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Faithful Navigator 
 
 

Dear Brother Knights 

  

November is here!  Our regular business meeting will not be 
taking place.  Instead, we are having a Memorial Mass for our 
deceased members Vernon Mays, George Farrell and Bill 
Herman, Jr.  The Mass is taking place at St. Patrick’s in Sonora 
at 6pm on November 5th. Please attend and bring your wife or 
significant other to honor our Sir Knights. 
  
This month is our Annual Veteran’s dinner being held in the 
Rogers Family Center on Veteran’s Day, November 11th at 
6pm.  Where else can you get a prime rib dinner for $20 single, 
$30 for couple or family?  It promises to be a wonderful evening 
with lots of sharing from our veterans.  It’s not too late to reserve 
your spot if you haven’t purchase a ticket yet. 
  
On November 14th there is a second and third degree 
exemplification in Danville, CA.  If anyone is interested please 
let me know and I will get you more details. 
  
At our last meeting we heard from several Sir Knights who 
attended our Pope’s visit to the USA.  In today’s Sierra Scroll 
Matt Peller shares some thoughts of his experience for everyone 
to read.  Thanks, Matt. 
  
In December our meeting will be in Oakdale.  Hughson gets 
passed up in the rotation because when I originally scheduled the 
Memorial Mass it was going to be in Hughson.  Instead of 
changing our calendar and arrangements with Oakdale’s Oak 
Valley Medical Plaza facilities I decided to keep our calendar as 
published in July. 
  
We now have a website: www.2165.org then click on “Assembly 
Sites” on the left hand side then click on “3340”.  Our assembly 
website will pop up and our complete calendar can be accessed 
under “event calendar” 
 
 

Fraternally Yours, 
 
Ray Souza, Faithful Navigator 
 
Monsignor Conrad Gruber Assembly #3340 

Thursday November 5 
 

Memorial Mass 
Sonora - 6:00 PM 

 

Thoughts from SK Matt Peller, PFN 
Philadelphia - World Meeting of Families 

In May, 2015, the Knights of Columbus sent out an email 
requesting volunteers to assist at the upcoming Papal visit that 
September in Philadelphia.  I felt called to go and volunteered 
as a Special Services Coordinator.  The job's description was to 
assist people with behavioral, physical and intellectual 
disabilities.   
 
My training, as an Ombudsman, Suicide Prevention First Aider 
and many years ago as a volunteer fireman, might be of use.  
Maybe the desire to help people is genetic?  My father was a 
police officer.  Who knows?  Or maybe it was learned in 
Catholic school?  I just felt called and didn't give the reason a 
lot of thought. 
 
Some of the vivid memories of the trip are as follows: 
 
Think of airport security on steroids.  Both my case and 
backpack were opened and all the contents closely scrutinized.  
Everything in my pockets had to go on the table.  I went 
through the Magnetometer and of course my insulin pump set 
the thing off.  I did the raised arms / spread legs thing, and got 
wanded and patted down.  After passing these tests and putting 
my dignity and my things back together, I took some pictures 
and rolled on. 
 
While standing on the platform waiting for the SEPTA train to 
take me downtown, a young man approached me.  “Do you 
have an extra ticket?  I really need to see the Pope today.”  
These tickets were being scalped around town, so having a 
suspicious nature, my first reaction was that I was being 
scammed.  “No I don't have any extra tickets, just my own.”  
But he pleaded, “It's really important for me to get in.”   
 
I glanced at his family – nice looking Hispanic ladies, one of 
whom was holding a young child by the hand.  I decided on the 
spur of the moment to give him my ticket.  I would be working 
all this evening anyway and would see the Pope at Mass 
tomorrow.  When he told his family they were all so happy, 
smiling and waving at me.  “Nice people”, I thought. 
 
There was a cleric at my post and those with him were trying to 
get him to the front.  I told them that there were no exceptions.  
Their English was broken, but finally it got through to me that 
he was an Italian Bishop who was serving at the Mass and had 
that morning been with the Pope.  I got an exception for him 
from the Guard commander.  I doubt though, if he or any in his 
retinue will be praying for me in the future.  After that we were 
told that all serving priests could go up. 

Complete Story continues on Page 3 for 
emailed newsletter 

http://www.2165.org
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Calendar of Events 
 
 

November 1  All Saint’s Day 
November 2 All Soul’s Day 
 
November 5 Memorial Mass - Sonora 6:00PM 
 
November 11 Veteran’s Dinner - Hughson 
   
 

November 17 Officer/Committee Meeting 
 
 

«AddressBlock»«First Name» «Last 
Name» 
«Address Line 1» 
«City», «State/Province» «Postal 

Vice Supreme Master: Lawrence G. Campitiello  
Ph: 858-487-2832 
Email: lcampit1@san.rr.com 
 
Master: Giuseppe Calderaro  
805-498-8294; Email 
sirsicilian@gmail.com  

website: www.2165.org 
then click on “Assembly 
Sites” on the left hand side 
then click on “3340” 
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My Philadelphia Pilgrimage 
By 

Matt Peller 

In May, 2015, the Knights of Columbus sent out an email 
requesting volunteers to assist at the upcoming Papal visit 
that September in Philadelphia.  I felt called to go and 
volunteered as a Special Services Coordinator.  The job's 
description was to assist people with behavioral, physical 
and intellectual disabilities.   
 
My training, as an Ombudsman, Suicide Prevention First 
Aider and many years ago as a volunteer fireman, might 
be of use.  Maybe the desire to help people is genetic?  My 
father was a police officer.  Who knows?  Or maybe it was 
learned in Catholic school?  I just felt called and didn't 
give the reason a lot of thought. 
 
For the first time in years, I would be flying red-eye.   My 
7:20 PM flight from Sacramento took me to Phoenix, and 
then a change of planes put me in Philadelphia at 6:05 AM 
(3:05 AM PDT), with about 3 ½  hours of Melatonin 
induced sleep.  My best breakfast choice was the Marriott 
Hotel across the pedestrian overpass. 
     
The hotel lobby was filled with 100 or so TSA agents, 
who were on their way downtown.  They would be 
staffing the checkpoints set up the previous night around 
the Security Zone in downtown Philadelphia.  Until the 
coming Monday, no vehicles would be allowed there and 
all pedestrians would be screened when entering. 
 
A brother Knight of Columbus, had picked up my uniform 
and credentials and dropped them for me at the Sonesta 
Hotel, where I would be staying the first night.  I used the 
Jefferson Station of the SEPTA  train from the airport, not 
being sure if the Ben Franklin Bridge on Market Street 
was open to pedestrian traffic.   
 
As I walked west along Market toward my hotel, rolling 
my case, an 8 foot high security fence blocked my path at 
City Hall.  A police officer told me, “Use the security 
checkpoint at Broad Street.  The entrance is three blocks 
south and then two west.  You'll see it.” 
 
Think of airport security on steroids.  Both my case and 
backpack were opened and all the contents closely 
scrutinized.  Everything in my pockets had to go on the 
table.  I went through the Magnetometer and of course my 
insulin pump set the thing off.  I did the raised arms / 
spread legs thing, and got wanded and patted down.  After 
passing these tests and putting my dignity and my things 
back together, I took some pictures and rolled on. 
 
I exited the Security Zone at Market Street, about 1 ½ 
blocks east of the Sonesta, picked up my uniform and 
credentials at the front desk and was able to check into my 
room early.  After unpacking, it was off to the 
Pennsylvania Convention Center, which is about two 
blocks from the Jefferson Station. 

I was required to swipe my identifying bar-code in order 
to get my Papal Visit credentials and SEPTA train pass.  I 
took pictures of the Magnetometer on Market Street as I 
went through the process again. This time I exited the 
Security Zone at Arch and Broad Streets.  After snaking 
through the crowd control barriers on Broad Street, I 
entered the Convention Center.   
 

As I approached the booth to identify myself, and before I 
could scan my bar-code, the lady in charge looked at her 
computer screen and said, “Hello Mr. Peller”.  Now I 
knew why they had requested my picture ahead of time - 
facial recognition.  I'm on the right.  Getting my Papal 
credentials and SEPTA  voucher, I then took that voucher 
to another desk and got the actual SEPTA pass from their 
representative.   
 

Then it was another walk back to the Sonesta.  The map at 
the back of the book shows my paths during the three 
days.  I had no trouble getting a full night's sleep.  After 
the regular morning routine, I checked out.  All that I had 
to do was go to the Airport Courtyard Hotel, check-in and 
then get back in time for my 6:00 PM assignment at Wood 
Avenue and 19th Street. 
 

With backpack on my back and rolling my case, I headed 
west on Market Street.  Soon I could see ahead of me that 
the Ben Franklin Bridge was opened to pedestrians.  I 
reached the 30th Street Station and began searching for the 
SEPTA Line.  I was looking for the right platform, when 
informed that the Airport train would not be stopping there 
for the entire weekend.  I had to get it at the University 
City Station.   
 

So rolling again, west on Market, south on 33rd and east on 
South Street, I eventually reached the right station and 
waited for the Airport Train.  It was a relatively short trip.  
At Terminal A, I called for my hotel's courtesy shuttle.   
 

After checking into the Courtyard, I had lunch at Ruby 
Tuesday, which was just a short walk away.  It was mid-
afternoon and my assignment was downtown starting at 
6PM.   I caught the shuttle back to Terminal A and was 
soon standing on the platform waiting for the SEPTA train 
to take me downtown. 
 

A young man approached me.  “Do you have an extra 
ticket?  I really need to see the Pope today.”  These tickets 
were being scalped around town, so having a suspicious 
nature, my first reaction was that I was being scammed.  
“No I don't have any extra tickets, just my own.”  But he 
pleaded, “It's really important for me to get in.”   
 

I glanced at his family – nice looking Hispanic ladies, one 
of whom was holding a young child by the hand.  I 
decided on the spur of the moment to give him my ticket.  
I would be working all this evening anyway and would see 
the Pope at Mass tomorrow.  When he told his family they 
were all so happy, smiling and waving at me.  “Nice 
people”, I thought. 
 



We got on the train and I sat by the window with an empty 
seat next to me.  I was daydreaming, my riding on a train 
things, when the young man came and sat next to me 
holding his son on his knee.  What a happy child!  So 
excited to be going to see the Pope with his father.   
 
And the young man told me that his family called the 
child, “Our miracle baby.”  His mother had died of a brain 
tumor before she could give birth and the boy was taken 
by Caesarian immediately after she passed.  The thought 
came to me, “How hard she must have fought to give him 
life”.  The man was hoping to get close enough to the 
Pope to get his son blessed.  He thanked me again.     
 
At Jefferson Station and I went upstairs.  Walking north 
on 10th Street, through the Chinese Friendship Gate, 
through Chinatown, across the Int. 676 overpass, west on 
Vine Street to Broad Street, where it was blockaded, north 
to Callowhill and west to 19th Street, I reached my 
assigned spot a little before 5 PM.   
 
I found my Volunteer Captain (blond lady in the picture) 
and started working early since they were short-handed.  
The black lady is my co-worker in the intersection of 
Callowhill & 19th.  We spent the next 4 hours together 
answering questions and directing people into one of two 
waiting lines - either that for ticketed people to the west or 
unticketed people to the south.  It involved a lot of 
shouting and about half way through my voice was hoarse 
and beginning to crack.   
 
We did help a number of people in many small ways.  
Fortunately no one needed Special Services assistance.  I 
worked there during the Papal Parade and the opening acts 
of the Aretha Franklin Concert.  Neither was visible from 
my vantage point. 
 
 Around 8:30 PM the crowds were inside and things were 
relatively quiet on the street.  I took some pictures, and got 
the okay from my Captain to head home.  I retraced my 
path to Jefferson Station.  Even at that hour there were 
long waits to get on a train.  I reached the hotel around 11 
PM and hit the sack.  It was disappointing not to have seen 
the Pope, but tomorrow was another day. 
 
By the next morning my spirits were high again.  Nothing 
like a good night's sleep.  I made the 9 AM deadline for 
breakfast at the Courtyard and was on the 10 AM airport 
shuttle.  I met two young ladies from Venezuela who were 
gushing with joy, at having come and seen the Pope.  They 
were headed to the airport to catch a flight home.  I 
listened to their experiences and shared my story about the 
“miracle baby”.  They said, “What a nice story!”  And I 
agreed.   
 
My assignment was at 2 PM, at Winter & 21st Streets.  At 
least it was on the south side of The Benjamin Franklin 
Parkway, so my walk would be shorter.  I would take my 
time getting there from the Jefferson Station and hunt for 
an “east-coast” bagel with cream cheese before starting 
my shift. 
 
 

Walking across Arch Street, I reached the start of the 
Parkway.  The crowds were building here at JFK Plaza, 
even three hours before the start of today's Papal Parade.  
Email notifications stated that volunteers were needed at a 
number of sites, including my assignment.  But the 
volunteers at this location were directing people and 
volunteers to entrances along the north side of the 
Parkway, as crowds were already very heavy at those on 
the south side.  This location was a fork in the road. 
 
I walked along the south side of the Parkway, along a row 
of food trucks.  I stopped to help one of our volunteers 
who was in need of a bathroom break.  She was not 
supposed to leave her spot without a replacement.   
 
None of the food truck owners that I asked had bagels.  
After about 10 tries, one suggested Wawa's.  Around 
noon, I found a Wawa's and found my bagel, which I 
enjoyed along the walk the rest of the way to my 
assignment. 
 
The Captain was happy to see me.  I started immediately, 
about 1 ½ hours before scheduled.  Our job was crowd 
control.  We were under the direction of the National 
Guard troops stationed there for worst-case scenarios.   
 
We were to keep those in line off the sidewalks, prevent 
line cutting and help the people in any way needed.  
Ahead there were barriers along the curbs but here there 
were none. The sidewalks were to be kept clear so that 
new arrivals could move to the back of the line, exceptions 
to the front and the troops to any point of trouble. 
 
 Instructions, regarding who could move to the front, kept 
changing during the shift.  At the beginning, it was no one 
– period. 
 
There was a cleric at my post and those with him were 
trying to get him to the front.  I told them that there were 
no exceptions.  Their English was broken, but finally it got 
through to me that he was an Italian Bishop who was 
serving at the Mass and had that morning been with the 
Pope.  I got an exception for him from the Guard 
commander.  I doubt though, if he or any in his retinue 
will be praying for me in the future.  After that we were 
told that all serving priests could go up. 
 
Some of the volunteers, on their own, began bringing 
forward people in wheelchairs, and those accompanying 
them.  But there were a number of such people in the 
crowds and most were being held back.  It almost got ugly 
at one point.  The National Guard relented and then gave 
us instructions that wheelchair bound people could be 
brought forward.  I remember letting a small group go 
forward that had two Albino babies in a twin stroller. 
 
Then, shortly after that, someone must have found a 
wheelchair, put one of their ladies in it and tried to bring 
ahead about twenty people.  I had them stopped by the 
Guard, but she and one assistant were allowed to go up.  
The rest were sent to the back of the line. 
 
 



There were people cutting into the line all the time.  One 
technique for such cheating was to walk up and start 
talking to someone, even if they weren't acquainted, and 
then inch their way into the line.   
 
If I missed one, the people already in line would complain 
to me.  I tried asking them to leave but couldn't physically 
remove those who wouldn't.  So counting on good 
Catholic guilt, I would tell them in a loud voice that they 
had just sinned and now had to go to Confession before 
Receiving at Mass.  Even that didn't get some to leave, but 
it seemed to satisfy the crowd.   
 
Next came instructions that those who had purchased 
reserved seats should go forward.  If there were seat 
numbers along the bottom of the ticket they had a reserved 
seat.  We were to look for those that had such tickets and 
direct them ahead.   
 
The security procedures at the entrance were taking too 
much time to screen the people.  I don't know how the 
TSA people can handle the repetitive nature of their jobs 
but they were doing their best to protect everyone.  It's just 
that the process was overwhelmed by the numbers.   
 
The lines were moving so slowly and it became obvious 
that many people were not going to get in even after 
waiting over 4 hours.   It was 4 PM and the Mass was 
beginning.  There were thousands of people still in line – 
just in my line.  I wanted to get to Mass, especially this 
Mass, and to finally see the Pope.  But I would not use my 
position of authority to jump in front of these people.   
 
I tried walking to the front to see if anything could be done 
to speed things along, but to no avail.  So I walked back 
along the line taking pictures, at the front of the line, to my 
last picture at the back of the line.  Thousands of good 
Catholics waiting patiently to get in.  It seemed, it could be 
like Purgatory.   
 
I was tired and disappointed for all of us.  Many of the 
volunteers were leaving.  There was nothing else we could 
do.  I left too, retracing my steps along Arch Street, not 
even stopping to watch the Mass on the Jumbo-tron at JFK 
Plaza.  I took the SEPTA train and shuttle bus back to the 
Courtyard and had dinner. 
 
As I tossed and turned, trying to sleep that night, it dawned 
on me that the Holy Spirit had been with us on that line.  
“Where two or more of you gather in my name...”  It was 
not a disappointment at all, but a lesson.  The Spirit was 
with us, I just had to open my heart to realize that He was 
there.   
 
 

But, before leaving for home the next day, one last person 
left an impression on me.  He was also a Volunteer and 
was waiting with me to get the airport shuttle.  He shared 
how he had appointed himself as a Captain, went in front 
of everyone in line, through Security and found a spot near 
the altar.  He found pamphlets to hand out before Mass 
and had a ringside seat for everything.  He was very happy 
with himself.  As he told me his story, I was thinking, 
“How sad.  He missed the whole point of our being there!” 
 
I flew home happy, my pilgrimage a success.  And I had a 
story and pictures to share with people.  Like most 
pilgrimages mine involved travel, a lot of walking, 
meeting fellow travelers, struggle, but finally the 
realization that I had met all my goals, and that my 
experience was more joyful and spiritually fulfilling than 
ever anticipated.   


