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The Katrina Task Force
Opening Hands and Hearts

In 2005, Hurricane Katrina became the largest and third-
strongest hurricane on record to make landfall in the contig-
uous United States. At least 1,836 people were killed, and
more than 800,000 housing units were destroyed. Within a
week, Pastor Jim Shea, S.J. called upon Holy Trinity parish-
ioners to find ways to help the impacted communities of the
Gulf Coast.

An initial group of 15 parishioners answered the call and
formed a Katrina Task Force. At their first meeting, one of
the participants mentioned that her parents were members
of a parish in Bay St. Louis, Mississippi—a town which had
suffered some of the worst damage caused by the storm. St.
Rose de Lima Catholic Church was led by a young, energetic
priest, Rev. Sebastian Myladiyil, SVD, and his parishioners
were already mounting relief efforts. The task force decided
that lending support to St. Rose de Lima would be the most
impactful and effective way to help.

From the start, the task force envisioned a long-term com-
mitment both to the financial and spiritual needs of the St.
Rose community. Task force members developed a flexible
committee infrastructure to coordinate donations, provide
volunteer labor, address psychological support and manage
fundraising. They called their approach “a living prayer that
responds to needs and that strengthens capacity to rebuild
lives.”

That September, a parish-wide appeal for funds netted
$20,000, and a volunteer and his brother rented and drove a
truck to Bay St. Louis to deliver cash, gift cards and donated
goods. In October, two Holy Trinity parishioners visited Bay
St. Louis to meet with the pastor and parishioners and assess
needs and resources, recognizing that the St. Rose de Lima
recovery program should guide Holy Trinity’s efforts.

Soon after, the first onsite Holy Trinity volunteers traveled to
Bay St. Louis. One nurse helped at the clinic and two others
helped clean and gut houses. In December, the first official
HT roofing team repaired six houses. That group would re-
turn two more times to continue their work.

In July 2006, Fr. Sebastian and several lay leaders from St.
Rose de Lima visited Holy Trinity to spread the message
about needs and progress of recovery from the hurricane.

Cont. on page 2
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Parishioner Reflections
Katrina: The Power of Community

Most people immediately think of New Orleans when you
mention Hurricane Katrina. But we at Holy Trinity think of
St. Rose de Lima Catholic Church in Bay St. Louis, Missis-
sippi—another community significantly affected by the
storm.

Many St. Rose parishioners in Bay St. Louis and nearby
towns lost their homes due to the force of the wind or the
devastating storm surge that followed. The church, school
and rectory were on slightly higher ground, but were never-
theless damaged and flooded. The recently laid foundation
for the new parish center was destroyed.

When we were exploring ways to respond to Katrina’s de-
struction, one Holy Trinity parishioner (whose parents had
just lost their home in Bay St. Louis) suggested we connect
with Fr. Sebastian, St. Rose’s pastor. A committee of dedi-
cated individuals emerged and a very special and holy rela-
tionship between Holy Trinity and St. Rose was born.

Cont. on page 2
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Katrina Task Force,

cont. from page 1

The visit also gave the delegation a chance to make im-
portant Washington contacts. In August 2006, to commem-
orate the first anniversary after the hurricane, the Katrina
Task Force organized a parish education program at liturgies
and receptions to report on everything the parish was doing
and future plans in partnership with St. Rose de Lima to
help recovery from the devastation of the storm.

Construction efforts, including building homes from the
ground up, continued for the next two years with several
visits from teams of Holy Trinity parishioners. By 2008, over
200 Holy Trinity volunteers had traveled to Mississippi to
help repair homes, provide assistance with insurance forms,
prepare meals for volunteer teams, work with children in the
local youth program and assist in a myriad other ways.
Skilled nurses and counselors helped out at the local clinic
and at St. Rose.

Another significant focus of the task force effort included
creative fundraising. Holy Trinity held a Mardi Gras celebra-
tion with a traditional parade, an appliance drive, a jazz con-
cert and several dinners. Each event raised anywhere from
about $9,000-$13,000 for relief efforts. Camp Trinity also
raised money and donations of needed items.

With rebuilding and fundraising underway, a different kind
of rehabilitation effort was launched. In the summer of
2006, 15 boys from Bay St. Louis came to Washington for a
the Home Run Baseball Camp and 34 parishioners from St.
Rose came up for a summer vacation. In 2007, 12 girls from
Mississippi came to D.C. for a sports and crafts camp spon-
sored by Holy Trinity and Georgetown Visitation and and
additional 50 St. Rose parishioners participated in the sum-
mer vacation event. Both summers, guests from Mississippi
were hosted by Holy Trinity parishioners. These vacations
allowed families from St. Rose and Holy Trinity to form con-
nections, and folks kept in touch long after the programs
were concluded.

Jesuit spirituality undergirded all that the Holy Trinity
Katrina Task Force did. Prayer and Mass attendance were an
integral part of the volunteer routine. Holy Trinity volun-
teers were impressed by how their new St. Rose of Lima
friends never stopped praising God for their blessings in the
face of the utter destruction of their town and all that they
owned. One volunteer was so inspired that she quit her job
and joined AmeriCorps to serve in Bay St. Louis.

The Holy Trinity response to Hurricane Katrina is a model
for its flexibility, breadth and depth of support, and commit-
ment to long-term goals. All who participated learned that
the parish has the resources and the will to do “the more,”
especially when most needed—never hesitating in opening
hands and hearts to help the community of Bay St. Louis.

—Diane Johnston
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I've never seen anything like this parish-wide effort! We—a
group of parishioners from different Masses and ministries--
worked with the pastor and parish council to commit Holy
Trinity to about three to five years of support: regular teams
of volunteers from HT, respite weeks for St. Rose folks in
D.C., targeted donation drives, and community-building
fundraisers. It was powerful!

The result? Over 20 teams of volunteers mucked out mud,
raised drywall, installed new roofs, wired new homes, assist-
ed in the clinic, cooked for volunteers, sorted donations,
hunted down resources, worked with kids in the Boys and
Girls Club—and prayed with St. Rose.

Fr. Kevin O’Brien came down to relieve Fr. Sebastian, and
students from Visitation, Gonzaga, Stone Ridge and the
seminary of the Oblates of St Francis made the trip. We be-
came part of a beautiful web of parishes, individuals and
AmeriCorps teams from all over the country who were
drawn to St Rose to help—and stuck around.

And those who couldn’t travel hosted two different groups of
St. Rose parishioners here in D.C., giving them a chance to
relax and refuel after months of post-storm chaos and con-
fusion.

What did we learn from this experience, from our friends at
St Rose? Although responses no doubt would vary with the
person asked, I think we learned the power of community,
the importance of humility, the error of stereotypes, the
strength of faith-fueled lives, the joy of Gospel music, the
complexities of disaster response, the value of lifelong
friendship and connection and the enduring power of hope.
And most importantly: We learned that when we intention-
ally come together as a community of faith we can make a
difference.

—Margie Legowski
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Furthering Friendships at Camp Trinity

Despite its name, Camp Trinity, a 35-
year tradition at Holy Trinity, isn’t
camping at all. It’s held at a hotel with
a grand ballroom that is listed in the
National Register of Historic Places.
Guests stay in modest hotel rooms or
quaint historic cabins nestled among
the trees at the foot of Great North
Mountain in the Shenandoah Valley.
Camp Trinity is about relaxing togeth-
er in a beautiful setting and strength-
ening the bonds that tie us.

The very first Camp Trinity was held in
1984 at the YMCA-owned Camp Tock-
wogh in Worton, Maryland. A group of
parishioners organized Camp Trinity
to further friendships already made
and form new bonds that would last
years. Families spent the weekend in
rustic fellowship.

Realizing how a weekend away
strengthened relationships, they decid-
ed it should be an annual event—
though perhaps not in such a rustic
setting. The organizers discovered
Shrine Mont in Orkney Springs, and
that became the official location since,
every third weekend after Labor Day.

Swelling to over 450 parishioners in
2002, the weekend now attracts be-
tween 100-150 participants. In 2013,
recognizing how much time chairing
the entire weekend took, the organiz-
ing moved to a Camp Trinity planning
committee. Over 60 Holy Trinity pa-
rishioners volunteered their time to
help organize this annual event.

Camp Trinity was created with families
in mind, but now has programming for
all ages. Though it’s evolved over the
years, the basic formula has endured:
meals in the communal dining room,
recreational activities, morning and
evening prayers, adult programs, chil-
dren’s programs, and plenty of social
time.

For many years, highlights included
bonfires, ice cream socials, hayrides, a
Saturday evening dance featuring
square dancing (called by parishioner
Bill Rolland), folk dancing (led by Fr.
Joe Koury) and line dancing, and a
huge Maryland/D.C. versus Virginia
soccer game.

Today, Bingo has replaced dancing and
“capture the flag” has replaced the epic

soccer games. However, tried and true
favorites remain: teen mixers and mid-
night hikes, hayrides, sing-alongs,
adult and children’s programs, a hospi-
tality room chock full of snacks, Satur-
day afternoon non-Eucharistic liturgies
and a joyful Sunday Mass followed by a
fried-chicken dinner.

Other recent additions to the weekend
include adult happy hours, a children’s
parade into Sunday Mass, remem-
brance of loved ones no longer with us
during Saturday morning prayer, and a
healing service at the outdoor shrine
built from mountain stone. Attendees
often share their talents, offering
painting classes, cooking classes,
dream discussions, and morning exer-
cise sessions to enrich the weekend’s
programming,.

Special memories are created each
year, although some years stand out
more than others. Two weeks after
9/11, the Camp Trinity weekend of-
fered an opportune time for coming
together in song and prayer in Shrine
Mont’s peaceful surroundings. In
2003, attendees enjoyed the luxury of
electricity and hot showers when they
met in the cool foothills for a weekend
away after Hurricane Isabel created
havoc and downed power lines in the
D.C. area.

The highlight of one year was the dis-
covery of fossils along a trail. Pastor
Jim Maier, S.J. (who also had a doctor-
ate in botany) took a group on a dis-
covery hike. Another year, one parish-

ioner, though an experienced hiker,
took a wrong turn on a mountain trail
but ended up safely at a farmhouse in
West Virginia after several hours.

All of Holy Trinity’s pastors have
joined in the weekend at one time or
the other. The weekend also provides
the spirit of fellowship to accompany
one another, sometimes in very pro-
found ways—through illness and loss,
through tragedy and triumph, through
sadness and joy.

This year, the Camp Trinity communi-
ty celebrates its 35th anniversary with
the theme “Parish for Others: Our Past,
Present and Future.” Now spanning a
generation, those who attended Camp
Trinity as children are bringing their
families to this special weekend.

For 35 years, over 6,000 attendees
have enjoyed the fellowship of a week-
end away greeting old friends and
making new ones, relaxing on the front
porch, catching salamanders in the
stream, and celebrating God’s love to-
gether at the edge of the George Wash-
ington National Forest. The spirit that
animates Camp Trinity is truly finding
God in all things.

— Annette Hennessey



Parishioner Reflections
Generations of History at Holy Trinity and Holy Rood

William J. Ryan, Sr., my great-great-
great-grandfather, was born in 1807 in
Nenagh, County Tipperary, Ireland
and died in 1867 in Washington, D.C.
He is buried in Holy Rood Cemetery,
as are his wife, Julia and five of their
six children. That includes my great-
great-grandfather William, Jr. His
wife, Mary Ellen Clinch, is buried next
to him. Nearby are the graves of seven
of their eight children—and their
spouses, some under markers reading
Noonan and Harrison.

Upon arriving in America in 1852, the
Ryans came to D.C. and settled in what
was then part of the Holy Trinity paro-
chial area. (The area was later incorpo-
rated into Saint Stephen Marty’s par-
ish boundaries in Foggy Bottom.) The
eight children of William Jr. and Mary
Ellen included my great-grandmother,
Margaret (Maggie) Ryan Moynahan, as
well as a son, Patrick. Patrick was the
first of our clan to graduate from
Georgetown University as a member of
the law school class of 1893 (or therea-
bouts). I know this history because our
clan had that characteristic immigrant
trait of overlapping generations living
under the same roof through many
decades, so oral history was passed
easily. My great-grandmother Maggie
(1869-1942) lived with my grandpar-
ents, retelling much to the family from
her actual living memory of the first
American Ryans.

I lived in that same house until age five
and later spent many more days and
weeks with my grandparents until
leaving to attend Georgetown Univer-
sity. Added to that are my memories—
vivid ones, actually—of visiting Holy
Rood in the 1950s on trips with my
grandparents.

All five sons of William and Julia
served in the Union Army in the Civil
War. William and his brother, Cor-
nelius, upon their discharge were em-
ployed in the War Department. Sib-
lings could not have the same duty
post, so William stayed in Washington
while Cornelius took a post in New
Orleans. There, he established another
large part of the clan, but is also buried
in Holy Rood, with his wife, Ellen
Reagan, because he said before his

death that he wanted to return “home”
to Washington.

The D.C. Ryans ran a bakery in Foggy
Bottom, but by 1862 local bakers had
almost no inventory as the Union Ar-
my had commandeered most of the
flour in the area for their own use. Wil-
liam and Julia organized a meeting of
local bakers. They proposed that the
group ask President Abraham Lincoln
to order that ample flour be made
available to them. If he would do that,
they would voluntarily bake enough
bread for all the troops, but be allowed
to use any leftover for their retail cus-
tomers. They met with President Lin-
coln-he was practically a neighbor,
after alll—and he authorized the ar-
rangement. It worked—the Ryans re-
mained bakers and Holy Trinity pa-
rishioners, while freeing Yankee troops
to defend Washington instead of bak-
ing bread.

After the war, William Jr. and Mary
Ellen raised their family in Washing-
ton. Their daughter, Maggie, married
Patrick John (PJ) Moynahan, a sculp-
tor and stone-carver, from Croom in
County Limerick. PJ had established
himself with some fine work on the
Biltmore Mansion in Asheville, NC, but
left Washington for a professional op-
portunity in Chicago. That is the polite
version of the story, at least. In reality,
PJ was angry and desperate—the gov-
ernment was being way too slow to pay
him for a frieze that he was creating for
a federal building. So, as some Irish-
men occasionally do, he went out for a
few drinks. Returning home angrier
still, he went into his studio, took a
mallet and, bellowing profanely, de-
stroyed all his plaster models of the
frieze. My Gramma, a child at the time,
actually witnessed this. PJ then an-
nounced to Maggie and the children
that he was going to Chicago where,
“my friend Saint-Gaudens is doing a
building.” PJ would go to Chicago to
work on it and send for the family lat-
er. If only he had been paid sooner, the
family could have stayed in Holy Trini-
ty.

Three generations later, having grown
up in Chicago, I settled back in Holy
Trinity, with my wife, Carol. We met
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while students at Georgetown Univer-
sity, were married in Holy Trinity, and
had children, Mary Ryan and Patrick—
who are Holy Trinity (and GU) alumni.

Since settling back in D.C., I would
visit the family gravesites at Holy Rood
and became increasingly distressed
about their poor condition. Finally, I
began a search to learn what might be
done to, at least, fix the broken head-
stone of the patriarch, William Sr. Ulti-
mately I found a great ally in Carla Ti-
beri at the university, who—already
busy in the early stages of the Holy
Rood redevelopment—expedited our
repair work. I immediately wrote to
members of our clan to tell them that
good news. Since then, many have
come from Maryland and Virginia as
well as New Orleans, Chicago, Milwau-
kee and other places to visit and pay
respects.

They, along with our children and
grandchildren, will be able to visit me
and Carol at Holy Rood for many dec-
ades to come thanks to Holy Trinity’s
construction of the a columbarium.
Already my grandchildren have visited
Holy Rood several times. It will be in-
teresting to learn over time what they
sense from having, since an early age,
visited their family seven generations
back...as I did, when it was “only” five
generations. Its meaning for me has
lasted a lifetime...maybe an eternity.

—Michael Scott



