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M
y Journey in the Society of Saint Pius X

Fr. Post, SSPX
To begin w

ith, let m
e say that this w

ill not exactly be a com
plete history of

the Society of Saint Pius X
, but only the story of m

y life in this Society along
w

ith the earlier experiences that helped to shape this life. I am
 w

riting this on
the occasion of fiftieth anniversary of our Society of Saint Pius X

, w
hich w

as
founded by H

is G
race A

rchbishop M
arcel Lefebvre in Fribourg, Sw

itzerland,
in response to the requests m

ade to him
 from

 several students of the French
Sem

inary in R
om

e.
The Society of Saint Pius X

 is a com
m

unity of priests w
ithout vow

s, and
also of brothers and sisters w

ith vow
s, w

hich is dedicated to the preservation
of the holy M

ass, as w
ell as all the other acts of public w

orship perform
ed in

the C
atholic C

hurch. The M
ass, of course, is the m

ost im
portant part of these

traditions. A
nd A

rchbishop Lefebvre saw
 very clearly the absolute necessity

of m
aintaining the tradition of the Latin M

ass.
Thus the w

ork of the Society of Saint Pius X
 is prim

arily a liturgical one.
W

e know
 very w

ell, as do m
any people outside our Society, that that entire

existence of the C
atholic C

hurch, its very life, is dependent on the M
ass and

the other parts of the liturgy; the w
ord “liturgy” clearly m

eaning “public
w

orship.” In 1969 som
e of the students of the French Sem

inary in R
om

e cam
e

to see the A
rchbishop and asked him

 to do som
ething for those sem

inarians
and priests w

ho w
ere beginning to see the real effects of the changes brought

into the C
hurch.

M
y ow

n journey to the Society of Saint Pius X
 began on Sunday, January 7

,
1940, w

hen I w
as born to D

orm
an and M

arie Post in Saint M
ary’s H

ospital in
M

inneapolis, M
innesota. I had an older brother, D

ennis, w
ho w

as born there
in 1938. W

orld W
ar II cam

e along and m
y father got a job at D

. W
. O

nan,
m

aking generators for the m
ilitary. B

y 1945 and the end of the w
ar m

y
parents decided to m

ove out to San Francisco since m
y m

other had a sister,
A

udrey, w
ho w

as out there and w
ho urged us to relocate to that city. There

w
as w

arm
er w

eather and a good job m
arket, so off w

e drove. W
e took a

couple of w
eeks to get there, visiting relatives along the w

ay and at one point
trying to sw

im
 in the G

reat Salt Lake in U
tah. I rem

em
ber that w

e could not
sink in the w

ater because it w
as so full of salt, but w

e em
erged from

 it coated
w

ith the stuff.
M

y brother and I attended gram
m

ar school at Saint A
gnes, w

here w
e

received our First H
oly C

om
m

union in 1947. Later the fam
ily m

oved to the
Sunset district and w

e attended H
oly N

am
e School, a four block w

alk from
our house. The pastor at H

oly N
am

e w
as Father R

ichard Ryan, w
ho helped m

y th
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fam
ily out financially so that I could attend the San Francisco m

inor
sem

inary, Saint Joseph’s C
ollege in M

ountain V
iew

. W
hile I there, Pope Pius

X
II w

ent to his rew
ard in O

ctober of 1958. W
e w

ere in the study hall having a
talk by the sem

inary rector, Father Jam
es T. C

am
pbell, w

hen one of the
sem

inary professors cam
e in and told us that the pope’s death had just been

announced on the radio. W
e im

m
ediately knelt dow

n and said prayers for the
repose of the soul of this m

agnificent m
an of G

od. I w
ent through the w

hole
six-year course there, graduating M

agna C
um

 Laude in 1959. The sem
inary

building unfortunately w
as heavily dam

aged in the 1990’s by an earthquake
and so, partially also because of the sm

all num
ber of students, w

as torn dow
n.

In 1959 I w
ent on to the m

ajor sem
inary, Saint Patrick’s in M

enlo Park,
about ten m

iles to the north. A
fter one sem

ester there, I felt som
ething pulling

m
e aw

ay and so changed over to the U
niversity of San Francisco, graduating

from
 there in 1961. O

n to B
erkeley to study linguistics, and then to San

Francisco State U
niversity to get a high school teaching certificate, w

hich I
used in 1964 to teach A

m
ericanism

, language and social studies from
 various

parts of Latin A
m

erica, Europe, and A
sia. It w

as an interesting job.
In the sum

m
er of 1964 I visited Latin A

m
erica, w

ith a bus trip from
 the

border of C
alifornia, the M

exican city of Tijuana, to the capital of the
country, M

exico C
ity. I spent a few

 days there, visiting the Latin A
m

erican
Tow

er, La Torre N
orteam

ericana, and of course the M
exico C

ity C
athedral,

including its side chapel w
ith its w

alls com
pletely covered w

ith gold leaf
from

 all over the country.
A

fter three days in the capital, I w
ent to the airport to decide upon m

y
second and final country on this trip. Looking at the possibilities, I decided
that the best deal w

as a flight on Peruvian A
irlines to Lim

a, the capital of
Peru. U

nfortunately, I had forgotten that Lim
a is south of the equator and so it

w
as w

inter dow
n there. B

ut it w
as not too cold. I w

alked all over the city and
up som

e of the hills, then dow
n into the city w

here I saw
 the chapel in w

hich
Saint R

ose of Lim
a had been baptized by the then B

ishop of Peru, 1 w
hose

diocese included the entire country. I have a relic of both there canonized
saints in one container.

A
t this point I considered going into the A

ir Force and w
ent up to the base

north of San Francisco to take all the required tests. I w
as told that I could

report to an A
ir Force training base in San A

ntonio, Texas, to begin officer
training. B

ut then, in the evening of Easter 1964, as I w
as having dinner in a

restaurant close to hom
e in San Francisco, I got the inspiration to go into the

religious life. I resolved that, if this inspiration lasted for three days, I w
ould

go and speak to m
y pastor about it. It did rem

ain in m
y m

ind for that length
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of tim
e; and so I did go and talk w

ith m
y pastor, M

onsignor Stanley R
eilly,

pastor of Saint Em
ydius parish in the Ingleside area of San Francisco, a part

of the city in the w
est-central area. M

onsignor R
eilly as an arm

y chaplain had
been captured by the Japanese in W

orld W
ar II and had been forced to go on

the B
ataan D

eath M
arch. W

hen he returned to A
m

erica, he w
as so em

aciated
that the A

rchdiocese of San Francisco gave him
 a year off to recuperate.

A
round this tim

e I w
as told that all four priests in that rectory w

ere taking
tranquilizers because of the stress brought on by all the changes in the C

hurch
after Vatican II.

M
onsignor R

eilly gave m
e the nam

es and addresses of five religious O
rders

in the w
estern U

.S. I w
rote to all of them

 and received an invitation to com
e

and visit the novitiate of the D
iscalced C

arm
elites in O

akville, about sixty
m

iles north of San Francisco. So the follow
ing w

eekend I took a bus up to
O

akville, w
as m

et by one of the priests at the bus stop, and w
as driven to the

novitiate about a m
ile to the w

est. This novitiate is deep in the C
alifornia

w
ine country. From

 the front of the building one can look out over the vast
expanse of vineyards in the N

apa Valley.
A

nd so I got to see the inside of a C
arm

elite novitiate and felt the
atm

osphere of a true religious house. The m
ain building had been built in the

1920s as the residence of a w
ealthy fam

ily. The A
nglo-Irish Province of the

C
arm

elites had bought it in the late 1950s and m
ade it into the C

alifornia
novitiate of the A

nglo-Irish Province. The C
alifornia C

arm
elites now

 have
their ow

n Province w
ith four houses in C

alifornia and one each in O
regon and

W
ashington. The entering group of 1964 w

as com
prised of four young m

en
for the priesthood and tw

o for the brotherhood, w
ith one young m

an already
there in his second year in preparation for the priesthood. A

nd so on July 25
I said goodbye to m

y father at his w
ork and m

y brother D
ennis at hom

e and
began the sixty-m

ile drive w
ith m

y m
other up to O

akville via San Francisco
and the G

olden G
ate B

ridge. W
e w

ere m
et by tw

o brothers; and, after m
aking

a visit to the chapel, m
y m

other and I said our teary goodbyes, she going back
to our hom

e in San C
arlos and I to m

y room
 on the second floor.

W
e w

ere not allow
ed any contact w

ith our fam
ily, or anyone else, until

C
hristm

as tim
e, w

hen w
e w

ere perm
itted to send a C

hristm
as card to our

hom
es. I w

rote to m
y fam

ily telling them
 all about the place, the atm

osphere,
and so on. From

 then on w
e could w

rite m
ore; as I recall, once a m

onth.
The m

ornings w
ere taken up w

ith M
ass; the D

ivine O
ffice (five nights a

w
eek w

e said M
atins at m

idnight); Lauds, Prim
e, and then an hour of

m
editation follow

ed by breakfast in silence. A
fter this there w

as a class w
ith

the novice m
aster and then our “m

anualia,” w
hich consisted of various th
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cleaning jobs all over the building. A
t noon w

e said Sext and N
one, then w

ent
to the refectory for the noon m

eal-w
e never called it “lunch.”

W
e then experienced a little bit of the Spanish origin of the O

rder. W
e w

ere
rem

inded that the D
iscalced C

arm
elites separated from

 the “calced” w
hen

Saint Teresa of A
vila and Saint John of the C

ross began to set up houses of the
old observance, in w

hich the friars w
ere truly “discalced,” that is, not w

earing
shoes. Som

etim
es this becam

e a bit uncom
fortable, for exam

ple, w
hen a

sm
all stone m

anaged to get betw
een your foot and the sandal.

In January of 1965, one day, as the afternoon w
ork tim

e w
as ending, I felt

som
e pain in m

y abdom
en w

hich I thought w
as just som

e gas. H
ow

ever, since
it did not stop but just continued to get w

orse, I w
ent to the prior and told him

about it. H
e then drove m

e dow
n to the hospital in N

apa, about ten m
iles

aw
ay. There, in the em

ergency room
, a test w

as perform
ed and sure enough it

turned out to be appendicitis. A
nd so, w

ithout any delay, I w
as taken to the

surgical building and the operation to rem
ove the inflam

ed appendix w
as

perform
ed. The prior of course telephoned m

y parents about this and told
them

 that I w
ould be in the hospital for about a w

eek. A
ccording to the rule at

the tim
e, if I had been out for tw

o w
eeks, I w

ould have had to begin the
novitiate year all over again. Fortunately this did not happen, since I w

as up
and about in just a w

eek.
So the novitiate year continued, and all w

ent w
ell. Then on Septem

ber 8
,

1965, I took the sim
ple vow

s of poverty, chastity, and obedience in the
novitiate chapel along w

ith B
rother C

arm
en, the other novice w

ho w
as

studying for the priesthood. M
y fam

ily of course w
as there for the cerem

ony.
A

fter a sm
all banquet, w

e said our goodbyes and w
ere driven dow

n to the
C

arm
elite sem

inary in the hills east of San Jose, w
hich is called M

ount Saint
Joseph, w

here w
e joined the student body of—

as I recall—
five other students

for the priesthood. There w
ere also six priests in residence, bringing us to a

total of fifteen C
arm

elites, including tw
o brothers. H

ouses of the D
iscalced

C
arm

elites are typically this sm
all. Saint Teresa of A

vila m
ade it a rule for

the C
arm

elite nuns that if a convent reached the num
ber of tw

enty-tw
o

Sisters, som
e of them

 had to leave and start up another convent.
So w

e began the academ
ic year of 1965-1966 w

ith our courses in various
areas of philosophy, C

hurch history, and related subjects. W
e had a few

students from
 the tw

o other C
arm

elite provinces, the southern and eastern
provinces. I did fairly w

ell in these subjects, since I had a strong academ
ic

background of seven years in the liberal arts. A
t the conclusion of the

academ
ic year in June of 1966, since w

e had been told that w
e w

ere now
com

bining houses of study w
ith the other tw

o provinces of the C
arm

elites, the th
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southern and the eastern, I traveled by plane to W
ashington, D

.C
. and w

as
taken to the C

arm
elite house there, w

hich is about a m
ile south of C

atholic
U

niversity. There w
ere, as I rem

em
ber, eighteen of us in this house, fourteen

studying for the priesthood and several B
rothers.

So then in Septem
ber our studies of theology began, in dogm

a, m
oral

theology, C
hurch history, speech, chant, and canon law

.
N

othing unusual happened this year, and in June w
e traveled up to N

ew
H

am
pshire for the sum

m
er vacation at the C

arm
elite house in Peterborough, a

tow
n that w

as know
n as a sort of retreat for w

riters. W
e visited a few

 people
w

hile there and m
ade a few

 trips dow
n to B

oston to see the historical sites.
O

ne thing that sticks in m
y m

ind from
 this sum

m
er w

as the w
eekend visit

from
 the N

ew
m

an C
lubs of the area, in the course of w

hich, one Sunday, the
procession of students to the church w

as led by a young m
an carrying a

banner on a pole. N
aturally I w

ould have expected this banner to be
som

ething religious. Im
agine m

y surprise w
hen I saw

 that, instead of this, the
banner w

as honoring Snoopy, the dog from
 the com

ic strip. O
f course I

refused to take part in this m
ockery. There w

ere also banners in the chapel
w

ith sim
ilar nonsensical them

es. This w
as m

y introduction to the inane w
orld

of the N
ovus O

rdo C
hurch, one m

ore exam
ple of w

hich I w
itnessed later in

the C
arm

elite house as I saw
 a priest saying “M

ass” on a card table w
ith his

“congregation” of three students at the table—
his “M

ass” w
as read out of

som
e m

agazine.
This foolishness w

as then continued in the W
ashington house, w

ith the
typical N

ovus O
rdo banality, all of us standing throughout the daily “M

ass”
and receiving the “H

ost” or piece of bread at “C
om

m
union” tim

e. Every day
at least one of the com

m
unity did not even get out of bed to w

itness this
em

pty-headed insult to O
ur Lord, so that he w

as not privileged to listen to one
of the students’ lam

e attem
pts to play a guitar during this M

ess.
The stupidity of all this—

and m
ore gross liturgical insults to O

ur Lord—
led

to such an atm
osphere in the house that the m

ain topic of discussion at the
m

onthly C
om

m
unity M

eetings becam
e “H

ow
 do w

e m
ake the com

m
unity

M
ass m

ore interesting?”
(I have som

etim
es im

agined Saint Peter at the Last Supper leaning tow
ards

O
ur Savior to ask, “Lord, how

 can w
e m

ake this m
ore interesting?”)

A
nd I can rem

em
ber one visit of our Provincial Superior that year, in w

hich
he stated his unhappiness w

ith a first-run m
ovie that w

e had seen the previous
evening, since it contained a scene of a m

an and a w
om

an on a couch—
they

w
ere not discussing philosophy! B

ut he did nothing to guard against this in
the future. I suppose that this w

ould have been uncharitable.
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W
hich brings up the end-of-m

onth celebration w
e had at the close of each

m
onth of the school year. It began w

ith cocktails in the low
er level of the

library; they w
ere put together by a classm

ate of m
ine from

 M
ilw

aukee, w
ho,

I m
ust adm

it, w
as quite adept at this. H

e and I w
ere both born in January of

1940; and he had several skills, w
hich I hope he put to good use later since—

D
eo gratias—

he did not continue on to the priesthood. I suppose you could
say that he w

as part of the trem
endous drop in vocations w

e saw
 in the w

ake
of Vatican II—

the C
ouncil that w

as going to m
ake the C

hurch “m
ore

m
eaningful to m

odern m
an.” O

, how
 often did w

e have that expression
throw

n at us!
This also ties in w

ith the installation of color television in the library during
that bad year of 1967. This television w

as on just about all the tim
e during

school hours. It show
ed just how

 far the religious O
rders had sunk in the

glorious w
ake of Vatican II. Previously the C

arm
elite O

rder had m
aintained a

strict ban against a television set in any house of the O
rder. This ban w

as so
severe that in the rules of the O

rder any prior w
ho allow

ed a television set in
his priory w

as autom
atically suspended. In the w

ake of Vatican II, he w
ould

be suspended or m
oved if he did N

O
T allow

 a television set in his house. O
n

one occasion, I w
ent into the library to look for som

ething and I saw
 the TV

on, specifically a soap opera, being w
atched by a sixty-som

ething Spanish
priest of the O

rder.
Years later, speaking to a m

em
ber of the O

rder, I learned that both the prior
of this house and another priest there, both of w

hom
 had been priests m

ore
than tw

enty years, had left the priesthood to get m
arried. O

ne of them
 w

as
helping his “w

ife” run a m
otel in Florida. W

hat a glorious end to a priestly
life!

A
t the tim

e I w
as developing health problem

s, obviously because of the
abandonm

ent of the religious life. This w
as not w

hy I becam
e a C

arm
elite! I

w
anted a religious house, a religious life, not a m

em
bership in a m

onastic
country club!

So then in the sum
m

er of 1968 I received perm
ission to fly out to C

alifornia
to help m

y fam
ily m

ove up from
 San Francisco (actually San C

arlos) to Post
Falls, Idaho. So w

e packed everything up and began the tw
o-day drive to Post

Falls and C
oeur d’A

lene, Idaho. M
y parents m

oved up there to join a
traditional group of C

atholics begun by a m
an nam

ed Francis Schuckardt w
ho

m
oved there from

 Seattle.
A

fter som
e persuasion, I w

rote and told the C
arm

elites that I w
as not

com
ing back after m

y vow
s w

ould expire on Septem
ber 8

, the B
irthday of

th
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O
ur Lady. They w

ere glad to learn this. I heard later that the prior in San Jose
w

as glad I w
as gone because I w

as “too traditional.”
This Francis Schuckardt had begun a sort of traditional group in the area,

draw
ing follow

ers from
 som

e C
atholics from

 the W
est C

oast w
ho had begun

to see that the changes in the C
hurch w

ere not good at all but w
ere draw

ing
m

any people aw
ay from

 the C
hurch. There w

as a sm
all com

m
unity of Sisters

and 
a 

few
 

B
rothers 

around 
Schuckardt, 

w
ho 

w
as 

alw
ays 

addressed 
as

“Francis” in his attem
pt to appear as a pious m

an of about forty years of age
and not a religious leader.

M
r. Schuckardt had a good speaking style, and he had been the leader in the

Seattle area of the Fatim
a C

rusade, in w
hich he began to see clearly the

results of the Vatican II changes. The Sunday M
asses for this group w

ere said
som

etim
es by visiting priests, particularly by Father Law

rence B
rey of

M
ilw

aukee. Every w
eek on Tuesday evening w

e had a holy hour w
hich w

as
scheduled for 8:00 a.m

. but never began before 8:15 a.m
, som

etim
es as late as

8:30 a.m
, even though the Sisters’ house w

as less than a ten-m
inute drive

from
 M

r. Schuckardt’s.
A

round this tim
e a traditional-m

inded priest, Father G
eorge K

athrein,
C

.Ss.R
., w

as transferred into the C
atholic church of C

oeur d’A
lene. A

nd so
our traditional group began to attend his M

asses. O
f course, som

e of the
group caused a com

m
otion w

hen they sw
itched sides in the church so that

they could receive H
oly C

om
m

union only from
 Father K

athrein, w
ho never

used the new
 C

anon of the M
ass. B

ecause of this and other problem
s, Father

K
athrein w

as eventually transferred to the R
edem

ptorist house in O
akland,

C
alifornia.
So then Father B

rey cam
e to visit m

ore often and even began to say M
ass

out in the group’s new
 “chapel” w

est of C
oeur d’A

lene.
B

ut the real problem
s w

ith this group began to surface. M
r. Schuckardt had

told m
y parents dow

n in C
alifornia that he w

as form
ing a group in C

oeur
d’A

lene to continue tradition, that he had located a spot on w
hich to build a

church, and that he w
as form

ing a group of four “insider” fam
ilies w

ho w
ould

pay equally to purchase the land. It w
as priced at $18,000, w

hich m
eant that

each fam
ily w

ould put up $4,500. H
e neglected to m

ention the taxes, building
perm

its, and other expenses that are incurred in putting up a building. Then
w

e learned that tw
o of these fam

ilies, w
hose nam

es I could m
ention but I w

ill
not, could not put in anything like the requested $4,500. They could not com

e
up w

ith forty-five cents betw
een them

.
M

r. Schuckard som
ehow

 bought the land—
w

hich his ow
n father, him

self a
realtor, had tried to persuade him

 not to purchase, to no avail. M
any things
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happened, but the clim
ax cam

e w
hen Father B

rey visited and said a M
ass in

the m
ake-shift chapel on the property, in w

hich he pointed out in his serm
on

som
e of the unbalanced things the people w

ere doing, for exam
ple, w

alking
out of church backw

ards so not to turn their backs on the B
lessed Sacram

ent,
and other things that I could m

ention but I w
ill not. A

s soon as the M
ass w

as
over, Francis jum

ped into the pulpit and proceeded to contradict everything
that he had said. This last straw

 finally persuaded Father B
rey to leave and to

cut all ties w
ith the “Fatim

a group,” w
hich a few

 of us had been asking him
 to

do for som
e tim

e. It escapes m
y m

em
ory w

hat Father B
rey did then; but he

did m
ove over to a tow

n in M
innesota, w

here he eventually passed aw
ay.

M
eanw

hile, m
y fam

ily and I, w
ho had m

oved out into the country north
from

 C
oeur d’A

lene, bought a piece of land in a rural area, w
here I spent a

couple of years helping to cut dow
n trees and stack w

ood to burn for the
com

ing w
inter. M

y m
other’s parents visited us on one occasion, the last tim

e
I w

as going to see them
 until m

y ordination in 1972.
Then, one day in 1969, our neighbor R

on Fillion, w
ho w

as also a traditional
C

atholic and a realtor, cam
e by to see us and told us there w

as in Sandpoint,
city ten tim

es to the north, a priest taking the pastor’s place during a vacation,
and saying the traditional M

ass. So the next m
orning m

y m
other and I drove

up there and sure enough w
e saw

 Father Ed D
eB

usschere saying the old Latin
M

ass. W
e attended M

ass, received H
oly C

om
m

union and spoke w
ith Father

D
eB

usschere afterw
ards. W

e asked him
 w

hether he w
ould be w

illing to say
the old M

ass every Sunday and H
oly D

ay of O
bligation for a group of

fam
ilies dow

n around C
oeur d’A

lene. H
e said yes; w

e m
ake arrangem

ents,
and w

e had one of our fam
ilies, the Peters fam

ily, offer the use of a building
on their property as a chapel for the M

ass. Father D
eB

usschere brought the
M

ass kit, m
issal, bread and w

ine, etc., and I served as his altar boy until I
w

ent to Sw
itzerland.

This w
as a real sacrifice for the Peters fam

ily, since they w
ere thinking of

renting out the building for som
e added incom

e.
M

eanw
hile, our little group that began as six fam

ilies quickly grew
 to ten

fam
ilies; and then, as m

ore people w
ere com

ing, they had to m
ove to a larger

building. This is the origin of our Society of Saint Pius X
 priory in Post Falls,

w
hich has the Society’s second biggest attendance in the U

nited States, after
Saint M

ary’s, K
ansas.

The M
asses, then, w

ere said for m
ore than a year. Then, w

hen m
y m

other
told m

e that she had been having regular correspondence w
ith D

r. R
obin

A
nderson in R

om
e about their com

m
on interest in C

ardinal M
erry D

el Val,
the Secretary of State for Saint Pius X

. D
r. A

nderson told her that A
rchbishop
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Lefebvre w
as now

 retired and paying several visits to R
om

e, w
here he

planned to live, w
rite, and give retreats. H

e w
as m

eeting regularly w
ith D

r.
A

nderson. The good D
r. A

nderson told m
y m

other that, if she w
ould send a

letter from
 m

e to the A
rchbishop, he w

ould be happy to pass it on. I w
rote the

letter, she sent it, and the A
rchbishop w

rote to m
e telling m

e that he intended
to com

e to A
m

erica soon to speak w
ith som

e bishops about opening up a
house of the Society in the U

nited States. H
e w

as going to travel first to
Pittsburgh, w

here he knew
 the bishop of that city and w

as going to stay at the
house of the H

oly G
host Fathers there. A

nd so I w
rote to him

, telling him
 that

I w
ould com

e to Pittsburgh on the day indicated and m
eet w

ith him
.

I thus traveled to Pittsburgh, got to the G
reyhound term

inal, and called the
A

rchbishop at the H
oly G

host house. H
e told m

e that since it w
as already late,

I should com
e to m

eet him
 in the m

orning. H
e gave m

e the address of the
house, and I agreed to m

eet him
 the next day. Thus I spent the night at the bus

station as an all-night vigil. N
ext m

orning I asked about the first bus going to
this suburb of Pittsburgh, w

hich I believe w
as Fox C

hapel. I then got a bus
and took it to Fox C

hapel, w
here I rang the doorbell at the H

oly G
host house.

The doorkeeper told m
e that the A

rchbishop w
as saying his M

ass; and he
directed m

e to the chapel, w
here H

is G
race w

as halfw
ay through the M

ass. I
knelt dow

n to serve the rest of this M
ass. The A

rchbishop gave a slight look
to his right, saw

 m
e, and turned to finish the M

ass.
W

e knelt to m
ake our thanksgiving and then proceeded to the dining room

for breakfast, and A
m

erican breakfast, not the usual European breakfast of a
bow

l of coffee and a slide of bread w
ith butter or jam

.
W

e then spoke about m
y visit and, he w

as a bit am
azed that I had traveled

such a distance just to see him
 and speak w

ith him
. H

e then gave m
e the form

to fill out to apply for adm
ission to his sem

inary at Ecône, Sw
itzerland. I

agreed to fill it out, and w
e then departed for the G

reyhound station since I
had already called to tell m

y cousin in Falls C
hurch, V

irginia, that I w
ould

com
e for a visit.

So, I took another bus trip and cam
e to m

y cousin’s hom
e in Falls C

hurch.
M

y cousin B
ud greeted m

e there, along w
ith his w

ife and four sons. I had not
seen them

 for several years, and so w
e w

ere all happy for the reunion. I stayed
w

ith them
 through the w

eekend, in w
hich they drove m

e to an Eastern R
ite

church. A
t this point they w

ent to attend their ow
n Episcopal service (m

y
father w

as a convert).
The next day, a M

onday, B
ud drove m

e to the new
 D

ulles International
A

irport in W
ashington, D

.C
. (actually it is in V

irginia). W
e w

ere there exactly
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a w
eek after it had been opened. It w

as m
ostly em

pty; m
ost of the airlines had

not taken their places there yet.
So I flew

 back to Spokane, w
here m

y fam
ily picked m

e up. I told them
about m

y m
eeting w

ith the A
rchbishop and about his plan to preside over the

annual w
eekend dedicated to O

ur Lady of the Prairies in Pow
ers Lake, N

orth
D

akota. B
y an interesting coincidence, this w

as the very sam
e state in w

hich
m

y m
other had been born. So she called Father Frederick N

elson in Pow
ers

Lake, and he agreed to m
ake arrangem

ents for m
y m

other and m
e to stay

there for that w
eekend.

Thus w
e drove to Pow

ers Lake in late A
ugust of 1971 and w

ere w
arm

ly
greeted by Father N

elson and show
n to our room

s in the tow
n m

ovie theatre
w

hich he had converted into a little hotel. This w
as one of the m

any things
Father N

elson had done there, as he w
as quite the businessm

an, as w
ell as a

professional level organist and singer. In his earlier life he had converted to
the C

atholic faith and entered the St. Paul, M
innesota, Sem

inary instead of
accepting the invitation to join the chorus of the N

ew
 York Philharm

onic
O

rchestra. The diocese of B
ism

arck, N
orth D

akota, is in the province of the
St. Paul A

rchdiocese; and so Father N
elson w

as sent to the parish of Pow
ers

Lake, w
here he proceeded to establish various things: a school, a hom

e for the
elderly, and a convent; all of w

hich continued to function for m
any years until

Father N
elson’s death. 2

O
n our first full day in Pow

ers Lake, m
y m

other and I w
alked over to the

dining room
 building and asked Father N

elson w
hether it w

ould be possible to
see the A

rchbishop. W
e w

ere surprised to learn that H
is G

race w
as in the

building and not m
eeting w

ith anyone at the m
om

ent. A
nd so w

e w
ent into the

dining area and saw
 him

 by him
self at one of the tables. H

e at once
recognized m

e from
 our m

eeting in Pittsburgh and greeted us w
ith his

custom
ary quiet courtesy. W

e returned his greeting, kissing his Episcopal
ring, and sat dow

n for our—
w

hat turned out to be—
hour long discussion

about his sem
inary in Sw

itzerland, the Society of Saint Pius X
, and associated

topics. M
y m

other and I both found it hard to believe that, in this w
orld, there

could possibly be a C
atholic bishop w

ith such traditional ideas and practices.
B

ut the A
rchbishop convinced us com

pletely, and w
e w

ere sold. W
e w

ere
especially am

azed—
not to say aw

e-struck—
at his com

plete com
posure, not a

trace of anxiety, nor of bad feeling tow
ards the people in the C

hurch w
ho

w
ere—

or soon w
ould be—

throw
ing aspersions at him

: “disobedient,” “a
rebel,” “W

ho do you think you are?” and the like. It seem
ed to us that nothing

in this w
orld could disturb this m

an. H
e had an incredible calm

ness that I
have never seen anyw

here else on this planet. H
is w

as the tranquility of a
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person w
ho is right, w

ho know
s that he is right, and w

hose calm
ness com

es
from

 the depths of his soul in the know
ledge that he is follow

ing the path that
the Lord has laid out for him

.
C

ould it be that A
rchbishop Lefebvre is the fulfillm

ent of our Lady of G
ood

Success’ prediction that one day a prelate w
ould com

e along to help the
C

hurch during a difficult tim
e?

Then, after our conversation had ended, w
e said our goodbyes and continued

our day.
The follow

ing day, Sunday, A
ugust 30

, A
rchbishop Lefebvre sang his H

igh
M

ass at the outdoor altar w
ith about tw

o thousand people in attendance. You
can im

agine how
 m

any ciborium
s w

ere needed for the H
oly C

om
m

unions.
A

fter the M
ass H

is G
race blessed w

ith a m
onstrance a large group of people

w
ho w

ere in w
heelchairs, w

ithout pausing at all, in spite of the fact that there
w

ere at least sixty of them
. I saw

 this m
yself, being one of the servers.

Follow
ing this there w

as a banquet, w
hich obviously involved a huge

am
ount of w

ork. B
ut, as I said, Father N

elson w
as a first-class organizer and

knew
 how

 to do this to perfection.
The A

rchbishop and the priests there had their ow
n dinner in the m

ain
dining room

. The follow
ing day, M

onday, everyone w
ent back hom

e; m
y

m
other and I to Sagle, Idaho, and the rest to w

herever they lived. (Sagle is a
w

ide spot in the road ten m
iles south of the city of Sandpoint, Idaho, w

here I
did a little high-school teaching before going to Ecône. The rest of the tim

e
w

as spent in cutting and stacking lum
ber to burn in the long, cold Idaho

w
inters).
Finally, I received a letter from

 Ecône saying that I had been accepted for
the fall sem

ester. This letter had taken a full m
onth to reach m

e, since the
person w

ho had sent it decided to send it by surface m
ail instead of airm

ail,
thus saving them

selves about tw
enty-five cents postage.

A
nd so our little group of traditional C

atholics in the area of C
oeur d’A

lene,
Idaho, began preparing for m

y trip to Sw
itzerland. The m

ain thing w
as to

raise the m
oney for the trip to Sw

itzerland. The fam
ily of K

en and B
eulah

Peters, in w
hose extra building w

e had had the M
ass for tw

o years, put
together a booklet (a copy of w

hich I am
 still trying to find), the sales of

w
hich w

ould finance the trip. The w
hole group there cooperated in various

w
ays. They w

ere so proud that a young m
an from

 their chapel w
as going to

join the group of A
m

ericans traveling all the w
ay to Sw

itzerland to finish
their sem

inary training.
Then, after w

eeks of preparation, I said goodbye to m
y fam

ily in the
Spokane, W

ashington, airport and flew
 off to N

ew
 York and thus connected

th
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w
ith Icelandic A

irlines, w
hich w

as the least expensive w
ay to get to Europe.

A
s far as I know

 it still is. The flight w
ent to K

eflavik, Iceland, its hom
e base.

I do not think that I got m
uch sleep that night. B

ut it is not as if I had never
flow

n before.
Then I took an overnight train from

 Luxem
bourg, and another one from

Paris, arriving the next late m
orning at the train station. I called the sem

inary
at Ecône, and tw

o cars cam
e since I had told them

 that I had tw
o cases

[caisses 3] w
ith m

e. This w
as only the first of m

y m
any m

istakes in the French
language. A

nd so I arrived just as they w
ere taking lunch in the Ecône

refectory, w
hich at that tim

e w
as located in the Ecône basem

ent. The
A

rchbishop greeted m
e and show

ed m
e w

here to sit. I took m
y place but w

as
not able to converse m

uch w
ith m

y fellow
 sem

inarians, since m
y know

ledge
of French w

as about the sam
e as their know

ledge of English.
A

fter the m
eal I w

as show
n to m

y room
 in the old w

ing of the building, on
the third floor.

Very soon w
e w

ent in cars to the nearby tow
n of G

rolley, to a retreat house
run by a group of Sw

iss priests, tw
o of w

hom
 also taught classes at Ecône,

Fathers B
arrielle and R

iviere. So for five days the other A
m

erican new
com

ers
—

C
larence K

elly, D
onald Sanborn, and A

nthony W
ard—

and I listened to
retreat conferences given in French. The w

as a real penance, since m
y

know
ledge of French at the tim

e w
as m

inim
al.

A
t the end of this retreat, w

e returned to Ecône and A
rchbishop Lefebvre

called m
e to his office, w

here I show
ed him

 m
y certificates of tonsure and the

four m
inor orders that I had received in the low

er-level chapel, called the
“crypt,” in the B

asilica of the Im
m

aculate C
onception on the cam

pus of the
C

atholic U
niversity of A

m
erica. The A

rchbishop told m
e that he w

as going to
send m

e up to Fribourg, w
here he kept a house of advanced students for the

priesthood, since I had already finished m
ost of m

y courses of theology.
W

hen in 1969-1970 A
rchbishop Lefebvre w

as looking for a place for his
sem

inarians to live and study, by divine providence the buildings at Ecône
becam

e available. They had been a house of the C
anons of the G

reat Saint
B

ernard, a local O
rder that had m

oved to another location after giving their
nam

e to the breed of dogs that w
ere fam

ous for rescuing people lost in the
A

lps and carrying the little containers of—
I do not know

, som
e kind of liquid

refreshm
ent—

to these m
ountain clim

bers.
Ecône is a tiny village—

it w
ould probably be m

ore accurate to call it a
ham

let—
situated in the southw

estern part of Sw
itzerland, about ten m

iles up
the highw

ay betw
een M

artigny and Sion. The highw
ay follow

s the course of
the R

hone river. The tw
o hills of Sion, on opposite sides of the valley, form

 a
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natural observation spot for the valley, and have been used as such since
ancient tim

es. The R
om

an arm
y definitely passed through this area about the

tim
e of Julius C

aesar. W
hen the digging w

as done in 1970-1971 for the
connecting w

ing at Ecône betw
een the old building and the new

, R
om

ans
coins w

ere found and duly reported to the archaeological authorities. The
local tradition has it that C

aesar him
self m

ay have spent tim
e at the location

of our sem
inary. B

ut in any case the scenery is gorgeous. I w
ould not m

ind it
at all if the Society w

ould have m
e spend the rest of m

y life there, especially
since our property contains a crypt in w

hich can be found the burial coffin of
A

rchbishop Lefebvre. The coffin is due to be transferred to the sem
inary

chapel som
etim

e next year, during the fifty-year anniversary celebration of
the Society of Saint Pius X

. 4

To back up a little, after the C
anons left Ecône, the m

ain building w
ent up

for sale. A
 group of businessm

en w
anted to buy it and m

ake it into a night
club—

a boite de nuit, as the French language has it. W
hen M

r. M
arcel

Pedroni, a friend of A
rchbishop Lefebvre, heard about this, he and four other

local businessm
en put their funds together and purchased it. A

 religious house
w

as not going to becom
e a bar! O

ne can still see the café in a local tow
n

w
here these m

en decided to buy the house at Ecône. This is truly divine
providence at w

ork.
A

t the tim
es w

hen I have been fortunate enough to com
e and revisit Ecône, I

have found there a kind of peace I have felt in no other place, particularly
since I know

 that A
rchbishop [is buried there?] —

the Society no longer uses
the house in Fribourg, since w

e now
 have our ow

n sem
inaries in Sw

itzerland,
France, and G

erm
any.

Soon thereafter one of the priests drove m
e to Fribourg, eighty m

iles to the
northeast. I w

as installed in one of the bedroom
s there. Three French

sem
inarians of our Society also lived there, plus the head of the house, a

French priest w
ho w

as helping us out, Father (or, as they say there, M
onsieur

l’A
bbé) Trauchessec. A

ll of them
 w

ere polite to m
e, hiding the inborn feeling

of m
any French people that they are the m

ost cultured and advanced of the
W

estern peoples. B
ut there w

as also a real sense of gratitude from
 w

hat
A

m
erica had done for them

 in W
orld W

ar II.
A

ll of us sem
inarians of the Society of Saint Pius X

, of course, w
ore our

cassocks all the tim
e, so that w

e stood out like Eskim
os in the Sahara. Som

e
of the other students there w

ere friendly; m
ost of them

 just ignored us. The
professors, of course, still w

ore their D
om

inican habits. O
ne of these

D
om

inicans actually cam
e dow

n that year to give Scripture classes at Ecône.
The year after that, of course, he w

as forbidden to do this, since our Society
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w
as branded as a sem

inaire sauvage, w
hich is hard to translate accurately;

m
aybe “w

ildcat sem
inary” com

es closest to its m
eaning.

The follow
ing spring A

rchbishop Lefebvre ordained m
e to the subdiaconate,

in the chapel at Ecône called N
otre D

am
e des C

ham
ps—

O
ur Lady of the

Fields; then later to the diaconate, the last stage before the priesthood. This
w

as done at a local church across the valley of the R
hone river, at a church

w
here the pastor w

as friendly to the Society.
D

uring the Easter vacation of 1972, Father Trauchessec took m
e as his M

ass
server on a little vacation trip through eastern France, stopping at A

rs to see
Saint John V

ianney’s church w
ith its separate confessionals for m

en and
w

om
en; the bed in w

hich he had slept and on w
hich w

e could see on the w
ood

the burn m
arks from

 the devil’s attacks; and his poor rectory that had only the
essentials. W

e had people telling us how
 the good C

uré w
ould som

etim
es hear

confessions for fifteen hours a day. From
 all over France people flocked to go

to confession to the C
uré. Even som

e bishops confessed to him
. A

t one point,
during the devil’s attacks, Saint John V

ianney heard the dem
on’s horrible

voice: “If there w
ere three priests like you in France, I w

ould lose the w
hole

country!”
Father Trauchessec and I continued in his little deux chevaux, a French

expression that m
eans “tw

o-horse,” referring to the sm
all, no-frills car that so

m
any of the French people used to drive. You never saw

 one of these cars in
dam

aged condition. O
ne little accident and it is all over.

W
e continued dow

n to M
arseille, the fam

ous M
editerranean port. W

e visited
a church that had quite a few

 m
odel ships m

ounted on its w
alls. Father

Trauchessec told m
e that in the past, if a sailor had a disaster at sea and

survived, he w
ould buy or m

ake a m
odel ship and put it up on one of the w

alls
of the church.

A
nother interesting thing that happened that year at Ecône w

as that one
evening I w

as sum
m

oned to the front door by the voice of the Sister w
ho w

as
stationed there. M

onsieur G
regory Post est dem

andé à la porterie. So, off I
w

ent, to the front door, to find there to m
y surprise m

y Turkish priest friend
w

hom
 I had m

et on the first Traditional M
arch on R

om
e, Father Sam

uel
O

zdem
ir, w

ho at the tim
e w

as in charge of a sm
all church of the Syrian

C
atholic C

hurch in the city of M
ardin in southeastern Turkey. I have for a

long tim
e been interested in the Eastern rites, particularly those in the M

iddle
East. I really do not have any idea of how

 he found m
e in Sw

itzerland, but he
did. So of course I invited him

 in, spoke w
ith the econom

e (treasurer) of
Ecône, and got for Father O

zdem
ir a room

, a m
eal, and perm

ission to say the
Syrian rite M

ass as the com
m

unity M
ass the next day.
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I do not rem
em

ber the A
rchbishop’s reaction to this; but I can easily

im
agine him

 saying, in French of course, “W
ell, G

regory, if you know
 this

priest, of course he m
ay say the com

m
unity M

ass tom
orrow

 m
orning.” That

w
as just how

 the A
rchbishop w

as. H
e honestly thought that everyone w

as as
sim

ple and honest as he w
as. B

efore long he w
as to learn otherw

ise.
A

nd so the follow
ing day Father O

zdem
ir said that com

m
unity M

ass at
Ecône, probably the only tim

e in the history of that place that an Eastern-rite
priest said the Syrian C

atholic M
ass as the com

m
unity M

ass for our Society.
A

t the end of the scholastic year, H
is G

race called m
e into his office at

Ecône and told m
e that Father N

elson had invited him
 to preside again over

the 
A

ugust 
celebration 

of 
O

ur 
Lady 

of 
the 

Fields—
is 

this 
nam

e 
a

coincidence? 5 A
nd [asked], if I w

as ready, w
ould I like to be ordained to the

priesthood? W
ell, you could have knocked m

e over w
ith a feather. The

A
rchbishop had know

n m
e only a year and a half, had had m

e as a sem
inarian

less than a year, and w
as ready to raise m

e to the priesthood? O
f course I

stam
m

ered m
y consent. I do not rem

em
ber w

hat I did next; I probably w
alked

into the nearest w
all.

O
f course I inform

ed m
y fam

ily about this right aw
ay. I did not w

itness their
reaction, but it w

as not difficult to im
agine.

A
nd so w

e did all the end-of-year things and I m
ade m

y w
ay back to

northern Idaho. I traveled on A
m

trak, across all of M
ontana, w

ith the train
m

aking a long unexpected stop in that state. This had the result of our pulling
into the station of W

illiston, N
orth D

akota, m
ore than an hour late. This w

as
before the era of cell phones, so that the boys w

ho got m
e could not call

Father N
elson; or they tried to and did not succeed. In any case, Father

w
ondered about the delay but w

as happy that I had arrived safely.
Everything w

ent according to plan, and then the next day the big events
began. The w

eekend pilgrim
age proceeded as it had done the previous year.

W
e all w

ent to bed that night in eager anticipation of the next day’s events. O
f

course, I w
as still on m

y ordination retreat and so could not m
eet or talk w

ith
anyone.

M
y m

other’s brother, G
ene Erding, his w

ife, Ethel, and his parents, H
arry

and Frances Erding, had arrived from
 M

inneapolis and Plainview
, M

innesota,
and had been w

arm
ly greeted and show

n to their room
s by Father N

elson and
his staff. O

n the follow
ing day, they of course w

ere in the front pew
s of O

ur
Lady of the Prairies C

hapel. The cerem
ony began at 10:00 a.m

., a solem
n

high M
ass, w

ith Father N
elson at the organ, the choir in their places, and

about ten priests in the sanctuary. A
nd so began the cerem

ony in w
hich
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A
rchbishop Lefebvre perform

ed his first ordination on A
m

erican soil for his
first A

m
erican priest of the Society of Saint Pius X

.
B

efore the actual laying on of hands, m
y m

other and I exchanged a brief
glance. N

ineteen years of preparation and now
 it w

as finally happening. A
ny

m
others reading this w

ill understand w
hat w

as in our heads and hearts at that
m

om
ent.

M
y father and brother D

ennis w
ere also there, and I am

 sure that they w
ere

in the sam
e w

orld as m
y m

other. A
lso present w

as m
y adopted sister M

ary
Petra, w

hom
 m

y m
other had gone to G

erm
any in 1962 to adopt.

A
fter the ordination M

ass w
as finished, during w

hich I had spoken the
w

ords of consecration along w
ith the A

rchbishop—
w

hat an honor!—
and the

m
em

bers of m
y fam

ily w
ere given H

oly C
om

m
unions first. A

fter the
cerem

ony, outside the chapel, there w
ere the custom

ary blessings of m
y

m
other, father, brother, sister, aunt and uncle, grandm

other, follow
ed by those

of the num
ber of the faithful w

ho had been able to get into the chapel or kneel
outside.

A
ll in all, it w

as a glorious m
orning and the ordination M

ass and blessings
w

ere follow
ed by a banquet. A

s Father Fred N
elson w

as a m
aster organizer,

everything w
ent so w

ell that people w
ere com

m
enting on it for w

eeks
afterw

ards.
So then, on the w

ay back to Post Falls, Idaho, w
e m

ade a detour to the sm
all

tow
n of Taylor, N

orth D
akota, to see the house w

here m
y m

other had been
born on N

ovem
ber 21

, 1915. The fam
ily now

 living there graciously allow
ed

us to tour the house, and so w
e saw

 the very room
 in w

hich m
y m

other had
been born. A

gain, w
hat an experience!

W
e continued on to Past Falls; and I said M

ass there until m
y return to

Sw
itzerland the follow

ing O
ctober, this tim

e taking a rather com
plicated w

ay,
taking advantage of a part of a ticket that I had not had to fly on the previous
year. For C

hristm
as and N

ew
 Year’s day that season, Father Peter M

organ, the
first priest ordained by the A

rchbishop for the Society, had m
e take the train

from
 London up to Edinburgh, Scotland, w

here a taxicab delivered m
e to one

of our fam
ilies there. I w

as am
azed at the high ceilings in the buildings there.

I thought that this m
ight m

ake it difficult to heat the hom
es. B

ut the thrifty
Scots had solved the problem

—
they just did not bother w

ith heat. They
solved the problem

 by dressing heavy in the w
inter.

W
ith a couple of exceptions: they had sm

all electric heaters in the large
bedroom

s, placed appropriately in the fireplaces. The heat w
as on a tim

er so
that by the tim

e it turned off, a person w
as com

fortably in bed.

st
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B
ut there w

as som
ething else in the bed. I noticed this w

hen I craw
led in m

y
bed that first night. It had som

ething in it that w
as soft and w

arm
. I thought,

“O
h gosh, there is an anim

al in here!” B
ut on closer exam

ination it turned out
to be a plastic hot-w

ater bottle. A
nd thus I had m

y first practical exam
ple of

culture shock. I learned quickly that other countries, even though they speak
English (m

ore or less), do not alw
ays do things the G

ood O
ld A

m
erican W

ay.
A

nd for speaking English—
w

ell, to illustrate, of course I visited the tw
o

m
ain tourist attractions in Edinburgh, both of them

 on Princes Street, the
Palace and the C

astle. I had no trouble w
ith the C

astle, but in the Palace I
happened to w

ind up joining a group of tourists, to w
hom

 the guide w
as

explaining som
ething in the m

ain bedroom
. I really did not know

 w
hat he w

as
explaining, because he said it all in Scottish English—

if there is such a thing.
In any case I w

as able to grasp m
aybe half (hahff) of w

hat he w
as saying. It

all rem
inded m

e of the actor Sean C
onnery in the old Jam

es B
ond m

ovies. A
s

you probably know
 already, M

r. C
onnery w

as born right there in Edinburgh.
Thus in January of 1973 I took the trains and ship—

your train ticket
included the ship part—

over to France. The ship w
as arranged on five levels,

to suit all tastes and pocketbooks. The crossing takes about an hour and a half,
so that the passengers on the highest level can finish off their very expensive
repasts in a leisurely m

anner.
In our tim

e of course there is the “C
hunnel.” The English language has an

unbelievable ability to com
bine w

ords in this w
ay, as I learned w

hen studying
linguistics at B

erkeley. So w
e have the situation in w

hich “C
hannel” and

“Tunnel” get squeezed into “C
hunnel.” I w

onder w
hy it did not turn into

“Tannel.” W
ell, I supposed that som

e O
xford dean in his sm

oke-filled study
decided that this “sim

ply w
ill naw

t do.”
For m

y second year at Fribourg, from
 Spokane, W

ashington, I flew
 to

C
algary, w

ith a long layover so that I could travel around and take in som
e of

the sights; the third flight to N
ew

 York; the fourth to London, sitting a long
tim

e in a deserted part of the airport because I had deplaned thinking to go
shopping, only to find that the shops w

ere not open yet, it being around six in
the m

orning. O
h w

ell, I still had m
y custom

ary solitude. The final leg w
as on

to G
eneva, Sw

itzerland, w
here I then took a train on to the gare 6 in Fribourg.

From
 there it w

as an easy w
alk to our priory at 50, rue de la V

ignettaz. W
ow

,
five flights across eight tim

e zones. M
y inner clock w

as not only off, it w
as

so far off that it w
as back on.

M
y second year at the U

niversity of Fribourg w
as like the first, although

this tim
e a little m

ore on-edge because the bishops’ attitude tow
ards our

Society w
as grow

ing a bit unfriendly, not to say hostile. O
ne professor, an
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auxiliary bishop of Fribourg, glared at m
e as he signed m

y attendance book. I
should have w

orn m
y orange-colored B

uddhist robe, in w
hich case he

probably w
ould have hugged m

e.
The second year at Fribourg w

as like the first, except that by now
 tw

o of the
original A

m
erican sem

inarians had joined m
e at Fribourg: C

larence K
elly and

A
nthony W

ard, both of them
 from

 N
ew

 York. C
larence spent the class hours

w
orking on his book, C

onspiracy Against G
od and M

an, w
hile I read B

ram
Stoker’s D

racula and other m
aterial. This last-nam

ed w
ork had as m

uch solid
theology in it as the course w

e w
ere sleeping through—

oops, I m
ean

attending. I am
 not saying that the courses w

ere boring, such that w
e just

needed som
ething to keep us aw

ake.
D

uring this year w
e had an unusual experience one evening in the priory. A

French priest had just had his M
aster’s Theology dissertation rejected by the

—
get 

this—
one-m

an 
evaluation 

board 
at 

the 
U

niversity. 
Father 

Paul
A

ulagnier, our rector, had allow
ed him

 to com
e live w

ith us for a few
 days

because he w
as clearly in a bad m

ental state. The university Theology
D

epartm
ent that year had the incredible practice, as I said, of appointing only

one professor to read the thesis, and pass or reject it. W
ell, he rejected it; and

that action sent this poor priest off the edge. H
e w

as going around that night
knocking on our doors asking us to stop all the noise. Then w

e eventually
cam

e out of our room
s, gathered in the living room

, and invited him
 to join

us. H
e did so and I do not know

 w
hat happened after m

ost of us had left, but
this priest w

as gone the next day.
Thus m

y second year at Fribourg cam
e to a close. I packed m

y bag and took
the train to G

eneva, w
here, as I m

entioned, the train station is right next to the
airport. I flew

 to N
ew

 York, then on to H
ouston, w

here som
e of our faithful

picked m
e up and m

ade arrangem
ents for lodging and so forth. W

e drove
dow

n to D
ickenson, about thirty m

iles southeast of dow
ntow

n H
ouston, and

took a look at w
hat w

as to becom
e Q

ueen of A
ngels C

hurch in D
ickenson.

Father H
ector B

olduc w
as in the process of buying this property, and it has

now
 one of our largest congregations in this country.

From
 there I w

ent on to C
olorado Springs, C

olorado, w
here the faithful

group had grow
n to a hundred souls or m

ore. W
hile in the area I received a

telephone call from
 Father A

nthony W
ard, w

ho had becom
e the Society

superior for the U
nited States, asking m

e to travel up to D
etroit, w

here the
diocesan priest w

ho w
as serving our group there had suddenly departed and

left our congregation of m
ore than a hundred people stranded. This priest had

visited us in Fribourg several m
onths earlier and had agreed to bring the

D
etroit congregation under the m

antle of our Society. H
e had com

e to
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Sw
itzerland w

ith M
r. R

eno Verani, m
et w

ith A
rchbishop Lefebvre, and agreed

that the congregation in D
etroit w

ould becom
e our first establishm

ent in this
country. B

ut unfortunately by the end of 1973 he had departed for reasons
unknow

n to m
e. The coordinator there, M

r. R
obert B

artnick, called Father
W

ard; Father W
ard called m

e, and once again m
y life betw

een airports
resum

ed its course. I had expected to go back and teach at Ecône, but the Lord
had other plans for m

e. I inform
ed m

y fam
ily and booked a flight to D

etroit.
A

nd so I spent a few
 m

onths there, during w
hich at one point I took a group

of young m
en across the w

ater into the C
anadian city of W

insor, C
anada. In

January of 1974, Father W
ard cam

e back from
 Ecône and took over this

chapel, thus allow
ing m

e to resum
e m

y plan to teach and direct the English-
speaking sem

inarians, w
hom

 the French called les Anglophones. N
o, this is

not som
e kind of French telephone.

So another flight to G
eneva,—

m
aybe I should have just bought a house

there,—
took a train to the station closest to Ecône, in a ham

let called R
iddes;

called the sem
inary; w

as picked up; again show
n a room

 at the sem
inary; and

settled in for a second tim
e. This tim

e I w
as ensconced in the new

 w
ing that

had been under construction in 1971, in m
y first stage of Ecônization, the

w
ing in w

hich A
rchbishop Lefebvre him

self had lived, the site w
hich is now

 a
shrine to him

. H
e is of course buried on the property, in the nearby crypt that

also contains the coffin of Father Stephen A
bdoo, w

ho w
as killed in a

highw
ay accident a year after beginning his priestly life in his native N

ew
Zealand. The Society’s first m

artyr! 7

The only sem
inarian I rem

em
ber from

 that year is Father Terrance Finnegan
from

 South D
akota. H

e w
as ordained shortly thereafter and began serving in

our church in Phoenix at 750 East B
aseline R

oad, w
hich has now

 developed,
w

ith Father B
olduc’s help of course, into a beautiful property including a

renovated church, a retreat center, and a school.
Thus it w

ent for the next several years. W
hile I w

as in Phoenix, tw
ice m

y
evening M

ass w
as scheduled for Vancouver.

A
nd so I flew

 out again, this tim
e to Spokane, W

ashington (I do not recall
every having m

y suitcase out of use for a long tim
e), to help m

y fam
ily m

ove
again, this tim

e from
 Idaho back dow

n to San Jose, C
alifornia, area. M

y
father drove his pickup and I drove the fam

ily car pulling a trailer full of
boxes. O

n a dow
nslope in N

evada, I think, the “autom
atic pressurized brakes”

of the trailer did not im
m

ediately engage. M
y m

other and I both had im
ages

flash before us of our vehicles and their contents beautifying the landscape.
B

ut quick prayers to Saint C
hristopher and our G

uardian A
ngels saved us, just

as in 1960 they had done w
hen I m

istakenly got lost on the B
ay B

ridge
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com
ing out of San Francisco, and w

inding up going east tow
ards O

akland,
instead of back to the C

ity. I knew
 that the car, a 1955 C

hevy 4-door, w
as low

on gas; and so I tried to m
ake a u-turn on the upper level of the bridge; and—

guess w
hat?—

the splendid engine of this vehicle just then decided to die.
A

nother quick prayer and I got out of it. I expected to be hit at any m
om

ent,
but m

anaged to return to San Francisco w
ithout further incident.

M
eanw

hile, back to 1974, w
e m

anaged to get dow
n to San Jose, C

alifornia,
and settled into our tem

porary hom
e. I contacted a M

r. G
eorge B

um
b, w

hose
telephone num

ber had been given to m
e by som

eone w
ho knew

 the area. H
e

assured m
e that there w

ere people in the area w
ho w

anted the traditional M
ass

and Sacram
ents, and so w

e w
ent about setting up for a M

ass every Sunday in
his hom

e in east San Jose. The follow
ing Sunday m

orning I said the M
ass for

tw
enty people in M

r. B
um

b’s hom
e. From

 there things progressed until w
e

had so m
any people com

ing that w
e had to rent a hall in San Jose.

M
eanw

hile a couple of priests helped m
e out tem

porarily, one from
 Latin

A
m

erica w
hose nam

e I cannot rem
em

ber, and one from
 the diocese of Fresno,

C
alifornia, Father Joseph Eberhart. A

s soon as M
r. B

um
b found out about

Father Eberhart, he began talking to him
 and trying to lure him

 into the role
of his private chaplain. M

eanw
hile, I w

as receiving telephone calls from
different 

areas 
asking 

w
hether 

I 
could 

com
e 

and 
give 

M
ass 

and 
the

Sacram
ents in various cities of C

alifornia, beginning w
ith B

akersfield. So
then I shared the w

ork w
ith Father Eberhart, w

ho m
oved into the rectory of

the old church w
e had m

anaged to rent in C
am

bell, a w
estern suburb of San

Jose. I had Father Eberhart stay in the rectory w
hile I slept in the back end of

the church because I w
anted to m

ake Father Eberhart feel at hom
e.

A
nother priest called m

e from
 San Francisco, Father H

enry A
ngelino, after

he had seen an article in the m
ajor San Francisco new

spaper, the Exam
iner, in

w
hich the reporter had m

ade the usual bad m
istakes in interview

ing us, w
hich

errors and m
isquotations w

ere to be seen in the new
s m

edia for som
e tim

e.
H

ow
ever, this did not disturb H

is G
race, w

ho had the sam
e experiences in

Europe. M
ost notably he had given an interview

 to the G
erm

an m
agazine, D

er
Spiegel (w

hich m
eans “The M

irror), in w
hich he w

as asked, “Your G
race, are

you starting up a new
 church?” H

e replied, “N
o, not at all.” The next question

w
as, “A

re you establishing a new
 organization in the C

hurch?” “Yes, and it is
called the Society of Saint Pius X

.”
O

f course you can easily im
agine w

hat happened next. The article cam
e out

w
ith the A

rchbishop saying that yes, he w
as starting up a new

 church. I have a
copy of this issue of D

er Spiegel in m
y files, if it did not get destroyed in the

great D
ickenson flood of 2017.
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The people at the Exam
iner did not w

ant to give Father A
ngelino m

y
telephone num

ber, to protect m
y privacy. B

ut he put up such an uproar that
they finally let him

 have it. H
e called m

e by telephone and w
e set up a

m
eeting his San Francisco apartm

ent. The B
um

b fam
ily of course heard about

this and naturally insisted on m
eeting Father A

ngelino at the San Jose Flea
M

arket offices. They used their usual tactic of sitting around him
 so that he

w
as alw

ays facing at least one of them
 w

ho w
ould fire questions at him

. B
ut

they had not counted on w
hat they got. They got a strong-m

inded m
an w

hom
they could not control. B

ut the flea m
arket crew

 had not figured on this, and
they gave up and drove him

 hom
e. Father A

ngelino w
as a very cultured m

an;
he stayed in touch w

ith m
e, and he knew

 people in the San Francisco O
pera.

O
n the follow

ing C
hristm

as of 1975 w
e rented a large hall in San Francisco

and had a sung M
ass for the feast. A

fter the M
ass w

e had lunch in a nearby
restaurant, and Father A

ngelino w
as so excited that he alm

ost w
alked off

w
ithout the box containing his chalice of silver and gold, a chalice that had

been used once by Pope Pius X
II w

hile Father A
ngelino w

as a sem
inarian in

R
om

e. B
ut just then W

orld W
ar II got started and, since Italy w

as about to
side w

ith G
erm

any in the w
ar, the Vatican urged A

m
erican and C

anadians to
go back hom

e. Father A
ngelino m

ade a brief visit to India a little earlier on;
he got off the train, took a look around, and got back on. A

t least, that is w
hat

he told m
e.

A
bout this tim

e, the Society sent m
e an assistant priest, Father G

avin B
itzer

from
 K

entucky. So w
e divided up the M

asses and other w
ork, so that I now

w
as taking care of M

ass centers to the south, nam
ely those in B

akersfield,
Santa B

arbara, and San D
iego (actually C

arlsbad, a little north from
 San

D
iego).
Father B

itzer served the northern M
ass centers of C

oncord, Sacram
ento and

South Lake Tahoe. The M
asses in Salt Lake Tahoe w

ere at the hom
e of Father

D
eLallo’s parents. M

r. D
eLallo w

orked for the local fire departm
ent, and he

got for us the perm
it for M

asses at his hom
e.

Q
uite an interesting thing happened in that chapel a little later on. Tw

o of
our C

alifornia fam
ilies, the D

eLallos and the K
aisers of B

akersfield, had sons
and daughters getting m

arried at the sam
e tim

e; the sons of one fam
ily

m
arrying the daughters of the other. Father H

ector B
olduc, the current

D
istrict Superior of the tim

e, perform
ed the cerem

ony. I really do not know
how

, but he m
anaged to get the nam

es m
ixed up. W

e are still trying to figure
w

ho got m
arried to w

hom
. (N

ot really; it all got straightened out at the M
ass,

w
hich, get this, w

as the first Solem
n H

igh M
ass of the Society of Saint Pius X

in C
alifornia!)
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M
ass centers (I do not like the expression “chapels,” w

hich to m
e sounds a

bit Protestant) continued to be opened up, until finally I w
as transferred in

1987 to our priory in D
ickenson, Texas. A

round this tim
e 8 it w

as decided to
m

ove The Angelus offices to our priory in Saint Louis, M
issouri, from

 w
hich

I continued to take the airlines, especially Trans W
orld A

irlines (TW
A

), to
various M

ass centers, for exam
ple M

em
phis, N

ashville, and O
rlando. I can

recall that I served our priory in O
rlando (now

 our priory in Sanford, Florida)
from

 1995 to 2003. The coordinator, M
r. B

ruce R
hea, had w

orked in radio up
in Pennsylvania and now

 w
as putting up at least one radio tow

er in Florida. I
also stayed each w

eekend at his lovely hom
e in Sanford. M

r. R
hea passed

from
 this life a couple of years ago, and I continue to rem

em
ber him

 and his
fam

ily at M
ass.

The next few
 years w

ent on w
ithout any great events, except that I w

as
invited to attend the Society’s G

eneral C
hapters in Ecône, Sw

itzerland in
1982, 1994, and 2006. O

n m
y w

ay to the C
hapter in 1982, I w

ent by w
ay of

B
erlin, and booked a room

 in the B
erlin international H

otel. W
anting to see

som
e real G

erm
an television, I turned on C

hannel six. W
hat a surprise I got

w
hen a baseball gam

e from
 Yankee Stadium

 appeared on the screen! C
hannel

six is the B
erlin outlet for the A

rm
ed Forces N

etw
ork (A

FN
). Travel six

thousand m
iles to w

atch a baseball gam
e?

The follow
ing Sunday after M

ass som
e of the faithful drove m

e to
C

heckpoint C
harlie so that I could see the w

orkers’ paradise of East B
erlin.

They could not go in them
selves, being citizens of the decadent W

est [B
erlin].

So I agreed to m
eet them

 in an hour or so, w
alked in, w

ent past the three
border guards w

ho w
ere bored to death, exchanged ten A

m
erican dollars for I

think tw
enty-five East G

erm
an m

arks, and proceeded to pay a Sunday-
afternoon visit to the C

om
m

unist part of the city. I turned around to take a
photo of the eastern side of the w

all, w
hereupon a guard up on the w

alls
w

aved his arm
s, “N

o, no photos!” I supposed he w
as afraid that I w

as going to
pass som

e top-secret inform
ation about East G

erm
any to the decadent W

est.
So, I could take photos in East B

erlin, but could not carry a tape recorder
there—

I m
ight be carrying som

e horrible decadent W
estern propaganda to be

played to the happy citizens of the East. O
r, horror of horrors, I could be

planning to record the com
m

ents of East B
erliners on the w

onderful life they
w

ere living under C
om

m
unism

. B
ut nothing happened. Since it w

as Sunday
afternoon, nothing w

as open except a few
 restaurants. I w

alked past the guard
of the Tom

b of the U
nknow

n Soldier, resisted the tem
ptation to ask them

 w
ho

w
as buried in there, and continued on m

y m
erry w

ay.
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A
fter an hour or so of w

alking in the w
orkers’ paradise, I returned to the

w
all. B

ut I could not get m
y ten dollars back, just a receipt for tw

enty-five
O

stm
arks (East G

erm
an m

oney). So I have now
 contributed ten A

m
erican

dollars to the cause of C
om

m
unism

. I then rejoined m
y decadent W

est B
erlin

friends and w
as driven to the hotel.

The next day I took the flight dow
n to G

eneva, a train to R
iddes, and w

ent
by car to our sem

inary. The next day the first G
eneral C

hapter of the Society
of Saint Pius X

 began. W
e had som

e people outside the building, as also at the
subsequent G

eneral C
hapters, to ensure that there w

as no one there to observe
or to record the activities of the C

hapter.
This w

as the first of the three G
eneral C

hapters that I attended. A
s for w

hat
w

ent on there, of course, I w
as under sw

orn obedience of non-disclosure, so
that I cannot say any m

ore, except to note that I saw
 som

e old friends there,
notably m

y old Fribourg classm
ates and friend Father Jean-Yves C

ottard, w
ho

is still w
orking for us in France.

Years later, on one of m
y five visits to East and Southeast A

sia, I had
another one of those unusual experiences w

ith the “Idiot B
ox,” i.e. television.

It w
as a sim

ilar experience in a Tokyo hotel, in w
hich I sw

itched on a TV
channel and saw

 a Japanese reporter interview
ing a Japanese baseball player

before a gam
e in N

ew
 York, w

ith background noise all in English. This again
w

as a bit unusual, hearing in Tokyo the Japanese-language interview
 of a

player w
ith shouts in the background of “G

et your beer here!”
A

 short tim
e before this trip to A

sia, our sem
inary at W

inona had been
visited by a C

atholic bishop from
 one of the diocese in Thailand. I had

attended his talk there, and had learned that he had received his degree in
theology from

 C
atholic U

niversity in W
ashington!

A
fter going through Security at the B

angkok airport, I saw
 this A

sian bishop
w

ho, I believe, w
as H

is Excellency B
ishop [John B

osco M
anat C

huabsam
ai],

standing there w
ith other locals to greet m

e. I w
as fam

iliar w
ith this bishop

because I had heard him
 present the conference at W

inona w
hich stirred up

m
y old desire to visit A

sia. W
hen w

e had exchanged the norm
al Thai bow

 of
courtesy, w

ith hands joined in prayer, w
e proceeded to the baggage area,

retrieved m
y suitcase, drove off to the hotel w

here I w
as to stay for a couple

of nights. This hotel w
as ow

ned by a traditional C
atholic m

an. W
hat a sm

all
w

orld w
e live in!

So, several days in B
angkok seeing the sights, talking to the C

atholic people
there, traveling w

ith the bishop and a few
 laym

en up to a northern rural
retreat center, saying M

ass there for a group of faithful, and then back to
B

angkok and the flight to Singapore to visit w
ith the then-Superior of the
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A
sian D

istrict, Father D
aniel C

outure, w
ho is now

 w
orking in his native

C
anada.
O

n arrival, I took in quite a few
 of the sights in this form

er B
ritish colony

that has retained quite a few
 rem

inders of the fact that this land w
as for a

w
hile a sym

bol of “W
estern Im

perialism
”—

to the benefit of all concerned! A
t

least fifty shipping lines have offices in Singapore. W
e w

ore our w
hite

cassocks, or soutanes, as they are called.
In Singapore w

e w
ere the guests of the Sum

antri fam
ily, a very devout

traditional C
atholic fam

ily w
ho m

oved dow
n from

 H
ong K

ong w
hen that

territory w
as returned to C

hina from
 the B

ritish at the end of their lease on
the territory. R

ecently w
e have seen on the new

s a few
 scenes of violence that

has occurred as a result of the C
hinese governm

ent’s attem
pt to bring H

ong
K

ong m
ore fully under its control.

Later I paid visits to other A
sian lands, w

here for exam
ple I gazed into R

ed
C

hina across a barrier dividing the C
om

m
unist country from

 H
ong K

ong. A
s I

recall, I saw
 this city on three separate occasions on m

y w
ay to other places.

I w
ould like to add that, on m

y last A
sian visit, I paid a one-w

eek visit to our
priory in Sri Lanka, w

hich used to be called C
eylon, in w

hich country w
as

film
ed the classic film

, The Bridge on the River K
w

ai. D
uring this visit I w

as
able to see a couple of the beautiful old C

atholic churches built in this
country w

hile it w
as guided by Portugal. Thus there w

ere still som
e rem

nants
there of Sri Lanka’s C

atholic heritage.
A

fter m
y transfer to the priory in Syracuse, N

ew
 York, in 2010, I had a

w
hole new

 M
ass circuit including our M

ass centers in B
uffalo and G

eneva,
N

ew
 York—

not the city of this sam
e nam

e in good old Sw
itzerland!

In 2016 I w
ent back to D

ickenson, Texas—
m

y third tim
e there. B

ut this
year, in A

ugust of 2019, four of our priests at Q
ueen of A

ngels w
ere

transferred out, including m
yself to our priory in beautiful w

estern O
regon,

w
here I am

 now
 stationed.

The priory in O
regon, located in the city of Veneta about a hundred m

iles
south of Portland, is one of the largest and m

ost beautiful properties in the
U

nited States. It consists of several buildings, nam
ely, the church, the priory,

the convent, and a larger m
ulti-purpose building that contains the church and

school offices, school classroom
s and library, a teachers’ room

, and an
auditorium

 w
here stage productions can be presented.

O
ur property is in a quiet area of the city of Veneta and so is an ideal place

for a type of contem
plation that is indispensable for the spiritual life of the

priests and sisters w
ho live there. For m

e solitude and prayer are absolutely
essential for a priest or religious w

ho w
ants to concentrate on the interior life
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even in the m
idst of the norm

al activities of a parish. Several of the good
parishioners here can be seen at various places in the church from

 tim
e to

tim
e m

aintaining and developing that life of prayer and m
editation that is

absolutely essential for a C
atholic w

ho w
ants to live as a true follow

er of O
ur

Lord. These people know
 that they sim

ply cannot do this as long as they are
in 

constant 
daily 

contact 
w

ith 
the 

w
orld 

w
ith 

all 
its 

allurem
ents 

and
invitations to live the life of contem

porary pagans w
e see all around us. W

e
m

ust have a m
eans of getting aw

ay, on a regular basis, from
 all this m

oral and
spiritual rot and putting ourselves into the presence of O

ur Eucharistic Lord
and H

is M
ost B

lessed M
other. Through H

is G
race, the M

ost R
everend M

arcel
Lefebvre, this has been m

ade possible for us, in these tim
es w

hen the devils
are w

alking the earth in the full know
ledge that their tim

e is short and that
they thus have to live in the anticipation and fear of that day, as she told us,
“M

y Im
m

aculate H
eart w

ill trium
ph.”

 1 I.e., Saint Toribio A
lfonso de M

ogrovejo w
ho w

as the bishop of Lim
a from

 1579 to 1606. Saint R
ose of Lim

a w
as

born in 1586 and died in 1617.

2 Father Fredrick J. N
elson died at age 65 on A

ugust 13
, 1988. H

e also published the M
aryfaithful m

agazine.

3 C
aisse in French m

eans a crate.

4 A
rchbishop Lefebvre’s body w

as in fact transferred from
 the crypt to the new

 church built at Ecône on Septem
ber

24
, 2020.

5 The first chapel of the Ecône sem
inary, located w

ithin the building, w
as called N

otre-D
am

e-des-C
ham

ps (“O
ur

Lady of the Fields”). A large stone church dedicated to the Im
m

aculate H
eart of M

ary has since been built, and w
as

consecrated in 2012.

6 I.e., “station.”

7 Father A
bdoo’s tragic death occurred on July 26

, 1987.

8 The offices and printing facilities of The Angelus w
ere m

oved to K
ansas C

ity, M
issouri in 1990.
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th
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