
THOSE MYSTERIOUS SEMINARIANS
by Kyle Mangloña

Kyle Mangloña is the seminarian that we chose to support in the RSVP program. During the summer, he 
is assigned to assist Father Peter at St Frances Cabrini. The article below was written several weeks ago 
and placed in the church bulletin, so his reference to the gospel is from several weeks ago. Kyle is a KC 
and his current council is at Gonzaga U.

It’s 5:30AM on a typical school day at the Pontifical North American College, the national seminary for 
the United States in Rome, and alarms blare. Down the hall, dreary-eyed men make their way tot the 
showers while coffee pots begin their first of many cycles. Morning prayer and mass begins promptly at 
6:15AM, which leaves 45 minutes for a quick glance at the news, Facebook updates, and the necessary 
morning cup of Joe. A sea of black enters the Chapel of the Immaculate Conception, 265 men and 
growing, all dawning Roman collars, our first spoken words of the day: “Lord, open my lips”. The 
highlight of the day, our communal mass, ensues. After the Eucharist some head to the refectory (the 
seminary tern for “dining room”) for a quick bite, others to their halls for a second cup of coffee, and still 
others for a quick 20-minute-snooze before heading out to class.

For most guys, the morning stroll to school takes around 30 minutes, through the cobbled stoned streets of 
the Eternal City. The smell of freshly ground espresso beans is in the air, as bakers deliver their morning 
cornetti (little baked goods Italians often eat for breakfast), and business owners prepare for the start of 
their day. There is nothing like a crisp Roman morning. Arriving at one of several universities, our 
academic day begins, oftentimes with four morning classes. Some head to their moral theology course, 
others to scripture, perhaps some to canon law. Most courses are taught in Italian, but the Americans have 
a detailed English note system built up over the year. Classes continue as usual, with several breaks in 
between allowing seminarians from all over the globe to compare notes.

Back at the college, the community eats pranzo (“lunch” for Italians, and the main meal of the day). No 
surprise here, pasta, something with bacon if we are lucky, gelato for dessert if God is feeling generous. 
The afternoons are technically “free,” but most have more classes, a meeting with their spiritual or 
academic advisors, or take time to go on a jog or lift weights. Without a doubt, this time is most often 
used for study.

Back in the chapel, we begin evening prayer at 6:45PM followed by a light dinner. The evenings are 
spent with more time for study, or more preferably downtime for relaxing and catching up with 
seminarian brothers, maybe even a Skype call home to mom. most call it a night around 10PM and 
prepare for another early day.

The word “seminary” comes from the Latin root for “seed”. It’s at a seminary where we prepare to live as 
servants of the Church and her people for the rest of our lives. This weekend, our Lord invites us in the 
Gospel to always take care to cultivate the seeds in our life with care. Any vocation, whether to the 
religious life, priesthood, or holy marriage, requires this careful, loving attention.  Only then do we 
transform our lives from little seeds to the fruit which cultivates a hundredfold. Some may be surprised at 
the seemingly ordinary lives we lead as men preparing for the priesthood. To be sure, it is a wonderful 
experience being able to live and study in Rome. Without a doubt, it is all made possible by the prayers 
and support we receive from friends, family and parishioners like you.


