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Where were you? 

    To this day, I remember how my sister and I 
sat on the couch watching, eyes brimming with 
tears, as TV news anchor Walter Cronkite made 
that famous announcement, fighting back his 

own tears, that our President had died!

”  

”  

”  

I prayed, I cried, I wondered 
why anyone would want to 
kill him.

”  

Bruce Hausfeld, OFM

David Kohut, OFM”  

TIM LAMB, OFM 

It was a Friday, Nov. 22, 
1963, at about 1 p.m. 
when my art project was 
interrupted.  I was in the 
fourth grade at Garrison 
Elementary School in 
Dover, 
New 

Hampshire.  Our assign-
ment that afternoon was 
to make hand turkeys.  
You place your hand on a 
piece of paper with your 
fingers spread apart.  You 
then trace around your 
hand.  You close up the 
bottom with a straight 
line and draw feet on the 
bottom.  You then draw in 
eyes inside the outline of the thumb 
along with the comb and wattles.  
The finger outlines are filled in with 
different colors to represent the 
feathers.  
 I got a sense that something 
was wrong when my teacher, Mrs. 
Theodorus, left the classroom 
and could be heard talking with other 
teachers in the hall.  She returned to 
the classroom to tell us to put down 
our work, and before she could finish, 
the principal came over the intercom.  He 
played a radio announcement which at first 
I could not understand, but he soon repeated 

     Anniversary coverage has brought 
it all back: the shock; the confusion; 
the overwhelming grief that followed 
the assassination of President John         
Fitzgerald Kennedy. Here is how              
friars remember that tragic day. 

the announcement that President John F. 
Kennedy had been shot and killed.  There 
was a quiet response as fourth-graders 
tried to grapple with the size and magni-
tude of the news, and I remember hearing 

Continued on Page 2

4th-grader Tim

From 
Jeff
Another
milestone,
Page 10

”  
Dominic Lococo, OFM

I remember 
being in a 

depressed mood 
for several days, 

almost like 
losing a member 

of my own 
family.

THE DAY THAT CHANGED AMERICA Nov. 22, 1963:  

Art Ricker [Kennedys At San Antonio] by Time Life Pictures/Getty Images, Unidentified Photographer, 
[John F. Kennedy, Jacqueline Kennedy, John Connally, and Nellie Connally in presidential limousine, 

Dallas], November 22, 1963. International Center of Photography, Museum Purchase, 2005.
Unidentified Photographer, [John F. Kennedy], ca. 1963. International Center of Photography, Museum Purchase, 2013. 

Three Lions, [Kennedy Assassination] Hulton Archive/Getty Imsges, John Loengard [John F. Kennedy [Death] ] Time & Life 
Pictures/Getty Images, [Walter Cronkite Announces President Kennedy’s Death] CBS/Getty Images
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    The suddenness, the violence, the total preoccupation 
of the news media – all were previews of what we would 

live through in the years to follow.”  
Greg Friedman, OFM

 The assassination of President 
Kennedy somehow brought 

global evil into all of our lives.”  Mark Ligett, OFM

”  commotion from other classrooms nearby.  What 
drew a gasp from us was the principal’s next an-
nouncement, that we were being sent home.  
 Looking back, it seemed like everything 
changed at the moment we heard of the assas-
sination. It was the forerunner of many more sad 
announcements, like the deaths of Martin Lu-

ther King and Robert Kennedy and the 
shootings at Kent State.  John Kennedy’s 
death ushered in a violent and turbulent 
time for me and this country that changed 
everyone. The unthinkable could happen. 
 My hand turkey…?  It was stuffed in my 
desk and remained unfinished, a small 
piece of my childhood lost…a relic of a 
past life.   

  
JACK WINTZ, OFM 

I was ordained earlier that year and remem-
ber hearing the tragic news at St. Bonaventure 
Church in Louisville, Ky. I heard about the assas-
sination from the sister of Fr. Hyacinth Blocker, 
who had been the rector of St. Francis Seminary 
where I was a student in the early 1950s. 
 While I was a cleric studying theology at St. 
Leonard College near Dayton, Ohio, a number 
of friars began calling me “Jack” because my 
hair was cropped like that of Jack Kennedy – and 
that’s how I got my name.

Jack Wintz, OFM

JIM VAN VURST, OFM
I was at Duns Scotus College, coming home from the University 
of Detroit (MA program) on Northwestern Avenue.  I came to a 
red light, and the man in the car next to me was waving wildly at 
me to catch my attention. Seeing him point to his radio, I changed 
stations and began, in shock, to listen to the first broadcasts of the 
assassination. It was hard to believe, but true.

DAN KROGER, OFM 

I remember we were in class at St. Joseph Hall, the old orphanage 
on Cherry Street, just off Blue Rock in Northside. I remember 
Fr. Orlando Jaquez coming to our classroom to announce the 
assassination. Then we found out more news and had some 
prayers for the country after that. 
 

Jim Van Vurst, OFM

Continued on Page  3
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”  

Friar Pax Schicker met Kennedy when the President visited Albuquerque Dec. 7, 
1962, to see Sandia National Laboratories at the height of the Cold War. Ron Coo-
per of the Archives found the photo while researching material for Pax’s nephew.
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 There was so much excitement 
during Sen. Kennedy’s campaign that 
some friar-students at St. Leonard used 
to sneak off to the carpenter shop and 
other hideouts in St. Leonard’s base-
ment to listen to political speeches and 
debates taking place on the radio as 
the race for the White House was com-
ing to a climax. There was great joy, 
of course, when JFK became our first 
Catholic President. 

BILL FARRIS, OFM 

I was in eighth grade. A student came 
in from the main office to tell us the 
news of Kennedy’s assassination. I 
have a very clear memory of that mo-
ment, although not 
of the hours after-
wards. I’m sure we 
followed events on 
television when I 
came home. 

CYPRIAN 
BERENS, OFM 

The evening meal 
at the General 
Curia in Rome had 
just ended and the 
well-fed friars were 
exiting to their 
rooms or to a TV 
parlor. As I walked, 
the Spanish 
general definitor, 
coming from his 
room, stepped in 
my path with tears 
on his cheeks, and 
finally managed to 
say that President 
John Kennedy had 
just been killed.  In 
emotional weakness 
which was surprising 
in that disciplined 
friar, he wept about the 
tragedy for the whole 
world. At that time 

many Italians had hopes for a new 
global springtime because of the fresh 
and innovating Pope John XXIII and 
young Catholic President Kennedy, 
who were set to heal a sick world.
  The news did not strike me 
traumatically at that instant; rather it 
was the definitor’s sympathy for me 
as an American that moved me. Next 
day the whole General Curia personnel 
was grieving. Rome and other cities 
named streets and piazzas after our 
President.

JIM BOK, OFM 

I was a junior in high school and sit-
ting in 7th period class (last class of 

the day) when the 
principal came on 
the PA and an-
nounced that the 
President had been 
assassinated.  At 
the bell we were 
to go to our lock-
ers and then to 
our homerooms.  
From there we 
all went into the 
school courtyard 
where a statue of 
the Blessed Mother 
stood.  We had an 
impromptu prayer 
service.  What I 

recall the most is how 
silent the corridors 
were when going to 
our lockers and the 
courtyard.  We were 
kids, and all boys, 
and there was a sense 
of real loss.  Our 
Catholic President 
had been killed.  We 
were off school for 
a few days and I 
watched most of the 
stuff on TV. 

MARK SOEHNER, OFM 

On Nov. 22, 1963, I was a 5-year-old 
kindergartner.  I had gone to school 
that day and walked home with some 
neighbor kids from the school about 
20 minutes away.  When I made it 
home, my crying mother picked me up 
and hugged me.  I didn’t understand 
why she was crying.  I imagine that 
I thought that I had done something 
wrong, but she tried to tell me about 
the awful assassination.  I now try to 
imagine what I would tell my 5-year-
old son, but can’t think of how to put 
such a national tragedy into kindergar-
ten language.  
 I remember our mother holding 
both my brother Mike and me in 
front of the TV at some point during 
the days that followed.  The funeral 
procession and the strange horse with 
the boots turned around on it figure 
prominently in my memory.  My 
mother claims that I asked her about 
that dark horse and its meaning.  

DENNET JUNG, OFM 

I don’t remember exactly where I was 
yesterday at this time, but I do remem-
ber vividly where I was on Nov. 22, 
1963.  Our newly-ordained class was 
assigned to St. Boniface Church/Friary 
in Louisville, Ky., for our “fifth-year” 
pastoral experience.  I remember that 
I was on the abandoned third floor of 
that friary where there was no heat, 
hardly any light, and tons of dust and 
cobwebs.  I was there because there 
was an old, out-of-tune piano on that 
floor, and I found solace in just being 
alone and playing on the piano.  
 When I went downstairs after my 
hobby time on the piano I found the 
rest of my classmates and the older 
friars in front of the TV, watching the 
ongoing reports of JFK’s assassination.  
 It was already a dreary-weather day 
in Louisville, but suddenly I began to 
feel very cold and utterly confused by 
what was happening.

Dennet Jung, OFM

Continued on Page  4

5-year-old Mark Soehner
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DOMINIC LOCOCO, OFM 

Fifty years ago on Nov. 22, I was 
stationed at Holy Family Friary, which 
at the time was also called St. Joseph 
Brother’s School.  I forget who told us 
to turn on the TV, but I happened to be 
in Chapel. Most of the afternoon was 
spent in listening to Walter Cronkite, 
who himself was overwhelmed by 
what happened, explain to the nation 
particulars on how President Kennedy 
had been shot. I remember being in a 
depressed mood for several days, al-
most like losing a member of my own 
family. It’s a day that is etched in my 
memory these many years 
later.   
 
GENE MAYER, OFM 

I was a freshman at St. 
Francis Seminary High 
School.  Every day af-
ter lunch and before the 
afternoon classes began, 
the students’ mail was put 
out on the windowsills and 

radiator outside the cloister on the sec-
ond floor (just outside the study hall 
and bookstore).  Several of us were 
standing there checking for mail when 
Disciplinarian Theodoric Schneider 
burst through the cloister door and 
announced, “The President has been 
shot; you have permission to turn on 
the TV.”  
 I remember walking down the 
stairs toward the recreation/TV room 
saying to myself, “What president – 
Mexico? France? – certainly not our 
president!”  By the time I reached the 
TV room, Aldric Heidlage (Rector/
Principal) had already turned the 

TV on.  We 
stood there in 
dismay – as I 
recall Kennedy 
had not yet 
been declared 
“dead”.  Bill 
Metzger 
(diocesan priest 
in Columbus) 
and I were in 
charge of the 
flag in the yard 
and immediately 
went out and 
lowered it to 
half-staff.  As 
I recall, the 

afternoon classes 
were cancelled and we 
gathered in chapel for 
the rosary.  As a side 
note – I was actually 
watching TV a few 
days later when they 
were transferring 
Lee Harvey Oswald 
underneath the Dallas 
police headquarters 
and saw – on live TV 
– Jack Ruby pull out 
a gun and shoot him.

AL HIRT, OFM

I was in eighth-grade art class when 
the assassination was announced 
over the PA.  I remember the stunned 
silence and the open weeping of Ted, 
one of my classmates.
 
GREGG PETRI, OFM

I was collecting lunch money with 
Raymar Middendorf at Cathedral 
High School in Gallup, N.M.  Fr. 
Conall Lynch came into the gym and 
told us, “Your friend got shot.”  Then 
he added, “the President.”  At that very 
moment the voice of Fr. Owen Geh-
ring, the principal, came over the PA 
system.  The students were in shock – 
many of the girls crying.  Fr. Owen led 
a rosary over the PA and we all knelt 
down on the gym floor.  I remember 
feeling a great emptiness and a great 
fear for the future. For the next days 
until the funeral, all of us were glued 
to the TV.

FRANCIS WENDLING, OFM

I was in my office at St. Louis Friary, 
Batesville, Ind., when a parishioner 
called in and told us to turn the TV 
on, as President Kennedy had just 
been shot. We glued ourselves to the 
TV for the next few hours trying to 
catch the latest developments.  In the 
afternoon the principal of Batesville 
High School called me and asked if I 
would be willing to lead some prayers 
in the auditorium.  He said the entire 
school had been watching the painful 
news on TV, and he would like to have 
a prayer service. I agreed!  I quickly 
put together a prayer service and went 
to the gym. The entire school was the 
most quiet and respectful that I had 
ever seen them. We had a very intense 
prayer service as I could see a lot of 
teary eyes. It was a very emotional 
experience.

Continued on Page  5

Francis Wendling, OFM

Dominic Lococo, OFM

Gregg Petri, OFM
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DAMIAN CESANEK, OFM

I was taking a nap. It was my third 
year of philosophy in Troy, N.Y., and 
the afternoon was open [no classes or 
work period] for me. A strong rapping 
at the door awoke me. A classmate 
told me that “the President” was shot. 
Seeing the quizzical look on my face 
(I wondered why anyone would want 
to shoot Fr. Leonard Bacigalupo, 
“the president” of the college, as we 
often referred to him), he continued: 
‘The President of the United States, 
Kennedy, was just shot.” Within mo-
ments, it was being shouted through 
the corridors for all the clerics to 
meet in chapel for prayer. This we 
did. A little later, given TV permis-
sion to follow the news, we learned 
that the President had died!
 
DAVID KOHUT, OFM

Nov. 22nd, 1963, I was in sixth grade 
when President John F. Kennedy was 
shot. I remember the principal of our 
school, Sr. Clarissima, coming to our 
classroom that afternoon to inform 
us of this tragic news and that he was 
being taken to a hospital.  I recall our 
teacher, Sr. Lucretia, telling us to 
kneel at our places, as we spent the 
rest of that school day praying the 
Rosary. I recall that as we prayed, I 
remember asking our Lord to help our 
President live through this and not to 
let any other tragedy happen to us or 
to our world.  By the time the school 
day ended, we heard that our President 
was still alive but in critical condition. 
About 45 minutes later as I walked 
into my sister Charlotte’s house, she 
told me that President Kennedy died. 
To this day, I remember how my sister 
and I sat on the couch watching, eyes 
brimming with tears, as news anchor 
Walter Cronkite made that famous 
announcement, fighting back his own 
tears, that our President had died! To 
believe that was 50 years ago!

 
GREG FRIEDMAN, OFM

On Friday, Nov. 22, 1963, I was a 
freshman at Roger Bacon High School. 
Every day there were announcements 
made from the principal’s office in the 

last period of the day. I believe it was 
Fr. Andrew Fox who told us that the 
President had been shot, but there was 
no further news. I’m sure he asked us 
to pray. When I got home after riding 
the bus from school, I learned about 
the President’s death. The rest of the 
weekend was a long blur; most people 
were just moving through their days. 
I spent Saturday working at my dad’s 
grocery, in sort of a state of disbelief. 
On that Sunday, I wasn’t watching TV, 
but my Mom was, and she saw Jack 
Ruby shoot Lee Harvey Oswald. The 
assassination, the aftermath and the 
funeral had a profound effect on many 
of us who lived through that time. The 
suddenness, the violence, the total 
preoccupation of the news media -- all 
were previews of what we would live 
through in the years to follow.

MARK LIGETT, OFM

I recall with clarity the events of that 
day.  I was in biology class at Bishop 
Fenwick High School in Middletown, 
Ohio.  Suddenly the classroom speaker 

crackled and our principal, Father 
Larry Krusling, made the announce-
ment that the President had been shot.  
He then connected the school PA sys-
tem to a radio, and at the moment the 
connection was made we heard these 
words:  “The President of the United 
States is dead.”  I remember all of us 
being stunned, and when we looked up 
we saw our teacher, Oldenburg Sister 
Mary Noel, running out of the room.  
We sat there and listened to the PA 
and tears flowed.  At one point some 
of us stuck our heads into the hallway 
and saw a group of Oldenburg Sisters 
along with Sisters of Charity crying 
and holding on to each other.  I had 
never seen a nun cry until that day.  We 
were dismissed early and when I got 
home, I found my mom and grand-
mother in front of the television, both 
crying.  
  I know it is said that fateful day in 
November brought an end to the life 
of “Camelot” established by the Ken-
nedys in Washington, D.C.  In many 
ways it brought an end to the idyllic 
life we all lived in the ‘50s and early 
‘60s.  Gone forever were the days of 
the Leave it to Beaver  life in America.  
The assassination of Kennedy some-
how brought global evil into all of our 
lives.  It was a pivotal moment for me.

ALLAN SCHMITZ, OFM

I was sitting in eighth-grade Civics 
(Indiana History) class – 2 p.m. Friday 
afternoon – at St. Lawrence School, 
Lafayette, Ind., when our principal, Sr. 
Frieda, came over the public address 
system announcing that our President 
had been shot and killed. We were all 
in shock and we talked a bit about it 
in class (I can’t remember what was 
said), and then we were let go from 
school early – 2:35 p.m. I remember 
going home, and my mom was watch-
ing it on TV. I remember that we 
watched a lot of TV that weekend to 
see the coverage of this event.

Continued on Page  6

      I remember feeling 
a great emptiness and a 

great fear for 
the future.”  

Gregg 
Petri, OFM

”  
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JEFF SCHEELER, OFM

I was in the sixth grade at St. George 
Elementary in Cincinnati.  We were 
watching a vocation movie when a 
friar (I think it was Barry McGlynn) 
came in and announced the assassina-
tion.  Our teacher, (the brother of Paul 
Juniet) took us back to the classroom.  
I remember him speculating whether 
Lyndon Johnson had anything to do 
with it since he was from Texas, where 
it occurred.  
 I recall walking home from school 
that day, wondering if the construction 
workers who were building some UC 
dorms knew what I knew.  The TV was 
on constantly during those days.   That 
same weekend was my parents’ 25th 
wedding anniversary.  We were at din-
ner in a restaurant in Northern Ken-
tucky (with Sam Goldwater and Barry 
McGlynn) when we found out that 
Oswald had been shot by Jack Ruby.

BRUCE HAUSFELD, OFM

I remember exactly where I was when 
President Kennedy was shot and killed.  
I was the Associate Pastor at Shiprock, 
N.M., and it was about lunchtime when 
one of the parishioners rang the door-
bell and said, “Hurry, Father, turn your 
TV on; President Kennedy has been 
shot.”  I was glued to the television 
that day and for several days after.  I 
remember sitting up all night the day he 
was laid out, listening to the wonderful 
classical music as people of all races 
and ages passed by his coffin.  I prayed, 
I cried, I wondered why anyone would 
want to kill him.  Of course I watched 
the procession to the cemetery and the 
burial.  Then on Sunday I was out in the 
out-mission of Shiprock, which is called 
Red Rock, when I heard that Oswald 
was shot and killed.  What a tragic 
weekend.   

DON MILLER, OFM

The afternoon of Nov. 22, 1963, I was 
about to begin a Greek test at Duns 
Scotus when one of the second-year 

Lay Students 

popped his head 
into the classroom 
and said that the 
President had been 
shot. If I remember 
correctly, we all flunked 
the Greek test. That evening we glued 
ourselves to the television set to watch 
CBS News as it covered the story of 
our fallen hero. JFK was a hero for us 
young men at the time, and I remember 
well his campaign for the presidency 
and the night of his election as we sat 
up late watching the returns come in. 
The days of his death and burial stick 
vividly in my memory as we watched 
history unfold before our eyes. Of 
course, one of those memories was of 
little John-John saluting his father‘s 
coffin as it passed by in procession. 
I don’t need television or newspaper 
or magazine photos to picture those 
events; they are quite clear in my 
mind’s eye.

TOM RICHSTATTER, OFM

At the time I was one of the student 
organists at St. Leonard College and 
the faculty had decided that it was more 

important for me to take organ lessons 
than to learn Hebrew. So once a week 
I drove to the University of Dayton 
for music lessons. I was driving home 

when I heard the news of the 
President’s death on the car 
radio.  I could see many of 
the cars on the road ahead 
of me swerve a bit as all 
the drivers reached down 
to adjust their radios.  (In 
those days you had to 
actually touch the radio 
to adjust it!)  When I got 
back to St. Leonard for 
afternoon class I told 
everyone what I had 
heard on the car radio 
and no one believed 
me.  (Clerics were not 
allowed to have radios 
or watch television 
except for the evening 

news.)  It was time for class 
and I told the teacher that the 

President had been shot, but he went on 
with class as though nothing important 
had happened.  As I recall this now, it 
is difficult to remember a time without 
iPhones, Internet, television, or even 
radio.  The only reason I heard the news 
was that I happened to be in a car and 
the car had a radio.  

FRANCIS TEBBE, OFM

On Nov. 22, 1963, I was a sophomore 
at St. Meinrad Seminary High School, 
attending biology class in St. Bede Hall.  
We were suddenly called to the large 
recreation room in the lower level of the 
high school wing (now Newman Hall).  
We watched the news about the assas-
sination on one small TV positioned in 
the left corner of the very large room. 
The assassination of President Kennedy 
was devastating and overwhelming for 
all of us.  Everyone remained silent; 
then we went to chapel for prayer.  It 

Bruce Hausfeld, OFM

Continued on Page  7
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was so shocking; a very sad day.  On 
the day of his funeral, Nov. 25, classes 
were canceled and a Pontifical Solemn 
High Mass was celebrated in the Arch-
abbey Church. 
 
HENRY BECK, OFM

I was sitting in my sixth-grade class at 
Our Lady of the Rosary School in Old 
North Dayton. 
 It was about 2:30 in the afternoon, 
and several high-school boys from 
Chaminade High School came running 
down the alley behind the school.  I’m 
presuming it was a warm day because 
the windows were open.  
  The older students called up to us 
that the President had been shot.  
 At about this same moment, the 
principal came to our rooms to an-
nounce this to us.  
 Our teacher put on the TV in our 
classroom, and we began to watch his-
tory unfold from Dallas.  I think we all 
prayed together at one point, and then 
we were dismissed to go home.  
  I know we watched TV most of the 
following days as a family.  We saw 
the shooting of Lee Harvey Oswald, 
the vigil for JFK in the rotunda, John 
Jr.’s salute and JFK’s funeral proces-
sion in Washington with the riderless 
horse. The images and experiences are 
still vivid within me. 

MARK GEHRET, OFM

I was in the second grade and was get-
ting on the school bus to go home for 
the day when a teacher ran out of the 
school to tell the bus drivers that Presi-
dent Kennedy had been shot. The other 
students and I sat there in shock, the 
quietest we had ever been on the bus. 
The driver just sat there, not taking off 
immediately as usual.
 When I got home I told Mom 
and my siblings, so we turned on the 
TV, which Dad had not long before 
purchased, and watched in disbelief. 
My brothers and I finally went out 
to do our chores on the farm. Later 
we watched the news with Walter 
Cronkite. We just couldn’t figure out 
why someone would do such a thing. It 
was a sad time until well after the 
funeral.

CARL LANGENDERFER, OFM

Back in November of 1963 I was in 
my sophomore year at Duns Scotus 
College.  On that fateful day I was 
studying (world history, I believe) in 
the library when one of my classmates 
came in and told me in hushed tones 
that the President had just been 
shot.  My initial response was one of 
incredulity, and I innocently asked, 
“The president, do you mean Fr. 
Leander (Blumlein, the President of 

Duns Scotus College)?”  (Fr. Leander 
was not particularly liked by some of 
my classmates, and had been hung in 
effigy from the bell tower just a few 
days earlier – it was near Halloween, 
after all – so my question was not 
entirely out of the blue). After it was 
clarified that it was President Kennedy, 
I don’t remember what I did.  I 
probably joined my classmates around 
the TV.  All I remember was my initial 
reaction and clarifying question in the 
library at Duns Scotus College!

PAGE POLK, OFM
(Reflections from a native Dallasite)

I was a junior in high school on Nov. 
22, 1963.  I was in English class 
when the announcement was made 
that President Kennedy had been shot 
in downtown Dallas and was being 
rushed to Parkland Hospital.  I re-
member how quiet everyone became 
– not only in our class but all over the 
school. Was it true? Why would the 
principal make such an announcement 
if it were not true?  
 After  a while, the principal made 
another announcement to us: That as 
students we would not be allowed to 
leave school early or even at the regu-
lar time because the person believed 
to have shot the President had been 
apprehended at The Texas Theatre, a 
movie theater five blocks away from 
the high school.  I recall our being 
maintained at the school until about 
5: 30 p.m..... then, the reality of what 
had happened in our great city begin to 
sink in on me as it began to do so for 
the nation and the world... A sad, sad 
day....

THE DAY THAT CHANGED AMERICA Nov. 22, 1963:  

During the funeral, Mark 
Soehner asked his mom about 
the riderless horse.
 

N
at

io
n

al
 A

rc
h

iv
es

 G
et

ty
 Im

ag
es



SJB NEWS NOTES Page 8

BY FRANK JASPER, OFM

 When she first met this 
man in the stairwell with long hair 
flowing over his shoulders, Judy 
Ball thought this must be the new 
Franciscan on the staff at St. Anthony 
Messenger.  He smiled and seemed 
friendly enough, but still she had her 
misgivings.  Turns out it was Jack 
Wintz’s younger brother, Gary.  
“He’s the wild and crazy one,” or at 
least, that’s what Jack maintains.  
 Nov. 19, Franciscan Media 
had a retirement party for Jack to 
celebrate his more than 40 years 
of writing with the company.  Dan 
Kroger and the Employee Committee 
provided a Skyline Chili luncheon.  
(Every Tuesday Jack continues his 
tradition of having Skyline with some 
staff members.)
 John Feister recounted how 
Norman Perry called a young friar 
who was teaching literature in the 
Philippines to come to Cincinnati 
to head up a new project entitled 
Catholic Update.  This publication 
reached millions of Catholics 
throughout the United States and the 
English speaking world.  Forty years 
later Jack is passing the baton on to 
Joan McKamey.  Tom Shumate 
recalled how Jack taught him 
literature as a freshman in high school 
and how he truly impressed him 

with his Franciscan 
spirit.  John thought 
Jack was always 
chasing the stars 
with interviews 
with actors such as 
Gene Kelly, Martin 
Sheen and Brooke 
Shields—all of 
which he crafted into 
popular stories in St. 
Anthony Messenger. 
But in addition to 
his gifted writing 
skills, folks remembered 
Jack for being a real team player and 
helping others to pull together to have 
a great magazine and a great place to 
be creative.
 Jack met the challenge of 
developing Friar Jack’s E-spirations, 
even though he didn’t understand the 
Internet very much at the time.  Now 
his popular electronic column reaches 
over 30,000 subscribers a month.  
That’s quite an achievement!  Other 
friars are continuing his e-newsletter 
endeavors.  
 When Jack took the podium, 
he showed off his photographic skills 
with two cover stories that he was 
very proud of—one on Hiroshima 
and one on St. Anthony.  He enjoyed 
the international travel.  The trip 
to Nagasaki and Hiroshima had a 
profound impact on him.  He met 

survivors of the atomic blast and 
interviewed them for his cover story.  
He was also touched by a trip to 
Nicaragua where he visited Oscar 
Romero’s tomb and spoke with 
people who knew him intimately.  In 
Chile he was in a crowd of protestors 
of the Pinochet regime when they 
were tear-gassed, and he had to run 
away with his eyes burning from 
the chemicals.  He turned all these 
travels into significant articles for St. 
Anthony Messenger.
 Jack had an exciting and 
fulfilling ministry at Franciscan 
Media and he’s sad that he cannot 
continue because of memory 
problems.  But he is very grateful 
for his friends and colleagues who 
worked together side-by-side over the 
years.   

Retirement party a celebration of Jack’s work

Tom Shumate 
gave Jack, his 
former teacher, a 
retirement gift.Dan Kroger (far right) and the Employee 

Committee provided a Skyline Chili lun-
cheon.
 

Jack reminisced about some of his favorite stories and photos.
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COUNCIL HIGHLIGHTS

   

Surviving a 
typhoon:
Roofs flew 
off like kites

BY PHILIP WILHELM, OFM

News of the Philippines seems to 
appear in the daily news only when 
there is a catastrophe. This time it is 
about Typhoon Haiyan, one of the 
worst storms that ever hit the islands 
of the Philippines.
 I spent two years in Baybay, 
Leyte, which is on the west side of 
the mountain. Tacloban is on the 
east side of the mountains and was 
the first city to feel the impact of 
Haiyan. The most dangerous typhoon 
I witnessed, Typhoon Yaling, was 
in 1970 when I was stationed at the 
seminary in Quezon, City. I was 
assigned in the college building 
with the young seminarians when, 
one morning, the wind 
began and heavy rains blew 
against the windows. It was 
not long before three of 
the chapel windows were 
blown out and much glass 
covered the chapel floor. 
Then the large mango tree 
in front of the refectory was 
uprooted and much of it 
landed on the roof. Some of 
the seminarians and I were 
living on the third floor 
and we watched as some of 
the ceiling was sucked up 
toward the roof. The roof 
and some of the beams were 
torn by the wind from the 

rest of the building and moved about 
four inches and set down again. I told 
our young boys, “We better get off 
this floor.” Looking out the windows 
we could see the roofs of some of the 
houses nearby flying off like kites. 
 Then we all were called to go 
and help the families, many with 
children, and bring them to the 
seminary. Thankfully, a good part of 
the six-foot wall around the seminary 
had collapsed and we were able to 
get out. I remember having one child 
in my arms and holding on to another 
as we walked through 2 feet of water. 

The wind increased as we made 
our way to the seminary. No one 
was hurt from the flying galvanized 
sheets used as roofs or the branches 
of the trees and other wood. 
 In the meantime the large mango 
tree that had landed on the refectory 
was blown off and crashed in the 
court yard. By nightfall the storm 
had passed over. We had damage 
on both buildings, and the homes 
around us were all damaged. We had 
no electricity, which meant we had 
no water that evening except what 
was in the large tank. Once that was 

used up we would wait until 
morning to get water from 
another source. Classrooms 
had space for 250 people, 
and we shared the food we 
had with them. We would 
learn later that over 200 
people gathered for several 
days at the village church 
which we cared for. Even 
so, this typhoon was small 
compared to what happened 
in Tacloban, Leyte.

A young Philip Wilhelm with friends in the Philippines.

SJB News Notes, the weekly newsletter of St. John the Baptist Province,  is produced by the 

Communications Office, 1615 Vine St., Cincinnati, OH 45202-6400. Contact Toni Cashnelli, 

Communications Director,  at 513-721-4700, ext. 3209. 

Fax: 513-421-9672;   e-mail: sjbfco@franciscan.org.

Donate to the province’s typhoon relief efforts by visiting www.stanthony.org.
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Brady speaker says Merton had the heart of a friar

From Jeff

In addition to being the 50th anniversary of the assassination 
of JFK, this week was also the 150th anniversary of Abraham 
Lincoln’s Gettysburg Address. As JFK’s anniversary took me back 
to my elementary school days, so did this anniversary, since 
we had to memorize it. I bet most of you did, too! I re-read it 
this week, and it seemed fitting to do so, in light of the recent 
Veteran’s Day and our November remembrance of all the dead.  I 
found recalling it very moving.  So I cede my space this week to 
that great master of rhetoric and wordsmith, Abraham Lincoln.  It 
is altogether fitting and proper to do this, and that we, the living, 
dedicate ourselves to the unfinished tasks of making this a less 
violent and more peaceful world.

– Jeff Scheeler, OFM
 

Nov. 19, 1863  
Four score and seven years ago our fathers brought forth 
on this continent, a new nation, conceived in Liberty, and 

dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal.  

Now we are engaged in a great civil war, testing whether that 
nation, or any nation so conceived and so dedicated, can long 
endure. We are met on a great battle-field of that war. We have 
come to dedicate a portion of that field, as a final resting place 
for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live. 
It is altogether fitting and proper that we should do this. 
 

But, in a larger sense, we can not dedicate -- we can not 
consecrate -- we can not hallow -- this ground. The brave men, 
living and dead, who struggled here, have consecrated it, far 
above our poor power to add or detract. The world will little 
note, nor long remember what we say here, but it can never 
forget what they did here. It is for us the living, rather, to be 
dedicated here to the unfinished work which they who fought 
here have thus far so nobly advanced. It is rather for us to be 
here dedicated to the great task remaining before us -- that 
from these honored dead we take increased devotion to that 
cause for which they gave the last full measure of devotion -- 
that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not have died 
in vain -- that this nation, under God, shall have a new birth of 
freedom -- and that government of the people, by the people, 
for the people, shall not perish from the earth. 

BY PAT MCCLOSKEY, OFM

On November 7th, Jeff Scheeler, Tom Speier, and 
I were present for the 2013 Brady Lecture at St. 
Bonaventure University. Dan Horan, a friar of Holy 
Name Province and a Franciscan Media author, 
spoke on “A Franciscan in Blue Jeans: How Thomas 
Merton Became and Remained a True Franciscan.”
 During his studies at Columbia University, 
Merton was introduced to the teachings of John 
Duns Scotus. Merton first came to St. Bonaventure 
University while visiting his friend Robert Lax, 
who had a cabin nearby. Merton taught there in the 
1940-41 school year and the first semester of the 
following year. From there he joined the Trappists 
in Gethsemane. Some of his story at SBU is told in his 
autobiography, Seven Storey Mountain.
 Dan concentrated on Merton’s formative friendships 
with three friars at SBU: Irenaeus Herscher, Thomas 
Plassmann, and Philotheus Boehner (teacher of Roy Effler). 

He remained in contact with them 
throughout the rest of his life. 

Between November of 1939 
and August of 1940, Merton seriously 
considered joining the Friars Minor; Dan 
explained to an overflow audience in the 
university’s main chapel why Merton did 
not.

A 2005 grad of SBU, Dan is now 
studying at Boston College for a doctorate 
in systematic theology. He is on the board 
of directors of the International Thomas 
Merton Society and has written extensively 
about him. The centenary of Merton’s birth 

will occur on January 15, 2015.
 Dan’s book The Franciscan Heart of Thomas Merton: 
A New Look at the Spiritual Influence of His Life, Thought, 
and Writings will be published next year by Ave Maria Press.
 Jeff, Tom, and I joined Dan, Sr. Margaret Carney, 
OSF (SBU president), several guests and the friars afterwards 
for drinks and a festive dinner in the friary.

Speaker Dan Horan, OFM, left
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BY HENRY BECK, OFM

We celebrated the “Rite of Investiture” during Evening Prayer 
at 4 p.m. on Sunday, Nov. 17, at the interprovincial novitiate in 
Burlington, Wis.  
 Along with the 12 novices and five professed of the novitiate 
community, we were joined by 20 friars from the area and beyond.  
Thirteen of the senior friars from Queen of Peace Friary on the 
property joined us, along with four ABVM friars from the area and 
three St. Barbara friars.  
  The prayer was powerful in its simplicity and ritual.  We 
recalled our baptisms with the water from the baptismal font in our 
chapel, and then we listened to St. Francis’ words about the cross 
of Christ in the “Treatise on the Miracles of St. Francis.”  Norbert 
Bertram then blessed the habits resting on a table in the middle of 
the chapel.  We invited each novice to come forward and be invested 
with their habit by his mentor and other professed members of the 
novitiate community.  After receiving the habit, each mentor spoke 
these words to each of their novices: “Receive this habit of probation 
in the Order of Friars Minor.  It resembles the cross of Christ and is a 
sign of your commitment to the service of Christ and his Church.” 
  Following the conclusion of the prayer service, we all 
gathered in the dining room for a meal prepared by Norbert.  The 
laughter and light-heartedness in the room spoke 
of the joy in all of our hearts! 

A simple, powerful ritual

Cutlines

Above, a 
group por-
trait; left, SJB 
friars Ramon 
Castellon, 
Norbert Ber-
tram, Zach 
Bischler and 
Henry Beck.

This year, for our Trip Into the Province, we journeyed north to what 
used to be called the “Northern Kingdom” of the province, i.e., the 
ministries in Detroit.  One week of travel kept the trip modest in its 
scope.  We stopped at places where we are no longer but had signifi-
cant history.  We stayed with the brothers at the three Detroit friaries.  
All told, we visited St. Leonard College, St. Aloysius Friary, St. Patrick 

Church, St. Dominic Outreach Center, Old St. Mary’s, the Capuchin 
Shrine to Solanus Casey, Transfiguration Parish and Holy Sepulchre 
Cemetery, and lastly the Old Duns Scotus in Southfield and the New 
Duns Scotus in Berkeley.  All of this in a week!  Here are some pictures 
that spell it out all the better.  
--Mark Soehner, OFM

Postulants journey into history
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     Nov. 12, Song and 
Spirit’s Al Mascia 
and Steve Klaper 
were invited to 
help [Michigan] 
Citizens for Peace 
celebrate its 10th 
anniversary with 
a concert at Unity 
of Livonia. That’s 
not all they were 
celebrating. That 
night the group 
honored Al with 
its Compassionate Citizen of 
the Year Award, given “for all of his work with the 
homeless, families in need, seniors, children, and the 
disabled.”  Congratulations, Al! You can watch and 
hear the concert at: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9v4LLqimibk.

     Reminder: Works by five friar artists will be 
displayed Thanksgiving weekend at the Friars Studio, 
1605 Main St. in Over-the-Rhine. Participating are 
Greg Friedman (photographs), Martin Humphreys 
(acrylics), Bill Reichel (acrylics), John Quigley 
(woodcuts and tempera) and Jim Van Vurst 
(watercolors). Al Mascia and Louis Canter of Song 
and Spirit will provide music. Hours are 6-10 p.m. 
Friday, Nov. 29 (music at 6:30 and 8:30), 4-10 p.m. 
Saturday, Nov. 30 (music at 4:30 and 6 p.m.), and 4-6 
p.m. Sunday, Dec. 1. There will be a special showing 
for friars from 6-9 p.m. on Tuesday, Dec. 10, during 
the Plenary Council.

     With numbers declining, the Sisters of the Holy 
Family of Nazareth, Pa., are selling their historic 
motherhouse to Presbyterian SeniorCare, which will 
turn the building into apartments for seniors, according 
to a Nov. 17 story in the Pittsburgh Post-Gazette. 
Chaplain David Moczulski shared the news through 
a link to the story at: http://www.post-gazette.com 
Sisters will still maintain a presence on the property, 
according to the reporter. “Their long-running 
preschool program, Mount Nazareth Learning Center, 
will continue its operations. So will the Holy Family 

Manor personal-care home. The sisters also plan 
to build a new, smaller residence for sisters to live 
on-site.” Friars in Pittsburgh and the former Vice 
Province of the Holy Savior have been connected 
with the sisters’ community since 1927. 
 
    Dan Kroger shared this YouTube link to a slide-
show video showing post-typhoon devastation to the 
novitiate and the surrounding areas in Milagro, Omoc 
City, in the Philippines. It’s posted at: 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YCPpikfJH9w.

    Those who were unable to attend the Solemn 
Profession Mass for Sr. Luisa Bayate, OSC, in 
Cincinnati on Oct. 12 can watch a slide show of the 
celebration on YouTube at 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFmjH_FWPn0

    Legendary Roger Bacon soccer Coach Dick 
Arszman, who has led the Spartan boys’ team since 
1987, has announced his retirement, according to 
the school. “He amassed almost 250 wins, including 
back-to-back State Championships in 1989 and 1990, 
won three regional championships, seven district 
championships and eight GCL championships. He was 
named Coach of the Year in the State of Ohio twice, 
GCL Coach of the Year six times, and the Greater 
Cincinnati Coach of the Year five times.” Coach 
Arszman will be honored at the Roger Bacon Sports 
Stag on Jan. 16.

    Clifford Hennings has a new e-mail address: 
cliffordhennings@gmail.com

    The directory cell phone number for Harold Geers 
in the Philippines is off by one number, according to 
Gene Mayer. It should be: 011-63-0919-607-3510.

DIRECTORY UPDATES

FOCUS ON FRIARS

Al accepts his award.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9v4LLqimibk
http://www.post-gazette.com/local/north/2013/11/18/Sisters-host-celebration-to-say-goodbye-to-motherhouse/stories/201311180046
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YCPpikfJH9w
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=hFmjH_FWPn0
mailto:cliffordhennings@gmail.com
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