
 

 

I've been to several different places during my time in seminary. Most recently, I spent extended 

periods on Internship at Poplar Bluff, Mo, and serving as a Hospital Chaplain in Kansas City, Mo. I spent 

about three months at each of these locations. Having completed those assignments, I am happy to say 

that I'm back in Mundelein and Libertyville. Since so much has happened while I was away, I thought I 

would share some of my highlights and takeaways.  

While on internship, I came to a greater appreciation of the role community plays in our faith. No 

man or woman can walk the journey of discipleship by themselves. Nor would we want to. It is within the 

parish community that we find some of the best support. Sharing our joys and sorrows with others is so 

important. We are naturally social people, and participating in a faith community can draw us closer to 

God. We can learn from each other and lift each other in prayer. Being in a parish full time helped me to 

see this communal aspect.  

Going to mass is beautiful, but it is more complex than just an encounter between Christ and 

myself. There is a community of people present at each mass. If all I do is wave at people on the way out, 

I've missed a valuable resource. These are the people that God has called to be present in my life at this 

time. Each person has a story. The more I got to know my fellow parishioners, the more they enriched my 

life. Lucy was a young mother of four kids. Richard was a lector and had been married for a few decades. 

I also saw their kids and grandkids at the school regularly. Each of these people helped to fill my days with 

kindness and laughter. My relationships with the parishioners drew me outside myself and made me a 

better disciple and minister.  

After my internship, I served in a hospital, where I learned that listening to others is a crucial 

aspect of discipleship. Allowing someone to share their story with you is an act of love, especially for 

those going through a tough time. Not everyone has someone in their daily life with whom they can share 

their struggles. Nor is it easy to listen patiently. However, I was deeply moved by how impactful listening 

was on the lives of the people I met in the hospital. I recall speaking with a woman who had heart surgery 

the day before I met her. Her husband was also present when I visited. We talked about their family and 

how far the two had traveled to find a hospital with space. This lovely Catholic couple was thankful to see 

a friendly face. I had the privilege of representing Christ's love and concern for them at that moment. Our 

little acts of kindness can be some of the most important things we do as disciples.  

My time on internship and at the hospital were graced experiences for me. In both locations, I 

experienced God's providence in very clear ways. The Lord could have only selected the patients and 

parishioners I met during those months. There were difficult moments, such as medical emergencies. 

There were also moments of great joy, such as baptisms and parish parties. On each of those occasions, I 

can see how God was helping to bring me closer to himself. He continues to form my heart to be more 

like his own. In that way, he is preparing me to be the priest I will one day become.  

I begin this fall semester with great excitement and a thankfulness to be back at St. Joseph's. It 

feels like I have been away for such a long time. Many of you will have your own stories to share about 

that has gone on during that time. I look forward to hearing about them and becoming involved once more 

in the community's life here in Libertyville.  


