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Fr. James W. Moore, SJ 

Entered – September 1946 
Took Vows – September 1948 
Ordained – June 1959 

What happened to me?  How did I wind up entering a religious community? My story is difficult 
to explain, but I want to share with people.  I can now say that the Holy Spirit was at work, and I 
wasn’t fully aware. 

The Initial Stirrings: 

The family into which I was born, the people in my neighborhood, the school I attended – all of 
these made an impression and led me to this Jesuit life.  However, something special happened 
to me.  Born on June 14, 1927, I was the youngest of five sons of John and Elizabeth Moore.  
The great Depression struck when I was four.  And crushed my Dad’s pottery business. We had 
been living in a beautiful home on Bellevue Avenue in Trenton, but  the family lost everything, 
dad’s business, the house, the car (a Rio), even membership In the Knights of Columbus – All 
came to an end except their faith.  Mom and Dad remained active in our parish church, (Blessed 
Sacrament), a building that was part church and part grade school.  They held together and 
raised us during some very tough times.  They could not afford to send me to parish grade 
school, but instead, a ‘public’ school from kindergarten through ninth grade. I received a fine 
education there. 

We moved from our Bellevue Avenue home to a small house on Riverside Avenue just across 
from the Delaware River.  Our front porch overlooked the river.  Something I began to do after 
school in 6th grade made a difference I believe; I would walk up Parkside Avenue to Mary’s altar 
at our parish church and say a Rosary every day during Lent.  Most kids were out playing at that 
time, but there I was in the church with my rosary.   

When I moved on to Trenton Senior High School with over 3000 students. I commuted to the 
other side of the city to this huge school with three vice principals.  Ms. Sarah Christie, a devout 
Catholic lady, was one of them and took an interest in me beginning in my sophomore year. She 
suspected a vocation in me even then.  My path had led me to this beautiful and intelligent 
woman who would even become extremely successful as t the Assistant Superintendent of 
Schools.  Upon her death she would be dearly remember in Trenton even by an entire page of 
the Trenton Times.  In large print the headline read “Everyone should have a Sarah Christie in 
their life.”  I was fortunate to have been one of them.  She was like the Holy Spirit for me. 

That nagging feeling: 

When the US entered World War II in 1941, my four older brothers got drafted into the Army.  
During my senior year, I enlisted in the Navy rather than wait to be drafted into the Army.  Ten 
days before graduation, I was called to active duty.  During my fourteen months as a U.S. Navy 
sailor the Holy Spirit clarified for me what up to then had only been a vague interest in the 
priesthood. 
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My Navy Boot Camp was completed two days after the atom bombs devastated Nagasaki and 
Hiroshima.  The War in the Pacific would quickly end and the Second World War came to a stop 
shortly after this.  The Navy called my discharge number.  During that time the Holy Spirit went 
into overdrive.  A classmate friend from Trenton High days, Dom Maruca had entered the Jesuit 
Novitiate that fall.  My correspondence with Sarah Christie became a running conversation 
where she would emphasize religious life.  During Christmas, 1945, the Navy unexpectedly gave 
the U.S.S. Pocono crew, on which I was serving, a five day Christmas leave.  Along with some of 
my high school buddies we visited Dom Maruca at the Jesuit Novitiate in Wernersville, PA one 
day.  I was amazed at what I found and any expectations were surpassed.  Back on the U.S.S. 
Pocono, I became an assistant to the Catholic chaplain, serving his Mass daily, a roll I never had 
before. 

My cooperation with grace: 

Early in 1946, with all of this information and life experience, I began the application process for 
the Jesuits.  When my discharge number finally came up in mid- August, I took my packed duffel 
bag and walked with an honorable discharge from the U.S. Navy on August 16th, 1946.  Three 
weeks later, on September 7th, I entered the Jesuit Novitiate at Wernersville, PA.  Mom and Dad 
and two of my brothers made the trip with me.  Saying “good bye” was not easy thing, but I 
remember saying to my mom, “As long as I am here, you will know that I am happy.  If I ever 
become unhappy, I will come home.”   

This year, on September 8th, I shall celebrate sixty-nine years as a Jesuit. Having served in 
administrative positions at Saint Joseph’s University, Philadelphia, for 45 years, [15 as Director 
of Admissions and 30 as Associate Dean in the College of Arts and Sciences], I became a Dean 
Emeritus on my 80 birthday.  Presently, I reside in Manresa Hall, the Jesuit Infirmary of the 
Maryland Province.  Although I am now physically incapacitated, I continue to give spiritual 
direction to many including Capuchin Postulants and some business men I know.  My life as a 
Jesuit is all about giving for others.  In these later years I still find great happiness as a religious 
and as a priest in helping others know the Lord’s presence in their lives and subsequently in my 
own. 


