My Introduction to St. Ben’s

I am uncertain about many things, although I am clear about them. I am uncertain of the date I first set foot at Ben’s, but am clear it was about it, about in1994. 

For some reason or another (probably in search of an opportunity for alternative employment, as I recall), I ended up one fine day at the Archdiocesan center, where I met a total stranger named Dick Kirsch. In our conversing back and forth, I mentioned where I lived and what I was up to, and how I was on the lookout for a place to call some kind of church home. He is the one who suggested I try to locate St. Benedict the Moor, in the heart of this biggest city I have ever lived in or near, Milwaukee.

What I found has continued to strike chords in me, and the chords continue to resonate for me. The first and clearest impression I had was that “Stylers” were not in evidence. I didn’t seem to spot anyone who looked like she or he was present in order to be seen. I thought that it was a good sign.

And then I noticed that the congregation—never all on time and somewhat sparsely scattered about the pews—seemed to grow as the service proceeded, until by the end of liturgy the back seats were near capacity. Finally, I came to understand: we share doughnuts and coffee after the service, a sort of extended table. I came to understand the broader dimension of our Eucharist. I liked it. It was of God, this open door, this welcome in.
And finally, after a couple of visits to St. Ben’s, I realized that there had been no collection. Gifts were present, gifts were presented, but they didn’t include any wicker baskets with change and envelopes and crumpled dollar bills. That’s when I knew I had a home. It has continued to be my non-judgmental home. I give thanks.
John Dubord

