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A Pilgrim’s Reflection on the Camino de Santiago
This article supplements “Finding New Life Along the Camino”  
from page 6 of the Spring/Summer 2020 issue of Manresa Matters.

~ continued on next page

W hen we embark on our journeys, no matter 
what kind they may be, we are likely to 

find ourselves asking and answering two 
major questions: Where are we going and why?  
Those questions were ones that stayed with me as 
I pondered a recent trip to Spain to walk part of the 
Camino de Santiago; those questions gave birth to 
many more as I delved into the details of the trip.  And 
as I discussed the proposed trip with others, their 
curiosities led to even more questions—so many 
questions, some fairly easy to answer, others that 
still go unanswered.  Most of the people I talked to 
about the journey had no idea what the Camino de 
Santiago was—I did not really know what the Camino 
de Santiago was.  I had heard about it and had seen 
the movie The Way, which was about one man’s 
Camino journey.  I had some idea that it was a sacred 
pilgrimage, but that was about it.

 A little bit of 
research led me 
to understand 
that the journey 
itself is known as 
the Pilgrimage 
of Santiago de 
Compostela, 
and the Camino 
is the road or 
route taken.  It 

is where pilgrims walk one of a network of several 
routes (trails) in northern Spain and in France leading 
to the shrine of the Apostle St. James the Great 
located in the Cathedral of Santiago de Compostela 
in Galicia in northwestern Spain.  Tradition says that 
St. James’ remains are enshrined there.  Loosely 
translated, Camino means “the path” or “the way.”  It 
is said that if one were to view the Camino routes 

from the air, they 
would look like a 
scallop shell.  The 
scallop shell has 
become the symbol 
of the pilgrimage, 
and most pilgrims 
can be seen 
with a shell tied 
somewhere on their 
person as they 
travel.

A document called the credential or Pilgrim’s Passport 
is carried by most pilgrims to give them access to 
overnight accommodations along the route.  The 
credential is stamped at each town where the pilgrim 
stops to verify to the Pilgrim’s Office in Santiago 
that the journey was completed properly, qualifying 
the pilgrim to receive a Compostela (certificate 
of completion of the pilgrimage).  A pilgrim must 
complete at least 100 km on foot or horseback or 200 
km by bike and state that their motivation was at least 
partially religious in order to be eligible to receive the 
Compostela from the Pilgrim’s Office.

One might ask: What motivated you to make this 
journey?  Well, it began with a simple telephone 
conversation with a friend, Maria.  She had a 
dilemma.  Her cousin, who lives in Germany, invited 
her to make the pilgrimage; this was to be the final 
155 km stretch of the 642 km Camino walk.  She 
wanted to do it but not alone.  I was curious about 
what it was, and because I seemed so interested, 
she invited me to come along.  I did not immediately 
say “yes” but was intrigued by the possibility, and 
after much thought and prayer agreed to go.  I asked 
myself over and over again, “Why do you want to do 
this?”  I did not have an answer—just that a quiet 
whisper within was nudging me to go, and my friend 
wanted my support.  

The next several weeks were spent preparing for 
this sacred journey: mentally preparing myself for 

My Pilgrim’s Passport

The Camino routes.
My Compostela (left)  
and certification of  

miles walked (above).

A shell and stone are  
given to each pilgrim as  
they begin their journey.
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A Pilgrim’s Reflection on the Camino de Santiago - continued
what I thought I might 
encounter; physically 
preparing by training (or 
what I believed to be 
training); and spiritually 
preparing by praying for 
guidance and insights on 
my purpose for going.  At 
a point, I concluded that I 
had adequately trained by 
frequently walking along the 
Detroit Riverwalk for several 
miles a day; and that I 
should take with me and 

offer to the Lord the darkness of the world that was 
swirling around me.  What I did not know was that 
I was totally unprepared, physically and spiritually, 
for what I was to encounter.  What I thought I knew 
about the journey we were embarking on was nothing 
compared to the reality that faced us.  

Maria suggested we leave a few days early to allow 
us time to rest and visit with her family in Germany 
before meeting with the rest of the group there with 
whom we would be traveling.  We landed in Germany 
in early September, several days before the Camino 
pilgrimage was to begin, and the time spent there was 
a wonderful respite from the long flight and earlier 
preparations for the trip.  Unbeknownst to us, it was 

to be a glorious 
soothing precursor 
to the physical 
agony we were 
to soon endure.  
Three days later 
we boarded a bus 
with Maria’s cousin 
Wolfgang and 42 
others to make 
our way to the 
Frankfurt Airport for 
our flight to Spain.  

We arrived in Santiago and were transported by bus 
to the ancient town of Lugo, which was to be our 
home base for six of the seven days of our trek.

The hotel in Lugo where we were housed was a 
beautiful contemporary place—a far cry from the 
hostels and auberges I had read about and had 
mentally prepared myself for.  A woman in our group 
(one of the few who spoke English) felt we should 
have been housed in facilities more “appropriate” to 
the pilgrimage—something a bit more rustic.  Shortly 
after our arrival we assembled in a small area where 

we each were 
given our 
symbolic shell, a 
symbolic stone 
and Pilgrim’s 
Passport.  We 
were told we 
each would 
receive a 
wooden 
walking staff 
the following 
morning when 
we reached our starting point for walking.  Most of the 
pilgrims in our group had made parts of the pilgrimage 
from different locations over the past eight years and 
preferred to use their own lightweight metal walking 
staffs.

The next morning, after a very early breakfast, we 
were transported by bus to a nearby church in Lugo, 
housed behind an ancient Roman wall, where we 
had morning prayer.  Leaving the church, we were 
bussed to the town of O Cebreiro about 45 minutes 
away where we were to begin our trek of 20 km to 
the town of Triacastela.  O Cebreiro was the first 
rude awakening for me (us): the wind was whipping 
our bodies fiercely, it was raining and icy cold, and—
surprise of surprises—we were in the mountains.  The 
altitude was not my friend.  The bus dropped us off 
at a tiny village location where we walked to a small 
chapel to have our shells and stones blessed by a 
priest.  The village had a public restroom that most of 
us took advantage of, and because of the extra time, 
the walking staffs were sent back to the hotel with the 
bus.  So, some of us had to proceed up and down 
slippery slopes without the assistance of a walking 
staff that first day.

We had been informed that we would begin our daily 
walks at approximately 
9:00 AM and were to meet 
the bus at the designated 
locations by 5:00 each day 
to be transported back to 
the hotel in Lugo.  Maria 
and I anticipated being 
able to walk the daily 20-
24 km treks at a leisurely 
pace with ample time to 
stop for photos and food 
and time to browse the 
towns of each day’s final 
destination.  After all, we 

Resting along the Way.

My friend Maria took this picture 
of me with her cousin Wolfgang 

during the pilgrimage. 

Our shells and stones were  
blessed in this small chapel  

on the first day of our journey.

Camino trail marker.
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had “trained” and could 
walk 3.5-4 miles in an hour 
at home.  Surely, we could 
walk 20-24 km (13-15 
miles) in four to five hours 
with no problem—NOT!!  
Sadly, we did not know what 
we did not know.

While Day 1 was by far the 
most difficult, each of the 
other days brought with it 
the promise of something 
new; you might say the 

promise of new life.  We were assured after the first 
day that the trek would get easier—it did not, really.  
Realizing it was not getting easier, I made my peace 
with that, resolved to expect the unexpected and held 
the Lord’s hand tightly as we trudged on, constantly 
asking “why?” and singing in my head “Yahweh, I 
Know You Are Near.”  We did what we 
could do the way we could do it, though 
not as fast as some others.  It was a huge 
lesson in humility.

Each of the seven walking days was a 
special gift, albeit challenging.  For us 
two women who were not active, frequent 
hikers, the altitude, the cold and heat, the 
sometimes rough terrain, and the many 
hills and valleys made it a very difficult 
journey.  There were times when we both 
questioned our sanity for agreeing to this.  
The pressures of trying to keep pace with 
seasoned hikers and trying to meet the 
very stringent timelines imposed on the 
group added to the challenge.  Wolfgang 
patiently stayed with us for support. 

Despite the frequent ”gifts” left by animals on the 
roads, the landscape was pleasing to the senses: 
idyllic farms and pastures, forests with shady oak 

and eucalyptus trees, 
small villages, inviting 
small taverns, churches, 
monasteries, hostels and 
inns—all very beautiful 
and in their own particular 
ways, informative.  We 
were anxious and happy 
to periodically stop 
along the way to have 
our Pilgrim’s Passports 
stamped and to rest.  We 

even briefly rested at a “hippie commune” that offered 
hospitality for the price of a small donation.

We encountered pilgrims from many places: 
Argentina, Australia, England, Mexico and Colombia, 
to name just a few.  There were mother/daughter 
pairs, husband/wife couples, new-friend pairs, old-
friend couples and groups, and single souls; there 
were a few on horseback and many bikers—all 
making this awesome journey as companions on the 
Way and greeting one another with “Buen Camino,” a 
term used to wish fellow pilgrims well on their walk.

. . . And through it all, the Lord was my constant 
companion.  At a point, I stopped asking questions of 
Him, stopped grousing and started to listen, started 
to let go of the emotional baggage I had brought with 
me and allowed the lightened load to nourish me and 
make a space for the gifts I was to receive—and they 
abounded.  This was a journey I sensed I was called 
to make, although I did not know why.  

As I observed the pilgrims we encountered along 
the way, more questions started to plague me.  I 
wondered what their stories might be but then found 
myself feeling compassion and empathy for some 
of them, such as the woman we met who had no 
arms and the grossly obese woman sitting along a 
path panting as if she was breathing her last breath; 
I imagine that might have been how I looked to the 
young biker who had tried to assist me on the first 
day.  It started to become clear to me that these 
were teaching moments and I was being invited to 
notice and be aware of what I was seeing: stamina, 
fortitude, trust, determination, resilience, patience, 
perseverance, endurance, accompaniment, courage, 
presence, freedom, friendship, humility, life and 
love—that’s what I was seeing on those trails, on A friendly rooster 

joined us for lunch!

This monument on Monte de Gozo (“Mount Joy”) commemorates 
the pilgrimage that Pope John Paul II made there in 1993.

A Pilgrim’s Reflection on the Camino de Santiago - continued

Another needed rest!
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A Pilgrim’s Reflection on the Camino de Santiago - continued
this journey.  The gift of 
perception—this was the 
Lord’s gift to me.

The weather was 
consistently very warm 
and sunny on most days 
after that first one.  Day 2 
took us from Triacastela to 
Sarria, about 22 km.  Day 
3 took us from Sarria to 
Portomarin, about 22 km.  
Centuries ago the town 
of Portomarin had been 
flooded by a dam, leaving 
many of the homes under 
water.  Along with some of 

the homes, the church had been moved brick by brick 
to a high hill overlooking the town.  We were to meet 
our bus at the top of that high hill.  Day 4 was Friday 
the 13th, and though I am not superstitious, I wondered 
what, if anything, different or strange might present itself.  
Nothing out of the ordinary happened, just the usual 
hard walk that brought us from Portomarin to Palas de 
Rei, about 24 km.

Day 5, however, took an unexpected turn, and served 
me another massive dose of humility.  Over the 
previous four days, the diet I consumed was much 

different from normal.  
Consequently, my body 
rebelled, and on that 
beautiful sunny Saturday 
my stomach let me know 
in no uncertain terms that 
I was not going anywhere.  
So, I spent the day at the 
hotel hydrating myself 
and resting, wondering 
why this had to happen 
but grateful for the rest.  
My blistered toes were 

thankful as well.  The rest of the group went from 
Palas de Rei to Castaneda, about 22 km.  By the 
following day I had sufficiently recovered to continue 
the walk, and Day 6 took us from Castaneda to 
Cerceda, approximately 23 km.  On Day 7 we walked 
from Cerceda into Santiago de Compostela, about 
22 km.  On this particular morning our belongings 
were transferred from the hotel in Lugo to the hotel 
in Santiago de Compostela, a former monastery, 
where we would be staying until our return flight.  The 
woman who had grumbled about the hotel in Lugo 

was very pleased that we 
were staying at an old 
monastery in Santiago.
As we drew closer to 
Santiago, we observed many 
abandoned shoes on the 
trail.  If those shoes could 
talk, I’m certain there would 
be many interesting stories to 
tell.  Some enterprising local 
residents along the route 
repurposed some of the 
shoes into flower containers.  
We even saw some 
abandoned shoes flung 
over telephone wires on the highway and wondered what 
might have precipitated that: another story I’d love to hear.  
The closer we came to our final destination, the more we 
noticed that many of the directional Camino sign posts 
had been defaced and wondered why and who would do 
such disrespectful things.

When we finally 
reached the outskirts 
of Santiago and saw 
the bridge leading 
into the city, we were 
elated.  The three 
of us triumphantly 
walked across the 
bridge, maybe a 
mile or so into the 
city.  The streets 
were paved and 
stoned with golden 

Camino shells embedded in the sidewalks to show 
the Camino route.  Sadly, we saw that culprits had 
dug up some of the shells, but since the holes were 
left behind, we were still able to stay on route.  By this 
time, we had discovered 
that we were still several 
miles away from where we 
needed to be—the plaza 
and Cathedral on the other 
side of the city; and getting 
there was all uphill.  We 
realized that we probably 
would not make it in time 
for a group gathering and 
picture scheduled for 4:30 
in the afternoon—and we 
didn’t.

This church in 
Portomarin was moved  

here brick by brick.

Abandoned shoes 
along the trail.

Santiago (finally!), 
before reaching the 

Cathedral Plaza.

The “Pilgrims’ Portal” 
in the Santiago Plaza.

Golden Camino shells 
embedded in the sidewalks 
marked the Camino route.

~ continued on next page
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A Pilgrim’s Reflection on the Camino de Santiago - continued

Continue to the next article . . . 

When we finally 
arrived at the plaza 
and walked through 
the “Pilgrims’ Portal” 
to the Cathedral, 
there was an 
audible, collective 
sigh of relief from the 
three of us—Maria, 
Wolfgang and me.  
We had completed 
our journey.  We 
had reached our 
destination.  Happily, 
we discovered that 
we were not the only 
ones of our group 
who had not made 
the 4:30 deadline, 

and since we were not there when scheduled, we 
were left to our own devices to have our Pilgrim’s 
Passports stamped and Compostelas prepared by the 
officials—but by then the Pilgrim’s Office was closed.

It was anticipated that the next day, the final full day 
in Santiago, would be spent sightseeing, etc., but 
instead we visited the Shrine of St. James to offer 
thanksgiving for a safe journey, attended the Pilgrim’s 
Mass, and waited in line to have our Pilgrim’s 
Passports stamped and Compostelas processed.  
We were a bit disappointed that, due to renovations, 
the traditional Pilgrim’s Mass was held not in the 
Cathedral but in a nearby church, and as you might 
guess, it was a bit of a distance away and up a hill.

After a lovely celebratory banquet and ceremony held 
that evening in an ancient hospital (now a museum 
and hotel), we prepared for an early return flight.  Our 
tired and battered bodies were still exhausted, my 
blistered toes and tender stomach were crying for 
relief and rest, but unfortunately, because of young 

revelers in the 
plaza, sleep 
was not to be 
had before 
our 3:00 AM 
departure back 
to Germany.  
Maria, four 
others of our 
group and I 
all said our 
goodbyes at the 
Frankfurt airport 

where they had to 
wait for the rest of 
the group to arrive 
(Maria was staying 
in Germany a while 
longer), and I flew 
home.

During my flight 
home and later, 
as I reflected on 
the previous days, 
I realized that the 
most important 
aspect of my total 
experience was 
the journey itself, 
the entire journey 
from the time I left 
home in Detroit, and 
not so much the 
destination.  Yes, the destination held some value, but 
what mattered most was the bonding, the relationship, 
the knowledge, the understanding and the love 
I experienced with the Lord as my companion.  I 
understood that what I observed and noticed in the 
pilgrims on the Camino and other parts of that journey 
can be revealed in anyone anywhere if I open my 
eyes to see what is there.  And I knew that before 
I could see anything in anyone else, I had to find it 

deep within myself.  I 
understood that what I 
saw were gifts that we 
all are given at times in 
our lives when we need 
them most; and those 
are some of the gifts 
that give us new life 
and sustain us on our 
individual paths.  Those 
gifts are what allow 
us to companion our 
Creator in the life work 
of co-creating.

And so, it is with a 
grateful heart and open eyes that I say ”thank you” to 
all who accompanied me on this journey, to those who 
have accompanied me on past journeys, to those who 
will be gracious enough to be companions on future 
journeys, and to the One who is always with us and 
makes all journeys possible.  To all of you on journeys 
I say, “Buen Camino!” 
                                    ~ by DiAnne Patterson Schultz

The Shrine of St. James was 
under construction.

Tired pilgrims (from left): 
Wolfgang, Maria and me.

On the balcony of King’s 
Hospital, overlooking the Plaza.

Since the Shrine was  
closed for renovations, the 
Pilgrim’s Mass was held at 

St. Francis Church “nearby.”

Back to Page 1
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A Few More Notes
This article supplements “The Empty Tomb Imagined in Music”  
from page 9 of the Spring/Summer 2020 issue of Manresa Matters.

The Composer
Born March 31, 1685 
in Eisenach in the 
central German region 
of Thuringia, Johann 
Sebastian Bach was 
the youngest of eight 
children but was 
orphaned at age 10.  
He was raised by 
his brother Johann 
Christoph, 14 years his 
senior, who enrolled him 
at age 15 in the choir 
school in Lüneburg.  
After completing his two 
years of study there, 
he obtained postings 
as a musician from 
1703 – 1723 in Weimar, 
Arnstadt, Mühlhausen, 
Weimar (again) and 

Cöthen before becoming cantor of St. Thomas’ 
Church and School and city music director in Leipzig, 
where he remained for the rest of his life.  He died 
July 28, 1750.

Bach had been drawn to Leipzig, a trading hub 
of 30,000, for its orthodox Lutheranism and its 
prominent patronage of church music, which Bach 
as cantor would oversee.  The appointment process 
was difficult, for the town council could not obtain 
the services of either of two preferred candidates 
and settled on Bach as “a mediocrity.”  But he would 
receive a substantial salary, his growing family would 
be housed rent-free and there was a university where 
his sons might study.  

On the downside 
were constant 
squabbles with 
the town council 
and an exacting 
schedule that 
extended to 
composing 
and performing 
liturgical music for 
choir and organ, 
accompanying 

non-church occasions 
and teaching academic 
as well as musical 
subjects.  Despite 
these constraints, 
Bach launched into an 
astonishing output of 
works, including five 
cycles of cantatas for 
every Sunday and feast 
day of the year, about 
300 in all, as well as the 
B minor Mass and the 
St. Matthew Passion, 
one of the most revered 
musical works of 
Western civilization.

He also set up with 
young musicians at Zimmermann’s Coffee House on 
Friday nights to perform secular works—including, of 
course, The Coffee Cantata!  In his day, Bach enjoyed 
the recognition also bestowed on his contemporaries 
Telemann and Handel.  He was summoned late in 
life to Potsdam and the court of King Frederick II 
of Prussia, where his son, CPE Bach, served as 
Kapellmeister (music director).  This sole encounter 
led to The Musical Offering, a collection of keyboard 
music based on a single, challenging theme proposed 
by Frederick.

An artifact gives testimony to Bach’s spirituality.  In 
1733 he acquired a copy of Luther’s three-volume 
translation of the Bible, known as the Calov Bible.  He 
signed the title page of each volume and embellished 
the three with 348 underlinings, highlights and 
marginalia.  Near 1 Chronicles 25, listing Davidic 
musicians, he wrote, “This chapter is the true 

foundation of all 
God-pleasing 
music.”  At 2 
Chronicles 5:12-
13, describing 
temple musicians 
praising God, 
he noted, “At 
a reverent 
performance of 
music, God is 
always at hand 
with his gracious 

~ continued on next page

The only known authentic 
image of Bach is this 1748 
painting by Elias Gottlob 
Haussmann; after over 60 
years in private ownership 
in Princeton, NJ, it was 
transferred to the Bach 
Archive in Leipzig in 2015.

Images of Bach’s Calov Bible  
courtesy of Concordia Seminary, St. Louis.

Exterior of St. Thomas 
Church, Leipzig, with  
Bach’s statue in front.
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A Few More Notes - continued

Continue to the next article . . . 

presence.”  Bach would often begin his scores with 
JJ for Jesu juva (Jesus, help me) and end them with 
SDG for Soli Deo gloria (to the glory of God alone).  

Nearly three-fourths 
of his 1,000-plus 
works were written 
for worship, and 
their musical 

expressiveness of his devotion to Christ gained him 
the sobriquet “the Fifth Evangelist.”

As musical fashion evolved from the baroque to the 
classical, Bach faded from public consciousness, 
but his popularity began its revival when Felix 
Mendelssohn conducted the St. Matthew Passion, 
albeit heavily edited, on March 11, 1829 in Berlin.  
Even earlier, Ludwig van Beethoven remarked, “He 
should have been called not brook (Bach) but ocean 
due to the endless and inexhaustible abundance of 
his tone combinations and harmonies.”

The Easter Oratorio
• The voices assigned to the persons in the work 

were The Other Mary, soprano; Mary Magdalene, 
alto; Peter, tenor; and John, bass.

• The term Schweisstuch (“sweat cloth”), in sections 
6 and 7, is variously translated “head cloth,” “linen 
cloth” and “handkerchief.”  But the German is an 
exact match for the Latin sweat cloth, sudarium.  
The Latin term refers not only to the cloth lying in 
the tomb (John 20:6-7) but to the Veil of Veronica.  
In his comment on the Oratorio, Albert Schweitzer 
grumbled: “The text should be altered somewhat.  
We hear a little too much of the ‘Schweisstuch 
Jesu.’”

• The Lion of Judah, in the work’s last line, appears 
in Revelation 5:5 and is widely regarded as a 
reference to the Second Coming.

• Readers can listen to the entire Oratorio on 
YouTube.  A search for “Bach Easter Oratorio 
249” will open to perhaps a half-dozen full 
performances, each a little over 40 minutes long.

J.S. Bach Fun Facts
From November 6 to December 2, 1717 Bach was 
jailed by his employer, Duke Wilhelm Ernst of Weimar, 
upon giving notice of his intent to take a better job.

Bach had twenty children: seven by his first wife, 
Maria Barbara, and thirteen by his second, Anna 

Magdalena; of these, ten survived into adulthood and 
of the ten, four became composers.  The last of the 
line was a great-granddaughter, Carolina Augusta 
Wilhelmine, who died on May 13, 1871.

The Calov Bible, mentioned above, dropped from 
view upon Bach’s death but in 1934 was found in—
well, where else but Frankenmuth, Michigan?—and 
was donated to the Concordia Seminary Library in  
St. Louis, MO.

Three of Bach’s works—the Brandenburg Concerto 
No. 2 in F, movement 1; the Prelude and Fugue in C 

from Book II of The Well-
Tempered Clavier; and 
the Gavotte en Rondeaux 
from the Partita No. 3 for 
Unaccompanied Violin—
are now beyond the solar 
system on the golden 
records of Voyager I and 
II.  The records include a 
variety of spoken greetings 
and music over 90 minutes 
of playing time.  When 
astronomer Carl Sagan 

asked biologist Lewis Thomas what the records 
should contain, the latter replied, “I would send the 
complete works of Johann Sebastian Bach—but that 
would be bragging.”

Bach’s complete works total 1,121 in the Bach-Werke-
Verzeichnis catalog, and in 2000, the 250th anniversary 
of Bach’s death, the Hänssler Classic firm in Germany 
released all of them in a series of 160 CDs.

~ by Paul Seibold
Sources
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HarperCollins, New York 2005
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Alfred A. Knopf, New York 2013 

Kupferberg, Herbert, Basically Bach, McGraw-Hill, New 
York 1985

Schweitzer, Albert, J. S. Bach, tr. Ernest Newman, Dover 
Publications, New York 1966 (reprint)

Spitta, Philipp, Johann Sebastian Bach, tr. Clara Bell and 
J.A. Fuller-Maitland, Dover Publications, New York 1951 
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Wikipedia

Voyager golden record

Johann Sebastian Bach 
signature

Back to Page 1
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Learning About the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation
This is a new article recounting a tour taken last fall before the start of a Midwest 
Jesuit Province conference held in South Dakota.

W e were on the High Plains at an elevation 
of about 3,500 feet.  The air was warm 

and dry, and the sun was bright in the blue, 
nearly cloudless sky.  We planned to travel about 218 
miles, a formidable itinerary that included several 

churches and 
cemeteries across 
the eastern side 
of the Pine Ridge 
Reservation, which 
totals 3,500 square 
miles.

Fr. Brad Held, SJ served as our tour guide, host and 
one of our three vehicle drivers, departing from the 
Terra Sancta Retreat Center in Rapid City, South 
Dakota, where the Midwest Jesuit Province pastoral 
summit was being held.  We were a curious and eager 
group with many participants coming to South Dakota 
and the Pine Ridge Reservation for the first time, while 

a few Jesuits were returning 
to a place of ministry and 
love, as well as heartache.

The “Res” is populated 
primarily by the Oglala, or 
the “Scatter Their Own” tribe, 
one of the seven bands of 
the Lakota division of the 
Sioux Nation.  The three 
Sioux dialects are: Lakota, 
Nakota and Dakota.

First, we entered the Badlands, named as such 
because the land is just that—bad, not good for 
farming, ranching or living.  It has its own beauty but 
is desolate, made up of uneven rock formations that 
make it look somewhat “other-worldly.”  This was the 
land where the Native people were sent, expected to 
make it their home.  The more we learned, the more 
difficult the story was to hold and to reconcile.  

The Jesuits are working to care for the people.  The 
blended governance is messy.  There is the Federal 
Bureau of Indian Affairs that, to a degree, administers 
the treaty rights that established federal support of 
healthcare, education, roads and public safety.  There 
are also Tribal leaders.  There is a push from the Tribe 
for sovereignty 
rights but 
there does not 
seem to be 
the strength in 
leadership or 
infrastructure 
to support 
it.  There is 
significant 
poverty and 
widespread 
addiction, 
which leads to 
violence and 
more crime 
than can be 
controlled 
or even 
responded to.  

In 1888 the Holy Rosary Mission was started primarily 
as a school.  Jesuits were invited by Red Cloud 
to start a mission so that his people could learn to 
read and write.  The Jesuits also serve at nearby St. 
Francis Mission on the Rosebud Reservation.

Fr. Brad Held, SJ,  
Pastor of Holy Rosary 

Mission Churches (SD)

Monday’s travelers inside of St. Agnes Church (listed alphabetically): 
Christine Curran; Tom Drexler; Fr. Pat Fairbanks, SJ; Anzley 

Harmon; Fr. Brad Held, SJ; Amy Hoover; Rick Krivanka; Erin 
Maiorca; Stephen Poat; Donna Ridella; Fr. Warren Sazama, SJ; Jordan 

Skarr; Fr. Dave Shields, SJ; Anne Smith; and Joyce Lynn Tibbitts.

The group made an unofficial stop at this “ghost town” along the way.

The Badlands

~ continued on next page
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Learning About the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation - continued
First stop: St. Peter’s Church

St. Peter’s 
was built in 
the 1800s.  
It has been 
abandoned 
for about 
20 years, 
and the 
community 
around the 

church has since moved away.  There are five other 
churches like it on the Res, creating a challenge 
for the Catholic Church.  A church like St. Peter’s is 
beloved by those who have prayed there, but what 
does its current condition symbolically say about our 
Church?  Do we move it and restore it?  Do we tear it 
down?  For now it remains as it is. 

Second Stop:  
St. Agnes Church 
St.  Agnes Church was built 
in 1911, and Nicholas Black 
Elk was part of the community 
that contributed to its founding.  
In the parish center we were 
delighted by two presentations, 
the first from Bill White, 
Postulator for the Cause for 
Sainthood.  Bill shared the 
story of Nicholas Black Elk’s life, how he came to be 
nominated for canonization and approved for the first 
stage, called “Servant of God.”

When Black Elk decided 
to become a Catholic, he 
chose the name Nicholas 
in honor of St. Nicholas 
because he was inspired 
by his love of and care 
for children.  Nicholas 
was a renowned catechist 
on the reservation, 
travelling hundreds of 
miles between parishes.  
He had 113 godchildren!  
One of his Eucharistic 
Adoration processions 
included over 1,000 
native people.  Nicholas 

wisely explained to the people how native beliefs/
teachings and Catholicism mutually enrich each other.  

The second presentation was by Joyce Tibbitts, who 
spoke about the path to canonization.  The next three 
stages in the canonization process are “Venerable,” 
“Blessed” and “Saint.”  Joyce is a catechist at St. 
Agnes, following in the footsteps of Nicholas Black 
Elk, and is also serving as a pastoral assistant to the 
Holy Rosary Mission.  She described the miracle of 
the naming of Black Elk Peak, the highest point in 
South Dakota, and the annual pilgrimage to it on the 
last weekend of June.  Nicholas still has living relatives 
today; a grandson and great-granddaughter continue to 
attend Mass at St. Agnes.

Third Stop: 
Nicholas Black 
Elk’s Grave
The visit to 
Nicholas Black 
Elk’s gravesite 
was moving.  A 
cloud formation 
overhead 
looked like a 
bird—perhaps a 
sign of blessing!  
There were many graves, marked in a variety of 
ways—wood crosses, pipe crosses, headstones, 
bright white service stones . . .  There was a large 
white cross for the one Jesuit buried in the cemetery.  
Black Elk’s headstone incorrectly named him “Chief,” 
and the dates of his birth and death are also in error; 
however, Black Elk’s relatives graciously accepted 

St. Peter’s is one of five abandoned churches on the Res.

Bill White spoke to the 
group about Black Elk.

Joyce Tibbitts (pictured at right, in front of the altar in St. Agnes 
Church) designed the poster the Diocese is using to help promote the 
cause for canonization.  It shows many images of Black Elk and the 

“Two Roads Pictorial Ladder” model of Catechism.

We prayed the canonization prayer together  
at the gravesite of Nicholas Black Elk.

St. Agnes Church remains  
a vibrant community today.

~ continued on next page
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Learning About the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation - continued

the headstone as it was, donated by a family from 
Rapid City.  Although “Chief” was not his official title, 
Nicholas Black Elk was certainly known and honored 
as a great leader of his people.  Fr. Brad said that 
the oversight and documentation process of graves 
on the Res is challenging.  Although the adjacent 
churches own most of the cemeteries, individuals are 
sometimes buried without mapping the sites.  Further, 
grass fires burn the wood crosses so, as with many 
situations on the Res, graves become a challenge to 
navigate.

Fourth Stop: Wounded Knee Massacre Site
To some degree, the facts became more than 
one could take in.  The massacre of innocents on 
December 29, 1890: families huddled together to 
keep warm from the bitter cold were shot down by the 
7th Calvary Regiment of the United States Army.  We 
read the posted history and then climbed the hill to the 
graves, the place from which the shots were fired.  

Fifth Stop: Sacred Heart Church
Sacred Heart was the first church founded on the 
Res and is currently their largest faith community.  
Angie Stover, who works for the church, greeted 
us graciously and then described the delicious 

homemade hot lunch she, 
her son and some volunteers 
had prepared for us.  We 
enjoyed Angie’s gracious 
hospitality and met some of the volunteers that helped 
at the parish.  After lunch Angie gave us a tour of the 
community and sacred spaces in the parish building.

We saw many medicine wheels 
with colors of red, white, yellow 
and black representing the four 
directions of north, south, east and 
west as well as the sacred path of 
life on our journey toward God, 
here depicted in this prayer wheel 
for Nicholas Black Elk: wisdom, 
courage, fortitude and generosity.

The graves on the hill at Wounded Knee.

Ribbons the colors of the medicine wheel were 
tied to the fences that surrounded the graves, 
some with messages: “I pray we could love all 
colors of skin.  We are all human.  Love for all.  
Peace and kindness are a must.”  “My heart 
aches . . . my prayers are with the Lakota.”  

We added our own prayers in silence.

Angie invites us to lunch:
buffalo, squash, and corn soup;
wild rice with fruit;
goibibo (hand made fry bread);  
and choke cherry and buffalo 
berry sauces for dessert!

The altar and surroundings in Sacred Heart Church.

~ continued on next page
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~ continued on next page

Sixth Stop: Holy Rosary 
Mission Church, Cemetery and 
Red Cloud School Complex
Marcus, a former student 
of Red Cloud, was our 
tour guide.  After receiving 
his Bachelor’s degree, he 
returned to work at the school.  
We visited on the 131st 
anniversary of the founding of 
the Mission by the Franciscan 
Sisters, Chief Red Cloud and 
the Jesuits.  The School and 
Mission became a blend of 

practices and cultures since the 1978 American Indian 
Religious Freedom Act.  This act legalized traditional 
native ceremonies and practices.  Holy Rosary is a 
beautiful church with gorgeous stained-glass windows 
and Stations of the Cross painted by three different, 
very talented native artists.

Marcus spoke about the 
baptismal font, which 
survived the 1996 fire 
that destroyed the original 
Mission Church.  The scent 
of smoke inside the font still 
remains strong.

Above left: Fr. Brad Held talks to the group in front of Holy Rosary 
Mission Church on the Red Cloud campus.  
Above right: One of the many stained glass windows inside the church.

As we assembled for Mass, Sr. Barbara described 
the beaded altar cloth: Wakan, Wakan, Wakan!  

Seventh Stop: St. Elizabeth’s/Our Lady of the Sioux 
As we arrived at Our 
Lady of the Sioux, a wake 
for a young woman was 
just concluding—another 
reminder of the depth of 
sadness in this part of 
our country and another 
opportunity for prayer.  
We gathered in the church 
for Mass and appreciated 
the beautiful space 
described by Sr. Barbara.  
Of particular note was the 

altar cloth, beaded with the words “Wakan, Wakan, 
Wakan” (Holy, Holy, Holy).

Sr. Barbara, an energetic Dominican sister from 
Springfield, Illinois, is the parish life coordinator—
and clearly the chief cook and grounds keeper as 
well.  She is a mighty and loving caregiver to the 
community.  Before preparing for the Mass, Sr. 
Barbara shared the story of the community and 
rebuilding of the church and local homes after recent 
devastating storms.  

During Mass Joyce Tibbitts prepared a bowl of sage 
that was lit and carried to each person for them to 
fan the smoke 
toward them 
in an offering 
of prayer.  
During the 
Consecration, 
beats from a 
native drum 
solemnly 
sounded at the 
elevation of 
the Eucharistic 
Bread, and 
again at the 
elevation of the 
Chalice. 

After Mass we 
were treated to a 
dinner of Indian tacos that Sr. Barbara had prepared and 
served to us with her visiting friend, another member of 
the Dominican order.

We walked the hill to visit the 
grave of Red Cloud (at right).

Inside of the school 
were many artistic 
renderings of Red 
Cloud, such as the one 
shown on the left.

Part of Red Cloud School  
can be seen in the background.
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Click here to return to the front page 
of the E-Supplement.

Click here to go to the complete Spring/
Summer 2020 issue of Manresa Matters. 

Eighth Stop: Red Shirt Table
As we drove off of the Res and through the Badlands the sun was setting.  We drove past Cuny Table to a 
Black Hills overlook at Red Shirt Table.  The colors of the sunset against the vast horizon provided another 
breathtaking sight.  

Good and gracious God, bless the works of the Jesuits around the world  
and draw Your people close to You!

~ article by Erin Maiorca (Bellarmine Retreat House)
~ photos and captions by Erin Maiorca and Anne Smith (Manresa Jesuit Retreat House)
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