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 I loved the streets more than I loved myself. 

 

Conversion 
 
Greetings in the New Year! May you be healthy and happy. 
May your faith be strong. May your friendships be real. 

May your love of God be warm to ward away the cold. To open our Winter issue, we offer 
you a beautiful prayer written by one of the inmates at the Philadelphia Prison.  

 
Dear Lord, help this lost sheep find his way back 
to your side. So you can lead me and protect me as 
you have before I was lost. Lead me down the path 
of right and honor that you planned for me.  Show 
me to water so I may drink, and to green grass 
that I may eat. Keep me in the light, and protect me 
from the evil in the darkness. Thank you for being 
my shepherd and taking me back once more. Amen. 

 
What a touching message! I cannot believe that Jesus, the 
Good Shepherd, would not hear and answer this. It could 
be a letter from any one of us, couldn’t it? It leads us 
into the theme of this newsletter: conversion. Read on to 
hear how another young man,  “Dominic,” ran in the 
streets from a young age, yet still experiences God trying 
to reach him, find him, turn him around. 
 
When I was a child, my grandmother and mother asked 
me what I wanted to be when I grew up. Without 
hesitation, I said, “An astronaut or priest.” My family 
laughed and said “Priest? Do you know who your father is? He is a criminal genius and loved 
many women!” So priesthood was out of the question. I loved girls already at three years 
old. But I began to draw pictures of Jesus everywhere I went, all the time. I never thought 
much of it until my mother showed me stacks of drawings I did. 90% of them were of Jesus. 
Throughout my life in South Philly, I began to fight a lot. And anyone from the city knows 
you had to know how to fight growing up in these streets. I got chased home by a bunch of 
guys once, and I was so out of breath I said I would never run again. “I’d rather fight.” And 
that I did! I ran away from home at eleven to live with my father. (He was incarcerated 
when I was young). I ran the streets rampant. But for some reason I always felt protected. I 
felt safe at times when I shouldn’t have. I was critically wounded when I was sixteen. My 
daughter was born a few months earlier. I was stabbed multiple times and hit in the head 
with a bat, but never fell or stopped fighting. A man that I met once happened to be driving 
by and saved me. He drove me to the hospital. I was choking on my own blood and all I kept 
saying was, “I can’t die. I just had my daughter.” He surely saved me. I remember waking up in 
the hospital and one of those middle-of-the-night Christian programs were on. I couldn’t help 



but think he was talking directly to me. A week after I 
got out of the hospital, I got to thank the man who saved 
me. A week after that he committed suicide! I didn’t 
understand how you could save a life and then take your 
own. But I also still didn’t learn my lesson.  
 
I loved the streets more than I loved myself. I justified it 
by thinking I could repay good with evil! I sold drugs, I 
robbed, I hustled, I schemed and maneuvered anyway I could. 
I had multiple women. I’d stay up for days and party. But 
my heart never felt right. I couldn’t grasp what it was. I 
began to have crazy dreams. I began to take more pills than ever. Reality was brutal for me. 
The devil was using my gift of gab and street fighting skills to do more wrong. But my spirit 
earnestly fought against it. I would go home and take a shower and just cry and cry because 
of the pain I felt. I had an argument with the mother of my children, and my five year old 
daughter said to me, “I don’t like God, Daddy.” I cried sooo hard and ran out the door to 
the nearest church. Every door was closed except the chapel below. I got on my knees and 
begged God like I have never begged before for help. I had strange visions at that moment 
that I won’t discuss, but I definitely had an epiphany. The next day I was arrested! I did a 
year in jail, but I started to learn about myself. Yet I came home and still ran the streets 
even worse than before. I didn’t understand my life yet. But I kept having premonitions. This 
continued for years and so did jail. I did three different state sentences.  
 
There was a woman (girl) I met when I was ten. We had a quick four or five day fling, then 
she left me. I was so heart broken at ten! Puppy love, I thought. And I would see her 
throughout my life on a hi and bye note. I was in the streets deep. In the past year of my 
life, my puppy love found me on Facebook. I laughed when I seen who ‘friend’ requested me. 
She was recently divorced, and I was a free man running wild in the drug and club scene. We 
met up at a local bar for drinks. We laughed and had fun, joking about our past and how 
different we both turned out. I was a criminal and she was a nurse. She saved people and I 
hurt people. I was honest for the most part and told her that I was seeing multiple women, 
and that I lived a life that wouldn’t be fair to her. She responded that she didn’t care. She 

began to text me constantly and tell me she knew I 
wasn’t supposed to live “this life.” She came to the 
bar constantly and didn’t care what women I was 
with. Now we’re talking about a gorgeous successful 
woman that made it out of these same rough streets. 
She didn’t have to subject herself to my nonsense. 
She told me, “I never put myself through this for 
any man. I don’t know what this feeling is, but I 
believe that God sent me to you.” (This was strange 
for her because she wasn’t religious.) I got the 
chills and felt my body shift. My heart didn’t want 
to be in the bar anymore with multiple women and 
CHAOS!”  
 
She insisted on being persistent. I was fighting a case 
for three years, so I used the excuse that I was 
going back to jail not to change my life. Buts she 
wasn’t convinced. She kept coming to me; she kept 
texting me; she kept telling me, “You’re not supposed 
to live like this.” But I still wasn’t convinced. I 



went down the shore with my friend for Memorial Day weekend. I started having crazy 
visions. I remember hearing the most beautiful voice in my head tell me, “It’s time. You’re not 
supposed to do this anymore.” I was freaked out. So when I went home I called her up and 
told her to come and get me. She kept telling me to take her hand, but my flesh was still 
fighting my spirit. “The ‘Street Game” still had me. But she stood by me and tried to drag me 
from the depths of hell. She did what I wanted to humor me and please me, but she knew she 
had a mission. She’s a very strong-minded woman from the same hard street. I don’t believe 
any other woman would have put up with my nonsense. Before long though, I self-destructed 
again. I got into something and was placed under arrest. She happened to pull up on that 
very block at that very moment and saw me getting into the paddy wagon. She said then that 
she knew she had to stand by me. I was completely broken. I always prayed for knowledge. I 
always knew the Bible, but I didn’t “know” the Bible. I opened it the day after our phone 
call a week after I was locked up. I felt something I never felt or just didn’t recognize 
before. I now know it was the Holy Spirit. Nothing else matters more than Jesus now. I 
understand my calling.  My girl friend is a born again Christian now and strives to be the 
best person she can be for the Lord. And I feel it’s time to spread the Gospel to those that 
are as ‘I AM.’ (1 Cor. 1:26). I had to be who I was to be ‘WHO I AM.’ I had to become street 
to know the streets, to do God’s will and speak to the streets. God sent me a girl at ten 
years old so I can remember her at thirty-three years old in order to be saved! There are 
plenty of signs. We have to acknowledge them. How did I know at three years old that I’d 
spread ‘THE WORD’?” 
 
What can one say to such a guy? It seems like he is almost addicted to being chased—by the 
law, by Satan even, and eventually by this girl he fell in love with at ten years of age. Is 
such person tempting God? Testing God? Testing others (the girl friend) to see if they can 
outlast him in his love of the “streets”? What would you say to him? Do you fear that as 
his past shows he will be in the jail-cycle again and again?  What would you say to the 
girl-friend. Is she addicted to saving this guy?  Perhaps the key point here is that the Good 
Shepherd doesn’t give up on us, and he will use anything and everything to chase us down 
and find us. But does the Good Shepherd ever get exasperated and want to scream? Do you 
see anything like this pattern in your life? Either his style of playing on the edge of chaos, 
or hers of wanting to save those who are? Sometimes it feels like that to those of us in this 
ministry. Don’t forget now. Jump into our conversation on this conversion topic. Go to 
www.facebook/adeodatusministry.com  and say a word or two. We need your voice from “the 
Edge.”  We distribute the newsletter to 12 parishes and 20 rehab centers in Philadelphia. A 
donation of $5 or $10 dollars would greatly help this mission. Make checks payable to 
ADROP/Adeodatus and send to: Adeodatus Prison Ministry, 2130 S. 21st St. Philadelphia, 19145. 
Or, go to www.rightsofthepoor.org and press “donate” button. Follow instructions.  

 
Fr. Paul Morrissey OSA 

 

                             
Adeodatus Volunteer Profile  
         Jim Blonsky 

 
I think it was the smile that first captured me. It was 
pure, real, a genuine window of a soul walking with joy 
through the beloved streets of his Visitation parish in 
Kensington. The world of his youth was gone. Friends, 
neighbors, shared core values of family, God and 
citizenship all gone. He was the last of his tribe. Now 

http://www.facebook/adeodatusministry.com
http://www.rightsofthepoor.org/


there were abandoned houses, graffiti, drugs and 
prostitution. The Irish of moderate means had left, 
replaced by a cultural mosaic of Hispanic, Asian and 
poor white people, all struggling to survive in a very 
dangerous place. Jim's world had died or fled, looking 
back in anger at what had been lost. Nevertheless, the 
apocalyptic tidal wave never touched him. He just 
swept the crack vials, befriended the near abandoned 
children and won both the love, and more importantly, 
the protection, of the drug dealers. Jim was 
everywhere with that smile of his. He drove the weak 
and vulnerable to church every day. He chaired or 
participated in so many parish committees that we 
called him the unofficial non-ordained pastor of 
Visitation.. He knew every name, all of the history and 

where any missing key could be found. As a boy he had once even washed the church floors. 
It was a penance for the "sin" of curiosity that had led him to visit Protestant houses of 
worship.  In those pre-Vatican II days Jim and other guilty guys were required to pray the 
rosary aloud as they scrubbed those already ancient stone floors. And it was Jim who 
cheerfully modernized the Hail Mary by teaching the boys to abbreviate the prayer by the 
simple chanting of "etcetera" in place of the second half of the prayer. After all there was 
still time to play stickball on the streets before dinner. Yeah that was Jim. When I invited 
him to join our new prison ministry group, Adeodatus, he had already spent 15 years writing 
to prisoners he never met, being sure their loneliness was temporarily erased. One day 
recently, a strong young neighborhood kid climbed into Jim's front second floor window at 
the urging of neighbors. Jim had not made his daily 8:00 AM Mass run. The street instinctively 
knows when something is wrong. They discovered that Jim had died peacefully in his bed with 
that great smile on his face. At his funeral they were all there, all the ages, languages, 
races and cultures of the new Kensington. Just as he had abbreviated the Hail Mary, we have 
reworked the canonization process. We confidently declared him our "Saint of the streets". 
The wasteland has a celestial advocate now. RIP dear Jim, and protect us.  

 
George Munyan 

 
 

Where Do We Meet?  
 
We are Adeodatus, a support group for ex-inmates and 
anyone who cares about their reintegration into society. 
We meet on Thursday nights (7:30 to 9:00 P.M.). On the 
first Thursday of the month, we meet at the Bevilacqua 
Center at Kensington and Lehigh Aves, Philadelphia. On all 
other Thursdays we meet at St. Rita of Cascia rectory, 
1166 S. Broad Street (at Ellsworth), Philadelphia. Through 
prayer, the Gospel and Christian fellowship we offer 
strength to meet the challenges of life in this world.  
Since 2007, we have hosted this weekly support group for 
ex-inmates and others “on the edge.” That’s about 350 
meetings! It is a special time where our core group of 
volunteers is graced as much as any of our weekly visitors.  
Please join us. Call 215-925-3566 and leave a message for 
Adeodatus if you wish.  


