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Experience is always an excellent teacher. I have used the term "journey" often to describe our 
growth in faith as a Pilgrim People of God. Yet, a journey of over 800 miles on last Saturday and 
Sunday gave me a better insight into the meaning of the word. !
I planned to spend Thanksgiving at Ashland, as has been my custom for the last seven years 
since coming to Eastern Montana. I thought I would have a leisurely drive up the Eastern portion 
of the Diocese on Friday and Saturday in order to celebrate the weekend Masses at Flaxville 
and Scobey. However, I had to return to Great Falls on Friday evening in order to attend the 
Funeral Liturgy of Mrs. Irene Dimke, mother of Rev. John Dimke, which was taking place on 
Saturday morning. Suddenly, I realized the journey that had to be made. !
With the beginning of the first winter cold, I thought for a moment of seeing if another priest 
might be available to celebrate the Masses at Scobey and Flaxville. It then dawned on me again 
that between Great Falls and the Northeastern area of our Diocese, there just wasn't an "extra" 
priest around. I thought I might suggest that the community would just have a Liturgy of the 
Word and the distribution of Holy Communion. !
As all these thoughts went through my mind, I recalled how often I have written and spoken 
about the importance of the celebration of the Eucharist. The people in Scobey and Flaxville 
were expecting the celebration of Mass, and so, immediately after the Saturday morning funeral, 
I drove to Scobey and returned to Great Falls on Sunday evening. !
Was the journey worth it? It certainly was! It gave me the opportunity to celebrate Eucharist with 
the people of Scobey and Flaxville, many of whom drive twenty to thirty miles each way to 
attend Mass. It gave me a chance to hear people say how much they appreciate what the 
Eucharist is and what it means to them. !
But the fifteen or sixteen hour auto trip also gave me time to think of many things. Yet, the 
predominant thought which kept recurring was the beginning of the Advent season which occurs 
this weekend. The prophet Isaiah will announce that the hills are to be lowered and the crooked 
ways made straight to prepare for the coming of the Lord. As the miles stretched in front of me, I 
realized full well the meaning of that passage from Isaiah and thought how much easier the 
drive would be if it was a straight path and a four-lane highway. I looked within myself and tried 
to name what must be lowered in my own life as well as what needs to be straightened out if I 
take the time to let the Lord enter my life this Advent. !
The drive to Scobey and Flaxville ended with the celebration of Eucharist. The Advent journey 
brings us to Bethlehem, which means “house of bread." May this Advent be a time to make 
straight the path between God and ourselves. May it be a time when we discover the Lord more 
fully in Eucharist. !
Would I make the 800-mile journey to Scobey and Flaxville again? I sure would. It was a journey 
of faith which will help make my Advent journey hopefully better. 
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