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Sister Rebecca Stramoski, OCSO, Abbess

| am away from the abbey this week but got news of SisterJeroma’s passing yesterday. | wanted to send my/our
condolences foryourloss. Jeroma was such a joyful woman full of energy. We willtruly miss her bright smile and
positive spirit. |am glad we had the opportunity to know herand share part of our lives with herthrough the
years. She was a real giftto us. Blessings to all and all our BVM sisters. Our prayers and love are with you.

Moria Urich, Clarke University, Dubuque, lowa, Class of 1982 (Read by Sister Diane Forster, BVM)
SisterJeroma wrote regularly to me as my pray-erand | always loved hearing from her. | will miss herand so many
wonderful BVMs who taught me overthe years.

Sharon Lesikar, Our Lady of Peace (OLP) High School, St. Paul, Minn., Class of 1962 (Read by Sister Diane Forster,
BVM)

| got to know Sister Mary Jeromalate in her life. I soon grew tolove her wonderful way of looking atthe world.
She and | graduated from OLP High School in St. Paul, Minn., so | feltanimmediate connectionto her. It has been
a great privilegeto know Jeroma. She wassokindto mein herlettersandin person when | had the chance to visit
Dubuque. I willremember herwith love.

Mary Ann (BVM Associate) and Jim Krems, Stevens Point, Wis. (Read by Sister Diane Forster, BVM)
SisterJeromawas a prayer partner with my husband and me. She was always sending me a note about what was
happeningon the different celebrations. She cared about ourfamily concerns and prayed forthemand | am sure
sheisdoingthat now as well. | will miss herready greetings when | came to Mount Carmel and will miss her
presence.

Juanita Johnson, sister of Deanna Randall, BVM (Read by Sister Diane Forster, BVM)

Anothersaintforthe BVM Set of 1956! She was an outstanding communicator with us, which endeared herto
those she so efficiently corresponded as a scribe for those who couldn’t express themselves in writing. She will be
remembered by so many families who received those notes and messages from heras a goodwill representative
for the BVM community! That wonderful smile, evenat5 a.m. when she picked me up for an early flight back to
Chicago, will lingerin my mind for many yearsto come. Farewell, Jeroma! You will be greatly missed by us all! lam
sure you are havinga beautiful reunion with my sister Deannaand many others from the BVM community as |
write this memory! With Love, Juanita.

Jean Donahue, excerpts from PowerPoint about Jeroma (Read by Sister Diane Forster, BVM)

Our exuberantJeroma, whom we loved and delighted in, wrote and pondered about steadfastness of purpose in
herwritten story. She tells us MotherTeresa’s words inspired her: “God has not called me to be successful; God
called me to be faithful.” Jeromawrote, “Ministry has been a kaleidoscopic experience for me [through my varied
ministries]. | have loved every place and ministry that| have beeninvolvedin.” We thank you, Jeroma, for
enrichingourlives. Youwill always be in our hearts and prayers.



Joann Martin, friend (Read by Sister Diane Forster, BVM)
| rememberthislovely and friendly woman when visiting my brotherand sister-in-lawfor ourannual St. Patrick’s
Day celebrationin Arizona. She was engaging and eagerto celebrate.

Margaret Schmidt, sister (Read by Michael Day, Nephew)

In remembering my sister, she had many gifts that stand out. Serving others was herwhole life’s mission. One of
the greatestinfluences she had on me was herunfailinglove forthe CatholicChurch and herdevotion to daily
Mass. The times | was able to visit hervarious missions showed me the depth of herability to give to the poor, the
lonely, the immigrant, the prisoner, and to reach outto anyone needingan extra prayeror the gift of Holy
Communion. My heartis so heavy with sadness overVeronica’s death. Not beingable to give herahug onceina
while was so difficult. The November day when she wentinto surgery, my husband was admitted to the hospital
with severe congestive heart failure in Tucson, Ariz. Because of his declining health, | couldn’t make the trip to
from Tucson to Dubuque. She understood. We talked regularly about me cominginthe spring, but God called her
soonerthanthat. With my husband dying March 14 and Veronicaon March 22, | know God has a planto bring
themtogethersothey both stay out of mischief. Thank you to all who walked with Sisteron herjourney. She
suffered, butl’m sure you made herjourney as comfortable as possible. My thanks to all of you at Mount Carmel.
Please give mysisterthatbighug.

Michael Day, nephew

Margaret also senta photo. At Margaret’s house, whichis part of the original homestead, there is apond. She and
herbrothers worked tirelessly torename that pond Veronica Pond. It was done mostly for Grandma (Jeroma’s
mother), butitalsofits for Sistertoo. The photois of the pond and a bench there. Margaret says it was one of
Veronica’s favorite sitting spots when she visited.

| would like to share a few thoughts too. After listeningto the eulogy, | realize that | didn’t know my aunt at all.
She was gone by the time | was born. She would show up at family gatherings now and then. For us kids, it was
kind of a scary thingto have a sisterthere. With uncles and aunts, we had fun, we wrestled, we played ball, we did
all the stuff at the farm, but we didn’tknow how to react to her. She wasn’taround and we didn’t know much
abouther. As| grew older, | came to understand what she was doing with herlife .l have a better understanding
of hernow afterthe eulogy. lhad no clue whatshe did, where she was, who she took care of, how many people
sheimpactedin herlife. All | can sayis that | am very proud to be her nephew.

She always wrote and sent cards for birthdays—my wife’s birthday, my daughters’ birthdays. Even when my dad
died, every anniversary of my dad’s death, every anniversary of my mom’s passing, she always would send a card
telling us how important that day was to herand knowing how importantit wasto us. That was a really good
thing because my daughters learned how to write letters because of her. My youngest daughter wasin the
process of writing anotherletter when Sister passed away. She sent me a picture of some of the stuff she had
saved from Auntie Sister that she set out. She said she was thinking about hertoday too. Sistertouched a lot of
people, sometimes in mysterious ways. | will miss her greatly. | now know that|, too, didn’t take enough time out
of mylife tospend with her. | know that she understands.

Sister Carol Marie Baum, BVM

| was fortunate to meetJeromaat a social eventin Winonawhen she was celebrating her jubilee and living with
Margaret Mear, BVM. It was an absolutely wonderful celebration. Talk about hospitality! [t was really ajoyous
event. Inthe spring, we would go up to the Spiders (BVMIeisure house in northern Wisconsin) to prepare forthe
summervisitors. | would neverrecognize Jeromawithout herknee-high rubber boots and her hat; they went
every place Jeromawent, includingto Arizona, believeit or not.

She asked me if | would be willingto drive onaroad trip. | love to drive sol said, “Sure. Where?” She said, “I'd like
to visit my sister Margaret and herhusbandin Arizona.” I said, “Great! Let’s planit.” We took that road trip last
year. It was a marvelous event. | dropped heroff in Tucson and | went on to Phoenix. Later, she metmein



Phoenix and we took anotherroad trip. There were two places she wanted to see before we headed back home—
Bryce Canyon and Zion National Park. We had a wonderful time. One thing not yet mentioned was thatJeroma
was the star of catnaps. She certainly did not need eight hours of sleep. Very often, three-thirty orfour o’clockin
the morning, she would be up reading, praying, and ready to start the day when most of us were waiting foreight
o’clock to start moving. She was an avid game player. She would get sisters on campusinvolvedinthe evening
aftersupper. Herlaughter was contagious. She certainly spread herjoyfarand wide. Thank you, Jeroma, for
wonderful times together.

Sister Mary Jean Ferry, BVM

My storyisfrom Jeroma’s mission to St. Agnesin Phoenix. She had a First Communion class. Since they were not
yetreadyto receive, they had tostay upin the choir loft. Whenit came time for Communion, Jeromawould w alk
down and receive Communion, walk back up to the choir loftand smile at each child and, inthat way, brought
Jesusto each child. It shows how much Eucharist meantto Jeroma.

My wonderfulmotherknew Jeromafrom Incarnationin Glendale, Calif.; they worked together. Jeromahad to
leave fora whiletogetherdegreeinlibrary science. My motherwrote a degree to give toJeroma. It’s most
amazing that my motherwould do this. It's from the entire Ferry family.

The College of T.F. of G. (The Ferrys of Glendale), butauthority in them from Simmons College,
confers upon Sister Mary Jeroma Day, BVM, the following degrees:

SVD-So VeryDear

ATL—-AwayToo Long

BKP —Bachelor of Kindness Personified
CBS —California’s Beautiful Sister

FWH — Forever Working Hard

DLS — Doctor of Lasting Smiles

CPL— Chief People Lover

SOF —Simply Our Favorite

In testimony whereof, this diplomais given in Glendale, Calif., this 27t day of Julyin the year
1969.

Mother had all of us signit. Mine is right there; | recognize my handwriting. This honors my motherand Jeroma.
Jeroma, we love you so much. You are so very dear to us. We thank you for your life with us. We know you live on
inour hearts.

Charlene, former Trappistine

| was in charge of the gift shop at Our Lady of the Mississippi Abbey where Jeroma worked. She also worked with
candy and really did everything. She was amazing and we are definitely going to miss her, notonly for herwork,
but for her presence as well. When | was a novice, | wasn’t supposed to be tal king with the professed; they were a
little more strict. | always thought of Jeroma as my second novice director. When everyone would be having there
meridian—theirrest-and were not allowed to talk, | would run overto the gift shop and talk with Jeroma. She was
a beautiful soul with whom to talk. She just had this gift of presence—arelaxed, noworry, presence. She really will
be missed atthe Abbey.

Wheneveritwas black walnutseason, the sisters would be in their chapel stallsfacingthe window ready for Mass.
Outside the window they could seeJeromawith hershopping bag gatheringall the black walnuts. The priest was
ready to start, butthe sistersdidn’t wanttoringthe bell until Jeromawas done. | can still see Jeroma hurriedly
picking up the nuts and the sisters just smiling. Jeromawas always busy. On behalf of the sistersand Ron here,



who alsoworks at the Abbey, Jeroma will be greatly missed. She was areal blessing to the community. It was
almost like she was one of the sisters.

Sister Donard Collins, BVM

I’ve known Jeromasince the 1970s when | was at Blessed Sacramentin Chicago. With all the gifts and talents
mentioned aboutJeromatoday, one characteristicwas not listed. Jeroma was always cold; she was cold in the
middle of summer. One time, Marion Murphy, Jeroma, and | went to Ludington, Mich., tovisit my nephew who
livedinasmall cabinand was teaching school atthe time. It was a cold October day—a penetrating cold. When the
alarm rang at five o’clock, my nephew was there at the door ready to take us out to visitthe beach alongthe pier.
We walked all morninginacold mistyand were freezing. At noon, we went home fora bite to eat. We were going
to headto Traverse City, Mich., inthe afternoontovisitanothernephew. We said, “Miles, perhaps we could stop
at the church and you could play the organ forus.” He was thrilled because he loved to play the organ. We went
the church and he played the organ while the three of us sat down below. Actually, all three of usfell asleep. |
think he played about 20 minutes. We heard the opening chords and not the rest. Jeromawas always cold and
enjoyed the warmth of that church. In these last months, when she was still going outto the doctor, and | had the
privilege of being with her, she stillwas cold. First came the hooded sweatshirt, then the quilted vest, perhapsa
sweater, but always aheavy wintercoat. | thinkJeromais enjoying the warmth of heaven.

Sister Georgeann Quinlan, BVM

I’'m from Our Lady of Peace, anotherredhead from the Class of 1956. Ten of us entered the BVMs that year. Those
were the days and it was wonderful. We had a large class, soin the novitiate, | didn’t getto know herall that well.
Margaret Mear and Jeroma came out to Coloradowhere | lived for 50 years. Margaret had a weddingin her
family soJeroma came and stayed with me. It was delightful. ’'m notabig morning personso| saidto Jeroma, “I
know you like to get up early to write letters and stuff, but don’t wake me up.” She would get up earl yand write
all kinds of letters. (linherited herdonorlistand her Eucharisticministerduties.) It was so much fun that week
togetherin Colorado because it was herfirsttime there. It's especially nice taking people around when they have
neverbeenthere before. Jeroma, God blessyou. | saidto herrecently, “I’ve neverseen anyone change as much as
you have.” She was so much quieter when she wasn’t here.

Sister Mary McCauley, BVM

We all know that Jeroma engaged in many ministries and did so with great enthusiasm, generosity, and integrity.
Sometimes herown personal integrity was challenged a bit, but she remained faithful towho she was. One of her
most precious ministries was when she came back to Mount Carmel. Especiallyinthe early evening hours, she
was presenttoour sistersin ourmemory care unit. She had a wonderful gift forrespondingtoand servingas an
advocate for ourwomenin memory care. | would like to make a special publicthank you forthat wonderful,
compassionate gift.

Sister Anita Therese Hayes, BVM

A longtime ago, during the summer, Jeromaand Nancy McCarthy were both at the Motherhouse. Inthose days,
sisters would come during the summerto work and take care of the all the things that needed to be done. That’s
whatJeromaand Nancy were during. As the weeks wenton, the three of us discovered somethingvery
important. The three of us all had red hair, all had blue eyes and, best of all, we all were left-handed. That was
really somethingvery, very important. To this day, we considerthat. We might not have the red hair, but we still
have blue eyes and we still are left-handed. Jeroma, you know that we love you.

SisterLaDonna Manternach, BVM

Jeromalikedto go fordrives. She would often take people from the Motherhouse fora Sunday afternoon drive.
One day, they went out to find St. Patrick’s of Garryowen because it had been remodeled and the whole group
wanted to see the church. They drove and drove and didn’tfind the church. They ended up coming back to
Highway 151. Across the highway from where they had stopped was alittle shed with two guysin a truck havinga
conversation. She just drove up there and said, “We’re looking for St. Patrick’s of Garryowen. Canyou help us find



it?” “Surely, | could,” one guy said. “l was one of the people who helped getitremodeled.” He was my uncle Alan.
However, she didn’trealize he was my uncle. They had a wonderful conversation. He found out they were BVMs
and wanted to know if they knew LaDonna. “Sure. She’s a wonderful singer.” “Oh, she is?” he said. He kept
draggingthem on until he finally revealed that he was my uncle. Then he led them down the road to St. Patrick’s
of Garryowen church. They had a wonderful visitand even gotinside toseeitall. They lovedit.

Christine Olsem, BVM Associate and employee

| didn’t meetJeroma until she moved to Mount Carmel and started volunteering atthe BVM Center reception
desk. Every now and then, we would chata few minutes. | always loved her bright eyes and bigsmile. A few
months afterwe met, | arrived at work to find a small, decorated handmade box on my desk with an unsigned
note wishing me aHappy Birthday. Inside | discovered Trappistine caramels. | had no ideawho gave it to me. A
few weeks later, on my last day at work before leaving vacation, another decorated box appeared, once again
with an unsigned note: “Alittle something to enjoy onyourtrip. Bon Voyage!” It was a few months more, as |
continuedto chat with Jeroma, that | learned she volunteered with the Trappistines making candy. Ah, mystery
solved. The little treats continued to appear on my birthdays and vacations. The final time was last Novemberon
the Monday afterthe BVM Heritage Society meeting for which | had scanned and resized photos of the BVM
Hidden Figures. The caramels accompanied her thank you note. Sorry, forthe pun, butJeromawas so sweet.

| was accepted as an Associate in 2014. Immediately, | was invited to join awonderful prayer group of both BVMs
and Associates. However, | alsowanted tojoin aclusterto discuss BVM topics or selected readings. Besides living
30 milesfrom Dubuque, | have numerous parish responsibilities on weekends both at liturgies and to the
homebound. | was looking fora clusterthat meton a weekday when | was already in Dubuque for work. Three
years pass. One day | mentioned my desiretoJeroma. She had been thinkingabout startinga new cluster. She
asked me what day and time would work forme, and based on my response, invited other residents at Mount
Carmel. Justlike that, the Gertrude’s Group cluster came into existence. Thank you, Jeroma, for all you kindnesses
to me.

JenniferHead, BVM Archivist

Jeromavolunteeredinthe archives forseveral yearsand lam sovery grateful forall of the help she gave. Much of
the preservation work done in archivesis necessary, but tedious. It usually involves putting individual items like
photographs, documents, and books into special envelopes, folders and/or boxes. Jeroma enjoyed this type of
“hands-onwork.” Thanks to Jeroma, diplomas described as “hopelessly rolled up” have been flattened and
cataloged, accountingledgers dating back to 1833 have been putinto protective wrappings and labeled, and
photographs have been organized and stored individually. Everyonein archives enjoy ed working with Jeromaand
we will miss herdearly.

Sister Margaret Mear, BVM

When Jeromafirst came to Winona, she had a red pickup truck. The whole time she was there, the back was full.
Those who cleaned out herrooms would appreciate that. The first night she was there, she made chicken soup
with one chickenwing. We divided it atsupper. |said, “Jeroma, I’'m a full professor at a college. We can afford to
make chicken soup withthe whole chicken.” They had awonderful retirement party at the parish when she left
parish ministry there. The priestin histribute said, “Jesus Christdrives ared pickup truck.”

SisterEileen Powell, BVM

| always admired Jeroma’s lack of need for material things. One time | was visiting her, [ think in the South. She
livedinanold house. We spentthe day visitingatthe prison. When it got to be evening, we wenthome to the
house. Whenitgot dark and we needed artificial light, she wentinto herbedroom and took the one lamp she had
inthe whole house and broughtitinto myroom and gave itto me forthe night. She didn’tneed very muchin her
life.She was very generous to others, but for herself, no. | am grateful my memories of Jeroma.



Jolene Clauer, BVM Associate and activities employee

| would like to speak on behalf of the Mount Carmel staff. Jeromaknew everyone by name. | was so impressed
with that. | would see someone and not know who he or she was, but she knew the person; she made a point of
it. 1 got to know Jeromawith her ministry inthe memory care unit. She would always come to Friday night sing-
along.She knew | knew more versesthan were in the book. She’d say, “Singthemall.” As| sang, sometimes she
would nod of a little bitand then say, “Don’t you have another one?” Thissongis one | like to sing d uring this time
of the year; you will see why. When she gave me the letterthat said she was veryill and she knew she wouldn’t
lastverylong, she said, “Could you sing that at my funeral, Jo?” I said, “Anything foryou.” “Really? You know you
could come to my room every nightand sing me to sleep.” That’swhat | did exceptforthe week that she was
guarantined. I sangthree songsthe last time | saw heralive.|sang “The Rose” and then this song. After “The
Rose,” | thoughtshe was asleep, butshe opened hereyesandsaid, “You’re gonnasinganotherone, right?” I said,
“l am goingto singyour favorite one now.” Afterthat, she was asleep. | sang one more for the sisters that were
with her. | gave Jeromathis piece of wood on the ambo; it goes with the song “Heart of the Wood.”

Heart of the Wood
By Daniel Demay &Tony Villanueva

| think what made granddaddy greatis that he didn't work all day
I'd love the time we spentand|'d go everywhere he went

We'd end up on some old deertrail

Andl'd listen hard as he would spin his tales

We wereina field of stumps he said | got a new one foryou hon
These trees once stood tall and I'm the man that made them fall
| cut 'em up, sanded them down

Andyou wouldn'tbelieve what | found

'Cause past the bark and all the scars

Our home wasin the heart of those old trees

God bless who sowed those seeds

A hundredyearsandtheyjustgrew

Andonly heaven knew just what they'd mean, to our family
All thattime to become whatthey should

You know our home wasinthe heart of the wood

He smiled, said there's my favorite one, pointed atacherry stump
He said | couldn't afford the one at Sears sothe good lord planted one right here
He carved out what he saw withinand he gave it to my dad when he turned ten

Past the bark and all the scars

There was a guitarin the heart of that old tree
Allfromjustone seed

A hundredyearsandit justgrew

Andonly heavenknew just whatit'd be

And how that tree could sing

All the time to become whatit should

There were songsinthe heart of the wood

He said we can mark a tree to keep from getting lost
Andit'll always point our way home like that old rugged cross



A hundredyearsandit justgrew
Andonly heavenknew just whatit'd be
Andwho'd hang on that tree

It held the Son of God like it should

But | know it broke the heart of the wood

Sister Gail Fitzpatrick, OCSO (Email)

We have losta dear friendin SisterJeroma. You have lost awonderful sister. God has blessed us all in the gift of
Jeroma-among-us, and so we thank God for herlife, hersense of humor, hercreative cards and sweets, and so

many other expressions of her goodness. Now, may Jeromaknow God’s love and ourlove ina new and blessed
way. Peace in Christ.



