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trip to Waveland, a Spring Break
Challenge for students from Northeastern
University. As one of the campus ministers
responsible for the trip,
my body ached from
the week of hard, man-
ual labor. That day was
spent chain-sawing
down trees and clear-
ing the land for future
reconstruction. But the students still man-
aged to talk into the early-morning hours.
I had parted with them around 2:00 am,
when my eyelids were too heavy to keep
open. 

There came a soft rap on the door. I
hesitated, hoping it might have been my
imagination. The tap continued. It was

two student leaders who
informed me that a ‘situ-
ation’ had developed
downstairs (a campus
minister’s nightmare).
They said that outside
the main room, a strange

man stood and was staring at them. He
wore an odd grin on his face. After he
temporarily moved from the door, the stu-
dents hurried upstairs to awaken me. 

Once I reached the ground floor I saw

that the man had returned. I
crossed myself quickly and stepped for-
ward, but he was the first to speak. “I had
to listen. I just had to stay and listen to
them.” Puzzled, I motioned the other stu-
dents away.

“Let’s talk about it...” I pointed
toward some benches about a hundred
yards from there. Once seated, his story
poured out. His name was Gary, and he
was the caretaker of the warehouse. His
life had been marred by a fatherless child-
hood and later by a broken marriage. He
presently owned little more than the one-
room apartment adjacent to our kitchen.
A series of rough knocks left him in this
condition, as well as some troubles with
the law and with alcohol. Although he
had put down a couple drinks that night,
he was fully cognoscente when we spoke.  

“What do they have?” he said,
“because I want it!” All week he himself 
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hunderstorms crept over the
ocean and banged against our
hanger. I tried to sleep, but the

storm raged. Our second story loft resem-
bled a kettle drum, perched as it was
inside a cavernous warehouse.
Downstairs in the make-shift kitchen,
twenty college students fraternized late
into the night, singing songs and sawing
on guitars, breaking my thoughts with
occasional cheers and laughter.  

The place was Waveland, Mississippi
-- a little southern town outside of New
Orleans. It had been devastated by
Katrina. Three years after the hurricane,
attempts at rebuilding the town were far
from complete, and the local economy
had yet to recover. 

I lay sleepless in my hot, dark room.
It was the Brotherhood’s third mission
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“Over the years I’ve seen
lots of groups come down
and stay here... but they’ve
never been like yours.”
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Sleepless 
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had lain awake listening to our
students sing and pray during our nightly
meetings and fellowship. Their sounds of
joy and peace
struck him to the
core.  

“Over the years
I’ve seen lots of
groups come down
and stay here” - he
started to get emo-
tional - “but they’ve
never been like
yours.” Gary’s
statement remind-
ed me of similar
words shared by a
retreat hostess sev-
eral years ago when I was on a student
retreat with the Brothers. Only now I was
one of the Brothers and one of the cam-
pus ministers. 

I told him that he was seeing the
power of the Holy Spirit in the students’
lives. While many college students are par-
tying heavy during spring break, these stu-
dents are doing charitable work and daily
prayer. He was seeing them experience
the obvious results: Christ’s presence,
deeper conversion, spiritual unity, and
profound joy. I then used Scripture to
share with him the basic gospel message,
and the invitation to repentance and con-
version brought tears to his eyes. He
expressed a desire for Jesus to enter his
life, and accepted my offer to pray with
him. We prayed there on the spot.    
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Reason #3: He was a friend to
the poor. Like all saints, this man had a
deep love for others, especially the poor.
He was fond of saying, “Christ comes daily
to visit me in the Holy Eucharist. I return
the visit by going to find Him in the poor.”
He came from a middle-class background
in Turin, Italy, yet he often gave away
money to care for his special friends: the
poor of that city.  

Reason #2: He was deeply prayer-
ful. Although Pier Giorgio was a “man on
the move” he always took time for prayer.
Rising early he often would hike to his
favorite shrine on a small mountain in
order to attend Mass and pray upon the
heights. “I left my heart on the mountain
peaks; … I would spend whole days
admiring in that pure atmosphere the
magnificence of God.” 

Reason #1: He was a clever evangel-
ist. Pier Giorgio modeled what we
Brothers do and teach on campus: evan-
gelism through friendships and creativity.
People responded well to Pier because he
first befriended them and then led them

to know
Christ. On ski-
ing and moun-
tain climbing
expeditions,
he’d convince
his compan-
ions to stop
for mass
beforehand or
to spend an
hour in adora-
tion after-
wards.
Through his
holy ingenu-
ity, he led
many friends
to new life
transformed
by God’s
grace.

Blessed Pier Giorgio Frassati was
called “the Man of the Beatitudes” by John
Paul II. He has been a sign of hope to mil-
lions of people in the Church - including
our Brotherhood and the students in our
campus ministries. As another school year
begins, please join us by invoking Pier
Giorgio’s intercession for the new stu-
dents that we seek to evangelize. 

Before leaving, he gave me a hearty
and tearful embrace, and I encouraged
him to pray daily and to seek out a sup-
portive community of faith. He knew that
he needed these since he couldn’t change

his life by his own
efforts.  

Tired but grate-
ful, I crawled back to
bed at about 4:00
am. But thoughts
about this unusual
encounter kept me
awake for some time.
It was now my turn
to be struck to the
core. I was deeply
moved by Gary’s
words. His prayerful
response to the

gospel echoed like a mantra to match the
Mississippi thunderstorm: Jesus, I want it.
Jesus, I want it. Jesus, I want it. tt
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Mississippi Mud. NU students tackled
every task, like uprooting this muddy stump,
with a  joyful spirit that inspired our hosts.

“Infectious Laugh”

A friend of Pier observed, “he
exercised a sort of magnetic
attraction which created
innumerable friendships.”




