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Fr. Bob Thames Newsletter 

July Newsletter 
 

 
Dear Folks, family all, I hope and pray that all goes well there with all of 
you. Here is the July letter, hopefully filling you all in on what happens here, 
that you all make possible. 
 
I pray daily for all, many by name, your brother in Jesus Christ, Fr. Bob 
Thames. 
 
Just about always I am thinking ahead of time about what to say in my 
monthly letter.  This month has been an exception. Here it is already Aug. 4 
and I just starting to think and to write at the same time, as I had not 
planned anything beforehand. It has been the coldest July that I can 
remember. We have always had cold and warm days mixed, but this year 
has been different.  The ministry of education always keeps the winter 
schedule of starting a half hour later in the morning for cold weather but by 
mid-July we are back to the summer hour schedule.  Not this year, still the 
late hour. Maybe I am exaggerating as the kids, both boys and girls are 
going to school at times in short shirt sleeves while I am yet with my flannel 
shirts and jacket. Of course I am old and with a slow heartbeat, always 
cold-natured. Again usually there are some days with misting rain, but 
again this has not been the case. But rainless clouds with temperatures in 
the low 60’s or high 50’s, which for us is cold (at least for me) has been the 
rule.                                                                                              

Our district track and academic meets have several levels, one in the 
district only, then on to provincial meets. This last meet has been the last 
two weeks of July. As one or other person or team failed, they returned to 
their home schools. This has been the case with us here. But the last two, 
a boy and girl from my house, and others from the dorms at school, 
returned this last Thursday night, after almost two weeks in Camiri, the 
capital of our province (Cordillera-meaning mountain ridge). I yet do not 
know if they will go on to the state meet that will be held later, then the 
national meet. I thought interestingly enough, the technological contests 
(using computers with internet) were held at our school as we are the only 
ones with computers with internet. Although the national government 
recognizes the value and necessity of computers in high school (as most, 
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not all, high schools have computers), there is yet no teacher paid with a 
government salary, nor any high school with internet capability apart from 
our own.  THIS THANKS TO ALL OF YOU!  

The two kids from my house who just came in on Aug. 2, fortunately are 
good students and will rapidly make up for lost time being away. I am not 
sure of some others. 

                             

Talking about making up grades, the second semester report cards were 
given out on July 20. There was much rejoicing for some, even most, but 
sadness for others.  In my own house 3 students, all boys, have terrible 
grades, and I am not sure they will pass this year. I understand two of 
them, from really terrible backgrounds, and one of them has a hearing 
impairment. This only came out recently when one of our psychologists 
talked with him about his grades. But he has a terrible home-life also. I 
cannot understand the one from a good family, a family whom I have 
visited and eaten with several times when pastor of the parish.  He is the 
last one, some 15 years younger or more than the oldest and it makes me 
think he has been spoiled and undisciplined (my opinion). His older 
brothers and sisters have passed through here, and while not great 
students, were average, stable, and faithful in their studies. I have 
remained in contact with the oldest son, now with a good, stable family, 
married to a teacher in the city.  (Hey, it just started raining on us in 
Cabezas, just hope it keeps up for two days as is forecast—we certainly 
need it.)                                                                                                            

We just finished bringing in our last corn from the field about 10 days ago. 
As the wind had blown over so much the combine could not pick it up.  We 
received about 75 tons according to one man’s estimate. This is 1500 
sacks of 100 lbs... In Bolivia corn is sold by the hundred pounds, not by the 
ton.  The price is down so much that I decided not sell more than our first 
load. We will wait until the price improves a little. We have quite a bit of 
storage and we are using some of the corn to make our cow feed with 
cooked soy beans and other things. I am anxious to used peanut hulls 
which the Mennonite people just to the east of us give without charge.  I 
remember the peanut hay with molasses we used with our milk cows in the 
early 50’s.  We will have our first molasses next year. We will just keep 
experimenting with what we have or can get easily. It was the kids who did 
most of the work picking by hand the corn blown over. As many as 15 boys 
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on a weekend with two girls cooking for them on Friday afternoon and all 
day Saturday. We tried to have a good meal ready for them when they 
arrived on Saturday night, also cooked by the kids in my house.  

A tragedy this past month. We lost one of good milk cows with what she 
had eaten about two weeks ago. It was our silage, with some mold on it 
that caused her to die. Again it was our fault, as the kids from my house 
had played on top of the ground silo, breaking the thick plastic sheet that let 
air in to cause the mold. I had scolded the kids after someone had told me 
what they had done, but we did not repair the damage as we should have 
immediately. At least now we know and will be more careful. Our cows are 
doing fine anyway, apart from that.  We have hand-cut sorghum maize with 
quite a bit of grain included that we are feeding with the silage at present, 
plus the ground feed when milking (I say this for any dairy farmers among 
you who read this). Our thanks to St. Vincent de Paul parish who has 
given us money for the buying of several cows.  

July 16, the feast of Our Lady of Carmel, is the school feast day.  Actually 
we did not celebrate it as it always comes during or just after the winter 
vacation.  No time to prepare for it. Remember our school is Our Lady of 
Carmel high school. Before I was pastor of the parish of the same name so 
we had double reason to celebrate with folk dancing and other events as 
those who came in those days know.  

We have begun new construction on my house where all the kids live 
(some 34 or more now).  There are five dorm rooms, two for boys, two for 
girls, and one for pregnant girls or recently have babies (this last one has 
indoor bathroom). Thanks to a donation of a very good friend of many 
years, we are adding another room and enclosing two toilets that then can 
be reached in the night from inside. Some of the outdoor toilets had been 
stopped up also, which now have been cleaned out. All are functioning 
now. The construction will also include a small area that will be a religious 
corner, in Mexico called an altarcito, (Hispanics know what I mean here) 
where we will place a large crucifix, a bible, a Virgin Mary picture, and other 
saints known to the kids. I want to make it a place of prayer and 
reflection.  But even moreso I want to start a first communion class for the 
kids of my house who lack this in late August to be finished in some 10 
months or so. I will explain more of the why of this at the end of this 
letter.   And I will start to build a new fence around our property; the one 
now has fallen in several places.  Our place is full of the neighbors’ 
chickens and dogs. I would like to have my own chickens running around 
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but not able to go outside our place, and no dogs who try to come through 
an open door into the house and eat food off the table or lick plates 
unwashed.                                                                                                      
We had our monthly retreat for kids the 4th Friday of July and for me it was 
the best quality of all that we have had. It was the first week of the 
track/academic meets so we had fewer kids, only 53 present as some 70 or 
more kids of our school were in the track/academic meet including several 
of the best leaders who help us. Maybe the size had something to do with 
it, I don’t know, but I saw more depth in the result on the kids. We don’t 
spend the night there, only go up to about 11PM or 12 midnights, then with 
our truck waiting with some cars, we return to Cabezas for sleeping. The 
kids from our school then go home on Saturday AM.   Now it is Sunday, 
Aug. 5, with the rains having stopped this morning after giving us a good 
humid ground, but also cold. The temperature this IS was about 50 to 52 
Fahrenheit while it was yet drizzling and waters everywhere. Tomorrow is 
the national independence day of Bolivia, Aug. 6, so no school.  I am 
surprised at the number of kids who stayed all weekend despite being so 
long. Some of the girls are making a cake for the kids here and for a 
special adult reflection period that we will have tomorrow AM for workers 
with us. There will be special breakfast afterwards for those who attend. 

A little more on our pregnant girls group. One of the girls I hoped would 
come has decided not to as her family will return to its origin near the 
border with Brazil. The father of her child lives there. I am sorry for she 
needs much formation for being a mother. The head of the child defense 
office went with me to talk with her and her mother, but to no avail. But 
another young girl, now only 12, and pregnant, has come. She lived further 
to the west of here, not far from where two other young girls, now mothers, 
have their village. I am proud of the kids of our school, and its teachers who 
not only respect such kids, but also volunteer much help and support. This 
has not been the case in other high schools. I see at the same time a type 
of help to prevent others from the same situation as they see the difficulties 
that the child-mothers are having, trying to study and get ahead, while 
being mothers at the same time. And even then I see the poor quality of 
motherhood in people who are yet kids themselves.  I suspect with some 
knowledge based on my 54 years of priesthood that the babies will have 
quite a bit of insecurities passed on by their mothers, so young, so insecure 
themselves, inexperienced with life and a future already limited by 
responsibilities that they were so unprepared to meet. At least we who talk 
trying to prevent such circumstances, and avoid abortions when there are 
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pregnancies, do more than talk with our work to help those who need more 
help than others. 

I want to end this letter with some reflections that I have for years had on 
my own life, and having heard several others who work with me share their 
own experiences. I am talking about our religious formation, our 
relationship with Jesus Christ that has put us where we are today, the 
lifestyle we lead, the way we think in connection with Jesus Christ, and 
being followers that in some way do things that others don’t do.  My 
religious vocation I have thought for years now is the result of my family 
life, the place of God and religious practice in our home on the farm in 
Decatur. I know that one or other priest had a hand in it, but mainly it was 
my home life. I was an infant and in early childhood during the Second 
World War, and really don’t remember hardly anything about the war. But I 
do remember the fear in the adults which penetrated me psychologically, 
left its scar on me that would show up later. But in the midst of all of this 
there was our Faith and its practice, praying the rosary and my parents’ 
insistence on praying daily as we went to bed and before meals. The large 
pictures of The Sacred Heart of Jesus and The Immaculate Heart of Mary, 
the Crucifixes, our Sunday Mass at so much cost at times when the roads 
were muddy and almost impossible to pass through. I made my First 
Communion at 7 and Confirmation at 10, and can’t say I remember much of 
it at all. It was the home-life Faith and its practices that formed my Faith, 
and very early made me think that I should do something with my life to 
help made the world a better place. I would go through many thoughts and 
analyses, imaginations of this or that kind of life, dealing with my passion 
for being on the farm but seeing that this time in the summer left me more 
egotistical, so knew this could not be for me. At times I would not even like 
myself at the time to return to the seminary, so all the more felt the need to 
return so I could confront attitudes in my life that I felt were wrong. 

What I am saying in all of this is the it seems to me that the best 
preparation for First Communion and Confirmation should be based in the 
home and its practices, where Faith is lived out daily, the struggle to know 
Jesus Christ better and to be more faithful in being a follower of Him in a 
world that is ever more secular and materialistic.  Someone might ask then 
how can a family prepare their children for something that they don’t live 
out? That is my problem too. But I am now trying to write a type of 
catechism for First Communion that will help parents here do just 
that. Surely most will not do it this way. But for those that do, it could be a 



 6  

 

great help to form a new type of child who grows up different. I will not 
leave out a catechism book and class, but I would like to put emphasis on 
the family.  

I want to see how far we go with this. I will start in my own house and with 
the kids here who have been entrusted to me, beginning when our altarcito 
is in place. Your prayers are needed even more in this. 

Your brother in Jesus Christ, 
Fr. Bob Thames                                   

 


