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Save a Tree! (and postage) 
If you would prefer to receive the Outreach via email or 
view it on the website (and not receive a paper copy in             
the mail) please email your preference to:                    
cwondergem@saintbasilcatholicchurch.org. 

A Message from Pastor Jeffrey 
It has been a privilege and an honor to host our brothers and 
sisters in Christ from St. Basil Church while you were home-
less for these past 9 months. I know you have endured the 
hardship of a large parking lot and pews with cushions, but 
you have made it. And by the way, we will be watching as 
you leave so no one takes the pew cushions. 

Your newly renovated sanctuary is stunningly beautiful. It 
was so wonderful to attend the rededication service on               
July 19. How special your space is, and what a joy it will be 
for all of you to be back home. 

In a day and time when there is so much division in our na-
tion and world, that First Congregational Church and St. Bas-
il Church could partner in this unique way, including sharing 
some beautiful worship services in Advent and Lent, is a bold 
statement to the community. Protestants and Catholics wor-
shipping and serving God together is the message that Jesus 
would want us live. I look forward to continuing our relation-
ship in the future, and you can, of course, count on seeing me 
at the next fish fry. God bless you all. 

Jeffrey Dick  

Migrant Ministry Fiesta 2016 was a cele-
bration of food and fun themed on this 
year’s summer Olympic games. The event 
marked the end of the parish’s summer-long 
ministry to the children and young adults of 
our local migrant community. From              
toddlers to teens, the kids participated in a 
variety of games and relay races —the most 
popular of which featured water! “Hey, 
these aren’t real!” was one little guy’s reac-
tion after performing the traditional gold 
medal bite.  

What was very real, however, was the tremendous generosity of 
the people of our parish. Twenty-eight backpacks filled with   
age-appropriate school supplies from crayons to calculators 
were distributed to each athlete. Ten toddler and baby bags filled 
with disposable travel supplies were also given out. Parents who 
had come in from the fields were on hand to see the smiles           
generated by these much-anticipated school supplies. 

No fiesta is complete without fabulous food, 
and this year’s was no exception. The kids 
and their parents were treated to hot dogs, 
chili dogs, sweet corn, beans, chips, fruit, 
and desserts. Hot dogs, buns, and condi-
ments were provided again this year by 50’s 
Drive-In. The rest of the meal was prepared 
and served by the devoted volunteers who 
visit the local camp weekly throughout the 
summer. 

The Migrant Ministry at St. Basil was start-
ed eight years ago by our own Fr. Bob as a natural extension of 
his devotion to this segment of our summer parishioners. In ad-
dition to serving as the Diocesan Director of Migrant Ministries 
for several years, Fr. Bob has started volunteer groups in each of 
his parishes because he saw this outreach as a “wonderful oppor-
tunity for the local church to make the migrant community a part 
of our family.” 

Michelina Hernandez, as lay 
coordinator, heads up a group of 
dedicated volunteers, some of 
whom have been with the pro-
gram since its inception. Wheth-
er a veteran member or a more 
casual participant, every member 
feels they have received far 
more from their relationship 
with the children of the camp 
than they have given. One mean-

ing of the Spanish word acompañar means “to go together with.” 
As Fr. Bob explains, “this accompaniment, or meeting the peo-
ple where they are, is a response to the Gospel call to welcome 
the stranger.” What happens over the course of one short sum-
mer is that these strangers become family! We have formed 
bonds, and we’ve made memories to sustain us until we’re to-
gether again next summer! 

Fr. Bob celebrating our journey back to St. Basil. 

Give, And You Will Receive 
By Kathy Craig 



It all started in April, 1964 when we loaded our Volkswagen 
bug with our few belongings including one baby girl.  We were 
leaving Missoula, Montana, the town where I was born, raised 
and educated. I was kicking and screaming all the way to South 
Haven, Michigan, where my husband, John 
Antrim was to begin his career with Bob 
Mueller Cropdusting. Our first home was a one 
bedroom trailer with a bathroom so small one 
could brush his teeth while  “using the facili-
ties.” After a few years, things got better;  we 
were able to upgrade our home and make new 
friends. 

 I lost John in a tragic air crash in December, 
1973 and realized at that time I was in this 
alone and it was up to me to make it work. The 
two kids were happily settled in school at St. 
Basil and there they would stay. I fell in love 
with South Haven, especially– the South Beach,              
St. Basil and later – much later – Clementine’s  
and South Haven Animal Hospital, where I was 
employed for many years. Add to this list a few dear friends 
who remain so today; sadly, two have passed on. 

John and his two sisters had  each  been deeded a sizable 
amount of precious land in Montana’s Bitterroot Valley by 
John’s father, Stanley, where he at one time had raised sheep.  
Every few summers we would drive back to Montana  (in a car 
with a stick shift and no A/C) to visit grandparents and attend 
class reunions. Eric, my little boy, always said, “Mom, when I 
get big I’m going to live on our land.” 

Well, guess what? Early in 2004 while living in Holland, 
Michigan, Eric announced that he, his wife Cathy, and their 
unborn baby girl were moving to Montana at the end of the 
month! Before long, there, nestled in one of “our” mountains, 
sits Eric’s house, with a gorgeous view of the Bitterroot Valley 
and a steep, winding driveway from hell! It took me three 
years, but I finally made the decision to join them.  Once again, 
Missoula, Montana would be my home. 

By this time my granddaughter was growing up, but I still did 
NOT want to leave South Haven.  Forty-five years of my life-
time had been spent there.  In October, 2007,  I finally left my 
home, again, kicking and screaming, all the way back to my 
homeland! Unfortunately, this meant I would be leaving  my 
daughter, Glynis, in St. Petersburg, Florida.  It was easy to get 
to South Haven from Tampa, but flying in and out of Missoula 
is very expensive and takes up most of a day. Luckily, Glynis 
manages to get home three times a year to visit all of us here. 

It is wonderful being near my son, daughter-in-law, and grand-
daughter as well as my brother and sister-in-law, who had also 
moved “home” several years earlier after his career in the mili-
tary;  but oh, how I missed my friends, Lake Michigan and all 
my connections.  It took me four difficult years to adjust to this 
move. It has been so much fun watching Moira grow and 
change; she is now 11 years old and will enter the sixth grade.  
She is an amazing kid, and is into softball and soccer. 

Missoula is a beautiful city, snuggled in a valley, surrounded 
by beautiful mountains  and home to the University of            
Montana. Approximately 70,000 folks call this home. The 
weather is great – in the 80’s and 90’s in the summer and 30’s 
in the winter. Summers bring visitors who enjoy hiking, raft-
ing, biking, running, horseback riding, hunting, participating in 

our annual “Missoula Marathon”, shopping, and enjoying our 
many restaurants and local brew pubs.  Like the famous book 
and movie filmed nearby, “a river truly does run through it”; 
actually three picturesque rivers converge  here. We are a mere 

hour from Flathead Lake, the largest fresh-
water lake west of the Mississippi, and many 
smaller mountain lakes.  Glacier Park is about 
two hours away from Missoula. The Mountain 
Line, our city-wide bus service, offers free rides 
for everyone and covers most of the city. Win-
ters bring many people who enjoy the winter 
sports.  From April to September Missoula 
hosts the Farmers Market, similar to the one in 
South Haven, where folks can purchase local 
produce and crafts, and many tribal activities 
are fun to attend. 

What keeps me busy now, you wonder? Aside 
from buying a new home, rescuing a couple of 
dogs, picking the kids up from rafting trips,           
I volunteer at “my” hospital, St. Patrick’s, 

where I trained as a nurse back in 1960. Attending Mass is 
important to me and I help with funeral lunches. (I’ve gone 
from beans to relish trays, Dottie Brz!) There are four Catholic 
churches in Missoula and the first year was spent attending 
Mass at each one. I finally chose St. Anthony’s – mostly be-
cause of their awesome music and magnificent stained-glass 
windows.  I guess it was the one that reminded me most                 
of St. Basil.  It took me a few years before I could join the 
choir in singing “One Bread, One Body” without tearing up!                  
St. Anthony’s is also the church where I received the                  
sacraments of Baptism, first Eucharist and Confirmation.       
(John and I were married in San Francisco.)  As is your Father 
Bob, our new priest, Father Michael, is very much loved by our 
parishioners. 

So, all you St. Basil-ites, I will never forget you. NOT EVER.   
I think of each of you often and love you lots. Often I find my-
self leafing through one of my St. Basil pictorial directories; 
the babies in the pictures are all grown now, and many others 
have passed on. But I spend time wondering what the rest of 
you are doing now.  I’ll be back one day; you can count on it. 

Her Home’s in Montana, Her Heart’s at St. Basil 
By Mary Ann Antrim 

Editorôs NoteðMary Ann was an active member of the Out-
reach team back in its inception. Hereôs a picture of some of 
the members of our current mailing team! L. to R., Marlene 
Labadie, Sally Watson, Joan Smith, and Dottie Brzezinski. 



possibly with no legs in a tattered purple dress. As I reached 
down to squeeze her hand, she started digging in my hand look-
ing for money. I tried to tell her I was sorry that I didn’t have 
any money. I felt horrible and quickly moved away. Mike, the 
fellow traveler, said she smiled and lit up as I walked away. I 
was told I had completed a mission of presence. I just didn’t 
understand how I could have made her feel better when I didn’t 
provide what she wanted. 

 Over the next few days we visited a school where the poverty 
stricken children were spotless and very proud to share with us.  
We worked with children in desolate areas in a program to pro-
vide learning and sharing opportunities. We listened to Gene 
Palumbo, a journalist during the war, who told us of some of the 
horrific events and the American involvement during the war. 
We visited the UCA where the Jesuits were shot after opening 
their doors to the army. We visited a project in Las Delicias 
where children are given a chance to play competitive soccer, 
breakdance, or learn com-
puters rather than join gangs 
at the age of 12 or 13. We 
spent time in an AIDS clinic 
and at the home of an AIDS 
patient to learn of the daily 
problems confronting those 
with illness. An agricultural 
project taught us how to 
make tortillas (almost a half 
day project) which is the 
staple of almost every meal. 

At each place we visited, we 
encountered the poorest of the poor.  The people lived in houses 
with dirt floors and tin roofs. Their water was delivered during 
the non-rainy season monthly. There was no sanitation system. 
Their food was tortillas and soup almost every day.  Each per-
son had a story of a close family member being murdered or 
having involvement in the war. But the people welcomed us 
with open arms and truly wanted us to come back. They shared 
all they had with us to make us feel welcome. They laughed 
with us. They hugged us. Even though I beat them at each 
game, they hugged me because I played dominoes with them. 
They laughed at my tortilla making skills.  They were proud to 
share their lives with us. 

One night as we were reflecting on our experiences, the entire 
group was struggling with the seemingly desolate conditions in 
which the majority of the El Salvadorans live. Pete, a lay 
Maryknoll missionary, asked us not to pity or to feel sorry for 
the people of El Salvador. He told us they were his friends and 
his neighbors and they would not want us to treat them that 
way. After a bit of reflection, I told Pete that I never thought of 
pity or sorrow when I thought about what we experienced. I 
thought of the smiles of the twelve year olds putting puzzles 
together. I thought of the friendly greetings each time you 
passed a person on the street. I thought of the love and affection 
you felt the minute you entered their homes. The people of El 
Salvador are rich beyond measure and they made me feel very 
poor. I’m not sure I could have fully understood this until I 
spent time with them. 

The El Salvadorans are extremely poor people who care very 
much for each other and anyone in their midst. The love they 
have for each other is felt shortly after spending time with them.  
It is so much different than our experiences here in the U.S. I’m 
very much looking forward to see how God uses this experience 
to change my responses to the daily encounters in my life and to 
opening my heart as the El Salvadorans have opened theirs. 

For years, my husband, Dave, has said that he wanted to travel 
with Fr. Bob to El Salvador. Each time he said that, I would 
respond by saying “go and have a great time. I have no desire to 
go and I’ll never go.” But something changed when I saw an 
advertisement for a trip with the Maryknoll Lay Missioners who 
sponsored a Friends Across Borders immersion trip. I felt called 
to travel to El Salvador and I stayed up for hours researching 
past itineraries and blogs written by prior participants. When 
Dave woke up the next morning, I told him “You’re going to 
think I’m nuts, but I want to go to El Salvador.” 

In June, I did just that. I travelled with nine others who were 
complete strangers for ten days to immerse myself in the lives 
of the El Salvadorans. This trip was very much out of my com-
fort zone and I kept coming up with reasons to cancel right up 
to the day before. I am constantly thankful for the experience 
and that I did end up going. 

The immersion began as soon as I got to the gate in Atlanta.  
All communication was mainly done in Spanish (and I don’t 
speak any foreign languages). There were less than ten people 
at the gate who were not El Salvadoran. I felt like such an out-
sider already, but my nervousness started going away for some 
reason. I met most of the others outside the airport in San Salva-
dor and we spent two hours chatting while we waited for the 
rest of the group to arrive. We were all nervous as we had no 
idea what to expect for the rest of the immersion. 

The first couple of days were spent visiting local sites of histor-
ic importance. We visited the site of the murder of the nuns who 
had been targeted for assassination. We listened to Sister Cecil-
ia talk about those murdered as she knew them personally. We 
met with Sister Emma (a young 90 years old) who personally 
knew Carla and Ita, two missionaries with a long history during 
the war in El Salvador. She told us stories of these ladies and of 
the war, and she giggled even though you could see the pain in 
her eyes as she recalled these memories. We visited the Parque 
Cuscatlan where a wall was erected to honor the 75,000 civil-
ians who were murdered or who disappeared during the civil 
war. We attended Mass at El Rosario which looks like a ware-
house on the outside and is simply stunning inside. Again, the 
harsh past of the El Salvadorans hit as we walked over the tomb 
of those who were murdered inside the church and buried there 
by the parishioners before anyone could take the bodies. We 
visited the cathedral where Oscar Romero’s tomb lies in the 
bottom level.  The constant movement everywhere, testimonies 
being given about the horrifying daily acts of violence, and the 
witness that the people showed when kneeling and praying over 
the tomb was emotionally touching and draining.   

One evening as we met to reflect on what we saw, a fellow trav-
eler mentioned that he saw me bend down to touch an elderly 
woman’s hand. I had looked down at her. She was very old, 

Feelin’ The Love of, and for, the El Salvadorans 
by Bobbie Otto 



St. Basil Catholic Church 
513 Monroe Blvd. 
South Haven, MI 49090 
Catechists for the 2016-2017 school year are anxious for the  
children to return to their classes. We hope that you have had an 
enjoyable summer, but we also hope that you have not taken a 
vacation from God! We hope that He has been close to you in all 
you have done over these summer months.  

Religious education classes will begin for this school year on 
Sunday, September 18, following the 11:00 Mass. Registration 
materials will be sent to families of last year’s students by the end 
of August and registration will also be held after all Masses on 
the weekends of September 3/4 and September 10/11. For all first
-time registrants, a copy of your child’s baptismal certificate 
should be presented at registration if he/she was not baptized at 
St. Basil Catholic Church.  

Plans are being made for two full-family activities this fall. We 
invite all parish families, young and old, to join us. Look for 
more information in the weekend bulletins next month. 

The Diocese of Kalamazoo now requires a two-year sacramental 
program for all students requesting the sacraments of First Eucha-
rist or Confirmation. Students preparing for First Eucharist next 
spring should already be registered in the sacramental preparation 
program. Students seeking the Sacrament of First Eucharist in 
2018 should register this fall to prepare to receive this sacrament. 
Confirmation for 9th and 10th grade students will be held next 
spring. Dave Otto and Mark Monacelli will once again be co-
leaders of this sacramental preparation program. Informational 
meetings and signups will be on Sunday, September 11, and  
Sunday, September 18, in the UL immediately following the 
11:00 Mass. Students should have registered last fall if they in-
tend to be confirmed in 2017. 

At St. Basil we believe that parents make the best first teachers in 
our religious education program. Since baptism, you have taught 
the love of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Good Shepherd, through 
your love for your children. You have taught them the faith by 
your example. We look forward to working with you and sup-
porting your efforts as we continue to nurture your child’s faith 
in God, love for Jesus and His sacrifice in the Eucharist, and par-
ticipation in His Church.  

Please contact Sylvia Verdonk at 637-2404, ext. 116, if you have 
questions or need additional information about the                 
2016-2017 religious education program or the Sacraments of 
First Eucharist or Confirmation.   

Catechistôs Corner 
by Sylvia Verdonk 

A big thank you to the volunteers from the Adult Choir who  
spent time recently putting the new Restore the Glory prayer 
in our hymnals, just in time for opening weekend July 30/31. 


