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The Progress

For many priests, memories of one's first parish experiences are indelible and 
unforgettable. After years of preparation, a priest finally has the opportunity to be involved 
in pastoral ministry. For me, the first parish was a growing, sprawling parish in the 
Northwest suburbs of Chicago. I arrived there in May of 1960. As was the custom of the 
time, the "new priest" suddenly found himself in charge of the teenagers, the Catholic 
parish school and religious education program.!
It was a large parish with 1,300 students in the Catholic school, 1,800 in the CCD grade 
school religious education program and another 800 in the high school religion classes. 
There was only one Catholic parish in the town which helped to create a built-in sense of 
community. I served for five years in this parish during the years of Vatican II when the 
church began to experience a unique transition. I remember well how I invested myself 
completely into the life of this parish, and especially with the young people and their 
families. !
Over the years, I kept in contact with some of the young people and their families. 
However, last weekend, the grade school class of 1964 had a reunion. They had called 
more than a year ago to ask if I could join them, and I did. They wanted to begin the day 
with a celebration of the Eucharist in the small chapel where they often gathered as 
children. !
I got there early so that I could visit with them before Mass. I have to admit that the 
excitement of seeing these "kids" who were now mature adults took me by surprise. I 
surprised myself more by recognizing many of them. They began to tell stories that 
brought back a host of memories. It was hard to believe that some of these "kids" were 
now grandparents. It was harder to hear of the deaths of some of their classmates. It was 
wonderful to see some of their parents who had come to the celebration as well. !
There were quick conversations with those who had returned for the reunion. I learned 
what happened in their lives over these past thirty years. I asked about their brothers and 
sisters and their families. Three of the nuns who taught these "kids" had also come back 
for the reunion as well as some of the lay teachers. It was definitely a time to remember.  !
The Grade School Graduating Class of 1964 lived through one of the most exciting and 
challenging times in the history of our world. They were born at the beginning of the fifties 
in the tensions of the Cold War. I remember going into their classrooms in November of 
1963 and telling them that the President had been shot. Their high school years suddenly 
brought the reality of Vietnam into their lives. As they went on to college or to work, many 
of them married and began to raise children of their own. It was a turbulent time in our 
country and world as values shifted and a cultural revolution took place. !
However, last weekend, it was important for this group of young people to return to their 
childhood and to remember. What was impressive and amazing was the importance that a 
Catholic parish and school had in their lives and the difference that these experiences 
made. They seemed to want to recapture it for one more brief moment. 
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So many of these 1964 graduates spoke about their present involvement with the church. 
They spoke as well of the gratitude they owed their parents for all that their parents shared 
with them. It was especially good to know that somehow or other in God's providence that 
the investment of countless people in their lives thirty years ago had yielded some 
wonderful results. !
Yes, they brought pictures with them that were taken years ago. I forgot how thin I was or 
that my hair was once dark brown. But the picture that will remain in my memory will be 
this wonderful group of young people who gathered once again to celebrate Eucharist and 
to remember. I looked out at them and it was hard to keep the tears back as I recalled 
their individual stories of growing up as Catholic kids in the 60s. !
Thirty years later, I give thanks to God for Catholic schools, for a parish community that 
touched the lives of countless people, and for the privilege of being a priest who was 
invited to be part of peoples' lives. Yes, it was a different era and a different time. But what 
is refreshing and wonderful is that this same story is happening today in our parishes and 
schools. It was great to go back for the reunion of the Class of 1964. It was important to 
take time to remember. May God's grace and peace be yours.!
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