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	Diann Neu and I went to Australia in January 1993 where I lectured at an Australian Council of Churches event entitled “Living Under the Southern Cross.” As part of that conference, an indigenous man spoke about his challenging life. When he finished, Patricia rose and told of a relative being rescued from a flood on his land by an indigenous person. She expressed her desire to be supportive of indigenous people and asked how she could be helpful. The man replied that she could make friends with indigenous people, which I am sure Patricia did. Since I had lectured on friendship, it was a memorable, touching exchange that reinforced my sense that we were all on the same page somehow.
	Not long after that, Patricia came to the U.S. where we reconnected at a Call to Action meeting in Chicago, a group of progressive Catholics in discussion about church issues. She planned to visit friends in Washington, DC so I invited her to stop by WATER. She did. She felt a certain kinship, a sisterhood, with WATER people, ideas, and commitments. The rest is the story of friendship—Patricia’s and mine, and, by extension, the friendships of WATAC colleagues and WATER folks. 
	Patricia was here a few times. She was a great fan of the environmental pioneer Rachel Carson (whose important book, A Silent Spring, was published in 1962) who was born here in Silver Spring so that meant a visit to her birthplace. Patricia admired author and activist Helen Keller and her teacher Annie Sullivan who are buried at the Washington National Cathedral so we explored the crypt church there. In her travels, she always paid her respects at Religious of the Sacred Heart schools so we made that pilgrimage here in suburban Washington, DC to Stone Ridge School of the Sacred Heart in Bethesda, Maryland. 
Patricia enjoyed visiting her friend Louise Dunn in Connecticut, the daughter of the famed artist Hildreth Meière. Louise’s mother had taken her daughter to Australia and enrolled her in the convent school in Rose Bay for a bit when Louise and Patricia, also Patricia’s sister Mary, were girls. All these many years later, they were still friends.
Patricia loved music so we heard a concert at the Strathmore Music Center. She adored trains so we poked around the old regional train station from which she travelled to visit yet another friend in West Virginia. But mostly, she liked to come to the WATER office for tea in the afternoon and chat about feminist work in religion and our lives. 
One memorial Fourth of July, she arrived here for a party sporting an American flag patterned apron with two pockets. She laughed that she was the mother kangaroo with her joeys, except hers were bottles of a nice Australian red!  I seem to recall her here for an election party one November, but I can’t put a year on it. She always fit right in with U.S. friends, happy to share our reality and tell us about hers.
My calendar is replete with the notation “Call Patricia” as we developed the habit of talking regularly. She was progressive in most ways except technology, preferring the old-fashioned phone call. We often chatted two hours at a time, late into the night for me, an early to bed person, and rarely before noon for Patricia. 
We covered the WATERfront, literally. It was WATER’s custom to mail her an envelope most months with programs and writings that mere mortals got via email. But she never warmed to the Internet, so we sent things by post. We always joked that she had the best WATER archive as it is rumored that she never threw anything out. Her comments about and critiques of our work were invariably spot on, always encouraging and supportive. 
Patricia was generous beyond measure with her resources, but more important, with her generative love, her care and kindness. She was generative in the full sense of the word—literally producing justice, reproducing goodness, generating laughter, and regenerating good will in her own unique way. I consider it an honor to call her my dear friend. 
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