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Not only did Sr. Juliana choose the readings for her Mass of Christian Burial, she 

wanted us to sing two of her favorite hymns: “Thee Will I Love, My Dearest 

Treasure” and” “J’irai La Voir Un Jour.”  She pinned a note on a white dress she 

made years ago indicating that is what she wanted to wear. The Cajun flag with 

its star for Mary, fleur de lis representing France, and castle for Spain hanging in 

the foyer--you guessed it.  That, too, was included among her funeral 

instructions.     

 

Knowing her own mind: strong, thinking ahead, organized, practical. That’s our 

Sr. Juliana.  These and other qualities inspired some of us to think the ode to a 

valiant woman found in Proverbs 31 would be perfect for this Mass. However, we 

understand Sr. Juliana would never have chosen that tribute for her funeral.   

Instead, she selected Isaiah 61:1-2.  That brief passage reveals the identity and 

mission she claimed as her God-given vocation.  By our sharing that took place 

during the welcoming prayer service yesterday, we affirmed the rightness of 

Sister’s opting for Isaiah. 

 

“The spirit of the LORD. . . has anointed me. . . .”   According to Luke, Jesus of 

Nazareth chose those very same words to announce his divine calling to his 

family and neighbors.  Such audacity!  “The spirit of the LORD. . .has anointed 

me!”   Anointed.   Christened. Sending me to bring good news.  Sending me to 

bind up.  Sending me to proclaim liberty and release. Sending me to proclaim the 

year of the LORD’s favor. Sending me to comfort.   

 

Matthew 25 discloses the single beneficiary of the anointed one’s mission.  “On 

that glorious day” the Son of Man on his throne, the Good Shepherd, will reveal 

his identity as the hungry, the thirsty, the estranged, the naked, the sick, and the 

imprisoned.  What an amazing circle of offering and receiving proclamation and 

tender care.  All are one.  What you do to others, you do to me.   

 

Sr. Juliana’s first mission was in Arizona.  Imagine this young sister being sent 

from verdant Louisiana to the south side of Tucson where even now grass is a 

rarity.  She enthusiastically embraced a variety of ministries within a newly-built 

neighborhood center for Mexican American children, youth, and adults.  Then, 

back among the rice fields and along the bayous of Louisiana, Sr. Juliana was 

catechist, home visitor, Director of Religious Education, and finally, Pastoral 



Administrator.   She ministered to Cajuns like herself, the Houma Indians, African 

Americans, and “Les Americans,” as people of her parents’ French-speaking 

generation sometimes called those of us not native to their region.   

 

Sr. Juliana adapted to all, (in Kentucky going by Sa-VOY rather than SAV-oy), 

valued each culture, welcomed all to her table, and served a delicious gumbo--as 

we in her new Kentucky home can attest. 

 

Sr. Juliana could stay rooted, averaging 5.5 years in six different towns.  Yet true 

to her Dominican itinerant roots (talk about a mixed metaphor!) she spent 12 

years taking a census for parishes all over the U.S.  She loved to explore new 

lands and new cultures in the U.S., Europe and Mexico, traveling on the 

proverbial shoestring.  Ask Sr. Lou Petry about their stopping at MacDonald’s 

every morning for breakfast as the two of them, along with her Sr. Baptist and Sr. 

Victoria, drove to Nova Scotia to connect with their Acadian heritage. “Frugality!” 

started at sunup and prevailed at every turn in the road! 

 

Dear Julie, We honored your choice of readings and appreciated their relevance. 

They beautifully proclaimed your passion for the gospel of Jesus Christ and your 

hope for eternal life. “When this perishable body puts on imperishability. . . then 

the saying that is written will be fulfilled: ‘Death has been swallowed up in 

victory.’”  

 

However, we who know you well get the last word regarding the scriptures for 

your Mass of Christian Burial.  We now salute you as the “strong woman” 

extolled in the Book of Proverbs:  You worked with willing hands.  You 

considered a field . . . and planted a vineyard. Your hands held the spindle.  You 

opened your hand to the poor.  All of your household was clothed…. 

Strength and dignity were your clothing and you laughed at the time to come.  

You opened your mouth with wisdom, and the teaching of kindness was on your 

tongue.  You did not eat the bread of idleness.  A woman [such as you] who fears 

the Lord is to be praised.  

 

We believe that our gracious God, whom you “knew, loved and served” 

throughout your whole life, will give you a share in the fruit of your hands, for your 

works praise you in the city gates. 

   

 

 

 

 


