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Some give by going to the Missions                 Some go by giving to the Missions            Without both there are no Missions

CATHOLIC BISHOP OF NORTHERN ALASKA
1312 PEGER ROAD FAIRBANKS, ALASKA  99709
Phone: 907-374-9532         http: //www.cbna.info

Please see our list of current Parish Needs on our website.

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.

Editor’s Note:  Sister Kathy Radich,
O.S.F., wrote to me of Pat Tam and his dedication
to the Native people of Alaska: We are very
honored to have Patrick as part of the ministry
team here in western Alaska. He was here in the
region before many of us came to minister here
and will probably be here after our communities
invite us to minister in other places, as Patrick
has made life among the Yup’ik people his home.
Patrick brings a wholeness, holiness, and
wholesomeness to his life and ministry. He is able
to see teachable moments in every aspect of life
and brings the daily activities into the holy.
Patrick’s range of interest from Scripture to
subsistence, from Catechetics to Yup’ik stories,
from justice issues to the sharing of the richness
of his own Chinese culture challenges us and calls
all to greater wholeness. He finds God-moments
in many things and shares those through formal
and informal ways with those of us that have the
privilege of being with him. Patrick’s wonderful
humor brings many light moments.  His humor is
often directed at himself and those he cares about in a very respectful and lighthearted way.  The church refers to those that
are not ordained as the People of God, we are very fortunate to have this POG (Pat’s term) ministering and making his home
in the Y-K (Yukon-Kuskokwim) region.  Pat first appeared in The Alaskan Shepherd in 1996.   I am happy to offer you the
continuation of his story, in his own words, now--ten years later.                                                --Patty Walter

Ten years ago I was asked to tell my story in The Alaskan Shepherd (July-August 1996, “Lay Minister to Eskimo
Youth and Young Adults”).  Then recently, I was asked to write an “update” on myself.  As I reflect on my experiences, I
realize how life in the Alaskan bush runs on two rhythms of time.  On the one hand, there is the predictable rhythm of
seasons, marking long winters by “freeze-ups” and short intense summers by “break-ups.”  Bird-hunting in spring gives way

PATRICK C. W. TAM:
ALASKAN MISSIONARY

AT THE THE MOUTH OF THE MIGHTY YUKON

Patrick (Pat) C. W. Tam poses between his parents Kim and Virginia on the
occasion of his graduation from the Franciscan School of Theology in San
Francisco, in 2002, where he received a Masters of Theological Studies.

                                  (Photo courtesy of Pat Tam)
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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.

to salmon-fishing, berry-picking and seal-hunting in summer,
then moose-hunting and wood-gathering in the fall, and
basketball tournaments and traditional potlatches throughout
the winter.  This cyclic rhythm seems to make time stand
still.  But there is another rhythm at work, marked by the
passing away of elders, the return of those who have died in
new babies, the counting of graduations, marriages, baptisms,
and celebrations of “first dances.”  Like snowdrifts on the
winter trail, ten years have seen an accumulation of changes.
     I arrived in Alaska in August 1981 as a member of the
Jesuit Volunteer Corps after graduating that spring from Holy
Cross College in Worcester, MA.  Armed with a degree in
philosophy, I was ready to face the world.  But the world I
knew was replaced by a world I knew nothing about.  I found
myself in Emmonak, a Central Yup’ik Eskimo village of about
600 people located at the muddy mouth of the Yukon River.
When I told people I came from Rhode Island, they simply
thought it was “someplace way upriver.”
     Although I was (and still am) often mistaken for an Alaskan
Native, my lack of skills for bush living showed just how
green I was that first winter.  It took me awhile, for example,
to realize that my wood was refusing to burn in the stove
because it was wet, frozen wood.  I also had to adapt to other
realities of bush life.  One of the first entries in my journal
noted, “I am humbled by the weight and slosh of the

honeybucket.”  But in time I learned to tell good wood from
bad, and eventually the luxury of running water came to the
village along with satellite TV, the internet, and even direct
flights to Anchorage.
     My work ten years ago was in youth and young adult
ministry.  Village and regional retreats and workshops kept
me on the trail.  One of the highlights of that work was
chaperoning a group of village teenagers and young adults to
Denver, CO in 1993 for World Youth Day with Pope John
Paul II.  For most of the young people, this was their first trip
outside of Alaska.  From scattered Yup’ik villages of a few
hundred people, they suddenly found themselves immersed
in a sea of a million Catholic youths from almost every culture
and language around the world.  When one young woman
returned to her village, she summed up her experience with
typical Yup’ik understatement, “I never realized how big the
Catholic Church is.”
     Not long after the year 2000 began, I received an email
one day from Sr. Kathy Radich, O.S.F., the Coordinator of
Rural Ministry for the Yukon-Kuskokwim Region.  She had
forwarded to me an announcement from the Franciscan School
of Theology (FST), a member school of the Graduate
Theological Union (GTU) in Berkeley, CA.  FST was looking
for lay people who were interested in studying for graduate
degrees in theology.  Working towards such a degree would
mean at least two years of study in Berkeley.  After much
thought and prayer, I decided to apply to the program.  So,
supported by a Lilly scholarship, I headed “outside” in the
fall of 2000 to re-enter the world of academics.
    My time at Berkeley can only be compared to an “all-you-
can-eat” buffet.  The GTU is a lively consortium of nine
theology schools, ranging from various Protestant
denominations to Catholic seminaries (Jesuit, Franciscan and
Dominican schools) to Jewish and Buddhist institutes.  Lay
people and seminarians studied and socialized together.  Inside
and outside the classroom, the accent was on multiculturalism.
At a typical Mass, one might hear readings in English and
Spanish, a responsorial psalm in Korean or Vietnamese, and
maybe even a song with a Nigerian refrain.  I remember telling
a professor one day that if all I did during my time there was
to introduce the word “Yup’ik” into conversations, then that
would be enough.  In the meantime, friends from the bush,
and friends who had become my family in Emmonak, kept
me well-supplied with salmon strips, moose sausages, phone
calls, cards, and pictures.  One of the extra benefits of studying
in the Bay area was being able to be physically closer to my
own family living in San Francisco.  I was able, for a little
while, to play a more active role as son, brother, brother-in-
law, and uncle.  Even while I was sharing stories about bush

Sister Rose Monica, O.S.F., snapped this photo of Pat Tam at
the Adult Faith Formation Retreat in St. Marys, Alaska.



Yes, please send _____copy(ies) of
Alaskana Catholica, written by
Father Louis L. Renner, S.J.

I am enclosing $80.00 for each book,
which includes shipping.  (Please allow 3 weeks.)

Name___________________________________________________
Address_________________________________________________
________________________________________________________
City__________________________State_________Zip____________
Email_________________________________________________
DATE__________________   2006 03 F92
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Alaskana Catholica (“a unique gift, whether to give or to receive”) is a reference work in the format of an
encyclopedia.  It offers its readers something more than mere bare-bones reference data and Who’s Who-s.
Moreover, some entries have a story about the given entry’s subject attached to them.   Some have a “tapestry”
woven out of a series of quotations from the mission diary of the given place attached to them.  These stories and
tapestries give readers a kind of “you are there” experience, of being present at an event of the past or at a place
remote to them.   Close to 400 images illustrate Alaskana Catholica.

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.

Yes, please send me __________copy(ies) of
Gleeson, The Last Vicar Apostolic of All of Alaska,

written by Sister Carol Louise Hiller, O.P.
 I am enclosing $20.00 for each book,

which includes shipping.  (Please allow 3 weeks.)

Name____________________________________________
Address__________________________________________
City____________________State________Zip____________
Email__________________________________________
DATE___________________   2006 03 F91



NOVENA IN HONOR OF

THE SACRED HEART OF JESUS
To the friends and benefactors of the Missionary Diocese
of Fairbanks:  On each of the eight days preceding the
Feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and on the feast day
itself, June 23, (2006), a novena Mass will be offered in
honor of the Sacred Heart of Jesus and for our
benefactors and their intentions.  You are invited to
submit petitions to be remembered during the novena.
No offering is necessary.  Any received will be used to
support our ministries here in Northern Alaska.

Please remember the following petitions during
                             the Novena of Masses in honor of the Sacred Heart of Jesus:
________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________

You are also invited to join us on the novena days
(June15-June 23, 2006) inclusive by praying the following prayer:

O Most Sacred Heart of Jesus, you said:  “Ask, and you shall receive; seek, and
you shall find; knock, and it shall be opened to you.”  With confidence in your

loving, compassionate Heart I come to you as the fountain of every
blessing.  I ask you to make my heart humble and holy like yours.

Grant me to live a holy life and to die a happy death.
During this novena I humbly ask also for certain

spiritual and temporal favors:
_________________________________________.

Most Sacred Heart of Jesus, have mercy on me!
“Today as ever, the living Christ loves us

and offers us His Heart as the
source of our redemption.”

—Pope John Paul II
4
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Again, we who serve here in the Far North want to express to you, our kind benefactors, our very sincere thanks for all the generous help
you have been giving us in our need.  It is you who, through your kind donations and prayers, keep us on the trail, and on the wing, and so
enable us to bring the Mass and the sacraments and the ministries of the Church to our flocks in towns and villages scattered far and wide

throughout this vast 409,849-square-mile missionary diocese.  Where we go, you go; what we do, you do.  God bless us everyone!

life and travel with my Yup’ik friends and family, I was also
reconnecting with my own Chinese family and culture.
     I have to note that in the fall of 2001 I made a quick trip
back to Alaska to visit Fr. René Astruc, S.J., who was dying
of cancer.  Fr. René was the one who first introduced me to
Emmonak and to the life of the Yup’ik people.  He also
modeled for me the openness, enthusiasm, and humility with
which an “outsider” approaches another culture.  One of Fr.
René’s gifts was the ability to weave relationships among
people of very different backgrounds and cultures.  He was
always acting like some sort of switchboard operator making
all kinds of delightful connections.  This was vividly shown
by the number and diversity of visitors gathered outside his
hospital room.
     At the end of two years, I graduated from the Franciscan
School of Theology with a MTS (Masters of Theological
Studies).  I completed a thesis on inculturation entitled
“ELLANGUQ: The Awakening of the Yup’ik Catholic
Imagination.”  The question of culture and faith lies at the
heart of missionary work in bush Alaska: How can the gospel
awaken the imagination of the Yup’ik people?  And how can
the Yup’ik imagination enflesh the Good News of Christ?  As
I was finishing my studies, I heard from Sr. Kathy again in
the spring of 2002.  The diocese was creating a position for

“adult faith formation” in the Y-K Region.  Over the years
parishes had voiced a need for ways to nurture and strengthen
the faith of Yup’ik Catholic adults.  For my part I had always
intended to return to the Y-K Region after my studies.  I was
hoping to bring back not only more book knowledge but also
the insights and experiences of people from various cultures
and backgrounds.  Like the young woman who went to see
the pope, I also wanted to share how big the Church now felt
to me.
     So, in the summer of 2002, I returned to Emmonak, the
place I have come to call home.  In the Alaskan Shepherd
article I wrote ten years ago, I noted how people had a hard
time labeling me, since I was neither a Jesuit priest nor a
Jesuit lay brother.  The idea of a professional lay minister
was still a novelty.  Apparently my two-year absence had
generated some misunderstanding.  People welcomed me back
and then asked me, “So are you a priest now?”
    One of my first tasks as “Adult Faith Developer” was to
gather a group of people to shape a vision of faith formation.
We reflected on the many forces forming the faith of Yup’ik
and Cup’ik Catholic adults in the region.  People are born
into an intricate web of relationships: the relationship between
a child and his or her namesake, the relationship between the
living and the dead, the relationships among extended family
members, the relationship between older and younger
generations, the relationship between the people and the land,
and the relationship between the human world and spiritual
realities.  At the same time that the people have been facing
new challenges to this world of complex relationships,  they
have beeen struggling to carry their rich traditions and

Singers gather to complete a project of recording a collection of Yup’ik
hymns for future generations.  Music touches deeply the Yup’ik heart and
imagination and so is essential in forming faith. (L to R front row): Flora
Paukan (St. Marys), Lena Long (St.Marys), Ruth Elia (St. Marys), Liz
Kasayuli (Scammon Bay), Caroline Ulak (Scammon Bay). Back row:
Catherine Hart (St. Marys), Flora George (St. Marys). (Photo by Pat Tam)

Upon Pat’s first arriving in Emmonak, Fr. René Astruc, S.J.,
introduced him to John B. Charles and his wife Maggie. John
often invited Pat out to help him check his fishtraps and nets.
Pat came to know John and his family well-- spending time at
their fish camp, on moose-hunts, seal-hunts, logging trips,
steambaths, etc. Later, when John’s daughter Lala married
Dominic Hunt (from Kotlik), Pat was very much welcomed
into their family.  L to R are Keko, Lala (holding Keko’s
daughter Aurora) and Dominic Hunt, John, and Joel. Not
present are daughters Jessica and Jerilyn Hunt.

(Photo by Pat Tam)



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.

Special thanks to those of you who have sent
stamps!  These 39¢ first class gifts

are of great use to the Alaskan Shepherd.
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practices into the modern world.  They continue to negotiate
the passage from a pre-Christian Yup’ik spirituality into a
Yup’ik/Cup’ik Christian faith.  And they instinctively draw
on their survival skills to fight social and economic injustices
generated by “outside” power structures.  A vision of adult
faith formation for our region, then, has to include these four
dimensions: adult religious education, spirituality,
inculturation, and social justice.
     The last ten years have seen changes in our villages piled
up like a snowbank after a storm.  Most villages now have
water-sewer systems, access to the internet, and cable or
satellite TV.  Many young people leave for vocational training
or university studies.  People have become much more aware
of their connections to the larger world.  For example, the
“fishing disaster” of  recent years showed us how our fragile
local economy is tied to the rise and fall of world markets.
Budget decisions made by the state government these days
threaten the very existence of village life.  High energy costs
translate into hardships for families and communities in the
bush.  And the upcoming deployment of young men and
women from the region to the Mideast puts current world
conflicts squarely at our doorsteps.  In our parishes, people
struggle to keep their faith alive in the face of dwindling
numbers of priests.  In some places, people are stepping
forward to fill various ministerial roles.  In other villages
people are developing a sense of their lay vocation, which is
to transform the world with the gospel vision of reconciliation
and justice, beginning with their families and communities.
     In 1999, the US Bishops unveiled a pastoral plan for adult
faith formation called Our Hearts Were Burning Within Us.
They pointed to the gospel story of Emmaus (Luke 24:13-35)

as the pattern for faith formation: “To be effective
ministers of adult faith formation we will first, like Jesus,
join people in their daily concerns and walk side by side
with them on the pathway of life.  We will ask them
questions and listen attentively as they speak of their joys,
hopes, griefs, and anxieties.  We will share with them the
living word of God, which can touch their hearts and minds
and unfold the deep meaning of their experience in the
light of all that Jesus said and did.”  For me, the Emmaus
story speaks of recognizing the Risen Lord while walking
with his people, sharing their joys and hopes, dreams and
sorrows.
     Last August, I was honored to attend the wedding of a
young man whom I used to baby-sit when he was a child.
And, over the years, I have watched him and his brothers

and sisters pass through birthdays, Christmases, First
Communions, First Dances, and graduations.  Added to these
are innumerable hunting trips, fishing days, steambaths, and
meals.  If having a regular place at a dinner table is a mark of
familial belonging, then I can say without doubt that this
family has become my family.  What I suddenly realized at
Keko and Alice’s wedding last August was not only that time
has passed by so quickly but also that my time here has been
nothing but grace in “good measure, packed together, shaken
down, and overflowing” (Lk 6:38).  As I approach twenty-
five years in the Alaskan bush, I cannot forget to offer a
heartfelt “Quyanarpiit-lli!” (“Thank you very much!”) to my
Yup’ik friends and family for their long and lasting hospitality
and an equally heartfelt “Do Jeh!” to my own family “outside”
who have, albeit grudgingly, allowed me to be up here.

Patrick C. W. Tam

Visiting “Grandpa” John B. Charles’ grave, in 2005.  John taught Pat
much about living off the land. Pictured here:  Lala and Dominic Hunt
(John B. Charles was Lala’s dad), Pat Tam, John Hunt (Lala and
Dominic’s son), and Keshawn “Lolly” Keyes.       (Photo by Pat Tam)

Sacred Heart Church in Emmonak surrounded by flood waters
in the spring of 2005 during annual break-up.

                  (Photo by Pat Tam)


