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Letter from the Provincial   Sr. Mary Ellen Moore, SH Letter from the Editor   Sr. Jean Kielty, SH

Pain is an inevitable part of life. Whether it be the pain of a 
scratched knee as a child, the break up of a first relationship as 
a teen, the divorce of parents, the loss of a friendship, the pain 
of disappointment, broken bones, pinched nerves, chronic pain 
resulting from a medical condition, or the death of a loved one,  
each one of us, at sometime or another, experiences pain in some 
area of our life. We cannot avoid it. However, we can determine 
how we are going to respond to the pain we experience in life, and 
whether it controls us and keeps us from living or whether we al-
low pain to teach us and stretch us.

In this issue, our writers share their experiences of pain, forgiveness and heal-
ing in their lives and in the lives of others around them. Each of our writers al-
lowed themselves to walk through pain and be open to new life as a result. Our 
Helper member highlighted in this issue is Sr. Angie Kolacinski, SH, who tells of 
her ministry with young people at Holy Cross/Immaculate Heart of Mary Parish 
in Chicago. 

In our section on Helper history, we move from St. Louis and head west to San 
Francisco. After the house in St. Louis was well-established, in 1905 Mother St. 
Bernard and another sister boarded the train to head west for the third founda-
tion in the U.S. We hope you enjoy this little piece of Helper history.

As we have done in past issues, we invite you to peruse the recommend reading 
list on page 27. Also, on page 28 you will find the questions we provided in ad-
vance to the authors for consideration. We hope you will take time during this 
Easter season to reflect upon the paschal mystery, and where pain, forgiveness 
and healing have impacted you and encouraged you to grow, spring into new 
life, and find re-birth.

Even though they were not fervent about their faith, Jobs’ par-
ents wanted him to have a religious upbringing, so they took 
him to the Lutheran Church most Sundays.  That came to an 
end when he was thirteen.  In July 1968, Life magazine pub-
lished a shocking cover showing a pair of starving children in Bi-
afra.  Jobs took it to Sunday school and confronted the church’s 
pastor.  “If I raise my finger, will God know which one I’m go-
ing to raise even before I do it?” The pastor answered, “Yes, 
God knows everything.”  Jobs then pulled out the Life cover 

and asked, “Well, does God know about this and what’s going to happen to 
those children?” “Steve, I know you don’t understand, but yes, God knows 
about that.”  Jobs announced that he didn’t want to have anything to do with 
worshipping such a God, and he never went back to church” (Steve Jobs, Walter 
Isaacson). Suffering has long been both the stumbling block as well as a turning 
point of conversion for many people. 

Sometimes it seems that suffering in the human community knows no bounds.  
It is a mystery that boggles our minds as we reflect on the extent and degree of 
pain human beings have had to and can endure. No one escapes suffering yet, 
some people seem to have incredibly more suffering in their lives than others, 
and there really is no explanation.  In the absence of certitude, we are seem-
ingly left to our own devices to bring meaning to our experiences and our un-
derstanding of the experiences of others.  

If the Biblical story of Adam and Eve, and many other myths lay the responsibil-
ity for suffering at the feet of our own human frailty, it is the Christian experi-
ence of the Paschal Mystery that engages our heart.  God, in the person of his 
Son, Jesus, shares our suffering.  He came to be one with us in our suffering, to 
experience our powerlessness in trying to take it away. We can experience that 
He remains with us, and walks beside us in our pain. Suffering that is shared is 
eased and that relationship is solidified.  Those who walk with us in our pain 
remain with us in our memory forever.  

It is important and challenging to wrestle intellectually with the meaning of suf-
fering, but it is life-changing to invite our God into the depth of our pain.  As we 
allow ourselves to journey though our own paschal mystery, it shapes us into a 
compassionate people open to God’s love and willing to accompany others in 
their suffering.

Voices of Hope is now available online at www.helpers.org.
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In the hospital, pain and healing are commonplace. Tears of hap-
piness, joy, sorrow and despair are shed every day. I see patients, 
families and medical providers in various states of pain and heal-
ing from a physical, emotional, psychological, and spiritual stand-
point. I have been present when parents have received the heart 
breaking news about their precious child needing a transplant. 
I have waited with parents as their child received a life-saving 

transplant. And, unfortunately, I have cried with parents when their child has 
died. For some, 24 hours in the hospital feels like an eternity, while for others, 
it is literally a lifetime. 

The hospital is a place where life is revealed as a precious, fragile, and beautiful 
gift. We will all one day die, but our expectation is that those who are younger 
than we are will outlive their elders. When families are forced to acknowledge 
their child has a life-threatening illness, this reality can be difficult to accept. 
Doctors are not God, even if some of us (and some of them) think this is true. 
Even with the best advances in medicine, we still know relatively little about 
how our bodies and minds work and how to repair them when they are broken. 

My role during these times often involves giving families the opportunity to 
express a full range of emotions. Some cry, scream and swear, while others be-
come very angry at the medical team, themselves, the child or other family 
members.  Some may even question God’s role in the suffering. I have sat with 
families who, when given time, space and permission to express themselves, 
have talked about their fears, worries and lack of control over the situation. I 
have also been blessed to sit with parents who, in the midst of suffering, show 
extraordinary strength, hope and an appreciation for life. 

I once listened to parents of a critically ill child in the Intensive Care Unit talk 
about the joy their child brought to those who met him. They talked with awe 
about how much happiness their child found in everyday things, even though 
his illness led to physical limitations that many of us would have allowed to 
defeat us. In the midst of sadness and the difficulty of not knowing what the fu-
ture held, they talked about the blessings they saw in their lives. They had very 
supportive family, friends, and a belief in God’s presence in all their struggles. 

For them especially, their faith in God was the major force that gave them the 
energy and resilience to keep getting up each morning.  The families that spend 
a lot of time at the hospital are often forced to live in the present.

Being in a situation that is difficult to comprehend often leads us to re-examine 
what truly matters in life. I, too, am not immune to the pain and healing that I 
watch others experience and endure. I have cried and laughed with parents as 
we nervously awaited test results. I have become frustrated with teenagers who 
did not take their medicines as prescribed and risked losing their transplanted 
organs. There have also been times I have had to telephone Child Services when 
the medical team and I believed that a parent neglected a child’s medical needs. 
These are definitely not my favorite days at work, but for me, finding where God 
is present in these situations is extremely important in helping me cope.  

When a day has been particularly emotional, I anxiously look forward to run-
ning so I can reconnect with God and reflect upon where He was present during 
the day.  Running is a great stress reliever for me, which enables me to reach 
a state of mind where I am able to best process the events of the day. Running 
transports me to a place where I feel free and connected to God. Being outside 
in the fresh air, regardless of the weather, helps me find a positive perspective 
in just about any situation, while the beauty of my surroundings helps remind 
me that God has created an amazing world. When I run, I feel God’s presence 
in all things. 

 God: The Force of Energy and Resilience
                                                                     by Joanne Singleton

The hospital is a place where life

is revealed as a precious, fragile, and beautiful gift. 
Running transports me to a place where

 I feel free and connected to God.
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A Gift of Pain, Forgiveness, and Healing 
                                                                  by Matthew Priesbe

We lost our firstborn son on 
Thanksgiving Day. We knew Bene-
dict only for the nine months of his 
prenatal life.  We knew he had a fa-
tal chromosomal condition for the 
last four months of his life.  We also 
know his life was given to us as a gift 
of pain, forgiveness and healing.

Cheryl and I had been married only 
a couple of months when we found 

out she was pregnant.  From my per-
spective as a first-time father, preg-
nancy is a time of constant concern: Is 
my wife eating enough?  How are the 
family finances?  Are we good paren-
tal examples?  It can be hard to weave 
these anxieties together with the joy 
that the birth of a child deserves. 

All shall be well, and all shall be well and 
all manner of things shall be well.

-Julian of Norwich

My wife and I share a strong faith, and 
it was one of the things that brought 
us to each other.  That faith was trans-
formed on July 11 when an ultrasound 
found that our child had Trisomy 18, 
which is both untreatable and fatal.  
That night and the next three days, 
until the test was confirmed, were the 
saddest days of our lives.

Darkness pervaded our house, even 
in midsummer daylight.  We didn’t 
know how to tell people, how to con-
nect with friends, or how to comfort 
each other.  Most days were a fog of 
doing the absolute minimum to get to 
the next day.

We never blamed each other.  We 
never misdirected anger toward 
ourselves or God.  But, we couldn’t 
avoid the pain of knowing our child 
was not long for this world.  Pain is 
avoided by most people, and the 
easy way out is sought.  The only way 
for us was to embrace the reality of 
our son’s illness.

My advice is not to look too deeply 
for the causes of pain, which can 
lead to regret or blame or deep an-

ger.  Rather, look to the possibility of 
change and growth from pain.  Christ 
didn’t come to remove suffering, but 
to show us transformative suffer-
ing, which is love.  We couldn’t see 
beyond the next moment when we 
were in our grief, but now we can see 
several ways that the loss of our son 
helped us see the loving image of the 
Son.

All shall be well, and all shall be well and 
all manner of things shall be well.

We went for a final ultrasound on 
Benedict’s due date.  No heartbeat 
was found.  Our Benedict had been 
taken from us.  We were granted 
the beautiful mercy of not having to 
watch our son suffer.  I held him after 
the delivery and will never forget his 
ocean-blue eyes. I hope to see him 
again.

Forgiveness is a response to a hurt, 
perceived or real, caused by some-
one else.  We never felt hurt, but that 

Running also helps me remember that “I can 
do all things through Christ, who strengthens 
me” (Philippans 4:13). I find the strength to 
endure any situation, not because I am bril-
liant, but in knowing that through my faith 
in God, I am not alone. God gives me the 
strength and the gifts to fulfill the role he has 
carved out for me in this world, if I’m willing 
to follow Him. For me, running is the medium 
where most often my soul and my faith in God 
is renewed and strengthened.

Joanne Singleton is originally from Scotland and 
moved to the United States over 15 years ago.   
She has spent the last eight years living in Chicago. 
Joanne loves running, traveling, and playing out-

doors, which she finds provides stress relief and balance from her day job as a medical 
social worker. Joanne received her Masters in Social Work at the University of Nebraska 
at Omaha in 2000 and became a licensed clinical social worker in Illinois in 2004. For 
the past two years, she has worked at Children’s Memorial Hospital with children who 
need or have had a liver and/or intestinal transplants, and their families. In addition, she 
recently fulfilled a dream and got into the Guinness Book of Records for running the fast-
est half marathon dressed as a fruit (see picture of her dressed as a strawberry)!  Joanne 
can be reached at jsingleton72@yahoo.com.
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Love Thy Neighbor    
                                  by Clete Campbell

The world 

can be a cynical place

 when we lock God out

 of our world 

and try to solve our 

problems 

on our own.

April 1996, Washington, D.C.
I never met the man who 
would drastically change my 
life and the way I saw the 
world. I never saw his face. I 
never even got a good glimpse 
of him.

I saw him only from above an overpass on Sec-
ond Street as cars zipped along the Capital Belt-
way of Interstate 495 to beat the lunch-time 
rush hour traffic on a typically busy Wednesday 
in the nation’s capital. Cars swerved to avoid 
hitting him as he lay face down in the middle 
lane of one of the United State's most traveled 
roads, and I tried to process the surreal scene 
in front of me. I figured my friends and I were 
standing close to where he had stood minutes 
before.

I heard sirens and a flurry of honking horns as 
the man lay motionless and dying. I didn’t even 
think to say a prayer for him as I wondered to 
myself, “Why would anyone jump?”

Outside of television and the movies, I had 
never (nor have I since) seen anyone die. I was 
20 years old and on a service trip with class-
mates from Loras College. We were standing 
four blocks from the Community for Creative 
Non-Violence (CCNV), one of the nation’s larg-
est homeless shelters and the only roof which 
over 1,000 struggling folks could call their own. 

I had a basic understanding of God’s calling to 
love thy neighbor but didn’t have a strong real-
ization of what it meant to see God in everyone. 
Initially, I coldly saw him only as someone who 
committed suicide. In the paper, he’d be just a 
name and a statistic. For the rush hour drivers 

our son’s death was simply some-
thing that was given to us. I think of 
moments in this struggle – places, 
circumstances, doctors who weren’t 
sensitive to us, that caused us despair. 

Much harder has been the forgive-
ness of friends who didn’t deal well 
with our loss and from whom we’ve 
also pulled away.   This includes self-
forgiveness and perhaps a realization 
that those relationships weren’t nur-
turing in the first place.  I’m trying to 
figure out several of these relation-
ships which have suffered.  I recognize 
that I still can’t pick up the phone, and 
I’m not sure when that will change.

Grief doesn’t disappear.  Healing is 
not always complete or even neces-
sarily sought.  We appreciate every 
small mention of our son Benedict 
because it makes him more present 
to us.  We gain great comfort through 
prayer to and with our son.  We have a 
better understanding of the commu-
nion of saints because we now know 
our son and others who have died are 
not separated from us, but constantly 
present in an enriched way.

We believe we are still called to be 
parents, but we don’t know the form 
that will take.  We do know that we 
are tasked to carry our son’s memory 
with us, to advocate for those with 
prenatal conditions, and to share in 
the grief of others.  Our son matters 
because of the change he has made 
in our lives.

I offer one last passage that was great 
comfort to us:  “For I know the plans I 
have for you, declares the Lord.  Plans 
to prosper you, never to harm you; 
plans to give you hope and a future”  
(Jeremiah 29:11).

Matthew Priesbe is a parishioner of St. 
Teresa of Avila in Chicago, which is also 
the parish of several Helpers.  He works in 
banking and can be reached at 
mpriesbe@aol.com. Matthew and Cheryl 
ask that you please forward this article to 
any families who are experiencing similar 
grief.

Loving God, open our hearts
so that we may feel the breath and play of your spirit.

Unclench our hands
so that we may reach out to one another and touch and be healed.

Open our lips
that we may drink in the delight and wonder of life.

Unclog our ears
to hear your agony in our humanity.

Open our eyes
so that we may see Christ in friend and stranger.

Breathe your Spirit into us
and touch our lives with the life of Christ.

     Anonymous Author 
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angrily blasting their horns as the arriving ambulances further tied up traffic, 
he’d be an inconvenience possibly forgotten by tomorrow.

But it wasn’t until the 18-hour ride home to Iowa when I would finally wonder, 
who was this person who had taken his life and what was his story?

During the most influential week of my life, I met many people at the CCNV. 
Many were people battling drug and alcohol addictions. As I listened to their 
stories, got to know their personalities and hearts and learn they weren’t 
much different from me, for the first time in my life, I saw homeless people for 
who they are: God’s people, often remarkable and all possessing God’s great-
ness and spirit inside of them.

I’ve often asked myself, why did it take me two decades to realize this simple 
truth? I grew up in a vibrant Catholic household where my parents taught me 
that God exists in everyone. I learned the principles of the Catholic faith from 
some wonderful priests and educators. But I never really opened my eyes long 
enough to realize we are all God’s people, until that week in the spring of 1996. 
In short, a man I never met taught me to love my neighbor.

Over the years, my friend from the Capital Beltway has visited me often in my 
thoughts. I wonder who he was, what were the storms and trials he struggled 
with, and I pray for people trapped in crisis living without hope. I pray for heal-
ing for his family. I pray for people like him enduring struggle and strife, who 
battle the terrible idea that there is no other way out than to give up on Jesus’ 
greatest gift to us. 

According to the National Institute on Mental Health, an estimated 35,000 
people commit suicide annually in the United States. An estimated one million 
people end their lives globally each year. Each Sunday in mass, I pray they find 
healing, hope and clarity of vision through God. I pray they discover and know 
happiness. Though we never met, my friend made me conscious of always 

being alert to the needs and struggles of others. I have learned to ask myself: 
What can I do to make this person's life better? For countless lives are saved 
each year by sharing God's love with others and living the simple calling of love 
thy neighbor.

Psalm 34:18 reminds us, “The Lord is near to the brokenhearted, and saves 
those who are crushed in spirit.” 

The Lord tells us, "Do not be afraid, I am with you."

Through HIS love, there is no storm we cannot endure. There are times when I 
have doubted this truth, particularly when my father died in August 2009. But, 
God's love saw me through it.

The world can be a cynical place when we lock God out of our world and try to 
solve our problems on our own. But when we let him in — particularly when 
believing and trusting in HIS love is a matter of life and death — life begins 
again.

There is always hope. There is always a way out of pain, no matter how heavy 
and overbearing it feels. It is God's love.

A native of Sandwich, Illinois and a graduate of Loras College, Clete Campbell resides in 
Dubuque, Iowa and is a sportswriter at the Dubuque Telegraph Herald.

The Lord is near 

to the brokenhearted, 

and saves those 

who are crushed in spirit.

- Psalm 34:18

...for the first time in my life I saw homeless people 

for who they are: 

God’s people, often remarkable and all possessing God’s

 greatness and spirit inside of them.
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  Living Faith Through the Pain, Forgiveness & Healing of Daily Life   
by David and Rachel Andrews

We have been married a mere four years. During 
that short time, we have rejoiced in the miraculous 
way God brought us together. We have also cried 
through two miscarriages, and discerned the heal-
ing found in the forgiveness of our day-to -day inter-
actions with each other.  

Jesus calls each one of us to our own vocation. 
Christian author Gary Thomas said, “If you want to 

be free to serve Jesus stay single…marriage takes a lot of time.  But if you 
want to become more like Jesus…get married.  Being married forces you to 
face some character issues you’d never have to face otherwise.”  Our faith 
tells us that Jesus has our back on this one.  Without His grace and example, 
we would struggle with the seemingly unattainable call to a happy marriage.  
Instead, through His grace, we move toward holiness as we share the healing 
which comes from our shared pain of loss or forgiveness for words spoken too 
harshly. 

In our more difficult conflicts, forgiveness must come before healing. It can be 
difficult to forgive when we are still angry or hurting, but it is the fastest way 
to healing.  Through forgiveness, we release our claim on the other person. It 
is as though we say, “You no longer owe restitution,” for whatever was done 
against us. Once the debt is canceled, we can come to terms with the idea that 
this other person is no longer expected to make us whole again. This is entirely 
reasonable and healthy, because we know that no other person can fulfill our 
deepest needs. Those needs are met by Christ alone!  

Through forgiveness of the other, we can turn our pain over to God and re-
ceive the perfect healing of our spirit that is His alone. Our Lord modeled this 
in the most extreme circumstances during his passion when He asked that his 
torturers be forgiven, “Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.”  
One of our favorite quotes, which is attributed to the Jesuit Father Pedro Ar-
rupe, calls us to allow Jesus’ grace to fulfill us.

Nothing is more practical than finding God.  For both of us, Jesus was our first 
love.  Unlike many first loves, however, He didn’t break up with us when we 
found and married each other.  In fact, His love is more evident in each of us 
because of the other. 

David and Rachel Andrews live in Anchorage, Alaska.  They are both in the medical field.  
As a newly married couple, relocated from Chicago to Anchorage, they have found the 
best support of their marriage sacrament in a weekly Christian couples group.
David and Rachel can be reached at cardarf@yahoo.com.

Through forgiveness of the other, 
we can turn our pain over to God and receive the perfect healing of our 

spirit that is His alone.

Nothing is more practical than finding God.  That is, than falling in love 
in a quite absolute, final way.  What you are in love with, what seizes 
your imagination, will affect everything. It will decide what will get 
you out of bed in the morning, what you will do with your evenings, 
how you will spend your weekends, what you read, who you know, 
what breaks your heart, and what amazes you with joy and gratitude. 
Fall in love, stay in love and it will decide everything.
                                                                                       - Fr. Pedro Arupe, SJ
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      Reflections on Facing Pain, Finding Hope
                                                                          by Dan Hurley

I am a physician. My role as a physiat-
rist is to determine reasons for pain 
in the body and to relieve it. There 
are many other things I do, but pain 
management is one of the biggest 
and most challenging aspects. Every 
day I hear questions and laments 
from patients: Doctor, how serious is 
this? Will I need surgery? I need more 
medication. I’m on too many pills and 
they all just make me sick. 

The existential question of “why is 
there suffering?” is essentially unan-
swerable beyond one’s choice to be-
lieve in something greater than one-
self, to trust in a mystery which is too 
profound to understand, to put one’s 
life in the hands of a loving power 
hopefully in love with us. 

The questions that surround ideas of 
pain, suffering and faith inspired me 
to write the book, Facing Pain, Find-
ing Hope. Life is lived one person, one 
day, one moment at a time. When it 
comes down to our own pain, disap-
pointment and grief, we have very 

specific choices in how we will re-
spond. Looking back at the gospel 
miracle stories, as I did in my book, I 
reflect on the fact that Jesus did not 
rid the world of suffering, disease, 
hunger, death or evil itself. He offered 
love, relief, forgiveness and healing 
to individuals in each of their own 
plights. 

Remember, each person healed in the 
Gospels rejoined a world of possible 
suffering, not a world of no suffering. 
Each person cured of a disease could 
get sick again. Each person previously 
blind and begging, given the miracle 
of sight, was also given the challenge 
of living a new life. Each person raised 
from the dead would one day still die. 
The thief on the cross saw Christ look-
ing into his eyes and together they 
hung there. But they would move on 
through that moment of pain. –Fac-
ing Pain, Finding Hope, p. 201

Deep in our souls, we search for an-
swers to our own struggles: My Lord, 
what is this deep aching I feel inside? 
Is it a gnawing emptiness or a heavy 
weight? Am I grieving some intangible 
loss or am I searching for something I 
have yet to find? Is it melancholia or is 
it the singe of a sacrificial life? Is it the 
pangs of loneliness or is it the price of 
choosing intimacy with You – being in 
the world, but not of the world?

Pain, sorrow, sadness, loss, grief, de-
pression, melancholy, despair and 
anguish are some of the many words 
used to name the feelings and experi-
ences that are hurtful to us in life. The 
word “suffering” encompasses all of 
these emotions and the state of life in 
which they occur. Suffering is the ex-
perience of pain – physical, emotion-
al, spiritual, relational – in life, and 
its impact on all other aspects of life. 
Suffering grows out of the interpreta-
tion of the pain, the awareness of its 
presence in our lives, the knowledge 
and perception of its burden. 

When suffering is not escapable, what 
do we do with that burden? Do we 
reconcile? Do we heal? Do we remain 
bitter, angry, cheated, depressed or 
defeated? What are some of God’s 
words to us?  Pick up your mat and 
walk, says our Lord. Your sins are for-
given, says the Lord. What do you 
want me to do for you? asks the Lord. 
Take my yoke upon you, for my bur-
den is light, says the Lord. Do not be 
anxious, says the Lord, for your Father 
in heaven knows all that you need. 

In our concrete human lives, we must 
open our eyes to see God’s presence 
around us. We must open our ears to 
hear God direct us. “Epthatha; that is, 
be opened.” Take to heart this loving 
command, this offering of the Lord.
The voice of God is ever whispering in 
our hearts and souls. Trust that the di-
vine love constantly seeks to gain ac-
cess to you. – p. 201

As a doctor, I cannot offer miracles. 
I have the seemingly limited tools of 
medicines, procedures, advice, and 
referrals. With these human tools, 
and with all of our technology, often 
we still cannot fully cure the pain, the 
disease, or the inexorable decline. 
Usually we can do something helpful.  
But sometimes patients don’t want 
only part of their problems taken 
away; they want all of their problems 
taken away. Too often, they don’t ac-
cept the small healing available today, 
the manna falling from heaven today, 
because they sense that they will still 
have to face a problem again tomor-
row. 
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It is difficult when patients reject 
small, concrete, partial gifts being 
offered to them today, because they 
don’t seem to be good enough. I won-
der how many people in Jesus’ time 
walked away from Him disappointed 
rather than grateful. 

Remember, in the huge, often over-
whelming challenges of suffering 
in life, God comes as He came two-
thousand years ago – in small ways. 
So many people, back then and now, 
could not accept that the Messiah, 
the great savior of Israel, the antici-
pated king, would show up as just 
a baby, born to poor parents in a 
tiny hovel. Perhaps in our pain, we 
sometimes look too hard for a great 
all-relieving miracle of rescue in our 
lives when God is granting us small 
blessings, one after another, right be-
fore our eyes, every day, to help us 
through this moment, this pain, this 
day. 

We are also given the gifts of one an-
other, allowing us to give and receive 
comfort and relief. Humanity has de-
veloped many miracles through its 
ingenuity. We can accept whatever 
help is offered, whatever new drug or 
therapy, even if it appears not to be 
nearly enough. The few loaves and 
fishes fed five thousand. We can learn 
to live outside the previous percep-
tions of how help could or could not 
arrive. From the most modern high-
tech microsurgery to the most subtle 
energy-based healing therapy, we can 

see and accept Divinity’s hand reach-
ing out to touch us from all corners of 
creation. – p. 198

Be open to the balm that God sends 
you – the kind voice, the medicine 
that sometimes works, the marvels 
of modern technology,  the things we 
take for granted that most people in 
the history of the world never had. 
Being grateful for the simple things 
can be healing in and of itself, and can 
reveal the next simple comfort God 
gives us. Be thankful for the manna of 
this day, however it comes. This is the 
day the Lord has made; be glad and 
rejoice in it. 

In the world of medicine and health, 
be diligent as the woman with the 
hemorrhage who sought a “cure” 
through twelve years of suffering.  Be 
patient as was the man paralyzed for 
thirty-eight years who could never get 
to the healing waters on his own. Be 
aware enough to see that God has in 
fact sent you healings, and be grate-
ful as was the one leper out of the 
ten who were cured.  Trust you life to 
God even when for each of us it will 
come to that day when we hear the 
words, “This day you shall be with Me 
in Paradise.”

To be sure, when pain and suffering 
are not assuaged, we look to the skies 
as did Jesus Himself and cry my God, 
my God, why have You forsaken me? 
That is when we cling to the wood 
of the cross, our cross, and hang on 

through the pain, in trust and total 
loving bonding with our God’s own 
suffering on His cross and “commend” 
our spirits into His hands. 
 
To the dying and to those who lose a 
loved one to death, life-altering illness 
or a destroyed relationship, Jesus says 
first and foremost, I will die with you. I 
am with you, I am with him, I am with 
her in the dying. No one is alone, in 
this most alone of human experiences. 
He also says, This is not the end. It is 
the end, perhaps, to the part that you 
can see, but it is only the beginning of 
so much more to come. Why? We can-
not answer that. We can only risk be-
lieving that God showed up on earth 
as one of us and specifically told us it 
would be so. Paradise is waiting. Fear 
not. Live boldly. Be open to all that is 
possible, to all that may be unseen, to 
all that may be difficult to understand. 
–p. 201

Dr. Hurley lives in Chicago, and works in 
the North Shore University Medical Sys-
tem where he specializes in head, neck 
and spine disorders, concussion treat-
ment, pain management, and physical 
medicine & rehabilitation.  He is a Harvard 
graduate, and is a member of St. Teresa of 
Avila parish.  Also, he is the author of 
Facing Pain, Finding Hope: A Physician Ex-
amines Pain, Faith, and the Healing Stories 
of Jesus.  Dr. Hurley’s deepest interest is a 
continual quiet exploration of the pres-
ence of God in our lives and how to best 
live that out.  Dr. Hurley can be reached at  
dhurley2@northshore.org.

Be open to the balm that God 

sends you 

 the kind voice, 

the medicine that sometimes 

works, 

the marvels of modern 

technology, 

the things we take for granted 

that most people 

in the history of the world 

never had.
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The Gift of Shared Faith
                                         by Myrna L. Gomez-Kinsella

Grief is a deep, universal pain. Everyone who 
has ever loved has grieved, or will grieve. The 
young couple sharing the sign of peace with 
you at Mass, the woman who serves you cof-
fee, the homeless man you walk past has suf-
fered, or will suffer, the heart-breaking, spirit-
depleting emotion of grief.  

My continuing journey of grief started when 
my son, Carlos William Hernandez was diag-

nosed with advanced cancer at age thirty-five.  No matter how optimistic doc-
tors were or how compassionately they tried to relate to us my son’s condition 
or treatments, I felt in my heart that Carlos would never grow old.  

On the morning of January 17, 2010, I received a telephone call that shattered 
my world. My beloved boy had been rushed to the hospital in very critical 
condition, and I had to return to Chicago immediately. Carlos passed from this 
world at 7:17 p.m. His wife Randi, his brother Jason and I were by his side. 
Carlos was surrounded by family and close friends. We like to believe he heard 
us tell him we loved him.  We laid my boy to eternal rest on January 21, 2010.

As a mother, it is impossible for me to understand that we both knew that 
I would never hold him, laugh or talk with him again, or tell him everything 
would be alright.  Such a huge, heartbreaking loss filled with such a vast empti-
ness, was and is at times, overwhelming. The slightest comfort, the only hope 
I could grasp, was that Carlos would suffer no more, and would be at peace to 
receive the blessings of our faith.  Please, God, let that be true.
 
I struggle with understanding why Carlos was taken from us and had to suffer 
so.  I read that grief is for the living, the ones left behind, and that the departed 
suffer no more. I like to believe this. Karl Rahner wrote that the departed are 
not in darkness, it is we who are in darkness. Those who were ordinary Chris-
tians become perfect, those who were good, become sublime.

Carlos fought hard, taking part in drug trials and undergoing radical surgeries. 
He worked until it was impossible. He faced his fear of the unknown, and at 
times was terrified. He used his last months to deepen his understanding of 
our faith. He read the Bible for hours every day, prayed frequently and received 

the Holy Eucharist when he could. His example of faith let me know that he re-
ally believed in the promises of Christ. Carlos would say if this is God’s will, he 
must accept it all.  To demonstrate his faith in the face of death, Carlos selected 
the church, music and readings for his funeral Mass.  He found peace when 
told that his suffering and pain brought him closer to Christ and His suffering 
on the cross.  Additionally, my son believed he was helped by the thousands of 
prayers said for him.  

Carlos’ strength of faith remains an example to me. He makes me ask, how can 
I have less faith, question more, and hold more anger in my heart? Our shared 
faith is a gift. My boy was a great fan of the Beatles. In their song, Let It Be, 
they sing, “Mother Mary comes to me, singing words of wisdom, let it be. Let 
it be.” Maybe my suffering as a mother who lost her son brings her closer to 
me, somehow.  

The emotional and spiritual support from the faith family at St. Teresa of Avila 
Parish in Chicago has helped sustain me. There is a feeling of being warmly em-
braced by faith and sincere caring. Several other parish members are suffering 
with the loss of a child, and our shared grief has drawn us closer.  

This journey Carlos and I are taking allows me to know him in a much deeper, 
more spiritual way.  The number of people he touched and who loved him 
is remarkable, and the stories they still share paint a beautiful portrait. I am 
thankful that my beloved son and I share our faith through the darkness, and I 
still look for a brighter day to come.

Myrna L. Gomez-Kinsella is a Eucharistic Minister, food pantry member, and Catechist 
in the Catechesis of the Good Shepherd program at St. Teresa of Avila Parish in Chica-
go,  where she has met over the years several members of the Society of Helpers.  She 
is an IT project manager, a proud mother, a grandmother and lives on the Northwest 
side of Chicago, with her husband, Tom. Myrna can be reached at myrna.gomez@
sbcglobal.net.

Such a huge, heartbreaking loss 
filled with such a vast emptiness was, and is at times, over-

whelming.
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A New Journey Into God
                                          by Anonymous Author

I am a 63 year-old retired pathologist and have always functioned on a very 
different wavelength from other people.  I am very much a loner, therefore, I 
can only talk about myself and God in my life.   My father inflicted physical and 
psychological violence on his wife and children, except me, his favorite.  I could 
neither reject my father's love, nor accept the love of a man whose violence 
was destroying my mother, my brothers and my sisters.  I could neither accept 
my father's preference for me, because of its unfairness towards my siblings, 
nor could I reject it for it was my protection against his violence.  I had to 
numb my feelings, pass by my father beating my brother, and proceed to do 
my homework.   

In 1997, I suffered a nervous breakdown which forced me to face my inner 
demons.  It was then that I found out I had high-functioning autism, childhood 
psychological trauma, chronic depression and sleep apnea.  I realized that I 
saw death and suffering as the inevitable victors over life and love and that 
I always wanted to disappear totally into nonexistence.  To my own surprise, 
I found myself thanking God for the (very painful) breakdown, asking to be 
taken where He wanted me to go, kicking and screaming if need be, into the 
deep assurance that God is Love.
   
Pain and Forgiveness

How could I meaningfully talk about pain or forgiveness given that I have so 
little contact with my own feelings and emotions?  The one time I accidentally 
let my guard down, I felt only intense pain.  I remember during my adolescence 
trying to tear out any anger from my being, for I did not want to be part of the 
chain of transmission of anger and violence from one person to another. Be-
sides, a child wants healing for his father and family, not punishment.

Healing 

During my childhood, it was 'obvious' to me that the Almighty and Omniscient 
God (as taught to me by the Church) was doing nothing to stop the violence 
and psychological damage in my family.  The adults around me did not help, 
either.  So, for most of my life, I took onto myself the impossible burden of 
personally healing my family.  My nervous breakdown was an inescapable rev-
elation that I could not even heal myself, let alone heal others. 

The breakdown was the beginning, a new journey into God.  I felt an urgent 
need to focus on Him and on myself, to be in that way God-centered and self-
centered, to be reborn in Him, to bring everything in my life under Him, and 
paradoxically to lay aside the Bible, devotional books, and the Church.  

Gradually, I have come to see all the painful things in my life as a pruning to 
make me bear fruit, and that God can bring good out of bad things and hence 
the victory of life and love over death and suffering. Thus, I began to be recon-
ciled with everything in my life, including with my own existence.

Because my experience of violence has been family violence, I very much see 
the violence in the world from that angle, as one member of the family of 
mankind attacking another. Likewise, I look upon the unfairness of life among 
individuals and nations, and I see the unfairness of my childhood written large 
upon the world.

When I look upon the suffering of the world, I also reflect upon the suffer-
ing of God and how the immense suffering of Jesus on the Cross is the tip of 
the iceberg of God's on-going suffering. Because I have been granted a deep 
conviction in the infinity of God's Love, I cannot but come to these two con-
clusions. That, in ways too wonderful for me to understand, everything that I, 
and everyone else, suffer is somehow for our infinitely great good, else God in 
His Love for us would not allow us to suffer. That God, in His Love for us, suf-
fers infinitely in seeing us suffer and making us suffer. Every iota of human suf-
fering is carefully measured and controlled by God, for it is His Beloved who 
are suffering. Here, I lay aside the very real and crucial dimension of man's 
freedom in order to see everything as under God's omnipotence.  Human 
freedom cannot bring about complete healing, but God's omnipotence can.
 

I have come to see all the painful things in my life
 as a pruning to make me bear fruit, 

and that God can bring good out of bad things...
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The sin, pain, suffering and death that God has 
allowed to afflict humankind, however unbear-
able to us, is infinitely less than what is possible, 
which makes me ponder upon the analogy of God 
making us immune to sin by inoculating us with a 
small dose of sin.  I am not proposing that sin is 
good in any way, only that it may be used by God 
for its own destruction. 

How to pray had always been problematic for me. 
Once I started taking seriously the infinite attri-
butes of God - infinite love, wisdom, knowledge, 
power, IQ (yes, intelligence quotient) - it became 
self-evident and logical to me that God's will is al-
ways for the very best of the very best.  Existen-
tially, God has not granted me almost everything 
I asked for; what He gave me instead was much 
better. Praying for God's will to be done, there-
fore, is now one of my two verbal prayers, the 
other being for the complete healing of everyone 
and everything. 

In my childhood, I could not find a suitable role-
model.  I did not want to become like my father 
or like any other adult around.  The readings of 
the Gospels at church revealed a Jesus whom 
I wanted to become like, but that road became 
blocked to me in this way:  the Catholic Church 
taught me through the rules it imposed upon me 
that God was not sane, reasonable and loving like 
Jesus. Instead, He was unforgiving, always watch-
ing over me, interested only in me obeying his 
petty rules such as fasting for three hours before 
Communion. Therefore, Jesus was not 'really' the 
model to be followed, the Pharisee and his rules 
were the 'real' model.  Fortunately, God made me 
understand at the age of 40 that the Church is one 
thing, He is something different.  It took that long 
because of the depth of my anger against the un-
kindness of God and the Church. 

Now that I know that God is Love, I have grown 
into what a friend has called 'Silent Prayer', which 
is silently gazing upon God in the assurance that 
He is gazing upon me.  When I consider a mother 
and her baby gazing upon each other in silence, I 

see that there is something very deep and very powerful happening at a pre-
verbal and non-verbal level, something which is absolutely crucial for the de-
velopment of the baby.  I need this pre-verbal and non-verbal input from God 
not only for spiritual development and healing, but also to compensate for 
what I could not obtain psychologically from my parents.

I now allow myself to grow intellectually according to my God-given innate au-
tistic tendencies, which are very much of a philosophical and theological bent, 
instead of trying to imitate others.  The widespread sense of uncomprehend-
ing confusion I have always felt before the senseless futility of the world is now 
being replaced by a sense of uncomprehending wonder at the marvels of God 
and of His creation, however much the creation is marred by sin.  

As I constantly strive to bring everything I know and experience to and under 
God, the confusion and incomprehension are gradually clearing away.  There 
seems to be at least two versions of everything -- the Kingdom of God version 
and the Kingdom of the World version, each with diametrically opposite scales 
of values and priorities. This dual version state extends to our concepts of God, 
life, death, love, freedom, humility, goodness, faith, prayer, work, repentance, 
truth, logic, power, authority, etc.  The healing of my mind proceeds very much 
through the correct identification and understanding of the two versions. 

This British author has elected to remain anonymous.

As I constantly strive 

to bring everything

 I know and experience

 to and under God,

 the confusion and 

incomprehension are 

gradually clearing 

away.
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Finding Hope Amidst the Suffering
                                                        by Mary Tracy

The miracle of humanity is not that we continue to suffer, 
but rather that we continue to hope despite the persistent 
experience of suffering. Working in healthcare ministry, I 
have borrowed regularly from Edward Schillebeekx for his 
idea which is sometimes referred to as the “contrast expe-
rience.” He observed that despite centuries of suffering, we 
have persistently failed to adapt to it. The very urge to strug-
gle with suffering – to grow nervous before a surgical proce-

dure, to be fearful when we wait with a loved one who is ill, to grieve a loved 
one who has died – indicates an inherent rejection of suffering as the final 
word and an inherent awareness that we are meant for joy. This is also why it 
is natural to grow sick or angry after watching perfect strangers suffering in the 
aftermath of an earthquake in Haiti or a hurricane in New Orleans. Jesus gives 
us a similar example of a stranger refusing to leave a wounded man of Israel 
in Luke 10:29-37, and choosing instead to act with compassion far beyond the 
expectation of the day.
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Paradoxically, this awareness of joy as our instinctive home and intended des-
tination renders suffering as a mere detour on the way to unknown joy greater 
than we can imagine, once it becomes a conscious conviction fed by faith in 
God’s loving example of solidarity with us – in life, in death, and in resurrection. 
If we let it, this can lead us to connect with others in the common experience of 
suffering, thereby making suffering a point of connection rather than isolation, 
a strength rather than a weakness.

I can say this based on personal experience. My work requires, almost daily, 
that I talk about death and dying with people who are sometimes very near 
death themselves. It was in the midst of a busy work week, rushing between 
patients and worried family members, that I felt the most painful edge of grief 
after my mother’s death a couple of months earlier. I can recall holding the 
depth of my grief at bay as I worked and, after shutting the door to my office, 
finally crumpling into wracking sobs at the end of the day. I was in such pain 
that I failed to notice that I was crying in front of three coworkers with whom 
I shared an office. I had never been so emotionally vulnerable in front of col-
leagues. After my tears subsided, I began to notice how vulnerable I was. My 
natural instinct was to retreat behind apologies and guard whatever remained 
of my pride. My colleagues, however, responded with immense compassion 
and later began sharing their own stories, their hopes and fears. 

This does not mean, however, that we can only connect through suffering or 
that we should dwell there. The challenge here is to hold both the crucifixion 
and the resurrection in our being and our actions. Accepting the suffering death 
of Jesus without living in the resurrection leaves us wallowing in the broken-
ness of humanity and of the creation, accepting “pie in the sky” notions that 
we are so broken that we could do nothing to earn God’s love. On the other 
hand, it is all too easy to live in the resurrection without remembering the suf-
fering sacrifice of Jesus, which can lead to a sense of entitlement to salvation 

A man was going down from Jerusalem to Jericho, 
when he was attacked by robbers. They stripped him of his clothes, beat 
him and went away, leaving him half dead. A Samaritan, as he traveled, 
came where the man was; and when he saw him, he took pity on him. 

He went to him and bandaged his wounds, pouring on oil and wine. 
Then he put the man on his own donkey, brought him to an inn and took 

care of him. The next day he took out two denarii[a] and gave them to 
the innkeeper. ‘Look after him,’ he said, ‘and when I return, I will reim-

burse you for any extra expense you may have.’
- Luke 10:29-37

without requiring the pain of ongoing transformation in God’s forgiving love.
Opening ourselves to the immensity of God’s love can transform us precisely as 
we remain aware of our brokenness is described in the experiences of the mys-
tics like Teresa of Avila and John of the Cross. Speaking of mystical experiences, 
Teresa of Avila commented that you know you have had a true experience of 
God if it leads you back out into the world to joyfully serve your neighbor. What 
joy there is in choosing to serve my neighbor!

I close with my favorite suffering prophet – Jonah. This is a story that gives 
me great hope in our human ability to both endure and overcome suffering, 
transforming it into the joy of serving our neighbor. For all of Jonah’s resistance, 
leading to great suffering, he eventually chose to serve God’s people, first by 
sacrificing himself for the good of his shipmates and again by finally delivering 
God’s message of repentance to the people of Nineveh. Jonah’s suffering ends 
when he takes responsibility for his choices and willingly enters back into his 
calling to serve. His service to the people is a tremendous act of faith based in a 
conviction that there is a better way we can be, a joy we can partake when we 
allow ourselves to be warmed by God’s redemptive love. While the story says 
nothing about Jonah’s joy, I speculate that Jonah found his joy when he realized 
how profoundly God’s loving redemption was being poured out both for the 
people of Nineveh and for himself. 

Mary Tracy is the Advance Directive Coordinator at the Cleveland Clinic in Cleveland, 
Ohio. She was certified as a chaplain by the National Association of Catholic Chaplains in 
2011, and graduated from the Master of Divinity program at University of Notre Dame 
in South Bend, Indiana in 2008.  Mary can be reached at maryt.tracy@gmail.com.
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Helper History: Foundation of San Francisco
by Sr. Mary Ellen Moore, SH

Helper Ministry: Out-of-School Youth Program
by Sr. Angie Kolacinski, SH

On a recent Sunday afternoon, a woman from the Archdiocesan Office of Com-
munications introduced herself to the group of Holy Cross-Immaculate Heart of 
Mary (IHM) Parish college students that met after mass.  She explained about 
a half-hour radio program they are hoping to produce.  Based on our parish 
experience of last fall, the Archdiocese hopes our young people will tell their 
story, how they chose to create drums in a Native American style, using tree 
trunks and animal hides, and later, use them in a Peace March, based on the 
Native belief that when 100 drums are beat simultaneously, that the earth is 
made right again.  She spoke of differing levels of involvement, from simply be-
ing interviewed to helping be part of the production of the program.

I leaned forward and tapped the shoul-
der of Heriberto, studying Communica-
tion, Media, and Theater at Northeast-
ern Illinois University.  “Why don’t you 
get yourself involved?”  I whispered.  He 
answered, “I never finished my drum, 
and I was working and couldn’t be in the 
March.”  I responded, “Yes, but you are 
learning how to communicate these sto-
ries, and that is important!”  Later, I saw 
the group huddled around the woman, 
and I saw Heriberto there with them.

I have lived and served in the Holy Cross-IHM Parish community for over 24 
years now, and in the last 11 have worked full-time in the coordination of the 
parish Out-of-School Youth Program.  In this densely populated, immigrant 
neighborhood of Chicago, where 43% of the population is under the age of 
19, this youth program has been a beacon of hope for the community, as well 
as a springboard for the personal growth of hundreds of young people, ages 
6-18, since 1988.  They participate in activities such as Academic Supports, 
Mentoring, the Arts, and Leadership Development.  My work centers on the 
administration of grants that help support the work, as well as the guidance of 
25 young adults who are paid through those grants, as well as another 35 who 
volunteer as mentors, music leaders, and so forth.  

My greatest joy, repeatedly, is witnessing the steps forward taken by count-
less youth – to choose not to retaliate in violence, to choose to guide a group 
of young girls in their throes of puberty, to choose to stand up in front of the 
congregation to speak of the importance of registering to vote.  And yes, this 
particular afternoon, I had the joy of watching Heriberto step forward to offer 
his talents in the creation of the radio program.

It was Wednesday, April 18th, 1906, 5:17 a.m. Mother St. Bernard was pre-
paring to go to the chapel for community prayer.  Was she pondering the 
Easter week readings, recalling the summer-like break day the sisters had en-
joyed on Monday, going back over the meeting of young working women who 
didn’t want to leave the house the prior evening, or was she simply reviewing 
the work that was to be done that day?  

At that moment, the house beneath her feet began to sway, accompanied by 
a fearful noise from the center of the earth itself. Everything fell: lamps, walls, 
ceilings, chimneys and windows.  Plaster was everywhere. The statues in the 
chapel crashed to the floor.  One sister was thrown to the floor, another,  who 
was covered with plaster in her bed, thought she was buried and decided she 
should stay there and prepare herself to die.  Several sisters were locked in 
their rooms, but one very practical member of the community found a ham-
mer and went around breaking open doors and freeing the sisters. 

Finally, the community assembled in the garden and one sister volunteered 
to turn off the gas.  The chaplain arrived and celebrated Mass at 6:30. He 
brought  the first news of the fires and devastation across the city.  Martial law 
went into effect and the sisters were ordered to leave the property because 
of the encroaching fires in the area.  The sisters moved four times in the next 
several days as one place after the other became unsafe. They had become 
refugees among refugees. Food was scarce and their fatigue was enormous.

Sr. Angie Kolacinski, SH (front right) ac-
companies a group of Marimba players 
through the Florida Everglades during the
“Gator Concert Tour” in August, 2011.

If you want to learn more about our Youth Program, please see our parish 
website, at www.hcihm.org. 
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Recommended Reading

As the aftershocks moderated, the city slowly began to pull itself together.  Set-
tled into temporary housing, the sisters volunteered to work in the camps set 
up throughout the city.  They worked in camps for Italians, Spanish, Chinese, 
French and English because they knew these languages.

“We work all day and a lot of our time is spent looking for food and water. Rain 
floods the camps and complicates life for the poor refugees.  We cannot imag-
ine the courage, the energy of the American people. They say that in six months 
there will be enough houses built to house the whole population.”

According to statistics, the population at that time was around 400,000. The 
quake left 250,000 homeless and about 700 dead.

The Helpers had come to San Francisco a very short 14 months before the 
earthquake.  They had found a house and had developed their ministries.  Now 
their house was in ashes and the people they knew were scattered. 

The earthquake was a crucial and defining experience for them as they had not 
been in America for very long.  They were vulnerable and suffered much like 
everyone else who went through that experience.  They were frightened and 
exhausted both emotionally and physically.  The Superior General questioned 
whether or not they should stay in San Francisco.

“Suffering and death had brought the whole city to God, to reality and to the 
true values of life.  The Helpers were privileged to be part of this great spiritual 
renewal,” wrote one sister.  “When offered the opportunity to leave the city, 
the sisters did not want to go and decided to stay.”  The Superior General gave 
her consent, and the presence of the Helpers in San Francisco continues until 
this day.

Joseph Cardinal Bernardin -- The Gift Of Peace  
The Gift Of Peace is the final legacy left to us by one of America’s most beloved 
and respected clerics. It is a worthy testament to the memory of a Christian 
life amidst contemporary issues and modern day challenges of life in the last 
years of the 20th century.

Ed Hays -- Chasing Joy: Musing on Life in a Bittersweet World  
The spiritual imagination of Ed Hays comes alive in each of the forty reflec-
tions on joyful living.

Daniel Hurley -- Facing Pain, Finding Hope: A Physician Examines Pain, Faith, 
and the Healing Stories of Jesus 
In Facing Pain, Finding Hope, Dr. Hurley explores “the intimacy of suffering and 
faith, the place where afflicted people encounter the Jesus of the Gospels.

Pope John Paul II -- Crossing the Threshold of Hope 
Pope John Paul II brings the most profound theological concerns of our lives 
to an accessible level. He goes to the heart of his personal beliefs and speaks 
with passion about the existence of God; about the dignity of man; about 
pain, suffering, and evil; about eternal life and the meaning of salvation; 
about hope; about the relationship of Christianity to other faiths and that of 
Catholicism to other branches of the Christian faith. 

James Martin, SJ -- Between Heaven and Mirth 
James Martin assures us that God wants us to experience joy, to cultivate a 
sense of holy humor, and to laugh at life’s absurdities—not to mention our 
own humanity. Father Martin invites believers to rediscover the importance 
of humor and laughter in our daily lives and to embrace an essential truth: 
faith leads to joy. 

Fr. Jim Willig and Tammy Bundy -- Lessons From the School of Suffering  
Suffering is no guarantee of holiness. Many times it can be an invaluable 
teacher; other times it can crush a person into self-pity. But the lessons to be 
learned from suffering are many and, if we learn these lessons well, they can 
transform our lives, according to a young priest suffering from renal cancer. 

Questions for Reflection
 
1.  How do you view pain, forgiveness, and healing separately and collectively 
in your life and within society?

2.  Does pain always result in forgiveness and healing?  What are the strug-
gles with achieving forgiveness and healing?

3.  How does your faith sustain you during challenging or painful times?  Is 
your faith a pathway to forgiveness and healing?

4.  When you start to lose perspective or feel overwhelmed, how do you re-
connect with your faith?

5.  How has your faith deepened or strengthened as a result of dark and/or 
challenging times?

6.  Share about a difficult situation in your life, and how your faith helped 
you get through or overcome the situation.  How did you find healing and/or 
forgiveness?

7.  Share about the faith of a family member or friend, and how you wit-
nessed their faith accompanying them on a difficult journey.  How did they 
find healing and forgiveness?

8.  What books do you recommend that have assisted you weather the 
storms of life and find peace?
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