
Warren Clare 

The Lord’s Blessing in My Life



Small-town Boy
I traveled the world as an active duty airman for 23 years, 5 months and 18 days. When asked 
where I was from in the United States, I would invariably tell them that I was from a small 
hardworking farm community of 1,000 people, 100 miles west of St. Louis – Wellsville, Missouri. 

I was born there before the United States entered the war. My mother, Pearl, was a teenaged Czech 
Jew who immigrated to Missouri as a toddler with 100 other Jews who were seeking asylum in the 
United States. Their community of farmers were persecuted, even murdered, by the Communists 
in the 1920s. These immigrants were able to preserve their life savings and take themselves out 
of Czechoslovakia through conversion to Catholicism. All studied, converted and most remained 
Catholic the rest of their lives. They even helped build a Catholic church in Martinsburg, 
Missouri, thirty miles from my hometown. 

My grandparents lived a life of generous giving to neighbors and to family, sharing farm fresh 
produce, handcrafted beer, homemade sausage and fresh butter. When my grandparents bought a 
farm of their own near Wellsville, they quietly stopped being faithful Catholics. Most of Wellsville 
was ardently Baptist and openly labeled “Catholics” as not Christian. There were a few acts of 
violence against the small Catholic church. A non-professional cop who filled potholes during 
the day and policed at night dealt with the situations – as did the pastors. Because of my suffering 
Jewish relatives, I was exposed to the ugliness of religious prejudice very early in life. As I 
matured, my most earnest search for the truth deepened.

My parents, Pearl and Ben, were indifferent parents. My mother was a young teenager who 
married before her high school graduation and my father was slightly older and involved in his 
car repair business. They insisted that I not call them “Mom and Dad.” They left me to fend for 
myself. I was always busy and creative. At age ten, I went to work before and after school. Then 
Ben put me to work in his repair shop – even rebuilding engines. He would tell me how to do 
the repairs. If I failed to do as told, he beat me with his belt. Even though he was a taskmaster, I 
benefited greatly from his knowledge. The experience opened doors for me later in life. I learned 
to think independently and to voice my opinions while being true to my values. I was respectful, 
but I learned to have the courage of my convictions and to speak out for my beliefs – even when 
there was disagreement. 

My father, Ben, had an extended Clare clan in Wellsville. All of them were serious about the 
business of making money and managing their businesses. Over the years, I saw discord over 
money, lack of trust in each other, dissension, infighting and later on, an embezzlement lawsuit. 
They were not a demonstrative family. There were trips and visits, but I never felt a part of the 
Clare family. I regarded them as foolish in their desire to make money. They only went to church 
for weddings and funerals. 
 
Mary Ann, who would eventually become my wife, and I knew each other as children. I played 



with her cousin, Jerome, for years and knew of her family who lived nearby. Her father, Fred, was 
an admirable, generous, moral man of strong character and leadership. Her family invited me to 
accompany them on trips and I enjoyed them. Because of her dad, I understood better how to 
live the life of service. He was active in the Knights of Columbus. His daughter had many of her 
father’s attributes. I loved her because of her intelligence, courage and fearlessness. She was also a 
beautiful blonde young lady whom I treasured.  

As boys, my friends and I liked to go on retreats and outings with the Baptists. The father of my 
best friend, Jimmy, was a deacon in the Baptist church. He was so filled with the Holy Spirit that 
I could feel peace when we were with him. He was a mail carrier by day and a constant Bible 
student. He showed me the way to Christ. I was baptized at age 12. I learned to appreciate Bible 
studies and church services – in part because my friends and Mary Ann went there. While I was 
attending church there, Mary Ann refused to stay in a Bible study because the people were only 
“running down Catholics.” The mother of her closest friend ordered these two girls not to see 
each other again because my girlfriend might convert her daughter to Catholicism. I regarded 
her actions as foolishness. I began to know the good, the bad and the ugly side of the divisions in 
Christianity. 

Leaving Home 

During Christmas 1954, my best friend, Jimmy, got drunk at a New Year’s party after dates with 
our girlfriends. We boys drove his car and got him safely home for the night. After his mother 
found him drunk, she threw him out of the house and told him not to come back. He lived in 
his car for one week and then decided to see the Air Force recruiter about enlistment. At the 
time, Jimmy learned that the GI Bill was terminating at the end of January. Enlistment for these 
educational benefits had to occur immediately. Jimmy talked to me and to the others in the 
Wellsville gang. Seven of us boys were recruited. No one in Wellsville supported our decision, 
including my parents. The high school principal was upset because so many students were leaving. 
We were 18 so nothing could be done to stop it. When I signed up, I had the choice of cook or air 
police. I chose air police.
 
First, we went to basic training at Lackland Air Force Base. None of the 
Wellsville 7 stayed together. After basic training, I was transferred to 
Luke Air Force Base in Arizona and then to Boosier Base, a top-secret 
base manufacturing atomic weapons. During that time, a controversy 
arose about the air force policeman being certified by a private 
contractor as federal agents. All of the air police in the program were 
transferred out. I was sent to Hokkaido, Japan’s northernmost island. I 
was newly married to Mary Ann, and we were looking forward to our 
time together. She returned to Wellsville until I came back. She was 
able to complete her nursing degree.



While on Hokkaido, my commander invited me to attend a ribbon cutting ceremony at a Catholic 
orphanage. I was astonished to find a Japanese priest and nuns who spoke English. I asked one of 
the nuns if they knew of any Protestant churches in Japan. They giggled. One of the nuns told me I 
would only find Protestant churches on American military bases. Later when I had to travel on the 
trains regularly, I asked a Japanese policeman if there were any Protestant churches in his town. 
He pointed to a street and directed me to the only church he knew. I walked and found a Catholic 
church there. I made up my mind to pursue becoming a Catholic when I went home after being 
discharged from the Air Force. 

Getting an Education 
Upon my return to the United States, I immediately sought out college under the GI bill, 
specializing in electronics. Attending the best college necessitated my moving to Kansas City, 
Missouri. With my background in car parts and repair, a nearby salvage yard hired me. I came to 
realize I was working for a gangster with wide ranging illegal and legal businesses. At one point, 
he threatened to have me killed if I left him. I knew I had to leave for my security, and that of 
Mary Ann and our first baby, Hazel. I faltered in finishing a class in calculus and had to switch 
from electronics to television production or lose my GI bill.

While in Kansas City, Mary Ann and I attended private Monday night catechism classes with a 
priest. When he was satisfied with the knowledge he had shared, he baptized me and confirmed 
both of us into the Catholic faith. Not to be outdone, Mary Ann’s parents returned to regular 
Mass attendance in Wellsville. My mother also came back to the church and brought my younger 
brother with her. Vernie became an altar boy. The surge of family interest and commitment 
surprised me.

I took my last paycheck and left Kansas City for home. I was soon stymied again in Wellsville. I 
sought work in the paint and dye factory. I saw no future working there because it was affecting 
my health. Mary Ann encouraged me to join the military. I underwent a double hernia surgery in 
order to qualify for reentry into the military. After a visit with the Air Force recruiter, I reenlisted. 
I was going to receive the training I wanted in avionics under contract. I soon went off to school 
for a year and a half at Kesler Air Force Base in Biloxi, Mississippi. I was separated from Mary 
Ann for the second time, but this sacrifice meant better income and future stability so we endured 
it. The course took my full and complete attention. My new faith was placed on hold, just like 
family life.

Avionics and Military Life
Following completion of my course in avionics, I was ordered to Little Rock for my first 
assignment. I was able to have my wife and daughter with me, and Mary Ann became pregnant 
again. Our baby, Fred, joined our little family. After the baby was delivered, we were told Mary 
Ann could not have any more children. That news was a deep pain for us.  



                                                                                                                                                         
On my first assignment as a lowly two striper, I gained a reputation for excellent skills. In spite 
of weeks of effort, no one could repair three T33 trainer jets. Our commander issued a challenge 
to us to volunteer to fix these planes over the weekend. I repaired all three. I received the top dog 
award. (When I traveled home to Wellsville, my family at first thought I won the award for training 
military dogs.) After winning this award, the Air Force sent me to aircraft company schools taught 
by doctoral level engineers. From there I traveled to test sites around the world. By retirement, I 
earned 63 hours of college credit. This advanced course work qualified me to be hired as a civilian 
non-degreed manufacturing engineer.

During my military career, I was called to serve in Vietnam twice and in Thailand. Mary Ann’s 
parents always invited my wife and children to live with them while I was away. I learned about 
family support from them. They quelled any fears that my family would be taken care of – no 
matter where the military sent me. I was transferred many times – Little Rock to Vietnam to Alaska 
to New Jersey to Indiana, back to Vietnam, then to Minot, North Dakota, with a return to Alaska. 
I retired from Scott Air Force Base. All of our moves had an effect on my church attendance. I 
attended when I could, but there was no constant effort to be part of a church community until I 
settled into retirement.
  
My assignments in Alaska were very healing for my family and me. We enjoyed the wilderness, 
going into nature to hunt, fish and gather from the land. While in Alaska, we adopted a half 

Alaskan Eskimo at three weeks of age. 
 

Little Farm on the Prairie
After retirement, my life became settled for my family and me. I found work 
as a manufacturing engineer at Boeing Company in Wichita, Kansas. I built 
my own home on five acres outside of the city. During this time, we cared 
for two grandchildren and our adopted youngest son, John, until they were 
mature enough to go on their own. 
  

My desire to know and love our Lord blossomed. I returned fully to the 
Catholic Church. Between assignments, I studied my Bible. I read it several 

times. I compared the King James Version with the Douay-Rheims Catholic 
Bible. I had a noon prayer group at work 

every day. My wife became a Eucharistic 
Minister and took communion to patients at a nursing home.
  
In 1995, I fully retired to the farm. My wife and I enjoyed taking 
a theology class together at the local college. We traveled with 
our church to the Marian shrine in Betania, Venezuela. In 2002, 
I took one of our priests to Alaska on vacation. Little did I know 
my life would change so drastically after that. In 2003, Mary 



Ann had her first stroke. She recovered partially, but in 2006, she had another and became bed 
bound. My son John helped me care for her. When he left to pursue his career as a musician and 
radio host, I struggled alone. I couldn’t find caregivers.  

My grandson and his wife invited us to live with them in an accessible basement apartment 
in Omaha, Nebraska. This arrangement helped greatly for a year. Then my grandson decided 
to reenlist in the US Army. My son John offered to move us to San Antonio with him and he 
would help take care of his mother. I sold our farm in Kansas and Mary Ann and I moved into 
an apartment in the medical center. I began looking for companionship for her. She was still bed 
bound and socially isolated. I wanted my wife to be part of a support group where she would be 
among peers. Before the strokes, we were an active couple – until our world changed radically. 
 
My son called Sister Jo-Michele Sierra, the Director 
of Disabled Ministry for the Archdiocese of San 
Antonio for help with housing, but she did far more. 
Sister Jo became a weekly visitor, bringing Holy 
Eucharist and staying to visit. During one home visit, 
I asked her if she knew of any support groups. She 
referred me to the Victorious Missionaries. Mary 
Ann and I became regular members. She enjoyed the 
meetings, despite her difficulties with pain. I was 
glad to see her socializing with others in the group. 
Some of the members visited us at home regularly 
and helped me when I needed someone to be with Mary Ann.  

In October 2012, my wife of 56 years died at home, as she wished to do. I then began life as a 
widower living with my 42-year-old son. I felt a strong kinship with the Victorious Missionaries, 
and continued to attend our meetings to mingle with everyone. I was very grateful for their 
presence in my life. At the time, I was recovering my strength from the demands from years of 
twenty-four hour home care. I was now free to be active in ministries at my church as I once was 
in Kansas. I participated in the Knights of Columbus, the Legion of Mary and other parish events. 
 
In January 2013, I was invited with a small group of Victorious Missionaries to see fellow VM 
member, Susan Krantz, while she was an inpatient 
for rehab after her foot surgery. I joined a weekly 
schedule of friends, coming to visit her and cooking 
a meal each week. I volunteered for Wednesdays and 
Saturdays because I wanted to be sure to take Susan 
to the Saturday Vigil Mass. Thus began a deeply 
felt love between us that surprised us both. We 
were married August 3, 2013, in the chapel at the 
Madonna House, the OMI facility for retired priests. 
Father Richard Houlahan, OMI the VM Chapter 
Spiritual Moderator, married us. Rose Marie  



Her-Era, our VM President, catered the reception. Richard Rios, one of our past presidents, was 
best man.

After the wedding, I became more involved in the VM Chapter. 
In 2014, Rose Marie asked me to serve as Vice President, a role I 
have enjoyed since then. I am the chapter’s priest finder for our 
monthly VM Mass. I am also a familiar face on the Oblate School 
of Theology campus as I take care of VM business there. My life 
is enriched by the relationship I have formed with the VMs. They 
fulfill my passion for service. Despite the tiredness of aging, my 
determination overcomes my limitation. I want everyone to love 
the VMs because the ministry has meant so much to me.


