with bunk beds, one private room with bath for couples. I remember the boys put-
ting candles in our room, roses on the bed. This time, Vito and two of our children 
had to stay home; the rest of us planned ten days, so we would get a feel for Haiti and 
a sense of where we might focus for a future trip.
	 A brief history of the man behind the ministry, Michael Geilenfeld of Port-au-
Prince. An American from the Midwest, a former member of the Missionary  
Brothers of Charity, founded by Mother Teresa, he worked in Calcutta before going 
to Haiti twenty-five years ago, to set up St. Joseph’s Home for Boys. Now his boys 
have grown, and run two other homes: one for mentally and physically challenged 
children, another for a village on the coast that functions as a school and residence, 
and even roasts and sells coffee to keep a community thriving. We stayed at all three 
of the homes.
	 At his home in Port-au-Prince, we would work with the children of Mother  
Teresa’s Sisters. When we entered this building, with five rooms filled with cribs  
of mostly-crying babies, we found that most of the children were severely malnour-
ished. I held a boy who weighed, at most, 35 lbs. and in a diaper; a French volunteer 
said to me, in very broken English, that it was such a pity, this child of eleven years. 
	 My children at first were filled with pity for the children, but very quickly  
realized that these children did not want to be pitied, but held and played with, 
and this is what they did. Chris would fly the children as airplanes over other cribs, 
making a room that before was filled with tears transformed into one of excitement 
and cheers. He would toss the kids up in the air and have others waiting their turn. 
Michael would have several children riding on his lap as he rocked away in an old 
rocking chair. Mary would have a child on each hip, and was playing games of “you 
can’t find me!” with a group of older children.
	 Another day we worked with the Brothers of Charity with older adults with TB 
or AIDS; all seemed very sad. We formed a circle of women on an outside patio and 
began singing songs—we teaching them English ones and they teaching us Haitian 
songs. They would clap and sway, and some would perform solos that went to your 
very soul. Singing seemed to transform us all to another time and place. 
	 We would take the Haitian public transport; one time we were in a van for nine, 
but there were nineteen in the van. You would wait in the van that was very hot until 
it was filled to capacity; then we went on a trip that had 363 turns up a mountain. 
The trip took over four hours. We met the boys at Michael’s second home on the 
coast and decided to take eight of the older boys to a very beautiful place that could 
be reached only by horse or horsepower: motorcycles. We traveled in true Haitian 
style: one time we had four on the motorcycle as we traversed unbelievable terrain.  

Continued on page 15
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That day we enjoyed diving off waterfalls into a crystal-clear lagoon at the moun-
tain’s peak. 
	 At Michael’s last residence—for the mentally and physically challenged chil-
dren—we played with a multitude of balls, raising children who were very contracted 
from their wheelchairs to shoot a basketball or kick a soccer ball. We would also  
attend their school and observe how the teachers would instruct them. This home 
was nestled in the mountains, with a breathtaking view from its porches.
	 We attended Mass and prayer sessions with the boys, all in Haitian of course,  
and very spirited, with Haitian singing and drumming. All the residences had daily 
prayer time and special nooks for quiet meditation.
	 Michael’s residences were featured in the Lonely Planet guide, as a housing  
option in Haiti. Each evening we would share meals with different folks from the 
U.S. and hear their stories: why they were in Haiti, their creative projects, their  
frustrations and aspirations. Each inspiring us to someday return and get involved in 
one of the many efforts that need volunteers, such as the clean water project. 
	 Haiti is a land of contradictions. All your senses are heightened. You see the most 
beautiful vista, turn only slightly and see heaps of garbage, hills eroded from over-
forestation because the wood is needed for cooking fuel. You smell delicious food, 
fragrant foliage; seconds later, black plumes of car exhaust fill your lungs, pungent 
smells of sewage and waste. You are hugged by the Haitian people, then at times so 
tightly packed in transport you could scream. You hear the beautiful songs of birds or 
the Haitian people, and quickly your ears are filled by screaming horns on the roads.
	 This is the Haiti that all come to love. This is the Haiti that all seem to return to.

										        
					   
				  

I peer out an overcrowded bus window. Mountains of staircase farms, 
craggy cliffs with yellow flowers, and beautiful plaster homes with cypress trees 
lining their paved driveways: this snatches my breath away. Dark red soil calls 
me to mold it, sniff its earthy smell. Pangs of joy pluck my heartstrings. I want 

to sing out my love for the world. 
	 A woman next to me elbows me in her sleep. I glance at her, but before my eyes 
reach hers, they are glued to the opposite window. A two-foot high boy stands on a 
pallet of wood in the sun. Later, I come to know that he is eleven years old, the same 
age as my brother. His parents most probably were unable to feed him and left him 
on the street, in hopes that someone would have pity. A Sister of Charity would come 
to do just that, and provide him with a bed and food. 
	 Women, with baskets of clothes that they had just washed in a dirty stream from 
a pipe that came from the rich mullato’s home, carry this load on their heads. A small 
girl in a muddy puddle in the road stares at me, sucking her hand; probably the only 
meal she will have all day. My heart stops as she looks into my green eyes with her 
brown ones. It might have been less painful if someone would have shredded my 
heart. Two worlds so different, connected by one window.					   

Haiti
by Mary Mantese (The Daughter)

editor’s note
Information:
Michael Geilenfeld
c/o Lynx Air
P.O. Box 407139
Fort Lauderdale, FL 
33350 

Honey-
moon
Continued from page 14
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Parish Council Report						      by Gina Heagney

2009 has been a busy year for the St. Cronan parish council. It actually began in December 2008 
when we welcomed the newest members to the council—Kathleen Herring, Bob Hoffman and 
Norma Schmitz—at our holiday meeting at Maggie Hart-Mahon’s home. Since then the council has 
worked to keep St. Cronan’s running smoothly with help from many quarters.

Our primary concern has been supporting the parish as Fr. Gerry continued his cancer treatments  
and recuperated from knee surgery in September. The council decided to focus on two areas, organi-
zation and communication. As we examined these issues, we realized the parish needed a new pastoral 
associate. The council formed a personnel committee, consisting of volunteers from the parish, the 
finance committee and the council, to search for someone to fill this important role. It interviewed 
several strong candidates and ultimately offered the position to Becky Schwantes. Becky served the 
parish energetically for several months but had to leave the position in late summer for personal  
reasons. Fortunately, the committee’s work in the spring made finding Becky’s replacement much 
easier. Pat Carter generously answered the call to be St. Cronan’s pastoral associate.

One way the council has facilitated communication in the parish has been to assign council members 
as liaisons to our various ministries. The council members attend the ministry’s regular meetings or 
check in with the ministry and keep the council informed of current activities, questions and concerns. 
The council liaisons are: Ed Vallorani (Liturgy Committee), Bill Blow (St. Vincent de Paul),  
Tina Nathe (Food Pantry), Barb Sopp (Youth Ministry), Gina Heagney (Adult Faith Formation),  
Maggie Hart-Mahon (Community of Preachers), Bob Hoffman (Finance Committee), Kathleen  
Herring (Hospitality Committee) and Norma Schmitz (Meals for Fr. Gerry). The council has also 
met periodically with members of the Community of Preachers to hear its concerns.

We have Tom Mullen to thank for pushing the council to revive the Chronicle. He asked us to make 
this a priority in 2009. Fortunately, Madonna Kuciejczyk-Kernan and Kathleen Herring stepped  

forward to revive this important forum for Cronanites.

On September 13, 2009 the council sponsored a Fall 
Picnic and Ministry Fair. Once again the Cronan  
community proved we have some of the best cooks in 
St. Louis with a sumptuous potluck. The council  
“Q Team” grilled burgers and brats. We enjoyed live 
music, great weather and wonderful fellowship.  
Various ministries set up tables to let parishioners 
know about the many opportunities for participation 
in the life and mission of St. Cronan’s.

Looking ahead, the council is working on a soup and 
salad fundraiser at Saint Margaret of Scotland church hall on November 14, 2009 and a new session  
of COPA later this fall.

There will be three openings for new council members to begin serving in December 2009.  
Nomination forms are available at church and in the parish office.

Whether it is picnics, prayers, fundraisers or ministries, your parish council hopes to continue to be  
a coordinator and promoter of the vibrant life of the St. Cronan parish community.

The current members of the parish council are: Bill Blow, Maggie Hart-Mahon, Gina Heagney, Kathleen  
Herring, Bob Hoffman, Tina Nathe, Norma Schmitz, Marcy Soda, Barb Sopp and Ed Vallorani.

The St. Cronan  
community enjoying 
perfect weather and 
great food at the 
Fall Picnic.
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A 
year ago I would not have imagined myself as a pastoral associate. But here I 
am almost half-way through my six-month contract, and I am still amazed. When the 
position of part-time pastoral associate opened up last spring, I thought of a couple 
of people I felt could fill the role nicely. But then I was asked to consider the position 
myself. I prayed, discussed it with my spiritual director and other significant people 

in my life, and decided to submit an application. Even though I wasn’t chosen at that time, I felt 
honored to be asked to consider the position. 

When I got the call from Gerry as I was driving down to Ste. Genevieve to visit a cousin last  
July asking me to take the position, I was in a state of shock for a while. But after going through 
the same steps I had taken in the spring, and after further discussion with Gerry, I accepted the 
position. 

One of the questions I get frequently asked by people outside of St. Cronan is, what does a  
pastoral associate do? My short response is, everything but say Mass. But the fuller and more  
accurate response is that the role is one of coordination and communication. So besides being  
present at all the liturgies and making sure that things are in place for the celebrations, there is 
time spent at the Parish Center on Monday and Friday mornings; attending meetings, such as 
Parish Council, Community of Preachers, Liturgy Committee and Adult Faith Formation; and 
multiple phone calls and e-mails during the week. This pretty well uses up the 20-hours a week 
that I am contracted for. 

But I have plenty of help. One of the gifts of St. Cronan is the generous involvement of the  
parishioners in the life of the parish, the spiritual as well as the practical, without which it would  
be impossible for me to be able to do what needs to be done within those 20-hour weeks. A  
wonderful example was the parish picnic and ministry fair that was planned and executed by the 
Parish Council with little help from me. And of course, Delores Blount, our secretary in the  
Parish office, is an invaluable part of what keeps our parish running as smoothly as it does. Her 
knowledge of the parish history over the twenty years she has been here is an invaluable asset to 
me. And Carlos Johnson, our maintenance person, is a wonder as he professionally and cheer-
fully works to keep our property attractive and inviting. Mary Ellen Dee and the Community of 
Preachers share their liturgical and spiritual experience of our community. With Gerry back at the 
rectory, his wisdom and experience are more available to me. The pastoral support team, Marcy 
Soda, Tom Mullen, and Michael Inyart, are there to be attentive ears and advisors for any concerns 
I might have. 

What has been the greatest challenge? Besides remembering names (please forgive me if I have 
a quizzical look on my face as I try to recall your name from the deep recesses of my brain) and 
having to get up early on Sunday morning to be at church by 7:30 (I do miss my slow, leisurely 
mornings), it’s been learning to balance my time among my various jobs, learning when to say no 
or when to delegate. To take the time for myself that I need to stay balanced. Because this role is 
not one of just doing. It is also being a presence to the community and helping it to carry out its 
vision and mission as a social justice parish. 

And what has been my greatest joy? Getting to know better and work with the wonderful, crazy, 
diverse and lovable people of St. Cronan. Some of you I had known for decades, long before I 
arrived at St. Cronan. Many I had seen at church, but hadn’t had the opportunity to really get to 
know. This role has given me that opportunity and I am continually awed by the generosity, talent, 
and depth of the people here. Our focus on social justice is not just a nice title. It is our way of  
being together. It is something we live out in our individual lives as well as our corporate one.  
Not always perfectly. But the beauty lies in that we keep trying. 

And for that I am deeply grateful.							      —Pat Carter

Ponderings from the Pastoral Associate
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Edward Hays has written letters, 
in the tradition of Paul’s epistles, to  
encourage and strengthen communi-
ties of faith. Some letters are written to 
those who no longer worship in a church 
building but continue to live their faith. 
While other letters are written to those 
who continue to gather for Eucharist as 
a parish community.

I was particularly struck by a passage  
in one of the letters written to those 
who continue to gather as a larger  
community. Hays writes to Joseph,
	� “We are like spiritual dynamos 

who by frequent and direct  
connection with the Divine  
Mystery, generate powerful fields 
of energy…if you didn’t attend, 
the religious experience of those 
who did would be lessened…
and your soul is affected by the 
release of faith and devotional 
energy from those gathered there 
in prayer with you…the walls of 
a church are ”radioactive.” They 
radiate the prayer energy of the 
mysteries conducted there, the 
prayers of those who for years 
have worshipped within those 
walls.”

Perhaps this passage resonated so 
strongly with me because I had a  

Letters to Exodus Christians
			   Comfort and Hope for Those Who Have Trouble Going to Church

			   Book Reflection by Madonna Kuciejczyk-Kernan

profound experience of the presence  
of the communion of saints when I 
celebrated Eucharist at Notre Dame in 
Paris. I had such a deep realization of 
the presence from over a thousand years 
of spiritual pilgrims that I wept. I also 
like coming to Cronan and feeling  
connected to our community and my 
family members who have died.

This book reminded me that the  
exodus of believers from attending 
church is a worldwide, not just a Cronan 
phenomenon. I suspect many in our  
beloved community, both those who 
have stayed and those who have left, 
might find hope in the wildness of God’s 
Spirit who Fr. Hays concludes may be 
“doing something new.” When Tom 
Mullen gave me the book he wrote  
“Let the Spirit lead us to places we  
never dreamt possible!”             Amen
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Staying				        by Eileen Heidenheimer

Istand around the altar. My hands are open, filled with amazing energy 
generated from my community. I gaze, lovingly, on all those surrounding  
me, touching me with their presence. My energy reaches out to each person,  
remembering one word, one story, of their suffering, their joy, their confu-
sion. I stay in this place, for this moment.

But others have left our community and are staying where they are…at other  
liturgies, in South Bend, in Tucson, in the sacred place where death travels with  
our spirits. 

In my life, I have experienced the process of leaving, beginning with the deaths of  
my mother, my father, all of my aunts and uncles and a few cousins, and many 
friends. In the past year, I have moved through the final moments and death of the 
school where I had taught and communed for 32 years. We come, we go, we stay,  
we leave. But when we leave, we also stay, in a way that only others’ memories link 
us. When I enter St. Cronan, walk into the fourth pew on the left, my mind and 
heart remember Marge and Syl and how they sat in front of me in January 1990. 
Their lives enter me. When I hear “If today, you hear the voice of God,” I see the 
face of Debbie Char, cantoring. When announcements come, I smile inside while  
remembering Jennifer Halling and her wit. 

I know all too well the struggle within all of us concerning when to leave and when 
to stay. A dear friend of mine always says, “Never leave on a loud day.” I hold his 
advice, his wisdom, very tenderly, for it leads me to the reasons I am present in this 
community. During our last struggles with institutional bureaucracies, I sat at all the 
meetings. Words were powerful, emotions were rich, thoughts arose from places I 
had never explored before. But, to me, no meeting was held on a “loud day” for me. 
Peace was present. People, friend, comrades, loved ones stood and said good-bye. 
We nodded. There was acceptance and understanding—so much more so than in  
the past. We come, we go, we stay, we leave. 

I am a person who tends to compare myself to others, and (all too often, at least  
in the past) finds myself lacking. Of what, I don’t know. When I entered the commu-
nity, I knew I needed to be there. There was no discernment at the time of why this 
was. Over the years, the easy answer was what is given to me: total acceptance and 
love of community. The more complex answer: I accept and embrace and love every 
person in our community. I will work for the benefit of others, however and when-
ever that is, for me. The richness and holiness of spirit that is available for everyone 
will flow so deeply down the path of our community that we will flourish until our 
job is done. I know this. I experience this. It is powerful. It is why I stay where I am, 
moving with the music, with the touches of others, with the holding of the cup and 
the laughter in the children’s eyes. But in my staying, my place is grounded with all 
who are in places where they need to stay. All the same. All the same. 
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Leaving Church				        by Maribeth Clancy

My husband, Mike Inyart, our three daughters and I have 
been members of St. Cronan Parish for ten years. Over the 
years there have been people who come and go and some come 
back again…some even leave again. There are many reasons why 
people leave. Several possible reasons have weighed heavily on my 

mind during the past couple of years: the unjust and abusive treatment of Sr. Louise 
Lears (one of the most pastoral people I know), the scandal of sexual abuse by clergy, 
the unbelievable ways victims of that abuse have been treated, the lack of compassion  
and welcome to our gay and lesbian brothers and sisters, and the inequality in the 
treatment of women as members of the Body of Christ. Even though St. Cronan 
tries to be a witness to inclusiveness, we still are connected to an institution that 
doesn’t seem to be moving in that direction.
	 But the final straw for me was a voice I heard from within, one Sunday several 
months ago when Mike and I were up at the altar together cleaning up, after we  
both had given out the Body of Christ at Communion time. The voice I heard said, 
“Why do you continue to pretend that it is OK that Mike (who is another one of the 
most pastoral people I know) cannot live out his Priesthood in the Catholic Church 
because he is married to you?” How would I diminish him in that role? Don’t I have 
gifts that would only add to his ministry?
	 I took a break from coming to church after that Sunday and since then I have  
returned several times, but I can’t ignore that voice nor can I ignore the hurt that has 
been left unattended for many years. I love the community at St. Cronan’s. I miss so 
many of the people and I will probably show up from time to time for that reason, 
but for now, I cannot pretend that any of the above-mentioned practices are OK.  
At the same time, I guess I’ve lost hope that radical change in the institutional  
church will happen in my lifetime.

Dear Fellow Parishioners,

It was about this time last year that I 
returned home from a wonderful trip to Italy. 
During one of my last days there, I attended 
Mass at a beautiful church in the Tuscan town 
of Montecatini. The Mass was said in Latin 
and was very well attended. However, there was 
little participation in song or responses. The 
people there seemed detached, almost like going 
through the motions.

	 It is at times like this that I realize what 
a privilege it is to be a part of the faith-filled 
community here at St. Cronan’s. To witness the 
joy and spirit of love that floats throughout our 
worship services is truly a gift we give to one 
another. So, just as I am doing now, tell someone 
how grateful you are for the terrific parish  
community we are blessed with!
				    —Norma Schmitz	
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On the afternoon of September 26, 2009, our sister, Louise  
Lears SC, was honored with the Margaret Ellen Traxler Award for 
her courage in supporting women’s ordination in the Roman Catholic 
Church. The award presentation was part of the 40th anniversary  
celebration of the National Coalition of American Nuns, with the 
focus on “Worker Justice in Church and Society.” Symbolized by 
a wooden giraffe, the award is named for Margaret Ellen Traxler 
SSND, who co-founded the organization. 
	 Members of our St. Cronan faith community were invited to 
attend the conference, but especially to be there for the presentation 

of the award to Louise. Over sixty people registered ahead of time, and several  
more showed up on the day, filling the room where the conference was held. It  
was a wonderful gathering of the St. Cronan community, including those who are 

currently attending, and those who have chosen an alternative place of 
worship, a testament to our continued love and support of Louise.
	 Two thoughts from her acceptance speech (which her friend 
Mary Lou Gavan timed to make sure she was staying within her  
allotted time limit) have remained with me. One was when Louise 
described the two hands of non-violence. One hand gestures STOP!  
I will not allow the unjust or abusive behavior to continue. The  
other hand is reaching out for connection and engagement. Both are 
necessary in working in unjust situations. Non-violence is based on 
love and respect for the other, despite deep disagreement with their 
beliefs and behaviors.
	 The second point was the need for creativity—the ability to 
think out of the box in finding solutions in difficult situations. Louise 

described the weekend after the interdict had been imposed. Her mother and sister 
had come to St. Louis to be with her, because they knew she needed all the support 
she could get at that point. They attended our 10 a.m. liturgy, and of course Louise 
was not supposed to receive communion. And while no one at St. Cronan would 
have refused her communion, she did not want to put the parish at risk, knowing it 
was very likely that she and our community were being watched. So at communion 
her mother and her sister brought back communion to her. Several other Cronanites 
did the same, so that by the end of communion she had a handful of hosts!
	 Seeing Louise at the 10 a.m. liturgy on September 27, the morning after her 
award presentation, I realized how much I miss her presence in our community. Her 
gentleness, wisdom and passion for non-violence are wonderful gifts to us. For me, 
the best way to honor her presence is to continue her efforts in non-violent conflict 
resolution, to say STOP! to violent and unjust behaviors and attitudes, and at the 
same time extend a hand of engagement.
										          —Pat Carter

Pat Carter (left) and  
Louise Lears

Louise Lears
Recipient of the Margaret Ellen Traxler (aka Sticking Your Neck Out) Award

“Please tell Pat that  
I love the article. If  
she wanted to add  
anything—I told 
people at Cronan  
on Sunday that the 
award belongs to 
everyone in the parish 
community!”
—Louise
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At Whatever Risk, Yet Go Forward
			   by Joan Barthel

Elizabeth Seton was 29 years old—dark-haired, darkeyed, a beautiful 

woman barely five feet tall, brimming with energy and confidence—when 

she traveled with her husband Will from New York to Italy, in the doomed 

hope of regaining his health. The voyage, which took 56 days, was her first 

step on a precarious, even mysterious path leading her to a place that was, 

quite literally, unimagined. But when she boarded the Shepherdess on 

October 1, 1803, she did not know that.

U ntil I began researching the life of Elizabeth Seton for my book-
in-progress, I knew her only as the first American-born canonized 
Saint. That title can make people’s eyes glaze over—but Elizabeth 
was no marble statue, cold to the touch. At a time when women’s 
rhetoric was passive and conventionally restrained, she wrote with 

feeling and humor; as a happily married woman, she playfully alluded to sex in her 
letters. She had no visions or miraculous happenings in her life. Quick-tempered, 
emotional, volatile, she once considered suicide. At another bleak time in her life,  
she doubted the existence of God.
	 Born a British subject in New York City in 1774, she grew up an original  
American whose life was as revolutionary as the world around her. In her short 
life—she died at 46—she was rich, poor, an aristocrat, an outcast, a wife, a mother 
(a working mother), a widow, nurse, teacher, a Protestant, a Catholic, a feminist, an 
almost-accidental nun who founded the first order of active women religious in this 
country. Most of the radical reversals in fortune and status were not inevitable, but 
the consequences of conscience, which links her pioneering work 200 years ago to 
today’s startling headline: “U. S. Nuns Facing Vatican Scrutiny.”*
	 For most of her life Elizabeth was an Episcopalian, an authentic WASP, a  
member of the churches that President Washington attended: Trinity and its chapel, 
St. Paul’s. Catholicism was illegal in New York when she was born; Catholic priests 
seen in the city were arrested, sometimes hanged. Even after the Revolution, when 
the English penal laws were repealed, hostility remained: Catholics in late 18th 
century New York were the despised immigrants, desperately poor, who lived in fetid 
slums with no access to clean water. Catholics smelled bad.	
	 Elizabeth and Will had been married for nine years when they went to Italy. 
Within a month, Will died of tuberculosis. In the six months Elizabeth stayed,  
awaiting a vessel home, she was housed and lovingly cared for by friends of Will’s 
from his earlier travels, and for the first time met Catholics of her elite social class. 
When they encouraged her to consider Catholic beliefs, and brought in an Irish  
Jesuit for backup, she was at first amused: “I am hard pushed by these charitable  

*	�The New York Times, 
7/2/09

Continued on page 23
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Sisters of Charity of 
New York.



St. Cronan Chronicle  |  November 2009 23

Romans…[but] as learned people like to hear themselves best, I have but little to 
say.” She was overwhelmed, though, by the theology of the Eucharist as the Real 
Presence of Christ, not merely a symbol, and little by little she became convinced 
that Catholicism was her way to God.
	 Back home, when she followed her conscience and became a Catholic, she was 
so scorned that people talked of burning down her house. The Seton family busi-
ness had failed; Elizabeth was a penniless widow with five children under ten, yet her 
wealthy godmother cut her out of her will. The Episcopalian priest who’d been her 
beloved mentor washed his hands of her. At the urging of the one Catholic priest in 
the city, Elizabeth and her children moved to Baltimore, a haven for Catholics since 
the mid-17th century, when George Calvert, a secretary in the royal court, became a 
Catholic. Because he was a favorite, he was not beheaded, but bundled safely out of 
London and granted a 12-million-acre site in the colonies.
	 In a pretty little house, Elizabeth taught a handful of girls and settled into a 
spiritually serene life, intending to live a life of prayerful service there, happily ever 
after. She did not intend to become a nun. The only nun to be seen in New York was 
made of wax, a museum curiosity, and even in Catholic Baltimore, nuns were not 
part of the world she knew. A few European women had come to southern Maryland 
as cloistered nuns, but American women who wanted to be active nuns—teachers, 
nurses—had to go to Europe.
	 Then one young woman, then two, then another, asked to join her as teachers in 
a religious routine of work, prayer and community. A supporter offered property at 
Emmitsburg, in the Maryland wilderness. 
	 Elizabeth had been a Protestant for thirty-one years, a Catholic for just three. It 
was a daunting, even dangerous move at a time when an American Catholic Church 
was still suspect, let alone an American convent: one Lutheran minister warned that 
these women in black dresses were “ferocious creatures…female wolves.”
	 But the Seton family motto, from its 12th century coat of arms, was:
	

At Whatever Risk, Yet Go Forward
	
	 So she did.
	 After a four-day trek along rutted cowpaths, mostly on foot, with a farm wagon 
and a dog that a well-meaning but misguided friend in Baltimore had given her 
as a parting gift, Elizabeth and her little band found that their planned house and 
school building wasn’t ready. For a seemingly endless winter they lived in a bleak 
stone cottage—sixteen people in four tiny rooms, two down, two up, where snow 
drifted through cracks in the roof onto the women sleeping on the floor. Their frugal 
budget meant potatoes, turnips, bread and carrot “coffee”: grated carrots dried and 
roasted, then steeped in hot water.
	 Still, when the little community came close to folding, it wasn’t because of the 
hardships—so many women applied that there was a waiting list. It was because of 
Elizabeth herself, and the religious vow of obedience.
	 She had always followed the dictates of her faithful conscience, believing that her 
sense of equality and worth did not come from any civil or religious government, but 
from the God in whose image and likeness everyone is created. As a married woman, 

Continued on page 24
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she was co-founder of the first charitable organization in this country to be managed 
by women, who were publicly denounced by an Episcopalian bishop for violating 
an 18th century female’s “delicacy and decorum.” In Emmitsburg, when her male 
superior ordered her to “obey in silence,” she accused him of “acting like a tyrant,” 
and protested in a letter to Archbishop John Carroll. She relied firmly on conscience 
when she objected to French nuns coming to oversee this new undertaking, insisting 
that her community be uniquely American, with her as the American leader. 
	 After three years of controversy and assorted problems, Elizabeth and seventeen 
other women pronounced vows as Sisters of Charity, the first American order of  
active nuns, and she became, forever after, “Mother Seton.” Some 400 orders  
followed, building the schools, hospitals and social agencies that became American 
bedrock (in 1895, a Franciscan nun was the moving force behind the hospital in 
Rochester, Minnesota that became the Mayo Clinic). 
	  Then the Second Vatican Council called American nuns to renew their minis-
tries and look to the needs of the times. In Elizabeth’s time and for decades after, 
the primary needs were education, especially for girls, and health care. But now that 
nuns have moved beyond the sickroom and the classroom to work in the courtroom, 
in the halls of Congress and the United Nations, in shelters and clinics—wherever 
their conscience leads them—they often conflict with official Church teachings.
	 Any doubt about the primacy of conscience seemed dispelled at the time of the 
Council, when Joseph Ratzinger, a priest theologian, made this ringing statement: 
“Over the pope as the binding claim of ecclesiastical authority there still stands one’s 
own conscience, which must be obeyed before all else, if necessary even against the 
requirement of ecclesiastical authority.” 
	 But now Joseph Ratzinger is Pope Benedict XVI, and the view from the tip- 
top of ecclesiastical authority is apparently different. The Vatican has launched a 
visitation of all active orders of women religious, with a doctrinal assessment of the 
Leadership Conference of Women Religious for their failure to “promote” Church 
teachings on three issues: the male-only priesthood, homosexuality, and the primacy 
of the Roman Catholic Church as the means to salvation.
	  Members of the investigation teams, both nuns and priests, must take a loyalty 
oath, which is “scandalous,” says a Sister of Mercy. “We have taken lifelong oaths; 
they are called vows.” One item in the initial questionnaire asks, “What is the  
process for responding to sisters who dissent publicly or privately from the authorita-
tive teaching of the Church?” Or privately. A Franciscan Sister of the Poor points  
out that this means men in official Church positions are attempting to control  
women, “even to what we can think.”
	  Here at St. Cronan we know only too well, with our Louise, how heartbreak-
ing the consequences of conscience can be. And we know that as the whole people 
of God, all of us—lay people, priests—are involved with this Vatican process. The 
outcome will not just affect but define the future Church.  
	 The investigation will take at least two years, and no one knows what will  
happen at the end. But Elizabeth Seton was there at the beginning. She went forward 
at whatever risk, as her spiritual daughters in all orders continue to do. When I had 
lunch with a Sister of Charity in New York, she smiled as she offered a blessing that 
she meant for all of us: “Oh God, give us the grace to go recklessly into the future.”
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