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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.

EDWARD ALOYSIUS, “A SPECIAL MAN”:
1936-2005

often shortened to Atak.  Already, while still a boy,
Eddie had as his credo “to serve others.”
Throughout his life he was “a man for others.”
Eddie never married. He was always available to
help chop and haul wood, to fetch water, to spruce
up—without waiting to be asked—the premises of
the church.  In winter, when the parish priest
returned from his sled dog journeys, after bringing
the Mass and sacraments to tiny Central Yup’ik
Eskimo villages scattered far and wide throughout

Editor’s Note: For the material for the  following story, we
are indebted to Thomas G. “Father Tom” Provinsal, S.J.  Tom
Provinsal saw Alaska for the first time in the summer of 1968,
when, at the age of 24, he arrived there eager to teach
catechism, under the direction of Father Paul B. Mueller, S.J.,
at Mountain Village, Pilot Station, Marshall, and Russian
Mission.  Tom was, in his own words, “fascinated by the
vastness of the land.”  That fascination with Alaska’s great
wilderness was never to leave him.  During the summers of
1970 and ‘71, he attended the University of Alaska-Fairbanks
earning his teaching credentials.   He was ordained a priest
on June 14, 1975.  In 1979 Father Tom returned to Alaska.
He has served in the Central Yup’ik Eskimo villages of Chevak,
Newtok, Chefornak, Nightmute,  Toksook Bay, Tununak,
Alakanuk, Nunam Iqua, Emmonak, and St. Mary’s Mission.

On August 6, 2000, Father Tom had the privilege of
administering the Last Rites to Michael J. Kaniecki, S.J.,
Bishop of Fairbanks at the time, as he lay dying on the ground
near Emmonak’s Sacred Heart Church.  A year later, at the
place where Bishop Kaniecki had died, he had the consolation
of concelebrating, with Francis T. Hurley, retired Archbishop
of Anchorage at the time, a memorial Mass on the anniversary
day of Bishop Kaniecki’s death.
     Father Provinsal, home-based-in Emmonak since 2002,
provides pastoral care for that village, as well as for Alakanuk,
Nunam Iqua, and Kotlik.

All photos, unless otherwise noted, are courtesy of
Father Provinsal.

--Patty Walter

In his eulogy, respected Eskimo elder John
Hanson said:  “He was not like you and me.  He was a
special man.”  All who knew Edward Aloysius knew
that he was indeed a special man.

Edward “Eddie” Aloysius was born on May 5,
1936.  His Central Yup’ik Eskimo name was Atakaching,

Edward “Eddie” Aloysius often cut and gathered wood in
Alakanuk, Alaska, for friends, for family, for those in need.



the Yukon-Kuskokwim Delta, he would, predictably,
find the mission house already heated for him, thanks
to Eddie, and Eddie standing by to help unpack the
sled and care for the dogs.  Eddie, though he was
throughout his life always his own man, saw what
needed to be done to help others, and he did it.

For over 50
years, Eddie
solicitously looked out
for the priests
headquartered at
Alakanuk, a Central
Yup’ik Eskimo village
near the mouth of the
Yukon, the Kwigpak,
“the Great River.”  In
the same way, he
showed concern also
for the elders of
Alakanuk and of
neighboring villages.
The elderly, the weak,
the poor, the stranger, the friend:  all could rely on
Eddie for needed help.  He never asked for anything
in return, and thought anyone who gave him some
small thing as compensation for a service rendered
to be generous.  Knowing how to care for himself, he
never imposed on people.  He was welcome wherever
he went.  People wanted him about, not because of
what he did for them, but for the kind of person that
he was.

Eddie was a natural storyteller.  His delivery
was so smooth and natural that people believed as
entirely plausible even the quite unusual experiences
he recounted.  However, after people heard his stories
a few times, their credence began to turn into
suspicion, then into disbelief, then into laughter.
Events related by Eddie flowed about equally from
his memory and from his vivid imagination.

A favorite Eddie story is the one about his
going fishing with some fellows upriver from
Mountain Village.  As they were breaking camp on
the side of the hill and getting ready to boat back
home, they spotted some bears down by the river
bank going after fish.  The party had brought no guns
along, but Eddie assured them they could catch a bear.
When they asked how, he took them to a trail
commonly traveled by the bears.  They bent down a
tree so as to form an arch, a snare to catch and hold a
bear.  As they were looking at the finished product,
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the men asked Eddie where he had learned to make such
a creation.  Eddie’s answer:  “I watch cowboy movies.”
He gently laughed and kept on talking, as if nothing
exceptional had been told.

Eddie told how he and his good boyhood buddy,
Willie Sugar, used to fight all the time, when they were

growing up.  They were
also in the Alaskan
National Guard together.
Their friendship endured
into old age.  Because
Eddie spent so much time
around the church, Willie
began, teasingly, to call
him “Father Edward.”
Eddie’s young relative,
Edward Phillip, the father
of a growing family,
frequently called over to
the church to invite Eddie
to come in his boat to the
family camp for some

fishing, hunting, or chores.  In winter, they would attend
to the hunting and fishing business by snowmachine.
Eddie was a dependable, even if an independent,
companion, who could be counted on.  If he could be
traced down—which was not always easy—he was ready
to go.  Occasionally, he could be found babysitting.  He
was a reliable babysitter, and children were fond of him.

Eddie was an outdoorsman, who often took long
walks through the powdery snow in the willows to set
rabbit snares.  Successful snaring brought fresh meat to
thankful people unable to provide such themselves.  Now
and again he would just take long walks alone on business
that no one else witnessed.  He knew how to survive.
Once, the Alakanuk parish administrator, Monica Shelden,
and Fr. Tom were traveling with him on snowmachines,
when, suddenly and unexpectedly, a ferocious snowstorm
came up.  They became separated.  In a snow shelter
created by him, he and Monica were perfectly safe, until
they were found.  And Eddie, having a strong inner life,
knew how to occupy and entertain himself while alone.
He could be at home with a pack of cards, a radio, or with
silence itself.  His quarters were always clean and tidy.

Eddie loved to read small religious publications
and to prayerfully sort through pictures of Our Lord, of
Mary, and of the saints.  He prayed the rosary.  He never
missed Sunday Mass.  He saw to it that the collection was
taken up.  He loved to talk about God, but did so indirectly,
by telling stories of people serving the Church about whom

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.

Edward Aloysius helps
Fr. Tom Provinsal free
his snowmachine from
the Yukon River slush.



This personal story of Bishop Gleeson unfolds against the backdrop
of early American growth and expansion, with special focus on Alaska as it
evolved from a territory, was purchased by the United States and then
achieved statehood. This part of the globe is explored from the earliest
introduction of Christianity into the territory by the Russian Orthodox priests
until the growth leads to division into three dioceses by the Catholic Church
along with scattered Protestant development within the frigid climes.

The life of Bishop Gleeson and his insights into the future of Alaska
are woven together into a fabric that lets readers see a metamorphosis of
Alaskan Natives from hunters and gatherers toward a cultural subgroup that
can cope with the demands of today’s world. Gleeson served as the Last
Vicar of All of Alaska, and one can capture a glimpse of a man with a servant-
heart who was a Joyful Frontiersman for God.

*The book includes a Foreword by Father Louis L. Renner, S.J., currently
residing at Gonzaga University, where he has completed “Alaskana
Catholica,” an encyclopedia about all things Catholic in Alaska.
This book wil be available for purchase in future Alaskan Shepherd
newsletters.  (See reverse side.)

S2005 03 --F91
Gleeson, The Last Vicar Apostolic of All of Alaska  may be ordered from
The Alaskan Shepherd, 1312 Peger Road,  Fairbanks, Alaska  99709-5199

for  $20.00  a copy.  This includes postage and handling.

Please send me __________copy/copies of
Gleeson, The Last Vicar Apostolic of All of Alaska.

 I am enclosing $20.00 for each book ordered.
Send to:
Name________________________________________________________

Address______________________________________________________

City___________________________State____________Zip____________

About the Author:
Sister Carol Louise Hiller, O.P., after several years of teaching in elementary

schools, altered her educational emphasis to high school librarian. As a librarian she
lived in Fairbanks, Alaska, and ministered at Monroe Catholic High school. During
her last two years at Monroe, BishopWhelan requested Bishop Gleeson to speak to her
about his life and work, especially as Shepherd of the Church in Alaska, for the sake of
an historical record. Calling upon her love of literature, creative writing talents and
persistent research skill, she adeptly wove together the events in the life of a man who
helped shape the Alaska frontier and Catholic community within it. Sister presently
resides at the Dominican Life Center, in Adrian, Michigan.

An excerpt from Sister’s Preface:
Turning his ring round and round on his finger, Bishop Gleeson searched his

memory for a considerable time.  I soon learned that this merry-go-round with the
ring was to Bishop Gleeson as doodling is to many other thoughtful people. Almost tentatively, talking as much to
himself as to me, he spoke of his early life, of his family and of family stories told by friends and relatives. And so
began a series of interviews that eventually elicited a rich array of information about the bishop’s life, Jesuit espirit
de corps, and the Church in Alaska.
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After some 20 years of research and writing, Father Louis
L. Renner, S.J., has reached the publication stage for his history
of the Catholic Church in  Alaska, Alaskana Catholica.  We are
talking here of a big volume, 744 pages, richly illustrated.

Though the exact date of the book’s availability and its
purchase price are not yet known, we will gladly reserve your
copy hot off the press.  As soon as we know the date of the
book’s availability and its price, we will send you an order form.
Your response to this will give us some advance idea of how
many copies we will need to have on hand here in the Alaskan
Shepherd office, since the book has been so greatly anticipated
by so many.

*PLEASE DO NOT SEND PAYMENT

WITH THIS BOOK RESERVATION*

Yes, please reserve _____copy(ies) of Alaskana Catholica.
I understand that, when the book’s date of publication

and its price are announced, I will be sent a follow-up order form.
Name________________________Address__________________________
City_____________________________State___________Zip___________

Email____________________________
he read.  Mother Teresa was one of his favorite people.
With his own money, he bought scapulars and other
small religious articles to pass out to people for their
encouragement.  He donated to the missions and to
enterprises in other places in the world.

Sister Mary Anne Kollmer, O.P., was at Alakanuk
for about five years.  Eddie would visit her every day,
sometimes just sitting silently, in keeping with the Yup’ik
tradition; and sometimes telling story after story, a
traditional entertainment for a visitor to provide.  He
made sure her house had fuel oil, that the stairs and
path were shoveled free of snow, that mail and packages
were brought to her and separated from parish mail.
He would join her and the roving missionary priest in
the recitation of Morning Prayer, when the latter was in
the village.  Eddie had his own copy of the prayer book.
He showed special solicitude as Sister’s self-appointed
protector.

On January 10, 2005, there was not pilot bread—
those round, hard crackers, also called pilot biscuits—
to be had in the three Alakanuk stores.  Eddie wanted
to get some.  His brother, John, recommended he go to
Emmonak, a short distance upriver from Alakanuk.
Eddie told John that he was, instead, going to Nunam
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Monica Shelden and Edward Aloysius
--Photo by Fr. Louis L. Renner, S.J.
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Iqua, a village in the opposite direction and a little
farther downriver.  The 10-mile trail to Nunam Iqua
was a more difficult, less traveled one.  Eddie had close
friends in Nunam Iqua; among them:  Anna and
Eugene Pete, Martin and Margaret Sheldon, and Julia
Afcan, now hampered by arthritis.  The trip to Nunam
Iqua was prompted more by his affection for these than
by a real need for pilot bread.  By the time he was ready
to return to Alakanuk, a heavy fog shrouded the general
area, and part of the trail over the ice of the river was
covered with overflow, slush.  Mildred Camille told
him to stay overnight with her family and to travel the
next day in the light.  He smiled, chuckled, and turned
away, ready to hit the return trail.  Some watched as
the red taillight of his snowmachine disappeared into
the dark mist covering the inlet.

Because Eddie was so trustworthy, self-reliant,
autonomous, no one, at first, suspected anything amiss,
until some time after he had left Nunam Iqua.  People
were used to his going and coming when and where
he wished, freely, as the winds.  After some days,
however, since he generally kept a vigilant eye on the
church building—once saving it from burning down—
he was missed by Alakanuk’s parish administrator,
Mary Ayunerak.  “Where is Atak?” she asked.  Some
thought he might be visiting close relatives in
Emmonak.  Some knew he had a doctor’s appointment
in faraway Anchorage, and thought he might have
taken off for that without telling anyone—as was his
custom.  There was a regional mid-January Church
meeting at St. Marys, 80 miles upriver, and some
thought he might have snowmachined there to attend
it.  No one really worried or became concerned about
his absence.  But, soon phone calls came from
Anchorage asking about him.  People returning from
St. Marys knew nothing about him.  He had not been

seen in Emmonak.  His relatives and friends, and the
community in general, began to get uneasy.  It began to
dawn on them that this self-assured, humble,
independent man was not merely somewhere else, but
was, in reality, actually missing.  Twelve days had now
passed, since he was last seen in Numam Iqua.

  Immediately search and rescue teams from
Nunam Iqua, Alakanuk and Emmonak set out to search
the tundra along the Bering Sea coast, the mouth of the
Yukon, and upriver of the mouth.  State Troopers, too,
took part in the search.  But, after searching for several
days and finding no sign of Eddie, they, reasonably,
called theirs off.  Mike Prince and pilots flying passengers
for Grant Aviation between the villages kept their eyes
peeled for Eddie’s red snowmachine.  They saw nothing
and likewise concluded that further searching would be
in vain.  The elders, however, would not let the search
end.  They urged the men to keep looking for some trace
of Eddie, and not to lose the hope that love inspires.

Flat Island begins about a mile north of Nunam
Iqua at a place resembling a very broad intersection.
Some of the water courses there lead to the Bering Sea;
one leads upriver to Alakanuk.  In the vicinity of Flat
Island, the searchers finally found a single trail in the

Edward Aloysius (center with sunglasses) poses with
Alaskan priests in St. Marys, Alaska, on the steps of the
Brother Joe Prince House.  Eddie and Fr. Provinsal (in front
of Eddie) were preparing for a downriver trip on the Yukon.

Edward Aloysius pumps oil to heat St. Ignatius Church
in Alakanuk, Alaska.  The village store can be seen in the
background.
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Again we assure you that we never, under any circumstances,
sell, exchange, or give out the names of our benefactors.

This has been and continues to be our sacred pledge.

snow, Eddie’s trail, leading northwest beyond the tundra
out onto the river ice.  After a few more days of searching,
the men found his glasses in the snow, so they knew that
he had traveled this area, 10 miles northwest of Flat
Island, on the river ice.  Day after day, without signs of
weariness, they continued their search.  They found
Eddie’s snowmachine trail circling back on itself, an
indication that he was trying to locate the right trail to
Alakanuk.  The trail was by now several weeks old and
difficult to find.  Finally, it just came to an end.  They
then found where he had been walking.  He had skirted
an overflow on foot and had turned back to rough ice.
He seemed to have walked in circles at times to keep
warm.  His footprints had long tails, a sign that his feet
had begun to drag.

Late in the afternoon of January 29th, after the
party had searched all day, someone, while passing a
large block of ice, noticed something they had previously
missed.  It was a patch of black fabric.  They had stopped
just a few feet from this the day before, and had walked
past it a number of times earlier that day.  Out of one
end of the block of ice stuck two black boots.  They were
Eddie’s.  Nature had wrapped her son in this way to

hold him as her own.  His life’s trail had come to an end,
outdoors, where he loved to be.  He was at home with
the God he loved.

With heavy sadness and tender care, the body of
Eddie, encased in a 6 x 2-foot block of ice, was brought
on a sled pulled by a snowmachine to the Alakanuk fire
house, where local men began the slow task of brushing
away the dense blanket of frozen salt water that overflow
had wrapped around him.  It took days to thaw his body,
so that it could be washed and clothed.  When he was
dressed, his face looked ruddy, as if he had just come in
out of a cold wind.  As he lay there in peace in the family
home overnight, there was a hint of a crooked smile on
his face.  That was normal for him.  He seemed about to
wake up and to give a quiet chuckle to the delight of
all—and to the surprise of no one.

Alakanuk’s St. Ignatius Church was filled to
overflowing on Wednesday, February 2nd, the Feast of
the Purification.  The day now seems especially fitting,
as Eddie loved Our Lord and His Mother so very much,
and worked quietly all his life in the manner of St. Joseph.
After the symbols of Christian life had been removed
from the carefully crafted plywood casket, six uniformed
Alaska National Guardsmen came forward to surround
the white painted casket and to ceremonially drape it.
The guardsmen then stood respectfully at attention,
facing the four points of the compass, inward, toward
Eddie, while the farewell song was sung.  They then lifted
the cloth-covered casket and solemnly carried it out of
the church, as his family followed.

At the cemetery, in the midst of a thick stand of
willows, next to his father, Eddie was honored by a 21-
gun military salute, as Eskimo
deacons concluded the burial
rites of the Catholic Church in
the brisk cold of the North.  The
white wooden cross, carefully
crafted by Mark Damian, was
left lying on top of the casket.  In
the spring, after the ground
would have softened, it would
be made to stand upright to
mark the burial site of Edward
Aloysius, now lying buried at its
foot—of Edward Aloysius, “a
special man,” a very good man,
a man for others.

Special thanks to those of you who have sent
stamps!  These 37¢ first class gifts are of

great use to the Alaskan Shepherd.

Edward Aloysius is “on the trail” somewhere between
Nunam Iqua and Mountain Village.

       --Photo by Fr. Sanji Yamaoka, S.J.
“Father Tom” in a pensive mood.
--Alaskan Shepherd Archives


