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Taking a long trip involves making lots 
of plans:  where to go, when to go, how to 
travel, what to take and not take, who to 
tell ahead of time, what stops should be 
made, what contacts 
for food, lodging, 
comfort, safety, 
entertainment - and 
of course, the big 
question, what will be 
the cost?

When Mary was 
joyfully bearing under 
her heart her little 
son there wasn’t the 
slightest notion of 
taking any trip, except 
to the village well to 
get the daily water, 
as all the women did.  
Even that Joseph was 
doing for her.  The 
months passed and 
her baby grew, kicked 
a little bit to let her 
know He was well and 
growing within her.  
She was so happy, so 
expectant, and all this 
she shared with Joseph 
- her beloved husband 
and the foster-father of 
the blest Child soon to 
be born.

And then came a 
momentous moment 
when a faraway King decided to take a 
census of all he was ruling, controlling 
and oftentimes exploiting.  The man of 
the family had to return to register in the 
town of his birth.  For Joseph this meant 
Bethlehem - more than ninety miles away, 
across barren, hilly and rugged roads.  He 
would go with his beloved Mary. He would 
not leave her, nor would she agree to leave 

him.  Faced with an unplanned, comfortless 
trip - at a very untimely time, when Mary 
was close approaching the time to give 
birth to her Son, they had to make some 

hasty plans.  Some of 
Nazareth’s men might 
be going.  He would get 
a donkey to carry Mary, 
bring a little food and 
what little money they 
had to pay for lodging.

They set off; 
obedient to the whim of 
a Caesar Augustus, just 
as in a short time they 
would have to set off 
in the night fleeing the 
will of the despot king, 
Herod.  Journeys in the 
night - poor, exposed, 
exploited.  Day to day 
they did not know what 
was coming.  Jesus 
was born.  He came 
to join them and us in 
our journeys.  He, too, 
was exposed, carried 
in a woman’s womb 
and arms, hunted in 
the night.  What would 
befall them?  They had 
little more than each 
other and the Presence 
and Providence of their 
God.  This was their 

faith, hope and love.  His Presence, His 
Promise, His Peace were enough.  And it 
will be for each of us in our own journey, 
whether it be to Bethlehem, to Egypt, to the 
grocery store, through our ups and downs.  
Jesus came.  He still comes.  He is always 
with us on our journey.

JOURNEYS

St. Joseph Seeks a Lodging in Bethlehem by James 
Tissot, 1886-1894



A happy 
Dominican born 
and raised in 
beautiful Chicago 
during those 
wonderful “pre-
historic times” 
of the 40’s and 
50’s, comes to 60 
years, thanking 
God for this 
blessing beyond 
describing.  To 
be a Dominican, 
a member of 
the Order, the 
broad, joyous, 
fragrant family 
of St. Dominic is 
a grace for which one can never adequately thank 
her Lord. In every life there are ups and downs, 
challenges, personal tendencies that have to be 
steered into course in the great search for God.  
But the thirst He puts into hearts for Him and to 
help others He keeps alive through all of it, if we 
let Him.  Contemplative prayer can reach to the 
ends of the earth.

So we move forward together, trusting, 
stretching out to the finish line, ever linked 
together as children of one God, one Father of 
us all.   Together we look to Him in expectant, 
trustful love, faithful each day to His Will, bearing 
one another’s burdens, taking time for Him and 
for all – lifting up to Him our Church, our country, 
our world.

And so here’s an invitation:

                    NEW  WORLDS  AWAIT

Jesus, You often said
“Let him who has ears, hear!”

I grow deaf with noises within me 
and outside me and in my pain 
I go down into the silence.

Yet today, of a sudden,
hushed and humbled
in the tiny closet of my fears 
Your voice is clear: “New Worlds await-”
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A 60th Anniversary:  Sr. Mary Vincent, O.P.

New Worlds? What are they, Lord?

“They are Myself - the God who lives
unchanged
in the storms and shifting sands of time.
Count the worlds in Me.
Take all of time
to count them, if you can. 
Walk over them -
like mighty mountain bulwarks 
will they hold you up, 
unharmed and unafraid. 
Pass through their wild winds –
these winds will carry you further, 
deeper into newer Worlds -
whose skies, and seas, and shores
are limitless
leading you to Peace,
to ever unfolding mysteries 
of Beauty and Being - To Me - “

“Let’s have a contest!
Can your desire exceed Mine ? 
Hear it beating, beating, beating in your heart -
as the power of a thousand oceans –
Yet unknown am I - Hear My voice -
surrounding you, filling you – 
as the bursting sea!”

“Ah, little soul, Oh mankind -
Hear, find, taste, new Worlds, 
Worlds for you.”

Sister Mary Vincent renews her vows into the hands 
of Sr. Mary of the Sacred Heart, prioress

Sr. Mary Vincent, O.P.
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In our last issue, we wrote that Sr. 
Mary Joseph felt drawn to religious 
life and when she found out about 
Cloistered Orders, she thought:  
“This is for me!”  We now resume 
her story:

Then I found “us”! I didn’t know 
how to get to the monastery, and 
didn’t want anyone to know my 
secret, so I said a prayer and got 
on a streetcar which I hoped would 
get me there. With the help of my 
guardian angel (it had to be!) I 
reached the monastery and had a nice 
visit with Mother Mary of Jesus. I 
remember thinking that she had the 
most beatific smile. I told her that I 
wanted to finish High School (I had 
just completed 8th grade), and she 
agreed with me. Afterwards I went 
into the chapel, and was in awe of 
the winding staircase, the glowing lights, and, above all, 
Jesus Hostia. I came back once and saw the council as a 
group. How daunting! They told me later that I looked 
like a scared rabbit! I never contacted them again; not 
because they scared me, but because I figured there was 
nothing more to say.  When I did write four years later 
to announce: “Well, I’ll be graduating on June 14th, and 
then I’ll be ready to come” - they had about written me 
off as a candidate. However, I was ready, focused and 
intent on entering, but there was one more dear one to 
be alerted. A whistle brought my grey cocker spaniel to 
my side on the kitchen steps “I won’t be around here 
after tomorrow. But not to worry, Smokey, the family 
will always love and care for you.”  I trusted he would 
understand.

The story of my entrance on Kings’ Feast, and being 
hidden behind the Christmas tree when the novices came 
in is part of the monastery lore. With a serious face under 
my row of bangs I watched as the novices squealed and 
danced in joyful surprise when they saw me. On the 
following morning I appeared minus my bangs and the 
novices without their gleeful choreography. We bonded 
quickly.

 There were twelve sisters in the novitiate (for a 
short time) when I entered, and it was fun, at least at 
recreation. We used to go places as a group and in rank. 
Sr. Mary of Mercy told me later that I used to whistle 

under my breath as I walked. God 
bless her; she never snitched on me. 
She said to herself: “She’s happy; let 
her be!”

We shared classes on spiritual 
and monastic life, growth in prayer, 
Liturgy and Gregorian Chant. We 
were together at work: laundry, 
sewing, gardening and windows. 
Oh my, the monastery had lots of 
windows to wash! We were together 
at recreation: table games, chatting, 
badminton and volley ball and 
together as monastic actresses. In 
the cloister without radio or TV, it 
fell to the young sisters to prepare 
a presentation once or twice a year 
for a Feast or Jubilee. Often it was a 
scene from the Bible or the life of a 
Saint. A bit of humor would often be 
added. As a Postulant, I seemed to 

have a knack for this and the Professed Sisters seemed to 
really enjoy it.

The discipline of the novitiate was strict, but I felt 
at home from the beginning.  One afternoon before 
Vespers (Evening Prayer) four white-veiled Novices 
were reciting the Little Office of the Blessed Virgin 
Mary. Suddenly the chapel door burst open with a bang 
and a mighty rattle. A small Postulant marched past the 
“pray-ers”, past the shrine of Our Lady and flung herself 
full length on the floor with arms extended in the form 
of a Cross. The novices easily guessed that Sister Helen 
had just been examined by the  Council for reception of 
the Holy Habit. They were sure she would be accepted; 
and I was! I had entered by the grace of God, love of the 
Blessed Sacrament and of perpetual adoration and the 
quiet conviction that this was the place that God wanted 
me to be.  On July 30, 1950, Helen Fox received the 
white Dominican Habit with the name she had requested: 
“Sister Mary Joseph”, plain and simple; nothing added.  
These two, Mary and Joseph, had loved Jesus always; 
never wounded or disappointed him. She wanted to 
love him with all of her being and as St. Margaret Mary 
wrote: “to console him for those who did not love him.”  
A little over a year later, she pronounced her First Vows 
on December 30, 1951.  Solemn Vows followed three 
years later in 1954.

  To be continued. . . 

Chosen Arrow, Part II
Sr. Mary Joseph Fox, O.P.  ~  1931 - 2017
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I will espouse you to me forever…” Hos 2:19

July 22, 2017, the feast of St. Mary Magdalene—Co-
Patroness of the Order of Preachers—actually dawned 
a bit overcast.  Not the 
kind of skies you hope 
for on your wedding 
day!  No matter, though.  
In Sr. Dominic Marie’s 
heart, there was only 
sunshine.  The externs 
had warned her in 
advance that due to 
construction and the 
Guild Room having 
been converted into a 
gift shop/lobby area, 
they would not be able 
to accommodate as 
many guests for her 
solemn profession as 
may have otherwise 
been hoped for.  Alas, 
she would have to give 
up her fantasies of the 
Archbishop processing in with his entourage in tow, 
followed by the Knights of Columbus in full regalia 
with half of the friars of the Central Province and—last, 
but not least!—all of the Monastery’s confessors…and 
maybe a deacon or two.  It didn’t matter to her: amidst 
the anxieties of preparing and waiting for this day, she 
knew that none of that was really important in the end.  
If some catastrophic, apocalyptic event occurred that 
made it necessary for her, in some 
bizarre turn of events, to fly off 
in a hurry to some distant, remote 
country where she would have 
to live out her entire religious 
life as the only known surviving 
Dominican nun and she had to 
make her solemn profession 
secretly and in a rush on the plane 
to some unknown, last minute 
delegate lest she be killed before 
she could do so—that would be 
ok.  The only thing that mattered 
was that she belonged to God.  

Notwithstanding the lack of 
space, the externs did a beautiful 
job of arranging the Guild Room/

lobby/gift shop area just for the occasion, complete—or 
so it seemed—with a centrally-located glass display case 
set up especially with angelic memorabilia as if in honor 
of Sr. Dominic Marie’s title patron, St. Michael the 

Archangel.  The gloomy 
clouds didn’t dampen the 
mood, either, especially 
when she remembered 
Franklin Graham citing 
rain as a sign of God’s 
blessing in the Scriptures 
as he spoke at President 
Trump’s inauguration 
ceremony.  Besides, she 
didn’t actually notice 
what the weather had 
been like until she began 
looking through pictures 
of the event!

As it turned out, a 
good number of the 
monastery’s ‘regulars’, 
friends and benefactors 
did manage to make an 
appearance and even 

stay for the reception.  Unfortunately, the only members 
of Sister’s family who were able to attend were her 
mother and stepfather, but that was in part made up for 
by a surprise guest—her friend Wesley!  Wesley had 
attended Florida State University with Sister before 
she entered the monastery.  Both were involved with 
Intervarsity Christian Fellowship and experienced a 
conversion of sorts during their time with the ministry.  

Wesley had contacted Sister 
ahead of time to let her know that 
he was hoping to come—perhaps 
even with another friend—but 
it seemed not to have registered 
with anyone as significant when 
this ‘stranger’ from Pennsylvania 
RSVP’d, so no one had told her.  
It turned out to be a wonderful 
surprise!  He sort of blended in 
with the crowd so that his identity 
was not revealed until the last 
minute.  Let us explain: another 
great blessing of the day was the 
presence of several members of 
the local Filipino community, 
headed by Virginia Caballero of 

Amo Christum… (I Love Christ…), Part II The Solemn Profession of Sr. Dominic Marie of St. Michael, O.P.

Sr. Dominic Marie, O.P. makes her solemn profession of vows into 
the hands of Sr. Mary of the Sacred Heart, Prioress, as Srs. Mary 
Vincent, Subprioress, and Mary Rani, Novice Mistress, look on

Sister and Wesley
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Four Seasons Home Care.  She brought with her choir 
members from her church who all pitched in to cater a 
substantial part of the reception meal—they were hard 
at work preparing the food right before Mass!  This 
was a special joy for Sr. Dominic Marie’s mother, who 
is Filipino, as they provided a great opportunity for 
fellowship for her in a place where she otherwise knew 
so few people.  In any case, because there were so many 
Asians around during the Mass and reception, Wesley, 
who is half Chinese, went more or less unnoticed—sort 
of.  Actually, he’s so tall that you really couldn’t miss 
him—even from the nuns’ side!—but as Sr. Dominic 
Marie noted later, his hair had changed, so she didn’t 
recognize him!  As our wonderful Filipino friends came 
up one by one to greet Sister, she noticed this tall, Asian-
looking man waiting patiently behind, and she wondered 
to which one of these nice people he ‘belonged’—he 
must be someone’s son or something like that.  Finally, 
when he was left standing alone before her, there was a 
moment of hesitation as Sister wondered if he would 
introduce himself…and then she realized who it was!  
What a joyful occasion for these two friends to be 
reunited!  The last time Sr. Dominic Marie had seen 
Wesley, she was dropping him off at his apartment after 
a Bible Study or some similar event and was too lazy 
to hug him goodbye across the car seat in light of his 
imminent return home after graduation, sure that she 
would see him again before the summer was over.  She 
didn’t!  In her own words, “I’m glad I got to see you 
again now and didn’t have to wait until heaven!”

Now that Sr. Dominic Marie is finally “official”, 
she certainly takes her vocation seriously—as she 
always has.  Before the Mass, Fr. Ben Luedtke, the 
main celebrant, encouraged her to remember that 

Amo Christum… (I Love Christ…), Part II The Solemn Profession of Sr. Dominic Marie of St. Michael, O.P.
whenever she looks into the eyes of one of her Sisters, 
or a benefactor—anyone—she is looking into the eyes 
of Jesus, her Spouse, and must fall in love with Him 
there each time and serve Him in the one before her.  A 
little later he tried to help her figure out a good escape 
route, just in case—but they both decided that any way 
she tried would either lead her back into the cloister 
or perilously doomed to utter bewilderment and/or 
serious risk of breaking her neck trying to negotiate 
construction-related chaos.  So, we’re glad she’s here!  
Please pray for Sr. Dominic Marie—and all of us!—as 
we poor sinners try to do God’s will.

Editors Note:  Sr. Faustina Marie normally takes 
photos of community events.  She asked a friend to 
videotape Sister’s profession since she, herself, would 
be in the Sisters’ chapel for part of the Mass, including 
at the time of the actual profession.  Since there was no 
still photo available of that moment, Sister reviewed 
the videotape to try and capture one.  To her dismay, Sr. 
Faustina Marie found that the tape ended (timed out) 
just before the solemn profession formula was read and 
resumed as Sr. Dominic Marie was signing the Book of 
Profession.  Sr. Faustina Marie played it over and over 
to try and capture a still photo that was usable (the one 
on pg. 4).  The sad news was given to Sr. Dominic Marie 
when the tape was handed over to her.  

It wasn’t until a month later that Sr. Dominic Marie 
had the courage to look at the video, saying a prayer as 
she opened it that it would be complete.  God heard and 
answered her prayer.  She called Sr. Faustina Marie to 
tell her that the formula of profession was on the tape!  
When Sr. Faustina Marie watched the video, she could 
only shake her head in amazement and marvel at the 
magnaminity of Our God!

Fr. Ben Luedtke blesses Sister with Holy Water

Sister’s mother, Edna, (at left) with her new-found friends
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Dear Friends,

Since becoming Prioress of the Monastery of the Blessed Sacrament, it 
has been a source of great joy for me to share good news regarding the 
renovation and expansion of our home in Farmington Hills, Michigan.  
God has been very gracious in pouring out His blessings upon us in the 
many people who have been involved with this project. 
   
By the grace of God, three construction phases will be finished by April of 
next year!  This means the new infirmary wing and the renovated rooms 
of the old facility will soon be ready for the Sisters in our community who 
need special assistance.  We will also have a new and larger bookstore and 
lobby, a permanent confessional in the chapel, a protective canopy over the 
walkways around the outside of the chapel and more. 

The total cost of all the construction and renovation will be about $4.6 million.  So far, we have raised 
almost $3 million in cash and pledges.  We therefore hope to raise an additional $1.6 million in the 
coming months to cover the remaining costs.

If you have not yet made a contribution to the capital campaign please prayerfully consider doing so.  
Thank you for your generosity!  Every gift large or small is very appreciated.     

One of the best ways to help us pay for the building expenses is to become a member of 
the Monastery’s Legacy Society through a planned gift.   Wills, annuities, trusts, and donations of 
stock, real estate and life insurance policies, etc. can provide the Monastery with significant income 
and possible tax benefits for you.  Please read the enclosed brochure to learn about your planned 
giving options.  You can also contact us if you would like further information or you want to discuss 
the possible ways to contribute. 

Finally, I want to express my sincere gratitude to everyone who has already supported the capital 
campaign.  Without your prayers and contributions we would still be merely hoping and dreaming of 
what will soon be a reality.  Please be assured of my prayers and the prayers of all the Sisters for you 
and your intentions!

May our merciful God bless and reward each of you!

Sr. Mary of the Sacred Heart, O.P.
Prioress 

A Letter From Our Prioress
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 Please check here if no
 acknowledgment needed 

Intentions:

Name: 
Address:

City, State, Zip:

Phone, email:

OUR INVITATION TO YOU

You are cordially invited to attend our 
celebration of Christmas Midnight Mass.
Our doors will open at 11:30 PM.  
Our Christmas Morning Mass will be at
9:30 AM; our doors will open at 
9:00 AM.

Holy Mass on New Year’s Day will be at
9:30 AM and our doors will open at 9:00.

So that all the sisters can be together for 
dinner on Christmas and New Year’s Day, 
our doors will close at 12:00 Noon.

If you are not able to attend Holy Mass 
at the Monastery, join us in spirit by 
reciting the Christmas novena prayer at 
home.  A Blessed Advent and Christmas 
to each of you!

CHRISTMAS NOVENA PRAYER

Wipe away, Infant Jesus, the tears of 
children!  Embrace the sick and the elderly!  
Move men to lay down their arms and 
to draw close in a universal embrace of 
peace!  Invite the peoples, O  merciful 
Jesus, to tear down the walls created by 
poverty and unemployment, by ignorance 
and indifference, by discrimination and 
intolerance.  It is you, O  Divine Child of 
Bethlehem, who save us, freeing us from 
sin.  It is you who are the true and only 
Savior, whom humanity often searches 
for with uncertainty.  God of peace, gift 
of peace for all humanity, come to live in 
the heart of every individual and of every 
family.  Be our peace and our joy!   Amen.

Saint Pope John Paul II, 
(Urbi et Orbi 12/25/1994)

From December 16 through December 24  we will be 
praying the Christmas Novena for and with our friends and 
benefactors.  During this time our daily public schedule 
will begin at 7:15 AM with Holy Mass and the Novena 
Prayer.  Evening Prayer (Vespers), begins at 4:30 PM.  
On Sunday, December 17, Evening Prayer begins at 4:10 
with the Rosary, followed by Vespers, Novena Prayer and 
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament.  On Christmas 
Eve, there will be no Rosary nor Benediction.  Vespers will 
begin at 4:15 PM and we will close immediately following 
Vespers and reopen at 11:30 PM for Midnight Mass.

The Christmas Novena: December 16 - 24
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echoes is published four times a year for the friends of the Dominican Cloistered 
Nuns, Monastery of the Blessed Sacrament, 29575 Middlebelt Road, 
Farmington Hills MI 48334-2311

WEB ADDRESS:  www.opnuns-fh.org 
Donate on-line via PayPal or “Givng”

Prayer Line:  248-626-8253

 Despite our construction activities, we will have Christmas 
merchandise available in the Giftshop.  Please “come and see”.  The 
store is open from 8:15 AM until 4:15 PM.  It is closed on Sundays.  
And remember, before you shop, stop in to pay the Lord a visit and 
offer a gift of prayer for all those on your shopping list!

Did you ever wonder how Jesus could be ‘married’ to so many women at the same time?  You might say, 
“Well, He’s God!  I suppose He can do whatever He wants!”  You might have a point there, but try harder!  The 
fact that God calls so many sons and daughters to the same eternity of beatitude with Him (for after all, every 
soul is meant to be intimately united to Christ) reveals a very profound truth about the way He loves each and 
every one of us: as if we are the only one He has to love.  Because He is infinite, He can accomplish this with a 
theoretically infinite number of individual souls.  It’s even proven in Scripture!  In St. John’s gospel when our 
Lord entrusts His Mother to the Beloved Disciple, it never actually says anything about Him saying to John, 
“behold thy Mother” (19:27).  What it actually says is “When Jesus saw His Mother, and the disciple standing 
by, whom He loved, he said to His Mother, ‘Woman, behold thy son!’  Then He said to the disciple ( 
), ‘Behold thy Mother!’” (Jn 19:26-27).  The disciple as in ‘whomsoever would call himself a disciple’.  
The only two people Jesus saw at the Cross were Mary and you!  That’s it!  And those were the only two people 
He was dying for—pouring out every last drop of His sacred Blood.  He saw you from all eternity and loved 
you, sins and all!  Just you.  And Mary –but she was helping Him.

Shortly after Sr. Mary Joseph’s passing, Sr. Dominic Marie made a comment along these lines.  Some of 
the Sisters were discussing why, perhaps, in God’s Providence certain events had transpired in Sister’s life that 
seemed to allow something much better to come out of what seemed at first disappointing and otherwise not 
to be desired.  Sr. Dominic Marie said, “I know why all those things happened to Sr. Mary Joseph like that: it 
was so that she could get the help she needed and live several years longer so that after I came along she could 
be my big Sister!  That’s all!”  Someone might have misgivings about such a seemingly ego-centric view of 
things, but this only highlights the importance of recognizing who the true self is: a unique individual who was 
intended from all eternity to be one in God as a member of the Body of Christ.  As a spouse of Christ, the soul 
(and not just consecrated religious!) must recognize in each person encountered the divine Spouse and court 
Him there, so that we might all ultimately be acknowledged as one, just as our Lord asked His Father to make 
us (cf. Jn 17:21).  

He Predestined Us…(Eph 1:5)


