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Dear Friends and Family,

This issue of interchange is an amazing collection of stories that remind us 
of how we are called and challenged to bear witness for the common good in 
our deeply polarized, violent world. As I slowly read through each page the 
image that came to me was that of a kaleidoscope. Did you have such a “toy” 
when you were a child? I remember being fascinated by how looking through 
the scope and turning the lens oěered a myriad of diěerent, brightly colored 
images! This issue of interchange is a kaleidoscope of incredible images that 
invite us to bear witness to the many ways each of us is gifted by God to make a 
diěerence, to be the compassionate presence for peace, which is our mission as 
Rochester Franciscans.

Google describes a kaleidoscope in these words: “Kaleidoscope symbolizes 
change, perspective, beauty, representing the ever-shifting nature of life and 
our ability to ęnd new beauty in it. It symbolizes endless possibilities of harmony and balance through 
symmetry and the idea that even broken pieces can be arranged to create something beautiful.”

So, sit down with your copy of this new interchange – a kaleidoscope. As you turn each page, turn the 
“lens,” be enriched by the diěerent, brightly colored images that await you with each article. Practice 
Tonglen, breathing in the suěering of others and breathing out relief and compassion to our weary, 
wounded world. Learn, again, how sharing our stories and our lives reminds us of how we learn and 
deepen our faith together. Gift yourself with the time to cry real tears that do bring a sense of relief and 
release. Hold as sacred the memory of those who have gone before us and borne witness to us.  Let your 
soul breathe a silent prayer of gratitude for the loving generosity and unconditional embrace of God that 
grows into a community of unconditional love and fellowship to all.  

Take care, and be good to yourself!

Sister Tierney Trueman
President / Congregational Minister



o bear witness from a religious/spiritual 
perspective means testifying to the truth of 
one’s faith, sharing personal experiences 

involving our religious beliefs, and sharing the 
signięcance of the power of our faith. I feel we are 
spiritual beings from the time of our birth, but the 
part of my spiritual journey that I am focusing on now 
began in 1994.   

I was going through a diĜcult period of my life with 
health issues that were causing problems with my 
normal activities of daily living and trying to keep 
up with work, etc. I met Sister Linda Wieser at Assisi 
Heights during this time in June of 1994, and my life 
has not been the same since.     

From Sister Linda, I received support with my health 
issues and concerns. As time went on, Sister Linda 
directed me. She shared ways I could become involved 
with volunteering, meeting other Sisters, and she 

introduced me to Cojourning, which is to become a 
Franciscan lay associate. I formalized this process in 
September 1997. At that same time, I began the process 
of RCIA (Rite of Christian Initiation for Adults) to 
convert to Catholicism, joining in April 1998. 

What makes this signięcant is that a convent is 
the very last place in the world I would have ever 
expected to ęnd my spiritual home. It shocked my 
family and friends, even more than it had me. I 
grew up aĴending the First Methodist Church in 
Winnebago, Minnesota, but as I went to college and 
beyond, I aĴended church very sporadically. Where I 
always felt God’s presence was in nature, enjoying the 
solitude, beauty, and peace.  
     
During this period, I often wondered if my faith 
was even real. Thinking of the whole Earth as one 
big Cathedral, I felt God was present to me when in 
nature, but I didn’t receive much support for that as a 
valid faith.    



The ęrst time that I felt this form of faith was respected 
was in my conversations with several of the Sisters 
when I began the Cojourning process. When they 
asked how I would deęne my faith, I shared that I 
questioned my own faith and wasn’t even sure I had 
a legitimate faith. With further explanation about my 
love of being in nature where I did feel peace and 
God’s presence, their response was, “What is wrong 
with that?”   

It didn’t take me long to know and feel deep in my 
heart, I had found my spiritual home at Assisi Heights 
with the Franciscan Community. The support I have 
received from the Sisters and Cojourners, and with 
my continued love of being in nature, has brought me 
to a place of peace, hope and love I would have never 
imagined.   

I feel we all bear witness to each other in the sharing 
of our stories and our lives, and in learning and 

deepening our faiths together. I am so grateful 
that I remained open to this unlikely transition to 
Catholicism and Cojourning as the place where I have 
found my spiritual home.     

As my spiritual journey continues, I hope that my 
life will continue to bear witness to all the wonderful 
people in my life, from birth on, who have guided 
me, supported me and loved me. As I look back over 
my spiritual journey, it is with deep gratitude to the 
Franciscan Community and also to my hometown 
Methodist Church where so many seeds were planted 
with my faith, even if they did feel dormant for a 
period of my life. At the end of my life, I hope that my 
legacy will bear witness to my spiritual journey, not 
by my words so much, but how I lived life, nourished 
ęrst by the Methodist Church and later by the 
Rochester Franciscan Community. 



hen I was asked to write an article on 
bearing witness, my ęrst thought was, what 
is the underlying value, event, situation, or 

truth that we are called to as witness bearers? Then I 
read the statement, “When a wise woman leads, she 
bears witness to our oneness and chooses what is best 
for the common good.” - Jan Phillips

The Webster dictionary says that to bear witness “is 
to make a statement saying that one saw or knows 
something.” What kinds of statements are we called 
to make as spiritual people living in the realities of 
our world today? What do we see and know that is 
happening? How are we awake to the truth that we 
are called to oneness as brothers and sisters and all 
creation in making this earthly journey together? In the 
Journey of Peace events that were held many times at 
Assisi Heights, we called upon all religious aĜliations 
to share their golden rule of oneness. We discussed 
how this gets reĚected in our treatment of each other. 
The core message is basically the same, regardless of 
one’s faith tradition. We come from “whatsoever you 
do to the least of my brothers and sisters, you do it to 
me.” (Matt. 25:40) How do our actions reĚect oneness 
and make an impact on the common good and our 
relationship with self, others, and God? 

This golden rule is a guideline for living in 
relationship with each other, honoring the dignity 
of all. As Franciscans, in our mission statement, 
we commit to bear witness as a “compassionate 
presence for peace in our world, striving for justice 
and reverence for all creation.” Does my life provide 
a testimony to this? Does it bear witness to what I 
believe? It is not just to have sympathy or empathy, 
but a deep compassion for the suěering in our world. 
It is not just doing nice things for others, but when 
we let our hearts enter into a compassionate presence, 
we suěer with the other, hold them in prayer, and 
discern what action to take. Our call is to be witnesses, 
to testify to the truth of the hurts, the suěering, 
the vulnerability, and the brokenness within our 
relationships in our church, social, and government 
structures, and our environment.

There are many examples of deeper spiritual work of 
compassion. Some that I have recently experienced 
are: 

• At a rally here in Rochester, when the 
announcement was made that Minnesota State 
Representative Melissa Hortman and her husband 
were killed, my friend and others had tears Ěowing 
down their faces. An unknown person came behind 
and placed her hand on my friend’s back with no 
words, an expression of solidarity in the midst of 
suěering. 

• Taking a hot dish to the single woman living 
down the block who fell and broke her arm, not just 
dropping it oě but giving extra time to listen to her 
pain.  



• Hearing the story, from my sister, of women 
at her Lutheran church taking old sheets and 
cuĴing them up to make bandages for developing 
countries, and praying for those who will receive 
them.

• Pondering and praying through the petitions that 
are given to us at Assisi Heights every week for 
people who are hurting and suěering.

• Choosing not to go out to eat, and instead 
sending the money saved to help with a disaster 
request, and leĴing my heart connect with our 
suěering world.

• Being in a support group, hearing the suěering of 
a group member, and holding them in silence.

• Raising consciousness of the sacredness of the 
land of Assisi Heights, which was taken from the 
Lakota and Ho Chunk nations long ago, and today 
we pray on how we wronged the other.

What are the ways that you bear witness to our 
oneness and concerns for our common good? How do 
you respond and bear witness to the challenge, “That 
they may be One” in being instruments in creating 
more oneness and compassion in our world today? 

May this blessing prayer guide our actions in bearing 
witness, using our values of oneness, and reĚecting 
our common good in our relationships with all beings.
                

Image by Karen .t from Pixabay



t all started eleven years ago, but its incubation 
was on the horizon for years. Len and Linda 
trolled in the dark for years with an undeęned 

question, unusual behavioral descriptors, and 
unnamed feelings – all unaddressed.

Time Out!

These were the times when circumstances cut their 
shared life into fragments and forced them to make 
decisions without deęnitive answers, paving over 
dreams, memories, and traditions. This was where life 
and wholeness made their home. 

A mysterious answer was seeking resolution, but it 
stripped them of a future beyond each day. They had a 
yearning for a creative new paradigm – a life-tending, 
life-giving, and life-enhancing answer. 

Waking up each day was to discover that change 
was brewing in the fringes. Finally, the mystery was 
identięed as Primary Lateral Sclerosis (PLS).  PLS is 
on the Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis (ALS) spectrum, 
commonly called Lou Gehrig’s disease.

PLS had moved to their address. It knew where it 
was going, but they, the recipients, didn’t. It was 
never tethered to a package they ordered, a lesson 

plan, or a blueprint, nor anchored to any outcomes 
they could see coming. PLS had a plan. It came 
with no directions, and it was not in their language. 
Uncertainty was the name of the game. It was a 
surprise visit, showing up unannounced and staying. 

ALS (PLS) struck twice [two people] in their home.

PLS did not hide the mystery; rather, it held it!
PLS eliminated options and opportunities.
PLS was where whole and broken came home.
PLS stole life’s planned activities. 
PLS shut down a catering hobby and shut down 
plans for an Italian tour company.	

Meet Len.

I live in the St. Louis area with my wife, Linda. In 
my former life, I taught incarcerated youth. My wife, 
Linda, is a nurse and marketer. 

PLS lives with us in our home. 

My losses are many: walking, talking, breathing, 
swallowing, dressing, driving, cooking, cleaning, 
lawn care, and other ęne motor skills. My only way 
of communicating is by two-ęnger typing. I now live 
with the reality of eventually being cared for as a 
newborn.

Before and after diagnosis: Len Jax and his wife, Linda.



The disease chose both of us. We have never despaired 
over the disease. Sometimes, we grieve the losses daily 
with cries of sadness, anguish, melancholy, despair, 
and heartbreak. Crying real tears brings a sense of 
relief and release, leading to acceptance. The hardest 
part of the disease is waking up each day to discover 
a loss that was operative yesterday. PLS is consuming 
my body control one hour at a time, our relational 
lifeblood, and above all, our precious time we have left 
together. 

First on the agenda is adapting. Accepting and 
adapting are bedfellows. Adapting allows me to retain 
what still works and search the remnants for some 
new alternatives. That task requires creativity.

Losing the ability to communicate is the greatest loss. 
In our 51-year marriage, we chose every day to “share 
our day” during a walk or with a glass of wine. With 
the disease, we tried communicating with an app, 
but it was awkward. Today, I type my feelings and 
thoughts, print them, and cut them into strips each 
afternoon. I hand them to Linda one at a time. She 
reads them aloud, and she shares her thoughts. It is a 
BIG win for us!

I was a home chef, cooking our daily meals. Since I 
could no longer wield a knife or manage the stove, 
I had to quit. Our adaptation for this is that Linda 
does all the cooking except on Mondays. On that day, 
our home health worker is with us for three hours. I 
create and print detailed instructions for my recipes 
on Sunday, and mentor her, sharing the nuances of 
preparation, on Monday. She enjoys a healthy portion 
of the creation before she leaves Linda and me to 
enjoy it ourselves. It’s my way to salvage a part of the 
culinary ęeld, and it gives Linda a night oě.

I use music to calm my soul and humor to laugh at 
myself and the disease. I try to educate and raise 
awareness on how to be comfortable around people 
with disabilities. Linda and I are a team, but she now 
does both halves. It is a massive job! We have always 
been together in life, and it is no diěerent now. PLS 
has deęned our life in a sense, but it has not deęned 
us. We coexist with it, because PLS never sleeps or 
takes a vacation.

Life is asking everything of me/us – as a husband/
wife, a father/mother, a grandfather/grandmother, a 
brother/sister-in-law, and frankly as human beings. 
However, we are commiĴed to being resilient and 
adaptable as people who continue to give and live. 
Maya Angelo captures our belief. “I can be changed by 
what happens to me, but I refuse to be reduced by it.” 
This is our story. 

As I see it, they live with the PLS disease every day. 
Below are ways they co-exist.

PLS caused a great deal of pain and stress.
PLS generated alternatives.
PLS promoted visioning, fostered creativity, 
boosted adaptability, and nurtured vitality.	
PLS coaxed them to create beyond the expanse of 
their reality.
PLS prompted them to design and build a 
handicapped home.
PLS renamed, reordered, and reshaped their 
retirement plans.

With PLS resilience, adaptability and hope are 
ferocious and untethered. Resilience called for what 
felt impossible. It didn’t need proof of purchase. It 
doesn’t ask for timelines, only perseverance. Resilience 
is an audacious act of asking, “What if...?” or “What’s 
realistic?” It is a call to action for a future that doesn’t 
yet exist. In many ways, adaptability and resilience are 
a commitment to outsmarting reality. It’s refusing to 
let what is dictate what could be.

With PLS, there is no certainty to grab onto. Maybe 
that’s exactly what makes bearing witness an elusive 
goal. Bearing witness seeks to seize a shifting dynamic 
that is life-tending, life-giving and life-enriching.

Untethered and unreasoned adaptability eventually 
bumped into being optimistically resilient; and 
collectively, Len and Linda make bearing witness real. 
Take a deep breath and bear witness to their wild and 
untethered resilience to live a meaningful life.

He’s my brother! Love knows his name!



on’t we learn from others how to bear witness? 
We learn from their example – our parents, our 
teachers, our peers… and our saints.

Have you met activist and holy woman Dorothy Day? 
Ask Dorothy about bearing witness. Even as a young 
woman in the 1920s and 1930s in New York City, 
before she became an active follower of Jesus, she was 
passionate about justice. We remember her courage 
in standing up to the U.S. government against all the 
social injustice she experienced, including all war 
eěorts and the ill treatment of workers. She undertook 
to feed the long lines of hungry people during the 
Great Depression and to care for the poorest and 
neediest. Then, when she met holy man Peter Maurin, 
she learned to balance work and prayer. She learned 
that to work is to pray, and to pray is to work. 
Together, Peter and Dorothy founded the Catholic 
Worker Movement.

Have you met activist and artist Kristi Pęster? 
Kristi lives and works in Staten Island, New York, 
which was a favorite refuge and retreat for Dorothy. 
Kristi’s art is helping to spread Dorothy’s message 
about bringing together both working for justice and 
praying for justice. Visit Kristi’s website (hĴps://www.
kristipęsterartist.com) and you will ęnd these words 
describing her Dorothy Day Mosaics: “They explore 
Day’s duality of what is ‘seen’ – her lifetime of radical 
actions, with what is ‘unseen’ – her spiritual self.”
 

Kristi has mounted large exhibits of art depicting 
Dorothy’s work and prayer. Here are just a few 
examples from Kristi’s series of mosaics titled: Dorothy 
Day Mosaics: Iconography of an Activist.
             
Ladles and Hands (both shown above) remind us of the 
long lines of hungry people who would be nourished 
by Catholic Worker warm soup and warm welcomes 
– and even beds. Dorothy wrote: “The destitute were 
the men and women who came to us in breadlines and we 
could do little with them but give them bread and clothing.” 
And this: “The Catholic worker, as the name implied, was 
directed to the worker, but we used the word in its broadest 
sense, meaning those who worked with hand or brain, those 
who did physical, mental, or spiritual work.”



Another mosaic, Protest (shown above), calls to mind 
Dorothy’s commitment to pacięsm and opposition to 
all wars, and her stance for supporting all categories of 
workers’ rights: “It was after the suppression of the masses 
that I again went to Washington, this time with a group to 
picket the White House with the suěragists.”

 
Kristi’s mosaic Meditation (shown above) reminds us 
that prayer became central to Dorothy’s life work. “My 
absorption [was] in the supernatural rather than the 
natural,” she wrote, “the unseen rather than the seen.”
 
The mosaic Fishes (shown right) can be considered a 
symbol of Dorothy’s unity of work and prayer. On the 
one hand she has wriĴen: “Lines of people began to 
form, saying, ‘We need bread.’ We could not say, ‘Go 
be thou ęlled.’ If there were six small loaves and a few 
ęshes, we had to divide them.” 

On the other hand, the ęsh could represent the 
Eucharist. Daily Mass was a constant in Dorothy’s 
active life. Even before she converted to Catholicism, 
she frequently concluded a long night with her radical 
friends and poets in Greenwich Village by aĴending the 
6:00 a.m. Mass at nearby St. Joseph’s Catholic Church.

Artist Kristi Pęster is bearing witness to a great saint-
to-be of our times. Dorothy Day is bearing witness to 
the power for good packed into this combination of 
work and prayer. Kristi, thank you for your witness. 
Saint Dorothy, pray for us that we may continue to be 
inspired by the witness you have given us.

Notes: 
• All the Dorothy Day quotations are from her autobiography, The Long 
Loneliness © 1952. Harper & Brothers.
• The Dorothy Day Guild oěers a wealth of information on its website, 
https://www.dorothydayguild.org. 
• We are grateful to Kristi Pęster for her generous permission to use images 
of her art. For more about this artist: https://www.kristipęsterartist.com.



n the windy plains of Kansas, fall begins to slide 
into winter around November 1, the time of 
All Saints and All Souls Days. Growing up, this 

was the time when young and old of St. Joseph Parish 
in Olpe, Kansas, would walk together to the cemetery 
a mile down the road. Cold wind whipping our faces, 
we prayed for and with the ancestors.

Arriving at the cemetery, gray headstones bleached by 
the sun and worn by the wind, identięed families and 
reminded us of those we were still connected with and 
the meaning of their lives. The “cloud of witnesses” 
was palpable, and after the last litany echoed in 
the air, lively conversations, stories, and memories 
surrounded us as we wandered among the ancestors. 
In a mysterious way, their lives and memories 
renewed spirits with a sense of courage and purpose.

The “cloud of witnesses” of saints, prophets, ancestors, 
pets, trees, and diverse beings live with us into the 
present and future, oěering wisdom, story, and 
inspiration to “bear witness” now. Challenging times 
encourage each of us to “bear witness” with courage 
for life by observing, and especially acknowledging 
and drawing aĴention to particularly signięcant things 
that are communicated through story, testimony, 
advocacy, and solidarity actions. Through deep 
awareness, a sense of responsibility impels us each in 
diěerent ways to take action. We then understand in 

an intimate way, that all is interconnected. People like 
Dorothy Day, Dan Berrigan, Rachel Carson, Dietrich 
Bonhoeěer and Joanna Macy are examples and 
inspiration for me of “bearing witness.” 

Bearing witness has taken many forms in my life. 
During the 1980s, with the Central American Wars, 
where many people were killed and others Ěed their 
beloved lands, I stood with banners on street corners 
and at military bases for many years. I was arrested 
at military sites, in congressional oĜces, and at the 
School of the Americas. The continual building of 
nuclear weapons engaged me in actions and arrests 
through the years, and I continue with this witness in 
a variety of ways in New Mexico, the home of the ęrst 
nuclear bomb, uranium mining on indigenous lands, 
and the place where nuclear waste is stored. 

Organizing Pilgrimages to Southeast New Mexico 
Permian Basin, the largest oil and gas producing area 
in the world, engages people of conscience to learn 
about and stand with communities for their sacred 
land, water, and air for healing and climate justice. 
One of the most diĜcult situations that deeply aěects 
my heart, with daily witnessing through prayer, 
showing up on street corners, oěering donations for 
food and medical supplies, and siĴing over tea with 
a Muslim Palestinian friend, is Gaza. No solution 
seems possible to the genocide we watch with our 

Catholic Sisters Speak Out Event



souls each day. But we cannot shield ourselves from 
horror, and we must be faithful to actions. A group 
of retreatants from our annual women’s camping 
retreat is now practicing Tonglen each Friday. This is a 
Buddhist meditation practice that involves breathing 
in the suěering of others and breathing out relief and 
compassion.

Over the years, “bearing witness” has come to 
mean living each day with intention. How I drink 
a glass of water carries a sacred recognition of 
interconnectedness. Every action done mindfully as a 
spiritual practice creates a lifelong witness. Sometimes, 
when I oěer testimony at environmental public 
hearings and rule-making around degradation of land, 
water, and communities, I refer to the responsibility to 
choose life noted in Deuteronomy 30:19 “This day I call 
the heavens and the earth as witnesses against you that I 
have set before you life and death, blessings and curses. Now 
choose life, so that you and your children may live.”

“Bearing witness” with the “cloud of witnesses,” 
especially in challenging times, is essential, my 
Mennonite friends remind me. They quote Hebrews 
12:1: “Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a 
cloud of witnesses, let us also lay aside every weight... and 
let us run with perseverance the race that is set before us.”

The custom of Dia del los Muertos, or the Day of the 

Dead, is a colorful and important reminder of the 
lives of ancestors and how we are to carry on life now 
amidst joys and challenges. Each November, altars, or 
“ofrendas,” holding pictures of those who died, foods 
they loved, and symbols of their lives are created. 
This is a ritual of ancient Mesoamerica, blended with 
Catholic traditions. Visits to the cemetery include food 
and storytelling, encouraging people to remember and 
live fully today.  

We do not bear witness alone; there is always 
community. A few months ago, the “Catholic Sisters 
and Friends Speak Out” organized witnesses in 
Washington, D.C., and in cities across the U.S., 
calling for us to bear witness for a Moral Budget.  
Many people experiencing this event found hope 
and encouragement, knowing that an ethical and 
moral voice was being lifted up. Prophetic witness 
reminds us of the meaning of life, what is important, 
interconnectedness, values, compassion, perseverance, 
and stubborn hope. Bearing witness is a radical 
act—it is a way of shining a light on the truth and 
standing steadfastly in that light publicly.

There are so many moments in a day and prophetic 
calls in life now to “bear witness” to life and the way 
of radical love. A song chorus for our moment: “May 
we bear your holy light to a world waiting in darkness.  
May we be a sign of light and love shining in the night.” 

Sister Joan Brown (front left) along with Sisters Patricia, Mary Kay and Cecily in the center behind her.



Eileen Cecilia Huppler was born in Watertown, South Dakota. She entered the 
Rochester Franciscans after graduating from high school. After her profession of 

vows, she chose nursing as her ministry. For 14 years, she served as a healer at 
St. Marys Hospital. She used her healing skills later as a parish team member, 
counselor, and professional psychotherapist. Among her many life experiences, 
Faith has been both healer and one in need of healing. Her life was a rich story 
of being a strong, yet gentle, faith-ęlled woman. In her own writings, Faith tells 
of the advice she was given by her father: “If a horse bucks you oě, get right 
back on it!” Perhaps that had a lot to do with her remarkable resilience. Faith has 

wriĴen several stories of her life experiences. One is of her remarkable journey 
of faith after a life-changing car accident on June 8, 1966, causing the amputation 

of her leg, and resulting in major depression. Her own need for healing was met at 
Madonna House in Ontario, Canada. Over and over, Faith’s determination to “get back 

on that horse” encouraged her to continue living life to the fullest. Throughout her long 
and painful journey, she exemplięed her own name, Faith.

Mary Catherine Flanigan was born in MarqueĴe, Michigan. She devoted her life to 
serving others with compassion and justice. Although Mary Kay was a quiet, gentle 

woman, she was also a strong woman; clear in what she thought and what she 
was called to, and was blessed with a wonderful Irish humor.  In her youth, she 
started work at Bay Cliě camp, a summer camp for challenged children on the 
shores of Lake Superior, where she was a junior high substitute helper. Later, 
she served as a counselor there for many years. This experience eventually led 
to her pursuing a special education degree at Eastern Michigan University, 
resulting in teaching deaf children as her ęrst job. After meeting and living with 

several Sisters while working in Chicago, she entered the Sisters of St. Francis 
in 1976. Mary Kay was a magnet for children in the apartment buildings and 

neighborhoods where she lived. She loved being Godmother and Aunt; and was 
overjoyed when she and Sister Patricia Jean Schlosser were asked to foster two Native 

American children, while their mother was in rehab. Her love and advocacy of children 
guided not only her personal life but also her professional life, from a degree in special education 
to a psychiatric social work degree from Loyola University, Chicago. Her later work was focused 
on protecting abused and neglected children, which led her to Chicago Uptown Ministry, working 
with mothers and children, and then to 8th Day Center for Justice, where she worked for systemic 
change for a beĴer world for children. 



Lorraine Anne Doherty was born at Saint Marys Hospital in Rochester, Minnesota. 
Lorraine grew up on a farm near Fountain and then Wykoě, and liked being called 

a “farmer’s daughter.” When the Doherty family moved to southeast Rochester, 
their Church life resumed at St. Francis Parish. Not surprisingly, it was there 
that Lorraine sought the advice of Monsignor Jansen. He told Lorraine that her 
desire to be a religious was admirable, and suggested the Congregation of the 
Sisters of St. Francis. She entered the Rochester Franciscan Community in 1955. 
She was given the religious name Sister Keith. After her religious formation 
years, Sister Lorraine ministered in several places, teaching children in the 

primary grades. A sabbatical at the Poor Clare monastery in Bloomington was a 
good transition, she said, after many years of teaching. Other positions that Sister 

Lorraine held were: secretary at St. Mary’s College, Winona; receptionist at Saint 
Marys Hospital in Rochester; and again at St. Anne’s Hospice in Winona. She worked 

in the oĜce, mostly in the computer room at Crucięxion School in LaCrescent. Having 
been a farm girl, Sister Lorraine was very conscious of God’s beloved creation and actively 
sought ways to care for and protect the earth.

Hildine Alma Maier, who became Sister LaDonna, was named after her Benedictine 
aunt, Sister Hildine. She was one of six children from a closely knit family living 

on a farm near Buckman, Minnesota. Hildine was very active in her early years; 
not only did she share the heavy loads of farm work, but she also participated in 
nearly every recreational sport. From childhood, Sister LaDonna’s faith had been 
nourished, especially by her mother, who assured that prayers were learned 
and said. Father Benno Mischke, brother of her mother and a Crosier priest, 
took a special interest in Sister LaDonna and guided her in pursuing a religious 
vocation. After graduation from high school, her parents still had no plumbing 

in the house which motivated her to work for three years to pay for that luxury/
necessity. It helped her identify with being one of God’s poor ones. With this in 

mind, and having gifted her family with plumbing, she could then apply to join 
the Rochester Franciscans, where she prepared for a teaching career in elementary 

education and art, and eventually move her into the ęeld of occupational therapy, as more 
and more, helping the poor became a high priority and joy. Whether her ministry led her to a free 
Outreach Center, a soup kitchen, or a home for the elderly, her gifts enriched countless numbers of 
persons. 



learned that bearing witness is a sense of giving 
evidence or bringing forth. I reĚected on the life 
I live and stretched my thoughts of the day. How 

could I bear witness? These thoughts woke me up at 
night, and I knew I had only borne witness by living 
the life I have chosen, along with many other women. 
We are together in this daily religious life.

Remembering what has been, the many Sisters I have 
lived with and knowing a bit about the life given to 
them, the thought came to me: Calvary Cemetery. I 
just knew the answers to the insight of bearing witness 
would be found there.

As I visited Calvary Cemetery (shown above), my 
eyes stretched, viewing all those gray markers. It was 
quite stunning, the grayness I observed. Just what am 
I doing out here? My footsteps were cautious. I read 
the names. I became very busy in the quiet cemetery.  
There were so many. I searched for the last name of 
each of these graves. There were so many Sisters’ 
names, and I remembered their faces. These were the 

trusting Sisters who lived the same life I had chosen to 
live. 

I was bearing witness to know the hours of giving, 
periods of suěering and sorrow, but always 
growing and giving of each day to live more fully 
in community. I stood there feeling the loss of these 
women, not being mothers, not having a family, but 
being in a community of persons oěering and willing 
to serve.

Some Sisters oěered advice for a beĴer way to teach 
a certain subject, or came into your classroom and 
helped with that awful art project that needed to be 
displayed somewhere. Sisters who shared their love, 
while they were anxious to experience the newness 
of another diěerent group, or country, or town, or 
kids to teach. Some Sisters suěered accidents or 
misunderstandings. Other Sisters had cancer or other 
diseases that ravaged their bodies. I remember the 
Sister who said to me, “I want to live days of joy. Give 
the children days of learning and joy.”



My thoughts were only of beauty, honesty, and 
strength when visiting these remains of the Sisters’ 
bodies. I just stood still, overwhelmed by memories of 
love, of sharing, of living the rule, and the feeling of 
praying together. There were thoughts of moving from 
one mission to another, and Sisters helping each other 
pack their trunks. There was this aĴesting proof that 
the Sisters loved the life they had chosen and given 
their hours back to a God who loved them.

Bearing witness is giving evidence of living in an 
atmosphere of greater trust and peace. It is the 
aĴestation of a fact that Sisters truly believed in 
oěering their lives for a beĴer world, and trusting 
their grateful families.

All around me, I saw a multitude of examples of lives 
that have borne witness and inspired me to continue 
the journey I am living.

I knew their interests and the beneęts they bestowed 
when giving their lives to serve others. I could bear 

witness to what the Sisters have done and their growth 
within the Community. I wanted to sit down and 
remember, but being in a cemetery, there is no place to 
sit around the graves. I could only stand and admire 
what was around me. Lives of love and service. It is 
true dedication to the beauty, sacrięce, honesty, and 
strength that is passed to others. I marveled at the true 
depth of giving. There was a thought of a Sister who 
spoke right to me, “Serve with joy by being mindful 
of the presence of God. Share gifts. Rise above one’s 
disappointments and don’t speak of them, unless for 
guidance. Thank God for each day.”

Could I do more bearing witness? My soul had been 
nurtured, touching graves, and walking on solid 
ground. It has been a challenge to my life, to my soul. 
As we pray during Mass, “Make of us an eternal 
oěering that we may obtain an inheritance with the 
elect.” I left this sacred place with a whole heart.



hen one thinks about the Mother Superiors 
(leaders) of the Rochester Franciscan 
Congregation, who comes to mind? Mother 

Alfred Moes is a most familiar name. Or maybe one of 
the more recent leaders that you know personally. But 
there were some amazing, but lesser-known, women 
who followed Mother Alfred in the early days of the 
Congregation, and were integral to its development 
and growth. The next two leaders who followed 
Mother Alfred: Mother Matilda Wagner served as 
the second and fourth Mother General, and Mother 
Augustine Fricker served as the third Mother General. 

Let’s begin with a bit of history.  
Before Mother Alfred Moes came to Rochester, she 
had founded the Franciscan Sisters in Joliet, Illinois, 
in 1865. During the Joliet congregation’s ęrst years, 
they had founded over 30 diěerent missions in ęve 
states. But Mother Alfred had some diěerences of 
opinion with the local Bishop (and a few Sisters), and 
she was removed from her oĜce as Superior. She was 
then assigned to go to Minnesota with some Sisters to 
build and operate a school. However, the Joliet Bishop 
requested that Mother Alfred and the Sisters return 
to Illinois, and bring the monies they had brought to 
build the school. Mother Alfred declined as she had 
been missioned to Minnesota, and the money was 
really from her family’s inheritance. In December 1877, 
the Bishop dismissed Mother Alfred, and the Sisters 
needed to decide whether to continue as members 
of the Joliet Congregation or to join Mother Alfred 
in Minnesota. 24 Sisters elected to stay with Mother 
Alfred, including her blood sister, Sister Barbara, 
and to form a new Congregation – the Sisters of Saint 
Francis of Rochester, Minnesota, under the protection 
of Our Lady of Lourdes. 

In the ęrst 12 years in Minnesota, the Congregation 
had grown from the original 25 members to 117 
Sisters. In 1889, Archbishop Ireland of Saint Paul 
declared that Mother Alfred would not continue as the 
Mother Superior, and appointed her successor, Mother 
Matilda Wagner. 

Catherine Wagner was born in Johnsburg, Illinois, in 

1850, and entered the Joliet Community in 1868, where 
she received the name Sister Mary Matilda. Her blood 
sister, Christina (later Sister Euphemia), entered the 
Joliet Franciscans in 1875, and also became part of the 
founding group in Rochester.  

In 1877, when the separation of the two Congregations 
occurred, Sister Matilda Wagner was in charge of 
Annunciation School in Portsmouth, Ohio. Her ęrst 
assignment with the new Community in Rochester 
was to serve as Mistress of Novices for a year, and 
then she received several assignments to teach, open 
schools, and serve as Mission Superior in Glencoe, 
Minnesota; Ashland, Kentucky; Toledo, Portsmouth, 
and Ripley, Ohio; and St. Joseph, Missouri. 

Despite being at a distance from Rochester for those 
early years, Sister Matilda was well known and 
respected enough to be named by the Archbishop to 
serve as Mother Alfred’s successor. During her ęrst 
term (1889-1896), two signięcant events occurred 
that continued the grounding and expansion of 
the Rochester Franciscan Community and were 
cornerstones for the ministries of Rochester 
Franciscans for years to come. 

In Sister Matilda’s ęrst year as Mother General (1889), 
Saint Marys Hospital opened, which had been built 
with the foresight and planning of Mother Alfred, 



along with Dr. W.W. Mayo. Secondly, in 1894, Sisters 
Leo Tracy and Dominic Mahl went to Winona, 
Minnesota, with liĴle money but much determination.  
Shortly after their arrival, the Winona Seminary for 
Young Ladies opened. Later, it became the College of 
Saint Teresa during Mother Matilda’s second term.     

In Mother Matilda’s second term (1902-1915), new 
missions and projects continued the growth of the 
Congregation. She was skilled with the management 
of money and projects, as she retired a debt that 
she had inherited when she took oĜce, oversaw an 
expansion at Saint Marys Hospital, promoted a change 
to the original habit, and planned a school for the 
Novices so that they would be beĴer prepared for their 
teaching responsibilities.     

During the years when she was not Mother Superior, 
she continued to hold administrative positions – 
Mistress of Novices, General Vicaress, member of the 
Board of Trustees, and member of the General Council. 
Mother Matilda died in 1938, and here is a paraphrase 
of a reĚection given by one of the priests who knew 
her: “She was General Superior in those days when this 

Community was young and her struggles were great, but 
she never lost faith and conędence for her religious life 
predominated in all her work...” 

Another member of the young Joliet Community was 
Sister Augustine Fricker. And “young” is an accurate 
description of her when she began her religious life – 
Johanna Fricker was born in June 1856 in Chicago, and 
entered the community just 12 years later! She and a 
few other Joliet Franciscan Sisters were missioned to 
Memphis, Tennessee, where a yellow fever epidemic 
broke out in 1873. Sister Augustine and others 
volunteered to serve as nurses: “We were not nurses, but 
we trusted in God and did the best we could.” After two of 
the Sisters died there, Sister Augustine and the others 
were called back to Joliet. (In the late 1920’s, Mother 
Augustine wrote a detailed description of that yellow 
fever experience, and the Archives also has a copy of 
an article from the Franciscan Herald magazine.)  

In 1877, at the age of 21, Sister Augustine joined 
Mother Alfred as one of the founding Sisters of the 
Rochester Franciscans. She had been teaching in 

Mother Matilda Wagner and her sister Euphermia Mother Matilda Wagner

continued...



the Chicago school system, and when she came to 
Minnesota she was named as the ęrst director of 
Sacred Heart Academy in Owatonna. That was a 
short assignment as the following year, she became a 
teacher in the new Academy of Our Lady of Lourdes 
in Rochester. 

Unlike Mother Matilda, Sister Augustine had 
Congregational administrative experience before 
she was elected as the third Mother Superior. She 
had served as an Assistant to both Mother Alfred 
and Mother Matilda, and had also been a Superior at 
several school convents. She was brieĚy missioned 
to Saint Marys Hospital, from September 1889 to 
August 28, 1890, so she was at the hospital on the day 
it opened: September 29, 1889.

Mother Augustine was elected Mother General 
in 1896 and served until 1902 (when Mother 
Matilda was again elected Mother General). 
Mother Augustine’s leadership years were marked 
by continual expansion of the ministries of the 
Congregation: opening schools; additions to 
Saint Marys Hospital and Sacred Heart Academy 
in Owatonna; and welcoming 61 Sisters as new 
members. By the end of her term, 28 parish schools 
were staěed by Rochester Franciscans. 

Mother Leo Tracy was General Superior when 
Mother Augustine died in 1932, and she described 
Mother Augustine as “a highly gifted woman” and: 
“Besides being an excellent administrator and teacher, 
particularly proęcient in music and the French language, 
she was an artist in painting and embroidery. During 
an active life on mission she opened many new schools, 
supervising their ęrst years and establishing them ęrmly.  
In her later years... she was never known to be idle.  She 
read widely (in a number of ęelds…) and was always 
engaged in doing some necessary or fancy needlework.”

Between Mother Matilda’s two terms and Mother 
Augustine’s one term, they guided the Congregation 
for 26 years, bearing witness as followers of Francis, 
Clare and Mother Alfred to recognize the needs of 
the times and respond as best they could. 

Mother Augustine Fricker

Mother Augustine Fricker in her reading room

Mother Augustine Fricker at her desk



raveling in Italy, I found myself standing in 
front of the cross in Assisi, with a growing 
awareness, and wondering to myself, “Isn’t 

this the San Damiano Cross that spoke to St. Francis 
and Clare? What did they experience?”

And then I felt a nudge within me. But what does it 
mean for my life right now? And then other questions 
arose in me. Did the cross actually speak to them? And 
if so, what was it that touched them so deeply? What is 
it that touches my heart? 

More questions, a yearning in my heart for more, 
reminded me of the book, My God, and My All, which 
I was drawn to read earlier 
this year. It revealed to me 
the telepathic way of life St. 
Francis and St. Clare lived. It 
was amazing. If they could do 
it, why can’t I?  

They both followed their 
purpose to Hold the Light, 
shining from inside out. Bring 
Heaven to Earth! Isn’t that my 
purpose? Shining Light to light my path forward?

Still, I ask, why is it easier to follow others instead of 
listening to the Light from within myself? Do I follow 
the crowd? Or is the thirst in my own heart leading me 
to listen aĴentively from within, trusting what is being 
revealed to me? It takes time and energy, patience, 
motivation, and stillness to live from this heart place.
 
In this place, I became aware that I am really not 
seeking the meaning of a message as much as allowing 
my own consciousness to merge back into Source. 
Here, I allowed myself TO BE FOUND by a GRACE 
deeper than my mind. 

An awareness and a consciousness of God’s loving, 
all-abiding Presence with me, living within me and 
Ěowing through me, was now an important part of 
my life’s journey. Trusting this experiential moment, 
I knew from my own heart, I will be guided as to 
what to do and what to say. I can truly let go of fear, 
knowing I am free to recognize and to take each next 
step that is mine to take, in perfect gratitude. 



s there any Franciscan who has never been 
asked by someone, often in a somewhat shy 
or perplexed tone, “But why did you become a 

Sister?” Or, “Why exactly are you a Cojourner?”  

Now, someone, far more ingenious than I, can likely 
provide a pithy answer. But I always struggle to reply 
in a brief, though suĜciently descriptive manner. You 
see, that question always taps into the very core of my 
identity, and the totality of my longings for all others 
to know the love of God in Christ Jesus. Such a query 
stirs within me a profound realization of undeserved 
giftedness and grace that no words can adequately 
express! With the help of God’s Spirit, I usually can 
come up with a coherent answer, at least to satisfy 
the person’s enquiry. Yet, if the truth be told, a more 
suĜcient reply would include an extensive riě on this 
beautiful text:

1 [We proclaim to you] What was from the beginning, 
what we have heard, what we have seen with our eyes, 
what we looked upon and touched with our hands 
concerns the Word of life —

2 for the life was made visible; we have seen it and 
testify to it and proclaim to you the eternal life that 
was with the Father and was made visible to us —

3 what we have seen and heard we proclaim now to 
you, so that you too may have fellowship with us; for 
our fellowship is with the Father and with his Son, 
Jesus Christ. 

4 We are writing this so that our joy may be complete. 
-1 John 1:1-4 1

Biblical scholars tell us that these words were penned 
by St. John The Evangelist, “the disciple whom Jesus 
loved,” the one who sat next to Him at the Last Supper 
(Gospel of John 13:25). Thus, when John writes about 
“what we have seen and heard,” his testimony is 
profound and real! St. John also penned the Gospel of 
John, and two related New Testament books, 2nd and 
3rd John. 

Signięcantly, the opening lines of the Gospel of John 
tell us that Jesus, the Word, was present and active at 
the beginning, at the creation of the world (Gospel of 
John 1:1-15). Indeed, we can understand who we are 
and whose we are, as people being brought to life by 
a loving Creator. Similar to the early Apostles, we 
present-day believers, can understand who we are and 
whose we are by looking back to God’s creative action 
“in the beginning” (Gen. I:1). Further, like the Apostles 
who experienced, came to know and believe in Jesus 
in their daily lived encounters, we also can learn more 
about God through our exchanges in fellowship with 
one another. 

Because 1st John is one of the most recent leĴers in 
the New Testament, a signięcant amount of time had 
passed since Jesus’ resurrection and ascension. Sadly, 
the Church had begun to entertain false beliefs about 
Jesus. John wrote this leĴer to remind Christians of 
Jesus’ true identity and how to follow Him. 

John (v. 2-3) claims that the Father brings eternal life. It 
was that conviction that eternal life was theirs, which 
spurred the apostles to embrace and proclaim the 
Gospel – the Good News of forgiveness and life with 
God. It is that loving generosity and unconditional 
embrace of God that grows into a community of 
unconditional love and fellowship to all. It is in 
the fellowship among the believers that sinfulness 
is acknowledged and forgiven; and new life and 
community is created and sustained.

It is the continual, renewed, and everlasting fellowship 
of love and forgiveness that actively proclaims – Jesus 
is real and He brings eternal life for all! Thus, St. John 
concludes – “so that our joy may be complete.” 
  
In his leĴer, St. John expresses his desire to share with 
others - that which was revealed to him - Christ’s love, 
joy, fellowship, justice, and forgiveness. We can see 
that aspiration is similarly reĚected in the testimonies 
of Rochester Franciscans.
 
Here, several Sisters aĴest to their experiences, 
longings, hopes, and joys concerning their life of 
witness to the Gospel and ministry: 2



• Answering the Call – “I think for me, I just started to learn how to love God more.”

• The Impact of Her Ministry – “Oh, I suppose we never know till all is revealed in some future time. Even as 
late as last year, I got telephone calls from students I had many years ago.”

• Commitment and Responsibility – “Sometimes in prayer, I imagine myself as a piece of clay in the poĴer’s 
hand being transformed and fashioned into something more beautiful for God’s sake.”

• Serving God and the Community – “Oh, I think the greatest reward is when you can serve another.”

• Invite Others to Find the Beauty of Life – “Some of that is in believing that there’s a God who loves all of 
us equally, no maĴer what our culture is, and that we have the skills and talents inside of us to become happy, 
vibrant individuals.”

• To Find the Missing Pieces and Make Things Whole – “I picture the world as a puzzle and if there’s a 
puzzle piece missing, it really isn’t very beautiful.”

• Television Opened Up The World To Me – “We worked together, we prayed together, we lived in 
community, and we had time to study. But underlying all of that, I believe, was a sense of doing good, answering 
the needs of society.”

• It has just always been about God – “And that’s a relationship, for me, that is just never stale. That always 
asks something that is within your ability, but also holds something that you don’t know.”

• A Chosen Vocation  – “I had a wonderful life. It was right for me. I’ve been content. I keep growing. I think one 
thing about being a part of the Community is that what one person can do, a whole group can do more. I always 
believe that where one of us was, we all were — that our way of being commiĴed to making a beĴer world, made 
our lives very meaningful.”

• Worship and Music – “There’s something about music that interests the souls of everyone and unites the souls, 
lifts them up.”

Image from iStock
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16 From his fullness we have all received, GRACE 
UPON GRACE, 17 because while the law was given 
through Moses, grace and truth came through Jesus 
Christ.

It is from this mystery that my sense of mission and 
ministry Ěows. And again – I ęnd a text from the 
ancient tradition of the Church helpful in expressing 
the sheer magnitude and depth of this grace. And again 
– music comes to my aide in giving it all expression. 
This song was specially composed for the ecumenical 
prayer vigil on September 30, 2023, in Rome, prior 
to the opening of the Fall 2023 session of the Synod 
on Synodality. The full text of the song is a prayer 
aĴributed to St. Isidore of Seville (c. 560 - 4 April 636) 
and has a long history: used at various Councils, 
Synods and other meetings throughout the history of 
the Church. I ęnd in this song all the components of the 
Christian calling, as well as what motivates and what 
sustains me in life, community and ministry.

Adsumus Sancte Spiritus sung by volunteers of Taizé 4

1. We stand before you Holy Spirit, as we gather in your 
name with You alone to guide us. Make yourself at home 

in our hearts.

2. Teach us the way we must go, and how we are to pursue it. 
We are weak and sinful; do not let us promote disorder. Do 

not let ignorance lead us down the wrong path, nor partiality 
inĚuence our actions. Let us ęnd in you our unity, so that we 

may journey together to eternal life, and not stray from the 
way of truth and what is right.

1 USCCB Bible: hĴps://bible.usccb.org/bible/1john/1
       
2 For more witnesses, see Sisters Stories: hĴps://rochesterfranciscan.
org/sisters-stories-2024/

3 Gregory Norbet, Something Which Is Known: hĴps://www.
youtube.com/watch?v=pz-5QWAuZYk

4 Adsumus Sancte Spiritus | New song for Together, Together | 
Gathering of the People of God, Sep 16, 2023: hĴps://www.youtube.
com/watch?v=dSGF04wdHzw

Indeed, perhaps the best answer that bears witness to 
what we Franciscans have seen and heard is expressed 
in this popular song by the monks of the Weston 
Priory, Something Which is Known (hĴps://www.
youtube.com/watch?v=pz-5QWAuZYk).

Something Which Is Known

1. Something which is known
to have been from the beginning:
this we have heard and seen with our own eyes;
something we have touched
and have carefully watched:
the Word who is life, this we share with you. Refrain: 
Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia

2. This is the life of our God, so gracious,
Word become Ěesh:
there is no greater wonder.
All that we have witnessed became new vision:
this our hope for you,
alive in God’s own spirit. Refrain

3. He it is in whom we have found
the light of truth,
source of our hope, abiding gift of God’s love.
Through that love we pass and are born in life 
unending:
Jesus, our Lord, the fullness of our joy. Refrain 
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On a more personal note – I again ęnd words from 
John’s Gospel helpful is expressing the “Why?” of my 
vocation.  

St. John Chapter 1:
1 In the beginning was the Word and the Word was 
with God, and the Word was God. 2 He was in the 
beginning with God. 3 All things were made through 
him, 4 and without him nothing came to be. What 
came to be through him was life, and this life was the 
light of the human race; the light shines in darkness, 
and the darkness has not overcome it...



On the trails of our lives, haven’t we all been inspired by those who have borne witness to us… by those who, by 
their lives, have called us to be our best selves? Here are just a few Sisters who have done that for me: 

Sister Delphine Klein – I ęrst met her when she and Sister Edwin served on the maintenance crew at the 
College of St. Teresa in Winona, Minnesota (CST). She served joyfully and humbly. She was observant and 
faithful in fulęlling what was asked of her.  

Sister Emmanuel Collins – It didn’t seem to maĴer to her if she held an important position or not; that did 
not deęne her. She related to everyone equally and kept a sense of humor during diĜcult situations. 
 
Sister dePorres Fuchs – She bore witness to me of a love for children when we taught ęrst grade together.  
She was also a model for me of peacefulness and acceptance in her illness and approaching death.

Sister Marg Kiefer – She was a risk-taker, and a lover and servant of the poor. She didn’t let propriety or 
anything else stand in the way of peacemaking or of responding to an injustice.  

Sister Edmund Sullivan – Her down-to-earth goodness was her way of life. She showed genuine love in her 
service to us and the poor. Those are the qualities that brightened my path.

Sister Johnita Klingler – She was a tell-it-like-it-is person. She spoke the truth and challenged others, 
including me, in a direct but kind and straightforward way. What a gift it is to have someone like that in our 
lives. 

Sister Annella Rhode  – She was always a cheerful, quiet, and humble servant, caring for all parts of Assisi 
Heights. She taught us, by her example, that dusting and cleaning are holy.  
 

I have mentioned only Sisters, but there are so many others – Sisters, Cojourners, friends, coworkers, the people I 
served – who have lighted my path by their day-by-day witness. A Sister once told me that her favorite scripture 
passage, just ęve words, was “He went about doing good.” People who have done that, bearing witness by doing 
good, have been a powerful blessing in my life, and to them I say, “Thank you.”

Image by bertvthul from Pixabay



		  Jubilarians
sixty years  

60

		  Jubilarian
seventy-ęve years  

75

75th Diamond Jubilarian:  Sister Ruth Snyder.

60th Diamond Jubilarians:  Front row: Sisters Jesse Capparelli and Arnold Ritchey. 
Back row: Sisters Tierney Trueman, Ruth Peterson, Diane Frederick, Clara Marie Schoĵko, and Marilyn Geiger.
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Sister Dawn signs her vows. 

Sister Dawn accepts the Franciscan ring  
from Sister Tierney Trueman.

A happy Sister Dawn walks between Sisters 
Tierney and Ramona as they leave the  

ceremony during the recessional.

Sisters Ramona Miller and Dawn Kling  
with the statue of Francis.
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