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Generations of My Ministry
by: Berty H. Smith, Deacon, ARCWP

s 1 prepared for my ordination in 2013, I included my four adult children, my grandchildren, my three adult
stepchildren, and my husband in my discernment. Conversations with all of them helped me decide how I would

minister in my community.

Fast forward six months to the memorial service I wrote and celebrated for my husband, Amory, along with three

generations of our families. Following that, I volunteered in the Hosparus Health

program in Louisville, Kentucky. Something was inspiring me to be with those who

needed care and comfort in their later years. Perhaps my own age was a factor, but it was
more than age that helped me comfort and counsel those near the end of their earthly

lives.

What a thrill when my grandson, Neal, asked me to officiate at his wedding! Following
that, I served communion at the wedding Mass of my granddaughter, Sabrina.

Conversations with the celebrant at her wedding let me know he supported and honored

Betty Smith

my ordination. That was a sacred delight in one of many encounters I would have with
other priests and clergy throughout my ministry. I assumed responsibility with the Louisville Compassionate Elder Council

and organized programs and activities with citizens in my city.

Following my Hosparus Health volunteering, I was invited to share thoughts on compassion with residents of a local
Catholic personal care facility. A Xaverian Brother, Cornelius Hubbuch, and I met with ten to fifteen of the residents in a
lovely comfortable setting every six weeks and dialoged among the group about thoughts on self-care based on Joyce Rupp’s
Boundless Compassion. This continued for four years before, during, and after the Covid pandemic. We wore masks as we used

soft music, lively conversation, and self-caring suggestions to comfort them.

Yet something happened during my experiences with these friends. I began to realize how I identified with many of their

thoughts and dilemmas that come with aging in the ten years I served as a Roman Catholic Woman Deacon.

On April 23, 2023, my great-granddaughter, Hudson, made her first holy communion with her classmates at St. Agnes
School. This is the same school where I taught for nine years as a new graduate. I thought how special it would be if I were
a Eucharistic minister while Hudson was receiving this holy sacrament. I didn’t want to take away from her special day, so
I discussed it with Hudson and my granddaughter, Ashley. Both were delighted, and I wrote to the pastor asking if I could
serve, even though I wasn’t a parishioner. I included the fact that [ am an ordained deacon in ARCWP. He responded that he

would be very happy to have me serve communion where I once taught for many years.

My dear friend Julie is living with advanced Parkinson’s disease. She asked if I would help her adjust to being in a
nursing home from the radically different life she lived at home. We call it being a “Life Midwife.” I send her silly poems and
comforting thoughts to read while she adjusts to being cared for by others than her family. We pray together and share Holy
Eucharist. We sometimes laugh and cry together, and we play bridge or other card games. It is a blessed privilege to be with
her during this time. Julie and I met 45 years ago while at a beginning experience retreat and have shared all kinds of life

events. She is ten years younger than I, but many years wiser.

Christ Sophia has blessed me as I serve and minister in small ways to many generations. I am 89 years young and still
very active as an ARCWP deacon in my community. Who knows? Perhaps I'll live long enough to have more than the one

great-great granddaughter!

Continued on page 3

Berty H. Smith is an ARCWP Deacon with an extensive background of service to community and family.
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Accessing the New
By: Elaine Pfaff

short year ago, I identified my heart’s
desire as sharing life in the unfinished.
Followers of Ignatian spirituality and students of
contemporary authors such as Eckhart Tolle and
Wayne Dyer will recognize the practice of stating

one’s intention

at the outset of a
meditation,  prayer
period,  pilgrimage
or project. To be
in touch with one’s
deepest and most
encompassing
desire is revelatory,
visionary in nature,
and bears within it

the uncanny power Elaine POl

to manifest. Of course it is

the Mystery we call God Who implants and
empowers such envisioning -~ until what you see
is what you get!

I was contemplating unfinished business and
my desire to share life as the unfinished person
I am — engaged in the messiness of becoming
a reciprocal giver. And so I journeyed through
another transformative year with a long-cherished
community we call Mystics Anonymous. My
heart’s desire emerged front and center as I was
surprisingly given much assuredness in the midst
of unknowing: enough hope from the midst of
imperfection. And as though to further mark
the time, I was being readied for a delicious
discovery of an article subtitled “Theology for
an Unfinished Universe” by John F. Haught,
encountered by chance the following June.

So, what happened this time as I stood inside
my vulnerability again as an earthling in the

making? The Universe set off a constant stream of
chatter — synchronicities and sweet nothings that
wrapped my loving family and communities.
I dreamed again of the Divine Feminine; my
husband dreamed symbols of my ordination,
soon to come at our annual meeting and retreat
in Fort Meyers. I would become a deacon in
July, a priest in October of 2022, after decades

Continued on page 6
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Book Review:
Walking on God
by: Denise Hackert-Stoner, D.Min., ARCWP

hile walking through the forest one afternoon with two of my grandchildren, six-

year-old Ayden asked me: “Where is God, Grandma™ I told him to look around
and tell me what he saw. “I see leaves,” he said, and I responded, “God is in the leaves.” “I
see dirt. I'seeasquirrel. Isee trees.” “God is in all of those things. God is all around us, and
inus. God is in the stars, and the sky, and in the earth.” Ayden paused a moment and then
asked, “We're walking on God?” I wasn’t quite sure how to answer, but finally I said, “Yes,
God is in the earth and we are walking on
the earth, so I guess so!” The conversation
veered to other topics. But as the three of
us approached the end of the trail, just as we
were about to leave the forest, Ayden turned
around and shouted, “Thanks for letting us
walk on You!” It was a simple prayer, and

one I often pray ever since in one form or

Denise Hackert-Stoner

another. “Thanks for letting us walk on
You” can translate into “Thanks for letting us breathe You,” “Thanks for letting us enjoy
Your fragrance,” “Thanks for letting us feel You hold us tight in a loving embrace,” and so
many more prayers of gratitude. I may have helped Ayden understand the universal divine
presence that afternoon, and he certainly helped me become aware of my own gratitude
for that presence in a very tangible way. In that brief exchange, while we shared the very
real experience of a walk through the woods, we each went deeper into our own spiritual

development. Out of that encounter, the idea for a book was born.

Walking on God is a nature-based spiritual exploration for children and their adults.
Through story, conversation, and activity, readers and listeners alike can awaken to the
wonders of their own spirituality while interacting with the natural world. The four stories
in this collection take us through the seasons of a

year, focusing on four major themes: Oneness of

Walkin

on Go

Being, Becoming our True Selves, Abundance, and
Forgiveness. Each story is followed by conversation
starters and activities that can be enjoyed
throughout that season. Each section ends with a
blank page where children can write or draw their
own responses to the story. In this way adults and
children together can grow in their understanding

of what it means to be a spiritual being, a growing

person. Walking on God is not a religious education
program. It is not really about religion at all, but
rather the spirituality at the core of every religion. It is about children and adults walking

together and discovering the wonder of Divinity in everything, including themselves.

Walking on God is available at Amazon: 4

https://www.amazon.com/dp/BOC1J9CY4H/ref=sr_1_12crid=2MVGK-
MQRZKL71&keywords=walking+on+god+a+program+of+spiritual +accom-
paniment+for+children&qid=1681585349&sprefix=%2Caps%2C708sr=8-1

Denise Hackert-Stoner, ARCWP, holds a Doctor of Ministry degree from Global
Ministries University. After having reared her own two children, Emily and Nathan,
Denise now enjoys accompanying her grandchildren on the mystical road. Denise and her
husband Scott live in upstate New York where they are avid nature photographers. Their
work is featured at www.naturelogues.com.

Spotlight
by: Loan Rocher

rom 2020 to 2022, I was a member of Al/ Apostles, a feminist association engaged in the
Church There I met our sister Christina Moreira who shared with me her experience as

awoman priest in ARCWP.
Seeing no real change from the Catholic Church, I decided to apply to ARCWP myself

in 2021. In this way, I could follow Jesus faithfully and yet move toward equality of women

and men in the governance of the Church.

It is a joy for me to be a member and

sister of ARCWP, because together we go
farther. For, as our Savior reminds us, where
two or three are gathered in His name, there
is He in the midst of them (Matthew 18:19,
20).

It was a long maturation that made me

Loan Rocher

better understand my call from God to the

priesthood. Yes, it is God who first gave me the faith.

I was born a boy in 1956, prematurely at 7% months, on October 02, 1956, and was
baptized in 1957. My mother called me Claude, an androgynous name, already a sign from

God of my dual nature.

She said of me as a baby that I was a little Buddha (in reference to the philosophy of her

Vietnamese culture), because I spent my time contemplating this world with amazement.

She told me that I had a lot of hair, another sign of God, because I did not follow the
genetics of my father and my two brothers who are bald. By what miracle is my hair still there

at 66 years old!

My dad was a career military man and every three years we changed countries according
to his assignments. It was in Martinique that I made my first communion with a week of
spiritual retreat among sea, beach, and mountain. This was my first awareness of the ineffable

presence of God.

My contemplative nature delighted in being alive and in symbiosis with the beauty of

God’s creation.
Continued on page 6

From the Editor
By: Nori Kieran-Meredith, ARCWP

his issue of Leading features a return of the

Spotlight column, not once but four times
in various iterations! We are brought current with
ARCWP member Betty Smith in fond retrospect,
by newcomer Loan Rocher in a surprising and
provocative account, with an enchanting narrative
from Elaine Pfaff, and by an inspired Denise Hackert-
Stoner, in the form of a book review. Kathleen
Sauline and Shelley Gilchrist furnish us columns in

Nori Kieran-Meredith

serial format: a wonderfully imaginative Kathleen on the sacraments and
Shelley in her always marvelous fiction.

As so often, we are blessed by gifted columnists gracing us with their

work!4

Nori Kieran-Meredith, M. Div., mother and grandmother, is a member of the ARCWP
on the ecumenical front.
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Reflections on the Sacraments
By: Kathleen Sauline

acrament is defined as entering into the

co-creation of sacred space with God to
mirror, replenish, and awaken our mutual,
life-giving, strengthening, love-generating
love.

Quite naturally, that love flows to

others. We recognize them as brothers

and sisters in Christ without concern for

worthiness but with wonder that they too

Kathleen Sauline

are created in the image of our co-creator God.

Like our meals, Eucharist is best experienced regularly. The journey is
arduous, and we need respite and nourishment, re-creation for our strength,
and direction to fulfill our destiny in Christ. Prayer, experiences of nature’s
beauty, loving times with friends, kindred spirit encounters, study of the
interface shared by the communion of saints, standing at the bedside of the
birthing, the sick or dying, sticking with a difficult situation and reaching
mutual respect or resolution, and many more experiences also serve this need

for re-creation.

Christ knew exactly how important Eucharist would be for His Spirit
within us and showed us how to wash one another’s feet or otherwise to
take care of their needs and then to celebrate our oneness with the sharing
of bread and wine. A simple cup and bread, while reclining at table with
friends and family, wives, husbands, children, and in-laws . . . gathered to
nourish one another by understanding that we are what we behold. Eucharist
is Christ. We are Christ. Spirit within us re-connects with Spirit within each
other. Christ knew exactly how important Eucharist would be because, in
His humanity and in His divinity, He sought to gather with those He loved.
He planned it (go and see the donkey tied), He prepared it (let Me wash
your feet so you will be well cared for), He called forth Himself, each of
those present, God, to engage in the re-cognition of the love from God, to
God, from each one, to each other. The Spirit that was joyfully let back into
the Church in Vatican II. The Spirit that brothers and sisters of other faiths
recognize in other names and other experiences. The breath of life, the breath

of love, Eucharist.

We take one moment to behold the unimaginable. To behold that we are
Spirit. We are God. We are Christ. Then we look around to see that each
other is God as well. Together we are Spirit for the world. Healing love,
listening ear, hugs and tears, smiles and laughter, bring in the marginalized,
nurture those without basic needs, never forget the one who has turned
away, take me to the prisons, to the sweat shops, to the alleys, to the plains,
the resurrection is now, this moment when we find ourselves and our God
“coming back into use or importance.” The Spirit was always within us, but
we may have turned away in fear, in greed, in pain or in selfishness. We
may not have had sufficient self-compassion to recognize our divinity in the
mirror. Across generations we are sometimes embarrassed or overwhelmed
by our need for the Spirit, our need for one another, our love. Customs

may tell us men don’t cry, women aren’t strong, and we wonder why we

do and why we are. We numb our pain or our uniqueness when God is
there to salve our pain and to celebrate our uniqueness. Self-compassion,
compassion for each other. The light shines always, unconditionally; we
are loved beyond measure. We just need the strength and connection to
look toward the light. To soak in the warmth. To share what we find
with one another. Eucharist. Sacrament for ordinary time and for feast.
For wedding, for funeral. Magnifying love, promoting healing, pulling us
back from despair. Joy of joys. Holy of Holies.

We are Eucharist! 4

Kathleen O’Connell Sauline and her late husband, Dave, have three adult daughters
who are practicing Catholics. She lives in Shaker Heights, Obio with her fiancé, Rafe
Townsend.

Generations of My Ministry
(Continued from page 1)
(A sample poem)

When I was younger than I am today
I often wished I was older.

If T knew then what I know now,

I certainly would have been much bolder!
I'd know that in the future

There would come a day

Someone might ask for my advice,
And I think I'd know what to say.
That day has come and gone on by
And T've learned to be very concise;
Be humble when receiving it...

But giving it? Think twice!

(written for the Gold Standard of Optimal Aging award given to Betty
H. Smith in 2019)

It is with deep sadness that Leading reports the
loss of Peg Bowen, its assistant editor for the

| last several years. She has been a great asset to
Leading, always seeming to have the time for
whatever might be needed. Her expertise, joy,
and energy will be sorely missed.

Peg Bowen
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The Legend of St. Guinefort, the Holy Hound, continues
By: Shelley Gilchrist

We meet The Inquisitor, Stephen de Bourbon

rand Mere Marguerite,” whispered Agnes, “Look! Someone is
staring at us from Rouen Hill. His clothes are very dark and I, I
think he is walking toward us.” Agnes, a blooming, flushed woman with
a babe in her arms, gently turned the elder toward the approaching figure.
The late August afternoon was sultry, and the stranger wiped his ruddy
features as he quickened his pace down the slope. “This must be Givors”

he thought, as his eyes narrowed.

Marguerite instinctively stepped in front of her granddaughter. She
clutched her shawl tightly over her bosom and said in a low, mellifluous
voice, “Bonjour, Monsieur. What brings you

S«

to our village?” “You are late for our feast
day!” shouted a scrappy, curly-headed boy.
“Feast day?” Stephen breathlessly asked as
he scanned the group starting to surround
him. The boy gestured enthusiastically,
“Why, yes, of St Guinef-” But before he

could finish his sentence, the older woman

pulled him to her and covered his mouth.

Shelley Gilchrist

There was a hush. Bourbon noted the group
was mostly women. Some were smiling, nodding, and others whispering
to each other. They were carrying baskets of cheese, bread, fruit, and
bouncing babies on their hips. Stephen took a deep, quiet breath, and
with a slight bow, smiled and said, “Allow me to introduce myself. I am
Father Stephen of Bourbon. I am a priest.” There was no response for an
uncomfortable moment. The priest straightened and spoke more boldly, “I
am here to share God’s truth and hear your confessions.” “Confessions?”
blurted the same wide-eyed boy standing with Marguerite. “Manners,
Child,” she said, grabbing the boy’s ear. And then to Bourbon, “Ah, a
priest. Well. What an unexpected blessing.”

Fr. Stephen of Bourbon thought he heard suspicion, no, maybe it was
condescension, in her voice. He wanted to tell her, to tell all of them,
that he was more than a parish priest. And just barely under his breath,
he said “Although I doubt there is a priest within hundreds of miles.” He
was a Dominican priest of the preaching order, and his mission was to
bring light into darkness, and orthodoxy to ignorance. His thoughts were
racing. “But there is something about this ‘feast’ that troubles my soul.

Something.”

His thoughts were jumbled as Marguerite announced, “Come. We
have work to do!” She turned abruptly and most of the villagers followed.
“She moves with great dispatch,” muttered Bourbon. Agnes, overhearing,
giggled, “Grand Meére is the strongest among us.” And while hoisting her
basket over her shoulder and shuflling her babe to her other hip, she ruffled
the hair of Tumas, her outspoken child, and said, “Why don’t you stay
with us tonight, Monsieur.” “Call me Father,” Stephen quickly replied.
“Oh yes, Father, yes,” smiled Agnes. Tumas excitedly broke in, “We have
baskets of food left from the feast.” “Thank you, Tumas,” sighed Agnes.

“My husband and most of our
men left early for a hunt. We
have bread, cheese, mutton,”
“and pudding!” added Tumas.
Stephen smiled and nodded,
and with that Agnes and family

quickened their pace down the

worn path. “You are gracious
people,” Stephen called. But
they were already far ahead. “Well,” he said softly, “the day has been long,
and I am suddenly very hungry.”

Tumas had been waiting for the priest by the door to their cottage.
With a slight bow and a sweeping gesture, he exclaimed, “Mind your
head, Monsieur!” Stephen was a tall man and although warned, bumped
his forehead as he crossed the threshold. But no one seemed to notice
because the room was suddenly cacophonous. “Maman!” puffed a slender
gitl with long blonde braids emerging from the back room, “Where
have you been?” “Louis! Louis, stop!” she cried as a toddler ran ahead
of and under the robes of the priest. “He has been impossible, Maman!”
The child in question looked about three, and laughed shamelessly as
he emerged from Stephen’s cassock and ran circles around all of them.
“Louis, be still!” Agnes trumpeted as she plucked up Louis and deposited
him in the highchair. “And hush, Albertine, we have a guest. This is
Father, uh,” “Bourbon” replied Stephen. Albertine piped, “If you came
for the feast day, you missed it!” And she took the baby from Agnes’s
arms and settled him in the cradle. Fr. Bourbon wanted to cover his ears,
but instead he said a silent prayer, “Please, let him sleep.” While his head
was slightly bowed, Agnes appeared with a tray of bread, two kinds of
cheese, and cold ale. Tumas marched behind his mother with a heaping
serving of bread pudding. “Poodin,
poodin,” shouted Louis, chubby
hands extended. Fr. Stephen could
not help himself; he laughed out
loud. “There is happiness here,” he
thought as he crossed himself and
drank long from the mug of ale.

The children’s faces were but a
breath away as he took each bite.
“Do you like it?” Tumas asked? “I

made the pudding by myself this

time!” beamed Albertine. Even Agnes had pulled her chair very close and
laughed softly as Fr. Bourbon finished every morsel on his plate. “T've
never had such a meal” he said emphatically. He meant it. And the family
smiled at each other as the priest pushed back his chair. He surveyed the
small cottage. It was simple, but clean and inviting. He noted a crucifix

over the cradle and an enormous colorful portrait above the hearth. “The

Continued on page 5
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Continued from page 5

colorful painting above the hearth? What is it?” asked the priest. Tumas
leapt to the hearth and pointed. “Why this is our very own St. Guinefort.
It was his feast day yesterday!” said Tumas with a little too much gusto.
“I painted him myself,” he said admiringly “Do you like it?” “Didn’t you
come to celebrate with us?” asked Albertine. “He is the Holy Hound; the
healer of all children.” “Father,” interrupted Tumas, taking his hand, “Our
Louis was so sick. He would not stop crying and he was burning with
the fever. But Maman and Grand Meére brought him to the shrine and
now look at him!” He hugged Louis about his head. “NOOQO” squealed
Louis. “Hush Boy!” said a voice he recognized. Stephen had not heard
Marguerite enter. He turned in his chair to face her. The room had grown
silent. Marguerite continued with an unwavering voice. “I am sure the
priest is tired,” she said to him alone. “He will need his sleep to continue
his long journey tomorrow. There will be no more talk tonight.” As she
left, Stephen stood slowly and faced the family. His cheeks were flushed
and his jaw set. He tried to control his rising anger, but his words were
measured. “St. Guinefort is a, a dog?” Agnes stood also and replied quietly,
“He is no ordinary dog, Father, St. Guinefort is the Holy Hound. He has
been healing our babies since before my own birth. We have seen it many,

many times.”

“A beast cannot be a saint! What have you done! This is an
abomination!” Stephen cried as he rushed through the open door. “What
you are practicing is dangerous!” But there was no one to hear him.
Marguerite had disappeared and all the cottages were dark. Even the
moon hid behind the clouds. Fr. Stephen Bourbon crossed himself and

looked to the heavens. “The pagan practices will cease. I swear it!” 4

To be continued

Shelley Gilchrist, ARCWP, is a mother and a grammy. She has worked as an educator in
speech, theatre, and English and is also a singer/actor/director. Most recently, she worked
as chaplain for VITAS hospice, a very holy ministry of presence. Her love for the beatitudes

has led her to volunteer for peace and justice organizations.
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Spotlight on Loan Rocher

(Continued from page 2)
In 1970-71. I was in Saigon where I experienced my first love and the shock of the war

between Vietnamese and Americans.

As a teenager 1 let go of the hand of God and lost myself in artificial paradises (drugs
and alcohol) because I didn’t know who I was. [ was adrift. Fortunately God loves us

unconditionally, is infinitely patient with humanity, and watches over it and me.

One day, I saw my angel on my right shoulder and my demon on my left shoulder talking
to each other. The angel said: “Is that what you want to become, a zombie?” and the demon

said: “Take advantage of it, we only have one life.”

In the days that followed, a drug addict like me overdosed and died. That day I made the

decision to stop all drugs and alcohol. Thank you, God, for saving me from my despair!

Instead of going to school for my baccalaureate, I went to the movies and lived off of odd
jobs. It was while working as a guard at a wave pool in Trappes, France that I had a mystical

experience of connection and automatic writing.

One evening when [ was writing my dark moods in my diary, I suddenly heard a precise
question in my head: What do you really want to do with your life? With a flash that
surprised me, my arm began to write rapidly without my personal will, while I thought I was

scribbling.

After having regained control of my arm, I realized that the answer to the question was
written in my head: I want to be a spiritual guide. I panicked because I had no idea what that
could be. I closed my diary because I thought I was going crazy, and I buried it in the depths
of my being, denying the sign that our Savior had given me when I had let go of His hand.
It is indeed at the darkest hour of the night that the Light of the Dawn appears!

[ have repressed this memory for 20 years and spent another 20 years hesitating to do the

will of God.

I tell myself that T have unconsciously done like the Hebrew people who wandered for 40
years in the desert. It is not God who abandons us, it is we who abandon God with our free

will. Yes, God loves us freely and leaves us free or not to follow faithfully.

It was at the age of 48 years, in 2004, that I decided to return to praying and singing
in the Church. It is with my second wife that we sang in the Parisian choirs for Masses,
baptisms, marriages, and funerals. It is with the arrival of my trans-identity and my coming
out in 2008 at the age of 52 that we divorced amicably. It is while militating in LGBTQI+
associations that in 2012 I met LGBTQI+ believers. Since 2012, I am a member of the
Crossroads of Christians and the Bethany Communion. T am proud to be ARCWPs first

clergy candidate from France! 4

Loan Rocher represents for ARCWP in Europe.

Assessing the New,

(Continued from page 1)

of moving and being deacon and unofficially sanctioned priest in several
communities, like my sister clergy in the women’s priest movement.

On the way home after the conference in Florida, I passed by an airport
coffee shop with the unlikely name “Chalice Cafe.” The connecting flight
was on time for the first time in a month. And the most obvious sign of
affirmation was in our friendly shuttle driver. She announced her name
— “Nova,” she said. “It means new.” My heart’s desire for 2023 is to see
what’s new and to engage in it! 4

Elaine Pfaff'is a spiritual director. She lives with her husband of 54 years in North
Carolina near two adult children and six grandchildren. Her ministry has involved home
church liturgies, retreat design, and facilitation. As a member of Free Spirit Inclusive
Catholic Community and Sophia Inclusive Community, she is active in social justice
work.

ARCWP is a 501(c)(3) organization eligible
to receive tax deductible, charitable
contributions in compliance with the IRS.
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The Association of Roman Catholic Women Priests consists of women and men committed to a renewed model of ordained ministry in an inclusive community of equals in the
Roman Catholic Church. We seek equality for women in the Church that includes decision making and ordination.

“In Christ, there is no Jew or
Greek, slave or citizen,
male or female. All are one

in Christ Jesus.” Galatians 3:28
LEADING

ordinations are valid.

PAGE 6

In 2002, on the Danube River, seven women were validly ordained Roman Catholic priests. The principal
consecrating Roman Catholic male bishop who ordained our first women bishops is one with apostolic
succession in communion with the Pope within the Roman Catholic Church. Therefore, all qualified
candidates who are presented to our bishops for ordination are ordained in apostolic succession by
the laying on of hands. According to man-made canon law, the Church may consider us illicit, but our
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