
  

Sister Dolores Pelletier, D.W.  
Sr. Romuald de Montfort 
Born: 7/15/1928 
Professed: 2/2/1948 
Born to Eternal Life: 8/24/2014 

   
Daughter of Wisdom, Sister Dolores Pelletier entered into eternal life on August 24, 2014 in her 
86th year. Born in Fort Kent, Maine to William D. and Laura M. Pelletier, she is survived by her 

sister Jill Englert, brother, Paul Pelletier, many nieces and 
nephews, and her Religious family, the Daughters of Wisdom, 
US Province. 
In August 1946 at the age seventeen she entered into the 
Postulate at Eastview, in Ottawa Canada. Two years later in 
1948, at the age of nineteen, Sr. Dolores made her Profession 
of Vows as a Daughter of Wisdom taking the name Sr. 
Romuald de Montfort.  
In her youth, she attended school at Notre Dame de la 
Sagasse, St. Agatha, Maine, and went on to earn her BA 
(1960) and MA (1966) degrees at St. John University in 
Brooklyn and Jamaica, NY. She attended Webster University 
in St. Louis, Missouri, where she earned her a MS degree 
(1974) in Humanistic and Theological studies and Clinical 
Pastoral Education (CPE) distinction. She was a member of 
the Association of Clinical Pastoral Education (ACPE). Her 

ministry began as an educator in Gate of Heaven School, Ozone Park, NY (1948-1955) and then 
continued in the field of education for over twenty five years as both a teacher of secondary 
education and principal at schools in Madawaska, (1955-1961) and at Wisdom Middle High 
School, St. Agatha, Maine (1966-1972); Our Lady of Wisdom Academy, Ozone Park and Bishop 
McDonnell High School, Brooklyn, NY (1961-1966); and in Holy Redeemer Catholic School, St. 
Louis, Missouri (1972-1975).  
After years of teaching, Sr. Dolores’ ministry took on another dimension where she served for 
over twenty five years more as a hospital chaplain, in pastoral care, and as a supervisor and 
formator of many seeking to become pastoral ministers. Her missions took her to Pennsylvania 
at Lancaster General and St. Joseph Hospitals, (1976-1982); to Connecticut at Hartford Hospital 
(1975-1976), St. Raphael Hospital (1982-1988, 1999) and Barnes Hospital (1974-1975); to Ohio 
at Riverside Methodist Hospital (1988-1995), and to Maine at St. Mary Medical Center (2000-
2001). In addition she spent many years working in hospice at Emmaus House (1996-2000), In 
the Making (1998-2000), and at Connecticut Hospice (1998-1999) in Connecticut.  
   
After her retirement in 1995, Sr. Dolores had volunteered her time in pastoral care at St. 
Charles Hospital in Port Jefferson, NY a place established by the Daughters of Wisdom in 1907, 



which became the premier hospital for the treatment of polio in the first half of the 20th 
century. 
Sr. Dolores loved to listen to anything that spoke of God’s care and love, and one of her favorite 
scripture verses was Wisdom 7:13, 17-22  
Simply I learned of Wisdom and freely do I share. For she gave me sound knowledge of existing 
things, that I might know the organization of the universe and the force of its elements, the 
beginning and the end and the midpoint of ties, the changes in the sun’s course and of the 
seasons. Cycles of years, positions of the stars, natures of animals, tempers of beasts, powers of 
the winds and thoughts of humans; uses of plants and virtues of roots.-Such things are hidden 
learned, and such as are plain; for Wisdom the artificer of all taught me. 
Though she spent her final years in failing health, Sr. Dolores was at peace to be among her 
sisters at Our Lady of Perpetual Help Convent, Sound Beach, NY, and was delighted to have 
frequent visits from family, friends and even the resident dogs of the USA Province office, 
Mindy and Sofie. A lover of nature and animals, especially cats, Sr. Dolores took care of many 
abandoned and hurt animals while living at the USA Provincial Home in Islip, NY. Her legacy 
lives on as others have taken up the responsibility in her memory. 
Though her daily presence will be missed by all her Sisters of the Daughters of Wisdom, and all 
those whose lives she touched, among the memories that will live on was her being a constant 
source of encouragement for others, her concern and love for all creation around her, and her 
sense of humor. As even in her final days, she seemed to look beyond her own pain and bring 
joy and laughter to those around her.  
In an article written during an interview for National Catholic News Service about Sister 
Dolores’ ministry at Lancaster (PA) General Hospital in 1978, where she served as an inter-faith 
chaplain and supervised students in clinical pastoral education, Sr. Dolores was quoted as 
saying, “I feel there is a greater person than I working through me and sometimes in spite of 
me,” saying that the trials of her work rest more on the Lord’s shoulders than on hers. “Hope 
comes from the fact that I believe in a God that is involved with each one of us. God is one who 
is with you in suffering.” And that is what many saw in Sr. Dolores’ final days, though she was in 
pain, she was not alone in her suffering. 
In her eulogy of Sr. Dolores, USA Provincial leader, Sr. Ann Gray remarked, “In the days just 
past, everyone . . . staff, members of this Sound Beach community, multiple visitors and family 
members have come to have a final conversation. Some of you kept vigil to the end and sang 
favorite hymns. She who had accompanied so many over the threshold of life was now herself 
being accompanied.”  
In her final conversation with Sr. Ann Gray, Sr. Dolores shared her thoughts, and said, “You 
know, the only really important thing is realizing the love of God.”  
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EFLECTIONS 

IN MEMORY OF SR. DOLORES PELLETIER 

By Sister Ann Gray, USA Provincial Leader 

(The following reflection was written and shared by Provincial Leader, Sr. Ann 
Gray, pictured below, at the funeral of Sr. Dolores Pelletier held on Wednesday, 
August 27, 2014 at Our Lady Of Perpetual Help Convent in Sound Beach, NY.) 

 

We are gathered in this chapel of Our Lady of Perpetual Help, 
Sound Beach to say farewell to our sister and friend Dolores. 
We are gathered here because in these days just past, 
everyone . . . staff, members of this Sound Beach community, 
multiple visitors and family members have come to have a 
final conversation. Some of you kept vigil to the end and sang 
favorite hymns. She who had accompanied so many over the 
threshold of life was now herself being accompanied. I have 
always sensed in Dolores a person who loved music and song 
and conversation. My memory of visiting Dolores two short 
weeks ago forms a lasting impression on me. The day I entered 
her room and approached the bed, I felt apprehension and 
wondered if I had chosen the right time to come. Instead I was 
met with a smile, and a twinkle, much like the way she greeted 
me on a perfectly well day. I know we talked about the 

singularly bad season the Mets were having again and of course I mentioned that Patches the 
cat named by Dolores herself had sent her best regards. It was all small talk really, until 
sheinterrupted our conversation and said you know the only really important thing is realizing 
the love of God. Snatches of that conversation come alive again as I listened to the words of 
today’s Ps. response: Rain Down: “Full of God’s love is the earth . . .” It is no wonder that was 
one of Dolores’ favorite songs for it epitomized her beliefs: “We who revere and find hope in 
our God live in the kindness and joy of God’s wing.” Perhaps she prayed those words, aware of 
how her body was growing weaker . . . as she watched little grey sparrows joyously gathered 
around the bird-feeder just outside the community window here at Sound Beach. I return to my 
visit of two weeks ago, it was then that Dolores asked me would I pray with her. I had no words 
to say; I could only recite the familiar, the comforting Hail Mary feeling acutely the power of the 
ending of each “…now and at the hour of our death.” I have no idea how many we had said 
when at one point, Dolores put her hand up and said, “Ann, Ann. . . Mary has heard you . . . I 
think I’m dead now.” Of course her remark horrified me at first, but then she caught my hand 
and smiled until I found myself smiling down at her too, utterly relieved! Dolores was so 
present in her final illness, so brave in the face of death, in ways more alive than I had ever 
imagined. 

R 



I left that day and that room understanding for the first time perhaps what Dolores’ life and 
mission was all about. From 1974 when she began her CPE training until the year 2000 living 
and working in the states of Ohio, Pennsylvania and Connecticut, Dolores used her gift for 
conversation the way a poet uses words and images. In an interview for National Catholic News 
Service in 1978, Dolores called herself a retreat master hired as an interfaith chaplain at 
Lancaster General Hospital. Her words quoted in that interview now offer us new significance: 
“The time of illness is important. It’s a time of deep questioning about life, death and the 
significance of one’s life. A lot of that is painful,” she continued in the interview. “They need 
someone to be there . . . to get in touch with the hurt, but not in an impassionate way.” As 
Dolores described her first visit to a patient she outlined the process: “You listen to what 
doesn’t feel quite right in their lives. You empathize, and explore with them ways they can 
change to a happier more whole way to quicker healing.” 
Dolores’s career grew and developed as she became a Supervisor in Clinical Education—
mentor, coach, counselor to those who were in formation to become pastoral ministers. Her 
students loved her humanness and genuine care for them. In her conversations, according to 
one student, she recommended a balance of work and leisure; yet offered them opportunities 
for deep reflection. One time we were attending a session on Death and Dying at the 
Casagrande Institute, Wisdom House, Ct., one of the invited panelists who came from St. 
Raphael’s in New Haven began her presentation outlining the importance formation played in 
her own development. The speaker paused long enough to mention who had mentored her. 
She said I had a wonderful mentor, a Daughter of Wisdom, Sr. Dolores Pelletier. Of course, 
Dolores had done supervision there. That day I realized that her professional influence went 
wide and deep. 
And as part of that balanced life cited by her students we have all come to know how much 
Dolores loved nature and her abiding love for all animals. One time, she told us the story of 
how at the age of 5 she had been playing in the snow of Fort Kent where she was born. But the 
snow banks loomed large and high hiding from her tiny view the familiar homestead. Suddenly 
her five year old self had become disoriented, walking further away from her home. Suddenly 
their family dog bounded after her and kept nudging her to go in the opposite direction 
refusing to let her go until she moved in the direction he wanted her to go. Sure enough he had 
brought her back to the spot from which she had wandered to be met by an uncle who scooped 
her up to safety in his arms and the happy ending. Maybe that accounts for how faithful 
Dolores was to feeding her colony of outdoor cats in winter and summer in snow and scorching 
sun, waiting patiently for them to assemble. Perhaps to the uninitiated, this might seem like a 
strange preoccupation. However, one day as I observed her doing this, I could not help but feel 
a certain attitude of attentiveness surrounding her whole self. If attentiveness is a form of 
prayer, then Dolores was praying as she communed with her furry friends, with sky and earth 
and light. Perhaps Dolores’ greatest gift to us has been to teach us about such attentiveness. At 
its root the word means to listen. We all appreciate people who are good listeners. We also 
know how often people today—in private as well as public life—fail to listen. 
  
This ability to truly listen is present everywhere in her ministry when I read what she wrote 
about her personal ministry at Tabor House to six men diagnosed as HIV positive. Through a 
group called “Tiberius”, Dolores joined in being that concerned affirmative listener – she 



defines a listener in her own words as one who truly hears their fears, efforts and limitations as 
they struggle to fulfill their lives as best they can. One of those men, Chris, died of AIDS but one 
with whom Dolores had worked and who in the course of her visits ushered her into his living 
space, showed her pictures of his best friend and his family. He who had once been bitter now 
through the caring and assistance of this ministry of Tiberius and of Dolores’s gift of 
attentiveness, of listening, Chris could now say that he experienced God’s love and compassion.  
  
When Dolores was finishing her first round of Chemo back in the early 90’s she was 
entertaining the hope of doing ministry to women in prison in Niantic, CT. She cared deeply 
about the issues that drove women into desperate situations And so, as we reflect on this 
woman’s life we see that she is hard to classify: a feminist, a nature lover, a formator of 
pastoral care, a holistic health care practitioner, a music lover (she loved Mozart or 
Brahms depending on her mood). She once said that the symbol she loved best about her 
ministry was the symbol of open hands, because open hands were in a position to receive as 
much, sometimes more than they gave. We have no doubt that her open hands were ready 
both equally to give and to receive. 
  
At yesterday’s wake, we spoke of “Transformation” that came into the life of Dolores, as it will 
come into all of our lives. We believe now that Dolores celebrates “the new life” and that we 
shall call her “holy.” Denise Levertov, the poet who herself succumbed to cancer in 1997 speaks 
of death as “this great unknowing as part of their holiness. These holy ones have acquired 
“translucence” in which “the resurrection will reveal itself.” Take note of what the poet says 
about the holy ones: “They are always trying /to share out joy as if it were cake or 
water/something ordinary, not rare at all.” 
  
We shall think of Dolores meting out joy in her life and in her death to each of us in great 
abundance 
  
And as we say goodbye to Dolores, because we must, let us recall the words of Revelation from 
our second reading. “I will give water from the well of life free to anybody who is thirsty. It is 
the rightful inheritance of the one who proves victorious over illness, over death: and I will be 
her God and she a daughter to me. 
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