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From the Pastor’s Desk 

Fr. Len Wenke 
 
7early three years ago, Archbishop Pilarczyk 
asked me to consider new responsibilities. I 
prayerfully considered his request. I spoke with 
colleagues about it, and yes, I said yes. This  
initiated a significant period of change for me. 
 
This change sent my ministry in an unexpected  
direction. On June 26, 2007, I was named the 
Director of Priest Personnel and the Director of 
the Department of Pastoral Services for the 
Archdiocese. This meant that my ministry would 
no longer be solely dedicated to the parish and 
Madisonville community activities. More and 
more of my time and energy would be directed to 
work with the archdiocesan responsibilities. 
 
It became very clear that I would have to give up 
something. My term at St. Anthony’s was nearly 
complete, but I wanted to stay long enough to 
finish the parish’s 150th anniversary celebration 
and stay until June 2010. At that point, I would 
have served 13 years. As you likely know, the 
term limit for a pastor in the Archdiocese is 12 
years. 7ow with my new responsibility as Priest 
Personnel Director, I sit with other priests and 
tell them that their term is up. If I was going to be 
directing others to follow this policy, it only 
made sense to follow it myself. 
 
I am immersed in change. A change that means a 
move to a new home, a change in a relationship 
with a community I’ve grown to love, and other 
changes as well. When I move, we will not see 
each other as often. But I know for myself that I 
will keep you in my prayer. 
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I will take with me such good memories.  
We’ve had an opportunity to live in 
community with each other. I’ve watched 
children grow to young adults. I’ve watched 
families grow and change. You have watched 
me grow and learn in my ability to be a 
pastor. And you’ve also watched my hair 
color change and the bald spot grow. 
 
I am beginning to prepare for my move so I 
am starting to sort through things and begin 
some packing. This gives me a chance to  
savor memories as I sort through cards and 
pictures. I hope to be able to spend time with 
many of you before I move in June. 
 
I truly believe that St. Anthony will continue 
to grow as a vibrant parish. There is so much 
goodness and life here. This is a blest 
community to be a part of. You will be in my 
prayer. I truly hope you will keep me in yours. 
 
There are more stories about change in this 
issue. These articles give you a chance to hear 
how others have navigated transitions in their 
lives. Don’t be shy read on. 

(The following was written at a retreat 
during which a lot of construction was 
happening around me.  This followed 
closely on my own experience of 
overseeing the construction of a new 
church at my place of ministry which I 
had just left.) 
 

Under Construction 

 
I’ve experienced a lot of this lately. 
Perhaps I need my own  sign, too: 
Under Construction!! 
Go slow.   
Work in progress. 
Pardon the mess. 
 
Delay builds upon delay. 
Noise and the detritus of spent days 
show little for all the effort. 
 
Only slowly does the finished piece 
take shape, 
challenging old spaces, 
opening wide new vistas, 
moving (often ingloriously) 
to that day of final completion. 
 
For now it is  
each day 
a work in progress. 
               
               Carol Leveque, SC 

Mark your calendars for Sunday, May 23, the Feast of Pentecost. 

 
Plan to join our whole community as we say our thanks and farewells to 
Father Len Wenke who will conclude his thirteen years at St. Anthony 
Parish in June. One Mass will be celebrated on May 23 at 10:00 a.m. 
followed by a brunch. Watch for further updates on this event.  
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Preparing for Change 

by B. Sharon Lundy  
 
Change and transition are sometimes difficult for God's people. Moses knew that. That is why 
he began to prepare his people for a change in leadership. He knew how difficult it would be for 
both them and Joshua, their new leader. Transitions are "wilderness" times where we 
(re)discover our identity and where God prepares us for the next chapter. 
 
At St. Anthony's there have been ongoing meetings getting the church ready to accept the  
reality of transition to new leadership and a shortage of priests. My work organization is also 
transitioning to new leadership. The possibility of job loss in the near future is causing a host of 
emotions from anger to confusion to just plain being scared. 
 
For me, change is just a normal way of life. I am going to be open to new opportunities. As 
God's people we must be willing to render the same kind of followship to our new leaders as we 
rendered to our past leaders.  
 
No matter what transition you are going through remember God is in control. He will never 
leave you or forsake you. All things will work out for those who love the Lord. 

 

To Live is to Transition 

by Kathryn (Chick) O’Connell 
 
Webster’s definition of “transition” is:  a passing from one condition, form, stage,  
activity, place, etc. to another. 
 
As an example, think about how we all began. In the beginning we were a seed and an egg. 
The transition was when we became a fetus, another occurred when we were born. Soon 
after, there was a transition on a daily basis when we began to be aware of being alive. 
 
As we matured, the transitions were often profound - some good, some not so good. How 
we dealt with them determined what impact they would have on our lives. 
 
Personally, I could fill pages listing the transitions that have occurred in my life. The two 
most poignant transitions I experienced were having a miscarriage in the fifth month of my 
first pregnancy, and losing my 49 year old daughter to breast cancer four years ago. 
 
To be really aware of what the word “transition” means, look in the mirror. In my 60’s I 
could still do MOST of the things I did when I was younger; it just took a LITTLE longer. 
All of a sudden I was 70 and I could still do SOME of the things I did when I was younger; 
it just took a LOT longer. Now I am in my 80’s and I can’t do MOST of the things I did 
when I was younger, and the ones I can do take a WHOLE LOT longer. I’m looking 
forward to the transitions the 90’s will bring. 
 
The lessons I have learned through all of these transitions are these: Never lose your faith in 
God. You can endure any unfortunate transitions that come your way, and give thanks for 
the ones that are blessings. And never lose your sense of humor! 
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Learning to Let Go 

by Kathy Kremer 
 
It was very difficult leaving Cambodia, a land and a people I grew to love. But I was going 
“home!” Home to my family and friends whom I had missed so terribly. Yet when I landed in 
my homeland, I did not feel excited. I felt a great deal of sadness. I realized I was in mourning. 
This was only the beginning of many contradictory feelings that I would experience over the 
next year or so. 
 
I have found that every transition in my life begins with an ending. Endings involve letting go – 
letting go of people, places, lifestyles that have become a part of who I am. Leaving Cambodia 
as a Maryknoll missionary meant letting go of everything I tried to learn about, understand and 
be a part of. I was leaving a place I had helped to shape and grow. Coming home to America 
meant embracing ambiguity, uncertainty, and vulnerability; surrendering again to what once 
was and being open to new possibilities, new relationships, new discoveries. Many things had 
changed. I had changed. What had I become? How will I live my life now? Who will I be when 
I am “home?” I used that word loosely upon my arrival for it was a strange feeling to be 
“home.” It didn’t feel like the home I had left. I came home with no house, no car, no job but 
many riches from a very poor country. 
 
My experiences of living and working in a place of such dire poverty heightened my awareness 
of affluence, consumerism and the rapid pace characteristic of our culture. I wondered how I 
would be able to continue my solidarity with the poor. After living with people who struggle to 
get by, it was difficult to see all the “stuff” that we spend money on, how easily we throw things 
away and buy new and how much we waste and take for granted. I remember referring to 
friends and family as “you Americans” when I talked about these issues or policies that  
contributed to the poverty and suffering of “my” people. I did not feel totally American, but I 
also didn’t feel totally Cambodian. My sister reminded me (and not too gently) that I was an 
American. It was difficult identifying with these parts of my culture, but I knew I had to change 
and find a better way to relate my unique experiences. 
 
Besides all the emotions caused by re-entry I was also having to learn how to live with my 
mother again. For two people who struggled with one another our entire lives, this was a true 
test of faith and patience. I had decided to leave the missions in order to finish my healing work 
with her. Shortly after coming home, my mother’s health regressed, so I became a  
caregiver to her. To add to this emotional mix, I returned to teaching after a break of 12  
years. Working until 7 or 8 at night, I lived with constant guilt, knowing my mother was  
sitting at home waiting for my companionship. I also had to take six hours of classes to  
renew my license. If not for my wonderful God, I could not have managed all of this. 
 
Living back in America left me feeling completely out of it at times. For example, I asked about 
the new hearing aid I saw many people wearing only to find out they were wearing Blue 
Tooths! I was totally embarrassed in a Blockbuster when I asked where the VHS movies were, 
only to be told there were none, only DVD’s. “And can I put those in a VHS player?” 
 
One thing that remained the same upon my return was God’s ever faithful love, especially felt 
in the St. Anthony community. 
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We at St. Anthony are blessed to have Father 
Steve Angi assigned as a sacramental priest to 
assist with the busy schedule. 
 
Father Steve was born in Dayton, Ohio and 
entered St. Gregory Seminary in 1977. This 
was followed by one year in Columbus at the 
Pontifical College Josephinum and four years 
at Mt. St. Mary Seminary. He was ordained in 
Cincinnati by Archbishop Daniel Pilarczyk in 
1985. 
 
His first assignment from 1985 to 1988 was as 
Associate at St. Peter in Chains in Hamilton, 
Ohio, where he also served as Chaplain at 
Hamilton-Hughes Hospital. Father Steve next 
became Associate at Ascension in Kettering. 
While there he became a student in the 
Counseling Program at Wright State 
University. He is a licensed counselor in the 
State of Ohio and served in that capacity from 
1988 through 1993. 
 
Father Steve lived in New Orleans from 1993 
to 1994 where he worked at the Covenant 
House as a Pastoral Minister. This facility also 
doubled as a counseling residency program. 
During this year he was an Associate Chaplain 
for the New Orleans Police Department as 
well. 
 
Upon his return to Cincinnati in 1994, he was 
assigned to Seton High School as a Guidance 
Counselor and Campus Minister while serving 
as Sacramental Priest at St. Agnes in Bond 
Hill. He remained there until he took an 
international assignment in the People's 
Republic of China from 2000 to 2002. He 
served as a missionary/teacher in Wuhan, 
teaching at the South Central University for 
Ethnic Communities. 

Meet Father Steve Angi 

by John Bange 

Back in Cincinnati, he served as Pastor at Holy 
Family in Price Hill from 2002 to 2008, while 
also serving as Chaplain for Seton High School 
and as a volunteer Hamilton County Probation 
Officer in what was called the Holy Family 
Satellite Office. 
 
Father Steve studied at the Catholic University 
of America in Washington, D.C. from 2008 to 
2009 where he finished his Canon Law studies 
and was weekend help at Saint Michael the 
Archangel in Silver Spring, MD. 
 
Here in Cincinnati, from 2009 to the present, 
Father Steve has served on the staff of the 
Archdiocese of Cincinnati Tribunal as 
Adjutant Judicial Vicar, and as quasi Catholic 
Priest Chaplain with the Catholic Team at the 
Hamilton County Justice Center. He is a 
member of several professional organizations: 
the American Counseling Association, the 
American Psychological Association, and the 
Canon Law Society of America. 
 
In his free time Father Steve enjoys skydiving, 
scuba diving, snow skiing, reading, writing 
poetry and playing guitar. He is an early riser, 
waking at about 5:00 a.m. each day, and he 
works out every morning. 
 
Father Steve looks forward to getting to know 
the parishioners at St. Anthony. He has been 
impressed by how highly participative we are 
during the liturgies, and impressed by the fact 
that we come from about 50 zip codes. We 
welcome Father Steve to our parish family! 
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Transitioning from Working Mom to Stay-at-Home Mom 

by Sharon K. Trumpy 
 
One Thursday, I left a to-do list on my office desk. But the next morning, instead of returning to 
my office, I met my son Matthew for the first time. Overnight, with no forewarning, I went 
from a working mom of one to a stay-at-home mom of two. 
 
Being a stay-at-home mom was a big change after years of working as a perinatal genetic 
counselor. Instead of wearing business suits, I sometimes had to remind myself to change out of 
my PJs before leaving the house. Instead of answering my patients’ questions about test results, 
I was now answering questions like, “Can I have candy for breakfast?” Instead of wondering 
how I could squeeze one more patient on my schedule, I was wondering how I could squeeze a 
shower into my schedule. 
 
Before long I had adjusted to my new role and grew to love the time I had to spend with my 
boys. Soon, I was a pro at making dinner while feeding the baby while reading a book to my 
preschooler. 
 
But as I got the daily demands under control, I began to miss the sense of personal fulfillment I 
had found in my career. I realized that the transition from working mom to stay-at-home mom 
had meant a lot of change, but it hadn’t changed who I really was and I needed a way to express 
that. 
 
I found my outlet in Women Writing for (a) Change – a women-only writing group that meets 
weekly. I had always had an interest in writing, and signed up for a summer semester at 
WWf(a)C in 2008. The experience was so rewarding that I’ve been writing and participating in 
WWf(a)C ever since. Through writing and sharing my work with others, I have had the  
opportunity to rediscover that I am creative, funny, thoughtful and worth listening to. (My kids 
are wonderful but we’re still working on the listening thing and they rarely appreciate my sense 
of humor unless it’s a potty joke!) 
 
As we at St. Anthony prepare for our transition to a new pastor, we can make changes while 
still holding on to what makes this parish so special. Sometimes, the day-to-day details can 
overwhelm us, but I am confident that our parish can weather those challenges and find 
opportunities to express what a wonderful, warm and welcoming community we are. 
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Transition to Peace 

by Susan Wenker 

In September 2008, my daughter, Annie, 
married the love of her life, Ryan, at St. 
Anthony Church. The following June, Annie 
gave birth to their healthy honeymoon baby, 
Scarlett Rose. 
 
By September 2009, Scarlett had become 
seriously ill. She was diagnosed as having 
SMA - Spinal Muscular Atrophy, a fatal 
genetic disease. 
 
I was initially sick with shock and disbelief. 
The diagnosis from the doctors was so 
wretchedly and mercilessly described. I went 
numb with denial. 
 
Months and many boxes of Kleenex later, I 
began to accept what I could not change. 
 
I cry less often these days, but my heart and 
thoughts are never far from Scarlett and her 
devoted parents. Keeping Scarlett alive and 
comfortable requires 24 hours a day, every 
day of vigilance. They have become 
prisoners of love, unable to risk leaving the 
house or receiving visitors because Scarlett’s 
immune system could not survive a cold or 
flu. Annie describes her as their ‘bubble 
baby.” 
 
I am told that she is quite a happy little girl. 
Thanks to her feeding-tube, her tummy is 
nice and full. She lies around all day, in her 
crib, watching Disney movies on her portable 
DVD player. She loves all the beautiful 
music and bright colors. Scarlett 
communicates through her pretty blue eyes 
and sweet smiles. And of course her cries for 
help. 

This suffering family lives in Arizona. I am 
not allowed to visit, but we email and use a  
video communication called Skype. Sadly,  
my hands-on involvement is zero. 
 
I use the U.S. mail service to send my love to 
Scarlett. She still has the ability to grasp light 
weight objects, even though she is unable to 
move any other part of her body. I send her 
tiny cat toys and her grip on them is strong. I 
keep her exhausted parents well fed by using 
a neighborhood company called Delicious  
Deliveries. 
 
In my transition process, I have learned that 
sanity and salvation is in proportion to my 
ability to surrender Scarlett to God. Although 
my heart is heavy with sorrow, there is also 
room for great joy. I know that Scarlett really 
is in God’s hands. 
 
Details on Scarlett and her fight against SMA 
can be found at www.scarlettshope.com. 
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• Handyma’am 

Retirement as Purposeful Transition 

by Mary Lynn Woebkenberg 

I was perceived as a “big shot.” I rubbed  
elbows with members of the President’s  
cabinet, went to high level international 
meetings, and had a high level security 
clearance. I had 175 people working for me – 
but I knew there was something else I needed 
to do before I got too old. So, after 31 years, 
I retired – a purposeful transition. I needed to 
take my PhD in Analytical Chemistry and fix 
toilets, install electrical outlets, paint rooms 
and frame walls. I had to transition from  
being a Division Director to being a 
Handyma’am. 
 
Retirement as a transition can be scary – 
there is the element of the fiscal unknown – 
will my pension/retirement savings equal my 
expenses and carry me through the rest of my 
natural life? There is the element of identity 
– who am I without my professional identity? 
There is the element of self-worth – after I 
leave work, how do I make a contribution, 
how do I do something of value? 
 
Retirement coupled with reinvention is a  
more complex transition. I actually began my 
reinvention transition from Director to 
Handyma’am three or four years prior to 
retirement. I volunteered with Habitat for 
Humanity – Madisonville Coalition, and took 
classes in plumbing, carpentry and electrical 
through the Great Oaks system.  With Kathy 
McConkey, my partner and  fellow 
parishioner, my niece and her husband, I 
bought a house to flip that needed a great 
deal of work: on-the-job-training if you will. 
In my case, transition was a long-term 
prospect. 

So, for three years now I have had the  
pleasure of helping folks do the small things 
they need to do to repair and improve their 
homes. Sometimes these folks are widows 
who are, perhaps, frightened of having a 
strange man come into their home – but as  
a woman I don’t pose the same threat. Some 
are lonely folks who like to have someone 
around – they get extra “visit” time. Some 
just don’t need a licensed plumber or 
electrician since their jobs are not that big or 
complex. Some benefit from the reduced 
cost. The point here is that this transition has 
provided me with a wonderful, non-monetary 
payoff….the folks for whom I have worked 
have proven to be unanticipated blessings. 
 
So transition can be purposeful yet scary,  
include reinvention and growth, take time to 
bring to fruition, and result in finding some 
hidden treasures. 
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A Reflection on Transition:  Discovering Who I Am 

by Loretta O’Donnell 
 
We grow up in a culture that tells us happiness is something obtained from external 
sources. For me, the pressure to look for happiness in the external began right before 
college. I stayed in Cincinnati to study history, while many of my friends ventured off to 
new locations. Throughout college, I spent time thinking that my happiness would come 
later in life; I too would move to an exotic place and lead an adventurous life. 
 
My junior year, I needed to find an additional job to help pay tuition bills. I strolled into 
the co-op department at the College of Mount St. Joseph and landed a position at SC 
Ministry Foundation, the grant making organization of the Sisters of Charity of 
Cincinnati. I had two years of enriching and enlightening experiences with nonprofits 
around the city and country. 
 
Throughout this learning experience, I still held on to the belief that my happiness would 
come from other experiences, ones that awaited me in another city or  profession. When 
I was offered a full-time job at the Foundation after graduation, I accepted. However, I 
still clung tightly to the idea that my happiness was “out there” and not “in here,” and 
“later on” not “now.” 
 
So began my transition into adulthood, with a blind eye toward the blessings within and 
around me, a mind occupied with future things. For three more years, I struggled and 
searched for things I thought would make me happy. In trying to find happiness in 
everything except myself, I was rejecting the joy and love that existed in my life. 
 
Finally, my eyes and heart were opened to something else. With the help of friends, 
Spirit, and grace, I decided to live in a new, more empowered way. I decided to  
explore the boundless depth and opportunities in my life, and to deepen my relationships 
with those with whom I already shared it. I ended my search for the external and began 
to rejoice in the internal. This time of transition in my life was a time of getting to know 
God, especially in myself and my own experience. To be attentive to these things, it was 
important that I prayed and listened to God, both quietly and actively. 
 
My time of transition is not over. I am still discovering who I am through prayer and 
listening, and God is continuing to shed light on my life. I am still gaining new  
perspectives on old situations, new opportunities to love more deeply and fully, and 
renewed hope for things I once found daunting. 
 
I am not in a new city nor do I have a new job. What I have gained is a much wilder (and 
joyful) adventure: seeing the movement – and stillness – of God in my life. With this, I 
feel ready for many more transitions that surely await me. 
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Blessed Transition 

by Kathy McConkey 

Early last year I was experiencing a huge 
amount of difficulty dealing with the 
transition of working for a new boss. It had 
been a year since she took the job and I was 
doing my best to work through the change. 
The stress of going to work was having 
negative effects on my ability to laugh, my 
hip size, my medical expenses and the look on 
my face every day. I knew it was time for me 
to be the one making the transition. I had no 
idea where I was going, but I knew I was 
desperate for a change. Hours of prayer to the 
Holy Spirit in addition to the support of Mary 
Lynn Woebkenberg, my partner and fellow 
parishioner, gave me the courage to start the 
journey. 
 
After working as a nurse and care coordinator 
at TriHealth for thirty-five years I began the 
search for a new job. Thirty of those years 
were in the Neonatal Intensive Care Unit 
working with babies, parents and co-workers 
who had become friends and family. Fear set 
in many times but the need for sleep and 
peace were stronger. I talked with the other 
three care coordinators I had worked so 
closely with for the past eight years. They too 
were experiencing the same difficulties. They 
knew my pain first hand. 
 
I was a fifty+ year old woman looking for a 
full-time job with good pay and health 
benefits. Internet searches were scary and not 
very promising. I had not done bedside 
nursing in years, so going back to being a 
staff nurse would be a monumental challenge. 
I decided to check into available jobs at 
TriHealth. 

To my surprise there was a new job posting 
for a utilization coordinator in the Appeals 
Department. At least that was something I 
had experience with, and after another big 
prayer to the Holy Spirit I decided to submit 
the transfer form and see what happened. 
 
I couldn’t believe how different I felt from 
the instant I made the decision to apply for 
the position. A truly blessed transition began. 
I sent the transfer on Friday, had an interview 
the next Tuesday, and a second interview 
two weeks later. The third week after 
applying for the transfer, the manager of the 
Appeals Department called me to offer me 
the job. I started the job in May and it has 
overwhelmed my life with blessings on so 
many levels. 
 
The learning has been fun and so beneficial 
for my aging brain. My new co-workers are 
very nice. The job is actually fun and I love 
it. No holidays, night shifts, weekends or  
on-call. There are challenges, especially 
when you are dealing with health insurance 
companies daily, but I am experiencing a 
blessed transition and it is worth the work. 
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A Moving Challenge 

by Sr. Roseann Klosterman, CSJ 
 
Transitions – the word means different things to different people. The movement can be 
physical, from one town, city or state to another; from one ministry to another; from one 
house or apartment to another. Some people are born to move – they love moving around 
whether from job to job or from city to city or both. They can’t stay in one place for any 
length of time. Then there are others who like to stay put; they find moving a chore and it 
takes a while for them to adjust. 
 
I am one of those people who likes to stay in one place. So what do I do? I choose to move.  
The move to Cincinnati would be fairly easy I thought. After all, I grew up in Dayton. 
 
Not so. Getting around Cincinnati was a major challenge. My sense of direction has never 
been great so for the first month I needed to park the car on Desmond St. pointing in the 
direction I would need to drive when I returned to the car after work so I could find my way 
back to the apartment. I could get to Kroger, Target and Meijer without first doing 
Mapquest. One Saturday when we had confirmation classes at St. Bernard Parish I spent two 
hours looking for it. I even asked many people and each time I ended back in St. Bernard 
neighborhood. Eventually I found it after realizing that there was a mistake on my trusty 
Mapquest map. 
 
I really love the weather forecasts. Especially SNOW! Last night the weather forecast was 
bursts of snow showers all day and driving may be difficult during the evening commute  
because we could get up to an INCH of snow. In Syracuse it would be considered flurries 
and barely mentioned. I have finally adjusted to the weather or lack of it and to the streets. I 
do love Cincinnati and every summer I tell myself I am going to learn how to get to places 
downtown without first going over a bridge to Kentucky and then coming back. 

WELCOME TO OUR /EW MEMBERS! 
 

Michael Craig 
Kevin Dees 

Loretta O’Donnell 
Veronica Steffen 
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MARK YOUR CALENDARS 

 
April 1 Holy Thursday Mass of the Lord's Supper 7:30 p.m. 
 

April 2 Good Friday Liturgy of the Word/ 
 Veneration of the Cross/Holy Communion 7:30 p.m. 
 

April 3 Holy Saturday Easter Vigil 8:45 p.m. 
 Gather for Lighting of the Fire at 8:30 p.m. 
 

April 4 Easter Sunday Liturgy 8:30 a.m. & 11:30 a.m. 
 

April 11 Sacrament of Anointing of the Sick during Liturgy 11:30 a.m. 
 

April 25 First Eucharist during Liturgies 8:30 a.m. & 11:30 a.m. 
 Art Fair in Lighthouse School 10:00 a.m.-2:00 p.m. 
 
April 30 Concert Series “Marimba Magic” by Jason Neyer 7:00 p.m. 
 
May 23 Farewell Celebration for Fr. Len with one Liturgy only  10:00 a.m. 
 followed with a brunch 
 

June 1 Health Ministry Presentation in Lighthouse School 12:00 noon. 
 

June 13 Welcome Event for Fr. Dave beginning with one Liturgy only 10:00 a.m. 

Return Service Requested 


