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Introduction 
 



Thank you for agreeing to serve as a confirmation mentor to one of our teens here at St. Pius X.  

Accepting the Holy Sacrament of Confirmation is an important decision for our teens and we are 

pleased to have you helping them in their discernment process.  It is our hope that through the 

sharing of the selected articles, notes, scripture passages, and discussion questions found in this 

packet, as well as the sharing of your faiths, both you and your teen will find their preparation a 

rewarding experience. 

 

The following list outlines what is expected of both you and your teen: 

 

• Meet at least five times prior to the confirmation ceremony (typically held sometime in March) 

to discuss one of the five topics listed in this packet.  Each topic begins with a related article, 

followed by some notes and selected scripture passages, and concludes with some discussion 

questions.  These meetings must be held in a public setting (coffee house, cafe, public library, 

parish facilities here at St. Pius X, etc), or they may be held in the home of your teen, provided 

their parent/guardian is present.  They may not be held in your own home. 

• Prior to meeting, you, as mentor, should read through the article, notes, scripture passages and 

discussion questions provided for one of the five topics you wish to discuss, to adequately 

prepare yourself for the meeting. 

• When you meet with your teen, have them carefully read through the article on their own.  

Then, together, share your thoughts on the article.  After, have them read through the notes 

portion, including any scripture passages (be sure to have a Bible with you).  Together, share 

your thoughts on that material. (Please feel free to share any of your own experiences relating 

to the topic as well).  Finally, have them answer the discussion questions and together go over 

not only their responses to the questions, but yours as well. (It is important to note that there 

are no right or wrong answers to the discussion questions.  We are not here to judge them.  We 

are simply here to help them along their faith journey, with all the questions and doubts that 

journey brings, and to help prepare them to receive the Holy Sacrament of Confirmation). 

• At the conclusion of each meeting, thank your teen for meeting with you.  Wish them well in 

school, with their extra-curricular activities, etc., and that you look forward to your next 

meeting. 

• You can expect each meeting to last about an hour, give or take. 

 

We thank you again for your participation in this most important ministry, and we wish you well.  

If you have any further questions or are in need of any assistance, please feel free to contact us. 

 

Peace, 

 

Matt 

 

 

I.  The Sacrament of Confirmation 
 

Article 



  

The Tightly Wrapped Gifts of Father Thaddeus- Sue Marquette Poremba 
Notre Dame Magazine, Winter 2004–05 

 

My knees shook when I rang the doorbell of the rectory. I’d never met Father Thaddeus before, 

but I had heard stories from my aunts. Rough, they said. Mean sometimes. Definitely scary. 

 

“You don’t want to talk to him, Suzy,” my aunt said. “Find someone else.” 

 

Except in my little town, there was no one else to talk to if you needed a priest. 

 

Falling in love with a Catholic forced me to make the decision I had long put off: I wanted to 

convert. I’d been raised Methodist with my father’s parents as my spiritual mentors. Through 

them, I developed a strong sense of faith, but it was in the wrong religion. I never felt 

comfortable as a Methodist. My mother’s family was Catholic, so I think I was genetically a 

Catholic. When the man I wanted to marry took me to Mass with him, I realized what I had long 

suspected—the Catholic church was my spiritual home. 

 

A light flickered in the window of the rectory. I heard a smoker’s cough before the door opened. 

Father Thaddeus stood before me, a tall man who may once have been physically imposing, with 

white hair and tobacco-stained teeth. “Come in. It is cold out there.” 

 

He led me to his office. He had the notes his secretary had taken when I had called a few weeks 

earlier to see if I could make an appointment. “I apologize for the delay,” he said in a thick 

Polish accent. “My visit to Rome was longer than I expected. Karol asked me to stay.” I thought 

nothing of it, but he must have, as he quickly amended himself. “His Holiness invited me to 

extend my visit. I forget, sometimes. He was my friend in the seminary and is my friend today. 

That he would become pope . . .” Father Thaddeus shook his head in disbelief. “What brings you 

to me?” 

 

“I think I want to be Catholic,” I answered. 

 

“I see.” He put down his pencil. “Is someone forcing you to do this? If you want to become 

Catholic, it must be of your own choice. You need to know, not think.” 

 

After I explained my reason, he took out his large black appointment book, a book I’d soon 

become familiar with. “We can begin your lessons next week, and we’ll meet every Monday 

evening until you are ready.” 

 

I shook his hand and stepped back into the October chill. I wanted to ask questions, but he 

brushed over them. In fact, he did nearly all the talking. He saw an opening, and he jumped on it. 

Suddenly I was nervous. Was it really what I wanted? 

 

The following Monday, Father opened the door to the rectory immediately. He took me into a 

room with several long tables surrounded by chairs. We sat across from each other, and he 

opened a green-covered book identical to the one he had given me. Aloud, he read the opening 



paragraphs, then skipped to the questions at the end of the chapter. To my surprise, he didn’t ask 

me to answer the questions. Nor did he answer them. Instead, we began to talk. He told me the 

interpretation of the church’s teaching, and he told me his own interpretation. 

 

From that point on, Monday evenings fell into a pattern. I came to class prepared to answer the 

questions on the next chapter, but we rarely got there. Father Thaddeus was more interested in 

the abstract, rather than my ability to memorize answers. 

 

“Why did you become a priest?” I asked him once. He smiled slightly and a yellowed crooked 

finger touched his chin. “As a little boy,” he said, “I told my mother that I wanted to memorize 

the entire book of prayers. I could only do that as a priest.” 

 

“So have you memorized the book?” 

 

“No! Of course not,” he said with a hoarse laugh. “There are more prayers than I ever imagined. 

But I keep trying. Perhaps one day I will.” 

 

He told me of his life in Poland and going to the seminary and World War II. He came to the 

United States because he feared his religion would be taken away. He spoke no English. A 

family took him in, and he learned to speak English by watching the news. He loved his former 

parish, and they loved him, he said. But when the bishop sends an order, you need to obey. “So, I 

am here,” he said, “where they want me to be the priest who came before me.” 

 

At Thanksgiving, my boyfriend came to visit. A meeting with Father Thaddeus had been 

scheduled in advance; we had marked it down in the black appointment book. As soon as we sat 

down, I held out my left hand with its shimmering diamond ring. “You’re the first to know 

outside my family,” I told Father. 

 

Out came the black appointment book. He paged through it and asked me to bring him our 

catechism study guide. A quick examination of the booklet led to a quick count of days. “I can 

have you ready for your baptism and confirmation by the end of January. I have these two 

Saturdays in January available. Which one would you like to schedule for your wedding?” 

 

The Super Bowl would be on January 20, so I picked January 26 as our wedding date. Father 

Thaddeus turned to my betrothed, “Is that all right with you?” Speechless, he simply nodded. “I 

want you to marry her as close to her baptism as possible so she can be pure on her wedding 

day.” 

 

“How does he do that?” my fiancé asked as we walked back to my parents’ house. 

 

“I don’t know. It’s like he knows what you want, but he seems to sense any indecision, so he 

jumps on it. Do you want to change the date?” 

 

“No. Just stunned. But you know, if it were up to me, I’d probably just stay engaged forever and 

not worry about it. His way might not be a bad thing.” 

 



At the party to celebrate my engagement, my aunt complained about how difficult it was to 

understand Father Thaddeus. “He insists on doing things his own way, and who knows what that 

is. You can’t figure out what he’s saying. How do you learn anything in your classes?” 

 

I shrugged. To me, the Catholic church had a Polish accent. I’d come to understand Father 

Thaddeus perfectly. I suppose that I missed a lot on the general education of the church during 

my days with Father Thaddeus. Over the years I’ve noted that the people who go through the 

Rite of Christian Initiation for Adults in my current church have a thorough knowledge of things 

like Feast Days. Part of me feels like I missed out on a fundamental piece of Catholicism. Yet, in 

my intimate class, I knew I could talk about anything, and I learned far more than the book with 

the green cover intended to teach. 

 

On January 18, my aunt and I went to the church together. It was a Friday evening, and my aunt 

was on her way to my cousins’ basketball game. In the empty, half-dark church, Father Thaddeus 

baptized me, confirmed me and gave me my first communion. He then hugged me and 

whispered in my ear that now I was given a fresh start in life. 

 

On January 26, my father walked me down the aisle of that same little church. Father Thaddeus 

did the readings and proclaimed the gospel and came to the homily. I knew that he tended to give 

harsh, lecturing homilies, even at weddings. Kneeling next to the man I was marrying, I focused 

intently on Father’s hardened face. A tear slid down his cheek. 

 

“Most of you watched the bride grow from a small child into a beautiful young woman. You’ve 

had the chance to know her and love her. I’ve known her for two months, and I watched her 

grow from a small child to a woman in the faith. She is my spiritual daughter, and I share in her 

happiness the same way you do.” 

 

When it came time to bless the rings, he took a small wooden plate from the altar and told the 

best man to put the rings on the plate. “I brought this plate back from Rome. The Holy Father 

blessed it.” It was his wedding gift. 

 

I moved away after the wedding but attended church whenever I came home for a visit. The first 

few years, Father Thaddeus greeted me like a long-lost daughter. As time wore on, he didn’t 

recognize my face but knew my name. Eventually, he didn’t even remember my name. Shortly 

afterward, my mother sent me a clipping from the newspaper that Father Thaddeus had retired 

and moved into a nursing home. 

 

The last time I attended Mass in that little church was on Christmas Eve. The church and the 

Mass took on the personality of the new priest. The regular congregation was used to the new 

routine. I felt like something was missing. 

 

I miss the man who taught me how to be a Catholic. 

 
Sue Marquette Poremba is a freelance writer. 

 
Copyright © 2015 University of Notre Dame Notre Dame Magazine 

Notre Dame, IN 46556 
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Notes 

 
Read:  Acts 8.14-17 

 

What is Confirmation? 

 

Confirmation is the third sacrament of initiation, the first two being Baptism and Eucharist.  

Initiation means a formal admission or acceptance into a group or society.  Following 

Confirmation you will be fully initiated into the Catholic Church. 

 

Confirmation, being a sacrament, is an encounter with Christ.  It is an opportunity for you to 

commit to taking your spiritual self seriously. 

 

Read:  The Calling of Matthew (Matthew 9.9) 

 

You too have been chosen, from your very inception.  Just as Christ chose Matthew (and the 

other first disciples), He is choosing you today.  Will you accept His blessing on your life? 

 

At your baptism, your parents responded to Christ's choosing and stood up for you.   

Now you get to choose, you get to stand up for yourself.  How awesome is that? 

 

And, just as we heard in Acts 8.14-17, how Peter and John laid their hands on the baptized in 

Samaria, who had accepted the word of God, so that they might receive the Holy Spirit, so too 

our Bishop (their successor) is coming to lay his hands on you, so that you may receive the Holy 

Spirit and be confirmed in Christ. 

Confirmation, therefore, is deeply rooted in the earliest days of the Catholic Church. 

 

A few reasons why being Catholic is cool: 

 

Every single day the Catholic Church feeds more people, houses more people, clothes more 

people, attends to more sick people, and visits more people in prison, than any other institution 

on earth.  That's cool.   

 

This year alone, Catholic Charities in Chicago, IL, will provide 2.2 million free meals to anyone 

in need.  That is over 6,000 meals per day!  And that is just in Chicago.  Efforts such as these 

exist in countless communities throughout our country and the world.  That's cool. 

 

The Catholic Church is the largest non-governmental health care provider in the World, with 

over 18,000 clinics and 5,500 hospitals serving more than 25% of the World's health care needs.  

There are over 630 non-profit Catholic hospitals in the U.S. alone, serving one in every five 

patients.  That's cool. 

 

Read:  Matthew 25.35-45 

 



In the United States alone, the Catholic Church educates more than 2.6 million students each 

day,  and at a savings to American taxpayers of over 18 billion dollars a year.  That's cool. 

 

There are also roughly 230 Catholic Colleges and Universities in the U.S., educating more than 

700,000 students annually.  That's cool. 

 

There are approximately 1.2 billion Catholics worldwide all practicing their faith and celebrating 

Mass in the same way.  As someone who has lived in another country and attended Mass in 

several other countries, I can tell you that the Mass is the same everywhere, no matter what 

country you find yourself in, nor in which language the Mass is being celebrated in.  The 

Catholic Church is truly universal.  One could argue that in every minute of everyday, 

somewhere in the world, people are praying for us and celebrating Mass.  That's cool. 

 

Only Catholics celebrate the Eucharist.  That's really cool.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Renewing your Baptismal promises: 

 

On the day of your Confirmation, the Bishop will invite you to renew your Baptismal promises. 

Each question is an invitation for you to respond confidently I do! 

 

 

Do you reject Satan?  I do!  And all his works?  I do!  And all his empty promises?  I do! 

 

Do you believe in God, the Father Almighty, creator of heaven and earth?  I do! 

Do you believe in Jesus Christ, his only Son, our Lord, who was born of the Virgin Mary, was 

crucified, died, and was buried, rose from the dead, and is now seated at the right hand of the 

Father?  I do! 

 

Do you believe in the Holy Spirit, the holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints, the 

forgiveness of sins, the resurrection of the body, and life everlasting?  I do! 

 

God, the all-powerful Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, has given us new birth by water and the 

Holy Spirit, and forgiven all our sins.  May He also keep us faithful to our Lord Jesus Christ 

forever and ever. 

Amen. 

 

Discussion Questions 



 

 
1.  Did  "a few reasons being Catholic is cool" change the way you view Catholicism? 

 

 

2.  What do you think is the best reason to be Catholic? 

 

 

3.  Who have been your spiritual coaches and mentors throughout your life? 

 

 

4.  Who (besides yourself) loves you so much they wish you to be Confirmed in Christ? 

 

 

5.  In what ways do you sense preparing for Confirmation is changing you? 

 

 

     

 

 

 

II.  The Eucharist 

 
Article 

 

The Miracle of Lanciano - Fr. William Saunders 

 

The miracle of Lanciano is the first, and many believe the greatest, Eucharistic Miracle of the 

Catholic Church. Keep in mind that strictly speaking a miracle is an extraordinary event 

produced directly by God or by His will and through an agent, such as a saint. The miracle 

occurs in a religious context and is a clear sign of supernatural, divine intervention. Most 

importantly, the miracle arouses within the spectator or recipient a greater conviction of faith in 

God. 

 

With this in mind, we now turn to the miracle in question which occurred in the 700s in the town 

of Lanciano, then known as Anxanum, an ancient Roman city, located southeast of Rome. There 

the monks of St. Basil had established a monastery under the patronage of St. Longinus, 

traditionally believed to be the centurion at the crucifixion who proclaimed, Truly, this was the 

Son of God (Mt 27:54) and pierced the side of our Lord with his lance (Jn 19:34). 

 

One day, a certain monk was offering the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass. Although we do not know 

his identity, an ancient document described him as ...versed in the sciences of the world but 

ignorant in that of God. Apparently, he had been plagued by doubts about transubstantiation: he 



agonized over whether the bread and wine changed substantially into the Body and Blood of our 

Lord at the words of consecration, and whether our Lord was truly present in the Holy Eucharist. 

 

This time, when the monk pronounced the words of consecration, the host was miraculously 

changed into flesh and the wine into blood. The monk was awestruck. Weeping joyously, he 

regained his composure. He called the congregation around the altar and said, O fortunate 

witnesses, to whom the Blessed God, to confound my unbelief, has wished to reveal Himself 

visible to our eyes! Come, brethren, and marvel at our God, so close to us. Behold the Flesh and 

Blood of our Most Beloved Christ. Those who witnessed the miracle soon spread the news 

throughout the surrounding area. 

 

Shortly after the occurrence, the Blood coagulated into five globules of different sizes, but the 

Flesh remained the same. The archbishop ordered an investigation. The testimony of witnesses 

was recorded. The Flesh and Blood appeared to be human flesh and blood. The archbishop sent a 

scale for the weighing of the globules: each individual globule weighed the same as the other 

individual ones (although different in size) or as all five together or as any other combination.  

Eventually, the Flesh and the globules of Blood were placed in a special ivory reliquary, but not 

hermetically sealed. Church authorities certified the miracle although the original document was 

lost some time in the 16th century. 

 

Over the centuries, different religious orders have had custody of the Church and the relics: 

originally the Basilians until 1176, followed by the Benedictines until 1252, and since then by 

the Franciscans. In 1258, the Franciscans built a new Church under the patronage of St. Francis 

of Assisi to replace the decaying Church of St. Longinus. The relics to this day remain at this 

basilica under the care of the Franciscans. 

Since the first basic investigation, the Church has permitted other studies on the relics. In 1574, 

Msgr. Rodrigues once again weighed the five globules in the presence of witnesses and arrived at 

the same conclusion. Remember though that eight centuries had passed and no visible sign of 

deterioration had taken place. 

 

In 1713, the original ivory reliquary was replaced by one of silver and crystal. The Flesh is 

displayed in a monstrance just like the Sacred Host, and the globules of Blood are in a crystal 

chalice, which some believe is the actual chalice used by the monk for Mass. 

 

The most thorough study occurred in 1970-71. Pope Paul VI permitted a series of scientific 

studies on the precious relics to verify their nature. Dr. Odoardo Linoli, professor of anatomy and 

pathological histology, chemistry and clinical microscopy, and head physician of the hospital of 

Arezzo, conducted the study. He was assisted by Dr. Ruggero Bertelli, professor emeritus of 

human anatomy at the University of Siena. The analyses were performed in accord with 

scientific standards and documented, and Dr. Bertelli independently corroborated Dr. Linolis 

findings. In 1981, using more advanced medical technology, Dr. Linoli conducted a second 

histological study; he not only confirmed the findings but also gathered new information. 

 

The major findings from this research include the following: The Flesh, yellow-brown in color, 

has the structure of the myocardium (heart wall) and the endocardium, the membrane of fibrous-



elastic tissue lining all the cardiac cavities. These have the same appearance as in the human 

heart. No traces of preservatives were found in the elements. 

 

The blood was also of human origin with the type AB. Proteins in the clotted Blood were 

normally fractioned with the same percentage ratio as those found in the sero-proteic make-up of 

normal, fresh human blood. The blood contained these minerals: chlorides, phosphorus, 

magnesium, potassium, sodium, and calcium. 

 

Professor Linoli asserted that the blood, if taken from a cadaver, would have deteriorated rapidly. 

Given that these samples were centuries old, free of preservatives, and never hermetically sealed 

in the reliquaries, they should have deteriorated. However, he underscored that the samples had 

the same properties as fresh human blood and flesh. 

 

Moreover, the doctors both concluded that only the skill of a trained pathologist could have 

obtained such a sample, a tangential cut of the heart, a round cut, thick on the outer edges and 

lessening gradually and uniformly to the central area. 

 

The beauty of the miracle of Lanciano reflects the words our Lord spoke, I am the Bread of Life. 

He who feeds on my Flesh and drinks my Blood has life eternal and I will raise him up on the 

last day. For my Flesh is real food and my Blood real drink. The man who feeds on my Flesh and 

drinks my Blood remains in Me, and I in him (Jn 6:35, 54-56). We must, therefore, never forget 

that when we participate at Mass, we witness a miracle, and through the reception of Holy 

Communion we share in the divine life of our Savior. 

 

Acknowledgement 

Saunders, Rev. William. "The Miracle of Lanciano." Arlington Catholic Herald. 

This article is reprinted with permission from Arlington Catholic Herald. 

Copyright © 2003 Arlington Catholic Herald 

 

 

 

Notes 
 

Read:  Matthew 26.26-29 

 

Do you doubt that Christ is truly present in the Eucharist?  Well...you wouldn't be the first and 

you certainly won't be the last.  But remember, great faith and great doubt come hand in hand. 

 

The longer you stay away from Communion, the more your soul will become weak, and in the 

end you will become dangerously indifferent. -Saint John Bosco 

 

I could never resign from the Church if that meant I could no longer go to Mass, no longer 

feed on the Eucharist. -Michael Garvey '74,Univ. of Notre Dame's Assistant of Public Relations 

 

The Eucharist is uniquely Catholic and the core of our Catholic Faith. 

 



Read:  John 6.52-56 

 

In the Eucharist we become one with God. -Saint Francis de Sales 

 

Beautiful Churches:  Consider some of the world's most beautiful churches;  St. Peter's Basilica 

in Rome, Notre Dame or Sacre Coeur in Paris, St. Mary's Cathedral in Sydney, Duomo Cathedral 

in Milan, Las Lajas Sanctuary in Colombia, St. Patrick's Cathedral in New York, the Basilica of 

the Immaculate Conception in Washington, D.C.  Have you ever visited one?  Ever stand in one 

in awe and sense the sacredness of the place? How about some of the beautiful churches right 

here in our own area? Why build such elaborate churches?  Simply for the art? The architecture?  

No, I think perhaps for something more...but not just something...someone.  That someone is 

Jesus Christ.  Christ, being truly present in the Eucharist, is truly present in all of these places.  

Christ is present in the tabernacle of your local church.  Have sensed his presence? I invite you, 

the next time you are struggling with a decision, stop by a church and ask Christ for advice.  The 

answer is in the tabernacle. 

 

Eucharistic Adoration:   During Eucharistic Adoration, the consecrated Host is exposed in a 

transparent receptacle called a monstrance.  Quietly sitting before Christ in the Eucharist can be 

very powerful.  In the silence and in His presence we can begin to sense who we are, what we are 

here for, what matters most in our life, and what matters least.  I invite you to give it a try.  

Perhaps even make a regular habit of it.  It could change your life.  Eucharistic Adoration is held 

here at St. Pius X in the chapel every Friday beginning at the end of the 9:00AM Mass and 

concluding at 7:00PM. 

 

If I can give you any advice, I beg you to get closer to the Eucharist and to Jesus.  

- Mother Teresa of Calcutta 

 

Discussion Questions 

 

 

1.  The word Eucharist means to give thanks.  What do you have to be thankful for? 

 

 

2.  Christ laid down his life for us and gave us his body.  Are you willing to make sacrifices for 

     others?  If so, how so?  If not, why not? 

 

 

3.  Do you know someone whose very presence makes you feel calm and safe? 

 

 

4.  How might you change if you spent one hour a week in the silent presence of Christ? 

 

 

5.  Have you ever visited one of the beautiful churches mentioned here this evening?  How did 

     it make you feel? 

 



 

6.  If you could visit one of the beautiful churches mentioned here this evening, which one 

    would you choose and why? 

 

 

 

III.  Prayer 

 
Article 

 
Bill Storey Taught Me How To Pray- Mary Mullaney '73, '77J.D. 
Notre Dame Magazine Spring 2014 

 

Bill Storey ’54M.A., ’59Ph.D. was arguably the best teacher I had at Notre Dame and one of the 

most influential people in my life. He was intelligent, opinionated, knowledgeable, sometimes 

irascible, outspoken, over the top, unforgettable. 

 

Most of all, he was holy. He taught me how to pray. My parents, of course, had done that, and 

teachers along the way in Catholic schools. But Bill taught me about prayer as a young adult. I 

learned about the history of prayer in the church and in all religions. He taught me about union 

with the Divine. Because of him and a few other spiritual mentors at Notre Dame, I committed to 

Catholicism on my own, with no pressure. He made it joyful and something which I wanted to 

do. 

 

Bill was an expert on the divine office, the liturgy of the hours, and he popularized the practice 

of morning prayer and vespers at Notre Dame. He taught Church History, mostly for theology 

majors, but also for curious law students like me who tagged along. With him and a few graduate 

students I studied 14th century British mystics, obscure people like Julianne of Norwich and the 

anonymous author of The Cloud of Unknowing. 

 

He held weekly seminars in his home where we read a book a week about some aspect of Church 

history. Every Holy Week he would lead a retreat at Old College and we attended Triduum 

services at Sacred Heart. We sang “Alleluias” like there was no tomorrow. We couldn’t get 

enough of what he had to teach us. 

 

After leaving Notre Dame in 1977 I heard through the grapevine that Bill had left the church and 

no longer believed in God. Although I knew him to be strong minded and fiercely sure of his 

beliefs, I had a hard time accepting that this could be true. This was a man who had drawn many 

young people to God and taught them to pray. None of us, at least that I knew of, left God the 

way Bill purportedly had. I did not accept that this was Bill’s final chapter. 

 

About 15 years ago I started to visit Bill whenever I was in South Bend. He had retired from 

Notre Dame and lived with his partner at the bookstore which they owned. He was the same Dr. 

Storey, regaling me with countless stories of this-or-that person or event in church history, 



showing me the latest prayer book he had just finished and sent off to the publisher. How could 

someone who didn’t believe in God keep on writing prayer books? 

 

Over the course of the next 10 years, Bill’s spiritual journey brought him slowly back to 

Christianity. Congregational and Episcopal parishes welcomed and encouraged him, but the 

desire to return to the Roman Catholic Church proved too strong. He called a friend and asked to 

be taken to confession. He went. He returned to the Eucharist where his journey had begun. 

 

Returning to the church did not settle all his disagreements or resolve all the hurts. But 

intellectually and spiritually he believed — he knew — that the True Presence of God existed in 

the Eucharist offered by the Catholic Church. He was hungry for that. He was starving for that. 

Whatever differences and pain he had with the Church, he seemed to live with for the greater 

good of having communion with God. 

 

A friend and I brought him communion when he was sick. His body was in a state of impatient 

expectation and jitteriness as prayers were said. He licked his lips in anticipation, like a thirsty 

man awaiting a drink. When he had received the host, his body relaxed. He was calm. He was 

fed. We left him to his prayers knowing he was at peace. 

 

He requested that at his funeral his friend, Father Phil Krill, tell people why he had returned to 

the church and why the Eucharist was the center of his existence. Phil recalled Bill’s conversion 

to Catholicism — on his own initiative — at age 12. He described Bill as being haunted by God, 

pursued by the hound of heaven. He was grasped by God at an early age and in the end, God 

brought him back to Himself in the Eucharist. He surrendered and allowed himself to be led. 

 

At his funeral, I was asked to give the cup to those receiving Communion. Receiving the Blood 

of Christ was very important to Bill and I gave it to people with joy. Whenever I drink from the 

chalice, my eyes fill with tears and I am thankful to Bill Storey for having taught me how 

profound a mystery the Eucharist is. 

 

I bring Communion every day to a friend who is dying of a neurological disease. Barely able to 

swallow, he still manages to receive. I pray with my friend using the prayer Bill Storey said at 

the beginning of every class: 

 

Heavenly King, Consoler, Spirit of Truth. 

Present in all places, filling all things. 

Treasury of blessings and Giver of Life. 

Come and dwell in us. 

Cleanse us from every stain. 

And save our souls, 

O Gracious Lord. 

 

Peace, Bill. Rest in God. 

 
Mary Mullaney ’73, ’77J.D. practiced law, raised a family and now teaches reading at a low income school in 

Worcester, Massachusetts. 

Notes 



 

During the 1940's, C.S. Lewis wrote a series of letters that appeared in a London newspaper 

called the Guardian.  These letters were the humorous and insightful correspondence between  a 

senior devil, Screwtape, and an apprentice devil, his nephew Wormwood.  The thirty-one letters 

were later published in the form of a book entitled The Screwtape Letters.  In the letters, 

Screwtape is advising Wormwood about the procedure for winning a soul away from God for the 

devil.  At one point, Wormwood is trying to think up all kinds of exotic ways to tempt the man 

who has been assigned to him, and Screwtape rebukes him, explaining that their methods have 

long been established.  One such method, he explains, is to create so much noise that men and 

women can no longer hear the voice of God in their lives.  In one letter, the senior devil 

Screwtape announces, "We will make the whole universe a noise in the end."-Mathew Kelly, 

Rediscover Catholicism 
 

 

...It’s Wednesday morning and the start of a new semester. Thirty-plus students crowd into a 

second-floor classroom in DeBartolo Hall. I grab a seat on the floor against the radiator next to 

several other students. One of them pops little white, wired bulbs out of her ears and winds them 

around her silver iPod nano. I take one last glance at my cell, making sure it’s set on silent. Pens 

and paper are drawn, and a couple of computer screens sit poised for note-taking or email-

checking or a bit of both. My attention, along with that of the other students, is quite taken by 

what’s going on at the front of the room. 

 

There’s no pretty PowerPoint presentation outlining the semester or frantic professor trying to 

figure out why his flash drive suddenly won’t work. No, it’s much more exotic than all that. 

 

It’s a man...sitting quietly in a chair...holding a white index card. 

 

John Dunne is entering his 51st year of teaching at Notre Dame with his familiar course entitled 

Death and Rebirth. “We all have within us a center of stillness surrounded by silence,” he 

begins, quoting Dag Hammarskjold, the former United Nations secretary-general perhaps better 

known for his spiritual journal, Markings. 

 

“When I am in my center,” Dunne continues, “I am surrounded by a silence that is the presence, 

the very presence of God. But how is it that we enter this center of stillness? Pascal says that 

most of our problems come from not being able to sit quietly in a room with ourselves. So maybe 

we could start there. Or, if you’ve ever gone to the Muir Woods in northern California, those 

giant redwood trees can take you right into your center of stillness surrounded by silence.” 

 

A hand goes up in the middle of the room. “Well, so then, are there different ways of getting into 

the center of stillness? Like, I know for some people listening to a particular song helps them feel 

centered or connected.” As he completes the phrase, the buzz of a vibrating cell phone comes 

through his jacket. 

 

Vibrate is apparently the new “silent,” so no one seems to notice. “So, I mean,” he continues, 

undeterred, “is music or things like that a way to the center of stillness you’re talking about?” 

Then he semi-subtly reaches into his pocket, flips open his phone and takes in the incoming text 

with his eyes. 



 

“Good question,” the priest replies. “Ya, hmm, no, no, I don’t think so. By silence I mean, well, 

something more like silence, like an experience of real quiet.” 

 

The student’s cell vibrates again. I smile to myself and wonder, a bit worried, if we know 

anymore what real silence sounds like. 

 

And yet, even if these students are less familiar with silent silence than those who came here 

before them, something clearly stirs them to crowd in to hear what insights about life and death, 

God and themselves, the man sitting quietly in the chair with his little white index card has to 

share with them today.  -Colleen Moore ’97, ’04M.Div., 'Silence' , Notre Dame Magazine Winter 2008-

2009 
 

What would entice an angel to land?  Are you ever quiet enough to hear it's wings? -Gary G. 

Gaffney '69 M.S. 
 

I will make two promises to you:  In the silence you will find God and in the silence you will 

find yourself.  These will be the two greatest discoveries of your life.  -Matthew Kelly 
 

Keough Hall, 10:30 p.m. Pat and Erin are “studying” together. Colin and Jason are still playing 

Guitar Hero, and Brian posts his nightly “away” message: “G-Run, Rain or Shine,” then he 

heads north out the front door. As he has done most every weeknight since freshman year, Brian 

follows the sidewalk between Walsh and CoMo, past Bond Hall and Fair Catch Corby, down 

below the sharp pines and tall spires to the Grotto, a cave of lights that “links every human 

island to the main” — as Notre Dame theologian Father John Dunne, CSC, explains sacred 

places in The Sense of ‘I’ in Christianity. 

 

Brian drops several quarters through the slim slot in the black box, quickly transferring the 

dying flicker of the lowest candle to his new wick and nestling the glass cylinder safely between 

two others. 

 

“The Second Joyful Mystery . . . The Visitation of Mary to Elizabeth” rises from students 

gathered tightly on the path between the old tulip beds. 

 

Brian takes his usual seat on the bench to the far right to pray or think or sometimes just sit. 

Tonight’s visit is for Aunt Rachel, who’s recovering from surgery — for her healing and for 

Mom, who’s visiting her. The low hum of Hail Marys hangs in the air as he thinks of Aunt Rachel 

laughing and then reluctantly tries to imagine her in pain.  

He looks up at the dark silhouette of a young woman lighting her own candle and wonders 

quickly about all the people who come here and all the silent prayers they carry around that 

nobody knows about. 

 

“The Third Joyful Mystery . . . The Nativity.” 

 

Brian offers a final prayer of thanks for home and family and this place. He crosses himself and 

heads past Tom Dooley, wondering still about Aunt Rachel and of lesser things like if Jason’s 



still beating Colin and whether or not the Knicks pulled it out.  -Colleen Moore ’97, ’04M.Div., 

'Silence', Notre Dame Magazine Winter 2008-2009 
 

An Invitation to Prayer 

 

Like Brian, I too do my best to find time each day for quiet prayer and reflection.  And when I 

do, I find it helps to bring peace to my person and a calmness to my day.  It also helps me to stay 

connected to the mission Christ has called me to fulfill.  We are all very busy and finding a few 

minutes each day to retreat from life's trials and tribulations, a few minutes to be alone with our 

thoughts and prayers, can be spiritually nourishing; helping us to keep everything in proper 

prospective.  In fact, we hear in the Gospels time and again how Jesus Himself would venture off 

for just that; quiet prayer and reflection.  Concerning prayer, Jesus tells us in Matthew 6.6 

whenever you pray, go into your room and shut the door and pray to your Father who is in 

secret; and your Father who sees in secret will reward you.  Being a student at the University of 

Notre Dame, Brian has the blessing of the Grotto as a sacred place to retreat to and pray.  

Finding  myself at St. Pius X nearly every day, I am able to retreat to the silence of our chapel.  

Quiet places to pray, however, abound.  I invite you to find one and spend a few minutes each 

day quietly reflecting on your life.  Think of all the good things that have happened that day, as 

well as the not so good.  Think about those who have helped you and those who are in need of 

your prayers.  Think of all the external and internal pressures that bind you, and ask the Holy 

Spirit to guide you through to the right path.  Trust me, it will feed your soul. 

 

As  Reverend John I. Jenkins, CSC, '76, '78M.A., President of the University of Notre Dame 

explains, prayer is accomplished in quietness and authenticity, in an openness to the mystery of 

God. One grows in prayer through a lifetime of struggle with it, and yet even the simplest 

beginning effort is genuine prayer. 

 

Peace, 

 

Matt  

 

 

 
 

Discussion Questions 

 

 

1.  How would you define prayer? 

 

 

2. Do you pray?  If so, how often?  If not, why not? 

 

 

3. How does prayer make you feel? 



 

 

4. Who in your life is in most need of your prayers right now? 

 

 

5. How might you change if you spent five minutes in prayer each day? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

IV.  Holiness 

 
Article 

  

The Prayers of Profoundly Perfect Goofballs- Ed Stubbing ’64 
Notre Dame Magazine, Spring 2007 

 

After her stroke, my mother-in-law required six weeks of rehab. Like her, many of the patients at 

the care facility have Alzheimer’s. The large room where the group activities—bingo, name that 

tune, coloring books—take place is filled with a heady mixture: the nobility of staff nurturing a 



spark of life, as well as visual proof that “the golden years” can be a misnomer of the highest 

order. 

 

Lu and I had just endured a Bingo Marathon in Dining Room #1, and I wheeled her out for a 

hallway stroll. She asked for the 108th time: “Why am I here?” “You had a stroke.” “How do 

you get that?” “High blood pressure.” “How do you get that?” “Popcorn, too much popcorn as a 

kid.” Lu laughs at my silliness, and that’s reassuring. Her humor remains immune. 

 

As we strolled along, I spied a calendar and noticed: “3 p.m. Wednesday—the Rosary, Dining 

Room #2.” It was 3:05 Wednesday. Lu is one happy Catholic, who thanks God for her faith 

several times a day. This is reassuring but can drive you nuts. We raced down the hallway 

toward Dining Room #2. As we got closer, we heard the lilting strains of a woman singing, 

“Come to us Holy Spirit, fill our hearts with love.” 

 

Inside I saw about 20 elderly people in wheelchairs and five lying on gurneys. They surrounded 

a table with so many statues of saints it looked like an altar. A woman standing in front of the 

table held rosary beads above her head, moving her fingers in sync with the Hail Mary that 

Father Scallon on a CD, in a brogue you could pinch, prayed aloud. The woman worked her way 

through the field of wheelchairs and gurneys and gave Lu and me white rosaries. We were in: 

official members of the 3 p.m. Rosary Society. 

 

“Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee.” 

 

I looked around. Each person held a white rosary, but most were—oh my God!—asleep. What 

kind of society was this? 

 

One woman on a gurney had no control of one arm, which went up and down in a slow, 

mesmerizing rhythm. Stretched over her ever-moving hand were white rosary beads. They went 

up and down, up and down—a holy sight. 

 

“Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus.” 

 

I stared at the rising beads, I heard the priest, I watched the volunteer who was so accepting of 

the flawed followers of Christ, I heard the lilting voice of an Irish singer. I was captured in the 

holiness of it all. I glanced at Lu. She was asleep. 

 

“Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners, now and at the hour of our death. Amen.” 

 

After the last Hail Mary, the volunteer collected the white rosaries. She smiled at each person, 

awake or not. Her smile was the real final prayer. 

 

I looked around: the nun on a gurney who needed a bib to catch the saliva from her mouth; the 

woman who prayed with such fervor that the presence of God felt nearer still; the nurse who 

came in early for her shift so she could be a part of this holy gathering. I was in awe of His 

presence. 

 



We returned the following Wednesday. The same aura permeated the room. But then, God works 

in strange and humorous ways. 

 

The woman in the wheelchair next to me had only one wheel locked. She was able to rotate her 

chair so she stared right at me. I tried on a fake smile. She stared back. 

 

“Hail Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee.” 

 

The woman rotated again, this time slamming into the woman behind her. “What are you doing? 

Cut it out! What’s the matter with you?” The slammer delivered another holy slam. 

 

I looked at the volunteer. She held the beads on high as the Irish singer sang, “Mary, Our 

Mother, bless us this day.” The sentiment was terrific, but the situation to my immediate right 

definitely required some human intervention. 

 

“Cut it out! I’m warning you!” 

 

I intervened, fully aware that rosary disputes are tricky. I pointed the feisty slammer toward the 

holy table with all the statues. As I began to lock both wheels of her wheelchair, she stared at me 

and whispered, “Put me on the high road.” I flinched. How does one respond to such a mandate? 

 

Back to the safety of my chair I sought solace from my borrowed white rosary. Then a woman 

on the far side of the room started talking to herself. The woman next to her explained her 

position on this event. “Will you stop that? How can I pray when you’re jabbering away?" 

 

“Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the fruit of they womb, Jesus.” 

 

An elderly man wheeled in his elderly wife. She said loudly, “Get me a ham on rye with mayo.” 

The man walked to the back of the room where several cooks were preparing the evening meal. 

Then he returned. “What did you want?” “Ham on rye with mayo!” He headed back again, but 

stopped, hesitated and returned to his wife. “Mayo? Did you say ‘mayo’?” “Of course mayo! 

Fifty years and you don’t know I want mayo!" 

 

“. . . forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us.” 

 

If we are made in God’s image, then laughter must be “of God.” I sometimes think God loves us 

so much because we are profoundly perfect goof balls. 

 

Before I left I prayed to the Holy Spirit for inspiration as to how I might respond to the nun who 

had said, “Put me on the high road.” I went to her, bent down so we were at eye level and said, 

“Sister, you’re on the high road, and it’s heading straight to heaven.” I waited. Nothing. But then, 

there it was. A tiny nod, a tiny smile. 

 
Ed Stubbing, who lives in Stony Point, New York, retired in 1999 and writes articles and screenplays. 
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Notes 
 

In the long run, men hit only what they aim at.  Therefore, they had better aim at something 

high. -Henry David Thoreau 

 

What really matters in life is that we are loved by Christ and that we love Him in return.  In 

comparison to the love of Jesus, everything else is secondary.  And, without the love of Jesus, 

everything is useless. -Pope John Paul II 

 

 

The ultimate goal of Christian life is holiness.  Do we even know what that means?  What does it 

mean to live a holy life?  Is it even possible?  What is the reward?   

 

A holy life is simply the stringing together of daily holy moments.  What is a holy moment?  A 

holy moment occurs when you are being the person you were created to be and doing what 

Christ wants you to do in that moment.  In each situation, ask yourself what would Jesus do?  

Then...do it! Viola!  You've just created a holy moment.  Examples? Patience with a sibling, 

helping someone in need, being a good friend, welcoming someone in who has been rejected by 

others, avoiding gossip, etc.  Anyone can create holy moments if they so choose.  And what you 

create once, you can create twice, and so on and so on.  String all of those moments together with 

consistency and you have a holy life.  So, is it possible, to live a holy life?  Yes! And it's easy.  

You already know what the right thing to do is.  Do it! 

 

Consider the saints.  They weren't born saints, and they certainly weren't perfect either.  They 

were ordinary men and women just like you and me.  They became, however, great followers of 

Christ and they filled their lives through the sharing of His message with others.  Throughout 

their lives, they continuously produced one small holy moment after another.  In so doing, they 

created a holy life.  And so can you! 

 

What's the reward?  Let me ask you this.  Do you want relationships that are filled with lying, 

cheating, and gossip, where you always have to have your guard up?  That's exhausting.  Would 

you rather have relationships with people who are patient or impatient?  Humble or prideful?  

Generous or stingy?  Thoughtful or careless?  Faithful or unfaithful?  I think we all know the 

answers.  You see, you want holiness in your life.  You always have.  It is just that you have 

never thought about it in this way before.  A holy life allows you to be the best version of you. 

That's what Christ wants for you.  That's what you want for you.  That's the reward.  Period! 

 

 

Discussion Questions 

 
1.  What makes the holiest person you know holy? 

 

 

2.  Name one holy moment you can create today? 



 

 

3.  How many holy moments can you link together this week?  What would get in the way? 

 

 

4.  How did the author of the article The Prayers of Profoundly Perfect Goofballs create a holy     

     moment with the nun in the care facility? 

 

5.  Do you have a favorite saint?  What makes them your favorite? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

V.  Holy Spirit 

 
Article 

 
An Unexpected Visit- John Shaughnessy '77 
Notre Dame Magazine, September, 2014 

 

The urgency in the young man’s voice — plus the two questions he asked — immediately 

grabbed my attention. 

 

At the time, I was part of a group of family and friends with Notre Dame loyalties, standing near 

the players’ tunnel outside Notre Dame Stadium. It was the early evening of August 30 — a 

short while after the Irish won their 2014 football season opener against Rice University. 

Involved in another conversation, I heard the young man’s voice before I saw him. In a tone that 

was both polite and urgent, he asked someone in our group about the location of the Grotto. 

 

Turning toward him, I saw that he was a blond, athletic guy in a warm-up suit with a distinctive, 

scripted “R” — for Rice — on his jacket. But most of all, I noticed the combination of concern 

and desire that marked his face as he asked, “Do you think I can get there and back in 20 

minutes?”— the time he said he had before the Rice team buses would be ready to leave from the 

stadium. 

 



It struck me that he didn’t just want to get to the Grotto, he needed to get there. As someone who 

believes my life has been blessed by the intercession of Mary, I felt touched by that need. And 

so, in a split-second reaction that I can only credit to the Holy Spirit, I told the young man, “Let’s 

go. I’ll take you there.” Then we both began running. I just hoped I could keep up with him. 

 

As we ran, he told me his name was James Hairston. When I asked him if he had played in the 

game that afternoon, he said he was the kicker for Rice. I mentioned that I noticed that he had 

made the sign of the cross every time he kicked during the game. He said he’s “a devout 

Catholic,” and had graduated from a Catholic high school in Dallas. Then he shared the two 

reasons he desperately wanted to visit the Grotto — reasons that nearly stopped me in my tracks. 

 

“I have a special devotion to the Blessed Mother,” he said. As we kept stride, he shared with me 

that his mother had died of skin cancer when he was 13, and how her death had devastated him. 

James also said that shortly after his mother’s death, the Blessed Mother appeared to him in a 

vision and told him that she would be his mother from that moment. 

 

He then talked about how much it would mean to him to light a candle at the Grotto for his 

mother and the Blessed Mother. 

 

As we continued running, he noticed a side view of the Blessed Mother atop Notre Dame’s 

Golden Dome and exclaimed, “That’s so beautiful!” He asked if I had graduated from Notre 

Dame. I told him long ago, and that one of our sons was a graduate, too, and our daughter was a 

senior there this year. 

 

“I would have loved to come here,” James said. 

 

Soon, we were at the side steps leading down to the Grotto, a setting that has long been a 

touchstone in my life. And when we stood in front of the shrine, James’ face lit up. 

 

Before going inside the railing to light a candle, James handed me his smart phone and asked me 

to take some pictures to preserve this moment. Knowing my inexperience with camera phones, I 

approached someone younger standing nearby. 

 

As James lit a candle for his mother and the Blessed Mother, he was so focused on what he was 

doing that he never looked in the direction of the camera. He moved to the prayer railing in front 

of the shrine, pulled a small statue of the Blessed Mother from his backpack, placed it on the 

railing, and began to pray. Every move he made was touched with an earnest love and reverence. 

 

When James finished his prayers and rose from the kneeling pad, his face beamed with peace 

and joy. Before we left the Grotto, James looked around one more time. It was clear the 

difference a few minutes there had made. 

 

During our return to the stadium, he talked about how life is sometimes a struggle. He mentioned 

helping to lead a teammate to God. James shared a recent conversation he had with a priest from 

his high school days who has been diagnosed with terminal cancer. He revealed how the priest 



told him how grateful to God he is for all the joy he has been given in life. James also noted that 

he wears a brown scapular the priest gave him. 

 

Sharing one more story, James described the horrible car accident that his younger brother was in 

earlier this year — and how his brother came out of the wreck without a cut or injury. 

 

“I think your mother and the Blessed Mother took care of him,” I said. James agreed. 

 

As we neared the stadium, James stopped to give me his e-mail address and to type mine into his 

phone so we could keep in touch. Moments later, we were back near the players’ tunnel. I 

prepared to give James a quick goodbye, knowing he needed to rejoin his teammates and 

coaches. Instead, he asked, “Do you have time to pray?” I said, “Sure.” As he began a Hail Mary, 

our voices soon blended. When we finished the prayer, James continued, thanking God and the 

Blessed Mother for the time we shared, for the blessings of life. 

 

Standing there together, I thought about how just 20 minutes earlier James and I were strangers. 

Now, we were connected forever by the grace of Mary. When it came time to say goodbye, we 

hugged. 

 

As I headed to meet with family and friends, I kept thinking of James, his mother and the 

Blessed Mother. I kept thinking of how his two mothers must be filled with joy, pride and love 

for their son. 

 

Less than an hour later, James sent me an e-mail. It read, “I will never forget that moment.” 

 

Neither will I. 

 
John Shaughnessy is a Notre Dame graduate and the author of When God Cheers, The Irish Way of Life and One 

More Gift to Give. He’s also the assistant editor of The Criterion, the newspaper for the Archdiocese of 

Indianapolis. 

 
Copyright © 2015 University of Notre Dame Notre Dame Magazine 

Notre Dame, IN 46556 

University of Notre Dame 

 
Notes 

 
This is a prayer we must pray every day: “Holy Spirit, make my heart open to the word of God, 

make my heart open to goodness, make my heart open to the beauty of God every day”. I would 

like to ask everyone a question: how many of you pray every day to the Holy Spirit? There will 

not be many but we must fulfill Jesus’ wish and pray every day to the Holy Spirit that he open 

our heart to Jesus. - Pope Francis 

 

For Christ said: 

 

I have said these things to you while I am still with you.  But the Helper, the Holy Spirit, whom 

the Father will send in my name, will teach you everything, and remind you of all that I have 



said to you (John 14.25-26). I tell you the truth; it is to your advantage that I go away, for if I do 

not go away, the Helper will not come to you; but if I go, I will send him to you (John 16.7). 

When the Spirit comes, he will guide you into all the truth; for he will not speak on his own, but 

will speak whatever he hears, and he will declare to you the things that are to come.  He will 

glorify me, because he will take what is mine and declare it to you (John 16.13-14).   

 

In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit.  Amen. 

 

The Sign of the Cross.  It is not just how we start or end our prayers, it is a prayer unto itself. 

That's right!  The Sign of the Cross is perhaps the simplest and most powerful prayer there is.  

Within those sixteen words lies one of our faith's greatest mysteries: the Holy Trinity.   

In Genesis, God is revealed as the Father who created us.  In the New Testament, Christ is 

revealed as the Son who was sent to save us.  In The Acts of the Apostles, the Holy Spirit 

descends upon the Apostles inspiring them to spread the message of Christ.  Three Persons in 

one God. 

 

Read: Acts 2.37-42 

 

Of course, the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit are continuously referenced throughout all of 

the Scriptures beginning with Genesis straight through Revelation.   

 

The Holy Spirit, therefore, has always been one with the Father. In the beginning when God 

created the heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void and darkness covered the face 

of the deep, while the spirit of God swept over the face of the waters (Genesis 1.1-2). Recall also 

the baptism of Jesus: And when Jesus had been baptized, just as he came up from the water, 

suddenly the heavens were opened to him and he saw the Spirit of God descending like a dove 

and alighting on him.  And a voice from heaven said, 'This is my Son, the Beloved, with whom I 

am well pleased' (Matthew 3.16-17). 

 

Read: 1 Corinthians 12.1-13 

 

So, who is the Holy Spirit and why should I care?  Well...for me, the Holy Spirit is the ultimate 

guide.  The Holy Spirit is God within me; His voice reminding me of all I need to do to be the 

best version of myself, the version of myself He intended for me.  The Holy Spirit is a true friend 

who always wants what is best for me; a friend who will always be with me, always encourage 

me, always comfort me, and always challenge me to do what I know is right.  In essence, the 

Holy Spirit is a gift from God.  Who is the Holy Spirit to you? - Matt 

 

A good tree cannot bear bad fruit, nor can a bad tree bear good fruit (Matthew 7.18). 

 

If you truly accept the Holy Spirit into your life, then I promise you, you will continuously bear 

forth the following fruits:  love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, gentleness, 

faithfulness, modesty, self-control, and chastity. 
 

You received the gift of the Holy Spirit on the day of your Baptism.  Now, on the day of your 

Confirmation, you will further accept and strengthen that gift.  Are you willing? 



 

 

Let's ask ourselves:  Are we open to the Holy Spirit? -Pope Francis 

 

 

 

 

Discussion Questions 

 

 

1.  How would you define the Holy Spirit? 

 

 

2.  When was the last time you felt the Holy Spirit guiding you? 

 

 

3.  Which of the Seven Gifts of the Holy Spirit could you most use at this time in your life? 
      (Wisdom, Understanding, Counsel(seeing what is right and wrong), Fortitude(strength/courage), Knowledge,               

       Piety(religious devotion), and Reverence(profound respect and love of God))  Why? 

 

 

4.  Is there a particular fruit of the Holy Spirit that defines you?  How so? 

 

 

5.  On the day of your Confirmation, will you proudly affirm 'I do!'? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 


