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When Lloyd Thiel was first elected Provincial Minster in 1973 it was a shock to many but especially to him. Prior to that time he had not even served on our Provincial Council. But on a cold January night at Monte Alverno Retreat in Appleton, Wisconsin, he found himself near the top of the delegates’ straw ballot.  Fearing what this might mean, he couldn’t sleep.   
In the middle of the night he got up and asked the Lord for guidance in the Scriptures.  Following the example of St. Francis when he was trying to know God’s will, Lloyd went to a Bible and randomly opened it.  The passage it opened to was John 21:15ff, which was part of our gospel reading today.      
Lloyd didn’t exactly like the message, especially the part about stretching out your hands and being taken to a place you don’t want to go!  He tried to get a second opinion.  So he did the same thing—closing and then randomly opening the Bible—but he got the same result!  Realizing that it may be God’s will that he be Provincial, Lloyd went to bed and slept soundly.
He was elected and went on to serve two terms as our Provincial Minister.  Only a decade removed from Vatican II, it was a tumultuous era in the history of the Province and the Church.  Lloyd called those five-and-a-half years his most difficult as a friar.  On his first day in the office in Detroit, he found a big stack of papers in the center of his desk.  They were the files of friars asking to be dispensed of their vows as Capuchins and priests.
It was painful and emotionally draining for him to work through that pile, but he did it with the generosity and compassion that so many of us came to know and love.  Acutely aware of his own afflictions—especially his battles with his weight and other aspects of his health—he encouraged others just as we heard St. Paul do in our first reading.  
Lloyd once remarked that if he had to choose one item that would symbolize his life, it would be the Dictaphone.  He used it to draft thousands of letters to the friars and others.  
As one of his successors, I have had the privilege of reading many of those letters.  One sees in many of them not just a transaction of business—giving a friar a new assignment, approving another for studies, and so on—but also a genuine love and concern for the brothers and their welfare.  In those letters he demonstrated an extraordinary openness in sharing his own thoughts, hopes, fears, and frustrations.  
Responding to the words of the author of Psalm 34, Lloyd heard the cry of the poor, especially in his 14 years working as Director of the Capuchin Soup Kitchen.  He was also instrumental in helping to start Gleaners and COTS, two other organizations here in Detroit that even today continue to address the fundamental human rights to food and shelter, respectively.   

Lloyd remarked that this was a real conversion experience for him, putting him in touch with the needs and aspirations of those who were poor.  He believed in not only helping people but helping them to become more self-sufficient.  He was a strong promoter of our tuition reimbursement program for employees and wondered why more people didn’t take advantage of it. 
Lloyd shared in people’s suffering and consolation.  He related to the donors he knew at St. Lawrence Seminary and in Detroit as a pastor, forging lifetime bonds with a number of families. He did the same thing with the staff and patients at Beaumont Hospital in Royal Oak. He loved to go to parishes and help out.  He presided with passion and was a down-to-earth preacher. 
Eventually his health problems caught up with him.  Last year he totaled a car in a one car accident on Woodward.  He apparently blacked out, jumped two curbs and hit a brick wall.  Miraculously, no one was hurt and Lloyd emerged from the car with nary a scratch.  Unfortunately the accident also meant that he had to stop driving.  It was tough for me and Larry La Cross, his Local Minister, to tell him that; and we knew that it would be even tougher for him to accept. For all practical purposes it marked the end of his public life.
But what a life it was!  Lloyd’s compassion rubbed off on many but none more than his own Capuchin brothers.  One of our friars, Ed Foley, first experienced that goodness when he was one of Lloyd’s Latin students at SLS. Calling on the muse who inspired Virgil’s Aeneid, Ed wrote this elegy:  

Arma virumque cano, Troiae qui primus ab oris…. I sing of the wide and embracing 
arms of a Capuchin man, who lived his short exile among us as a brother.  While this was 
not Troy and he was not Aeneid, he was a leader through challenging and uncharted seas, 
a Christian gentleman worthy of any epic, though certainly unwilling to sing his own.  
And now he has journeyed to the eternal shores of a new Troy, a new world, a new life.

Throughout his life, God asked him:  “Lloyd do you love me?”  Lloyd responded, “Yes, Lord, you know I do.”  God said, “Then feed and tend my sheep.”  And Lloyd did so—again…and again…and again.  He did so with love and generosity, with empathy and grace, with care and concern.  
And now God is tending to him.   
With St. Paul, we can only say, “Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and God of all encouragement.” 
We thank you, Lord, for the gift of our brother Lloyd. +
