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Losing a Grandparent Brings Life and Death into Focus
(Editor’s note: When a young adult
suffers the loss of someone close for
the first time, the loss teaches a hard
lesson: This experience provides an
opportunity to stop and reflect on life
and death and what it means to each
of us.)
“We are taking him home to die.” I
received this call from my dad in regard to his dad, my grandpa. Grandpa
had been on dialysis for the past three
years and had recently suffered complications. As a nurse, part of me had
been expecting this call. But no matter

are never truly prepared for this call.
It means we have no more hope. It is
time to say goodbye.
I had never experienced the death
of a grandparent, so I had no idea
what an emotional roller coaster I was
about to board. Honestly, my initial
response was more about me than
those around me. I know this sounds
selfish, but it is true. I’m single and I
was incredibly sad that I would never
be able to introduce a future spouse or
children to grandpa. This is significant
because my grandpa was the official

From left are Louise Patton, Emily, and Mary Jo and Delbert York. They attended a “pinning”
ceremony when Emily received her nursing degree.
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family greeter. I just couldn’t imagine

him not being there for these moments
in my life, without crying.
My grandpa was a lot of things in
his life: a farm boy, excellent student,
Army lieutenant, railroad depot operator, lumber yard manager, tax consultant, and nursing home administration
but none of these jobs meant more to
him than that of husband, dad, grandpa, and papaw (great-grandpa). My
grandpa had a fierce love and pride for
his family. As my dad stated in his eulogy “Heaven help the man that asked
him about his family out of sheer politeness for he would be regaled with
the entire family history.” I loved this
about grandpa.
At a time when a lot of kids don’t
know their grandparents due to
distance, family feuds, and divorce I
was/am blessed. I grew up in a family where three and four generations
could be found in a pew at Mass. It is
my incredible family and strong faith
that got me through this difficult time.
We were incredibly blessed, from the
time grandpa decided to go home to
die we had twelve days. Those twelve
days are some of the most precious
in my life because not only did I have
opportunity to care for grandpa I also
experienced the greatness of family
and community. We had an ongoing
Irish Wake with equal parts of laughter
and tears. We told the family stories,
looked at photos, watched home
videos, and ate, and ate, and ate some
more. As grandpa said, “They just keep
bringing food, and I’m not even dead

yet.”
This experience definitely
brought me
closer to my
family and my
faith and reminded me that
this is the only
legacy that really
matters.
I’m currently
a Clinical Nursing Educator for Southern Illinois Heathcare (SIH). My focus
is Special Care Nursery and Pediatrics.
Before assuming this job role I worked
at Cardinal Glennon Children’s Medical Center in the Dana Brown Level III
Neonatal Intensive Care Unit. I hold
a BSN from SIUE and an MBA from
SIUC.
I really enjoyed working in the
NICU. It was amazing to watch the
premies grow and change.
I loved it when they came back to
visit. I miss working in the nursery full
time but I love teaching the staff about
neonatal care and resuscitation.
This job is perfect because it combines my two passions: education and
neonatal nursing. I’m a member of St.
Kateri Parish in Gallatin County (formerly St. Joseph Parish, Equality).
I currently serve on the Diocesan
Youth Conference Steering Committee.
In my spare time I spend a lot of time
working on a 150-year-old house that I
purchased in 2011.
— Emily York

Travel to Buenos Aires Shows Local Catholic View of Global Catholic Church
I am a 2011 graduate of the University of Illinois with a BA in International
Studies, which focused on international security, Latin
America and
Spanish.
With that
back ground, I
was able to enter
a career as an
analyst for an
agency within the
Department of
Defense. Currently, I enjoy becoming a skilled professional in the field
and, in the future, I hope to continue
my education with a master’s degree
in either Security Policy or Regional
Studies.
I am a member of Holy Trinity
Catholic Church in Fairview Heights
and active in Belleville diocesan programs including the Diocesan Youth
Convention. In my spare time, I enjoy
playing soccer, staying active, reading,
and hanging out with family.
While I was born and raised Catholic, my mother was a Catholic convert
and Air Force wife who always praised
the church for the unity between all
congregations and the consistency
between all Masses.
This universality of the Catholic
Church and its teachings was something that I had learned about through
all my religion classes, but I hadn’t
really experienced it.
My family was indeed an Air Force
family with many moves around the
country; however, as the last of six children, I was only two years old when my
father retired and we settled here in

the Diocese of Belleville near Scott Air
Force Base. My childhood, for better or
worse, became markedly different from
that of my siblings. I was not the typical Air Force kid; I lived in one house,
went through one school system, and
made friends that I still see every day.
My true understanding of this “universality” of the Catholic Church didn’t
come until I left my comfort zone and
started traveling.
I was blessed to be able to live and
study in Buenos Aires, Argentina
for five months during college. While
Buenos Aires is probably more known
now since the Holy Father was recently
elected, at the time that I decided to
live there, I only knew that it was a
largely Catholic country with a past
involving human rights issues, which I
was going to study.
Upon my arrival there, I discovered
that my first belief about the country
was correct as I noticed churches on
every block. At first, being new to the
culture and shy with my language
skills, I couldn’t work up the courage to
go to a Mass, but after a month, I was
A market square in St. Maarten.
starving spiritually and curious enough
personally and strengthened my spiricultures while remembering my own.
to overcome the nervousness and start
tual life as it helped me connect to new
— Becky Schmitt
the new adventure.
Attending that Mass changed my
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