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The First of Many Bumps  
 I was born on February 4, 1960, at St. Elizabeth’s Hospital in Belleville, Illinois, 
at 2:14 p.m. After being in labor on and off for a week, Mom, Shirley, and Dad, Bill 
Casey, were glad I finally decided to put in an appearance. After about three days, 
the doctors and nurses discovered that I was tongue-tied which is why I wasn’t able 
to nurse. By then it was too late to nurse so I was a formula baby. After six weeks, 
the pediatrician decided the reason I cried all the time was due to the fact that I 
was allergic to the formula. What a beginning! Thanks to soy formula I managed 
to stop crying and give my folks some peace – until they found out I had asthma. 
When I was about 18 months old, I got pneumonia and lost 1/3 of my body weight 
in the hospital. Again, I survived and began a childhood of emergency room visits 
and allergy shots until I “outgrew” the asthma. However, the medicine I had to 
take made me hyperactive and gave me dingy teeth, which I guess, was a fair trade 
for being alive. It was during my stay in the hospital for pneumonia that it became 
evident that I had a prayer life. At 18 months, you are asking? Yes. The nurses told 
Mom that I acted like I was hungry and wanted to eat, but when they gave me the 
food, I just sat there with my hands folded and wouldn’t eat. Mom asked if they 
prayed with me before I ate. “She’s just a baby,” was the response. Mom suggested 
that they try it and after they prayed with me, I began to eat.  

 As an only child and the youngest child in the neighborhood, I tended to be 
more mature than many kids my age and was also a child who gave a lot of thought 
to things. If there was extra money when we went shopping, my parents made me 
share with them like I would have had to with siblings. Sometimes Dad needed 
something so it was his turn to spend the extra money; sometimes Mom’s turn. 
When it was my turn I usually chose a book. Mom always said that there were two 
things I never tore up or misused: one was books, and the other was records. 
I went through a lot of phonograph needles, but it was from playing the records so 
much rather than from carelessness.



 My parents also never talked baby talk to me. For instance, since I was ill 
so often we didn’t do a lot of expensive things, but we went on “expeditions.” 
Expeditions were little outings like going fishing or to the zoo or Grants’ Farm. 
I also spent a lot of time with my maternal grandparents. They had a cabin at a 
hunting and fishing club where they would go for weekends. They often took me 
with them to give my parents a break. I would watch the barges going up and 
down the river and play with them using a flashlight and sometimes they would 
signal back. After dinner and an evening at the main clubhouse, I remember 
walking back to their cabin in the dark. I heard the night sounds of the woods 
like crickets and cicadas and “hootie” owls along with the river lapping against 
the banks. It was like a lullaby that I loved. To this day, I love the night noises. I 
now use an app on my cell phone that makes those noises and get lulled to sleep. 
Even a few years ago when I spent a couple of days in the hospital, I put the 
noises on to sleep. A nurse came in to take blood and said she felt like she was 
walking into the woods when she entered my room. 

Another Bump
 When I was five, my grandpa died and we moved from 
Alton, Illinois, to Belleville. I started Kindergarten at St. 
Mary’s School. Looking back I don’t know how my Kindergarten 
teacher managed 50 kids in the morning and another 50 in 
the afternoon, but the times were different and she did it. In 
first grade I was blessed to meet Jane Kaiser, who became my 
best friend. To this day she remains the best friend I could 
ever hope to have. I am blessed to call her the sister of my 
heart, and her children are like a niece and nephews, and 
their children now a great-niece and great-nephew.   



 Grade school was hard because children can be very cruel, especially to one 
who has a weight problem. In third grade I was bullied mercilessly and came home 
crying every day until my grandmother told me that I needed to defend myself. She 
instructed me to stand up to the ringleader and smack her across the face. If she 
threatened to tell the teacher, I should warn her that I’d do it again after school. 
Granny also told me if I came home whining about it again that she’d spank me. 
The next day I did stand up for myself and they stopped. However, I still wonder 
why the teachers who had playground duty and must have known what was going 
on didn’t intervene. While that episode of bullying stopped the name calling, nasty 
comments continued throughout my scholastic career, and sometimes even today I 
hear ignorant comments. My faith says that God thinks that I am beautiful and 
precious in God’s eyes. That has helped me persevere through that nastiness.  

 High school was a little better, but I was still seen 
as a nerd. It was then that I became involved with 
the Christian Life Community at Althoff Catholic High 
School. Sr. Helen Pages, OSU was the moderator and 
challenged us to grow closer to God with retreats and ser-
vice projects. I also became involved with Teens Encounter 
Christ and met other kids who were in love with Jesus and 
wanted to grow closer to Him. Sr. Helen was in danger at 
one point however when the B she gave me in Library Science 
kept me from a 4.0 grade point average in the fourth quarter 
of my senior year. It’s a good thing she was visiting her 
family in Germany when I got my report card.

 I graduated in 1982 from Southern Illinois University-Edwardsville with a 
B.S. in Elementary and Early Childhood Education. I taught for several years and 
then became a nanny to Katherine and Richard Berry in 1995. We remain friends 
now that Katherine is a freshman at Case Western in Cleveland, Ohio, majoring 
in Biomedical Engineering with a minor in Finance, and Richard is a freshman at 
Polytechnic High School in Pasadena, California. These two kids are very special to me.  



 I made a Cursillo weekend in 1983, met Debbie Modglin and we became 
friends. When Debbie’s parents celebrated their 50th wedding anniversary, I joined 
the group that sang for the liturgy. That opportunity started my relationship with 
the Victorious Missionaries. At first I thought that I was helping minister to the 
Marian Chapter in Belleville, but as our relationship grew, I realized that I was 
ministering with the Marian Chapter, and the other members of the chapter were 
ministering to me. My fellow VMs were a great support when my mom died in 
2005, and especially when Dad died in 2008, as I have no siblings or family closer 
than 300 miles away. The VMs have become family – brothers and sisters in Christ.

 When I first started my journey with the Victorious Missionaries, I didn’t see 
myself as disabled, but as I have aged and developed diabetes and hypertension, 
things have changed. I now have a chronic illness that I have to deal with, but with 
my fellow VMs I 
know that as my 
journey continues 
I have a wonder-
ful support system 
that helps me 
rejoice in what I 
have to give and 
that supports me 
in prayer every 
step of the way.

 I am very 
proud to have 
served the Marian Chapter as secretary, vice-president, president and representative, 
and also to serve all the VM chapters as a member of the Advisory Council.



A Different Route
 My faith life continues to grow. After a long discernment process, a lot of 
prayer and soul searching, I decided to deepen my faith life in the Evangelical 
Lutheran Church tradition. I am now a member of Calvary Lutheran Church in 
Belleville. I serve Calvary as a member of the Christian Education, Worship, and 
Fellowship Committees, the Church Council, and serve as a member of the Altar 
Guild, as an usher, greeter, reader, choir member and worship assistant. I am very 
happy and feel that God has called me to be there to serve with that faith community. I 
am also pleased to be a part of the River’s Edge Via de Cristo, the Lutheran version 
of the Cursillo Movement.

 My path to God is a little different now than it was in the Roman Catholic 
tradition, but it is still filled with grace. Jesus is every bit as present in the Eucharist 
there as He is in the Roman Catholic Church and ALL are welcome at His table. 
I am very blessed to be a member of the 
Marian Chapter and to minister with my fellow 
members. I was extremely honored when they 
petitioned the VM National Advisory Council to 
change the rule to allow members of a chapter 
who were also members of the Advisory Council 
to be nominated for the Fr. John Maronic 
Award. God has truly gifted me with a wonder-
ful family and friends and the opportunity to 
be a member of the Marian Chapter of the 
Victorious Missionaries.

The journey continues. Thanks to all who have traveled with me. I look forward to 
meeting many more fellow travelers in the days and years to come as we serve God 
by serving others. I invite you to join me!  

Kelly


