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A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE SEMINARY

The property on Ashby Road was purchased in 1944 for $64,000. In 1945, a fire destroyed the roof of the main
building. About six months later, the damage was entirely repaired and new dormitories and private rooms
were completed. In 1947, a new convent for the sisters who assisted the priests and seminarians was in place.
In 1953, Father Peter Roebrocks, M.S.F. was appointed rector, and later that year work began on a new chapel
and annex to the main building. The high school department was opened in September 1957, closed in
September 1966, and reopened as an apostolic college for junior college students and high school juniors and
seniors. In 1968, construction began on the new gym that was named Romer Hall in honor of the former
provincial superior, Very Reverend Henry Romer, M.S.F. +JMJ+

This is an aerial view of the main house with all the
surrounding trees. The long sidewalk led to the
entrance that originally was off of Midland Boulevard.
In the background is the back building which housed
dormitories and private rooms on the upper level and
a shop, gymnasium, locker room, and showers on the
main level.

This photograph shows the front entrance of the main house, and
this is where a new section or annex was added, beginning in 1953.
(See more pictures inside this newsletter.)



Memories and Times
at Holy Family Seminary

by Very Rev. Philip Sosa, M.S.F.

The first time I left home and made a long trip by
myself was when I left for Holy Family Seminary
in Saint Louis, Missouri. I remember the long
train ride on Missouri Pacific Railroad from Harl-
ingen, Texas to Saint Louis. I left Harlingen at
7:30 a.m. and arrived in Saint Louis the following
day at 7:30 a.m., a 24-hour trip.

When I arrived in Houston to transfer, I thought
the train station was big. But little did I know of
Union Station in Saint Louis! I had no idea who
was going to meet me or how I was going to get
to the seminary.

Fortunately, Father Joseph Mathey met me at the
train station. After the 14 mile ride from Union
Station to the seminary, I was suppose to call
home and let my parents know I had arrived.Father Phil is sitting on the left in this picture from July 1967.

However, everyone at the seminary made me feel very much home. It wasn’t until suppertime that Father
Mathey told me that I have a telephone call. I wondered, “Who is calling me?” It was then that I realized I
failed to call home and tell my parents that I had arrived safe and sound! Plus, I did not know that four other
seminarians from Texas were on the same train with me.

I finished my senior year in high school at Holy Family Seminary. I was a senior, Weldon Tieken a junior,
Leon Frigillana a sophomore, and Jim Wasser (who eventually became Father Jim Wasser) a freshman. Since
the local seminarians went home on the weekends, the five of us from Texas, plus one from Savannah, Geor-
gia, became like a family.

Unless we were invited to go home with any of the local seminarians on school breaks, we worked around on
the seminary grounds. We had a lot of fun cooking for ourselves. Father Mathey said that we had access to
the kitchen, but we must always clean up after ourselves. He was very good to us.

I remember the first weekend he told us to go out and enjoy the movies. He even gave us money for the mov-
ies, plus the car keys. I was the driver. That winter was the first time I ever saw snow. It was amazing! Little
did I know that I was going to see more snow and experience colder weather in Minnesota during my noviti-
ate year as a novice.

After my first year at the seminary, I was glad to be returning. Our two years as lay students were very happy,
and we felt very much at home. Then, as professed religious students (philosophy or theology), we spent our
summers at the seminary. We took care of the seminary grounds during this time, but some were also taking
classes during the summer.

The seminary was home for us, no matter where we were during the academic year. I looked forward to the
summer months because we really experienced community life: the temporary professed and perpetual pro-
fessed together. I am glad I went through this experience, and I am very much committed to this life. I thank
God for guiding me to becoming a member of the Congregation of the Missionaries of the Holy Family.

+JMJ+



Update on the
North American Province

by Very Rev. Philip Sosa, M.S.F.

After being accepted as a professed religious and
ordained member of the Missionaries of the Holy
Family (M.S.F.) Community, never did I think of
being call to serve the membership of our North
American Province. I just wanted to be a priest
serving the People of God in a parish.

When I had the opportunity to serve on the provin-
cial government, I cherished it. I felt honored to
serve the community the first time in a leadership
role as provincial vicar under Father John McDer-
mott. No matter the role I had, I always placed my-
self in God hands to guide and help me. I have
seen the membership of our province go from large
numbers to small numbers. But, our priests and
brothers have always responded well. In recent
years, we have gone down to 20 members. Father Phil at a baptism in Saint Wenceslaus Church in May 2016.

Thank God we are an international religious community! Three provinces — Poland, Java, and Madagascar
— have cooperated in our International Co-Op Program. This program began under the leadership of Father
Joe Roelke. The international priests arrive with the intent of learning English and staying to work in our
province for at least six to eight years. Some of them help us meet the demands of our mission appeals. Their
provinces financially benefit from these appeals too. Presently, we have three international priests in the Unit-
ed States and another one is coming in September (maybe more assigned in the future).

At the moment, we are serving in four parishes in Texas (and three mission churches), one in Saint Louis, and
one in Canada. We have one chaplaincy in Saint Louis at the Little Sisters of the Poor, and one Old Testament
professor in Canada at Saint Paul University in Ottawa.

We also have an active and involved Lay Apostolate Board that meets with us on the last day of our annual
retreat in San Antonio, Texas. Since we are small in numbers, we make our annual retreat together at the Ob-
late Retreat Center in San Antonio.

To date, we have seven members who are retired: Father Leo Gariazzo, Father Ernesto Perez, Father Richard
Oberstar, Father Arthur Ockwood, Father Simon Brzozowski, Father Jack Kilburg, and Father Jim Wuerth.
Do keep us in your prayers, and we promise to pray for you too!

More photographs below; continued from front cover story:



Order our prayer book from Liguori Publications, 1-800-325-9521.

BOOKSTORE MEMORIES
by Ed Koeninger, Jr. — Class of 1967

It is a shame that I do not have any old photo-
graphs to add to this article because just reading
about it doesn’t do the “Old Bookstore” any jus-
tice. I am sure that you have your own memories
of the building and the good times you spent in it.

Here are some of my memories:

I remember that it didn’t look like much from the
outside, just a big old barn building, but once you
got inside the old style charm hit you. As you en-
tered the building, there was a room on each side
of the entryway.

I believe the one on the left was for storage, and
the one on the right was used by Father Larry
Rindt, M.S.F. as his “Candle Making Room,”
which became the eventual downfall for the old
bookstore.

After you passed the two rooms, you came through a couple of swinging gates, just like an old time western
saloon. This is where the charm of the place hit you — with old wooden, paneled walls, tables, and booths set
up on two different levels. Of course, the service counter had back shelves for candy and miscellaneous sun-
dry items, and the refrigerator held the ice cold soda.

There was a back room that was added later, but I never heard of a date mentioned about when it was com-
pleted. This colored, brick back room was kind of plain with a brick floor and some tables and chairs. The
stone fireplace in the corner set the tone for the room, especially on cold Saturday nights when the bookstore
was open for the evening and there was a fire burning in the fireplace.

One particular memory I have was the night before we were going to leave to go home for the Christmas
Break. We were down at the bookstore celebrating the end of the first semester and the completion of exams
that went with it. We were sitting around the fireplace with a couple of the priest - teachers and some students,
drinking our sodas and singing Christmas Carols. It was during this Christmas Break that “THE FIRE” took
away the old bookstore — but it couldn’t take away our memories!

IN CLOSING

If you have any memories or photographs of the old bookstore, sawmill, or seminary life in general, we would
love to publish them in the next newsletter. Please send your materials to Maurice Prater, M.S.F. Provincial
Office, 3014 Oregon Avenue, Saint Louis, MO 63118-1412, or via e-mail at mprater@msf-america.org.

God bless your family. +JMJ+


