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These words of St. Augus-
tine resonate in my heart 
with deep emotion. 

I am in love with God through the gift of faith
 God is defined in sacred 
Scripture as love. “God is love, 
and anyone who lives in love 
lives in God, and God lives in 
him” (1 John 16).
 The Catholic priesthood is 
the vehicle through which I 
have been able to experience 
and participate in the love of 
God.
 I am in love, and my 14 years 

of priesthood have been an 
amazing adventure of love. My 
bride is the Church, the Bride 
of Christ. 
 Most of the time my bride 
is beautiful to behold and 
wonderful to be with, but 
sometimes my bride can be 
like a nagging wife in curlers or 
worse yet, unfaithful and cor-
rupt. Nevertheless, Jesus calls 
me each day to love this Bride 
with renewed charity made in 
acts of service, patience and 
forgiveness.
 Yes, I am in love. I love the 
incense as it makes its way 
to the sky in praise of God. 
I love our sacred music and 
our chants. I love our prayers 
that console us. I love our 
cathedrals, our basilicas, our 
churches and our small mis-
sion churches. I love our saints 
who inspire us so much by 
lives lived with grandeur and 
poetry. 
 Most especially, I love the 
martyrs because they preferred 
to die than to give in to evil.
 I love our popes, especially 
popes like St. John Paul II, 
Pope Benedict XVI and Pope 
Francis, who have provided 
me with so much inspiration 
on how to be a good priest 

in the time that I have been 
called to serve the people of 
God.

Priests’ life-changing ministry 
 I love the Catholic priests 
of my life: the priest who bap-
tized me, the priest who heard 
my first confession and the 
priest who gave me the holy 
Eucharist for the first time. I 
am grateful for those priests 
who inspired me by their 
example to follow in their 
footsteps and to those priests 
whom I call my friends. 
 Most especially, I love to 
offer the holy sacrifice of the 
Mass. How amazing it is to 
stand at the altar of sacrifice 
and repeat those amazing 
words: “For this is my body 
which will be given up for 
you”; “For this is the chalice 
of my blood, the blood of the 
new and eternal covenant, 
which will be poured out for 
you and for many for the for-
giveness of sins.”
 However, this life lived in 
love would have never been 
possible were it not for the 
love experienced in the home, 
where my parents passed on to 
me the greatest gift of all: the 
gift of faith.
 I am in love. I love being a 
Catholic, and I love being a 
Catholic priest.
 Within any walk of life there 
are always difficulties, trials 
and persecutions. Married 
couples experience moments 
of tremendous obstacles, and 
so do priests. However, St. Paul 
reminds us that love “endures 
all things” (1 Cor 13:7). 
 If you were to ask me what 
has been my most difficult 
challenge as a priest, it is pre-
cisely what St. Paul affirms to 
St. Timothy: “For the time is 
coming when people will not 
endure sound teaching, but 
having itching ears they will 
accumulate for themselves 
teachers to suit their own lik-
ings, and will turn away from 
listening to the truth and wan-
der into myths” (2 Tim 4:3-4). 
 I have seen and have heard 

things that would cause the 
strongest of men to retreat 
from the battle. I have not and 
will never give up because I am 
convinced that the promise 
of Jesus is true, that “the gates 
of hell shall not prevail” (Mt 
16:18).
 It is important for us to focus 
on the saints of the Church, 
not on her sinners, and it is 
essential that we strive to be 
among those saints. It is easy 
to complain and to point fin-
gers; it is difficult to live out 
the Gospel with authenticity 
and maturity. 
 Fourteen years of Catho-
lic priesthood and the jour-
ney goes on because St. Paul 
also affirms to St. Timothy to 
“preach the word, be urgent 
in season and out of season, 
convince, rebuke, and exhort, 
be unfailing in patience and in 
teaching” (2 Tim 4:2). 
 My prayer is that I may 
persevere until that day when 
the Lord, who called me to 
follow him as his priest, calls 
me to be with him in eternal 
rest. On that day, I, too, wish 
to proclaim with St. Paul: “I 
have fought the good fight; I 
have finished the race; I have 
kept the faith” (2 Tim 4:7). 
 These years of priesthood 
have been filled with many 
consolations. The greatest of 
them all has been the loving 
presence of Mary, the Mother 
of Jesus. Through all these 
years, Mary has always been 
there to comfort me and to 
urge me on to fulfill my mis-
sion until the end. I long to see 
her one day in heaven! When 
we embrace, the suffering of 
the cross will give way to the 
bliss of the resurrection.
 “To fall in love with God is 
the greatest of romances, to 
seek him the greatest adven-
ture, to find him the greatest 
human achievement.” 
 May God bless my parishio-
ners, past and present, for all 
the ways they have loved me 
into the priesthood!
 Father Robert Cooper is pastor 
of Divine Mercy Parish in Kenner.
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of the Risen Lord.
 Did not this prayer service 
point the way for us priests to 
respond in any time of crisis? 
Is it not our blessed ministry to 
help others to God and salva-
tion by relating the struggles of 
this life to the Paschal Mystery? 
What an awesome gift!
 Archbishop Emeritus Alfred C. 
Hughes served as the 13th arch-
bishop of New Orleans.

The gift of life for 88 years 
has meant living through 
a number of challenges: 

the great economic depression 
following the Wall Street finan-
cial collapse of 1929; the na-
tional war effort during World 
War II; the social turbulence of 
the ’60s; the church turbulence 
of the ’70s; the gradual erosion 
of faith in the following de-
cades; the clergy sex scandal in 
the recent decades; the dramatic 
leakage in the church in the first 
decades of the 21st century; the 
pandemic of COVID-19!
 Personally, I found the prayer 
service of Pope Francis on March 
27, 2020, to be spiritually mov-
ing and motivating. He pointed 
the way to respond not only to 
the pandemic, but any crisis.
 Our Holy Father limped into 
an empty St. Peter’s Square at 
nightfall, unprotected, while 
a drizzle dampened him and 
seemingly the whole world. 
He was alone, a forlorn fig-
ure, seemingly representing a 
pandemic-afflicted and fallen 
mankind, walking resolutely 
to hear the Word of God rather 
than hide from God’s voice as 

Pope Francis’ silent walk: A prayerful parable in action

our original ancestors did in the 
Garden of Eden.
 Pope Francis listened to the 
public proclamation of the 
Gospel passage (Mk 4: 35-41), 
recounting the virulent storm 
on the Sea of Galilee. The dis-
ciples cried out in terror to Jesus, 
asleep and seemingly uncaring 
in the stern of the boat. The 
Lord responded, “Why are you 
afraid? Have you no faith?”
 The homily of Pope Francis 
was like a spoken meditation. 
He let those words of Jesus re-
verberate throughout St. Peter’s 
Square to the world. He then 
sat, absorbing those words him-
self in prayerful receptivity.
 After moments of quiet, Pope 
Francis moved to the image of 
Mary, Salus Populi Romani (Pro-

tectress of the Roman People), 
as if to ask her for the grace to 
respond to the Word of God as 
she did. 
 After prayerful silence, he 
moved (at Mary’s bidding?) to 
the crucifix from the Church of 
San Marcello (venerated in the 
past during previous plagues). 
He seemed to ponder the mys-
tery of the Lord’s agonizing 
death and kissed the blood-
stained feet of the crucified 
Lord. Finally, he moved to the 
temporary altar at the door of St. 
Peter’s Basilica, where the mon-
strance housed the sacramental 
presence of the Risen Lord. He 
prayed again in silence. Then 
he wrapped his arms around 
the monstrance and raised the 
sacramental Risen Lord in bless-

ing to the whole world.
 That prayer service spoke to 
me even more in symbol than 
in word of the need for us all to 
be unafraid of suffering in life.
 We need to hear the penetrat-
ing Word of the Master: “Why 
are you afraid? Have you no 
faith?”; invoke the intercession 
of Mary; appreciate more deeply 
the Paschal Mystery; embrace 
the living sacramental presence 

When Pope Francis walked through the rain in an empty St. Peter’s Square at 
the start of the 2020 pandemic, he focused the world on the gift of the cross.
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Even in challenging times, I am grateful for the call

I was a stranger and you wel-
comed me’ – Mt 25:35.

This is a line from Scrip-
ture that has become very 

Hospitality, kindness of God’s people have lifted my spirits
meaningful in my personal 
life since I came in 2015 to 
minister in the Archdiocese of 
New Orleans.
 I am from Nigeria, educated 
and ordained for the Diocese 
of Warri, and although I had 
some experience of studying 
in the U.S. and assisting in par-
ishes during vacation periods, 
my time at St. Christopher the 
Martyr in Metairie has been 
my first, long-term experience 

of ministering as a priest in the 
U.S.
 Both our historical back-
ground and the modern media 
have had a great impact on our 
daily lives. As a stranger – as an 
African coming to minister in 
Louisiana, a Southern state, I 
did wonder if I might encoun-
ter racism. If I were to believe 
the media stories, I could an-
ticipate that life might be, at 
best, a little uncomfortable 

and, at worst, very difficult. 
 As I write this brief testimo-
ny, my heart is full of love and 
gratitude for all those I have 
met and ministered with and 
to during my six years here. I 
can truly say that I have been 
that stranger who has been 
wholeheartedly welcomed.
 If you are not from a race 
that is different from the ac-
cepted “majority,” you can 
never know what it is like to 
live in skin that shows others 
that you are “different.” You 
cannot know what it is like to 
fear being that stranger who 
is not welcomed, and even 
worse than not welcomed, that 
stranger who is hated and who 
suffers because of his or her 
race.
 Therefore, my joy and grati-
tude is so much deeper because 
– hand on heart – I can say that 
in all my time here, I have nev-
er been treated badly because of 
my race. People have gone out 
of their way to make me feel 
welcome, bringing me food, 
inviting me out for meals or 
into their homes, offering me 
gifts and, most of all, offering 
me their friendship.
 I have been wholeheartedly 

welcomed by so many here: 
Archbishop Gregory Aymond 
and the clergy in the arch-
diocese; Father Frank Can-
dalisa and the deacons at St. 
Christopher who were my 
first ministry companions 
here; my beloved parishioners 
and parish staff; the staff and 
students of St. Christopher 
School; Father Mike Mitchell 
and God’s Special Children, 
who are children with special 
needs for whom a special Mass 
is celebrated; by all the medical 
professionals I have met over 
the years; by the journalists and 
editorial board of the Clarion 
Herald; and so many others I 
meet in all aspects of my daily 
life.
 There are too many people 
to mention. 
 But in a world where nega-
tive stories in this domain 
are front and center in media 
stories, I want to add my small 
voice of thanks to all those who 
witness to Jesus by showing 
me love and making me the 
stranger who is welcomed in 
your midst.
 Father Raymond A. Igbogidi 
is pastor of St. Christopher the 
Martyr Parish, Metairie.

There are opportune 
times for priests to re-
flect upon the grace 

of the calling that is ours 
to serve the Lord and the 
Church as priests of Jesus 
Christ.
 Perhaps one such event is 
after a tragic or challenging 
event, such as Hurricane 
Ida, which made a direct hit 
upon the Diocese of Houma-

Thibodaux.
 Challenges such as this 
can cause us to reflect anew 
upon our call as priests and 
bishops. Even as I now 
deal with the challenges 
of responding to the needs 
of the Diocese of Houma-
Thibodaux after Hurricane 
Ida, I am nonetheless able 
to say that in my 32 years 
as a priest and my 14 years 
as a bishop I have been 
fulfilled in ministry and 
deeply grateful for the call 
of the Lord given to me.
 Both in the times of 
peace and the times of 
challenge, it has been a real 
grace to serve as a priest 

and bishop. Serving the 
Lord as a priest is a life like 
no other, and I am blessed 
for the many ways that the 
Lord has been and is faith-
ful to and present to me in 
my ministry.  

I am also grateful for the 
many ways that the Lord 
has blessed me through the 
bishops and priests with 
whom I serve and have 
served. I express particular 
gratitude for the members 
of the lay faithful, who 
have prayed for me and 
with me, supported me, 
enhanced my life with 
their friendship, and been 
for me such a source of 

grace because of their endur-
ing faith and journey with 
the Lord.
 I do hope that we as priests 
take the time to reflect on the 
grace of this vocation that is 
ours, and approach the Lord 
with gladness and thanksgiv-
ing for calling us to serve his 
holy people in this way.  It is 
not always easy, but it is al-
ways a blessing to be a priest 
of Jesus Christ.
 Bishop Shelton J. Fabre was 
installed as Bishop of Houma-
Thibodaux in 2013. He was 
ordained as a priest in 1989 for 
the Diocese of Baton Rouge and 
was ordained as an auxiliary 
bishop of New Orleans in 2007.

Diocese of Houma-Thibodaux

Houma-
Thibodaux 
Bishop
Shelton J.
FABRE
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Raymond A.
IGBOGIDI

Archdiocese of New Orleans

Houma-Thibodaux Bishop Shelton Fabre’s 
episcopal motto is “Comfort My People,” 
taken from Isaiah 40:1.
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My first pastorate showered me with German blessings

For a young priest, the first 
pastorate is one of the most 
challenging moments in 

his life. He wants everything 
to work out. Of course, that is 
not the way life unfolds, and 
certainly not the life of a priest.
 The priest must be ever aware 
of the grace of God working 
through the events of life. He 
must be patient and await the 
unexpected. I was not yet aware 
of these thoughts as I drove up 
to that lovely Germanic looking 
church, St. Leo IV, in Roberts 
Cove (three miles northwest of 
Rayne) in the winter of 1983.    
 How grateful I am to those 
good people, mostly descen-
dants of German immigrants 

who came to America in the 
1880s, fleeing all sorts of per-
secution and threats. Their 
ancestors from the vicinity of 
Geilenkirchen in the region of 
Rhine-Westphalia had for cen-
turies seen armies pass through 
on the way to battle.
 These remarkable people were 
hard-working and efficient. 
Their contribution to the rice-
growing industry was legendary. 
However, what made them truly 
stand out was their tenacious 
adherence to Catholicism. They 
were highly protective of the 
“Cove,” as they referred to it. 
There was a road as one ap-
proached the “Cove” referred 
to as “Frenchman’s Road.” That 
was the boundary! 
 They also maintained numer-
ous heart-warming traditions. 
On the evening of Dec. 5, old 
St. Nicholas himself with his 
assistant would visit before the 
feast day. The children gathered 
that night in the appropriate 

houses, determined by tradi-
tion, and at some point, the 
“holy guests” would arrive. Old 
German carols were sung, and 
some English ones, too. Then 
St. Nicholas would distribute 
candies and gifts to the delight 
of the children.   
 Music always stirs memory. 
The old Christmas carols were 
some of the most beautiful: 
“Stille Nacht,” “Ihr Kinderlein 
kommet,” “Schönstes Kindlein” 
and “O Tannenbaum.”  
 The parish still maintained a 
Corpus Christi procession. On 
Easter Sunday, I would bless 
the Easter breads and pastries 
brought to the church. They 
also retained the venerable 
practice of Rogation days. And 
on the grounds of the parish 
church under ancient oaks 
stood the Wallfahrtskapelle, 
a pilgrimage chapel and the 
oldest remaining structure in 
the parish, with a lovely Pietà 
bearing the inscription, “Magna 

velut mare contritio mea” (“My 
contrition is as big as the sea”).
 All that I have described re-
mains to this day.  
 I returned just recently for 
the parish’s festag in July. The 
young had grown older, some 
were no longer with us, and 
there were new faces. However, 
the spirit was the same.  
 I thought of my Commu-
nion calls on First Fridays to 

the homebound. Some would 
still greet me with “Gelobt sei 
Jesus Christus!” (“Praise Jesus 
Christ!”). I soon learned the 
response, “In alle Ewigkeit!” No 
translation was necessary. How 
beautiful is our Catholic faith!
 Bishop Glen John Provost has 
been bishop of Lake Charles since 
2007. (For those who actually need 
a translation of “In alle Ewigkeit,” 
it is “In all eternity!”)

Never are two days ex-
actly alike in the life of 
a priest. 

 From baptisms to funerals 
to weddings to daily masses to 
anointings of the sick, a priest 
is required to offer up himself 
and his time to serve the people 
of God in whatever way he is 
needed. 
 St. Paul tells us, “I have be-
come all things to all people, 
that I might by all means save 
some” (1 Cor 9:22b). Indeed, a 
priest is called to be all things to 
all people because he is working 
for the salvation of souls.
 That being said, I would not 
trade being a priest for anything 
in the world. From the day that 
I was ordained a priest of Jesus 
Christ, I have had the privilege 

Prayer is my non-negotiable anchor
and the opportunity to be pres-
ent in people’s lives in a way 
that is unprecedented in any 
other walk of life, and for that 
blessing, I am very appreciative. 
 There are times when the 
mission of priesthood seems 
unrealistic or overwhelming, 
but in those moments, Christ 
always finds a way to fill up 
what is lacking in each of us and 
to remind us that it is not us, the 
priest, that people are seeking, 
but it is Christ, in the person of 
the priest, that people seek.
 A priest’s life is generally com-
posed of four areas, sometimes 
referred to as the four pillars of 
priestly formation – human, 
spiritual, academic and pasto-
ral – the combination of which 
might vary from time to time.
 I begin my day with prayer 
and I end my day with prayer; 
these are two bookends that 
cannot be negotiated. 
 Prayer is the key to fulfilling 
the mission of Christ and his 
Church as a priest, and every 
priest makes a commitment to 

pray the Liturgy of the Hours, 
which is an ancient prayer of 
the Church that is prayed five 
times throughout the day – at 
morning, at midday, at evening 
and at night, along with an of-
fice devoted to lengthier read-
ings of Scripture and writings 
of the saints. 
 In addition to the Liturgy 
of the Hours, a priest must 
be rooted in his own private 
prayer, which is the fuel for 
one’s personal relationship with 
God.
 Prayer, is of course the spiri-
tual pillar, but outside of prayer, 
there is a need to labor in the 
vineyard of the Lord; that is, 
to do ministry. This ministry 
would be known as the pasto-
ral pillar. Sometimes I have to 
immediately run to an anoint-
ing of the sick; other times I 
celebrate Mass in the nursing 
home around the corner. 
 Other days I might have 
meeting after meeting with 
people who are looking for 

See FR. YOUNG page 10 ➤
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Why did Jesus lead 
his disciples off the 
shining summit of 

From Mt. Tabor to the depths of despair, God is there
Mount Tabor and back down 
into the dim darkness of our 
valley of tears? 
 A story might explain.
 Once there was a faithful 
husband married to a jealous 
woman. Now because hubby 
commuted via crowded buses, 
upon returning his wife would 
find a hair on him and shout, 
“You’re cheating on me with a 
blonde!” Or “You’re cheating 

on me with a redhead.” 
 Her accusations convinced 
him to walk to work because 
not sharing a bus meant his 
wife wouldn’t find any hairs. 
Upon returning, he stood for 
inspection under the porch 
light, but her search was frus-
trated, so she blazed, “You’re 
cheating on me with a bald 
lady!”  
 She could look but not see 
her husband’s fidelity for the 
same reason the Transfigura-
tion alarmed rather than il-
luminated Peter. 
 Our inner, dark defects such 
as suspicion or fear shade 
even shimmering mountains 
of outer evidence. Without 
the inner light of trust, no 
amount of outer evidence or 
illumination can make us see 
God’s fidelity.
 Consider our priestly call. 
We all have a vocation story, 
a Mount Tabor experience, 
when we were illuminated by 
Christ. But, how quickly we 
become as alarmed as Peter. 
Scared by the demands of our 

vocation, afraid of our frailty, 
terrified by our temptations, 
inner dark defects often cause 
us to look but not to see God’s 
fidelity.
 However, fear is driven by 
something unseen, namely, 
our own dark defects, which 
cause us to look but not to see 
God’s fidelity. But faith is the 
realization of hope based on 
something else unseen – trust. 
Our puny, human effort to 
trust is tinder catching the 
first flicker of the divine gift 
of faith. Thus, Jesus leads us 
back down into darkness to 
teach us to trust.
 Remember: Christ leads 
us; he doesn’t abandon us. 
The light of Christ never 
abandons us; it accompanies 
us. Hence as his love light 
illumines our defects, we do 
not despair, but delight. 
 Trustingly bringing our dark 
defects into the love light 
of Christ is tinder touching 
flame. Such a tiny spark is all 
the Spirit needs to blow gently 
upon the tinder of our trust as 

it flickers into flaming faith 
until our inner twilight is 
transformed into a firestorm.
 When priests thus bring 
our dark defects into the 
love light of Christ, we ignite 
like kindling to be used as 
Christ’s chosen instrument. 
Not because we are better 
or holier than anyone else, 
but because every time we 
ascend the sanctuary that is 
the true Tabor, the Light of 
Christ blazes until our trust 
grows into that inner glow by 
which we finally look, see and 
believe God’s fidelity.
 Morning Mass is our Mount 
Tabor, where we prepare for 
a day of ministry. At Eucha-
rist, all our dark defects are 
dispelled as we ascend with 
him into the glow of heaven, 
confident Christ will illumine 
every dark valley because he 
already descended for us into 
the gloom of hell. 
 Conventual Franciscan Father 
Kenneth G. Davis is a spiritual 
director at St. Joseph Seminary 
College in St. Benedict.

Th e  h o m i l y,  p r o p -
erly composed and 
preached, is a powerful 

tool of evangelization. 
 The preacher bears witness 
to the glory of God's mercy 
to sinners and exhorts the 
faithful to grow in holiness. 
Basing his words on the Word, 
the preacher embodies, in the 
pulpit, the spirit of repen-
tance, conversion and a firm 
resolution to live a life of love. 
 The homily is never about 
the preacher; it’s always about 
Christ – his mission and min-
istry. Whether he is recount-

600 seconds to bring Christ to life
ing a story of healing or ex-
plaining an ancient doctrine, 
the preacher is giving his 
voice to the Voice of the one 
who created and re-created us. 
 What the homily does in 
the liturgy is draw the old into 
the new and demonstrate that 
there is nothing old or new 
about the truth. We abide in 
the truth and in the truth we 
find our way in life.
 If the preacher chooses to 
resist the impulse to speak the 
Word – for which he was or-
dained – he will find himself 
floundering in facile comedy, 
shallow narrative, predictable 
moralization and rank senti-
mentalism. This is a waste of 
an opportunity. 
 In our frantic, panicked, 
postmodern age, 10 minutes 
in the pulpit on a Sunday 
morning is a lifetime. He has 

600 seconds to bring Christ 
to life in a way that no TV 
commercial or Netflix series 
or YouTube channel can even 
imagine.
 The power of the hom-
ily is the power of the Eter-
nal Word to be spoken in 
Lakeview, Arabi, Uptown, 
Midtown, Kenner, Mandev-
ille and across the state of 
Louisiana. Why would any 
preacher of Christ’s Gospel 
deny his people the chance to 
see and hear the Good News 
in action? 
 Why would anyone bap-
tized into the body of Christ 
want anything less?
 Dominican Father Philip Neri 
Powell, Ph.L, Ph.D, is the direc-
tor of homiletics and a professor 
of philosophy at Notre Dame 
Seminary in the Archdiocese of 
New Orleans.
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In his famous sermon on 
pastors, St. Augustine dis-
tills for us priests the es-

sence of pastoral ministry. 
 Our mother, the Church, 
nourishes us priests with 
these words every late sum-
mer as we pray the Office of 
Readings, at the same time 
showing our deacons, conse-
crated women and men, and 
laypeople who pray the Di-
vine Office what they should 
expect from their priests and 
how they might pray for us. 
 Here is my favorite section, 
where St. Augustine speaks of 
the zealous pastoral charity of 
the shepherd of souls:
 I shall recall the straying; I 
shall seek the lost. Whether they 
wish it or not, I shall do it. And 
should the brambles of the for-
ests tear at me when I seek them, 
I shall force myself through all 
straits; I shall pull down all 
hedges. So far as the God whom 
I fear grants me the strength, I 
shall search everywhere. I shall 
recall the straying; I shall seek 
after those on the verge of being 
lost. (St. Augustine, Sermon 
46:14-15 in the “Liturgy of 
the Hours,” Monday of the 
25th Week in Ordinary Time) 

Never give up on anyone
 This is pastoral charity. 
This is living with the heart 
of Christ, a heart which is 
laser focused on the straying 
sheep. The priest, living pas-
toral charity in union with 
Christ, cries out from the 
depth of his heart the words 
with which Christ begins his 
own public ministry: “Repent 
and believe in the Gospel” 
(Mark 1:15).
 The kingdom of God is at 
hand! Jesus Christ himself 
has come all the way down 
from heaven to seek you, dear 

sheep! When you rejected 
him, he came for you. When 
you spat upon him and ac-
cused him falsely, he came 
for you. When the brambles 
of your scourging and your 
apathy, and your lack of 
reverence before the Blessed 
Sacrament tore at his back, he 
came for you. He has searched 
everywhere – among tax col-
lectors, prostitutes, sinners 
and even into hell – so that 
you “may have life and have 
it abundantly” (John 10:10).
 He went to the cross for you 
and even passed through the 
cross to the Resurrection … 
for you!
  We priests have the lofty 
calling of being Jesus in the 
world. Each of us is “alter 
Christus.” Each of us acts sac-
ramentally “in persona Chris-
ti Capitis.” Each of us is im-
pelled to search everywhere 
for the lost sheep. And each 
of us will only experience 
this zealous pastoral charity 
which St. Augustine describes 
if our hearts are burning with 
the love of Christ.

Impossible without prayer 
 I simply do not have the ca-
pacity for that kind of charity 
(or charity at all, in fact!) if I 
do not faithfully pray the Lit-
urgy of the Hours; if I do not 
make a daily holy hour; and 
if I do not celebrate the Mass 
with reverence and devotion 
(even on the days when I feel 
no consolation).
 These words of the saint 
are only pretty poetry, some 
fantasy from a bygone age. 
As our Lord himself says, “He 
who abides in me, and I in 
him, he it is that bears much 
fruit, for apart from me you 
can do nothing” (John 15:5).
 But, if we priests choose 
to remain in Jesus, the cou-
rageous fatherhood which 
Augustine describes will be 
ours. It will hurt more than 
anything else in our entire 
lives. We will sweat; we will 
cry; we may even bleed. And 
it will all be worth it! 

 Our Lord teaches us that 
remaining in him makes us 
true disciples who bear much 
fruit and enter into the loving 
communion of the Blessed 
Trinity! Entering into this 
blessed communion through 
our fidelity to our vocation as 
shepherds results in the full-
ness of our joy! “These things 
I have spoken to you,” says 
the Lord, “that my joy may 
be in you, and that your joy 
may be full” (John 15:11).

Become part of community
 So we priests find suffering 
and joy together – the para-
dox of the life of a disciple 
in this valley of tears – as we 
search everywhere. We preach 
about repentance, then we 
sit in the confessional for 
hours, sometimes preaching 
and sitting for months at 
a new parish before people 
begin to come. We prepare 
our homilies with fidelity, so 
that the people might have 
the best chance to hear the 
Gospel. We go out into our 
town to meet our people on 
their turf and show them 
that Jesus doesn’t just stay in 
church. We go to the festivals, 
the parades, the Friday night 
football games and the rest, 
because Jesus searches every-
where for his people. 
 We get online, making sure 
our parish has an attractive 
website and social media 
presence because we love the 
people who will first be invit-
ed into encounter with Jesus 
there. We hire billboards and 
commercials if we can afford 
them. We seek every oppor-
tunity to look our children 
in the eye and call them to 
virtue, especially one-on-one 
and in small groups. We do 
this not because it’s easy – it’s 
not – but because they rightly 
call us “Father,” and fathers 
love their children enough to 
call them to virtue.
 When we reach the gates of 
heaven and Jesus looks us in 
the eye, may we be able to say 
after the model of St. Augus-

tine: I have recalled the stray-
ing; I have sought the lost. 
When the brambles tore at 
me, I forced myself through, 
and pulled down all hedges. 
You granted me the strength, 
sweet Jesus, and we together 
have searched everywhere, 
rescuing many who would 
have otherwise been lost. 
 Then, we pray, he will re-

spond with the words of im-
measurable joy: “Well done, 
good and faithful servant 
… enter into the joy of your 
master” (Mt 25:23).
 Father Brice Higginbotham 
of the Diocese of Houma-
Thibodaux has begun studies 
in Rome for a license in Sacred 
Scripture. For more information, 
go to fatherbrice.com.

St. Augustine: Priests should never tire of seeking the lost
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Being a priest is an ex-
traordinary vocation. 
It’s sad that more young 

men don’t consider it. 
 Over the years I’ve come to 
some conclusions about being 
a priest. First among them is 
that priesthood is about re-
lationship. The title “Father” 
is a relational one, a call to 
create life, community and 
memories, a call to help people 
in their relationship with God 
and to have some influence in 
molding them into relation-
ship with one another as the 
People of God.

Draw on community strength
 Priests are not separate mem-
bers of the community. We 
have a special role to play, 
which we do best in helping 
others to reach their potential 
as blessed and committed peo-
ple of faith. It is important that 
we recognize and celebrate the 
gifts of others, and that we 
love our people; they certainly 
love us priests, for which I am 
eternally grateful.

My dad was right: As a priest, I need your prayers
 Secondly, we consciously 
and consistently must culti-
vate virtue. Virtue is power. 
Fortunately, when we ear-
nestly work at a specific vir-
tue, this gives rise to other 
ones. Among them must be 
gratitude – gratitude to God 
for calling us to holy orders 
and sustaining us on the jour-
ney; gratitude to our people 
for their steadfast support, for 
embracing us in love, support-
ing us with their prayers and 
patience, and being for us the 
best of teachers.

Cultivate virtue 
 Humility is particularly im-
portant. Being aware of our 
dependence on God, and on 
others, to bring about the king-
dom should keep us humble. 
Humility helps us not to think 
too highly of ourselves, not to 
consider ourselves superior to 
others. Indeed it’s never good 
practice to compare ourselves 
to others, but I humbly admit 
most people I’ve encountered 
are a lot holier than I ever will 
be.
 Curé John Vianney is the 
patron saint of parish priests. 
Considered unlearned, he 
initially wasn’t allowed to 
preach. Yet he was enormously 
effective in the confessional. 
He had a great capacity to call 
forth compunction, to instill 

in penitents the awareness 
of the profound goodness of 
God and the people of God. St. 
John Vianney reminds me to 
always have a deep reverence 
and appreciation for everyone 
who comes to me for the sacra-
ment of reconciliation.
 These times are particu-
larly challenging: coronavi-
rus, social tensions, political 
dividedness, lessening of civil 
discourse and diminishment 
of the practice of our Catholic 
faith. With that background, 
we need to offer hope to peo-
ple. Hope empowers us to live 
differently because a Chris-
tian understanding of hope 
is rooted in the unshakable 
conviction that God loves us 

and wants our good. As St. Paul 
declares, “If God is for us, who 
can be against us?”
 We minister hope through 
acts of kindness and attentive-
ness. We minister hope when 
we affirm the goodness in a 
person that they may not see 
in themselves. We minister 
hope when we ask someone 
how they’re doing and take 
time to listen to what they 
say. And we especially minis-
ter hope when we affirm the 
dignity of every person who 
passes in and out of our lives, 
celebrate their existence and 
let them know how poorer the 
world would be without them.
 A final thought: I am deeply 
grateful to God for my won-

derful parents. My mother is 
the holiest person I’ve known; 
my father possessed a lot of 
practical wisdom. 
 One particular memory 
comes to mind. It was the 
morning of my first Mass. We 
were sitting at the kitchen 
table while the rest of the folks 
were getting ready, and I mat-
ter-of-factly asked Dad what I 
should say to the people.
 “Tell them to pray for you, 
of course” he said.
 I should have thought of 
that myself. Forty-six years 
on, I’m much more conscious 
of the need I have for people’s 
prayers.
 Msgr. Harry Bugler is pastor of 
St. Philip Neri Parish in Metairie.

I first heard of Fulton Sheen 
in the ’70s. His writing on 
priesthood was inspiring 

and demanding. The per-
sonal cost of discipleship is 

A priest exists to serve God’s people
the underlying theme of his 
reflections on priesthood. The 
priest is not his own but exists 
to serve others.
 This has become clearer as I 
have lived my priesthood for 
the last 43 years. This year, in 
April, I celebrated 43 years in 
the priesthood and reached 75 
years of age.
 I experience the power of 
Jesus’ calling and the power 
of his graces. I am very grate-
ful to the Lord of my life who 
sustains, leads and guides me 
through his Spirit.

Life of challenge and hope  
 Living a single life is very 
challenging and trying on a 
daily basis; there were trials 
and tribulations as I was re-
formed by all these years in 
my priesthood. 
 Attending to the needs of 
the sick and infirm and reach-
ing out to the suffering and 
needy among my flock draw 
me deeper into the mystery 
of my priesthood and dying 
to myself. The face of Jesus 
and his meekness and humil-
ity take me deeper into my 
innermost being.
 Many times, I  feel I  have 
no time for myself and strug-

gle to keep calm in order to 
serve. On these occasions, 
God sends me many people 
to take care of me and keep 
me united with my ministry 
to the Lord.
 When thinking of others, I 
sometimes forget who I am. I 
must search for my “lost self” 
to rediscover the identity of 
my true character. The great-
est joy in my priestly life is 
ministering to the needs of 
the people. My joy is bound-
less when I can attend to the 
dying person and help that 
person complete his journey 
toward God. 
 I am very grateful to all who 
help me live my priestly life. 
It is the people of God who 
love, care, sustain and support 
me in my life, and the lives of 
all priests. Oh, people of God, 
we priests are not only chosen 
from you, but we also thank 
you for all your love and sup-
port.
 I thank all those who love 
me and support me in my 
priesthood. May God bless 
you. You are a priestly people 
and a holy people.
 Father G. Amaldoss is pastor 
of St. Joachim Parish in Marrero.
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What a year (or more!) 
it has been! St. Mar-
garet and its pastor 

are quite creative, and from 
the outset of the lockdown in 
March 2020, my staff and I 
decided to call all our families 
to simply see how folks were 
doing in quarantine. And we 
did it – 1,000 phone calls every 
week for eight weeks! 
 Reactions were all over the 
map. Some people were quite 
grateful and visited for awhile. 
Others were suspicious – they 
thought “Maybe I’m in trou-
ble,” or “Father is going to ask 
for money!” 
 Some even said, “Oh, you’re 
the new pastor,” when in fact I 
am starting the 10th year of my 
pastorate!
 Perhaps the most gut-
wrenching experience of the 
pandemic came on Easter Sun-
day in 2020. My parochial vicar 
and I decided to maintain an 
integrity of schedule and life by 
celebrating Mass at our normal-
ly scheduled times despite the 
lockdown. We celebrated Easter 
Sunday Mass. When we walked 
out in the piazza afterward, we 
were greeted with physically 
distanced parishioners sitting 
on lawn chairs, watching Easter 
Mass on their iPads!
 The more phone calls I made, 
the more I was convinced that 
we were fighting an epidemic, 
but not the one of which you 
are thinking. The epidemic of 
loneliness is real and is out 
there. I do not know about 
you, but the pandemic revealed 
something to me. Folks are 
constantly fighting loneliness 
every day.  
 But Catholicism is not meant 
to be done alone. The pandemic 
proved that without friendship, 
community and relationship, 
we are incomplete. We need to 
live life with each other!
 Loneliness is what we feel 

Loneliness of pandemic mirrored in the cross of Christ
when we are isolated from oth-
ers, and it often has less to do 
with others’ physical absence 
and more to do with feeling 
disconnected or alienated from 
them or misunderstood by 
them. In fact, the feeling of dis-
connection is a far more pain-
ful species than mere absence 
because we feel the isolation of 
being despised and rejected.
 We all experience loneliness 
at some time or another. People 
we care about come and go. 
Even our most treasured rela-
tionships can fail, leaving a dark 
hole inside.  Sometimes, it feels 
like there is nobody around 
at all, when, in fact, there are 
people all around. 
 Loneliness is loss. It’s not 
just a matter of being alone, 
of being bored or dissatisfied 
with a solitary life. When we 
are lonely, we feel damaged, 
rejected and abandoned. We 
desperately want someone to 
tell us or show us they want to 
be around us.
 Which leads to a flood of 

questions. “What is the matter 
with me?” When lonely, we 
doubt our self-worth and why 
we are alone. And sometimes 
living in loneliness becomes 
comfortable.
 Jesus experienced loneliness, 
too. It was on the cross at the 
moment he became sin for us. 
In that unfathomably horrible, 
incomprehensibly lonely mo-
ment, he felt forsaken by his 
Father and all those he loved. 
He was ravaged physically and 
spiritually “beyond human 
semblance.”  
 No one has experienced or 
has understood the depths of 
loneliness like Jesus.
 COVID taught all of us how 
to battle loneliness. We must 
know our self-worth. We are 
loved; we are valuable; we are 
worthy. God loves us infinitely. 
 Sometimes we must lead with 
our own vulnerability, inviting 
people to accompany us in 
this struggle. There also must 
be availability to the other; 
authenticity is a must as is ac-

countability. In other words, we 
must be willing to take off the 
masks that we hide behind to 
show the simple reality of who 
we are. 
 It takes time, it takes trust and 
it does not just happen in times 
of quarantine but extends far 
beyond. COVID reminded us 
all that real community helps 
conquer loneliness. Jesus pro-
vides the road map. He always 

spent time with others, growing 
in relationships, challenging 
them, holding them account-
able, letting them fail, forgiving 
them and giving them real op-
portunities.  
 In our priestly fraternity, we 
are never actually alone!  
 Father Jamin Scott David is 
episcopal vicar for strategic plan-
ning for the Diocese of Baton 
Rouge.
 

Recently, we, the retired 
priests who reside at the 
St. John Vianney Villa in 

Marrero, were anointed with 
the oil of the sick.
 Having now been retired for 
10 years, it has been noticeable 
to me how people can be afraid 
of what has been incorrectly 
termed as “The Last Rites.” The 
use of that term has frightened 
people so much that they don’t 
easily ask for this anointing of 
the sick, probably because the 
threat of death seems to be so 
close behind.
 Also, some have the mistaken 
impression that the anointing 
of the sick “wears out over 
time,” so they don’t ask for the 
sacrament when they are sick.  

Sacrament of sick is a blessing
 With over 65 years of service 
in the priesthood, I’ve seen how 
consoling it is for people to be 
anointed and, in most cases, 
to receive absolution through 
the sacrament of penance. The 
church provides these sacra-
ments for the consolation of 
the sick and the elderly.
 I hope we would resolve to 
make this a point of empha-
sis: This sacrament should be 
referred to as the sacrament of 
the sick or the anointing of the 
sick – not as “the last rites.” This 
is true because in many cases, 
this is not the last time we will 
be dealing with illness. Death 
sometimes occurs much later.
 The church has a great con-
cern in bringing God’s grace to 
our loved ones and in helping 
them be at peace and feel the 
embrace of God as we live our 
lives – in sickness and in health 
– as long as our dear Lord wills.
 Msgr. Allen J. Roy is the re-
tired former pastor of Holy Spirit 
Church in Algiers.

Father
Jamin Scott
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COVID-19 is not the first 
pestilence to afflict the 
United States. Another 

Pandemics are nothing new in ministering to sick
was yellow fever, transmitted 
by the mosquito Aedes aegypti.
 The first outbreak after the 
Revolutionary War occurred 
in the nation’s first capital, 
Philadelphia. In August 1793, 
the HMS Hankey docked on the 
Delaware River in Philadelphia, 
disembarking several ill passen-
gers. The city’s most prominent 
physician, also a signer of the 

Declaration of Independence, 
Dr. Benjamin Rush (1745-1813), 
diagnosed it as yellow fever, 
characterized by high body 
temperature, chills, pain and 
vomiting.
 In 15% of cases, the afflicted 
entered a toxic phase with re-
curring fever, accompanied by 
jaundice due to liver damage. 
Bleeding in the gastrointestinal 
tract caused vomit containing 
blood – hence, the Spanish 
name for disease, vómito negro 
(“black vomit”).
 On Aug. 19, 1793, Peter As-
ton became the first person to 
die of Yellow Fever that year in 
Philadelphia. 
 Of Philadelphia’s pre-epidem-
ic population of 50,000, about 
20,000 fled the capital city, 
including the first president, 
George Washington, and his 
cabinet. 
 George had a Virginia plan-
tation in which to shelter, but 
other evacuees were forced into 
quarantine in neighboring cit-
ies or were simply refused entry 
altogether, left homeless in the 
countryside to die.
 Mathew Carey (1760-1839), 
an Irish Catholic immigrant, 
provided an eyewitness account 
in “A Short Account of the 
Malignant Fever” (1794). He de-
scribed yellow fever as “the de-
stroying scourge.” He witnessed 
“frightful scenes, which seemed 
to indicate a total dissolution of 
the bonds of society.” 
 He also observed a collapse 
of public order, “and nearly the 
whole of the officers of the state 
had likewise retired.”

18th-century masking
 In a comment familiar in our 
COVID reality, Carey noted 
that many people wore “face 
cloths doused with vinegar.” 
Ominously, “acquaintances and 
friends avoided each other in 
the streets, and only signified 
their regard by a cold nod. The 
old custom of shaking hands 
fell in such general disuse, that 
many shrunk back with affright 
at even the offer of a hand.” 
 Among those who stayed 
behind to serve the sick were 
Christian churches. In 1787, 

six years before the epidemic, 
two former Delaware slaves cre-
ated the Free Africa Society: the 
Methodist Minister Reverend 
Richard Allen (1760-1831), and 
Episcopal Minister Reverend 
Absalom Jones (1746-1818). It 
was an interdenominational, 
mutual aid society for escaped 
slaves, which provided a model 
for the later development of 
African-American Christian 
churches. Of the 5,000 who 
died in this epidemic, 240 were 
African-American.
 Mathew Carey made due 
record:
 “At an early stage of the dis-
order, the elders of the African 
church met, and offered their 
services to the mayor, to procure 
nurses for the sick, and to assist 
in burying the dead. Their offers 
were accepted, and Absalom 
Jones and Richard Allen under-
took the former department, 
that of furnishing nurses, and 
(former slave) William Gray 
the latter, the interment of the 
dead.”
 Carey estimated that these 
nurses saved 6,000, including 
Dr. Rush, who treated those 
who would otherwise have died 
of neglect, expiring of hunger 
or dehydration when too weak 
to help themselves. With symp-
tomatic care, some fever victims 
endured until their body’s own 
defenses prevailed. 
 As for Catholics, Philadelphia 
did not become a diocese until 
1808, so efforts were organized 
by the local congregations of 
Old St. Joseph (est. 1733 by 
Father Joseph Greaton); Old 
St. Mary’s (est. 1763) and Holy 
Trinity (est. 1789). 
 Mathew Carey offered this 
tribute: “To the clergy, (yellow 
fever) has likewise proved very 
fatal. Exposed, in the exercise 
of the last duties to the dying, 
to equal danger with the physi-
cian, it is not surprising that so 
many of them have fallen.” 
 By the time it was done, 5,000 
were dead, until an autumn 
frost on Oct. 9, 1793, ended the 
outbreak by freezing over the 
mosquito breeding pools.
 Pennsylvania established a 
Board of Health two years later 

to enforce quarantine and sani-
tary regulations. 
 Yellow fever devastated cities 
throughout the nation until 
1905, when the work of Carlos 
Juan Finlay (1833 to 1915), a 
Cuban epidemiologist, led to 
a countermeasure. He was the 
first to theorize that yellow fever 
was caused by a mosquito bite. 
He isolated the vector-species as 
Aedes aegypti.
 This led to a vaccine, devel-
oped by Walter Reed in 1903. 
It took time for it to be widely 
available, and so, 1905 was the 
last yellow fever outbreak in the 
United States.
 We pray that writers in the 
near future will be able to record 
a similar resolution for COVID. 
Until then, we pray, “Our Lady 
of Prompt Succor, Hasten to 
Help Us.”
 Father Mark S. Raphael, Ph.D, is 
pastor of St. Louis King of France 
in Metairie.

some spiritual guidance and 
help.
 In the evenings, after having 
celebrated daily Mass in the par-
ish and having attended to all 
the aspects of ministry to which 
a priest must attend, I take some 
time for personal recreation 
and physical maintenance, 
otherwise known as the human 
pillar. Sometimes this takes the 
form of visiting with friends 
and catching up; other times 
this takes the form of physical 
exercise or sports. Whatever the 
case may be, I try to fit in some 
time for personal growth and 
development.
 Finally, the area of a priest’s 
life that is oftentimes the most 
difficult to make time for but is 
also the most fruitful is the aca-
demic area. I try to have a book, 
whether on a theological topic 
or a spiritual topic or a world 
event, that I work through at 
my own pace.
 No one day is ever the same.
 Father Kurt Young is director of 
human formation at Notre Dame 
Seminary.
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Back in the days of Arch-
bishop Philip Hannan, 
we often heard of the he-

roic stories of the then-WWII 
Father Philip Hannan going 
over to Europe to serve as an 
Army chaplain.
 Archbishop Hannan was 
truly a man of God, serving 
God and country. While he 
brought solace and sacra-
ments to Catholic soldiers, 
he also brought respect and 
reverence to the endangered 
art and statuary of numerous 
churches in Europe destined 
for the bombings of the Nazi 
army.

Chaplaincy encouraged
 During his time as Arch-
bishop of New Orleans, Philip 
Hannan often made way for 
our priests to serve in the 
military during peacetime 
and whenever needed. Among 
the priests he endorsed, I was 
invited to consider serving as 
an Army Reserve chaplain.
 My local ministry included 
monthly drives from my as-
signed parish to Army battal-
ions and companies as far as 
Bogalusa and Baton Rouge.
 My ministry to soldiers in 
these various units gave me 
valuable experience to learn 
better the Army structure 
and missions. As our country 
entered into military efforts 
supporting Kuwait, we also 
continued in a protracted war 
scenario that lingered until 
very recently in Afghanistan 
and other hot spots in the 
Middle East.
 While serving in a number 
of activations to support mo-
bilization of Army Reserve and 
National Guard troops, Ka-
trina landed upon the greater 

To serve God and country
has been a true blessing

New Orleans area and south-
east Louisiana. 
 At that time, Archbishop 
Alfred Hughes suggested that 
I continue serving in an ac-
tive-duty status for another 
two years. Never beyond my 
dreams did I think I would 
continue as a support chaplain 
working with the headquarters 
of Fort Polk, Louisiana.

See the world
 As parish assignments 
opened up pastorates again 
in 2008, I was assigned to a 
parish and served my final 
years in the Army Reserve. 
My last military assignment 
was as command chaplain 
of the Army Reserve support 
command at Fort Buchanan in 
Puerto Rico. During that time 
we spent three months – day 
and night – supporting recov-
ery efforts following Hurricane 
Maria that made a direct hit 
on Puerto Rico and the central 
Caribbean.
 My time as an Army Reserve 
chaplain was truly idyllic in 
terms of experiences I had. 
While serving God, especially 
with the Catholic personnel of 
the military, I also served my 
country. 
 We are truly blessed to live 
and serve in one of the greatest 
countries in the world – the 
United States of America!
 Father Ed Grice is pastor of St. 
Margaret Mary Parish in Slidell. 
He is a retired colonel and chap-
lain in the Army Reserve.   

For he 
commands his 
angels with 
regard to you 
to guard you 
wherever you 
go.

– Psalm 91:11
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In St. Luke’s Gospel, we 
are told that Jesus sent 
the Twelve to proclaim 

the kingdom of God and to 
heal the sick. He gave them 
this simple instruction: “Take 
nothing for the journey, nei-
ther walking stick, nor sack, 
nor food, nor money, and let 
no one take a second tunic” 
(Luke 9:3).
 In the 21 years since my 
ordination to the priesthood, 

I have packed and unpacked 
my belongings at least eight 
times. I wish I could say that 
the process has gotten easier, 
that I have managed to carry 
with me fewer boxes each 
time. Unfortunately, I seem 
to have acquired more stuff 
with each stop along the way. 
Unlike the Lord’s instruction 
to the Twelve, I find that I 
am taking everything for the 
journey.
 Particularly in this last 
move, I hear the Lord’s words 
as a twofold challenge. I do 
need to live a simpler lifestyle 
– more dependent upon God, 
less dependent on the “stuff” 
that I have accumulated. 
I have carried with me so 

‘Take nothing for the journey’ is a leap of faith
many books, so many notes, 
so many bits and pieces of 
things that I have presumed 
will help me in the next par-
ish, if not in this one. 
 And now that I am no 
longer a “parish priest” but a 
shepherd of 13 civil parishes, 
the chances of me needing 
any or all of those items has 
become even more remote. 
More importantly, if I carry 
with me everything that I will 
need, then I will not be open 
to receiving the blessings that 
the Lord has for me here in 
Central Louisiana.  
 Looking back on my priest-
hood to date, I can see that I 
have been blessed and chal-
lenged in each assignment 

along the way. I have come 
to know wonderful disciples 
and been inspired by their 
lives of faith. I have been 
privileged to walk with them 
in good times and in bad, 
delicately treading with them 
the holy ground of their lives.
 I take with me those memo-
ries, those lessons, those 
encounters with the Lord 
through the witness of so 
many brothers and sisters. To 
carry these experiences, these 
blessings with me, I need 
no boxes or packing tape or 
moving trucks – only a heart 
open to Jesus Christ. That is 
the challenge of discipleship, 
and particularly the chal-
lenge of priesthood – to be 

open to the Lord.
 Our temptation is to as-
sume that we have found 
the Lord and that we need to 
hold on and to protect this 
great treasure, often by sur-
rounding him with the sheer 
volume of our accumulated 
belongings. 
 Instead, open hands and 
an open heart remind us to 
be grateful for all of the bless-
ings that we have received 
and to be watchful and ready 
to be overwhelmed by the 
love and mercy of God in 
our next encounter with the 
Lord. 
 Bishop Robert W. Marshall 
Jr. was appointed Bishop of 
Alexandria on April 21, 2020.

A long-time prayer answered: My Mom becomes Catholic

My mother was raised 
by her Jewish moth-
er and Episcopalian 

father. She participated in 
both synagogue and church 
education but never officially 
accepted either one, although 
her belief system was more 
Jewish as she had a hard 
time understanding how God 
could become man.
 In time, both of her sons 
would become priests. Our fa-
ther was the one who brought 
us to church and sent us to 
Catholic school. He often 
invited priests to our table, so 
we knew them on a personal 
basis. 
 Mom supported both of our 
vocations. She was always a 
great example of love.
 I had gone over the cat-
echism with her and answered 
all her questions, but she still 
wasn’t ready to make the act 

of faith. She did indicate that 
if it were a life-or-death situ-
ation, then she could be bap-
tized. For that reason, I had 
taught my older sister how to 
baptize her in an emergency 
situation.
 In May 2017, I led a pil-
grimage to Rome for the 50th 
anniversary of the Catholic 
Charismatic Renewal and to 
Fatima for the 100th anni-
versary of the apparitions of 
the Blessed Mother. We were 
preparing to board a flight in 
Newark, N.J., when my sister 
called to tell me that Mom 
had had a weak spell. I asked 
my sister if I should take the 
flight, and she said, “Yes.”
 We arrived in Rome and 
almost immediately went to 
celebrate Mass in the baptis-
tery chapel of the Basilica of 
St. Paul’s Outside the Walls. 
After Mass, I looked on my 
phone and saw a message 
from my sister saying that she 
had baptized Mom, upon her 
request, after she had several 
weak spells in a row in the 
doctor’s office. 
 When I told the pilgrimage 
group, they erupted in ap-

plause and thanksgiving. I was 
so shocked that this long-time 
prayer had been answered in 
such a sudden way.  Mom was 
age 86 at the time.
 After a wonderful pilgrim-
age, I was anxious to return 
home and share this faith 
with my mother.  My brother, 
Msgr. Bennett J. Voorhies, flew 
in for the priesthood ordina-
tions in Lafayette, and, with 
the bishop’s permission, we 

arranged to have Mom receive 
her other sacraments in a 
home Mass. 
 I confirmed her, and my 
brother gave her first Com-
munion. My younger sister 
was her sponsor, so each of 
us children had a hand in her 
conversion.  
 Mom got better and even 
started driving herself to our 
home parish of St. Mary, 
Mother of the Church in La-

fayette. When the pandemic 
hit, she stayed home, and I 
celebrated Mass at her house 
on my day off.
 It has been so wonderful to 
celebrate the sacraments with 
Mom and share the faith with 
her.  God does answer prayers 
in a beautiful way.
 Father Thomas Voorhies is 
pastor of Sacred Heart of Jesus 
Parish, Ville Platte, in the Dio-
cese of Lafayette. 
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In the early hours of Aug. 27, 
2020, Hurricane Laura made 
landfall in Cameron Parish. 

As one of the most powerful 
storms to make landfall in our 
history, it brought great devas-
tation. The day after the storm, 
I remember struggling to find a 
single structure unaffected.
 St. Pius X Parish in Ragley, 
where I am assigned, suffered 
like many others. The church 
lost its eastern roof; our office/
religious education building 
was a total loss; and, our par-
ish hall suffered a partial wall 
collapse. 
 Our people, though, were 

Priests gave me Laura lift
undeterred. We celebrated Mass 
on Sunday, Aug. 30, in our dark-
ened church for the nearly 50 
parishioners. After Mass, they 
asked me, “Father, what can we 
do to help?”
 The eight priests of my sup-
port group asked me the same 
question. In all, priests helped 
send over 200,000 pounds of 
supplies to St. Pius X alone. 
With only a parking lot and 
the love of the Lord, priestly 
fraternity and charity made an 
enormous difference. 
 I am most grateful to the 
priests of my support group. 
They were the first ones to as-
sist. I am grateful, too, for the 
priests of Louisiana who helped 
the people of southwest Loui-
siana. When the time comes, I 
look forward to asking, “Father, 
what can we do to help?”
 Father Jeffrey Starkovich is pas-
tor of St. Pius X Parish, Ragley, in 
the Diocese of Lake Charles.

My understanding of 
the revelation of Jesus 
Christ is that every-

thing the Father wanted us to 
know about him was revealed 
by Jesus Christ and is contained 
in the Scriptures.
 There is no new revelation 
of God. But our understanding 
of that revelation continues to 
unfold in the events of our lives, 
as they come to us and as we live 
them out. 
 It is important to have a 
learner’s attitude. Knowledge 
expands rapidly in the areas 
of importance to us: medical 
ethics, sacramental theology, 

A fraternity of encouragement
parish administration and good 
pastoral practice.
 Most priests I know wear 
many hats, often serving on 
diocesan commissions or com-
mittees of their religious con-
gregation. They are dedicated 
servants but also find it difficult 
to give appropriate time to each 
task and to keep abreast of spe-
cialized ministries. We would all 
like to do a better job but lack 
time and space to provide qual-
ity service. 
 The priests’ gatherings such 
as the Louisiana Convention of 
Priests – which had to be pushed 
back until 2022 – are important. 
First, to confirm what I already 
know and believe. Second, to 
find out new information. I 
have never been disappointed. 
But sometimes I am surprised 
at the source of that new and 
helpful information. 
 We are offered formal pre-
sentations by knowledgeable 
speakers who are experts in their 

fields. But I have also learned 
what I need to know in the in-
formal gatherings at meals and 
in the hallways. There is a com-
mon bond among the priests, 
and conversations quickly turn 
to the challenges we all face in 
ministry.
 The Catholic Church is a sac-
ramental church, and the priest-
hood plays such an important 
role. I believe people still recall 
the positive influence priests 
have had in their lives. We often 
listen to another person speak 
to us from their heart, and we 
search for answers with them. 
 There are many signs that our 
lives are shaped by God, and 
our reactions are still responsive 
to the image of Christ that we 
see only with the eyes of faith. 
When the day ends, we are re-
minded that the Word of God is 
incarnate in our time and place. 
 Redemptorist Father Allan Wein-
ert is pastor of St. Alphonsus Parish 
in New Orleans. 
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If you were to fly to a third-
world country during the 
summer or spring break – 

as I have done several times 
– you might well see a group 
of young Christians (Catho-
lic or otherwise) boarding 
the plane with you, headed 
to their mission trip.
 Usually, they are all wear-
ing the fresh and clean mis-
sion trip T-shirt that has 
– along with their church 
name – some inspiring quote. 
Sometimes it’ll say some-
thing like, “Bringing God to 
the People of Haiti.”

Priest serves as ‘the keeper of the sacred stories’
 Slogans like this irk me 
because I have been to Haiti 
and many other developing 
nations, and I’m here to tell 
you: God is already there! 
 If the mission trip goes 
well, those young people will 
find God in Haiti, then will 
point out God’s presence to 
the people who maybe are 
too beaten down to sense 
that Presence already dwell-
ing in them. And then they 
will take God back home 
with them, bringing them-
selves and their loved ones 
ever closer to the kingdom.
 Priests do not “bring God 
to the people” so much as 
hold themselves up as a mir-
ror so that the people might 
finally see God in themselves 
and in their own complicated 
lives. All of us are weary and 
discouraged, and we forget 

that the God of hope, peace 
and consolation is dwelling 
within us.  
 The purpose of the priest-
hood is to help find this 
indwelling God and to lift it 
up, proclaiming, “Behold the 
Lamb of God!”

Keeper of the sacred stories
 A priest is a keeper of the 
sacred stories. This is my own 
personal definition of the 
priesthood. Every person on 
the planet has a sacred story 
that they are carrying with 
them everywhere they go. It 
is a story from their life that 
is kept in the most tender 
place of their hearts.  
 The story may be exu-
berant, sweet, frightening, 
traumatic, shameful, calm-
ing, consoling or downright 
ghastly, but even if it is a hard 

and painful story – even if it 
is ghastly – it is nonetheless 
a sacred one because of its 
impact on one’s very identity. 
It’s the story that one goes to 
bed with at night and wakes 
up with in the morning.  
 God has created us in such 
a way that we are compelled 
to share our sacred story with 
at least one other person. 
 This is why Adam and Eve 
share a common rib – the 
protector of the heart. What 
this means is that everyone 
in the world is looking for 
someone who can help lift 
up the heaviness of the sa-
cred story – lift it up to the 
heavens.  
 On the good days, every-
one has someone: a spouse, 
a friend, a sibling with whom 
to share the story. But ev-
eryone has a not-so-good 

day when it seems no one is 
around who is able to hold 
with tender reverence their 
sacred story. And that is 
where the priest enters in.
 The priest is here to receive, 
to help hold, even to keep 
in his own heart the sacred 
stories of the universe – of 
the people as a whole and of 
each individual soul. 
 Sometimes we baptize the 
story. Sometimes we absolve 
it. On most days, we place 
it on the altar alongside the 
simple produce of bread and 
wine. 
 And, along with the bread 
and the wine, our stories 
become infused with the 
Presence of Christ and then 
given back to us.
 Jesuit Father Mark E. Thibo
deaux is pastor of Holy Name 
of Jesus Parish in New Orleans.
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Since 2009, the biggest 
event at Good Shepherd 
Parish has been our St. 

Joseph Table on March 19, the 
solemnity of St. Joseph.
 So, it was with great dismay 
that I received notice on March 
16, 2020, that all public Masses 
and events in the Archdiocese 
of New Orleans had to be can-
celed due to COVID-19. It was 
sad that the Mass I celebrated 
for the solemnity of St. Joseph 
was only with a small group of 
parishioners rather than the 
usual large group of school-
children and friends of Italian 
ancestry.
 Little did I know at that time 
how much my priestly minis-
try was going to change later 
that day.  
 Touro Infirmary is located 
within our parish boundar-
ies and is ministered to by 
my housemate, Father Doug 
Brougher. Touro also was the 
first hotbed of COVID-19 in-
fections in New Orleans.
 In consultation with the 

‘Welcome to the front line’: COVID ministry revealed heroes 
hospital administration, it 
was decided that Father Doug 
shouldn’t interact with CO-
VID-19 patients due to his 
advanced age. That left me to 
give the sacrament of the sick 
to those who were dying.  
 In the afternoon after Mass, I 
was given a list of nine Catho-
lic patients who needed the 
sacrament. What surprised 
me was that they were lo-
cated throughout the hospital, 
rather than being isolated in 
the ICU wards. I didn’t have 
any idea of the situation into 
which I was walking – a hos-
pital filled to the brim with 
COVID-19 patients.
 Every parish where I’ve 
served as a priest has had a 
hospital located within its 
boundaries, so I’m no stranger 
to hospital ministry. More 
than a few times, I’ve been 
asked to anoint patients in 
isolation rooms.
 I arrived that day at the 
room for the first patient on 
the list, and the nurse in-
structed me that I needed a 
gown, a set of latex gloves and 
the acclaimed N95 mask. The 
protocol usually is to anoint 
the person and then take off 
the PPE before leaving the 
room, but the nurse told me I 
should keep it on because my 
patient, and the one in the 

adjacent room, both needed 
anointing, and they were both 
COVID-19 positive.
 “Oh, and don’t throw away 
the N95 mask, because we 
don’t have many of them,” she 
added.
 After I had completed my 
first two anointings, I made 
my way to the room for the 
third person on my list. When 
I got there, the nurse said I 
would need a gown, two sets 
of gloves, my N95 mask, and 
a face shield. 
 “At the last room, they 
didn’t make me wear a face 
shield or double gloves,” I told 
her.  
 “Well,” she said, “we’re kind 
of learning as we go along.” 
 After my last anointing of 
the day, I spent a little time 
reflecting with the nurses in 
the ward. One of them told 
me, “Welcome to the front 
line.”
 I then asked whether I 
should worry about being 
around people, specifically my 
83-year-old mother. Another 
nurse told me her mom was 
over 80 and lived next door to 
her.  
 “When I get home, I take off 
my clothes in the backyard, 
I sanitize them, then I take 
a long shower,” she told me. 
“Then I wave to my mom 

through the window.”  
 So began a very complicated 
three months of hospital min-
istry, especially as it affected 
my interactions with people 
outside of the hospital.
 I experienced great camara-
derie with the nurses at Touro. 
I was only in the hospital for 
brief periods of time, yet they 
were there for an entire 12-
hour shift. 
 I also experienced a par-

ticular closeness to Blessed 
Francis Xavier Seelos, who 
died in 1867 ministering to 
victims of yellow fever in the 
parish adjacent to my own. I 
credit both the counsel of the 
nurses and the intercession of 
Blessed Seelos that I did not 
catch COVID-19 or transmit 
it to anyone else.
 Msgr. Christopher Nalty is pas-
tor of Good Shepherd Parish (St. 
Stephen Church) in New Orleans.
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