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edge of the technical world.”  Additionally, he was able to make
some deep lasting friendships with others who were
working on their walk with Jesus and were willing to be
open and to share with one another.

Both George and Marilyn had come to love Alaska
and felt called to stay.  So, with George’s  date of separation
approaching, he and Marilyn prayed—promising that if a

Special Masses are offered throughout the year for
you and your intentions by our Missionary Priests.
Please pray that God may bless us and our work.

George Bowder stands amid the snow-covered birches
outside of the chancery building in Fairbanks, Alaska.

--All photos courtesy of the Bowder Family

TRAVELING THE PATH TO THE DIACONATE WITH
DEACON GEORGE W. BOWDER

The  goodness, generosity, and competency of now
Deacon George Bowder is widely known and appreciated,
especially by his co-workers in the Diocesan Chancery
offices.  Very much appreciated, too, is his ability to see the
bright, the positive side even of difficult, trying situations.

George Wayne Bowder was born June 27, 1949, in
Yankton,  South Dakota, in Sacred Heart Hospital to
Kenneth and Lucille Bowder.   His education began at the
age of five in a one-room schoolhouse, Country School #12,
near Hubbard.  There were 20 children in all  grades
kindergarten through eighth.  Three years later, his family
moved to Emerson and he began schooling with the Sisters
of St. Casimir.  George remembers feeling that, “there were
too many  ‘moms’ to battle,  and I wondered if I would ever
get through this school stuff.”  He also remembers Sr.
Superior and Sr. Conagunda as being extremely sharp and
caring.  Fr.  Fitz-Gerald told great stories about prayer and
fun while serving the Lord.  George was told by his principal
that he should take vocational classes because he was “not
smart enough for college—just a smart aleck.” He went to
college anyway at St. Benedict’s in Atchison, Kansas, where
he challenged his faith walk.  He studied and worked with
a counselor and was determined to be a priest.  The priest
advised George to do some more dating and then, if he
wanted to enter pre-divinity, he could do so in his junior
year.

George, finding that God had called him to serve
instead as a teacher and father, married Marilyn Ann
Tangeman on August 22, 1970, in Sacred Heart Church in
Baileyville, Kansas.  He completed his Student Teaching and
received a BA in Math.

Then it was off to the Air Force, where in flight
school,  he began training  as a navigator and Electric
Warfare Officer.  He continued his graduate work in Human
Relations & Management.  George took a number of
counseling classes and financial management courses.  Both
George and Marilyn were very involved in the church
communities where they were assigned—including
California, Texas, and Alaska.  He remembers fondly his
work at Eielson AFB as being, “greatly exciting and on the



We want to thank in a special way those of you who have included the Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska (our
legal title) in your bequests and wills, and those of you who, at the time of the deaths of dear ones, have suggested
that, in their memory, contributions be made to the Missions of Northern Alaska or to the Alaskan Shepherd
Endowment Fund.  For more information, please contact Tom Buzek,  Business Administrator:   907-374-9528.

job did not present itself within six
months—they would move back
to the mid-west and assist
Marilyn’s folks with their farm.

In September 1978, George
went to work for the Diocese of
Fairbanks in the finance office.
The previous month, Brian Joseph,
an infant born prematurely and
needing constant care, had entered
his and Marilyn’s lives.  In January
1979, they adopted him as their
son.

In September 1982,
George felt encouraged to join a
group preparing to be ordained to

the permanent diaconate.  However, given Marilyn’s battle
with cancer during the next several years, he did not at this
time go on to be ordained a deacon.  Marilyn died in
December 1985.  Two years later, on June 13, 1987, after
working through a period of intense
grief, George entered into a happy
marriage with Wanda J. Mathison.  In
the newly established St. Raphael’s
parish, in the hills to the north of
Fairbanks, he found a true spiritual
home.

During this adjustment
period, George continued his duties as
Finance Officer for the Diocese of
Fairbanks.  He made trips to the
villages annually, held workshops,
and reviewed the mission accounting
at various locations from the Interior
parishes to the coastal parishes.  He
was still active with the Alaskan Air
National Guard and transferred to
Eielson Air Force Base after serving for
13 years as a navigator on the C130H
Hercules cargo plane.  He was now a
KC135 tanker navigator for a short
while and then promoted to Lt.
Colonel.   His next charge was to create
the Office of Social Action and act as
its new Chief.

In 1990, George’s peers at the
Diocesan Fiscal Managers Conference,
(DFMC), elected him to their National Board to represent
the small and medium diocese of the Far West.  George had
also represented the Diocese at the International
Stewardship Conference.  George was instrumental in 1983
in helping to create a Statewide insurance group called
TRIDI which has all three Alaskan Dioceses working
together to provide Property, Liability, Workers

Compensation, Auto, Medical, Dental, Vision,  Group Life,
and Long Term Care for the Catholic Church of Alaska.

In the summer of 1993, George became  the Director
of Finance, Development, and Administration for the
Diocese of Fairbanks.  He had also recently accepted a seat
on the board of LOVE INC.  Love in the Name of Christ is a
network of caring, Christian churches in the greater
Fairbanks area committed to helping individuals and
families in the community.

In June 1995, the Bowders adopted little Nathan.
Five years earlier, Wanda gave birth to  Geoffrey.  They now
had a family of five boys.

In the year 2002, George decided to resume his
training and continue his walk along the path to the
diaconate.  A path he had postponed at the time of Marilyn’s
death.  As part of his training and discernment, Bishop
Donald Kettler asked George to take time for a retreat.
George determined he would take his retreat at the Holy
Spirit Center in Anchorage.  His retreat leader, Father Paul
Macke, S.J., had this to say about George’s course to the

diaconate, “George waited for the lead of
the Spirit in this dance.  For this reason I
am confident that the Lord who has taken
the lead here will give George the special
graces to respond fully to his call as a
deacon.”

Here is an excerpt from
George’s journal relating his retreat
experience.

I looked at this time alone with the Lord
with anticipation.  As the time drew near, I
came to realize how full my life is.  My
family and the interaction that they and I
depend on day in and day out—is truly
remarkable.  Prayer times, meal times, and
chores big and small.  We have family
meetings each week to share our schedules,
concerns, and gripes with one another.  The
week before my leaving for retreat—Wanda
and I had just returned from San Francisco
and the RETA trust Medical Insurance
Annual Trustees Meeting and TRIDI
Insurance group gathering for Life
Insurance and Long Term Disability plans.
The boys are starting soccer and Wanda is
preparing to go to Camp Bingle for a Holy
Spirit Workshop that comprises four days

beginning on the 4th of June.  I was scheduled to present the
homily at St. Raphael’s Saturday night and to assist Bishop Kettler
Sunday with Confirmations.  Following Mass, I would join
Wanda for Sunday Service at 1st Presbyterian.  Then, I would
head over to the jail to see my son Brian Joseph who awaits
sentencing to Federal Prison for up to five years.  He just turned
25 on the 24th of May.  The family and I prepared garden space

George and Marilyn welcome their adoptive
son, Brian Joseph, in 1978.

 Lt. Colonel Bowder,
United States Air Force
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A 5 ½ x 8 copy of either picture, in full color, is available free for the asking.

OUR LADY
OF THE
ARCTIC

SNOWS...
(HOW IT

CAME TO BE)

For well over one hundred years, the Jesuit Fathers—aided by other Orders,
Congregations of priests, Brothers, and Sisters have devoted themselves to the missions of
Alaska.  In their work and teachings, they often spoke of Mary, the Mother of God, fostering
love for and devotion to her.  Pictures of Mary and rosaries given to the people have become
treasured possessions.

The pictures of Mary, of course, portrayed her as a beautiful woman according to the
concepts of the various artists, generally Caucasian, peaches and cream complexion, long dark
hair, and occidental features with a slender, graceful body.

One Father in particular, Edmund A. Anable, S.J., became interested in obtaining a picture
of Mary that the Native women of the North could identify with.  As he was not an artist, it
remained, for a time only a wish.

By accident, in 1953, Father met an artist from Belgium, Robert Van Hove, then living in
Seattle.  Father was impressed with his paintings and the two had several conversations
concerning an Eskimo Madonna.  Mr. Van Hove had never been to Alaska, nor had he seen an
Eskimo woman.  Fortunately, Father had many color slides of Alaska, the people, their houses.
These also showed how the wind drives the snow, a dog team, and the manner of caring for
kayaks, the beauty of Eskimo clothing with fur ruffs framing the face, and many other details.

Three years later, in 1957, after many corrections and changes were made; the picture
was completed to the satisfaction of both artist and Father.

One of the titles of Mary in use for many years was Our Lady of the Snows.  The title was
chosen for the painting.

Upon distribution of copies of the painting to our friends across the nation, a
problem arose.  We soon learned that the Oblates of Mary Immaculate maintained a Shrine to
Our Lady of the Snows in Belleville, Illinois.  The pictures are completely different, but to
avoid confusion we changed our title to “Our Lady of Arctic Snows.”

Van Hove’s original painting—measuring 36"x48" hangs in the lobby of the Diocesan
Chancery building in Fairbanks, Alaska.

CHRIST OF THE
ARCTIC

OUR LADY OF THE
ARCTIC SNOWS



Alaskan Shepherd CREDIT CARD Donations!
The Alaskan Shepherd is happy to announce that we can now offer our donors the option of making
their offerings to the Alaskan Missions by credit card.  We have had substantial interest in this
option and are pleased we are now able to provide this service.  If you are interested in a one-time,
regular or periodic offering by credit card, please fill out the information below and we will be
happy to extend this service to you.

FULL NAME AS LISTED ON CREDIT CARD: ___________________________________________
TYPE OF CARD (Visa or Master Cards only):       VISA  ________     MASTER CARD  _________

CREDIT CARD NUMBER (Strictly confidential):  _________________________________________

EXPIRATION DATE: _________________________  AMOUNT OF GIFT: _____________________
Do you want this gift regularly charged to your account?  If so, please tell us how often:

One time only:  _________ Monthly: _________  Semi-Annually: __________  Annually:  _________
All information will be held in the strictest confidentiality and will not be used for any other
purpose than listed herein.

SIGNATURE: _________________________________________________DATE:__________________

*Optional --PHONE #:____________________________________EMAIL:_______________________
If you would prefer to make this donation by phone, please call the Alaskan Shepherd office at 907-374-9532.
Please make checks payable to:  Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska

Alaskan Shepherd DIRECT DEPOSIT Donations!
Additionally, we have had numerous requests from our benefactors asking if they could make
electronic, direct-deposit donations on a monthly, or periodic basis, automatically.  We have worked
out a procedure with our bank to enable these types of deposits.  The following information is
necessary to begin your donation:

YOUR BANK NAME: _________________________________________________________________
YOUR NAME AS IT APPEARS ON ACCOUNT:_________________________________________
YOUR BANK ADDRESS:  _____________________________________________________________
YOUR BANK ACCOUNT NAME:  _____________________________________________________
YOUR ACCOUNT NUMBER __________________YOUR BANK ROUTING #: ______________
After providing us with the above information, please sign below, as your authorization to our
bank to take donations  from your account, in the amount of   $_______________
Monthly: (DATE)__________  Quarterly:(DATE) __________   or Annually:  (DATE)__________.
PURPOSE OF DEPOSIT: (i.e., Regular Donation, Catholic Schools, Endowment etc.)
_____________________________________________________________________________________
All information will be held in the strictest confidentiality and will not be used for any other
purpose than listed herein.

SIGNATURE: ________________________________________________DATE:__________________

MAILING ADDRESS:_________________________________________________________________



on Saturday and Sunday and even had a barbecue Sunday evening.
We got to bed at about 10 PM and I was up at 4:30 AM to catch my
6:30 AM flight on Frontier Flying Service.

I arrived at Holy Spirit Retreat Center at 9:15 AM.  After
picking up my key and instruction materials from Fr. Paul Macke,
S.J.—the retreat house director, I had my breakfast and read Palm
139…”O Lord, O God, my powerful help!  Thou shieldest my head
in the day of battle…”  I rested for about two hours—it was so
peaceful.  I woke again at nearly noon.  I had lunch and went out for
a walk on the grounds.  Finding the Way of the Cross Stations, I
went slowly along the stations and reflected on how much Jesus has
given to me in my life.  Remembering a small lake that Father Macke
had briefly spoke of, I covered every nook and cranny of the grounds
looking for it.  When I found the lake, it was marked “Private—Keep
OUT.”  So, I began my way back to the Center.  While walking through
the woods I came upon a little stream and here I sat to be alone and
still with God.  Farther along the way, I picked up some garbage on
the trail and found a five-dollar bill!  I marveled at the little ways we
receive rewards.  At 3:45 PM, I took
a nap and felt refreshed.  I ate a light
dinner and read from Richard
McBrien’s “Catholicism Volume I”.
After the first chapter, I went for
another walk towards the lake and
found a quiet place to reflect and to
pray.  In about an hour, I returned to
walk again the Way of the Cross.
Upon returning, I continued reading
“Catholicism Volume I”—this work
enlightens those on the journey of
faith, about the struggles that the
Catholic Church has gone through in
history.  It takes you through Vatican
II and the growth achieved through
these struggles.  I took a break and
read a book about a great passion of
mine—centering prayer.  I am forever
on watch for a way to bring me closer
to Jesus at my inner most being.  I
found a book by George Maloney, S.J.,
“Centering on the Lord Jesus”.  I
found that in the quiet and restful
space I was able to again have Jesus
come to me.  He was very gentle and
just near.  This is why a retreat is so
important.  To experience—to “be
still and know that I am God.”  At
11 PM, rested and at peace, I found
sleep.

The next morning I woke at
6 AM and slowly got up, dressed and
took a short two-mile run along
Hillside Drive.  I returned, showered,
and found another centering guide
by Quentin Hakenewerth, S.M., “In His Likeness.”  I felt as if it
allowed me to retrace my steps, along his, guiding me to know Jesus.
This book also is intended for quiet meditation and reflection.

I met with Fr.  Paul Macke at 10 AM.  We talked about my
faith journey while working for the Diocese of Fairbanks for the last
twenty-five years and about the struggle of being father to my boys.
We talked about the pain and difficulty of being the spouse and

parent—when someone close to you dies.  We discussed the loss of
my two brothers, my mom, and dad, and of all of my grandparents.
We talked about working with and for Bishop Whelan, Bishop
Kaniecki, Fr. Case, Bishop Warfel, and now, Bishop Kettler.  Fr. Paul
asked about my goals during retreat.  I told him I wanted to be able to
be along with Jesus and feel that I was truly answering his call to
now serve as a deacon.  I also wanted to have some help in overcoming
various temptations, which seem to have become stronger the closer
I get to being ordained.  I was advised by Father Paul to avoid the
reading, but to go for more walks or runs and empty myself of all
outside distractions.  He also encouraged me to spend some time in
the Resurrection Chapel in adoration.

I took a short stroll around the grounds and returned in
time for noon Mass.  I ate lunch and then took a nap.  When I woke,
I checked at the front desk to see if anyone was going up to the trails.
Noreen gave me a ride since she was going to walk and run for an
hour in the foothills of Flat Top Mountain.  The wind nearly blew us
away but it was a great release for me.  After about four miles of

walking and running up around and
down the trails—I returned to the
Center.  I showered and then made my
way to Resurrection Chapel.  I prayed
for a while and then remembering what
the good sisters had always told me—I
sang to “double” my prayers and let
Jesus be with me.  After two hours, I
returned to the Center and had dinner
while listening to John Michael Talbot’s
music.  I spent the remainder of my
evening in prayer and stillness and
slept at about 10 PM.

A new day dawned at 7 AM.
I write these notes as I eat and will soon
meet with Fr. Paul and begin another
day’s journey with the Lord.  I waited
and reflected a while before my meeting
with Father Paul.  This is so strange to
sit quietly.  Just to be alive and not on
any schedule—to be with Jesus and
listen to the Lord.  It is awesome.  Fr.
Paul and I talked a bit about my
journey thus far and my desire to truly
know that I am following the Lord in
this call to be a deacon.  When he had
me retrace my steps to getting here,
today, he said, “Just remember the
journey—the affirmation is in the
journey.”  I also ask for some help in
wanting to be close to Jesus more in
my prayer life and to experience Him
more in my busy life.  Father Paul
recommended a book entitled “Making
All Things New” by Henri J. M.
Nouwen.  It is a sweet and simple walk

in the practical steps to a new level of knowing Jesus.  I am so blessed.
Father Paul suggested a three-mile uphill hike to Chugiak State Park.
I left with two goals—to finish my book today and put in a good hike.
I read a third of the book before Mass at noon and was so ready to
receive Communion!  Jesus was so real and present today.  I had a
short lunch, found some quiet space in the library, and was able to
meditate on Jesus as God and Abba-”Daddy.”  Then I set out for the

The Bowder’s in 1995 together for a family photo.  Coun-
terclockwise from Baby Nathan(3 months), Wanda,
George, Brian D.(18), Brian Joseph(17), Daryl (20), and
Geoffrey(5).
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Again we assure you that we never, under any circum-
stances, sell, exchange, or give out the names of our bene-
factors.  This has been and continues to be our sacred pledge.

Special thanks to those of you who have sent
stamps!  These 37¢ first class gifts are of great
use to the Alaskan Shepherd.

George pores over the Diocese of Fairbanks financial state-
ments with Accounting Department Supervisor Drene
Desrochers.  George and Drene have worked together for over
22 years.

Wanda and George Bowder celebrate Father’s Day
in a special way as he is ordained to the permanent
diaconate on June 15, 2003, at St. Raphael’s parish,
in Fairbanks.

the help of Jesus, prayer was alone with God in the quiet and restful
moments.  I have learned to love and to cherish these past days.

I met with Father Paul and told him the quiet has been such a
blessing and the Centering Jesus prayer a bonus.  The ability to take
this quiet space back with me into my busy life is very uplifting.

George returned from his retreat met by family and
friends who would be with him throughout his final preparation
to be ordained to the permanent diaconate.

How appropriate that the ordination take place on June
15, 2003, Father’s Day.  The Mass was celebrated by Bishop
Donald Kettler and concelebrated by Fr. Pat Bergquist, Fr. Al
Levitre, and Fr. Ross Tozzi.  Also celebrating with George was
his original group of deacon candidates, now permanent
deacons, Deacon Bob Mantei, Deacon Paul Perreault, Deacon
Walt Gelinas, and Deacon David Schutt.  Seminarian Sean
Thomson also attended and served as acolyte.  St. Raphael’s
Church, the parish on the hill, was standing room only.  A
particularly touching moment was the moment of investure.
George’s entire family came forward to robe him in the vestments
of a Deacon.

In the Catholic tradition, the Diaconate is an ordained
ministry — the Deacon is a member of the clergy.  The Diaconate
can be traced to the selection of Stephen and six others (Acts of
the Apostles, 6:1-6) to engage in what would today be called
“ministries of service.”  Stephen and the others were chosen by
the Apostles to distribute food to the poor.  The Apostles prayed
over them and “laid hands” on them, just as our Bishop Donald
Kettler did when he laid hands on George W. Bowder.  There is
an unmistakable beauty and intrigue in that unbroken chain —
a Bishop ordained our Bishop, and another Bishop ordained him,
and so on,  all the way back to the Apostles who ordained
Stephen.  Stephen became the first martyr of the Church, stoned
to death in about the year 35 AD.  Deacons have been around a
long time.

Winston Churchill once said, “Courage is what it takes
to stand up and speak; courage is also what it takes to sit down
and listen.”  The Catholic Deacon is called to both take action
and to listen.  He is called to lead a courageous life.  George
Bowder is a Deacon of remarkable courage.

--Patty Walter

mountains and one hour and thirty minutes later, I was looking down
from heaven.  The air was clear, warm, and fresh and I was filled with
energy and excitement.  I had worked my way up to an overlook and
felt immersed in God’s creation.  “God is good all the time and all the
time God is good.”  I slowly made my way back to the center after 6-8
miles of walking.  I showered and read another third of the Nouwen
book before deciding a nap was in order.  I woke and spent an hour in
chapel before preparing dinner.  During my meal, I listened to the
Chickadees and Sparrows sing.  Then I visited the stations and returned
via the Resurrection chapel where I watched the sun setting and spent
an hour in prayer and song—just me and Jesus.

It is Ascension Thursday.  Jesus goes and the Holy Spirit
comes.  Know that we have all these—the Father, the Son, and the
Holy Spirit.  We are filled with such holiness.  The day is slow and I
mediate for a good hour in the Library before breakfast.  We lose power
before breakfast, but the meal is already prepared.  After breakfast, I go
for a walk and finish the Nouwen book.  There is such hope to know
Jesus even better and there is so much love to share.  I decide to take a
long break and lay down on the hillside below the cross after the stations
and just reflect on who I am—a simple, sinful, man—chosen to be
with God in such special ways.  His love is so great and so deep within
my heart that my breath is not my own and it is not my heart that
beats within my chest—but His.  I am brought back to this world by
the bells calling me to Mass.  O Lord thank you for all of the ways we
are able to share in your love for us.

I finished lunch and waited for Father Paul.  We talked about
my journey and I said I loved the quiet space and feeling of intense
love from the Lord.  I asked about the moment-by-moment retreat
program and he gave me a copy for the day.  Then I went out for a
three-hour workout on Flat Top Mountain.

On my final day, I opened my eyes at 7 AM.  I cleaned up a
bit and prepared a few things for travel.  I said a few short prayers and
then headed for breakfast.  Afterwards I found the reading for the day
and prepared for Mass at noon.  I found my quiet space again and with
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