


“You are Mine…You are precious to Me”
           (Isaiah 43:1, 4)

God has blessed me always!  When I was seven years old, I made 
my First Holy communion (May 20, 1955).  How can I remember 

that fact and why is it a celebration for me every year?  Well, it was 
also the day my grandmother died.  Today, as I reflect upon this 
memory, I see how God’s powerful presence was working in my life.

As Jesus was about to come into my life, he 
was calling my beloved disabled grandmother 
home.  Unfortunately, she had rheumatoid 
arthritis and was unable to stand or walk.  For 
17 years she laid in her bed, a small-frame 
woman, with a smiling face and a warm heart.  
What I remember about her is her kindness 
and her laughter.  The rosary was always 
wrapped around her crumpled hands.  Indeed, 
she was a prayer warrior!

My dad told me that when I was three years 
old, I figured out why she could not walk.  
“It’s because she didn’t have any shoes.”  At 
that point my dad, my aunt and Grandma Mary had a very good laugh.  
So, one of my first gifts God gave me was a sense of humor.  This 
gift not only gives joy and relief, but has been a blessing to me and 
to many.  

“If you seek Me, you will find Me”
     (Jeremiah 29:13)

When I met my husband, I had not been attending church 
regularly.  As we began to plan our wedding, it didn’t really 

matter where we got married (my church, his church, the Justice 
of the Peace).
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Thank God I met a man who said, “We get married in the church or no 
wedding.”  This was one of the few times he stood firm in his faith.  People 
who know me today think I live in church since so much of my life is 
there.  Isn’t God awesome?  My husband and I made Marriage Encounter, 
a weekend retreat for the enrichment of married couples.  Through this 
experience God put desires into my heart to draw me close to Him.

“Reap what you sow…”
     (John 4:35-36)

God gently nodded me in the direction of teaching 
religious education to eighth grade students.  

After the first class I really thought God got this 
ALL WRONG!!  Today, I can truthfully say “God 
got it 100% right!  In May, 2012, I concluded my 
eighth year of teaching over 100 students.

God planted many seeds over the years, and he’s 
given me the opportunity to see the fruits of this 
labor.  One of my students, Freddy Isler, has 
become a teacher’s aide and a catechist!  Freddy 
has many fine leadership skills and is now the 
president of the CYO (Catholic Youth Organization) in our parish.  During 
the “Living Stations of the Cross,” this young man played Jesus.  What a 
beautiful gift God has given me to witness his life!

“I am the Bread of Life”
     (John 6:35)

Perhaps the most cherished gift of all is becoming an Extraordinary Eucharistic 
Minister.  I felt like my heart was on fire and my whole face lit up the first 
time I gave Eucharist.  As an extension of this ministry, I now serve people 
who are disabled and homebound.  Their devotion brings me to my knees.  
When my father was severely ill and still at home, he received Jesus as if each 
time was the first time in his life.  He melted my heart.  Now I give the 
Eucharist to my mother, who has cancer.  She now knows His presence, 
comfort, strength, and indeed His peace.  It has also been my honor and my 
privilege to serve Eucharist to my fellow Victorious Missionaries members.  
There is a very intense peace and humility when you serve the Eucharist.
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“When I am weak, then I am strong”
     (2 Corinthians 12:10)

In 1998, at the ripe old age of 50, I had my left knee totally replaced.  
When the doctor rendered me permanently disabled, I was shocked.  So, 

not only was I in physical agony, but experiencing mental and emotional 
anguish as well.  Then in 1999, my right 
knee was totally replaced.  Now I have a 
matching set.  How I made it through 
those two years without a job, God 
only knows.  Trusting God became the 
order of the day, and I was challenged 
to lean on my faith tremendously!

I have had a total of ten operations in 
my lifetime.  Although I wouldn’t call it 
a piece of cake, I can truly say God has 
been with me every step of the way.  If 
we knew ahead of time what our future would call us to endure, I think we 
would search for a hiding place to avoid it all.  So like a child, God took me 
by the hand and led me from pain and heartache to joy and reassurance.  

“I know well the plans I have for you…
a future full of hope”
     (Jeremiah 29:11)

In the summer of 2000, I was introduced to the Victorious Missionaries.  
They were attending their annual retreat on the beautiful grounds of the 

Columban Center by Lake Erie.  My disability suddenly became a blessing 
as I was greeted with true hospitality and laughter.  This little group made 
me feel like one of their own.  There are times when I can’t even remember 
what my life was like 12 years ago.  Somehow, I think I was always destined 
to be a VM member.  Did my beloved grandmother pray me into this 
ministry?  (I wonder!)

The world of disability has consumed me, and I mean that in a very positive 
way.  God has opened my eyes, my mind and my heart to serve this community.
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“The VM motto, 
the gift of healing 
and hope, certainly 
became very real 
to me during these 
times of trial.”



The Spirit of God sometimes baffles me.  Only He could put me in some 
positions and use me the way that fits into His plans.  Many times I say, 
“Yes,” and then wonder, “Why me?  Or who am I?  Or what can I contribute?”  
All that I know for sure is, when God calls you He will make you ready!

Leadership has always been part of my destiny.  As President, Treasurer and 
Transportation Officer, I can clearly see the needs and the strengths of my 
VMs.  The Victorious Missionaries are beautiful witnesses of Gods’ love—
especially to love one another.  We are also God’s Ambassadors to share 
His gifts of acceptance, joy and restoration.  

One year at our annual retreat, Mary decided to join us for the first time.  
She told two of us how frightened she was to get a CT scan.  The doctors 
suspected she had bleeding in her brain.  Deacon Bill Willis’ talk gave her 
the courage to go forward and she found out she was fine.  Maggy and I 
knew God’s peace, but now Mary found His peace, too.

“Ambassadors for Christ”
     (2 Corinthians 5:20)

For the past five years, I have challenged the Buffalo VM Chapter to 
reach out and invite many different people with various disabilities to 

attend our annual picnic.  It 
started out slowly in 2007 with 
only 40 people.  Last year in 
2011, we had over 300 folks 
with smiling faces attend.  There 
were young and old alike, people 
with developmental disabilities, 
others who were blind, folks in 
group homes and autistic young 
people.  During this picnic we 
handed out 250 teddy bears.  
Where did we get all those 

bears?  (Better yet, why were 150 of them in my apartment?  Actually, I felt 
a little lonely for about a week after the event.)
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Acquiring the teddy bears turned into a very unique outreach program.  The 
religious education seventh and eighth graders collected 167 bears and ran 
a raffle where $170.00 were designated for more bears and to help pay for 
live entertainment.  Youth groups and the Catholic Charities group also got 
into the act.  One family embraced it and turned their garage sale hunts into 
little teddy bear adventures.  When we told people what we were doing and 
why, many people donated their bears and wished us well.  It was a very joyful 
time and it is awesome to see how God blended everyone together.

This year, 2012, we will continue to grow.  We will have our original picnic 
in the Northtowns.  However, another parish in the Southtowns is willing to 
have a picnic and help us expose new people to the world of disabilities and 
the beauty of God’s people.  We have learned God has no limits.

“I am the vine, you are the branches”
     (John 15:5)

One of the most rewarding benefits for 
me has been the annual trip to the VM 

National Conference in Belleville, Illinois, each 
October.  When I met Shirley Daniels, our 
treasurer for many years, she mentioned that I 
should become the National Representative for 
the Buffalo Chapter.  Since I had back surgery in 
January 2002, I didn’t even know how I would 
recover—let alone think of airports and fly-
ing.  God’s plan for me went national.  Since 
that year, I have been fortunate to meet our 

national leaders, Br. Francis Sullivan, OMI, 
Br. Tom Ruhmann, OMI, Billie Munie and 
Bette Meyer.  Their guidance and support has 
helped me share Fr. John Maronic’s vision.  
Leaders and members from chapters around 
the country are now my very special friends.  
At the national conferences, we learn how 
some of the chapters are thriving and yet 
others are diminishing.  
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Each life touches another and so I have received wisdom and strength 
from all of you.  Your courage and your stamina have overwhelmed me at 
times.  The reality is that you make me want to work harder, not only for 
Buffalo, but for all the chapters and the National Office.

With great sincerity, I believe it takes all of us to make one of us.  We have 
strength in a unified mission.  Although you have chosen me to receive the 
Father John Maronic Award, I think it belongs to all of you.  Your dedication 
and service to this beautiful community has challenged me in so many ways.

My hope for our future...

 May God continue to bless us 
 with many new beginnings, 
 friendships and achievements.  
 May we all know the fullness of 
 His boundless love and continue 
 to increase our ministry.

   Carol
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