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Serving LGBT Catholics Since 1974 

Spirituality, Equality and Justice: Nurtured in a Welcoming Catholic 

Community 

DignityUSA envisions and works for a time when Gay, Lesbian, Bisexual and 

Transgender Catholics are affirmed and experience dignity through the integration 

of their spirituality with their sexuality, and as beloved persons of God participate 

fully in all aspects of life within the Church and Society. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Frankly Speaking 

Dignity Detroit offers 
community outreach for our 
less fortunate brothers & 
sisters at the Capuchin 
Soup Kitchen in Detroit. 
 
Our volunteer participation 
needs your help on the 2nd 
and 4th Friday of each month 
between 3:30 - 6:00p.m. 
 
For more information see 
Michael Frontiera 

 
 

 

Calendar of Events 
April 

 
3rd- Second Sunday of Easter  
 
10th- Third Sunday of Easter 
 
17th- Fourth Sunday of Easter 
         Dignity Council meeting 
 
24th- Fifth Sunday of Easter  
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ANNIVERSARY DINNER DANCE TICKETS 
 
Tickets for the 42nd Anniversary Dinner Dance will be 
available beginning March 20 and conclude on May 1, 2016. 
No tickets will be sold at the door.  The tickets are $50 per 
person which includes an open bar, buffet dinner, a short 
program, dancing and access to our silent auction. This 
year you can purchase a table for 8 for $350! The dinner 
dance is May 14th at Park Place in Dearborn (see the flyer 
and ticket order form for more details). 

 

 

REIMBURSEMENTS 

 

As a nonprofit we encourage folks to share and voluntarily provide for 

the after mass socials. We also understand that not everyone has the 

luxury to provide without assistance. For those folks that would like to 

be reimbursed for the items they purchased, they can submit a 

reimbursement form to the Social Chairperson or the Treasurer. The 

forms will be available in the after mass social sign up booklet. All you 

need to do is fill out the form and turn it in with your receipt(s). You 

may also use the form to declare your donation to Dignity Detroit and 

for the amount to be added to your annual giving statement. If you 

would like to give funds toward the after mass social you can put your 

donations in a marked envelope and drop it in the Sunday collection. If 

you have any questions you can contact the Social Chairperson, Patrick 

Sharpe. 
 

  

HYMNBOOK DONATION 
  
If you are interested in underwriting the cost of our new hymnbooks, it is not too 
late.  We have reached the half way mark in that 50 books have already been 
donated. You can donate the cost of a book ($20.00) in “HONOR OF”, “IN 
MEMORY OF” or just as a “GIFT OF”. For your convenience, we have included a 
Hymnbook Donation Form on page 9 of this newsletter. 
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The Ragman 

(adapted from the story by Walter Wangerin, Jr. by Scott Ragan) 

I saw a sight so strange and experienced something so amazing that it is hard for me to explain 
it. If you can give me a few minutes, I’ll do my best to describe it to you. 

Before dawn one Friday morning I noticed a young man, handsome and strong, walking through 
the back alleys of the city. He was pulling an old cart filled with clothes both bright and new. As 
he pulled the cart he was calling out in a clear, powerful voice: “Rags! Rags! New rags for old! I 
take your tired rags!” 

The air was foul in these dark side streets, tainted by the filth and trash that living unleashes on 
the world. And yet as the man called out, the air became tinged with the faint scent of 
cleanliness, as though the breeze that carried the sweet music of his voice also carried with it 
the hope and promise of a cleansing rain and a purifying wind. 

“Rags! New rags for old! I take your tired rags! Rags!” The man continued to move through the 
dim light of early morning, his strong voice echoing from building to building and street to 
street. 

“Now, this is a curious thing,” I thought to myself, for the man stood six- feet-four and his arms 
were like tree limbs, hard and muscular. His eyes flashed with intelligence. What was he doing 
here, in a city that had no need for such a useless profession. Who recycled rags anymore? 
Could he find no better job than this, to be a ragman in the heart of a city? Driven by my 
curiosity, I followed him. And I wasn’t disappointed. 

Soon the Ragman saw a woman sitting on the porch of a small house. She was crying into a 
handkerchief, wracked with sobs as she shed a thousand tears. Her body language said it all as 
she seemed folded in on herself, shoulders down, back slumped forward, knees and elbows 
making a sad X. She had no hope. Her heart was breaking. Her body may have been alive, but 
her soul wanted to die. 

The Ragman stopped his cart. Quietly he walked over to the woman, stepping round empty 
beer cans and old newspapers, dead toys and broken furniture. “Give me your rag,” he said 
gently as he knelt beside her, “and I’ll give you another.” The woman looked up into his 

Do yourself a favor this Easter Season…read the story below (yes, I know it’s long) and really think about it.  

This is one of the most profound stories I’ve read in a while. 

Joyous Easter! 

Claudia 
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powerful, compassionate eyes and saw something there that paused her tears. The Ragman 
slipped the handkerchief from her hand and used it one last time to dry away the flow of tears 
from her face. Never taking his eyes from hers, he laid across her palm a linen cloth so clean 
and new that it shined. She looked down at the new cloth and then back again to the eyes of 
man who had given it to her. The Ragman slowly leaned forward and kissed the woman’s 
forehead and then turned and walked back to his cart. 

As he began to pull his cart again, the Ragman did a strange thing: he put her old, used stained 
handkerchief to his own face…and then he began to weep. He sobbed as grievously as she had 
done, his shoulders shaking as the tears flowed down his face in a torrent of grief. 

But looking back to the woman on the porch I could see that she was left without a tear. She sat 
with her shoulders high and a look of wonder on her face. 

“This is amazing,” I thought to myself, and I followed the sobbing Ragman. Like a curious child 
who cannot turn away from a mystery, I watched the Ragman from a distance. 

“Rags! Rags! New rags for old!” rang forth his voice. Though it was still strong, it also shook with 
emotion as he wept. “Rags! I take your old rags! Rags!” 

In a little while, the sky showed gray behind the rooftops. It was light enough to make out the 
shredded curtains and damaged blinds that hung in dark windows. The Ragman came upon a 
girl sitting curbside whose head was wrapped in a bandage, eyes as vacant as the windows 
around her. Blood soaked her bandage and a single line of blood ran down her cheek. 

The Ragman paused and turned his weeping eyes upon this empty, injured child. Reaching into 
his cart, he withdrew from it a beautiful yellow hat and walked towards the girl. “Give me your 
rag,” he said softly, “and I’ll give you mine.” The child did not move and could only gaze at him 
vacantly while he loosened the bandage, removed it from her head, and tied it to his own 
instead. I gasped at what I saw: with the bandage went the wound. The girl’s head was left 
unblemished, while the Ragman’s head began to bleed. He set the hat on the girl’s head and 
suddenly her eyes took on an understanding and intelligence that had been missing before. She 
placed her hand to the side of her head where the bandage had covered the wound that was 
no longer there. Smiling in wonder, she watched as the Ragman rose unsteadily to his feet and 
moved back to his cart. 

“Rag! Rags! I take old rags!” cried out the sobbing, bleeding Ragman. “New rags for old! Rags!” 
With his powerful arms pulling the cart, he continued on his way. He seemed to be moving 
faster now with an urgency I hadn’t noticed before. 

He stopped again in front of a man who was leaning against a telephone pole. “Are you going to 
work?” he asked. The man shook his head. The Ragman pressed him: “Do you have a job?” 
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The man looked him up and down, making note of the Ragman’s weeping eyes and bleeding 
head before replying. “Are you crazy?” he sneered as he leaned away from the pole, revealing 
that the right sleeve of his jacket was flat, the cuff stuffed into the pocket. He had no arm. 

“Give me your jacket,” said the Ragman firmly, “and I’ll give you mine.” Such quiet authority in 
his voice! The one-armed man looked into the other’s eyes and then slowly took off his jacket. 
So did the Ragman. I rubbed my eyes in disbelief as I trembled at what I saw: the Ragman’s arm 
stayed in its sleeve, and when the other put on the Ragman’s jacket he had two good arms, 
strong as tree limbs. The Ragman was left with one. “Go to work,” he said as he moved back to 
his cart. 

Struggling to make do with his one arm, the Ragman began to pull his cart again, this time much 
faster and with greater urgency. He came upon an unconscious old drunk lying beneath an 
army blanket, hunched, wizened and sick. He took that blanket and wrapped it round himself, 
but for the drunk he left new clothes. 

And now I had to run to keep up with the Ragman. He was weeping uncontrollably, and 
bleeding freely from the forehead. He struggled to pull his cart with one arm while stumbling 
from drunkenness, falling again and again, exhausted, old, and sick. Yet he moved with terrible 
speed nearly sprinting through the alleys of the city covering block after block and mile upon 
mile. 

I wept to see the changes in this man. I hurt to see his sorrow and ached each time I saw him 
stumble and fall. When he began to move through the industrial area of the city, away from the 
houses and apartments, I wanted to stop following and turn away from my grief, to leave it 
behind and go back to my life. But I could not. I needed to see this sad, amazing story to its end. 
Who was this Ragman? Why had he done what nobody else would have done? Where he was 
going in such a hurry? How would it end? 

The once strong Ragman was now old and frail, weeping and bleeding, staggering and falling, 
his body wracked with pain, sorrow and disease. I watched as he came to an old abandoned lot 
that was filled with piles of trash, old furniture, and the rusted out shells of cars and 
construction equipment. He moved among the garbage pits and piles of human refuse and 
finally climbed to the top of a small hill made from the trash of a thousand lives. He struggled to 
pull his cart and its sad, pathetic burden. With tormented labor he cleared a little space on that 
hill. 

With a deep sigh, he slowly made a bed from the contents of his cart and lay down on it. He 
pillowed his head on a handkerchief and a jacket. He covered his old, aching bones with an 
army blanket. His body shook under the load of its injuries and pain and disease. His eyes wept 
and the wound under his bandage continued to bleed. With one last, deep sigh, he closed his 
eyes and died. 
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Oh, how I cried to witness that death! I sat down in an old, abandoned car and wailed and 
mourned as one who has no hope. I wept because I had come to love the Ragman. As I had 
followed him, I had watched him work wonders and change lives so profoundly that it didn’t 
seem fair that he was gone. He had taken those things that were soiled and damaged beyond 
repair and had replaced them with the new and the whole. He had offered hope to the 
damaged and lost of the city. 

But if the Ragman was gone, then my hope was gone as well. I felt such an overwhelming sense 
of grief and loss that I remained in the private seclusion of the rusted out car and sobbed 
myself to sleep. I did not know – how could I know — that I slept through Friday night and 
Saturday and on through Saturday night as well. 

But then, on Sunday morning, I was awakened by a violence that shook me to the core of my 
being. Light – pure, hard, insistent light – slammed against my tear-stained face and demanded 
that I awake. When I was finally able to open my eyes, I blinked against the light and squinted in 
the direction of the pile of trash where the Ragman’s body had been. As I looked, I saw the last 
and the first wonder of all. The Ragman was there, yes! But he was no longer dead. He was 
alive! There he stood, folding the old army blanket carefully and laying it atop the neatly 
arranged handkerchief and jacket. Besides the scar on his forehead, there was no other 
evidence of what he had previously taken upon himself. There was no sign of sorrow or age, no 
evidence of illness or deformity. His body was whole and strong and all the rags that he had 
gathered shined for cleanliness. 

I wept to see him again. When I thought that hope had died along with Ragman, I had 
abandoned any hope for my own life. And yet there he stood, healthy and whole. Climbing 
from my shelter I moved toward the Ragman, trembling from what I had seen and because of 
what I knew I needed to do. Walking to him with my head lowered, I spoke my name to him 
with shame. Looking up into his clear, loving, compassionate eyes I spoke with yearning in my 
voice, “Rags. Please take my tired rags and replace them with new ones.” 

And he did just that. Taking the old, tired rags of my existence that covered the griefs and 
wounds of a life sadly lived, he replaced them with the new clothes of a life spent following 
Him. He put new rags on me and I am now a reflection of the hope he offers to us all. 
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Dignity Detroit Reimbursement Form (please print) 

 I would like this to be counted as my donation and added to my annual giving statement. 

 I want to be reimbursed for this purchase. 

Date: 
 

Name: 

Reason: 
 

Address: 
 
 

 

Reimbursement item: Amount Requested: 
(must attach receipts, invoice, etc.) 

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

Total reimbursement request: $ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reimbursement information: 

 

Check #:__________________ 

Check date: ________________ 

 

All receipts must be attached to this form. If the request is for the after mass social turn this 

form into the Social Chair or the Treasurer. The Treasurer will process this request and give 

the reimbursement to you. 

Reimbursement received: _______________________________________ 

Date: ________________ 
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42nd Anniversary Dinner Dance 

Saturday, May 14, 2016 

Park Place 23400 Park Street, Dearborn, MI 48124 

$50 per person 

Deadline for ticket sales is May 1, 2016. No ticket will be sold at the door. 

6:30 pm cocktails | 7:00 pm dinner (please drink responsibly) 

Table of 8 can be purchased for $350 

Open Bar | Buffet Dinner | Silent Auction | Dancing | Short Program 

 

“Companions In Faith” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ticket Order Form (please print): 

Name: 

Address: 

City/St./ZIP: 

Number of tickets @ $50: 

Total enclosed: $ 

Please mail to: Dignity Detroit, P O Box 558, Royal Oak, MI 48068 
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Dignity Detroit                          

Hymnbook Donation 

Program 

Please check the option you wish below and return 

the form to Frank or Claudia……. 

 

  PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 

 

   

   ____ In Memory of _____________________________ 

 

     Donated by ____________________________ 

    

 

   ____ In Honor of _______________________________ 

 

     Donated by ____________________________ 

    

    

   _____ A Gift from _______________________________ 

 

NOTE:  Books can be donated anonymously if you do not wish your 

name to be included. 

 

 Total number of books to be donated ______ @ $20.00 each. 

 Total amount included with this form $______. 

 

Thank you for your generosity………….. 
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Dignity Detroit offers community 
outreach for our less fortunate brothers 
& sisters at the Capuchin Soup Kitchen 
in Detroit. 
 
Our volunteer participation needs your 
help on the 2nd and 4th Friday each 
month between 
3:30 - 6:00pm. 
 
Please see Michael F. if you can help. 
Thank You!!!                       

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Dignity Detroit meets every Sunday 
evening at 6:00 pm in Sacred Heart 
Chapel at Marygrove College.  

8425 W. McNichols @ Wyoming 
 

Contact us at: 
Postal Mail: P.O. Box 558, Royal Oak, MI 
48068-0558 
Voice-mail: 313-278-4786 
E-mail: dignitydetroit74@yahoo.com 
Website: www.dignitydetroit.org 

We are a 501 (c) 3 organization 

Dignity Detroit meetings: 
Our meetings are open to all 

 

Council - 
Third Sunday every month @ 4:30 pm 

 
General Membership - 

Third Sunday of January, April, July and 

October, immediately after mass. 

 

DignityUSA: 
P.O. Box 376 

Medford, MA 02155-0376 
Phone: 800-877-8797 

E-mail: info@dignityusa.org 

 

Is your membership expiring soon? 
 
You can renew by logging on to the 
Dignity/USA website. If you don’t have 
access to a computer, renewal packets 
are available on the back table in the 
Chapel for you to mail in. 
 
Anyone who cannot afford the $50 
membership is encouraged to see any 
member of council for the confidential 
Angel’s Fund program. All you have to 
do is ask! 

 

Ken Wojciak 
 

Interior/exterior painting 

Free estimates 

313-319-7712 

KenWojciak@gmail.com 

                  


