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 I am a morning person.  Once my feet touch the floor my mind and my heart embrace 

another day of life with God and God’s People. Okay, there are days I’m not exactly excited to 

face certain tasks and even certain people, but there’s something about a whole new start that I 

find uplifting.  My memory banks are full of childhood memories of mornings. 

 Sometimes on hot summer mornings my brothers and I would hitch a ride (in Mom’s car) 

to Frerick’s farm outside Quincy to pick strawberries. The sweat ran at 8:00 a.m. but they paid us 

pennies for each little carton we brought to the barn. That was so cool - we got paid! It was fun, 

too, because there was always a chance we’d find a snake or huge insect or something in the low 

plants. 9-11 year old boys in rows that seemed to have no end? Snakes and bugs? Perks! 

 Most cherished grade school memories? Serving early morning Masses at St. Francis. All 

four of us boys were faithful and available. The sacristan, Br. Martin, would often call our house 

if he needed help because chances were good that at least one of us was available. And I loved to 

go in winter darkness or summer heat, go down to the servers’ sacristy to vest and then find out 

which priest we’d have to serve. Fr. Cyrinus was a WWI vet and suffered for years from mustard 

gas; we were terrified of him. The newly ordained were fun, though, because they were young 

and we could lead them around the prairie Gothic church. We served for complex Solemn High 

Masses and simple private Masses at the main altar or four side altars or altar in the friars’ chapel 

or the convent. Four years of serving in grade school instilled in me a genuine love for being 

intimately involved with God. By 6th grade I knew I wanted to wear brown and say Mass 

someday in that church, especially on Christmas morning. That dream finally came true in 2011; 

I was free of other commitments, and I had the joy of celebrating Christmas at St. Francis with 

my family in attendance, including Mom and Dad! Perks! 

 We also served at St. Mary Hospital, a bike ride away. Mass was at 5:30! One time we 

walked to chapel and there were no lights on in the corridors and it was unusually quiet. Mom 

woke up an hour early and it was 4:15 a.m.! The sacristan was Sr. Mary Luke of the Springfield 

Hospital Sisters of St. Francis. She was a rotund German lady with a thick Westphalian accent, 

maybe all of 5’ tall, quiet yet so devoted to God. And she loved her acolytes! We always had 

doughnuts and chocolate milk after Mass. Perks!  

 Underbrink’s bakery was across the street from St. Francis and sometimes we’d have 

some pocket change to get a pastry after early Mass before school. And you know, that bakery 

still prepares the very same doughnuts to this day! Perks! 



 I left home after 8th grade (I was 13) to enter the high school seminary (different world, 

different Church then). I will never, ever forget my first morning at St. Joseph. I woke up not 

knowing where I or anything was. My family was not there – but over 100 strange kids were!  

Argh! What had I done with my young life?  It took some time to adapt to that environment, 

believe me. However, we began each weekday with Mass before breakfast. On Sundays we wore 

suits all day and our day began with a low Mass followed by breakfast. But then we all attended 

a High Mass with our splendid choirs and Gregorian chant, incense, great rituals and more 

chances to serve. From Day 1 at St. Joe’s you could always find me in the choir loft, either 

singing or playing the organ. Those experiences were how I received so much of my love for 

liturgy and music, even witnessing all the sweeping, historical changes brought about by Vatican 

II.  Perks! 

Those years of morning Mass in grade school, high school and college seminary shaped 

my spiritual life on many levels.  This verse of Psalm 143 expresses some of my formation: 

 

In the morning let me know 

your love 

for I put my trust in you. 

Show me the path I should 

walk 

for I entrust my life to 

you. 
Psalm 143:8 

 

 I have a comforting feeling every morning in my heart, even on the days my aging body 

hurts or I’m perplexed by things I have to face during the day. I need to know that God is not 

just alive somewhere. I need to know that God is loving me just as I am.  This may be 

presumptuous but don’t you feel that way some days? Even in those dry periods when it seems 

God isn’t listening or hearing your pleas, don’t you need to know you are unconditionally loved?  

We all, as human beings, have similar needs that must be fulfilled in order to be a fully self-

actualized person. Water. Food. The desire to be loved and to love is fundamental.   
 I’ve been a part of St. Peter’s in the Loop for 29 years as confessor, presider, musician 

and Director of Worship and now guardian of our large friar community. I am also part-time 

sacramental minister at Ascension-St. Edmund’s Parish in Oak Park, IL for ten years now. One 

of the joys of working outside the Loop is that Ascension church is not air-conditioned. Summer 

mornings are particularly delightful because the windows are open, the choirs of sparrows 

alongside church are singing, sun beaming through stained glass – it’s that morning joy I first 

discovered within me in fifth grade at St. Francis! I just revel in being in God’s presence at the 

start of another day, which itself is a gift from our Creator.  That need to know I am loved is 

fulfilled in Eucharist, our weekday community and Francis’ little messengers of beauty – the 

birds. 

Once I situate myself in God’s embrace every morning I try to do what Psalm 143 bids 

me do: “Show me the path I should walk, for I entrust my life to you.”  Self-reliant creatures that 

we are, this is my daily challenge. I venture to say it’s a challenge for all of us who are raised 

with and surrounded by a value system that is not exactly centered on others. But to grow in 

holiness necessitates that I learn from Jesus how to surrender. For example, I may have in mind a 

certain goal for our friar community. However, perhaps God wants us to take another direction 

today. Recall the many, many times in the gospels how Jesus prayed: “Father, all things are 

possible to you. Take this cup away from me, but not what I will but what you will.”    [Mark 14]  



Or “…your Father, who sees what is done in secret, will reward you. And when you pray, do not 

keep on babbling like pagans, for they think they will be heard because of their many words. Do 

not be like them, for your Father knows what you need before you ask him.” [Matthew 6] Notice 

how the Lord relinquishes his own selfishness so he can carry out God’s will? It’s evident from 

Mark 14 that Jesus surrenders any notion of escaping from those who will kill him. He places 

God’s will before his own and embraces his Passion willingly. Psalm 143: “I entrust my life to 

you.”  And he did! 

Years ago I made a directed retreat and the lady leading us ended a session about trusting 

God with these words: “God will do what it is that God does.”  I’ve remembered that for over 

forty years; it’s how I entrust my life to God. I must keep in mind that God knows what I need 

before I do (as Jesus realized) and that God can accomplish marvelous things –if I allow God to 

do so. My life is not my own when I entrust it to God. And I learned years ago that that’s okay. 

Memories can help or hinder us in life and I choose to let them be building blocks for the 

future. Trusting God with complete humility is the very core of Christ’s own example. The 

Lord’s example and numerous moments in life when I trusted God give me the power each 

morning to entrust my life to God.  One of those memorable moments came the night before I 

was ordained a priest in 1979. I dreamt of a gargantuan bridge over the Mississippi River that 

was more complex than the steel infrastructure of a skyscraper. I courageously crossed the bridge 

and there, standing on the other side to greet me, were Jesus and Francis. I then knew I had 

accepted God’s call to ordained ministry and God had answered when I prayed show me the path 

I should walk.  

Remembering is one of the most powerful elements of the Eucharist. The institution 

narrative (words of consecration) recalls the words and actions of Jesus at the Last Supper. 

Immediately after that, in various forms in various Eucharistic Prayers available to us, we pray: 

Therefore, we celebrate the memorial of our 

redemption, we remember Christ’s Death and his 

descent to the realm of the dead, we proclaim his 

Resurrection and his Ascension to your right and, and 

as we await his coming in glory, we offer you his Body 

and Blood that brings salvation to the whole world. 

[Eucharistic Prayer IV] The power of remembering all 

that God has done for us enables us to live the Christ 

Mystery in the present. Eucharist does not recreate the 

Last Supper; we can never repeat any past event. But 

this is our most beautiful gift from the heart of Christ. Jesus identified himself with bread and 

wine and that sacred memory is the building block I mentioned above that nourishes and builds 

up our faith today. By remembering the past actions of God in the present, I can face the future 

with a certain amount of equanimity. 

I cherish my childhood and these memories of experiencing God in the morning. They 

are foundational in understanding how God humbly visits us in our human milieu and we enter 

more deeply into that Mystery. I’ll admit that at 73 some mornings I don’t exactly jump out of 

bed yelling “Good morning, Lord!” But I do love the idea of a new beginning, another chance to 

live what God has given to all God’s children: Jesus and his Good News of eternal life for all. 

On behalf of all the friars of St. Peter’s community I thank you for the gifts you brought 

to us during our 175th Anniversary. We ended the year with a memorable Mass and visit with 

Cardinal Cupich on August 14. He was eloquent, grateful and challenging about the future of St. 

Peter’s. You know too well our respect and gratitude for all your support. It now takes over 

$4,000 a day to operate St. Peter’s for God’s People, so your support is invaluable. God bless 

you with peace and everything good.  And have a great morning tomorrow!   

        Fr. Bob Hutmacher, ofm 


