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Sister Marie was blessed with many years of memories stored in her soul. I often listened to her talk 
about the gold in her memories. There were moments of feeling gloriously alive, full of hope, and 
fulfilled. And there were times of despair, loneliness, misunderstanding, neglect, or rejection. She 
had moments of exquisite beauty and wonder: the sunrises and sunsets, fine music, beautiful fields of 
wheat, the flint hills at Manhattan and her companionship with my dog, Classy, while I was gone 
during the day teaching at Lucky High. 
 
Memories matter, they are the gold in our soul. They are part of who we are. The songs and 
scriptures she selected speak of the gold in her memories. The “Servant Song” – “What do you want 
of me, Lord? Where do you want me to serve you? I am your song. Jesus, Jesus, you are the Lord. 
Jesus, Jesus you are the warmth of my heart. You are the light in my darkness. You are my strength 
when I’m weary. Jesus, Jesus you are my light. I want to sing like the Blessed Virgin Mary, but my 
song will be played on the organ. You give me sight when I am blinded. I praise you with my music. 
With every touch of the organ keys, I am filled with your love.” 
 
Sister Marie walked by faith, not by sight, as St. Paul writes in 2 Corinthians. In his letter we read 
about the afflictions he and his companions suffered for the sake of the gospel. Sister Marie’s body 
and mind has taken some hard knocks. She was a disciplined woman; she was faithful to her vows of 
poverty, chastity and obedience.  
 
In the Gospel of John, Jesus shares with his friends that He is the Way, The Truth, and the Life. 
After He washes their feet, he begins to prepare them for his leave-taking. In the last several years, 
Sister Marie prepared all of us for her leaving-taking by giving her things away to different Sisters 
and not wanting us to give her anything. She lived simply, honored her vow of poverty, and chose 
Jesus by her faithfulness to the Scriptures, the divine life that led her to the heart of God. 
 
When I went to Sister Marie’s room to visit, I would often find her at her desk reading the 
Scriptures, writing in her journal, and with several other books close at hand to enlighten her.  
 
She certainly was a woman of prayer, drawing close to Jesus in the Scriptures, faithful to study, and 
would often share her golden nuggets with me. 
 
Sister Amy McFredrick shared the following thoughts with me: “Sister Marie was the best Music 
Appreciation teacher, instilling in all of her students with a love for orchestral music, and teaching us 
to recognize and name the various instruments as they made their appearance. I can still see the 
delight on her face as the oboe, flute, or clarinet played a solo in a piece, pointing it out to us. 
 



“She was the one who invited me to major in music instead of math, and was my mentor and main 
encourager to pursue it—having faith in me before I grew to have faith in myself as a musician.” 
 
I always admired her fidelity to God and to prayer, despite what she described as many years of 
dryness in prayer. Though spiritual consolation was a rare gift to her, she was so faithful to her 
prayer time that I told her she was true to her name, Sister Fidelis. Her return to her baptismal 
name, Marie, expressed her great love for the Blessed Mother. 
 
About a year ago, she was showing me something she had written (with her perfect handwriting) in 
her prayer journal during a retreat. As she was putting it away, I remarked that her journal was a 
precious collection of such wisdom that I would treasure it if she wanted to share it with me. The 
next time I visited her, she gave me two of her notebooks, which I do treasure and which are sources 
of inspiration for me. 
 
Sister Marie, I will miss you but I have such a legacy of love, friendship, and admiration for you that 
I can also say, “these are some of the golden nuggets in my memory.” 
 


