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OUR JOYFUL RESPONSE OF STEWARDSHIP: 
TIME, TALENT AND TREASURE 

 



Samantha Yaeger 
 

The week on the mission trip was a lot of work but also a 
lot of fun. During the trip, my group worked on a project 
called the peace garden. The peace garden is where food 
is grown and then donated to a food pantry. Everyday we 
worked on a new garden. We either weeded, planted, or 
created a new garden. It felt really good knowing that the 
food we were growing was going to people in need. I saw 
God in all the people that I worked with on the mission 
trip. Everyday we had a lot of work to do and it was very 
hard working in the heat, but everyone worked together 
and never gave up. It was so much fun getting to know all 
the new people from different places. I really appreciated 
the opportunity to go on the mission trip and really en-
joyed it.  
 

Katie Loveless 
 

Writing my reflection is one of my favorite parts of the 
whole trip. It's not until after you get home that you realize 
the impact the trip had on you. Being a new organization, 
I was very nervous to see the difference from Catholic 
Heart Work Camp. Groups were assigned to the same 
site and worked on planting gardens together, whereas at 
CHWC each group has their own resident and works 
alone at a site. I loved working in a big group together 
because it allowed our own parish to grow closer to-
gether. I left the week with new friends not just from other 
areas of the country, but some from the same town as 
me. 
 

I came home from this trip with a better, deeper under-
standing for who God is and His intentions for me. We 
were asked each day to examine a different section of our 
lives, ranging from friends, family, faith, and future. I was 
challenged to really think hard about myself and the per-
son I want to be when I'm older. During program we were 
asked, "Show me your friends, and I'll show you your fu-
ture." It really made me ask myself if I really wanted to be 
heading down the road I'm on. With some friends the an-
swer was yes, while others were questionable. I realized 
how lucky I am to have the family I do. Even though I fight 
with my sister, and scream at my mom, we all love each 
other no matter what and they will always be there for me. 
I'm applying for college this summer and thinking about 
the future is pretty scary. I walked out knowing that God 
will be with me at every step helping me and guiding me 
in the right direction. Finally, I came home with a stronger 
faith in God. It's hard to always put God first in your life 
especially as a 17 year old girl. It might be that I'm grow-
ing up and becoming more mature, but this mission trip 
really opened my eyes to the person I want to be. And 
that is someone with God at the center of my life, knowing 
that everything will be okay. 
 

Patrick Benson 
 

This past trip was amazing!  Going in I wasn't sure if i 
would enjoy it because there was no one my age on the 
trip this year. Once again though, my doubts about the 

mission trip were proven wrong, and I had a ton of fun. I 
worked the hardest I have ever worked in my life this trip 
which made it all the more rewarding. For most of the 
week my group worked with other groups for an organiza-
tion called Global Peace Initiatives. Linda, a big powerful 
woman with a big heart to match, was in charge of all the 
groups. We worked around inner city Indianapolis in what 
was called Peace Gardens. To start the day, the groups 
would travel to an empty lot owned by the organization, 
and by the end of the day, that empty lot was transformed 
into a lush vegetable garden. All the produce in the gar-
dens goes to feed the hungry. I saw God in all the people 
working around me, and it was amazing to think that we 
were all brought there together by God to do his work. 
This trip was extremely rewarding for me, and I will abso-
lutely continue to go on trips like it in the future. 
 

Caroline Halvorsen 
 

As summer rolls around each year, I find myself barely 
containing my excitement for the St. Raymond mission 
trip. This six day adventure holds great potential for eve-
ryone who attends. It is an opportunity to unearth God in 
our lives. Teenagers often find themselves caught up in 
school, sports, and friends, leaving them with little time for 
God. I am guilty of doing so and therefore the mission trip 
helps me to rediscover my faith and live as God would 
want me to. In seeking out the Lord, I also learn a lot 
about myself. All of my disappointments, regrets, and mis-
takes are brought to my attention, forcing me to face them 
head-on and pray for God‘s undeserving forgiveness. Af-
ter the week of hard work and service, going home to my 
lazy summer schedule shows me how much I needed the 
wakeup call the trip gave me. It motivates me put signifi-
cance into my daily life and to try to make a difference in 
the world. I go home inspired to help those in need, to 
donate my service to my community, and to work with 
God on improving the way I live my life. Not only is this 
mission trip about forming a stronger bond with God, but 
also forming strong friendships. With people traveling 
from all over the country, we come together and find our-
selves opening up to the other workers as if having been 
friends for years. It feels as if we all become a family, 
even if it is for just one week. This year I met some truly 
incredible people. I saw God in these individuals by the 
way they lived their lives selflessly, always eager to reach 
out a helping hand. They have become role models for 
me and have helped me to see God’s beauty in the world 
around me. At the end of the trip I am always sad to say 
goodbye to the friends I have made, the community I 
have made a difference in, and the loving atmosphere I 
was welcomed into. 
 

Libby Fredrickson 
 

The week on the mission trip I worked in a few areas. I 
helped clean the kitchen of a day care center, cleaned a 
church, and gardened. The biggest challenge by far was 
cleaning the day care center kitchen. It took a day and a 
half, but we finally got the job done. At the kitchen we 
definitely had a God sighting. It was amazing, about a 
minute after we cleaned the kitchen, an unexpected 
health inspector showed up. The owners of the day care 



told us if we hadn't cleaned the kitchen for them they 
would have been shut down and given many fines. Work-
ing on the mission trip was definitely a great way to meet 
new people. We were put in work groups with new people 
from around the country and became close with many of 
them. From the mission trips I learned that there are 
many people in need and just one day of work can 
change someone's life. I would definitely go on another 
mission trip! 
 

Samantha Brongiel 
 

During my week in Indianapolis, I was able to see God 
many times throughout the week, meet many new friends, 
and also become closer with everyone I already knew 
from my parish. My crew, as well as another crew, worked 
at a boys and girls camp the entire week. There were 
about 12 of us, and we all worked together to help the 
staff control over a hundred kids who came to the camp 
each day. All of the kids would come in the morning full of 
energy and ready to play! But, with only 7 or 8 staff mem-
bers, the kids weren't getting much attention or help if 
they needed it. When we arrived, the kids were thrilled 
because it gave them someone to play with and someone 
to talk to. I saw God in every kid that was at the camp that 
week. They were all so grateful that we had come and 
they didn't want us to ever leave! Many of the children 
came from foster families or from families who were strug-
gling, so I was glad that I could brighten their days for the 
few hours I was at camp. Before leaving, I realized I made 
a huge impact on their lives and I am very happy I was 
given the opportunity to help these kids. 
 

David S. Mueller 
 

This is my third mission trip with St. Raymond’s. Each 
year has had some similarities, new opportunities and 
unexpected challenges, and an overwhelming amount of 
personal satisfaction with witnessing positive change both 
in the communities we reach out to as well as the youth 
that join us on our journey. 
 

My first year we encountered an epileptic lady who did not 
have the physical means to maintain her house. We re-
ceived paint in cans that did not match the color on the 
cover, plumbing that literally fell apart under the kitchen 
sink through the hole in the rotted floor, and a view of the 
sky in the bathroom ceiling. We found that some people 
don’t have life as nice as we do; sometimes we are chal-
lenged by receiving things we don’t expect, and boy, does 
it get hot in an un-air-conditioned house without a cross 
breeze. What we learned is that we can make a change in 
people’s lives. There are positive results when you take 
the unexpected things you receive and work with it for an 
amazing outcome you never expected. There is an abun-
dance of gratitude from people in the community, and 
were enlightened smiles on volunteer’s faces as they felt 
the self-reward. 
 

My second year moved us into working on a home that 
was converted to quad apartments to house ex-convicts 
and help rehabilitate them. At first the volunteers felt 
empty as there weren’t any tenants in the units we 
worked on as a facial expressions help to quickly absorb 

satisfaction. The second day on site the volunteers came 
to understand their efforts were like Santa Claus and 
elves each Christmas Eve. They were the elves wrapping 
the gifts for God’s children to open on Christmas day.  
 

This my third year opened a variety of experiences I 
never planned on or expected. We were part of three 
teams of volunteers who were assigned to a Boys and 
Girls Club. The original plan was to spend time with the 
children who stay at the facility during the day. There 
were children from 5 years to 18 years of age. When we 
first walked in we entered a game room and then a gym. 
There were kids running circles around all of us, and we 
kind of bounced off each other trying to avoid stepping on 
them. Then the younger children started reaching out to 
the volunteers to join them. At 9 a.m. sharp all youth from 
the club quickly piled onto the bleachers in the gym where 
they were greeted by the director and quickly moved off to 
smaller groups by age. Our volunteers split off with the 
different groups as they walked single file out of the gym. 
I joined the teens and headed into a very serious group 
discussion about staying out past curfew in areas chal-
lenged with gang mischief. Moving through our first day 
we encountered many other local volunteers who showed 
up to spend time with the children. Our three teams of 
people felt a little unfulfilled as their time with the children 
became less and less needed through the later part of the 
day. As the second day started we experienced the same 
trend as the first day. What we came to realize is we 
sometimes limit our views to tunnel vision, and when you 
step back for the panoramic view, there is so much more 
that can be done. After cornering the director of the facility 
to give us a “wish-list” of things he could never get done, 
we catapulted into de-weeding a large garden area, cut-
ting grass about waist high with a hand mower and 
spade, yanking crab grass woven into packed gravel/clay 
on the infield of two baseball diamonds, cutting the grass 
in the outfields of both baseball diamonds, and building 
wall to wall shelving in a large concession stand to sup-
port storage/registers/food machines. The children (in 
activities with local community volunteers) took turns 
coming over to us to see if they could help, and grab our 
hand to walk us to a water cooler to help quench our 
thirst. The more time we spent revitalizing “their” environ-
ment, the more the children broke into an ear-to-ear 
smiles and kept trickling back to us (they knew they were 
getting a nicer area to play in). Even though our roles 
changed, we still were greeted each day at the door by 
the children who were reaching out to us to spend time 
with them, I was even greeted on Thursday morning with 
“National Hug Day” from a line of three children. The last 
day a handful of us stayed a couple hours late and we 
were determined to finish the projects. I wish I could have 
filmed the children in the entry way that was staring out at 
all that was done through the week. There were dozens of 
children peering behind the building at a new revitalized 
play area (in anticipation of coming back the following 
week to test it all out). The director came out a little before 
5 p.m. to look at everything that was done. His expression 
was more than enough reward. He stopped his hectic mi-
cro managed schedule to spend a few minutes with us to 
express his gratitude. We (the three groups of volunteers) 



had taken an overwhelming pile of backlogged tasks that 
would not have gotten done anytime soon, and finished it 
in less than a week. More importantly we made a differ-
ence – which is the most important – isn’t it?  The warmth 
of the children appreciating outside people coming to 
spend time with them and making a better place to be 
leaves me a little choked up. Watching our volunteers 
digging down deep to do more with a vengeance to make 
a difference left me a little more choked up. These are our 
youth who will be taking over our ministry. There is noth-
ing more rewarding than to find so many at a young age 
that contagiously have the urge to “Pay It Forward”, and I 
know they will have an incredible impact on making the 
world a better place. I can’t wait for the next opportunity. 
God Bless The Volunteers Of Mission Trip 2010, - You 
Made A Huge Difference, 
 

Steven Mutzabaugh 
 

My experience on this year's mission trip was certainly a 
wonderful and memorable experience. I have to say, I 
think I gardened more in those six days then I have my 
entire life. My crew worked with gardening three out of the 
four work days, and it was definitely a lot of fun. We 
worked on multiple levels of gardening, such as pulling 
weeds, planting new foods, and even creating a whole 
garden out of an empty grass lot! We stayed a little longer 
at that site than the others, but it was all worth it when 
Mrs. Roach treated our whole crew to Diary Queen after-
wards. It was so much fun and never got boring. My 
group consisted of many new friends from different parts 
of the country, such as Michigan and Virginia. We were all 
pretty quiet at first and barely talked to one another, but 
as the week progressed, we made some great friends 
who we could always talk to no matter what. One thing 
that definitely stays in my mind is how I saw God in my 
crew and in the group as a whole. My leader, Mrs. Roach, 
was always staying positive and giving us that little kick 
when we were almost done with a task. She was very 
inspirational, and she was definitely a person who I saw 
God working in that week. God also worked in other ways 
that were small, but visible when you looked for them. 
People were always going out of their way to help out oth-
ers. Overall it was a great experience for me and I will 
definitely be going again next year. 
 

Dennis Mutzabaugh 
 

This mission trip was my first and I was a little apprehen-
sive as how well I would hold up. (I was the second old-
est. The oldest guy was 75!). As it turned out, I had a 
wonderful time with my crew and managed to come back 
to St. Raymond's with only a small scrape on my hand 
(and a few aching muscles).  
 

Our crew worked out of SECO, which stands for South 
East Community Outreach. This group supplies needed 
dry goods and a safe haven for the community kids 
through donations and resale. A lot of these kids come 
from single parent or no parent families. Our group 
unloaded donated goods from trucks, sorted them into 
usable, non-usable and resalable items. The work was 
hot and hard. SECO also has a baseball field for the area 
kids and the mission crew mowed the grass, weeded the 

field and generally spruced the place up. It takes a long 
time to mow a baseball field by hand, but the teens in our 
crew just jumped right in. On Thursday of the week we 
played baseball against the community kids, ranging in 
age from 12 to 20.  
 

I saw God in the faces of them and the teens from the 
crew as they laughed, smiled, joked around and generally 
forgot about the woes of their world. My crew consisted of 
myself, Ryan and Laura from St. Raymond's, Cori from 
Bellville, IL, Jordan from Virginia and Brooke from Missis-
sippi. I will never forget them. They showed me the good-
ness that God has given everybody. We just need to re-
member it. 
 

All the guys slept in the basement of the church, so pri-
vacy was out of the question. Showers were outside, sup-
plied by garden hoses and can only be described as 
quick. The food was OK. Will I go on a mission trip next 
year? You betcha! 
 

Lena Karnes 
 

This Mission Trip was my first, but will definitely not be my 
last. I have to admit I really didn’t know what to expect, 
and I spent most of the drive there contemplating what 
the week would bring. I was nervous to meet new people 
and didn’t know what kind of work I would be doing. As 
soon as I arrived though, I wasn’t nervous, I was actually 
excited. I was assigned to a group and we were assigned 
to cleaning and re-planting Peace Gardens, which grow 
food for the people in the area who can’t afford much. The 
area we were working in wasn’t in good shape, so it felt 
really good to help. I also got to weed and clean up an 
alley in a run-down neighborhood and that was really cool 
because I was able to see the change that I made on the 
area. Not only did I get to help people in need, but I was 
fortunate enough to meet many new people, who I have 
continued to keep in touch with. It was a really rewarding 
experience and I plan on doing it next year.  
 

Nadine Scheller 
 

As I departed early Sunday morning after mass on my 
way to the Mission Trip in Indianapolis, I really didn’t know 
what to expect. I was a “newbie”. I had heard that once 
you left the St. Raymond parking lot, the kids would sleep 
during the whole three and half hour trip. This would be 
my first chaperone challenge of the week—quieting my 
chatty-self. I would soon discover that the trip would be 
filled with many other challenges, as well as rewards. The 
theme of the Mission trip week was the story of the Prodi-
gal son, and I saw aspects of this story unfold throughout 
the week. In the dictionary, the word “prodigal” is defined 
as exceedingly wasteful, extremely generous, and ex-
tremely abundant. I witnessed all three of these aspects 
during the week. 
 

For instance, I realized just how exceedingly wasteful I 
can be with food.  I am wasteful when I thoughtlessly toss 
the last two heels of a bread loaf in the garbage, when 
two pieces of bread can be someone’s only meal of the 
day. During the trip, I learned of the many people who 
depend on the food from the vegetable plants we spent 
time planting, and became aware of my own wastefulness 



when I let the vegetables in my refrigerator go bad. I also 
witnessed the extremely generous and abundant aspect 
of the Prodigal son theme of the week. I saw how ex-
tremely generous we were with our time and our talents. 
Although it is not easy to give up six days of a summer 
vacation to help others, I witnessed the abundant love, 
compassion, dedication, and strength of our teens during 
the course of the week. Whether it was playing games 
with the children at the boys and girls club, weeding the 
baseball fields for them, building storage shelves for their 
concession stand, digging gravel, tying up tomato plants, 
hand-plowing fields of crabgrass to plant seeds to feed 
the hungry, or harvesting kale and turnips to send to the 
food banks, these teens gave it their all! 
 

I really couldn’t anticipate what it would be like to spend a 
week serving others during the day and bunking at night 
with a friend and twelve teen-aged girls. Little did I realize 
that I would come to appreciate every aspect of the trip 
from the cold outdoor showers after a hard day’s work, to 
our St. Raymond devotion time, to hearing from the kids 
at the end of the day about their experiences, to recon-
necting each morning with my crew and discovering what 
project awaited us. 
 

On the morning we left Indianapolis, I suddenly awoke at 
4:06 and couldn’t go back to sleep. I began to reflect on 
the many events that took place during the week. I won-
dered what would be the first thing I would tell my friends 
and family when I got home. It was like trying to fill out an 
exit survey at camp…I couldn’t describe the experience in 
just a few words. As I reflected on the week, I was so 
filled with joy that I felt like I was glowing. That type of 
feeling could only be God’s love flooding over my soul. I 
have been graced with God’s extremely generous and 
abundant love as a result of serving others. For six days I 
walked the life of Jesus by serving others and received 
FAR MORE than I gave. Wow, if that is what it is like to 
serve God and in turn feel His love, sign me up next 
year!! 
 

Shari Roach 
 

A mission trip. I'd always wanted to go on one, but life put 
that idea on the back burner, as family and work took 
precedence. But now, I felt I had the time to go and so...I 
signed on the dotted line! I didn't really have any expecta-
tions, so I went in with an open mind, excited and eager 
to help. My van full of teens was quiet as we departed 
early Sunday morning. The Ipods were on, the eyes were 
closed, so I proceeded to caravan with the other vans to 
our temporary home in Indianapolis, Indiana. The ride 
was uneventful. That first night was an eye opener for me, 
as I received my assignment for the week. I learned that I 
would spend the week with 5 teens, ages 13 to 16. Two of 
the teens I knew rather well, and three of them I did not. 
The three I did not know, were my challenge. One was six 
feet plus, wouldn't make eye contact with me, and spoke 
so softly I could never hear him the first time he spoke. 
The second was a tiny little 13 year old who just wouldn't 
speak at all, and the third came to me with her 
hoodie pulled on tight, sitting with her arms wrapped 
around her knees, looking at the ground, huffing as if she 
really did not want to be on this mission trip at all. "OH 

my!" was all I could mutter under my breath." God has 
really challenged me now! Why? " Well, in the challenge, 
he had also blessed me with two of my own parish teens, 
and they seemed to sense the tension just as I did, as our 
group attempted to get to know each other. As each day 
passed, I saw the three quiet ones open up just a little 
more to me and the two others in our group. By the end of 
the week, the three were talking, laughing, and actually 
participating in our devotional and site activities and 
seemed to feel much less threatened. On the final day 
and evening of our trip, I felt a certain closeness to all 5 of 
the teens. I had really gotten to learn a lot about each of 
them - things I hadn't known before, and things that ex-
plained why each of them was the way they were. In each 
of the five, I saw God in their eyes, in their work, and in 
their words. I was proud of how our quiet group had 
evolved and formed a connection to one another. We 
worked well together, and supported one another 
throughout the hot days. Some of us may never see each 
other again, or maybe not for a long time to come, but in 
each of our hearts, I imagine a permanent picture of each 
person is engrained. We learned that there are all kinds of 
people in the world, and each of us has something to give 
- even in silence, to those who are around us. God's chal-
lenge to me was not in enduring the hot, sticky days, the 
hard labor, the smells, and the dirt, but rather, my chal-
lenge was to open my heart not only to people I already 
knew, but to some I had never met before - to people who 
were not like me - to people who had much less than me, 
but to people who truly had God in their hearts and were 
now able to share that love with all of us on the mission 
trip as well as with those whom we helped. I will remem-
ber my "crew" fondly, as they showed me that God shines 
in all of us, but differently in each of us. 
  

WOW! Words will never convey all the thoughts, feelings, 
and emotions that were evoked by the mission trip to Indi-
anapolis several weeks ago! The work was HOT... 
PHYSICAL… HEAVY.. BACKBREAKING… SMELLY… 
DIRTY…  WET… countered by  SMILES… LAUGH-
TER… HUGS… KIND WORDS… HELPFUL HANDS... 
WORDS of ENCOURAGEMENT… APPRECIATION… 
and… ABSOLUTE JOY!!!!  
 

I don't think I have ever experienced such an array of 
emotions in one short week of my life. 
 

My favorite memory is of the day we were sent to the 
"garden" in the city. We drove to the lot they had assigned 
us to, got out of the van, and stared blankly at a vacant 
yard in a rundown neighborhood. "We're going to do 
WHAT???" we all asked, as Linda gave us our instruc-
tions to "build" a garden on this lot. As we looked around, 
all we could see was a lot full of crabgrass. We had shov-
els, pitchforks, hoes, picks, soil turners, gloves, and 
plenty of able bodied young teens and their chaperones 
(who were not so young) to accomplish this task. It had to 
be in the 90's that day, but we donned our gloves, and 
each person grabbed a tool and began to dig trenches or 
rows where the plants and seeds would eventually be 
placed. Toward the end of the day, the task was not com-
plete. We looked around, saw what still had to be done, 
gathered for a prayer and a pep talk from some of our 



leaders, and decided that we COULD get this done - in 
the next hour - IF we all worked together! And so it 
was...an hour later, the garden WAS complete - with farm
-like rows dug from one end to the other, tomatoes, cab-
bages, onions, beets, kale, and more, planted and waiting 
for the rains to come that evening. And as it did every 
evening after we had planted, it rained - hard - and our 
plants stood tall. Upon returning to camp that evening, we 
were quiet - because we were hot, dirty, and exhausted, 
but also because we were amazed at the transition we 
had been a part of - knowing that this garden would 
probably nourish many people in this neighborhood in the 
days to come. They would be nourished physically... we 
had been nourished spiritually. I felt the workings of the 
Holy Spirit that day in all of us. The Spirit was there 
to GUIDE us as we created something out of nothing, 
there to give us HOPE as we worked under the hot sun, 
and there to bring us JOY as our work was complete! 
 

At yet another work site, we appreciated the comfort of a 
roof over our heads - a relief after the hot sun for the 
three days prior to this. However, under the roof was a job 
like none we had ever imagined! Once again we gathered 
our strength, our spirit, our enthusiasm, and began 
to  scrub walls, floors, desks, chairs, and even stairs, in a 
church/school that would soon see it's 100th birthday! 
Little children of all ages ran through the halls of this 
school that day, and probably many other days, as this 
was a safe haven for them while their parents went to 
work. They came to this location for learning, playing, 
nourishment, love and care, which was provided by the 
loving staff. It was hot in the school, the plumbing leaked, 
and in some of the bathrooms, there was not even a rem-
nant of soap, and sometimes not even paper towels 
or toilet paper. Yet all of the faces of those caring for 
these little children were smiling and full of energy. As we 
cleaned and organized, they looked on us at times and 
were so appreciative!!! They thanked us over and over 
again for our efforts to help make their work/play place a 
safer, cleaner one. We learned a lot about scrubbing that 
day, and even washed an entire staircase, having a little 
extra fun as someone tripped over the bucket of water, 
sending it toppling over the top step, and then watching 
the water as it streamed like a waterfall, down all five sets 
of steps. Of course, we did try to slow, and eventually did 
stop the stream. It did add a little laughter to our day! The 
kitchen gleamed after we cleaned all the dishes and cabi-
nets, washed the floors, and organized all the food stor-
age items. One of the staff came down and was speech-
less as she looked in to the kitchen. She couldn't believe 
her eyes!! As we left the site that day, all the staff and the 
children lined the staircase, smiling and waving, and 
thanking us for cleaning up their school and church. I had 
a tear in my eye as we left, wishing I could come back 
again soon to do it all over again - something so simple, 
yet something that made a BIG difference for so many 
people! 
 

And so, our trip came to an end, and it was another hot, 
steamy day in Indianapolis, just 4 hours from our home in 
Mount Prospect. As we neared the St. Raymond parking 
lot, I was excited to return to the comforts of my own 
home, my soft bed, my clean kitchen, my good food. But I 

will never forget the faces of the people we helped, and 
the faces of our crews as we did God's work. It amazes 
me to think there is such great need for so many people 
so close to home. My eyes have been opened. And I pray 
that my heart will continue to be open as well. It is so 
easy for us to become immune to what goes on outside of 
our own communities and homes. Even in the poverty 
and filth, God could be found, and in each of us, God 
brought out our BEST! 
 

Eileen McTigue 
 

I got to work with my group at the Boys and Girls Club of 
Indianapolis. When we first walked in, it seemed like ab-
solute chaos. Kids of all ages and ethnicity and size were 
running everywhere. The director introduced himself and 
soon explained to us that 70% of the kids that came eve-
ryday lived below the poverty level. However, he also said 
that you couldn’t tell which kids were poor and which ones 
weren’t. Many came from broken homes where there 
might be parents with drug problems  or only one parent, 
or some kids even living with different family members. 
He continued to explain to us that the kids could get very 
attached to us and could be very physical, because it 
might be the only care or attention they would get that 
day. We then set out to play with the kids, a bit wary at 
first, because the kids didn’t seem to care much that we 
were there. However, once we began talking and playing 
with them, many wanted to simply hold our hands and tell 
us stories. A lot of kids had cool names that you don’t 
hear too often, such as Malina, Iyana, and Blessing. My 
friend and I worked with the five to six year old girls, and 
many wanted us to sit with them at lunch or give us hugs, 
even though they barely knew us. Later in the week we 
worked out in the large field next to the club, pulling 
weeds out of the baseball field, and completely renovating 
their small garden. Finally, the week came to an end, and 
I was sad to say goodbye to the kids because we had 
grown so close over just a few days. A few didn’t under-
stand why we had to leave and would ask us to stay an-
other week. Some kids who were especially attached to 
certain people were crying. I learned a lot from the kids 
and I hope I can work at other Boys and Girls Clubs in 
future mission trips. 
 

Shannon Maloney 
 

During the Mission Trip, my crew worked at multiple sites 
for the Peace Gardens. We would weed, plant new seeds 
and harvest the vegetables that were ready. Coming into 
the trip, I didn’t think I would make any new friends. But 
as the week went on, I was glad that I got to meet new 
people from Mississippi, Michigan, and Virginia. I realized 
from this week how good it feels to help others and give 
back to communities, and how even the little things can 
help. I had a lot of fun bonding with the people from our 
church, and I would definitely do it again.  
 

Kathleen Kennedy 
 

The mission trip was a great experience for me. My crew 
worked at the Boys and Girls Club of Indianapolis. It was 
quite shocking to be put in a place to play with kids all day 
because I was expecting doing something involving get-
ting dirty or tired from working so hard. At the beginning I 



didn’t think it was that necessary to be playing with the 
kids because there was already staff there, but as the 
week went on and all of the little kids attached to us and 
wouldn’t let us leave their side I realized what a good 
thing we were doing. I saw God many times during the 
trip. One time that really sticks out is the first day there 
were two girls fighting and the one girl started it. I thought 
that she was just a trouble maker and just wanted to pick 
fights. The following day she came up to me and I talked 
to her for a while. God really showed me that I cannot just 
judge her by one thing that happened and that I should 
focus more on the positive things in people. I also remem-
ber a seven year old boy, Jamorion. He was attached to 
me and wouldn’t let me go, people in my crew had to pry 
him off of me when it was time to go home. He was sad 
the last day and I wasn’t quite sure why. He told me he 
never wanted me to leave him and it just brought a smile 
to my face knowing that I had such a big impact on his 
life. On the last day I realized many of the other groups 
were working physically hard, but I then noticed how emo-
tional it was to have to say good bye to all of the boys and 
girls and the club. During my stay I did meet a lot of new 
people from all over the country, like Mississippi, Virginia, 
and Michigan. The week changed me because I feel so 
much closer to God and I feel like He really listens to me 
and guides me with every decision I make. God also 
made me realize that I have to look into people and not 
just at them. I would definitely want to go on the mission 
trip again it was such an amazing experience. It is some-
thing that will never be forgotten in my mind. 
 

Olivia Nuelle 
 

This summer I went to the Mission trip in Indianapolis, 
Indiana. I had a fun time on my trip helping others and 
getting to know everyone working with me. It was an ex-
perience that taught me to continue with a job and see it 
through. During the week I helped in a local garden, food 
pantry, and church. It was a great feeling to accomplish 
the jobs given to my group that week. We helped many 
people in the community and it benefited all of us too. I 
learned to look for God in everyday life. He is everywhere 
if one is searching for Him. He helped us through the 
week and kept us going no matter how much we wanted 
to stop working. The entire week was a success and it 
was a very positive experience. 
 

Hannah Scheller  
 

Going on the mission trip was a very enriching experi-
ence. I had the opportunity to work with little boys and 
girls at a boys and girls club in Indianapolis. All of these 
children came from families living below the poverty line. 
The boys and girls club was a place for them to hang out 
with others kids and have fun during the day. These kids 
were some of the sweetest, most fun-loving kids I have 
ever met. I was surprised at how willing the kids were to 
interact with us from the very first moment we arrived at 
the club. We were complete strangers to them, but they 
opened their hearts and arms to us. Every day I couldn’t 
help but smile when I walked into the club because the 
kids would run up and shower us with hugs. The youngest 
kids would often take your hand and bring you some 
place to play a game with them. I loved working with the 

kids during the week because I felt like I brought them so 
much love and happiness. What I never expected though, 
was to feel so much love and happiness in return. Being 
with those kids for a week was incredibly rewarding, and it 
taught me so much. It made me realize how truly blessed 
I am. I take so many small things for granted, but this ex-
perience reminded me to be thankful each day for the 
blessings in my life. It also taught me how rewarding it is 
to take a risk, open your heart, and serve those in need. I 
couldn’t have asked for a better mission trip experience, 
and I am already looking forward to what next year’s trip 
has to offer.  
 

Zach Tuczak 
 

I went on the mission trip having a vague idea of what we 
would be doing. I had questions as we traveled through 
the poor suburbs of Indianapolis, Indiana. What would we 
be doing there?  What would the area be like?  How many 
people would be there?  How quickly would we be able to 
adapt to the people there? All these questions were an-
swered upon arriving. The facility was very welcoming 
and the people there were unique with warming personali-
ties. More than 15 crews containing five or more volun-
teers took action as Lynda, the leader of the project, split 
and joined crews to repair, garden, harvest, and help day-
cares in areas that need more of God’s love. Every day 
was a new project that ranged from gardening, to playing 
baseball with local kids, to recovering timber from an 
abandon park. With many tools and crews, we dug nu-
merous rows for food and planted hundreds of seeds. 
Each task provided help in some way and although it was 
hot outside, everyone was motivated to keep going. 
Throughout the week the crews became closer and more 
familiar with each other, as well as with the children and 
people in the area. When the children smiled, words could 
not describe the feeling of pride and love that they had. It 
was at that point that we understood that the food we 
were harvesting went to more than a child. It went to more 
than the family they came from. It went to the hearts of 
those who discovered the concept of giving without re-
ceiving. It became an offering of love that strengthened 
the relationship between God and the children, their fami-
lies, and the neighborhood. We shared God sightings dur-
ing our meals and after prayer at the end of the day. Not 
only did I see God through prayer, but I saw him when I 
looked at the less fortunate people in the community. By 
the end of the week, all of the crews had become so close 
that the word “different” did not exist or cross anyone’s 
mind and the word “family” began to seem more common 
to all. Different accents and culture, sure, but we all 
shared two things…God’s love and his mission for us to 
help those in need.   When everyone is a family, work is 
less tedious, and fun for all because we all shared laughs 
and discovered things about each other that we ourselves 
might not realize. I can happily say that working for the 
members of that community has changed me in several 
ways I will never forget. I developed a greater apprecia-
tion of what it means to serve others. Through God, I 
have received a closer and more loving connection be-
tween my family, friends, and those who are unrecog-
nized for their efforts, such as Lynda, to make good out of 
things that may not appear that way. Lastly, this mission 



has inspired me to reach out to the greater good, and I 
can succeed in doing even the littlest things for people, 
because those small things can benefit other people who 
are lost and need faith. Leaving gave me different ques-
tions than those when I was entering. Where can a per-
son turn when they need help?  Who guides us and helps 
us learn what it means to serve others? 
 

Meghan Grott 
 

Mission Trip this year was in Indianapolis, Indiana. Going 
into the trip, I didn't know what to expect. When arriving 
into town, I knew with the conditions provided, we were 
really going to change the town. Though the jobs seemed 
to be out of proportion to the number of campers, we al-
ways found things to do. Everyone was productive and I 
grew close to some people out of state. The people are 
always the best part about Mission. You get to know peo-
ple that you can talk to about anything and everything for 
a long time. It is a great experience and a great way to do 
His work. 
 

Cece McTigue 
 

My first experience with the mission trip was tremen-
dously rewarding. It’s hard to believe that 11 years have 
passed since the first mission trip was announced at 
mass one Sunday morning. I waited a long time for our 
daughter to be old enough to participate and was excited 
to have an opportunity to chaperone the trip. What fol-
lowed was an amazing week that was enlightening, inspir-
ing and insightful. In the beginning I questioned my as-
signment at the Boys and Girls Club; wasn’t I sent to 
serve with physical labor? How could I be serving while 
my friends and other teams were providing back breaking 
labor? Thankfully a friend on the trip helped me as I 
voiced my concern; perhaps I was sent to serve the heart. 
Didn’t I realize that there are just as many needs that 
transcend the physical? And she was right. In four short 
days I made fast friends with some wonderful children 
who clearly needed a hand to hold, a random hug 
throughout their day, and someone to tell them they in-
deed have value and were worthy of love. In four short 
days, I saw the youth of our parish give and give and 
give, then give some more. In the end, I’m not sure who 
ended up on the receiving end of the service. But I would 
attempt to answer that question again in a heartbeat.  
 

The week that could have been:  We moved, as if on 
autopilot, from activity to activity: sports camps, the pool, 
grocery shopping, errands, a walk or bike ride after din-
ner, mass. Each day blending into another, the daily 
stresses and inconveniences offset by the lazy days of 
summer in a comfort zone. 
 

A few hours away, city lots strewn with rubble and gar-
bage baked in the midday sun. Warehouses crammed 
with good intentions in the form of donations to the com-
munity; disarray blocking the path to progress. Baseball 
fields lay silent, strewn with weeds and rocks. The only 
sounds stretching across these deserts rang out in the 
form of car alarms, shouting, radios, a chained dog’s 
barking. Neighbors looked out onto a landscape long ne-
glected. Boys and girls nervously fidgeted outside a boys 

and girls club; the playlot neglected, weedy, strewn with 
droppings from stray dogs or perhaps its owner who sim-
ply didn’t care. Another day of organized chaos, hope for 
a quiet place, territorial protection, self protection, friends, 
enemies, camp counselors. 
 

The week that was: Friends, acquaintances, familiar 
faces tumble into our new home for a week. Strangers, 
nervously introduced themselves to each other, anxiously 
awaiting an assignment. What would the week bring? 
Brushes with people whose harsh reality would make us 
uncomfortable?  How were we needed? Shyly, hesitantly, 
greeting one another, similarities revealed, differences 
explained, friendships formed. Teams gathered, spirits 
buoyed by song and prayer and laughter, we embarked in 
fleets and fanned out into  the sleepy morning sun. A 
transformation occurred; spiritual, physical, emotional. 
Empty lots long given over to garbage, neglect, baked 
hard by the sun gave way to Peace Gardens whose gift of 
produce would continue to give to its neighbors long after 
we departed. Children, amidst the chaos at the Boys and 
Girls Club, taught to pat seeds into the earth in the same 
manner that every child needs a warm pat on the back. 
Field trips to pools for these little ones as magical as a trip 
to a faraway land. Hands held, tears dried, hugs given 
freely and often. Baseball fields transformed, concession 
stands repaired anxiously awaiting the sounds of children 
playing ball and clamoring for treats. Entire alleys 
smoothed with gravel reclaimed, bucket by bucket, to 
make way for the gardens and perhaps smooth the way 
for residents who felt a city had given up on them and 
their neighborhood. And every night, a cleansing rain to 
wash away the sweat and grime and nourish the acres of 
city lots freshly planted with abundant gardens. Laughter, 
more prayers and song, more giving even when you 
thought there was nothing left to give, and a good night’s 
sleep. What a week is was. 
 

I have a confession to make. Down in Indy, when nobody 
was looking, I took something. I couldn’t help it; it was so 
easy. I took a little child’s hand and made her smile. I took 
boys and girls into my arms and dried their tears. Every 
now and then one of them would surprise me by slipping 
their hand into mine with a shy smile and I took a moment 
to laugh. I took a boy by the shoulders and told him he 
was never to slap another girl again. Or another boy,  for 
that matter. Then I took advantage of the situation, and 
asked him to tell me how he liked to be treated, what he 
liked to do and what he was good at and saw a vulnerable 
child talking to me. And I took a deep breath and hoped 
for the best. 
 

I took a look next to me and found a young girl who would 
open up in conversation and then physically and emotion-
ally shrink back, as if fearful, and then quietly appear at 
my side when I wasn’t paying attention. I took some nail 
polish with me the next day, then she took my hands and 
excitedly asked if she could paint my nails. I took a mo-
ment to collect myself when she asked why I had to leave 
and asked if I could stay longer. I took pictures, not nearly 
enough, of these children even though I can see their 
faces plain as day in my memory. I took pictures to show 
my own kids who my new friends were. I took a few min-



utes to pray for them each morning and evening as I 
watched them laugh, cry, hit, hug, and simply exist in the 
maelstrom. 
 

I took a good hard look at the kids in our parish who went 
on the trip, some of whom I’ve watched grow up over the 
years and some who were new to me, and I smiled. I took 
the time to get to know some of them better and marvel at 
the myriad gifts they had to give. I took several steps back 
and let my child simply be there with  friends, and enjoyed 
letting go. I took the time to laugh and bond with the other 
adults in our group and said a prayer of thanks for people 
like this. I took a moment to remind myself that I was 
there to give and realized I was never very good with in-
structions anyway. I took something, when nobody was 
looking. I couldn’t help it; it was there for the taking. “I 
don’t know what your destiny will be; but one thing I do 
know; the only ones among you who will be really happy 
are the ones who have sought and found how to 
serve.” (Albert Schweitzer) 
 

Emma McMullen 
 

This summer’s Mission Trip was different from anything I 
have experienced before, mission trip or otherwise. When 
we arrived in Indianapolis, I expected to be assigned a job 
that had to do with paint and air conditioning. I was 
caught off guard when my crew of 6 was assigned to a 
“Peace Garden.” When we arrived at our work site the 
next day, I was pulled very far out of my comfort zone. I 
found out that we would be spending the next four days 
outside in the Indy sun “working the land” as Linda, the 
woman who created the Peace Garden project, said. We 
were not just pulling weeds or planting flowers, we 
worked hard. One day we literally created an entire gar-
den in 7 hours. In this particular garden, the land started 
as a plot of crab grass, and about 50 people working hard 
and together had six rows of plants in the ground hours 
later. Although the tasks that we were assigned were dif-
ferent than previous years, they were just as rewarding in 
different ways. It was an amazing feeling to know that just 
one of the 4 days of hard work was going to change the 
lives of all sorts of people. This was because many differ-
ent types of people got food from the gardens that we 
planted, from the elderly to the unemployed and their 
families. Seeing all the people on the trip giving up a 
week of their time to help these people was a God sight-
ing, for we were all doing his work. I would also like to 
take this opportunity to thank Mary Catherine for all that 
she does for the Mission Trip group. She works so hard 
on all the planning and organizing as well as works the 
whole time we are on the trip. She helped to organize 
meals and took out the trash for 93 messy eaters, a job 
that no one else would do willingly. She was ready when 
anyone needed anything and without her, the trip would 
not have been possible. 
 

Stephanie Mazanek 
 

This year on the Mission Trip I worked at the local Boys 
and Girls Club. It is a spot in the neighborhood where par-
ents can bring their kids while they are at work. My group 
worked with two others playing games with the kids and 
having fun. We also pulled weeds in their garden and 

baseball fields so that the kids would have a nice place to 
play outside. Some of us even helped build shelves for 
their shed. The director greatly appreciated our work. The 
kids had a fun week and so did we.  
 

Ryan Maloney 
 

On the Mission Trip, I worked with the South Eastern 
Community Organization. We helped to clean up the 
neighborhood by mowing the lawns, weeding, power 
washing and cleaning out boxes. I met so many new peo-
ple from Mississippi, Virginia, Michigan, and Illinois. The 
Mission Trip changed me because I never knew how 
many neighborhoods are in bad condition and in desper-
ate need of repairs. I had so much fun bonding with all 
everyone from St. Raymond’s and other churches. I 
would definitely do the mission trip again next year. 
 

Andrew Revord 
 

I saw God at work in how open those little kids at the 
Boys and Girls Club were to us. I would have expected 
them to be scared of us. I also saw God in how everyone 
was able to work together and bond so quickly. I think the 
biggest change for me that week was when I realized that 
being Catholic is more than just going to church and fol-
lowing a long list of rules. And yes, I would definitely do 
this again. 
 

Albertina DiMartino 
 

During mission trip my crew and I worked at a community 
center that helps bring food and clothes to people in the 
area. Besides helping them organize these donated 
items, they also organized for us to play baseball with the 
neighborhood boys on our last day. It was fun being able 
to work with people you already knew from St. Raymond, 
and at the same time we got to meet people from all over 
the country. The week was a lot of hard work, especially 
since it was hot outside, but I enjoyed it and would defi-
nitely do it again next year!! 
 

Kevin Atwood 
 

The mission trip was more than just community service to 
me. It was worthwhile experience. It taught me that there 
are always people in need and made me realize how for-
tunate I am. I really enjoyed putting smiles on people's 
faces by helping them. The best part of the trip for me 
was when we worked on a very large empty plot that was 
covered in weeds and crab grass. Our group dug up all 
the weeds and crab grass, turned over the soil, and 
planted all sorts of plants which would be the only vegeta-
bles some kids would eat. It made me feel like I made a 
positive difference in people's lives. Going on the mission 
trip was a terrific experience for me. 
 


