


Life’s First Challenges

I am the oldest of seven children. Not sitting up at 14 months caused great concern 
when I was little. I was sent to Children’s Hospital where they diagnosed me with 
Cerebral Palsy. They put me in two knee-high braces and sent me to physical 
therapy several times per week. I did not like it and cried a lot during these sessions. 
I never did learn to write. They now say the reason is that not only are my arms involved, 
but my back is, too, so that limits my writing with a pencil. The good news is I have 
some ability to use an electric typewriter with my hands.

When I made my First Holy Communion, Freda 
Paluch watched me walk down the long church aisle 
like all the other children, but I did it with my leg 
brace. “I was so proud of her,” said Freda. “That little 
girl showed determination and resilience – even at 
that young age. It was as if God whispered in her ear, 
‘Be independent, Sweetie!’” They were afraid to let me 
receive the whole host so they broke it in half for me. 
Now I receive the wine, too. For a while I tried to use 
the cup, but I found it very difficult since my neck is 
not straight. The pastor and Eucharistic Minister made 
allowances for me and I now use a plastic straw. With 
all adjustments, it sometimes takes a while for alter-
natives to be set up, but be patient and stay with it! 

Moments of Triumph

I experienced many trials during my education years, but also knew many triumphs  – 
including learning Latin! Since I can only type with one finger, my mom helped me 
complete college. On college graduation day, I had told the nun in charge that I 
could carry my own diploma. (I was thinking it would be like my high school one.) 
I had all I could do to hold onto it! I hurried across the stage and met Sister while 
the auditorium-packed audience rose to its feet for a standing ovation. When I 
noticed tears in her eyes, I was thinking, “Well, that’s okay!” In spite of the keyboarding 
challenge, I used my ability to type reports for a childhood rehabilitation center for 
18 years.
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Traveling Times

When I was young, we went to Disneyland in California and Disney World in 
Florida, where I met Goofy. After my First Holy Communion in 1949, a family 
friend offered my parents a trip to Montreal, Canada. My father drove over 15 
hours to the Shrine of Sainte Anne de Beaupré and Saint Joseph’s Oratory of 
Mount Royal. Mom, Dad, my sister and I climbed the stairs at the shrine. (Since 
then, more have been added – totaling 100.) Some people climb on their knees 
in honor of Our Lady. That family friend had hoped I would experience a healing 
while we were there. Maybe not physical, but surely I was blessed with strength 
and endurance. 

One of the most memorable moments in my life was a trip to Rome with my mom, 
Deacon Bill Willis, Sr. Josanne Busczek and 25 other individuals with disabilities. 
Sr. Josanne, a Felician sister, organized many fundraisers to help with the costs. 
She said, “Good thing people like spaghetti dinners.” It was challenging to get all 
the folks and their wheelchairs on the plane. Rome’s cobblestoned pathways offered 
their own unique challenge, too. Travel back then was not as accommodating as 
it is today. What was the trip like? Think about a constant “adrenaline rush” – 
God’s generosity of life, giving strength and spirit to all the caregivers. Yet they all 
witnessed great joy! The only disappointing part was that my mom’s camera was 
stolen so we couldn’t share our “Kodak moments” with others.

After this trip, my mom and I became a “traveling duo.” We accompanied Deacon 
Bill, Sr. Josanne and 20 persons with disabilities from the Buffalo, New York VM 
Chapter to the National Shrine of Our Lady of the Snows in Belleville, Illinois, 
for the VMs’ 25th Anniversary Celebration (again, at no cost to them). What a 
blessing! I met Fr. John Maronic, OMI for the second time.

 “Maggy dishes up hospitality 
with joy in her heart 

and a big smile on her face.”
– Carol Buchla
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Founding of the 
Buffalo, New York VM Chapter 

I am one of the two remaining founding members of the Buffalo VM Chapter. 
In 1976, Mary Lou Catalono, Dolly Bunte and I met with VM founder, Fr. John 
Maronic, OMI who encouraged us to start a chapter in our city. Dolly became our 
first president, and I served as Vice President. I have also periodically typed up 
reports when the Buffalo VMs needed to send them to the National Office and 
other VM Chapters. For the VMs’ annual fundraiser, I put up flyers on the bulletin 
board at my residence. I tell my friends, “I will be by later on to sell tickets and 
collect your money.” I have been called a “baker on wheels” because I power scoot 
to the nearest store to pick up cookies or some other dessert for our monthly VM 
meetings. As current Buffalo VM President Carol Buchla says, “When my parents 
died, Maggy called me and, with great compassion, gave me her condolences and 
offered me a “listening ear” if I should need it. Her body may be small, but her 
heart is gigantic! She always asks about her fellow VMs and prays for them in 
times of illness or struggle. I wish God made a million Maggys in this world. The 
Buffalo VMs have been blessed over and over again with our dear friend.”
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Service to Other Agencies

I do not let my disability stop me from reaching out to 
others. I have served on the Diocesan Advisory Board 
for Persons with Disabilities with longtime Buffalo VM 
Spiritual Moderator, Deacon Bill Willis. He and I gave 
many talks to individuals and groups to make them aware 
of disabilities in the local area. I was a member of the 
Diocesan Disabilities Action Team with Sharon Urbaniak, 
Director of Faith Formation and Special Needs Programs 
for Persons with Disabilities. I am always promoting 
people with disabilities in my home parish. I also belong 
to CUSA, which started out as a pen pal writing fellow-

ship to support one another through prayer and correspondence. With the advent 
of emails, CUSA is still a way for people with chronic illness or disability to care 
for others like themselves through an online or postal service Christian support 
group. I have far outlived the life expectancy of someone with this disability, but I 
know God has bigger plans for me. 

Powerhouse Witness

I have been called “God’s little powerhouse witness” because I educate people 
about the strengths and positive aspects of being disabled. One year, the Buffalo 
VMs’ annual Day of Renewal was at the Fatima Shrine in Lewiston, New York. 
During the Mass, the priest began to distribute Communion to the people. Since 
no one approached those of us with disabilities, I led the way in my motorized 
scooter. The rest of the VMs with walkers and canes followed me down the aisle. 
I heard someone say, “They really must love the Lord.” Imagine!

A few years ago, Daybreak TV Productions completed work on a series of disabilities-
inclusion videos for the Diocese of Buffalo. It is called, “Disabilities Awareness: 
Welcoming Our Differences.” Since I am a parish advocate, I was asked to be 
interviewed and also did a voiceover regarding disabilities. I believe in the mantra: 
Let your light shine for Christ.  
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Meeting a Saint    

My mom, who has been my life-long companion, 
and I were invited to a college graduation at 
Niagara University. The keynote speaker was 
no other than Mother Teresa! I didn’t know any 
of the graduates, but I attended along with ten 
other individuals with disabilities. I was thrilled 
when Mother Teresa approached me, held my 
hands, and smilingly asked me to pray for her. A 
friend of mine captured that treasured moment 
on film. As one person commented, “Humility 
touched humility that day.”

In Summary

Even at 73, I return to my beginnings. A few years ago a doctor said I needed 
physical therapy once again because of some pain I was having. I did nothing for 
several months, but finally gave in and called. I was very surprised when I saw how 
much the physical therapist could help me. I received a walker, an electric wheel-
chair and a host of exercises, which I performed. To my delight, I found so much 
balance with the walker that I practice walking a lot and have gained a great deal 
of strength. If you have Cerebral Palsy, consider trying therapy again. They know 
so much more now than when I first went in 1943. I bet you will be pleasantly 
surprised, too.

I believe laughter can be the best medicine. Case in point: I had thrown a piece of 
orange on the kitchen floor. My dog chased it around barking like it was alive. It 
was the funniest thing. I still laugh when I recall that incident. Laughing is important 
for everyone. Thinking about that time with my dog helps me relax.

Receiving the 2014 Fr. John Maronic Award is one of the nicest gifts anyone could 
ever give me. Being a VM means following all the people who went before me in 
this organization, and there are many past recipients from my Buffalo Chapter who 
are now in heaven.

Maggy 


