
August 2, 2015 - “Has only one returned to give thanks to God? Where are the 
other nine?” (Luke 17:17) 
 
“Rip, rip, rip, Rap, rap, rap, Pius, Pius,…” “Harass them, harass them, make them relinquish the 
ball….” The explosive energy and spirit of Pius basketball can still be felt in our imaginations 50 
years later. 
As eighth grade at St. Dominic’s neared completion, I had applied and been accepted into a few 
high schools. I had not sent in my application to St. Pius X preparatory seminary. But I was not at 
peace with myself until I did. It required a special summer meeting with the Rector of the seminary, 
Msgr. James F. Coffey. I remember the interview. He asked me why I wanted to become a priest. 
Of course I was intimidated, and I mumbled something about saying mass. Coffey smiled and said 
“That’s the right answer!” What a relief! Now, 50 years since high school graduation, I have had 42 
years of super abundant graces celebrating the Eucharist. 
 Born in the late ‘40s, we the St. Pius X class of 1965- began the ‘baby boomer’ generation. It 
was the heyday of American Catholicism with over 75% of Catholics attending mass each week. 
The Great Depression and the Second World War had brought people to their knees. The Catholic 
subculture was in full force. Bishop Fulton Sheen was a black and white TV media superstar. 
Vocations to the priesthood and religious life were at their peak. Catholic schools were packed, 
seminaries and monasteries were being built, and were quickly overflowing. Perhaps the World 
War II saying-”There are no atheists in foxholes”-had produced a banner crop of faith filled 
Catholics. 
  With my parents, I attended the dedication of the new St. Pius X prep seminary facilities 
with Cardinal Spellman presiding; along with the Bishop of the recently formed diocese of 
Rockville Ctr., Walter P Kellenberg who had confirmed me, and would later ordain me. In 1961, 
166 idealistic and romantic freshmen began their high school years at Pius. The inscription “Christi 
simus non nostri” was our motto  - “We belong to Christ and not ourselves”. Christ was to be the 
love of our lives; so the popular 60’s song lyrics - “Stay away little girl, go away little girl” were re-
translated into our Spiritual Director Father Chiara’s seminary song - “…I belong to Father 
Chiara, and I must be true!” I remember Father Bernie McGrath telling us that maybe six or eight 
of us would be ordained to the priesthood in 12 years. He was not far off. 
 In the ‘60s, times were ‘a changing’.- ‘like a rolling stone’. Revolutions were in the making. 
For Catholics the Copernican revolution of the Second Vatican Council was perhaps most earth 
shattering of all. The Council was two-pronged: returning to the best of the tradition and opening 
the windows of reform and dialogue with the world. The sacrament of baptism became the 
sacrament of ministry- and the ordained ministry a specific way of living out our commitment to 
Jesus Christ and the church; no more holy than married life or the life of a consecrated religious. 
The sexual revolution, the Vietnam War, the Civil Rights Movement, Women’s equality – all 
profoundly affected us, our nation and the world. The priesthood was one option among many. The 
graduates of Pius dove into a future bright with promise; entering careers and making their mark 
in law, business, education, psychology, medicine and the arts – falling in love, marrying, having 
children, and delighting in grandchildren. The class of 1965 has truly enriched the world and the 
church. 
 The Scripture that I chose for our 50 year  anniversary, comes from the Thanksgiving Day 
liturgy. In the middle of the Civil War, Abraham Lincoln asked the American people both North 
and South to stop the bloodshed, and give thanks to God. We gather in this 50 year  anniversary 
liturgy to give thanks to God and to remember. We were formed at Pius by a faculty of priests and 
laity who loved Jesus Christ and the church. And we knew that they loved us. They made a 
profound impact in our formative years, that critical time in our journey through adolescence into 



adulthood. We are deeply grateful for their lives - and their dedication to our education, character 
formation, and well-being. They gave us wings to fly into the future! 
 In our gospel, ten lepers were cured, but only one returned to give thanks to the Lord. 
Today, 50 years later, as the class of 1965, dare I say like the returning leper who was healed and 
restored to the community, we have returned to honor our teachers and reconnect with one 
another.  
 We call to mind with profound respect, love, and admiration, our teachers and classmates 
who have returned to the Lord. They fought the good fight, they ran the race. They kept the faith. 
Now a merited crown of glory awaits them. May we see them again at that final reunion on the last 
day.  
 


