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THE REDEMPTORIST INNER CITY APOSTOLATE  IN 

TUCSON, ARIZONA     
By Ricardo Elford, CSSR  

 

 In the fall of 1967, fellow Redemptorist 

Alberto Carrillo and I began preaching 

week-long, Spanish-language, Vatican II-

themed missions in Southern Arizona and 

northern Sonora, Mexico.  Eventually we 

were joined by fellow Redemptorist Vicente 

Soriano.  

 At the time, the Phoenix area was part 

of the Diocese of Tucson, and we gave these 

missions from the farming areas northwest 

of Phoenix to Casa Grande, from Tucson to 

Ajo, from Douglas in southeast Arizona to 

Sásabe, Sonora. For part of this time, 

Alberto and I pulled a trailer behind our car; 

it was our home in the more remote areas 

where we were doing our mission work.  

The people we gathered for a week of 

nightly Masses, many of them farmworkers 

and ranch hands, received us heartily. But in 

time we came to realize that we were lifting 

them up only to move on at the end of the 

week, often leaving them in the hands of a 

local pastor who did not speak Spanish and 

did not understand the Mexican and 

Mexican-American cultures.  

By the spring of 1969, we came to the 

conclusion that we had more to offer if we 

stayed in one area. Believing that we could 

make a difference on the south and west 

sides of Tucson, we approached Bishop 

Francis Green with a plan to work among 

ñunchurchedò people in the barrios. He was 

very receptive. 

 We needed a central place to live as an 

activist community. The former downtown 

All Saints church and rectory were in the 

process of closing. This church was just a 

few blocks from San Augustín cathedral; it 

served mainly Anglo parishioners while the 

cathedral served mainly Hispanic 

parishioners. Bishop Green told us we could 

move into the rectory.   

 

 

Note to readers: This double edition of the Bulletin continues belatedly the run from 2016.  In the coming months 

we hope to publish additional issues to bring the Bulletin current. 
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All Saints Church, Tucson (now closed). 

 

We asked for some modest funding 

from parishes of the barrios and beyond. 

Most of the pastors that we asked were glad 

to help. 

 The three of us were joined by another 

Redemptorist, John Shaughnessy. Soon a 

younger Redemptorist, Memo Grassman, 

who had just returned from work in Mexico, 

joined us, followed later by Joe Tobin and, 

for shorter periods, Bill Petersen and George 

Dawson. 

 The original four of usðCarillo, 

Shaughnessy, Soriano and myselfðdivided 

our overall area into four parts: the south 

side (principally around Santa Cruz and St. 

Johnôs churches) to be covered by the four 

of us; the Kroeger Lane area at the foot of 

Sentinel Peak (A-Mountain) and the barrios 

around Santa Margarita church to be 

covered by Alberto and Vicente; the 39th 

Street area centered around the Yaqui chapel 

of San Martin de Porres to be covered by 

John; and Old Pascua Yaqui Village and 

barrios Adelanto and Blue Moon to be 

covered by me. These were not strict 

divisions; we often helped each other across 

all the barrio lines. 

 One of our approaches was to have 

Masses in yards, inviting everyone from 

nearby homes. In the parish churches, we 

did everything from giving large-group  

 

Baptism preparation to parents and padrinos 

to leading Las Posadas through the streets 

during the nine days before Christmas. 

 

 

 
A Los Posadas celebration in Tucson, c. 1968. 
 

While doing all of this, we right away 

became involved in social justice issues all 

over the south and west sides of Tucson. 

Our house, the former All Saints rectory, 

became a gathering place for young 

Mexican-American activists. One of the first 

issues we took up was discrimination in the 

local school system, then called School 

District One. The biggest problem was at the 

high school level, specifically at Tucson 

High. In a short time, we had the supervisor 

of the whole school district at our house for 

negotiations. That was the beginning of 

struggles that continue to this day, most 

recently regarding state-level political 

resistance to classes and books centered on 

Chicano culture and history. 
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In 1969, César Chavez, the founder 

(along with Dolores Huerta) of the United 

Farm Workers, came from California to 

Tucson to stand up for farmworkers in 

Arizona (a ñright-to-work,ò anti-union 

state), he held meetings and a rally at our 

house and in the former church hall next 

door.  

 The PADRES organization (Padres 

Asociados Para Derechos Religiosos, 

Educativos y SocialesðPriests Associated 

for Religious, Educational and Social 

Rights) began when priests from Texas, 

including the future Archbishop Patricio 

Flores of San Antonio, gathered with us and 

other Arizona priests in our crowded front 

room. 

 Old Pascua Village, founded by Yaquis 

fleeing persecution in their ancient 

homeland in Mexico until the Yaqui wars 

ended in 1929, had been partially abandoned 

in order to move the community to new 

federal government-granted land southwest 

of Tucson. But many wanted to stay behind, 

even though the old ceremonial church in 

the village plaza had been torn down. From 

the diocesan mission Santa Rosa de Lima, 

just a couple of blocks south of the plaza, we 

organized a work crew to clean the plaza 

and then build a large Ramada on the site of 

the old church. That Lent and Holy Week, 

the traditional Yaqui ceremonies were 

restored to Old Pascua, where they continue 

to the present.  

 This was the time of the federal Model 

Cities Project. The project boundary had 

been set just outside the Pascua-Adelanto-

Blue Moon area. By then we had organized 

the three barrios into an activist group of all 

ages that we later named MAYO, and in 

short order we organized a big march on 

City Hall. We filled the council chambers 

and made the front page of the newspaper. 

The city council quickly included the whole 

area under Model Cities. In those days, 

many of the houses were shacks, some with 

no electricity. We were well within the 

Tucson city limits. There were some 80 

outhouses. The first Model Cities help came 

in the form of bathrooms with hot water. 

The dusty streets got asphalt. It kept going 

forward from there.  

 

 
 

The Tucson "Model Cities" program of urban 

renewal of inner-city neighborhoods beginning in 

1966 included privy removal, sewer systems 

installation, and street surfacing.  Photograph 

from Sharon Reynolds Maxwell Papers MS 589 

(Box 7 folder 18) circa 1970. University of 

Arizona Special Collections. 
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In time, the City closed a street, 

expanding the space for the ceremonial 

plaza. As the whole plaza was for the people 

in perpetuity, the city began building it up. 

First, a solid Yaqui ceremonial church, then 

offices, then a dining hall and eventually a 

senior center. In the meantime, the people 

had been living for decades as squatters on 

land owned by the Marshall Foundation. I 

wrote an application from the village to 

obtain a grant from the new national 

Catholic Campaign for Human Development 

to buy the land from the Foundation. With 

the help of a Tucson priest working in D.C., 

we got the grant. 

 As the Inner City Apostolate, we also 

had regular Masses at the Pima County Jail. 

We did a lot of pastoral counseling at our 

house. John Shaughnessy and Joe Tobin 

shared a weekly Mass for Shut-Ins on 

KOLD TV. I did a weekly half-hour 

reflection on the Sunday Mass with music 

on KXEW Radio Fiesta, then the biggest 

Spanish language station in southern 

Arizona. 

 As a team, we were involved up to our 

ears in both pastoral and social work. The 

diocese wanted to sell the rectory we were 

using, but they offered us a small house off 

Speedway, across the street from St. 

Elizabeth clinic and Catholic Social 

Services. In late-1970, Alberto and Vicente 

decided to return to California (and 

eventually to marry, with Alberto and his 

wife becoming very active at our Whittier 

parish.) That left John Shaughnessy, Joe 

Tobin, Memo Grassman and myself. The 

house was rather tiny, so we rented a second 

small house across the street. When César 

Chávez came back to town, he stayed there 

with Joe, along with his German Shepherds. 

Tucson police came to us to talk about 

security for César. We kept up the same 

inner-city work, principally at San Martín de 

Porres on 39th Street, around Santa 

Margarita and at Old Pascua. I continued the 

same work there till 1983, when the diocese 

brought in the Trinitarians to serve all urban 

Native Americans. 

 Then Memo moved on, and we were 

down to just John Shaughnessy, Joe Tobin 

and me. John then had to return to California 

for health reasons. Joe in the meantime was 

also ñcommutingò to the Coachella, 

California, area to help the farmworkers in 

their struggle there. So, he and I sat down 

and concluded that we would close our 

Redemptorist inner city project. Joe went to 

work full-time with the United Farm 

Workers in Coachella.  When he suddenly 

died at St. Maryôs in Whittier in May of 

2003, C®sarôs successor Arturo Rodriguez 

and a large contingent from the United Farm 

Workers headquarters in Central California 

came down to his funeral. I continued to 

work in the same barrios and still am at it, 

mostly on the south side of Tucson. 

 Tucsonôs Redemptorist Inner City 

Apostolate lasted only a few years, but many 

Tucsonans still remember it. It was a pretty 

dynamic outreach to the most abandoned. 

Some of our activist co-workers from those 

days went on to become influential leaders 

in the religious and political fields from 

Tucson to Washington, DC.  Now in my 

fifty -second year in the Tucson barrios, I 

still see people who recall those days of 

sharing in Gospel activism with us 

Redemptorists. 

 

 

Editorôs note: for more on Father Elfordôs more recent ministry at the US-Mexico border, see 

the write up in Scala: http://www.cssr.news/oldnews-en/?p=424. 

 

 

http://www.cssr.news/oldnews-en/?p=424
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This is a personal walk down memory 

lane.  Itôs an attempt to show how the hand 

of God guided me to embrace the 

Redemptorist vocation. Quite unbeknownst 

to me, a Southern Catholic from Virginia, 

who had never even heard of Redemptorists, 

I find that in fact there were Redemptorists 

all around me, pointing me to Redemptorist 

life.  

 I grew up in a Catholic family in the 

cities of Richmond, Norfolk, Portsmouth 

and Princess Anne Co., Virginia. Born April 

22, 1945, I was the third of four children. 

My father, Norman S. Bennett, Jr. of Rocky 

Mount, North Carolina, married my mother, 

V. Pauline Roper of Richmond, Virginia in 

1938. I can honestly say that I did not know 

of Redemptorists, nor of any consecrated 

religious in Richmond. The family belonged 

to diocesan-staffed parishes. There is one 

exception. Our family had a special 

friendship with a Father Eric Williams, a 

Missionary Servant of the Most Holy 

Trinity. Before Eric was ordained, he was 

George Williams, a Protestant, from 

Henderson, North Carolina. He and my 

father were Jazz musicians together. My 

father, as he was accustomed to do, 

evangelized his friend on the truth of Roman 

Catholicism. My father considered George 
his convert to the Catholic faith. At his 

baptism my father stood as Godfather. Soon 

after becoming a Roman Catholic, George 

entered the seminary to become a Trinitarian 

priest. I was perhaps in the fourth or fifth 

grade when our family drove up from 

Richmond to Springfield, Virginia, to visit 

Eric in the Seminary. He insisted that we 

take a trip out to the Trappist Monastery, 

Our Lady of the Holy Cross, in Berryville, 

Virginia. I remember one incident on the 

road. All packed in the car and stopped at a 

service station for gas, I asked my mother to 

buy us some food. Eric told me: ñYour eyes 

are bigger than your stomach.ò  

We arrived at the monastery, and that 

evening we attended night prayers with the 

monks.  I will never forget the deep 

religious feelings I experienced listening to 

the monks who, as one, chanted night 

prayer. The final hymn was the Gregorian 

Salve Regina. I recall a dark chapel with a 

solitary light shining on the statue of the 

Virgin Mary. The memories of the silence of 

the monks, their ritual of profound and 

reverent bows to the Blessed Sacrament, 

even a prostration on the floor, the tolling of 

the bell as monks filed out of chapel to bed, 

receiving an individual blessing with a 

sprinkle of holy water from the Abbot. All 

of this made a deep and lasting impression 

on me for years to come. Our Lady of the 

Holy Cross, the sacrifice of these young men 

to surrender their lives to God, planted a 

Redemptorist seed. Fr. Eric told us that the 

monks would begin their day at three in the 

morning with prayer in the chapel. Was the 

Redemptorist seed an echo of ñYour eyes 

are bigger than your stomach?ò I reflect now 

the Latin, ñMeus cibus est ut faciam 

voluntatem ejus qui misit me (ñMy food is 

to do the will of Him who sent meò).  

A REDEMPTORIST VOCATION STORY 

 

REDEMPTORISTS: THE HOUND OF HEAVEN DOWN 

THE COURSE OF TIME 

By Rev. Norman S. Bennett, III, CSSR 
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Did a Trappist seed prepare me early on 

for a Redemptorist vocation:  a life-long 

struggle with body and soul?  I do know that 

the visit to the Monastery gave me an 

unforgettable tangible sense and desire for 

holiness that took my breath away.  

 Enter the Redemptorists. As a minor 

seminarian with the Redemptorists at St. 

Maryôs College, North East, Pennsylvania in 

1959, the deep religious feelings, 

experienced less than ten years prior, would 

flush through me again and again each night 

following our night prayers. As the students 

filed, I often remained, and sat alone in the 

dark chapel. Father Larry Lover would pace 

up and down the aisles of pews praying the 

rosary. The moment of silence was an 

experience of an intimate presence of God 

and the invitation to prayer and sacrifice. 

How God anticipates our unfolding lives!  

 

He leads each of us, royal sons and 

daughters, to embrace Him through our 

vocation. In my case, it was to the 

Redemptorists. Proverbs 21:1 says it: 

 

ñLike a stream is the kingôs heart in the 

hand of the Lord; wherever it pleases him, 

he directs it.ò 

 

The Trappist Monastery in Berryville, 

Virginia, was built on Cool Springs Farm. 

Enter the Redemptorist and Confederate 

chaplain, Fr. James Sheeran. Chaplain 

Sheeran was present at the Civil War battle 

of Cool Springs, July 18, 1864. He 

ministered the sacraments to the wounded 

and fallen of North and South. He was a 

widow, a father, and a teacher. He joined the 

Confederate army as chaplain from his 

Redemptorist assignment in New Orleans. 
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During that infamous day of battle, the 

Confederates, under Lt. General Jubal Early, 

retreated west over the Shenandoah River, 

positioning themselves on the Cool Springs 

Farm in order to face off with the pursuing 

Union army. The Union was under Brigadier 

General George Crook and far outnumbered 

their adversaries. The Confederates held the 

line in an all-day battle that, by evening, had 

the Union soldiers retreating back east over 

the Shenandoah River. The Union soldiers 

suffered the majority of casualties. Victory 

that day went to the Confederates. There 

would be a different outcome a few days 

later when they met again in Winchester, 

Virginia. Chaplain and Redemptorist James 

Sheeran took notes of the battle in his hand-

written diary. This very diary is preserved in 

the Redemptorist archives at St. Peter the 

Apostle in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.   

There was a monk at Holy Cross 

Abbey, Brother James Sommers. He died in 

2011. He would take time following 

morning work in the Monastery Bakery to 

walk up and down the newly plowed fields, 

where the Civil War battle took place on the 

monastery grounds. He found many artifacts 

of the battle such as buttons, belt buckles 

and bullets, that he was able to recreate the 

positions of the Confederates and Union 

soldiers in the field of battle. His work is 

laid out on display in the Southern Mansion, 

off of which the monks built their 

monastery, Our Lady of Holy Cross, in 

1949-50. The monks wanted to build, not 

the traditional monastery, but one that 

blended in with the Southern culture and 

landscape of the Virginia countryside. In a 

way, Redemptorists preceded me to the 

monastery at Cool Springs Farm. Perhaps 

another of the Lordôs messages to me from 

that visit in the early 1950s is that living out 

a Redemptorist vocation surely demands a 

readiness and preparation for battle each 

day. It is the life-long struggle of good over 

evil that every true Redemptorist faces for a 

lifetime.  

 Enter, yet again, the Redemptorists. 

Father Eric, the fine jazz musician that he 

was, would one day teach Gregorian chant 

to the Redemptorists of Mount St. 

Alphonsus Seminary on the Hudson, 

Esopus, N.Y. Several of my Redemptorist 

confreres, Frs. Arthur Wendel, John Travers, 

Paul Bryan, John Hamrogue and Brendan 

Greany remembered him well and spoke of 

him fondly. Because some of the 

Redemptorist seminarians played musical 

instruments, and enjoyed their own jazz 

band, on occasion, Father EricðñHave 

Trumpet Will Travelòðwould jam with 

them. Through the legacy of Trinitarian 

Father Eric Williams, I grew in my love of 

music in the Redemptorist theologate,  

 My father, Norman S. Bennett, Jr., was 

born in Rocky Mount, N.C. in 1917. The 

family belonged to Our Lady of Perpetual 

Help parish. Here he was baptized, made his 

first Holy Communion, was confirmed and 

married. Because mother was a Southern 

Baptist, they had to marry in the rectory. My 

father showed up at the rectory one evening, 

with his young fiancé in tow, unannounced 

to the pastor. Fortunately, the bishop 

happened to be visiting. The dispensation 

for a mixed marriage was taken care of 

immediately. I have sometimes wondered 

how this parish received the title of Our 

Lady of Perpetual Help. Was a Redemptorist 

involved? If not directly, the Redemptorists 

may well have inspired someone to place the 

care of the parish under the title of Mary, 

Our Lady of Perpetual Help. The 

Redemptorists had long promoted this 

devotion, even in the bible belt in North 

Carolina, but I am unsure of their influence 

on the naming of the church.  

 The present pastor of Our Lady of 

Perpetual Help, Fr. Timothy Meares, told 

me that the picture of Our Lady of Perpetual 

Help hanging in a side room of his Church is  
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the original picture that the ñTar Heel 

Apostle,ò Father Thomas Frederick Price 

(pictured above), placed in the Church. 

Price, whose canonization cause is 

underway, is a co-founder of the Maryknoll 

Missionaries.  Did Fr. Price name the 

Church? Had he an acquaintance with a 

Redemptorist or been inspired by a 

Redemptorist sermon on Perpetual Help that 

he donated the icon to the parish?  Fr. 

Priceôs passion was to be the itinerant 

apostle especially to the many good 

Protestant souls of the ñTar Heel Stateò of 

North Carolina.  

Father Price baptized my fatherôs 

mother, Ruth Dawson Bennett. He baptized 

all her brothers and sisters, my great aunts 

and uncles in Tarboro, North Carolina. 

There was no Catholic Church in Tarboro at 

the time. I found the Baptism certificates of 

some of them in the Catholic Church of St. 

Paul in New Bern, N.C. I have a cousin 

baptized ñThomas Frederickò Mallette, 

named after Fr. Price. My grandmother, 

Ruth Dawson, was born in 1896 in Tarboro, 

N.C. and she was the daughter of Benjamin 

Franklin Dawson, (a twin of Christopher 

Columbus Dawson.) He married Mary 

Mehegan, born in 1875, the daughter of 

James Gregory Mehegan, born in 1805 in 

Co. Cork, Ireland. He was the Irish Catholic 

ancestor responsible for passing on the 

Catholic faith down through the Dawson and 

Bennett line. Mysteriously, the Catholic 

James Gregory Mehegan is buried in the 

churchyard of the Episcopal Church in 

Tarboro. Consulting with the pastor there, it 

is his opinion that James Gregory Mehegan 

would not be allowed to be buried in the 

church cemetery if he had not converted to 

the Episcopal faith. The family would not 

accept this. How could his descendants cling 

to the Catholic faith through the Dawsons 

and Bennetts if he did not first set the 

standard? He is buried beside his first wife, 

Mary, having deceased prior to his second 

wife, Emily Bond, the father and mother of 

Mary Mehegan Dawson.  I have his 

citizenship papers. He became a citizen in 

1829 in Princess Anne Co, Norfolk, 

Virginia. But he actually immigrated to the 

United States from Ireland a number of 

years prior. The Irish Catholic mother of 

Ruth Dawson, Mary Mehegan, married a 

Protestant, and she brought her children to 

Father Price for baptism.  

 Mary Mehegan had a brother, James 

Gregory Mehegan, Jr., who was my great-, 

great-uncle. I do not know if he ever met Fr. 

Price.  It seems that James Mehegan, Jr. was 

a Redemptorist lay apostle in his own right. 

I say he was Redemptorist in the sense that 

He shared that passion to reach out and 

evangelize, as did Alphonsus and Thomas 

Frederick Price. I am a witness to the stories 

of his lay apostolate because he was known 

to travel throughout North Carolina as a lay 

missionary, passing out Catholic literature to 

either Catholics, the lapsed, or even open-

minded Protestants who would listen. I 
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remember him sitting at our kitchen table in 

Richmond holding a handkerchief over his 

nose. Skin cancer, the ñfair-skinned Irish 

disease,ò had eaten away most of his nose. 

This man had two great influences on my 

father. James Mehegan, along with Father 

Thomas Frederick Price, passed on to my 

father the fire to work for converts to the 

Catholic faith. My father would engage 

anyone who took the time to listen to him 

sing the praises of the Catholic Church. My 

father fathered a Redemptorist. He used to 

introduce me to his friends, ñMy son is my 

father.ò 

 My father came from a breed of 

Catholics dying out in the South. He was 

suspicious of all Protestants. He was aware 

that the bible belt Christians had strange 

prejudices against Catholics. My father 

could not stand to listen to a Protestant 

preaching on TV. My father built the second 

floor of his house at Sandbridge Beach, 

Virginia. When he was swinging the 

hammer and missed the nail for his thumb, 

his curse was ñEbenezer Baptist Church!ò 

Father Price and my relatives lived in a 

world where Catholics were less than 1% of 

the population in North Carolina. Growing 

up in Richmond, Virginia, we did not have 

any Catholic neighbors at all. There was a 

new Catholic school in my parish, but fewer 

than a hundred attended. Compared to 

Brooklyn, N.Y., in that same time period, 

over 3,000 thousand students attended Our 

Lady of Perpetual Help School. In Brooklyn, 

the Protestant on the block was the 

exception. In Richmond, Virginia., it was 

just the opposite. In the South, there was 

ever the danger for Catholics rejecting the 

demands of Catholicism and surrendering to 

a majority rule of Protestants. Survival was 

their hallmark. With the exception of the 

Legion of Mary, which regularly knocked 

on doors to encourage Catholics to baptize 

their children or assist the fallen away to 

return to the Church, I would think most 

northern Catholics take these things in 

stride. 

 James Meheganôs other great influence 

on my father was giving my father his first 

musical instruments, a banjo and guitar, later 

the clarinet and saxophone. At twelve my 

father played rhythm guitar in the Rocky 

Mount Jazz Band. There is a picture of my 

father with the band, a small boy holding a 

guitar almost as big as he was, sitting among 

grown musicians. Going where angels 

feared to tread, my father both entertained 

with his music in night clubs, but he also 

exercised a spiritual vocation to teach the 

Catholic faith there as well. My father 

played a number of musical instruments, 

loved to paint water colors, he wrote poetry 

and composed and arranged music as a 

profession. Like St. Alphonsus, who had his 

own musical and artistic talents, he showed 

me the way to a Redemptorist vocation, the 

art of bringing the Word of God through art 

and music.  

 About 20 miles South of Our Lady of 

Perpetual Help Church, Rocky Mount, N.C., 

on Interstate 95, is the small town of Wilson, 

North Carolina. In 1942, the Redemptorists 

arrived in Wilson and founded St. 

Alphonsus Parish Church and School to 

minister to the African American 

community.  They did so in the company of 

the Oblate Sisters of Providence.  The 

Sisters taught in St. Alphonsus school in 

Wilson. In the beginning there were one 

hundred children, and only two of the 

children were Catholic. In just two years the 

Catholic population grew in the parish and 

school. But then came the Catholic Churchôs 

forced integration of African American 

Catholics. This meant that the African-

American Parishes in North Carolina were 

forced to close with little notice. African 

Americans were told to attend the white 

parishes. If the truth be told, the African-

Americans loved their churches and many 

hearts were broken when their beloved 
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Redemptorists left and St. 

Alphonsus Parish had to shut 

her doors. When the people 

were forced to attend the 

white parishes they did not 

feel comfortable, nor 

welcome there. Their style of 

worship was gone.  Many 

African-American Catholics 

left the Church. On a positive 

note, the seeds planted at St. 

Alphonsus bore much fruit.  

Father Glenn Parker, CSSR, 

was originally from St. 

Alphonsus Church in Wilson. 

He was a convert. His mother 

was a Pastor of a Protestant 

church in Wilson. He later 

went on to become Vice-

Provincial of the Vice-

Province of Richmond.  St. 

Alphonsus parish officially 

closed in 1986 and became a 

diocesan outreach center.  

Today a group of Sisters of 

the Blessed Sacrament from 

Nigeria occupy the rectory.  

 Our family home always 

had an icon of Our Lady of 

Perpetual Help. It was a very 

old image. The colors were 

dull. And the family had no 

idea of the Redemptorist  

history in the promotion of 

the icon. We had this icon because my 

fatherôs parish was under her 

patronage. The family never really 

prayed before the icon, nor payed any 

attention to it. I disliked the icon 

mainly for the sadness in the 

countenance of Maryôs face, 

especially those deep, penetrating 

eyes.  I did not understand it. I 

remember going to Confession one 

day after serving Mass at old St. 

Matthewôs Church in Berkley, South 
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Norfolk, Virginia. I asked the pastor, Fr. 

Findlay, why the icon of Mary seemed so 

sad. Had I done something to displease 

Mary? He explained that the icon comes 

from the Eastern culture of Catholicism, 

very much different from the images of 

Mary that we are accustomed to in our 

Western Roman Catholic Church. I think I 

get it better today.  

My mother, V. Pauline Roper, was one 

of nine children. My mother was born in 

1921 in Richmond, Virginia. Her father, 

Robert Leroy Roper, was a railroad man. 

Her mother, Martha Susan Snellings, was a 

homemaker. My motherôs family attended 

the Clopton Street Baptist Church. Martha, 

the mother, did not attend services as she 

stayed home to prepare the Sunday dinner. 

On one occasion, my mother came home 

from church and shared with her mother that 

Pastor Bryant said that it was a sin to dance. 

Without blinking an eye, her mother 

declared, ñOh, he doesnôt know what he is 

talking about.ò My motherôs mother was a 

musician, from a family of musicians, and, 

in fact, had met her husband, Robert Leroy, 

at a dance where she played in the family 

band. Martha, a very tiny woman, played the 

cello as a stand-up base fiddle.  

When the Redemptorists came to 

Richmond in 1940, at the invitation of 

Bishop Ireton, he asked them to work among 

the African-Americans out of the parish of 

St. Augustine. The Redemptorist Chronicle 

of 1953 states that the two missions of St. 

Augustine Parish were dedicated on March 8 

by Auxiliary Bishop Joseph Hodges, the 

bishop who later confirmed me when I was 

in the 5th grade, at St. Elizabethôs Church in 

Richmond. The two missions were St. 

Gerardôs Catholic Center, later St. Gerardôs 

Church, a building purchased by the Diocese 

the year before, that is, 1952. It was 

formerly the Clopton Street Baptist Church 

where my mother and her family attended 

services. The other mission of St. Augustine 

was Holy Rosary Church. Both missions of 

St. Augustine expanded the ministry to the 

African-American community in Richmond. 

 My mother and family all were baptized 

in the Clopton Street Baptist Church.  The 

white Baptists in the Church Hill section of 

Richmond decided that because of ñwhite 

flightò from the neighborhood, they would 

re-locate and build a new church elsewhere 

in Richmond. This afforded an opportunity 

for the Redemptorists to utilize the Clopton 

Street Church and grounds to expand their 

mission. It was here that the Redemptorists 

founded St. Gerardôs Center and St. 

Gerardôs Maternity Home. According to the 

Redemptorist Chronicle of February 1956, 

the Redemptorists built the Maternity Home 

of St. Gerard for African-American unwed 

mothers. It was the first such home for 

African-American women in the State of 

Virginia. The Sisters of Verona, an Italian 

order, staffed St. Gerardôs Maternity Home. 

The Redemptorists payed the Sisters each 

$840 a year. When my father died on March 

20, 1983, my poor mother was beside 

herself with grief, but was consoled by these 

Verona Sisters. They continued to work at 

St. Gerardôs Maternity Home, my motherôs 

former Clopton Street Baptist Church 

property, long after the Redemptorists had 

left St. Augustineôs.  

 Enter, once again, the Redemptorists. 

Father John Huston was pastor of the 

Redemptorist community of St. Augustine in 

1952, and also the pastor of St. Gerardôs. 

Father Huston was a classmate of my novice 

master in 1965, Fr. Leo Hennighan. He was 

a classmate as well of my future Bishop, 

Ronald Connors, in San Juan de la 

Maguana, Dominican Republic, when I 

served there between 1978 and 1983. As a 

boy in 1959, having graduated from St. 

Maryôs Academy, Norfolk, Virginia, I had 

approached my pastor, Fr. Findlay, of St. 

Matthewôs Parish in Berkley, South Norfolk, 

Virginia, about inquiring how I might attend 
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a Minor Seminary. He contacted Fr. Huston 

through the Redemptorist Retreat House in 

Hampton, Virginia. He invited Fr. Huston to 

interview me for the minor seminary of the 

Redemptorists, St. Maryôs College in North 

East, Pennsylvania. I do not remember if he 

spoke to my mother at the time that he was 

the Pastor of St. Gerardôs mission, her 

former Baptist Church in 1952, but I 

remember the day in August 1959, I left 

home for the minor seminary. Fr. Huston 

came in the car to drive me to Baltimore to 

catch the overnight train with the 

seminarians to the seminary, North East, 

PA. My father had made a comment earlier 

that he and mother might not ever see me 

again. It was my fatherôs dramatic way to 

tell it like it was. My departure from home 

really had a definite seriousness and finality 

about it. The life I knew, my close-knit 

family together, the daily family routine, the 

family rosary, dinner together around the 

table, attending daily Mass together, 

friendship with my brother and sisters, all 

would never be the same again. As I said my 

good-byes, I uncontrollably flooded with 

tears. It was a great sacrifice God was 

asking from me that day. As Fr. John Huston 

drove me down the road I was wondering 

what on earth Father was thinking with all 

my sobbing in the car.  

A memory comes to mind of fellow 

seminarian Fred ñSpikeò Consla in North 

East. He was tearfully playing his trumpet at 

the train station as the whole student body 

gathered to bid the graduating class farewell. 

Spike was later ordained and served in 

Puerto Rico. He died prematurely. He was a 

very loveable Redemptorist. That day at the 

train station, as Spike was always over-

weight, his blue and white band uniform 

seemed bursting at the seams. His face was 

puffed and beet-red as he tried to blow his 

trumpet.   

Father John Huston years later left the 

Redemptorists and worked in the Diocese of 

Raleigh, in Shelby, North Carolina. 

Following my ordination in 1971, he 

preached one of my first Masses at Our 

Lady of Perpetual Help Church in Rocky 

Mount, N.C.  Redemptorist Father Jim 

McGonagle joined him. Fr. Huston died of 

cancer working as a pastor in Shelby. 

When my oldest sister, Mary Alice, was 

preparing for her First Holy Communion, 

and concerned that my mother was not a 

Catholic, she asked her bluntly if she would 

like to make her First Holy Communion 

with her. Mother thought about it and 

quickly came to the conclusion that since 

she basically believed all that Catholics 

believed, she would also enter the Catholic 

Church. My sister, the little missionary, like 

her missionary father, reached out with love 

to welcome her Protestant mother into the 

Catholic Church. Mary Alice preceded and 

directed me toward my own missionary and 

Redemptorist vocation. 

 One day, before receiving Confirmation 

in St. Elizabethôs in 1955, my sister, Anne 

Daniel, asked me if I wanted to practice for 

Confirmation. I was pleased with the idea. 

All of a sudden, my sister slapped me across 

the face. It was a fierce and open-handed 

slap. She laughed and told me this is what 

the Bishop would do to me in the 

celebration. My sister was not accustomed 

to showing me a very real and tender side of 

herself. That would come later when her 

devotion to God, to his Church and family 

life would be obvious to all. Perhaps, as 

misguided as my sisterôs portrayal of the 

Bishop was, her action was certainly a 

lesson for what a Redemptorist expects from 

an unfriendly world that opposes the 

Catholic faith. As a Redemptorist I thank 

Anne Daniel for preparing me to welcome 

the sting of rejection when proclaiming the 

Gospel. A slap in the face, and worse, is 

often expected of the prophet called on to 

witness the Gospel truth in an unfriendly 

and secular world.  
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 My brother, Michael Joseph, is 

someone who showed me another lesson in 

Redemptorist sacrifice in the mission. I do 

not know of anyone who was more willing 

to throw himself into a fight, even when 

outnumbered, in order to defend his honor or 

to protect me, his older brother. He knew he 

was tougher than I was when it came to a 

fight. Michael was also the one who could 

draw out the compassion in me when he 

suffered. Redemptorists are called to show 

mercy and compassion to all who suffer. But 

my brother also taught me the Redemptorist 

lesson to enter the fight. My brother showed 

me the Redemptorist that God expects, the 

disciple called to put up a good fight, even 

to the point of anger when Godôs truth and 

Church is made unfairly an object of 

ridicule.  In this way, my brother, Michael, 

prepared me for what often goes into 

Redemptorist mission: not to be intimidated 

even before people who are more powerful 

than the messenger. 

My Southern Baptist mother brought a 

great deal of Redemptorist grace and 

humility to the Catholic Church. Not long 

before she passed away in 2008, I remember 

her saying, by memory, the novena prayers 

to Our Mother of Perpetual Help at bedtime. 

From the beginning of their marriage, my 

father gave his young Baptist wife the 

novena to pray. He worried that, although 

only married two weeks, she was not yet 

pregnant. He had her make the novena for 

children. Following the four of us, my 

Protestant mother, and later as a Catholic, 

would continue to pray throughout her life 

the novena for her night prayer. As 

Redemptorists led the 

novena every week 

throughout the world 

in all our parishes, 

my mother, true 

Redemptorist that she 

was, prayed the 

novena by heart 

daily. Mother was another example of a 

Redemptorist who preceded me and showed 

me the way to Redemptorist life. 

My motherôs brother, Thomas Roper, 

was never baptized. We all called him 

ñSon.ò He told my mother that he just could 

not get out there in the river and receive 

baptism in front of the entire Baptist 

Congregation watching him. He was shy. 

However, he told my mother how much he 

loved to go into the Benedictine Monastery 

Church, across the street from where he 

lived in Richmond, Virginia. He loved 

simply sitting alone in the quiet, dark 

Church. It gave him a great deal of peace. 

On his death bed in the hospital my mother 

asked him if he did not want to receive 

Baptism and that she could call the priest to 

baptize him. He consented. ñSonò died a 

Saint because of that Redemptorist fire in 

my motherôs heart to reach out to him and 

invite him to embrace Our Lord and the 

Catholic Faith. Again, my mother, and 

Redemptorist at heart, showed me the path 

to my Redemptorist vocation. 

 I was baptized, received the Eucharist, 

and confirmed in the Parish of St. 

Elizabethôs Catholic Church in Highland 

Park, Richmond, Virginia (pictured below). 

In the early 1950s my family contributed to 

the building of the new St. Elizabethôs 

Catholic School. The school was staffed by 

the Sisters of Mercy, whose motherhouse 

was in Pennsylvania.  
 

 

Interior of St. Elizabeth Church, Richmond. 
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The year after my family left Richmond 

to live in Norfolk, a Navy town where the 

family sought opportunities for marketing 

my fatherôs band, Sister Virginia Brinkman 

came to teach in St. Elizabethôs School. She 

was the sister, by blood, of my Redemptorist 

confreres, Gerry, Herman and Charlie 

Brinkman. Again, Redemptorists were in my 

orbit. Sister Virginia grew up in the 

Redemptorist parish of St. Boniface in 

Philadelphia. The Brinkman family gave 

five vocations to the Church, two Sisters of 

Mercy and three Redemptorists. Such a 

marvel of grace how Redemptorists were 

before me and following me, God was  

showing me the way to Redemptorist 

priesthood. 

 
The Brinkmann family, including Gerry, Herman, 

and Charlieðassembled here for their parentsô 

Golden Anniversary, 1971. 

 

One of the Sisters of St. Elizabeth from 

Germany, who fed us in the minor seminary, 

was Sister Hilaria, who was a nurse. The 

seminarians did not mind at all a day or two 

in the infirmary under her tender, loving 

care. The stay was mostly because of a 

temporary fever. Sister would come in and 

dust, sweep the floor, perhaps have a little 

conversation with you. She was mostly 

serious and no giggling or fooling around. 

Two memories come to mind. One 

characteristic of seminary life was a very 

intense community life. There was really no 

privacy as you were constantly together with 

one another through the day. The time in the 

infirmary alone gave one an opportunity to 

think deeply, to contemplate. I remember 

vividly that morning sunshine was coming  

in through the windows. As Sister had 

dusted, you noted the thousands of particles 

of dust floating around the infirmary. I had a  

 

meditation of God hovering over all that he 

has created in the universe, all of us floating 

through space and, yet, sustained by Him. 

The spiritual thought: How little is earth; 

how little am I in comparison to God. The 

other memory I have of the infirmary is how 

much I, and probably most of us, missed our 
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mothers. The Seminary was truly a manôs 

world, no opportunity to enjoy a motherôs 

care. One night, lying awake in the 

dormitory and feeling especially lonely, and 

missing mother, I got up from bed in the 

middle of the night, left the dormitory on the 

fifth floor and made my way down past the 

chapel into the hallway where there was a 

telephone. I called my mother. She was 

surprised to hear me and I was very nervous 

that I might be found out and caught. My 

mother asked me, ñWhy are you 

whispering?ò After a sentence or two I hung 

up the phone and returned to my bed in the 

dormitory. The next day I got the horrifying 

thought that one of the priests in charge 

would find me out as a future telephone bill 

would have recorded a call to Norfolk, 

Virginia. I was the only seminarian from 

Norfolk. I bravely went to see the seminary 

secretary, a Catholic woman from the town, 

North East, PA. She would understand. I 

told her my story and practically pleaded for 

help. She completely understood and told 

me not to worry and assured me that she 

would take care of it. What a relief! The true 

Redemptorist knows how to bring relief to 

people who have very real problems. Sister 

Hilaria and the Seminary woman secretary 

gave me an early lesson of Redemptorist 

compassion for Godôs people who suffer 

very real moments of crisis. 

 Let me speak briefly of a Redemptorist 

rule and order of the day in our home 

growing up. Everyone sat down together as 

a family for dinner. We began with the 

blessing recited by my father. Before my 

parents went to work after supper, the family 

gathered for rosary. (My mother sang and 

played percussion, a stand-up cocktail drum 

that my father made from a porch column, 

stretching cowhide for the head and painting 

the drum with psychedelic colors. The Jeep 

Bennett Jazz Quartet had a piano, a singer 

and percussionist, my mother, a base and my 

father on clarinet, sax, guitar and 

vibraphones.) We knelt down in front of the 

piano. On the top we placed the statue of 

Our Lady of Grace with a lit vigil candle.  

We knelt straight up. If there was any 

slouching, my father would remind you to 

kneel up straight. For the sorrowful 

mysteries we stretched our arms out straight, 

as Jesus held his arms out on the cross. The 

ñstretchò was not new to me when this 

spiritual exercise was introduced to us in the 

Redemptorist novitiate. It was quite a 

penance. I am thinking now that at least 

Moses had his brother to help him hold his 

arms up in prayer. That was not the case at 

home. My mother was an exception; she 

would always lean over the chair as she 

knelt in prayer. As a boy I interpreted this, 

that since my mother was a convert to the 

Catholic faith, she was not a full Catholic, 

and not bound to the obligation. She was 

excused from the penance. My motherôs 

sister shared with me, not long ago, that all 

the Roper girls were born with an unnatural 

curvature of the spine. My mother lived with 

the pain, but never shared that with the 

family. As a true Redemptorist she suffered 

silently. As a family travelling in the car we 

never missed praying short prayers for the 

souls in purgatory whenever we passed a 

cemetery. We always made the sign of the 

cross when we passed a Catholic Church, 

which was very rare in the South. My father 

would say how happy he was when he went 

to New Orleans to play jazz on Bourbon 

Street and on the Mississippi River boats. 

He loved playing Dixieland with the 

African-American musicians, but an even 

greater joy was making the sign of the cross 

seven times as he crossed the Mississippi 

River Bridge in New Orleans, passing seven 

parish churches. There was an abundance of 

Catholic churches in New Orleans. 

 My very first call to the priesthood 

occurred in St. Elizabethôs Church. Very 

often my father and I would make the 

Stations of the Cross after Mass. He 



16 
 

meditated aloud at each station. Afterwards, 

my father was alone making thanksgiving at  

the altar rail and I stood in the rear of the 

Church, my hand in the marble holy water 

font. I heard a voice and I jerked my hand 

from the holy water. It was distinct. I clearly 

heard a voice say, ñBe a priest.ò I told my 

father and mother about it. The advice was 

that I should pray and be open to Godôs will 

for me. From that time, I felt the call to be a 

priest. It seems I always wanted to be a 

priest. In St. Elizabethôs Grammar School, 

when the priest came around to ask if any of 

us boys wanted to be an altar boy, he passed 

over me because I was too small. The next 

year when he came around again, I stood on 

the back of the heels of my shoes. I got 

accepted. I especially enjoyed the pious holy 

feelings in serving Mass, the profound bows 

at the altar, reciting the responses in Latin 

and wearing the cassock and surplice. It was 

an anticipation of putting on the 

Redemptorist habit and vesting one day as a 

true Redemptorist. God was fashioning me.   

 I mentioned that I attended St. Maryôs 

Academy in Norfolk, Virginia. It was the 

school of St. Maryôs Basilica. In 1958 the 

Basilica of the Immaculate Conception was 

celebrating its 100th Anniversary. I was 

attending the 8th grade at St. Maryôs 

Academy at the time. I attended Mass and 

served as altar boy with my brother to the 

then pastor, Father Peter A. Scouten. I have 

the anniversary book that tells the history of 

the basilica and parish. The patroness, 

Immaculate Conception, was chosen 

because it was declared a doctrine of faith 

by Pope Pius IX when it was built in 1858.  

However, the parish and Catholics of 

Norfolk go much further back in American  

Catholic history. Catholics have been in 

that region since the Jesuits first arrived in 

1570, but their presence began to be more 

stable when the Abbé Jean Dubois and his 

Vincentian companions fled persecution in 

France and arrived in Norfolk in 1791. The 

date establishes the first foundation of 

Catholics in Virginia. The French 

Revolution was a blessing for the Catholic 

Church in Virginia. Father Dubois had the 

freedom to practice the Catholic faith 

because of Franceôs help to the colonists in 

defeating England. He travelled throughout 

Richmond and the Tidewater area in 

building up the Church. The exact location 

of a Church or chapels are unknown. In 

1794, Dubois transferred to Frederick, 

Maryland, and it is there that his Vincentian 

companions continued the mission in 

Virginia.  In 1808, Dubois established St. 

Maryôs College in Emmitsburg, Maryland. 

And in 1826, he was consecrated the third 

bishop of New York. This is the same man 

who ordained the first Redemptorist saint in 

America, John Neumann, the future bishop 

of Philadelphia.   

 We all have a vocation.  It is a mystery; 

each call is unique. All are called to attain 

holiness of life and to serve the Church in 

some capacity according to Godôs plan. In 

my life as a Redemptorist, others have 

helped guide me toward Godôs will for me. 

They have made the prophetôs wordôs true: 

ñBefore I formed you in the womb I knew 

you, before you were born I dedicated you, a 

prophet to the nations I appointed you.ò 

(Jeremiah 5:1)  

# # # 
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Four Redemptorists associated with St. Maryôs Church in Annapolis, Maryland, served 

briefly in North Carolina toward the end of the Civil War. This is their story. 

 

Prelude: Wartime in Maryland  

 

 The Redemptorist community in Annapolis had a busy time during the American Civil War 

(1861ï65). In addition to running St. Maryôs Collegeðfirst a novitiate (1853ï62) and then a 

studentate (1862ï68)ðand administering St. Maryôs Parish, war brought new and heavy 

burdens. The people of Maryland were divided between loyalty to the Union and maintaining 

traditional southern values. During the ñsecession springò of 1861, when the deep south states 

were joining the Confederacy, four slave-owning border statesðDelaware, Maryland, Kentucky, 

and Missouriðremained loyal to the Union. The Federal authorities made sure that the District 

of Columbia was surrounded by friendly Maryland and northern Virginia territories. But this 

came with a cost. The city of Annapolis and indeed, all of Maryland, came under martial law. 

Federal troops established provost marshal headquarters in towns and counties and soldiers 

guarded railroads and train depots, steamboat landings, roads, and polling places throughout the 

state. Passes and signed oaths of loyalty to the United States were required for citizens and slaves 

alike to travel within the county and state. At the onset of war, there were battles in nearby 

Virginia, and Maryland was under threat of invasion. As always, wartime brought shortages, 

high prices, divided families, and uncertainty. In April 1861, local southern sympathizers 

destroyed bridges, tore up railroad tracks, and threatened to attack the United States Naval 

Academy located in Annapolis, the state capital. St. Maryôs parishioners included both slaves 

and slave owners, pro-Unionists and southern sympathizers, and men who joined either the 

Union or Confederate armies. Members of the Redemptorist communities in Annapolis and 

elsewhere were ordered to avoid talk of the war and politics. And that was just the tip of the 

iceberg for what confronted the Redemptorists. 

 The first Union soldiers arrived in Annapolis on April 22, 1861. This was just a fortnight 

after the bombardment of Fort Sumter on April 12 and a few days after rioting broke out when 

volunteer troops from Massachusetts attempted to pass through Baltimore on April 19. The 

faculty and students of the Naval Academy left Annapolis for Rhode Island and Annapolis 

became an army-occupied city. Father John De Dycker, the superior of Redemptoristsô American 

Province, hurried from Baltimore to Annapolis to meet with novice master Father Michael 

Müller. They discussed the possible dispersal of the novices in Annapolis and the students in 

Cumberland (in western Maryland), to Redemptorist houses in the North or even Canada. That 

did not happen, but M¿ller ordered ñall the more-valuable things in the church and houseð

books, religious articles, etc.ðbe hidden underground.ò1 

                                                           

1. Chronica Domus C.Ss.Red. Annapoli (hereinafter Chronica Domus) I:155 (April n.d., 1861), Redemptorist 

Archives in the Baltimore Province (RABP). 

A Plea for Help: Redemptorists in North Carolina During 

the Civil War 
 

By Robert L. Worden, Ph.D. 

St. Maryôs Parish Archivist, Annapolis, Maryland 
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 The war brought other new conditions to Annapolis and its environs. Most of the Federal 

regiments that occupied the city and surrounding areas moved on to Washington. Some stayed as 

provost guards. New regiments moved in and established camps of instruction for training the 

raw volunteers who would soon be sent to the warfront. Many of those who survived battles with 

only wounds or had contracted diseases in camp were sent to two large army hospitals in 

Annapolis for recovery and, sometimes, for burial in a new national cemetery just outside of 

town. Then, in 1862, a new onslaught of soldiers came to Annapolis, first a few hundred, then 

thousands. They were soldiers who had been captured in battle and then ñparoled on their honorò 

with promises to not fight again until they were formally exchanged for similarly captured and 

paroled Confederate troops. At times Annapolisðwith a pre-war population of 4,000, and 

nearby farms played unwilling host at times to as many as 30,000 to 50,000 trainees, patients, 

and parolees. This large influx of restless young men brought disorderly conduct of all sorts and 

even occasional homicides. Many soldiers were Catholic or just in need of spiritual consolation. 

The Redemptoristsô work was cut out for them. 

 Great anxiety descended on the Redemptorist community in 1862 when novices, students, 

priests, and brothers were registered for the draft. When a new Federal draft law was passed in 

early March 1863, Father De Dycker hastened again to Annapolis to meet with the new rector of 

St. Maryôs, Father Francis Xavier Seelos. With the hope that ordained priests would be less 

likely to be drafted, they decided to move up the ordination of the advanced theology students, 

which occurred March 19ï21 in Annapolis. This action did not protect the young priests from 

being registered for the draft. Although none of them were ever drafted, the anxiety that they 

might be lasted for the duration of the war.  

 The Annapolis Redemptorists never served officially as military chaplains, but they 

performed as such while they ministered to troops in the camps, hospitals, and their own church. 

They baptized soldiers, officiated at marriages, prepared some for confirmation, and attended to 

the dead and dying. At the same time, they 

performed pastoral duties in outlying areas 

in surrounding Anne Arundel County and 

other nearby counties, as well as mission 

stations on the other side of Chesapeake 

Bay. Some Annapolis Redemptorists, 

including Fathers James Bradley, Joseph 

Henning, and Seelos, traveled as far south as 

Fort Monroe, Virginia, to minister to Union 

troops there in 1862 and 1863. In December 

1864, Father De Dycker was asked by 

Archbishop Martin Spalding to provide 

priests to minister to Union troops in 

occupied New Bern, North Carolina. Three 

Redemptorists associated with Annapolis 

answered that call.  

 

 

 

 

 

Archbishop Martin Spalding.  Library of 

Congress photo. 
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The Plea from 

North Carolina  

 

 New Bern was 

North Carolinaôs 

former state capital 

and its second largest 

city, and the second 

leading seaport for 

foreign trade 

(Wilmington, further 

south, was first in 

size and trade). 

Situated near Pamlico 

Sound and the Outer 

Banks of North 

Carolina, New Bern 

was a strategic 

railroad hub that 

connected with ports 

to the south and 

inland cities to the 

north and into 

Virginia. As such, the 

city became a target 

of the General 

Ambrose Burnsideôs 

joint army-navy 

expedition that was 

launched from 

Annapolis in January 

1862. Following the 

Battle of New Bern 

on March 14, 1862, the city was occupied. Many residents fled inland before the battle and 

afterward ñcontrabandò blacksðas runaway slaves who came into Union lines were calledð

flowed in. The city remained in Federal hands and was maintained as the Union armyôs base for 

coastal and inland operations for the duration of the war.2 

 

                                                           

2. David C. Skaggs, ñA Thorn, Not a Dagger: Strategic Implications of Ambrose Burnsideôs North Carolina 

Campaign,ò in Craig L. Symonds, ed., Union Combined Operations in the Civil War (New York: Fordham 

University Press, 2010), 28ï29; John S. Carbone, The Civil War in Coastal North Carolina (Raleigh: Office of 

Archives and History, North Carolina Department of Cultural Resources, 2001), xxiv, xxvi, 55; and James M. 

McPherson, War on the Water: The Union and Confederate Navies, 1861ï1865 (Chapel Hill: University of North 

Carolina Press, 2012), 52 (map). 


