Sister Margaret Mary Lavonis, CSC
(Sister M. Rose William)
October 8, 1947 —-December 18, 2022

These memories were lovingly prepared and written by Sister
Suzanne Brennan, CSC, who read them at Sister Margie’s
memorial Mass on February 14, 2023, following a reading by
Sister Marilyn Zugish, CSC, of “Last Night the Rain Spoke To
Me” by Mary Oliver.

| would like to thank Sisters Patricia McCabe, Mary Ellen Vaughan, M.
Veronique (Wiedower), Marilyn Zugish, M. Jean Ann (Smith) and Mary
Ann Pajakowski for their help in composing this.

“l was standing

under a tree

with happy leaves,

and | was myself”

— Mary Oliver (Last Night the Rain Spoke To Me)

This is the time we come together to celebrate the life of Margie
and we come together to tend to each other. We come together to
celebrate a woman who, no matter how weighed down she was, could
always pave a way forward. There were days when you may have felt
wearied or bored by everyday routines or you lacked imagination.
Margie would be the one you called! And Margie would provide an
unexpected hope and experience.

“Imagine, imagine!
the long and wondrous journeys

still to be ours”
— Mary Oliver (Last Night the Rain Spoke To Me)


https://www.best-poems.net/mary_oliver/last_night_the_rain_spoke_to_me.html
https://www.best-poems.net/mary_oliver/last_night_the_rain_spoke_to_me.html

We have taken many wondrous journeys with Margie. And in
Margie’s experience of these journeys, Margie perceived God as
energizing this journey, animating all life skills to bring forth new ways,
to explore new relationships. Margie created innovative experiences
and imaginative stories to explain our world and explore our thoughts
and feelings, such as “Magical Moments with Marge” and the “Jericho
Rose” newscast, helping us to unleash our own creativity and
imaginative powers and laugh.

In her ministries, whether through writing, chaplaincy with Saint Mary’s
College (Notre Dame, Indiana) sports teams, or card playing with the
novices, Margie created moments of learning, risk-taking, engagement
and a sense of belonging. “Ask Margie” writings offered empathy and
compassion, time to learn from our mistakes and to move forward. All
we need to perceive is the direction of the journey —toward mutual
relationship —that leads us to the next step in that direction and
journey. Even with this help, Margie’s stride and all of our strides are
challenged and sometimes unsure. These examples, though, gave
Margie and all of us the courage to take risks and honor mistakes as
we struggle to learn our way forward.

Margie died at the end of Advent—the time of here and not yet.
Margie’s life and work reflected the constant movement towards
service and care and love for the persons she served. In responding to
ministries, Margie always saw more than what someone was asking her
to do—new ways to explore relationships, tasks —to grow what was an
initial good idea into a slightly better or new variation of it —which many
times worked and at other times made plan B an option.

In the early days of formation, Margie tried more than most of us to
get the message, to seriously conform, which often led to predicaments
she then had to resolve. After dropping her wire-rimmed glasses and
breaking them several times, Margie was petrified to ask again for
replacements. She was given a stern warning to be more careful, so



instead of placing her glasses on something from which they could fall
and break, she carefully placed them on the floor by her bed, and then
stepped on them the next morning. She did creatively try to come up
with a plan B, which did not work all the time, but had to deal with that
and keep carefully walking forward.

Margie’s life and ministry was quite varied. She was a teacher, a
writer, a singer, a guide for vocations and formation who loved living
with and supporting the novices, a member of a pastoral team, a
mission person, a performer, a people connector.

Her artistic spirit loved to seek an audience. One of her projects was
a “talk show” broadcasted over the closed-circuit convent channel, in
which she interviewed sisters not only about their lives and ministries,
but also asking their thoughts on current topics. As the number of
sisters she interviewed grew, what Margie was creating was a “living
library” —a collection and sharing of stories of lives—each of the sisters
realizing they did have a story to tell worth hearing and enjoying. One
participant spoke in amazement when finished: “By myself, | am a story,
lam a BOOK”

Margie was also an enthusiastic supporter of her brother and his
wonderful voice and career. Margie took such pride in him—her smile
when recounting his bookings and travels readily communicated love
and joy.

And the video Bill took of Margie walking down the third floor in her
brightly colored sweater was a love letter back to his sister and brought
many online tributes and messages from sisters around the world.

Margie enjoyed relating how her mother loved to remind her father,
who was a staff sergeant in the army BUT not at home, that “We are not
your recruits!” It reflected love. Margie’s emotions were always close to
the surface —great joy/great pain —always real.

Margie’s mind was like a steel trap —remembering events and details
that the rest of us forgot— and the joys and suffering that accompanied



all of those recollections. These were the rains that came and went and
punctuated Margie’s life with the light that illumined her paths.

One delightful entertainment that Margie introduced years back
in formation and which has been repeated in many ministry settings
was “Magical Moments with Marge.” It was a demonstration on how
to correctly care for your skin and apply makeup for those special
occasions when you needed to look not just your best but outstanding.
It required two persons to present it. One sat on a chair, with a large
sheet secured around her neck. The other person hid under the sheet
in the back of the chair—only their arms emerged —and as the person
in the chair, usually Margie, narrated the intricacies of facial cleansing,
applying makeup, styling hair and the like, the second person blindly
followed her prompts, trying to find lipstick or eyeshadow and apply
it to Margie’s face without a clue except what she could feel with their
hands. The resulting hilarity increased with every piece of advice from
“Marge” and when both persons took a bow, grateful applause came
for the great laughs the spectators had.

In many ways, this image of someone else’s hands lovingly making
all more beautiful and fun is Margie and the magic she brought to
us. As her struggle with Parkinson’s became more demanding and
took more and more of Margie’s energy and focus, this magic helped
Margie continue to walk forward, still taking those steps that led to
generosity, transformation, change, redemption and release —and the
joy of meeting God in the very mutual relationship that kept Margie on
the move —falling forward, taking risks and crossing boundaries for the
sake of growth and relationship.

Asked how he wanted to be remembered, Martin Luther King Jr.,
in the light of all his huge accomplishments, said he wanted to be
remembered as someone who tried to love and serve humanity, and
who would “leave a committed life behind.” Margie ended one of



her columns with something similar: “Lord, let there be a little more
goodness in the world because | lived. | hope we will also be able to
say that there is a little more hope. Let’s start today.”

Rest well from your walking and falling forward —you are now in the
arms of God. Rest well with peace and finding happy ways to continue
your path. Thank you, Margie —we send our love and magic to your
large heart, on the journey “still to be ours.”



