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I was born in 1947 to John and Esther Lawlor in Tullamore, County Offaly, 
Ireland. I am the fourth of fourteen children, of which five are still living. 
Nine of my brothers died in miscarriages. My sister Mary only lived for three 
months, but two of my sisters and one brother still live in our hometown. My 
sister Anne and I were the only ones to travel and ended up living in America. 

I grew up in an Irish Catholic family where church was very much a part of our 
way of life. My mother and grandmother were the first teachers of my faith, and my 

mother was the one who took me to church. I spent a lot of time with Grandmother 
Lawlor who was blind. I would take her to visit family and friends. We had a special connection. 
When I was with her, she would tell me many stories that, I am sorry to say, I have 
forgotten. 

When I was 4 years old, I was in a car accident that led to my struggles in school. 
I believe my mother knew of these struggles and that is why she protected me. 
When I would get into trouble, my brother and sisters took the punishment 
because they were supposed to be taking care of me. I was the youngest for 14 
years so each time my mother lost a baby, I would become her baby – until my 
little sister, Marie, was born. Marie became the baby to all of us because we were 
so much older. I went to grade school with the Sisters of Mercy and attended 
an all-boys junior high with all male teachers. Not being a good student, I left 
school at the age of thirteen. I then started working at building sites to learn a 
trade as a bricklayer, but that only lasted six months because it was VERY hard 
work and my father felt that I was much too young for it.  

Next, I went to work with Uncle John at the soda factory washing bottles, but I kept 
breaking them. It was in my best interest to find something else. I then started working in a 
furniture store where I stayed until I felt the “call” to religious life. I started talking to  
Father Bracken, a missionary who helped me find where God was calling me. At first, I wanted to 
be a priest, but when my father contacted the school, the principal told him that my grades were 
poor and he was afraid that I would not be able to keep up with my studies. It wasn’t until after 
joining the Oblates that I underwent testing and found out that I have a learning disability.

Father Bracken advised me to look in a different direction – possibly becoming a brother. The 
Jesuits had a pre-novitiate in a town about an hour away so I joined them as a postal (what it 
was termed in those days). I was 18 years old and this was my first time away from home. It 

was very hard for me to fit in with the other young men who 
were studying to be priests and brothers. After two months, 
my spiritual advisor told me that he felt that this was not the 
vocation for me. I left feeling that I had disappointed God and 
my family. I returned to the place where I had worked before, but 
I still felt VERY unsettled. 



My father had always helped me get jobs in the past and continued to do so. He got me a position 
as a dishwasher in a hotel. Working there provided a great opportunity because the head chef liked 
me and trained me to become a cook. I never went to cooking school, but was able to learn how to 
make all types of dishes. I stayed there for five years, and eventually filled in as head cook when 
the chef was gone. 

It was at this time that I discovered I had a bad temper. I would get mad at the staff when things 
were not done right. The manager – and my father - received complaints about me, but the 
manager always stuck up for me. He realized that if I left, they would be without a head cook 
so he did not want to lose me. Ironically, I ended up getting fired, not because of the cooking, 
but because the head chef took another person away for the weekend and the restaurant was left 
without a main chef.

After being released from my position, I ended up moving to Dublin with a friend to work in a 
hotel but became homeless for about a week. I decided to call home, spoke to my father and he 
arranged for a cousin to bring me home. I then went to work at another restaurant until it closed. 
After that, I took a job as a cook at a Jesuit college for young men. This was my first time working 
with a religious community since leaving the pre-novitiate of the Jesuits. After my return to the 
religious community, I met my first and only girlfriend. We got engaged but after discussing this 
with my Spiritual Director, I realized that this relationship was NOT meant to be. I then started 
working at a government-owned nursing home that was operated by The Sisters of Mercy. I loved 
this job and would have enjoyed staying there, but I wanted to travel. My sister Anne lived in 
Virginia and my parents would stay with her while on vacation. I liked it so much that I ended up 
going there.  

After I moved to the United States, I had a job working for Holy Trinity Church, run by the 
Jesuits. This was the third time they came and went in my life, but I did not return to religious life 
at this time. 

I had a variety of odd jobs. An English family came through  
Virginia on their way to California and asked me to join 
them but ended up taking off without me. Realizing 
that I needed a different direction, I decided to take 
a huge step in my life. I got on a plane and flew to 
San Francisco. I was all alone and did not know 
anyone there. Fortunately, I was given the names 
of friends from Ireland that lived there. After I 
contacted them, they helped me find a place to 
stay until I could find a job. It was very difficult to 
find work, and I ended up running out of money. 
Once again, I was homeless. I think for about two 
weeks I was living off the money my sister had 
given me and eating my meals at McDonald’s. 
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I finally went to St. Patrick’s Church. I met an Irish priest who put me up in an apartment building 
that the church ran. He took me to meet the Columbian Fathers from Ireland who had a house 
for missionaries. As it turned out, they were looking for a cook and they hired me right away. 
The priest ended up paying my bill at the hotel where I stayed for about two years. I was getting 
homesick for my family so I got on a Greyhound bus and traveled 74 hours until I reached my 
sister’s house in Virginia. When she saw me, she said that I looked like a hippy with my long hair. 

I left Virginia and returned to Ireland for a year, but was still feeling very unsettled. I returned 
to Virginia and went to work for the Mission House community in Arlington. It was there that I 
started working as a cook on the weekends for the Oblates in Washington, D.C. I met two Oblates, 
Father Tom Singer and Brother Tom Cruise, who asked me to think about joining the Missionary 
Oblates. 

In all of the communities that I have worked, this is the only place where I felt most at home – and 
had my first experience of Oblate hospitality. I ended up joining their pre-novitiate in Buffalo, 
New York, in 1994. I was then sent to Godfrey, Illinois, for my novitiate year, which led me to The 
National Shrine of Our Lady of the Snows, where I have spent most of my 24 years as an Oblate.
 
It was while in Godfrey that I met the Victorious Missionaries through fellow Oblate, Father 
Harold Fisher. I attended their Christmas party. Thus began my long affiliation with the VMs. 
I was a little reserved at first and did not feel like I belonged. That instantly changed when I 
returned to the Shrine in 1999 and met Brother Francis Sullivan, the VM National Director. Right 
away, I fell in love with this VM group. 

While I worked at the Shrine of Our Lady of the Snows, I was able to return the hospitality 
I received by becoming a member of the Pastoral Team. Hospitality was the hallmark of my 
ministry, and I also helped with the liturgies in the Shrine Church. That led me to become an 
acolyte, and eventually the Master of Ceremony for liturgies. As a young boy, I could not be an 
altar server because I was having difficulty learning Latin.
 
In 2017, I retired from my ministry at the Shrine because of health concerns. I am now a driver for 
my Oblate brothers who can no longer drive, and feel God has blessed me with many gifts in my 
life. 

My motto is: If God wants you, God will not give up on you. When I was 18, I felt that I did not 
have a vocation and I let God down. In the end, God did not give up on ME. At the age of 47, God 
called me to become a Missionary Oblate of Mary Immaculate.  


