
Dear Friends, 

As you read this, I will be getting settled in at Mount Angel for a bit of time away. Unlike a regular visit to the monastery 
during which I would stay within the cloister with the monks, I will have to stay in the newly renovated guest house and 
when I arrive I will then see how I might be able to participate in the liturgical prayer throughout the day with the 
monastic community. Like all things in this time of Covid, there are changes and adaptations to how we do things. Then, 
leaving the monastery, I will head to eastern Oregon to visit my goddaughter before I head home.  

At the beginning of the pandemic in March, I had turned in my passport that was set to expire. Just last week, I saw the 
paperwork that had a website to check on the status and when I went there it basically said that there was no projection 
of it’s being done due to the situation and current backlog of renewals. When I opened my mail on Monday, behold, 
there was my new passport, with the big Covid beard, ready to be used. I pondered for a moment booking a trip to 
Mexico to visit La Virgincita, but then returned to my original plan.  

Speaking of the beard, I know a lot of you were wondering what happened when you saw me for Mass on Sunday. Well, 
I was planning to leave it on until we are done with the Covid situation, but God had other plans.  

Let me begin with how the beard began. This year has been one of challenges in many areas, one of which began last 
Fall when we were planning to go for our annual trip to Haiti. As many of you know, due to political unrest and violence 
there, we had to cancel our trip. Usually, I begin to grow the beard during our time there. Since there is no mirror, running 
water, or electricity at Ste. Anne’s and it has been natural for me to put away the razor at that time since I have arrived 
here at St. Anthony. The beard then reminds me of my time there and helps me to look forward to the Spring visit with 
Fr. Frank and Pé Josue (which was also canceled due to Covid). Also, November is known as “No Shave” to bring 
awareness to men’s health. Mindful of that, as the beard becomes itchy, I offer it as a sacrifice for men’s spiritual health. 
As men are notorious for not being mindful of physical or mental health, perhaps the most important aspect of our being 
healthy is our spiritual health and our relationship with God which then orders the rest of our lives physically and 
mentally. Then, usually I would shave after having celebrated the Eater Vigil and baptizing the people who have been 
preparing to enter the Catholic Church.  

Since our trip did not happen this year, I decided to just stop shaving at the beginning of October when our trip was 
scheduled and there was no projected shave date in the near future. Then, I got a call to go to the hospital for a Covid 
anointing. We have only had a couple of requests and Fr. Bazil had responded to them earlier in the Spring. This was a 
request for a Spanish anointing and I knew if I was going to respond that I would have to shave in order to put on the 
proper Personal Protective Equipment so that I would not be exposed.  

I went and told Fr. Bazil that I had the call and made sure he could cover the midday visit to the church. I then told him 
that I had to go shave and get ready. He was quite astonished and when I came out of the rectory, he was so surprised 
that I think he forgot what my face looked like under all that hair. After I got to the hospital and got checked in, I went 
to the room and got all decked out in the PPE. I entered the room and the patient was not really responsive for most of 
the visit, but as I began, I introduced myself, told him I was a priest and that I was there to pray with him and give him 
the last Sacraments. He said, “Thank you.” Those were the only words he said, but how powerful and beautiful that 
moment. I pray that Our Lord comforted him and gave him peace. 

I am so grateful for the grace of God and the gift of the priesthood.  

You will have to get used to my face again and we will look forward to seeing you when I return in September. 

In the love of the Father, 

   

Fr. Jack D. Shrum 
Pastor 


