
Heather Purchla stole the show at this 
year’s Ed Block Courage Award and Ed 
McCaskey Scholarship luncheon. 

The girl who came to Maryville in 1998 
after a series of homes and foster homes 
has blossomed into an accomplished 
young woman, mother and soon-to-be 
college grad.  Glancing at her notes, the 
28-year-old held more than 250 attendees 
rapt as she recounted her life before and 

after Maryville. She thanked those who 
have supported her through the years.
 
“Maryville’s investment in me and in 
other students is an investment in the 
future, and that is a great asset for our 
world,” she said. “I thank you from the 
bottom of my heart for your support in 
my educational adventure.”

The recipient of this year’s Ed Block 
award was Bear linebacker Nick Roach. 
His teammates chose him as the winner 
– before he was traded to the Oakland 
Raiders just weeks before the luncheon. 
Roach was unable to attend the ceremony, 
but texted host Jeff Joniak that morning 
to thank the Bears for “a great experi-
ence” in Chicago. Roach previously had 
played for Northwestern University.

“Nick is a great kid, always a smile on 
his face, who came from a tough 
situation growing up in Milwaukee,” 
Joniak said. “He’ll be missed.”

Accepting the award for Roach was Pat 
McCaskey, son of the eponymous 
scholarship, and grandson of George 
Halas, founder of the Bears. “Once a 
Bear, always a Bear,” Pat said of the 
departed Roach. “He was a very tough 
Bear, but he did not swear.”
 
With his usual deadpan delivery and 
perfect timing, Pat recalled growing 
up near Maryville and playing sports 
against his nemesis from Maryville, Art 
Contreras. Pat told the crowd how he 

and his brothers had been pressured by 
their parents, Virginia and the late Ed, to 
give one of their Christmas presents to a 
kid at Maryville. Art Contreras got Pat’s 
baseball mitt.

Some months later, the St. Mary’s 
Grammar School baseball team that Pat 
played on faced Maryville in a game. 
Contreras wielded the donated mitt.

 He (Contreras) struck me out,” Pat 
recalled. “We never beat Maryville’s 
teams…we wanted our parents to adopt 
Art Contreras.”

While extolling Contreras’s athletic 
abilities, Pat did slyly interject that, “of 
course, he had his own gym.” 

Pat also predicted the Bears would beat 
the Raiders by a score of 28-12 in the 
Super Bowl.

Also attending the event and signing 
autographs were former Bear greats Bob 
Wetoska, Glen Kozlowski, and James 
“Big Cat” Williams. Current Bear 
offensive tackle J’Marcus Webb was 
gracious in signing autographs long after 
the luncheon was over.

Maryville board chairman Richard A. 
Devine presented a plaque to the 
McCaskey family for all the support 
the family has given to the children of 
Maryville for decades. 

Amen.
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 Maryville’s Investment in the Future

(Above) Heather Purchla, Ed McCaskey 
Scholarship recipient, speaking to the crowd at 
this year’s luncheon. (Below) Maryville Board 
Chairman Dick Devine (right) presents Pat 
McCaskey with a plaque in gratitude for all the 
support the McCaskey family has given to the 
children of Maryville over the years.



In this late spring issue as the flowers 
spring to life at our Eisenberg and Center 
for Children campuses, we take a look at 
the lives of several of our children—distant 
past, recent past, present and future.

Through the eyes of alum Bob Mearna, we 
can see how more than 50 years ago he and 
his siblings prospered here when their 
family lives faltered. And absorbing the 
message of hope that Heather Purchla 
delivered at the McCaskey Scholarship 
Luncheon reassures us all that we are 
nurturing productive young people.

Then as we view the photo of Marilyn 
entering the Madden Center with her baby 
after a long day of commuting back and 
forth from high school, we come away 
impressed by her tenacity and with hope 
for her and her infant son. 

All this good work blossoms as a result 
of your support and the dedication of our 
wonderful staff.

Peace and all good,
Sister Catherine M. Ryan, O.S.F.
Executive Director
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 Evening of Hope

Thoughts? Questions? Comments? Stories to Share?
Email John Gorman, Editor, at gormanj@maryvilleacademy.org.

On the evening of Friday, May 17, Friends of the Crisis Nursery held their annual benefit for the 
Crisis Nursery. This year, the volunteers converted the luncheon and tea into a cocktail evening. 
Again this year, Kelly Golden and Cindy Rourke presented a fashion show with styles from the 
neapolitan collection. 
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Bob Mearna was just two years old 
when his father passed away in 1948, 
leaving Bob’s mother to provide for 
seven young children
 
But it wasn’t long before seven young 
children grew into seven somewhat 
older troublemakers. And when mother 
was at work, the Mearna kids often 
skipped school and found trouble. 
 
“As we got older, we weren’t the best 
kids on the block,” Bob admitted. 
“We’d climb between two buildings and 
be on the roof, be jumping from roof to 
roof. We were young kids, and we could 
have been killed.”

“I owe who I am today to Maryville.”

The local truant officer was always on 
the lookout for the Mearnas. “We had 
our little ways of getting away from 
her,” Bob said. A favorite approach was 
to punch in a kick plate on a garage 
and squeeze through it into safety. The 
truant officer was too big to squeeze 
through the opening.
 
Some of the kids worked, shining shoes 
at the taverns on Halsted Street in 
Chicago to get coins to buy mashed 
potatoes and gravy. “That was eating 
high on the hog,” Bob said.
 
But when there was little shoe-shining 
to be had, the kids would resort to 
stealing – even from neighbors – 
because their mother’s salary was 
insufficient to feed seven hungry young-
sters. They’d pluck empty pop bottles 
off of porches for the two-cent deposit, 
and nab ice cream out of the back of 
the ice cream truck as it drove slowly 
down the street. They’d sneak behind 
the horse-drawn milk cart and grab 
the fresh bottles of milk as soon as the 
driver left them on neighbors’ porches.
 
“We would come along behind him and 
get them bottles of milk and get 
something to drink,” Bob said. “We had 
to, though I’m not proud of the fact.”
After the family survived a house 
fire, the children were passed among 
relatives as their mother continued to 
struggle.  

“We bounced around from one 
(relative) to the other  - ‘You take 
them,’ ‘No, you take them,’ “ he said.
 
One day when Bob was about eight, he 
and his brother, Bill, were competing 
to pick up a neighbor’s groceries for a 
small fee – which translated into more 
food.  Older and bigger, brother Bill 
tossed Bob into the snow where a 
jagged bottle lay hidden. It cut the 
artery in Bob’s right wrist.
 
“That blood was shooting up probably 
a foot in the air,” he said.  “My mother 
was just coming home from work and 
saw a trail of blood. They called an 
ambulance, a neighbor put a tourniquet 
on my arm, and they took me to the 
hospital and gave me a transfusion and 
sewed me up.”
 
By the time Bob was an adolescent, his 
mother had married again, this time 
to a man who had been at Maryville as 
a child. He suggested that the Mearna 
children go there, as well. 
 
So on January 11, 1959--to be precise-- 
Bob and his older sister, Margaret, went to 
Maryville, and never came back home. 
 
“We arrived and went in, and met the 
priests and nuns in the big, white-
columned building in the front,” Bob 
recalled. “One of the boys from Mulcahey 
Hall came to get me and bring me back.
 
“I had this little brown-and-white 
tattered-at-the-corners suitcase with a 
pair of pants, shirt and a toothbrush,” 
he said.  “I remember going through 
Misericordia Hall, and it was like the 
loneliest feeling in the world… I was 
away from my family for the first time 
in my life. I was scared, heartbroken, 
lonely - all of that stuff.”
 
Only much later did he discover that 
his mom had battled similar feelings. 
“I found out later that she was crying 
that night because we were gone,” Bob 
said. “But she knew she had to do it. If 
she didn’t put us in Maryville, we would 
have ended up in jail or dead. We were 
on that path, you know.”
 
Before long, two more Mearna brothers 
followed. In all, four of the seven Mearna 
children spent years at Maryville.

“I owe who I am today to Maryville,” 
he said. 
 
When the Mearna family gathers, the 
conversation always turns to Maryville, 
Bob added. “When you’re from there, 
it just becomes a part of you. You can’t 
get away from it. It affected every 
aspect of my life.”
 
Bob admits that he ran away a few 
times in the early months, but he 
eventually settled down and grew to 
appreciate Maryville.  He said he loved 
traveling to camp in northern 
Wisconsin during the summer, and 
working a variety of jobs around 
Maryville. He loved the camaraderie 
among the kids and in retrospect, as 
an adult, appreciates the discipline and 
guidance of the priests and nuns.
 
“That’s my life story,” said Bob, who 
is retired from the trucking industry. 
“I have so many fond memories of 
Maryville, and I share them with people 
at every opportunity.”
 
We’re grateful that Bob shared his 
memories with us.

 High on the Hog at Maryville

(Above) Bob Mearna(Below) The Original 
Beer Hut, one of Bob’s favorite stops while 
traveling between Maryville and Wisconsin.



 If you would like to receive periodic e-mail notices from Maryville with updates on our 
 programs and events, including our monthly eNewsletter, The Maryville Connection, please send your     
 e-mail address to development@maryvilleacademy.org.4

Calendar of Events

•   Eric Lindell and the Sunliners
Benefit Concert
 Maryville Des Plaines Campus
   July 11, 2013

•   19th Annual Maryville 
Gleason Cup Invitational
 Evanston Golf Club, Skokie, IL
   July 15, 2013

•   Maryville 130th Birthday
 August 14, 2013

Please submit your favorite 
Maryville photo for a special 
collection celebrating our 130th 
birthday.

For more information 
please call the Maryville 
Development Office at 
847-294-1982 or visit 
maryvilleacademy.org.

1150 N. River Rd., Des Plaines, IL 60016-1290
www.maryvilleacademy.org

*Maryville does not share any donor information, email addresses or 
mailing lists with third party organizations, institutions or vendors.
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Bequests

When it comes to writing one’s Will,most of us first consider how 
we will take care of our families. We want to be fair and not hurt 
feelings. But fair doesn’t always mean equal.

Some family members might require more assistance than others, 
or some may have already been helped substantially during life. 
And what about the people who are dear to us who may not be 
related by blood?

There are lessons that can be taught by a careful writing of one’s 
estate plan. Making a gift through one’s Will or Trust to a charity 
such as Maryville Academy can teach those we leave behind about 
the values that were dear to us. Such a gift may even encour-
age your loved ones to continue your tradition of supporting our 
children.

To find out more, call Dan Summins, Director of Development, at 
(847) 294-1950 or email him at summinsd@maryvilleacademy.org.
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Pregnant and desperate to escape from 
a wildly dysfunctional and unsafe home, 
16-year-old Marilyn called DCFS for help.

“Because of her depression, my mother was 
okay that we had no refrigeration, that there 
was no lock on the door, that we had no heat, 
and water was coming through the ceiling in 
the bathroom,” Marilyn recalled on a recent 
afternoon at the Madden Center. 

Marilyn (not her real name) never knew her 
father, bounced from one school to another, 
and knew her mother was incapable of 
taking care of her and her sister, five years 
her junior. So not long after she called DCFS 
last winter, she arrived at Madden.

Two months later, her son was born. Each 

day this past spring semester, Marilyn has 
risen before dawn to set off with her baby on 
an epic journey on public transportation to 
Steinmetz High School.

By 5:45 a.m., she boards her first bus, then 
the Green Line, then another bus, and, 
finally, a last bus to arrive at 7:15 a.m. at her 
boyfriend’s home on the Northwest Side. 
After dropping off bottles, wipes, and 
formula with her baby’s grandma, Marilyn 
boards another bus with her boyfriend to 
arrive at Steinmetz—four and half hours 
after she began her day. There she 
studies U.S. History (AP), chemistry, 
geometry, English and Spanish. Whew.

Now 17, Marilyn wants to be a nurse 
practitioner.

 A Long Day’s Journey Into Night

Marilyn and her infant son arrive back at
Madden.


