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Some give by going to the Missions                 Some go by giving to the Missions            Without both there are no Missions
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1312 PEGER ROAD FAIRBANKS, ALASKA  99709

Phone: 907-374-9532         http: //www.cbna.info

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.

A YEAR OF TRAVEL FOR THE LORD:  PART III
Editor’s Note:  During his visit to Little Diomede Island, in July, Fr. Ross wrote about his

time there, as well as his time as pastor, this past year, of parishes in Nome, Kotzebue, and Teller.
I am pleased to offer you this series detailing his experiences.  All photos courtesy of Fr. Ross
Tozzi, unless otherwise stated.  –Patty Walter

I was ready to depart Little
Diomede Island, but the weather
was not accommodating.  Travel
in Alaska is always weather-
dependent.  When visibility is
reduced, it is better to play it safe
than to risk your life.  I soon
learned that if I could not see
Russia from the entryway of the
church, the visibility conditions
were not sufficient for a plane to
land and take off on the ice
runway just off the island.  I called
to Nome and asked a lay person
to cover for the Ash Wednesday
Service.  I called again as the
weekend approached and asked
for someone to cover for the first
Sunday of Lent.  On my 11th day
on the island, it looked like
conditions were finally good
enough to travel.

Dora, the local airline agent, asked if I would consider giving up my seat so that a passenger who
needed to fly as far away as Anchorage could have a shot at making it off the island rather than cancel

Father Ross Tozzi
prepares to baptize
Drey Anthony
Schaeffer in
Kotzebue, Alaska.
Lucy Nordlum holds
her adopted son’s
hand as his
Godparent Ray
Coppock looks on.
  Photo by Sr.
Dorothy Giloley, SSJ
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her scheduled medical visit for the 3rd time.
With a little reluctance, but recognizing it was
the right thing to do, I agreed.  But, all for naught!
No plane came.  Day 12 finally brought both
good weather and a plane. I was able to return
to Nome.

With Lent well underway, I began looking
for help for Holy Week.  Contacts within the
diocese and within the state only proved what
parishioners around the country are acutely
aware of: there is a shortage of priests.  If I
wanted to provide for my parishioners in
Kotzebue for Holy Week, I would have to cover
without outside help.

Parishioners on Little Diomede are used
to seeing a priest rarely and they have the radio
dialed in at church to hear the broadcast of the
Mass on KNOM, whether it is a Sunday in
Ordinary time or Easter Sunday. Those in Teller
can also tune into KNOM, but Kotzebue is just
too far out of range for consistent reception.  I
knew that I could not be in two places at once;
but, if the weather held good and the flight
schedule didn’t change, there just might be a way.

After Palm Sunday Mass in Nome, I headed
to the airport for the early afternoon flight to
Kotzebue on Alaska Air.  There is only one flight,
on a Sunday, from Nome to Kotzebue and the
timing of it is such that I can offer Mass in Nome
in the morning and then fly 183 miles northeast to
offer an evening Mass in Kotzebue. The weather
held favorable, and I was able to travel on Palm
Sunday without incident.  Unfortunately, with the
plumbing we were not so lucky.  During the social
time after Mass, a sharp-eyed parishioner noticed
that water was not flowing out the sewer pipes but
backing into the building and pouring out over the
heater.  It wasn’t long before the safety features in
the heater kicked in and the heat kicked off.  We
locked the bathrooms down and stopped using
water, so that the water would stop flowing over
the heater.

Sandy diagnosed the problem with the heater
and realized the transformer was not functioning with
the overload of water.  Luckily, the previous
maintenance man at the church, who has since left
Kotzebue, had spare parts on hand.  Sandy had the
knowledge and professional expertise to swap water-
logged parts for dry parts and get the unit up and
running with little loss of heat to the building.

Monday morning, we contacted a team that
was able to come to the church with a Mustang unit
to begin the long slow process of thawing the freeze-
up in the sewer line. Two men alternated working in
the cold and coming in out of the cold.  It took them
a full day to clear the line, or as the main repairman
summarized the work, “225 feet, that’s a new record
for me.” With the water flowing once again, I could
resume my normal concerns about Holy Week.  In
the evening, I held a communal penance service.
Wednesday evening, we anticipated Holy Thursday
with the Mass of the Lord’s Supper.  Thursday

Father Ross Tozzi pauses for a photo atop a 20-foot moun-
tain of snow in Nulato, outside of Our Lady of the Snows
Church.  Photo by Brother Robert Ruzicka, O.F.M.
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morning I flew back to Nome for the rest of the
Triduum.

Following the service in Nome on Good
Friday, I invited parishioners to join me in praying
the Divine Mercy Chaplet for the Healing of the
Victims of Sexual Abuse.  Later that evening, KNOM
began broadcasting the Divine Mercy Chaplet, during
its holy hour each evening, prior to the Rosary.

Saturday afternoon, I conducted a retreat for
the two individuals preparing for full initiation into
the Church at the Easter Vigil.  Before the retreat
was over, I received several calls from the hospital
to anoint a woman from Stebbins.  As the two
preparing for the Vigil prayed before the Blessed
Sacrament, I offered prayers for the woman at the
hospital and hoped that she would still be with us,
when I could make a break to see her.  With the end
of the retreat, I was able to visit the hospital, anoint
the woman, and pray with her family.  I promised to
return in the morning.

I was not the only one trying to juggle many
things that night.  Well before Holy Week, our organist
Carol asked if we could start the Easter Vigil late on
Saturday evening.  Carol is active with the Nome
Arts Council and the Council had arranged for a
special black tie event, a choral recital of Four
Voices.  Carol wanted the vigil to start at 10:00 PM.
I suggested we begin at 10:30 PM in order to allow
for darkness.  With the help of a little cloud cover,
we began our vigil in the dark and had a glorious
celebration.

With a short night’s sleep after the vigil, I got
up Easter morning to visit the woman who everyone
believed to be very close to death.  I anointed her
one final time.  Later that Easter Sunday, she would
breathe her last and begin that eternal journey to see
our Lord face to face.  With a full church in Nome in
the morning and one in Kotzebue for the evening, I
completed Holy Week and Easter Sunday, having
been blessed with good enough weather and on-time
flights to celebrate with both communities, despite
the distance.  Unfortunately, I can’t be in two places

at once, and so was not able to travel to Stebbins,
as the family had hoped, to assist Fr Roman with a
second funeral.

One week later, I took to the airways again
and headed to the Lower 48, wearing my twin hats:
National Federation of Priests Councils Consultor
for the priests in Alaska and Vocation Director for
the Diocese of Fairbanks. In Houston, at the NFPC
Convention about the health and wellness of priests,
I met a retired priest who had served in Alaska in the
late 60’s as a military chaplain.  With the many remote
sites the military had at that time, I realized that, for
all the travel I do, there are others who have done
and will do much more than I.   Following a few
days in Houston, I flew to Milwaukee to pay a visit
to Sacred Heart School of Theology and to see how
our seminarian, Clint Landry, was doing.

At the end of June, I returned to Kotzebue to
greet Jon Hunt, the youth minister from St. Patrick’s
Church in Anchorage.  Jon had studied at Mount
Angel Seminary briefly during my last year at the
seminary and then headed to the Diocese of
Fairbanks to assist in the building of St. Bernard
Church in Stebbins, Alaska, and St. Michael Church
in St. Michael, Alaska.  If memory serves me right,
he was also present at my ordination in July of 2001,
flying in from St. Michael, along with the parish
administrator, Rita.  Jon eventually chose the vocation
of marriage and settled in Anchorage.  When Jon
went to his local parish priest for marriage
preparation, the topic of youth ministry came up.
Before all was said and done, Jon was prepared for
marriage and had a new part-time job as Youth
Minister for a vibrant parish with a desire to help
other mission churches in the state.

Jon was one of a group of 19 that helped, not
only with Vacation Bible School, but also with many
little maintenance projects around the church.  Of
course, the best laid plans don’t always work exactly
as we plan.  Arriving on Thursday evening, our
previously thawed out plumbing system was only a
few flushes away from another blockage and another
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The year 2010 finds The Alaskan Shepherd celebrating 50 years of publication!
THANK YOU for the BEAUTIFUL Anniversary Cards!   We are displaying  over 400 cards we
have received thus far in our little Shepherd office for all to see.  Please send your card to:

The Alaskan Shepherd at 1312 Peger Road, Fairbanks, Alaska, 99709.

 

Your 44¢ First Class Stamp Donations are greatly appreciated!

Mary Pasqual
Donor since 2007
Santa Clara, CA

James Bream
Donor Since 2003
Sioux Falls, SD

Kathy Langen
Donor since 2005

Rochester, NY

Mr. & Mrs. Jack
Starrantino

Donors since 1982
Abington, PA

Philip & Joanne
Rosney

Donors since 2004
Auburn, NY

Pat Grabenbauer
Donor since 1983
Marshalltown, IA

David Hall
Donor since 1977

Cheshire, CT

Judith Christopherson
Donor since 2002

Inver Grove Heights, MN

Sister Alma Hartung
Donor since 2005
Watertown, SD



All donors are truly co-missionaries, since they alone make possible our work for the Lord and His Kingdom.
TO:  CATHOLIC BISHOP OF NORTHERN ALASKA (our legal title):
        1312 Peger Road, Fairbanks, Alaska  99709-5199                              Date___________________
Dear Bishop Kettler:
Enclosed is my special donation to the Missionary Diocese of Fairbanks, to be used where most
needed.
Name____________________________________________________________________________________
Street No. /P.O.Box______________________________City_________________State_______Zip________
If donating by check please make payable to:  CATHOLIC BISHOP OF NORTHERN ALASKA    or CBNA
If donating by credit card: NAME AS LISTED ON CREDIT CARD: ____________________________________

TYPE OF CARD (Visa, Master Card or Discover Cards only): VISA___     MASTER CARD___     DISCOVER___

AMOUNT OF GIFT  $__________S2010 09 F01
CREDIT CARD NUMBER: (Strictly confidential): __________________________________

EXP  DATE:__________SIGNATURE: _________________________________________

Yes, please send _____copy(ies) of
ALASKANA CATHOLICA

I am enclosing $85.00 for each book, which includes

shipping.  *BOOKS ARE SENT MEDIA MAIL--PLEASE

ALLOW 4-6 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY.  Thank you.

Please make checks payable to CBNA
(Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska)

Credit Card purchases can be made by calling the Alaskan
Shepherd Business Office at 907-374-9532.

Name_______________________________________

Address_____________________________
City__________________State_______Zip_________
   2010-09AK CA F92

ALASKANA CATHOLICA:
A History of the Catholic Church in Alaska

By Fr. Louis L. Renner, S.J.
(Hardcover 702 pages) $85.00 includes shipping.

A KINDLY PROVIDENCE:
 An Alaskan Missionary’s Story

By Fr. Louis L. Renner, S.J.
(Paperback 507 pages)  $35.00, includes shipping.

In Alaskana Catholica, Fr. Renner offers a thorough picture of the Catholic Church’s ministerial activity in
Alaska from its beginning in the nineteenth century to the present.  In his autobiography, A Kindly Providence,
he tells the story of a dedicated missionary priest. A scholar, a teacher, and always a Jesuit priest, he taught
German and Latin at the University of Alaska Fairbanks, edited the Catholic newsletter The Alaskan Shepherd,
and served as pastor of two different Indian villages on the Yukon River during his 40 years in Alaska.  He was
a recipient of the “Governor’s Award for Friend of the Humanities,” in 2002. The two books, both richly
illustrated, are now available from the Alaskan Shepherd .  The books are perfect gifts, whether to give or to
receive!

Proceeds benefit the Catholic Missions of Northern Alaska. www.cbna.info

Yes, please send _____copy(ies) of
A KINDLY PROVIDENCE

I am enclosing $35.00 for each book, which includes

shipping.  *BOOKS ARE SENT MEDIA MAIL--PLEASE

ALLOW 4-6 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY.  Thank you.

Please make checks payable to CBNA
(Catholic Bishop of Northern Alaska)

Credit Card purchases can be made by calling the Alaskan
Shepherd Business Office at 907-374-9532.

Name_______________________________________

Address_____________________________
City__________________State_______Zip_________
   2010-09 REN KP F921
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Dear Co-missionaries in Christ, Christmas, 2010

         The years seem to pass by so quickly!  It is difficult for me to believe that I am already in my 8th year as Bishop of the Missionary
Diocese of Fairbanks.  During this most blessed season, it is with great gratitude that I express to you my most sincere appreciation for the
spiritual and financial support you give to us, so loyally, each year.  Without your help, we would be unable to bring the Mass and the
Sacraments to our widely-scattered flocks of Eskimo and Indian peoples.  Still, each year we continue to meet the needs of our missions, a
success we attribute entirely to your kindness!  Know that we—the missionaries of Northern Alaska, our flocks, and I—remember you and all
your concerns daily in our Masses and prayers.

         I look ahead to the year 2011 with great anticipation and the hope that we will again accomplish the challenges that lie ahead.  It is, as
always, a grand task:  to Shepherd an area of 409,849 square miles.  We are still tightening our purse strings and stretching each dollar to its
greatest capacity.  Now, having emerged from bankruptcy, the future is brighter but still rather encumbered.

         I have had reason to celebrate a great many joyful occasions in 2010.  Our Radio Mission, KNOM in Nome, the oldest USA Catholic radio
station, has now received the prestigious Gabriel Award for Radio Station of the Year for the 18th time—for the 15th year in a row!  In June, I
celebrated my own 40th Anniversary as a priest; and, on November 20th, I had the honor of ordaining our seminarian Clint Landry, to the
Transitional Diaconate.

             In March, we bade a grateful farewell to our Business Administrator Tom Buzek.  Father Normand A. Pepin, S.J., departed to his home
province in New England, in April.  Father Pepin spent the past 30 years teaching, acting as director of the House of Prayer, and chaplain to the
Catholic Schools of Fairbanks.  An accomplished musician, he has composed prize-winning works on religious themes for chorus soloists and
orchestras. In June, Father Mirek Woznica, after five years of service to the Diocese of Fairbanks, returned home to Poland.  We welcomed
Father Marek Szczur and Father Marius Wirkowski to assist within the local Fairbanks parishes.  They will receive assignments this next year.
In July, Margaret Waskey, Parish Administrator for Mountain Village, retired after many years of faithful service.  Also in July, we saw some
changes within the chancery staff.  David Schienle, already serving as Chancery Archive and Library clerk added the responsibility of
Communications clerk.  Ann Nickerson joined us as the Director of Stephen Ministry Outreach.  Robin Eliot joined us as receptionist.  The
Alaskan Shepherd bade farewell to Anna Atchison and welcomed Megan Hockin as a clerical assistant and Brooke Sheridan as a clerk.  In
August, we welcomed Fathers Zygmunt Kurzawinski and Basil Lek, both priests of the Neocatechumenal Way, to Immaculate Conception
Parish, in Fairbanks.  I assigned Father Sean Thomson as sacramental priest to St. Mark’s Campus Parish, Fairbanks, and daily Mass celebrant
to the House of Prayer, also in Fairbanks.  Father Sean will continue to serve as monthly celebrant for the Tekakwitha Circle Mass and Catholic
chaplain to the Fairbanks Correctional Facility.  In September, Father Jack deVerteuil, transferred to the Diocese of Montana, for pastoral
ministry.  I assigned Father Pat Bergquist to serve the parish of Our Lady of Guadalupe in Healy, Alaska, and also to St. Theresa parish, in
Nenana, Alaska.  I assigned Father Kasparaj Mallavarapu as parish priest to St. Raphael’s Parish, in Fairbanks.   He continues to serve, as
chaplain, to the Fairbanks Community Hospital.  Father Nelson Marilaq, from the Archdiocese of Anchorage, assists as visiting priest to St.
Patrick’s Parish, in Barrow.  In October, we sadly bade farewell to Sister Marita Soucy, C.S.J., who retired to her community in Hartford,
Connecticut.  Sister Marita arrived in Alaska in 1986, serving the people of Alaska for 24 years.  Also in
October, we welcomed Sister Josephine Aloralrea, O.S.U., as the new Director of Urban Native Ministry and
Diocesan Liturgy Coordinator.  Sister Josephine is originally from Chevak, Alaska.  She graduated from St.
Mary’s Catholic High School, in St. Marys, Alaska.

We bade a grateful but sad farewell to Deacon Bart Agathluk, of Emmonak, who passed away in
February.  In September, after a battle with Alzheimer’s Brother Kirby Boone, C.F.X., passed away.  Brother
Kirby spent the last 16 years of active ministry, ministering to the villages of Ruby, Tanana, and McGrath.
He was an Xaverian Brother for 62 years.  Most surprising was the sudden death of Tom Busch—a man
most closely associated with our Radio Mission, KNOM, even before it went on the air in 1971, and ever
thereafter up to the time of his death. Tom passed away, at the age of 63, on November 1st, his birthday.
There is more about Tom later in this newsletter.
       
         During the year 2010, I was able to be with the good people of this Missionary Diocese on occasions
both sad and joyful.  I baptized newborn babies, children, and adults, administered the Sacraments of First
Communion, Reconciliation, Confirmation, Marriage, Holy Orders, and Last Rites, and I walked with some on
their journey to eternal life.      

     I pray that the New Year of Our Lord, 2011 may be for you, my dear Co-missionaries, and for those near and dear to you, a year of much
hope and joy and of many graces and blessings.  I extend to you my most sincere, personal best wishes. 

Yours, in Faith, and Hope, and Love . . .

+Donald J. Kettler
Bishop of the Diocese of Fairbanks



KNOM Radio Mission has, throughout its history, solicited
funds from friends and benefactors local and national.  This it
has done through its monthly newsletter, “Nome Static.”
KNOM is entirely self-supporting and has not received
significant funding from the Missionary Diocese of Fairbanks
for 15 years.  (The Alaskan Shepherd Newsletter and the

Nome Static newsletters, maintain separate databases which are not shared.)
If you would like to mail a condolence card in Tom’s memory, please mail it
to:  KNOM Radio Mission, PO Box 988, Nome, AK, 99762, attn: Florence
Busch.  You can also send expressions of condolences via KNOM’s website
at http://www.knom.org

Adapted  from Alaskana Catholica by Father Louis L. Renner, S.J.
     When he first arrived in Nome, Alaska, in 1970, as a volunteer to help get station KNOM, the “Alaska Radio Mission” of the Diocese of
Fairbanks, on the air, he was hailed as “that key man.”  For 30 years, his official title was that of General Manager of KNOM, but he was, at the
same time, also the station’s chief engineer, system operator, fund-raiser, development director, as well as one of its main announcers, show hosts,
and disc jockeys.  He was voted “Broadcaster of the Year” by the Alaska Broadcasters Association, was inducted into its hall of fame, and was
twice elected its president.  Both he and station KNOM under his leadership were the recipients of numerous citations and awards.  “Radio is my
life,” he readily admitted.  For his apostolic work at KNOM, his alma mater conferred on him an honorary doctorate.
     Thomas Anthony “Tom” Busch was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, on November 1, 1947—45 years to the day of his father’s birth.  His
mother was diabetic.  After several miscarriages, she prayed to St. Thomas Aquinas to be blessed with a child, and pledged that, if it were a boy,
he would be named for the saint.  An only child, Tom was raised in a modest housing development in Rosemont, Pennsylvania, and schooled at
Waldron Academy in nearby Merion Station by the Sisters of Mercy.  Tom’s childhood hobbies included scouting, astronomy, electronics, and
playing in the dense 40-acre neighborhood woods.  One of his fond childhood memories is the one about how John F. Kennedy once held him
by the shoulders and begged his forgiveness.  Nine-year-old Tom was with his mother, who was taking him on a tour of the U.S. Capitol.  In the
rotunda, a man accidentally bumped into Tom, steadied him, and said, “Excuse me!”  It was the future president.
     On New Year’s Day 1959, Tom’s parents gave him a pink clock radio, which they had won at a party the night before and had no use for.  Tom
began at the bottom of the AM dial, listening to various stations, until, a few days later, he reached 990, the rock-and-roll station WIBG.  He was
immediately captivated, both by the music and by a thrill for radio broadcasting.  “They were talking right to me,” he recalled as an adult.  One day,
a few mornings after he had written a fan letter to the morning deejay, he heard his name on the air.  “It made my whole week,” Tom remembered.
     At Jesuit-staffed St. Joseph’s Preparatory in Philadelphia, Tom was active in Our Lady’s Sodality and the school’s inter-racial council.
Summers, he worked for a landscape architect, “swinging a grub hoe all day, every day.”  Although he did not consider his voice sufficiently
resonant, after graduating from high school, he landed a job at WLDB-AM in Atlantic City, New Jersey.  The job of “announcer” there was,
technically, a very challenging one, demanding extremely fast tape checking and editing.  But the job involved only limited speaking over the air.
     His first night at Boston College, also Jesuit-staffed, Tom visited the campus radio station, and was soon named “Director of Engineering
Personnel,” a title without duties.  At the same time, he hosted a weekly radio show, produced shows for others, and announced newscasts.
During his second year at Boston College, the college station appointed him Chief Engineer.  In the summer, WLDB named him its Chief
Announcer.  Actually, he was the only announcer, but his boss thought “Chief Announcer” “might look good on a resumé some day.”
     While attending Boston College, Tom continued to be involved in radio.  During the school year 1967-68, “using about three miles of cable,”
he completely remodeled the campus station’s two studios.  In December 1968, his father died.  The Vietnam War was still raging in 1969, the year
Tom graduated from college—with a B.A. degree in Psychology, and after having earned a First Class Radiotelephone License, the highest
commercial FCC certification.  He was now eligible for the draft, and anticipated being almost certainly drafted in January 1970.
     In 1969, while he was living in Atlantic City, Tom drove every Saturday night to Philadelphia to spend Sunday with his mother.  On Saturday
November 8th, however, moments before leaving for his mother’s home, Tom felt a sudden and intense urge to drive to Boston instead.  He called
his mother and his friend in Boston, told them of his intentions, and headed north.  “It was,” according to Tom, “a life-changing decision.”
     Before reaching his buddy’s house that night, Tom stopped by the Boston College radio station.  “It was pure Holy Spirit,” he termed the event
many years later.  A few minutes earlier, another of his college pals had dropped into the station, who had just returned from a year of teaching  in
Alaska.  After regaling Tom with tales of grizzly bears, northern lights, minus-60 degree temperatures, he mentioned that Nome was seeking a
broadcast engineer to build a proposed new radio station in Nome.  “Immediately I knew that I had to go there,” said Tom in retrospect.  “I knew
it was something I wanted to do, something for me.”  Upon acceptance of the job, he applied, and was granted an occupational deferment from
his draft board.  On February 2, 1970, Tom found himself in Anchorage, Alaska.
     On February 9th, his first full day in Nome, in the mission’s beat-up Chevy station wagon, he set out to visit the projected station’s transmitter
site.  “Once we were rolling on Nome’s dirt streets,” wrote Tom, “I noticed that the car’s suspension was gone.  After a few miles, I no longer
wondered why there were three spare tires in the back.”  With the Alaskan tundra to the left and the forbidding ice of the frozen Bering Sea just
off to the right, they drove the three washboard miles to the site.  As he faced the vast, barren, snow-covered tundra, he was told, “This is the
transmitter site.”  At that point, the awesome challenge of putting a radio mission station on the air in Nome hit Tom “like a punch in the gut.”  Back
in town, Tom was shown the small old house in which the main studio was intended to be.  “My confidence in the whole project continued to
slip,” wrote Tom years later.  As he was shown the facilities and plans for the projected station, Tom, in his own words, “felt like I had signed onto
a rapidly sinking ship,” and apologized for his lack of faith.  However, it was time to go to work, time to help make what looked like an impossible
dream become a concrete reality.

In Loving Memory of Thomas Anthony Busch
+November 1, 2010



     The most daunting radio-related task was blasting and shoveling out the 20-foot deep hole in the frozen tundra needed for the foundation of
the 236-foot radio tower.  Week after week, for twelve hours a day, Tom, helped at first by a hired-on old local miner, then by a dynamite expert, and
a fellow volunteer, John Pfeifer, kept at it.  “It was backbreaking labor,” wrote Tom years later.  “What kept me going was daily Mass in the shack
which the Little Sisters of Jesus had fixed up among the King Island Eskimos at Nome’s east end.”
     What also helped keep Tom going during that first very difficult year in Nome was his being accepted by the people of Nome, and especially
by the King Island children.  Shortly after he arrived in Nome, the King Island Eskimo Dancers performed for some tourists.  Tom was in the back
of the hall.  As the first male volunteer for the radio mission, he was a fascination for the young children, but they were afraid to touch him.  When
the leader of the dancers called for one of the tourists to join the dancing, the kids all pointed toward Tom, and yelled “Him, him!”  His awkward
dance over, a thoroughly embarrassed Tom sat down.  “All of a sudden,” Tom remembered, “I was surrounded by an ocean of little kids, all trying
to grab me, jump on top of me.  I had been accepted.”  After that, he was like a pied piper to the King Island kids.  He found their attachment to him
“very healing.”
     Many problems unique to the Arctic delayed the station’s going on the air.  But, in spite of the delays, and after much hard work on the part of
Tom and other volunteers, the new radio mission station KNOM was finally able to sign on, at 5 p.m., on July 14, 1971, a memorable day in the
annals of the Catholic Church in Alaska.  With that signing-on, Tom rightfully considered his personal mission in Nome, that of serving as chief
engineer, designer, and supervisor of the radio station project, essentially accomplished.
     While covering the first Iditarod Trail Sled Dog Race, in 1973, Tom was offered the position of Chief Engineer for KIAK Radio in Fairbanks.  Tom
moved to Fairbanks, where he not only installed and maintained the equipment at KIAK, but also deejayed 20 hours a week, recorded commercials,
produced investigative news documentaries, and read the 5 p.m. news.  Several times he flew to Nome to help clean and adjust the KNOM
transmitter.  “But,” said Tom, “becoming KNOM’s manager was the farthest thing from my mind.”   Still, in June 1975, he found himself there, now
as General Manager of KNOM.  Looking back on his decision to return to Nome, Tom, said, “I chose Nome, and it turned out to be another
miraculous choice.  I thank God daily for that.”
      One of the first things Tom did, upon his return to KNOM, was to impose a much-needed rigid programming format.  In general, he brought more
discipline and order to the overall operation of the station.
     In September 1975, a new group of volunteers arrived at KNOM.  Among them was Pilot Station-born Florence Francis from St. Marys, Alaska.
Her role at KNOM was to serve as Eskimo translator, secretary, and part-time deejay.  This she did, for the year 1975-76.  By the end of September
1977, she was back in Nome; now, however, as Mrs. Thomas A. Busch.  On September 3rd, in the St. Mary’s mission chapel, the two had been
married.  Four area priests and Robert L. Whelan, S.J., Bishop of Fairbanks at the time, were concelebrants.
           Tom was an unusually busy man.  In addition to his responsibilities at KNOM, in his spare time, he was active also in Nome’s Library and
Museum Association, holding the office of president, starting in 1976.  As her time allowed, Florence helped out at the station.  In 1979, Florence
bore the couple a son, Stephen; and, in 1981, a daughter, Kathleen.
     In 1979, Tom was elected to the Board of Directors of the Alaska Broadcasters Association; and, in 1982, at the age of 34, he became the
statewide group’s president.  In June of that year, he had the honor of introducing the ABA’s convention speaker, Walter Cronkite, before an
audience of 600 at Anchorage’s Sheraton Hotel, an event broadcast on statewide television.  Following his first term as president, he remained the
group’s secretary for nine years.  He was named president of Nome’s preschool association in 1985, and led a drive to construct the group’s first
building in 1987.  In 1992, Tom was re-elected president of the ABA and elected president of Nome’s Rotary Club.
     In 1989, Florence began to work at KNOM as the station’s business manager.  On July 4th of that year, Tom, with his son Steve at his side, found
himself walking on the main street of Provideniya, in the Soviet Far East.  This was his first trip there, but his KNOM voice had often been heard
there.  “What began as a simple educational and goodwill trip,” he wrote, “quickly grew into something nobody had anticipated.  The experience,
not just for us, but for all the Soviets and other Americans involved, was too magnificent, too intense to explain any other way than as an
outpouring of grace, as an answer to the millions of prayers offered for world peace and international harmony and goodwill.”
           During the 1990s, Tom saw to it that the whole KNOM operation finally had the kind of buildings it really, and rather desperately, needed.
On April 15, 1992, the volunteers were able to move into a new, safe dormitory.  The following year, in April, the new Keller Broadcast Center was
dedicated.  In August 1997, KNOM’s new 25,000-Watt transmitter was housed in a new, safe, shielded building.  The final need, at the transmitter
site, was a new building to house the new emergency generator.  By 1999, this, too, was a reality.  At the end of that decade, a grateful Tom could
write:  “For the first time ever, KNOM finally has safe, secure, energy-efficient buildings, with all the tools needed to serve our listeners.  It is
wonderful.”
     In the course of the years, awards and honors kept coming to radio station KNOM and to Tom Busch personally.  In 1997, he was inducted into
the Alaska Broadcasting Hall of Fame; and, in August 1998, he was the first North American to be honored by Unda World’s Agnellus Andrew
Award.  He was in Montreal, Quebec, Canada, to accept that award.
     Radio-minded and civic-minded as Tom was during the 1980s and 90s, he was, before all else, family- and Church-minded.  While the children
were growing up, both he and Florence—of whom Tom said, “In my own mind, she is ever-present and largely responsible for keeping me whole
and on an even keel”—limited outside activities as much as possible, in order to concentrate on raising their children in a peaceful, loving family
environment.  Once the children were in school, both Tom and Florence became increasingly more active in their local parish, as Eucharistic
ministers, lectors and lay presiders.
     On May 24, 2004, Tom Busch became “Dr. Busch,” when his alma mater, Boston College—  “praising an esteemed son’s admirable response to
Jesus’ call to ‘Bring the Good News to the ends of the earth,’”—proudly declared Thomas Anthony Busch Doctor of Humane Letters, honoris
causa.”
      In 2005, Tom and Florence moved into their new and permanent home in.  In Anchorage, Tom continued on as KNOM’s principal fund-raiser.
Norman Eric “Ric” Schmidt took over as KNOM’s General Manager.
     “Tom Busch, a talented and dedicated man,” to quote Our Sunday Visitor, “is an exceptional Church servant.”  The Church in Alaska, and the
people of northwestern Alaska, have been blessed,  in having the dedicated services of a man of the caliber, the competency, the generosity of
KNOM’s and Nome’s Tom Busch.

On November 1, 2010, on his 63rd birthday, Tom passed away in his home.  He is dearly missed.



cleaning and thaw-out.  Somewhere around midnight
on the 25th of June, our plumbing failed once again.

Early on the morning of the 25th, the city
sent over a work crew to clear out the line.
Somehow the equipment they had would not work
with the angle of our clean-out line.  The city
equipment could not get past a 90-degree angle in
the line and they suggested we contact the folks
who had cleared the line out in the dead of winter.
We called immediately that Friday morning, but the
best promise we could get was a visit on Monday.
I went to our next door neighbor, the telephone
company, and explained our situation.  Graciously,
they allowed anyone in need from our large group
to use their restrooms during the day.  As the phone
company was preparing to close for the day, I went
a little farther down the block and knocked on the
door of the Baptist Church.  Once again gracious
neighbors offered whatever help they could even
though they had their own group of mission
volunteers due in for the weekend.  Use of the
borrowed bathrooms  became extremely critical
when Vacation Bible School began Sunday
afternoon.  With a little patience, proper supervision,
and the gracious hospitality of the Baptists, we were
able to manage until Monday.

Monday morning, we had the line cleared and
shortly thereafter we were able to have the line
checked with a camera.  Our sewer line runs for
over 250 feet in ground that routinely freezes and
thaws.  Add two decades of tough winters and now
a major construction project with heavy machinery
rolling over the surface of where ¾ of the line is
buried and it is little wonder that the line contains
multiple spiral cracks, a low spot where water
collects, and a blockage 160 feet down the line.  A
quote on what it would take to fix it properly is
$50,900.00, if there are no complications.  Call me
skeptical, but I’m sure there will be complications,
if and when we can find the money to properly fix
the line.  With the sewer line at least flowing once

again, one might ask, what else could go wrong?
The heater started giving us trouble and our source
for hot water had to be shut off for the week.

After a week of helping with some of the
more manageable maintenance problems at the
church, three days of Vacation Bible School for
the younger children and a retreat for the teens, we
said farewell to Jon and the group of 19 from
Anchorage.  Deep bonds of friendship were formed
and many couldn’t wait to come back, as they
boarded the plane to head home.  The amazing thing
for me was that none of the mission volunteers from
St. Patrick’s complained about our plumbing
problems.  Certainly there were many things that
ruffled feathers, but there was an understanding of
things beyond our control to deal with.

As our volunteers returned to Anchorage, I
returned to Nome to pack for yet another trip.  The
long awaited wedding on Diomede was just over
the horizon.  Over the course of the last year in
Nome, I bought a life jacket, a heavy Carhartt jacket
and pants, and sturdier boots with no holes in them,
so that I would be more properly outfitted for my
summer time trip to Diomede.  I had hoped to travel
by helicopter to Diomede, but the service had not
taken passengers for the better part of two summers.
In order to get to the island, I would have to fly to
Wales and from Wales hitchhike by boat to
Diomede.  Luckily, the bride’s brother lives in Wales
and I was on a boat to Diomede within an hour of
landing.  The seas were calm and the weather could
not have been nicer.

On 10 July, having waited for over 16 months
from the original desired date in March of 2009,
Jamie and Lane exchanged their vows before family
and friends at St. Jude Church.  Later that evening,
sharing wedding cake baked by Lane’s sister, I sat
and enjoyed the dancing of the good people of
Diomede.

Four days later, on Little Diomede, very
quietly, I celebrated the anniversary of my ordination
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to the priesthood.  Around 5:30 PM, on July 14, 2010, the time that my Ordination Mass had started in
Nome 9 years earlier, I learned of the passing of Earl, an elder of the King Island Community.  As I
mentioned earlier, when I left Nome for the first time in 1992, little did I know how my life would unfold
or what the Lord had in store for me.  Earl’s passing on the date of my anniversary struck me that the
Lord certainly knew what he had in store for me even if I didn’t.  My heart told me that I must make it
back to Nome for Earl’s funeral as soon as possible.  But could I?

Before I had left for Nome for the wedding on Diomede, Earl’s family understood that he might
pass and knew that I might not be able to make it back for his funeral.  They wanted to let me know
ahead of time that it would be all right if a lay presider assisted at the funeral.

The beautiful summer weather that allowed for easy transportation to the island disappeared the
day of the wedding.  Cloudy skies and rough waters meant that no one was coming to or going from
the island save for the helicopter that would  only carry mail in and out.  The trip back to Nome was
definitely much more difficult.

I had been absent from Nome for two weeks.  I had traveled to Little Diomede for the wedding
of Jamie and Lane on the 10th of July and I was hoping to return as soon as the 12th of July.  But the
seas were rough, and so I hoped to go the 13th, then the 14th.  One of the Diomeders suggested I was
not praying hard enough, for I was still there on the 15th and the 16th.  But I was praying as Jesus
taught, praying to Our Father, praying for daily bread, praying for God’s mercy, and praying not for
myself but for the people of Little Diomede. Before I left, I also prayed for them so that they might have
reliable and dependable transportation with the restoration of helicopter passenger service.

God answers our prayers, but often it is a surprise as to how and when they are answered.  On
Sunday, 15 minutes before the start of Mass in St. Jude Church on Diomede, Dora called and told me
the Coast Guard had come.  I looked out the window and sure enough, off the coast was a huge ship,
The Sir Wilfrid Laurier from the Canadian Coast Guard.  And on the island itself, there were a number
of crew and scientists enjoying the hospitality of Little Diomede.  Quickly seizing the opportunity, I
grabbed the church bell and started to ring it loudly.  “Mass is in 15 minutes, tell your friends, come one
and all.”  Remember, Jesus teaches us to pray for our daily bread, not for a coast guard ice breaker.

I was pleased that several of the scientists from the ship decided to join us for Mass.  Before we
began, they informed me of the Captain’s orders.  “Everyone is to be back aboard the ship by 11:00
AM, so that we may continue with our journey.”  What’s a priest to do, pack his bags and head for the
pickup point, or offer Mass with the strong possibility of missing the boat?  There was really no choice
at all.  The sacrifice of the Mass was most important and I explained the two scientists, saying, “I bet
the Captain will wait for you.”

At the completion of Mass, I packed and was able to board a little skiff that took me and two
others aboard the big ship for humanitarian reasons.  And what a fine ship it was, with a very friendly
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crew of 44.  Like the people of Little Diomede, the
Coast Guard were gracious hosts and asked if we
were hungry.  They took us to the galley and were
happy to show us around the ship.  Our arrival had
disturbed the routine of the ship and, even though
they offered to take us to the mainland, they were
not scheduled to take us there in time to catch the
plane back to Nome.  Jesus reminds us to be
persistent in our prayer, “I tell you, ask and you will
receive; seek and you will find; knock and the door
will be opened to you.”  With some persistence in
explaining the situation, the ship’s captain agreed to
alter the route of the ship in order to take us to the
mainland in time.

By 4:00 PM, we had reached Wales and awaited
the plane.  Remember, that God answers our prayers,
but often it is a surprise as to how and when they are
answered.  When the plane landed, four of us were
ready to board, the three of us leaving little Diomede
and a man from Wales who was also trying to come
to Nome for a medical appointment.  The pilot had
already picked up six from Shishmaref and, for safety
reasons, could take only three of us.  What’s a priest
to do?  Rather than suggest to the man from Wales

that he miss his medical appointment, since he
had a place to stay for the night, I offered him
the seat and trusted that the Lord would provide.

Randy, the local airline agent, who was
unable to get me a seat on the plane took on the
task of finding a place for me to stay for the
night.  First, he took me to the Multipurpose
Buildings, which has rooms for rent.  But, it
was Sunday evening and the building was locked.
Unable to reach anyone by phone, he called his
father.  “Frank said, “Come on over.  We’ll feed
you and find a place for you.”   I was more than
happy to enjoy a fine meal of sourdough
pancakes.  Frank and his family asked me to
bless their home.  And then Frank tried to call
his cousins Gilbert to see if I might stay at the
parsonage.  I don’t think Frank was able to
contact Gilbert by phone, because services had
started at Thornton Memorial Lutheran Church.
So Frank drove me to the church, where services
were underway.  We entered, and Frank asked
his cousin Gilbert, the lay pastor, if I could stay.
At the end of the service, I was invited to stay at
the parsonage with a group from Anchorage that
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had come up for Vacation
Bible School.  I’d like to
thank Randy and Frank and
Gilbert and all of the people
from St. Mark’s in
Anchorage for their
gracious hospitality in
Wales.

Jesus tells us, Ask
and you will receive; seek
and you will find; knock
and the door will be opened
to you.  The next morning, I
called to Nome and reserved
a seat on the first flight out.
Remember, that God
answers our prayers, but
often it is a surprise as to
how and when they are
answered.  Apparently God
did not want me out of
Wales just yet.  Instead, I
assisted with Vacation Bible School for the Lutheran
Church and was able to leave only on the evening
flight.  That flight brought a crew to Wales to test
the water and to try to determine the reason why
the water has tested so high for uranium.

God calls us to be persistent in prayer, and
so I’d like you to be persistent in praying that the
people of Little Diomede may have reliable and
dependable transportation with the restoration of
helicopter passenger service.  And please pray for
the people of Wales that they may have good
drinking water free of any uranium.

The funeral for Earl was set for July 22.  By
the grace of God, I was able to return to Nome late
on the evening of July 19th safe and sound.  The
next morning, I met with Earl’s widow to begin
planning the funeral Mass. Afterwards, I drove her
home and missed an emergency phone call.  In my
absence, the family called Sister Alice who in turn
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called me and alerted me to another emergency at
Nome’s tiny hospital.

Amidst the turmoil of a chaotic emergency
room with two doctors,  a half dozen nurses, and
an EMT from Nome’s Volunteer Fire Department,
I laid my hands on the head of a dying man and
invoked the aid of the Holy Spirit to help this man
on his final journey, the journey from here to Eternity.

I am thankful to the Lord for a year of safe
travel and for having been able to be in the right
place at the right time, when I could.  I pray for
understanding for the times that the limitations of
time, distance, and my own human weakness kept
me from being more available to the good people
of Western Alaska.

—Fr. Ross Tozzi

Fr Ross Tozzi on the Canadian Coast Guard Ice
Breaker,  the Sir Wilfrid Laurier.


