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The Progress

The phone call had come earlier in the week. However, I really didn't have much time to 
think about the message that was left for me. It was simple and direct: "Sister Rose 
Loretto died last evening. We thought you would like to know." However, a letter sent to 
family and friends arrived a few days later. It described the final days of a wonderful 
person who served as a Sister of Providence for 62 years. She died on Pentecost 
evening, June 7, 1992. Since then, I have enjoyed a host of memories which are vivid 
and powerful of how this wonderful person touched my life.!

I first met her way back in 1945. She was the new nun assigned as one of three 
homeroom teachers for the eighth grade boys at St. Mel School on the West Side of 
Chicago. Those were the days when the boys and girls were separated into different 
classes. We knew we would have different teachers for the main subjects, but the 
homeroom teacher was critical. We hadn't expected any changes that fall of 1945, but lo 
and behold, Sister Rose Loretto showed up and I found myself in her homeroom.!

A gifted teacher!

Few realities in life are worse for eighth grade boys than the unexpected. What would 
this new nun be like? Looking back almost some fifty years, our teachers really deserved 
a religious Medal of Honor with over forty students in a classroom and six sections of 
eighth graders. And yet, this wonderful person in a quiet and gentle way challenged all of 
us to an appreciation of learning and study I had never experienced before. More than 
anyone else, she taught me to appreciate the joy of reading. It was more than reading 
words, but rather to relish the novel, relive the historical event, appreciate the nuances of 
words.!

She also taught me so much that would become apparent years later. She taught me the 
meaning of commitment and a joy in serving others. And yes, she was the one that kept 
raising the question with me, "What are you going to do with your life?" She didn't push 
the subject, but she was asking me and encouraging me to consider priesthood. And I 
did. Visiting Sister Rose Loretto was a regular ritual during the seminary vacation days, 
and I still have the note she sent me when I was ordained a priest.!

A wonderful friend!

I used to see her regularly after I was ordained, but then she was transferred back to 
Indiana where she served on her provincial council and at a retreat house. We kept in 
touch always at Christmas, and there was always the encouraging words of support, 
friendship and care. I soon discovered that not only was I keeping in contact with an 
eighth-grade teacher, but a friend.
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I visited my friend, Sister Rose Loretto at St. Mary of the Woods in west central Indiana 
about two years ago. She had contracted Alzheimer's disease, and yet, when I brought 
up names from the past, she seemed alert and very much alive. Sister Rose Loretto was 
definitely part of my past, but she is also so much a part of my life today. She was a 
teacher with the rare gift of sharing not only knowledge, but values, ideals, dreams and 
hopes.!

In so many ways, Sister Rose Loretto represents so many of those wonderful religious 
women who had a profound effect on all our lives. I give thanks to God for all the 
religious women who shared their faith and their lives with so many of us in the 
experience of Catholic education.!

A final prayer!

I am told that when the other sisters in the community paged through Sister Rose 
Loretto's prayer book, they found a prayer card with the following verse:!

When I am dying, How glad I shall be  
 
That the lamp of my life has been burned out for Thee.  
 
That sorrow has darkened the pathway I trod, 
  
that thorns, not roses were strewn o'er its sod.!

That anguish of spirit full after was mine, !

since anguish of spirit so often was Thine. !

My cherished Rabboni, how glad I shall be!

To die with the hope of a welcome from Thee.!

This poem was read at the funeral liturgy for Sister Rose Loretto. Somehow or other, I 
know that our good and gracious God welcomed Sister Rose Loretto home. It was a 
privilege to know Sister Rose Loretto. May God's grace and peace be yours.!
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