
 

 

 
 

 
FR. LAWRENCE MANN 

70 years of ordination 

 

Long ago, back in 1916, I was conceived in love and born in Cleveland, Ohio. When I 

was only a year old, I fell out of the high chair on my head. Panic set in, but Grandpa 

calmly said, “He’s dead. Don’t worry, Emma,” he told my mother, who was frantically 

bathing me in cold water. “You have another one coming.”  

 

“But I want Lawrence.” She promised God, "I’ll give him to You, if you let him live.” 

 

We had a happy, yet mildly strict home. I love the Catholic faith, mainly due to my 

mother. I grew up to love sports, especially baseball and ice skating. Since my dad sang 

in the choir at church and at the Metropolitan Opera, when it came to Cleveland, we 

grew up to love good music 

 

I first met the Marianists when I went to Cathedral Latin in Cleveland. Bro. Tragesser 

and Fr. Monheim were helpful in my vocation. My older brother Len entered the 

Society, and we both professed vows together in 1933. I experienced deep happiness 

when I received my Marianist ring at Perpetual Vows. It was not the ring of the 

Niebelungen, but it has been, all these years, and still is a constant reminder of my 

alliance with Mary, whom we sing as “valde decora,” extremely attractive, “Alma 

redemptoris Mater.”  

 

I enjoyed my first years of teaching at Purcell High School in Cincinnati. Three students 

who would later be known as Fr. Joseph Stefanelli, Bro. John Blank and Bro. Edward 

Mulvaney were among my students. I was brimming with youthful energy then; so, on 

some days after school, I walked to hear the Cincinnati Symphony or the Ballet Russe, 

then in its prime. Before I went to the seminary, I stayed for a year at St. John’s in 

Manayunk and another year at Chaminade High School in Mineola, where John Bolin 

was a student. 

 

 

  



I went to St. Meinrad Seminary in Indiana, along with 35 other Marianist seminarians. 

Cardinal Ritter ordained Jim Darby, John Dickson, Raymond Roesch, Vince Plassenthal 

and me in August 1945. After my seminary days, Fr. Tredtin called me in and said, 

“Father Mann, we are sending you to Hawaii.” No discussion; so, to Hawaii I went. 

Young, eager priest, going to Saint Louis High School. The war was just over; spirits 

were high. 

 

Among the many memories of the Island days is the grace I had to serve the lepers in 

the settlement of Molokai. Here, memories of Fr. Damian and Mother Mary Anne were 

alive. In 1962, I was sent to Carmel Mission in California to help there while Bishop 

Clinch, the pastor of Carmel Mission, was at the Vatican Council for two years. This 

was an exciting time at the Mission. The devout parishioners, the many artists in the 

community and constant flow of visitors kept us moving. After the Council in 1965, I 

went to Holy Family Parish near Pearl Harbor in the Islands for an extended time until 

1990, when I retired. I loved the whole experience of parish life: the school, many 

military in the parish, all in the setting of beautiful Hawaii. 

 

In 1990, I retired and was invited to come to Chaminade High School in Los Angeles.  It 

was life at a slower pace for me, giving me more time to enjoy my great desire to 

read. Sometimes, I spent five or six hours in a Barnes & Noble bookstore. I was happy to 

help out in various ways, like giving many retreats to our high school students, going to 

the youth prison to offer Masses, helping these lads in their faith and as chaplain to the 

wonderful group of Catholic ladies — the Magnificat Group — really true witnesses of 

our faith.  

 

It was difficult to leave Chaminade after 14 years. Fr. Tim Kenney asked me to come to 

the Villa Saint Joseph in Cupertino. I went, a bit reluctantly, but I soon felt at home at 

the Villa. The wonderful women who cheerfully care for all our needs make it truly my 

home with the brothers.    

 

Old age brings Calvary and Stabat Mater. “Yet old age tells us to dismiss all anxiety 

from your minds.” 

 

I am grateful for the years living as a Marianist with wonderful men in the community, 

living in our marvelous world, beautiful in its smallest and its most vast expanses.  

Aquinas died at 49, Socrates at 70. No one has at yet offered me hemlock. In faith and 

hope I offer my “widow’s mite” of service to our compassionate Lord, who “writes 

straight with crooked lines.” Gracias. Come, Lord Jesus!   
 


