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I n 1847, a parish priest in France asked a simple wine merchant in 
his church if he would compose a poem for the Christmas Mass. 

He wrote the words to the music that became O Holy Night and 
will be sung with great solemnity and emotion in many halls and 
churches throughout the world tonight. It deserves to be.

I offer this song because of one truly inspired line. It says 
that when God came among us in the shape and form of Jesus, 
suddenly “the soul felt its worth!” Yes, that is it! We cannot mirror 
ourselves; we all must be mirrored by another. When God mirrored 
us through the entrance, invitation, and eyes of Jesus, the certainty 
of our redemption was once and for all given and accomplished. 
In Franciscan eyes, we needed no further blood sacrifice to reveal 
God’s intentions toward us. We were already saved by the gaze 
from the manger.

The poet goes on to sing further of “a thrill of hope” and a “new 
and glorious morn.” Again, well said, as poets and musicians so often 
do! I am sure much of the conscious or unconscious sentiment of 
this feast is that tonight and tomorrow, on some wonderful level, 
the soul finally and forever does feel its worth! 

~ Richard Rohr, December 2011 

O holy night,  
the stars are brightly shining;

It is the night of the dear Savior’s birth!

Long lay the world  
in sin and error pining,

Till He appeared and  
the soul felt its worth.

A thrill of hope, the weary soul rejoices,

For yonder breaks a new  
and glorious morn.

Fall on your knees, O hear the angel voices!

O night divine,  
O night when Christ was born!

O night, O holy night, O night divine!

O Holy Night, words: Placide Cappeau, 1847
(Minuit, chrétiens, c’est l’heure solennelle);

English singing rendition by  
John Sullivan Dwight (1812-1893).

Music: Adolphe C. Adam (1803-1856).

A Christmas 
Eve Meditation
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OUR LADY OF 
GUADALUPE
Homily for the Poor Clare Sisters, Santa Barbara
Jack Clark Robinson, OFM

The Lady spoke with Words to Juan Diego. 
She speaks to us without them.
Once Lady referred to those held in high regard 
due to hereditary rank, great wealth, or a “good marriage.”
To be a lady required compliance with social expectations.
Girls were coached in how to be “ladylike.”
But now we know, Lady has little to do  
with station, reputation, or deportment, 
and everything to do  
with humility, compassion, integrity, and generosity.

The Lady spoke with Words to Juan Diego. 
She speaks to us without them. 
Of all apparitions of the Blessed Virgin Mary,  
none has had the impact on diverse nations and peoples  
as the appearance of Our Lady of Guadalupe.   
A two-dimensional image, that looks like a painting,
of a young, pregnant woman,  
Native American not Middle Eastern,
or as was common at the time – European.
 
That flat image has become an oh-so well-rounded, 
embodiment of the Word spoken, 
of the words she spoke, 
of the heart of Christian theology: 
the Holy One comes to us, meek and vulnerable 
 – where, when and as we are.

Christianity proclaims that out of love  
God became one of us:  
to teach us, to touch our lives,  
and to travel through our world  
with humility, compassion, integrity, and generosity,
gaining true and real understanding of who we are.   

Guadalupe proclaims that we should learn from God  
what it means to approach each other with  
humility, compassion, integrity, and generosity:  
learning about and accepting others,  
when, where, and as they are –  
forever traveling from head to heart.

To speak to the world, with or without words, 
the Word  
God has gently spoken to us.

Homily for the Poor Clare Sisters, Santa Barbara 
Jack Clark Robinson, OFM 
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CELEBRATING THE 
FEAST OF OUR
LADY OF 
GUADALUPE, 2022

tbd

A   final chapter in the history of the Province of Our 
Lady of Guadalupe took place on December 12, as 

the friars gathered to celebrate their patronal feast. It 
was an ending because a year from now, a new OFM 
province, under the same patronage, will honor our 
Blessed Mother.

Provincial Minister Ron Walters noted in his homily 
that, as Mary came to visit Elizabeth in the “hill country 
of Judea,” in her appearance to Juan Diego, she came to 
the “hill of Tepeyac.” In that moment, she came to be 
present to those who were, like Juan Diego, “some of 
the poorest of the poor.” 

“Mary comes as an agent of the Lord to bring Good 
News to a group of people who were already beginning 
to be oppressed, to give words of confidence, words of 
strength ... to a group of people who didn’t have much of 
that.”

He added that it is “fortunate that Mary brings this 
message, that she is the messenger of God, rather than 
some angel, because she is human like us and knows the 
difficulties we face in like every day. And she can speak 
to those parts of our lives ... that often challenge us, that 
often discourage us and depress us.

Mary was willing, he concluded,”to go out of her 
way to come and be with us, and to touch us, inviting us 
to rely on the generosity of God.”

The friars of the Albuquerque area (at top) gathered in the Franciscan Studio 
to celebrate the Eucharist of the Feast of Our Lady of Guadalupe. Father José-
Luis Peralta (center) proclaimed the first reading of the Mass. Provincial Minister 
Ron Walters (bottom and left) presided and preached, and offered roses 
before the image of the Virgin at the end of the liturgy.
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Every family has favorite recipes, and our friar-chefs have a few! Here are some holiday recipes to try, 
courtesy of friars from both our province and our “mother province,” St. John the Baptist.  

Thanks to Sister Eileen Connelly, OSU, for gathering recipes from SJBP.

F R I A R S ’  F A V O R I T E

Christmas Recipes

Brother Bruce’s Yankee Style Pot Roast
Brother Bruce Michalek, OFM, OLGP

Ingredients 
1 ½ to 2-inch thick Chuck roast that is well marbled.
4-6 small white skinned potatoes (skin on)
4-6 small red skinned potatoes (skin on)
8 carrots cut into 1 inch pieces 
2 peeled and quartered red or yellow onions 
4 stalks celery cut into 1 inch pieces
4-6 garlic cloves, whole 
2-4 cups red wine (Cabernet or Merlot)
1 cup ketchup 

Brown both sides of the chuck roast in a large Dutch oven, using a small amount of olive oil, using high heat. 
Season the meat with salt and pepper and granulated garlic powder. Remove roast from Dutch oven and 
add wine to the pot to remove the drippings from the pot. Place roast back into the pot and add all of the 
vegetables (including the cloves of garlic). Pour ketchup over the meat and vegetables. Cover with lid and bake 
at 325° for three to four hours.

Enjoy!

Brother Bruce’s Holiday Eggnog
Brother Bruce Michalek, OFM, OLGP

Ingredients:
3 large egg yolks
¼ cup granulated sugar
2 scoops vanilla ice cream 
1 cup milk
1/4 teaspoon ground nutmeg
1/4 teaspoon vanilla extract
ground cinnamon, for topping
alcohol optional
 

Mix the egg yolks and sugar together 
in a blender until light and creamy. Add 
milk to the egg mixture and continue 
whisking in the blender. Gradually add 
vanilla ice cream to the mixture. Add 
vanilla flavoring to taste. Add bourbon 
to taste (optional). Serve with a 
sprinkle of cinnamon or nutmeg, and 
fresh whipped cream. 
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Date and Nut Bread
Chris Cahill, OFM, SJBP

The following date and nut recipe is my holiday favorite. I still have the copy made directly from my mother’s 
recipe box over 40 years ago. The loaf stays fresh well, and actually tastes better if you let it sit a day or so 
rather than cutting into it right away. That makes it a very good bread for gifting. I always eat it topped with a 
lot of cream cheese.

Ingredients:
1 cup dates
1 teaspoon baking soda
1 cup boiling water
1 cup sugar
1 egg
2 cups flour
1 teaspoon baking powder 1/2 teaspoon salt
1 cup chopped walnuts

Chop dates, sprinkle soda over dates and pour boiling water over the dates. Let cool. Mix in sugar and eggs. In a 
separate bowl, mix flour, baking powder and salt. Mix with wet ingredients and add nuts. Pour into a bread pan. 
Bake at 350º for 45 minutes to an hour. Makes one loaf.

Best French Meat Pie
Eric Seguin, OFM, SJBP

Ingredients:
1 lb ground beef
8 ounces ground pork
1⁄2 cup onion, finely chopped 1⁄2 cup water
2 large potatoes, peeled, cut into quarters 
1⁄2 teaspoon salt
1⁄4 teaspoon allspice
1⁄4 teaspoon ground cloves 
1⁄8 teaspoon pepper
1 double crust pie crust

Combine beef, pork, onion and water in a medium saucepan and mix well. Cook, 
covered, over low heat until the ground beef and pork are cooked through, 
stirring occasionally. Boil the potatoes in water to cover in a small saucepan 
until tender. Drain. Add to the meat mixture. Add the salt, allspice, cloves and 
pepper and mix well; remove from heat.
 
Mash the mixture with a potato masher. Roll the pastry into two 11-inch circles 
on a lightly floured surface. Fit 1 pastry into a 9-inch pie plate. Fill with the meat 
mixture. Cover with the remaining pastry, fluting the edge and cutting several 
vents. Bake at 450º for 20 minutes or the crust is golden brown.

Corn Casserole
Dan Anderson, OFM, SJBP

This makes a tasty side dish 
for your holiday ham.

Ingredients:
1 box Jiffy corn mix 1 cup 
sour cream
1 can corn
1 can cream corn
½ stick butter 1 egg

Bake at 350º degrees for 
one hour.
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Provincial Minister Father Ron Walters recalled keeping a 
“Christmas Club” account through the year as a boy, depositing 
25 cents each week. A small book of deposit slips kept track until 
the account could be redeemed at Christmastime for buying 
gift. Ron’s father bought a figurine as a gift for Ron’s mom each 
Christmas—from the famous “Hummel Collection.” Some 60-
plus years later, he imagines, they’d be quite valuable. 

Father Erasmo Romero recalls sharing a home visit in Mexico with Father Charlie 
Martinez. “Charlie was impressed with how spiritual it was,” Erasmo says. “We’re 
not expecting gifts” at Christmas, he explains. “Just good food and the spirituality of 
Christmas,” adding that in Mexico gifts are exchanged at Epiphany.

Brother Michael Haag hails from a farm in Kansas. Wintertime meant homemade 
ice cream, made in a hand-cranked ice cream maker by his father. Michael’s job was to 
chop ice from the farm pond, located between the farm house and the chicken coop. 
One snowy winter’s day, the pond was covered by several inches of snow. Michael’s 
father took a short cut across the ice to the coop to gather eggs. And yes, he fell into 
the hidden hole in the ice!

Christmas is a time for remembering. I 
suspect that many of us try to rediscover 

what I call the “Lost Christmas,” a special 
holiday memory. We recreate it with stories, 

music, seasonal movies, decorating, gift-
giving and favorite foods. Here is a sample 
of “Christmas Past” from our friars—some 

humorous, some touching. 

F R I A R S ’  F A V O R I T E S

Christmas Memories
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Father Paul Juniet remembers a six-foot snow on before Christmas at St. 
Isabel’s Church, Lukachukai, Arizona. He did not expect to have services, much 
less a regularly scheduled Bingo. But generous parishioners came to chop out 
paths for the friars and parishioners for Christmas Even—and, of course, diehard 
Bingo fans.

Father Dale Jamison recalls spending Christmas among Pueblo people in central 
New Mexico. Two Pueblos wanted a Midnight Mass, so Dale visited each, winding 
up at the second Pueblo at 1:00 a.m. The church was packed; the only night 
outsiders could attend. Some 400 visitors joined about 100 parishioners. Dale 
found the walls of the church decorated with battery powered, chirping birds. 
He asked the Pueblo leaders if they could silence them. The leaders huddled to 
discuss this in their language. “No, Father, the chirping birds are going to stay on,” 
came the reply. “OK,” Dale replied, “but would it be alright to take up a Christmas collection?” Again, after discussion 
came the reply, “No, Father.” Dale recalls, “But then they asked me to announce that there would be no smoking 
in church tonight, as we had just put in a new linoleum floor.” (After Mass came the traditional Christmas dances, 
and many people would smoke cigarettes during the dances, and extinguish the cigarettes on the floor, thus causing 
burn marks.) Thinking fast, Dale said, “I’ll make the announcement five times if you turn off the birds and take up a 
collection. “To that, the Pueblo leaders said, “It’s a deal, Father.”

Friar Manuel Mendoza recalls how he brought Christmas to his family 
in Mexico: “In my family Christmas was not celebrated as something 
special. My parents did not go to church in those days. The spirit of 
Christmas came into my life when I joined religious life. Almost 10 
years ago was the first time I spent Christmas vacation with my family. 
When I proposed celebrating it to my family, they first laughed because 
it was new for them—but they accepted it. I decided to decorate the 
house with natural pine and make a little pesebre (manger) for Baby 
Jesus. I invited some of the close family to join us at Christmas eve 
and prepared a small Christian celebration. I cooked a delicious meal 

as well, pollo asado con arroz (grilled chicken with rice). All of them enjoyed our celebration very much. So, since that 
time my family continues to celebrate Christmas as a family. They continue to celebrate even when I am not with 
them—it has become as tradition for all of us. I really thank God that my family became aware of our Christian faith.”
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Acoma Pueblo, with San Estévan del Rei Church at center. (Photo art by Greg Friedman, OFM)

Dale and +Hubert Sanchez invited me to join in the 2018 Christmas Eve celebration at San Estévan del Rei at the 
Pueblo of Acoma. When I arrived on that very cold and moonless part of the night, I found myself sitting on the 
rock stoop in front of their home waiting for anyone to arrive. 

Their house is on the west end of the butte, near the rear of the old San Estévan church compound. A few 
luminarias lit the street level, but darkness dominated. As I sat there waiting, I found I had a choice: focus on the 
uncomfortable cold or attend to the marvelous shades of darkness all around me. I chose the darkness. I thought: 
Was it like this  — dark, quiet and solitary on the auspicious night of waiting in Bethlehem of Judea which we honor this 
night?

As my eyes focused on the darkness, I began to distinguish the dark night sky from the dark of the stone-cold 
northern wall and parapet of the church. A quote from Eli Wiesel came to mind, “Even in darkness there is light!” 
And what a calming and warming light it was. The sense of the cold diminished.

Dale arrived and we went to the church entrance for the midnight indigenous rituals of Christmas Eve. The Pueblo 
spiritual leaders, confident the hour was upon us, opened the church doors. The tower bells rang! The procession 
began! As we entered the church a dance group responding to the heart-beat of their drum was entering as well. 
Drumbeat, chant, and dance surrounded us as we walked toward where the baby, swaddled in cloth, awaited.

As we processed, I felt a second drumbeat and heard a second chant begin. A second dance group entered in step 
with their drum’s voice — as the first continued. I thought: How can they distinguish which drum and chant is theirs? 
When the third drumbeat and chant began, accompanying elk dancers this time, my outsider’s sensibilities kicked 
in: This can’t be! It is not going to work! Could the peace and contemplation of this night survive the din?

But as earlier, when the darkness of the night overcame my eyes’ blindness so that I could perceive sky distinct 
from structure, and felt my chill ease, so now did the people’s faith and prayer--in dance, drum and chant--calm my 
cacophonous fears. As I reached the altar and made my cornmeal offering to the Prince of Peace, our Light in the 
Dark Night, I turned and was struck by the beauty of deer, buffalo and elk dancers weaving their dance-prayers with 
the procession of gift bearers. 

Peace was visible in the darkness of this night. 
Come, Emmanuel! Be our Light!
Warmth exuded from the sincerity of Faith.
Enlighten the steps of our hearts’ dance!
Order was embraced in our acting differently yet as one.
Make straight our paths to you!

A Different 
Christmas Midnight 
Celebration 
Charles McCarthy, OFM Conv

(San Estévan del Rei, Pueblo of Acoma. 2018)


