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Dedication

To Father Scott Seethaler.

I am eternally grateful for our friendship.

Author’s Note

Father Scott Seethaler, O.F.M., Cap., was born Thomas Charles Seethaler. When he joined the Capuchin community, he relinquished his first name and adopted the name “Scott.” Therefore, Father Scott is alternatively referred to as “Thomas” or as “Father Scott” depending on the time of his life that is being discussed.

The true measure of a man

is shown through

his life’s journey,

in the lives he’s enriched,

and the legacy of kindness

he has given along the way.

Author Unknown
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By Paula Wilde
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In June 1986, I received a phone call from Father Scott Seethaler, the newly appointed Director of Resident Freshmen at Duquesne University in Pittsburgh, Pa. He asked if I would consider serving as a resident assistant in the freshman dorm for the upcoming school year.

At the time, I was in my final year of pharmacy school with a heavy academic load. I was already assigned as a resident assistant in the upperclass dorm. The thought of living among freshmen and taking on the added responsibility had little appeal. I was ready to decline the offer, but Father Scott had a way of asking that made me pause ... and ultimately say, “Yes.” That tentative “yes” to Father Scott’s request would prove transformative in my life. By joining his staff, I gained a treasured friendship that has endured the tests of time and distance, along with life’s challenges.

Father Scott’s leadership at Duquesne University was characterized by humility and compassion, reflecting the virtues of one of his heroes, Saint Francis of Assisi. Father Scott exhibited great skill, compassion, and wisdom as we navigated dormitory life together, dealing with typical freshman challenges: homesickness, conflicts between roommates, noise complaints, social pressures, alcohol use, and cohabitation issues (as the dorm housed both men and women). His steady presence among the resident assistants fostered a sense of unity and common purpose, and he seamlessly integrated into our social circles as well. We often enjoyed his company, playing cards together or sharing what Pittsburgh had to offer.

Father Scott’s influence extended beyond the resident halls to the broader university community, through his engaging homilies and joyful celebration of Mass. His genuine love for people, strong communication skills, and dynamic energy drew large crowds of students, bringing them closer to their faith and inspiring them to embrace life with renewed fervor. He lived the joy he preached. He made God real.

Readers of To See the Face of God will, much like the students at Duquesne University, learn about Father Scott’s remarkable gift for preaching. He masterfully weaves together real-life experiences, wisdom, and humor to engage and captivate his audiences, connecting with his listeners on a personal level. He fosters a vibrant and inspiring atmosphere wherever he speaks.

Despite grappling with significant health issues from an early age, Father Scott seldom speaks of his struggles. He continues to minister to others with grace and humor, embodying the love of God in every interaction without complaint. He lives the words he preaches: “Count your blessings instead of your crosses.”

Father Scott’s journey is a compelling testament to the remarkable impact one person can have on countless lives. Reflecting on how our paths had crossed, I realize the immense blessing it was for me to have met him almost four decades ago. My hope is that this book inspires readers to recognize and appreciate the blessings that grace their lives daily. Often, God sends angels in unexpected forms—mine appeared wearing a simple brown robe with a white rope belt.

May you be moved by Father Scott’s life to pray for a deeper faith and the grace to trust God fully, embracing laughter, serving others, and finding joy, strength, and hope in every circumstance.
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The Peace of God
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The pickup truck crawled slowly along the winding dirt road. I was seated in the back seat next to Father Scott Seethaler, O.F.M., Cap., a Capuchin priest and founder of La Clínica del Pueblo (“the hospital of the people”), dedicated to serving the poorest of the poor in Oaxaca, Mexico. As we bounced from side to side, our driver skillfully guided the truck through a labyrinth of unmarked roads.

We were off the grid. This area was not officially recognized by the local municipality. Accordingly, there were no road signs, no utilities, and no public services like trash collection or police.

Our destination was the home of an eight-year-old patient with cerebral palsy who had recently been fitted with braces and crutches at La Clínica. We were conducting a follow-up visit.

Eventually, a small dwelling on the side of a hill came into view. The family greeted us warmly and invited us inside. Oaxacans take pride in making their guests feel as comfortable and welcome as possible, even when they’re living under the harshest of conditions, and these conditions were harsh. A pungent odor—a mix of trash and animal waste—permeated the poorly ventilated, single-room home. The summer heat was oppressive. The house had no windows, no plumbing, and no electricity. The dirt floor was still damp from the previous night’s rain. The abject poverty in which they lived shocked me.

Undeterred, Father Scott smiled broadly and embraced the patient. Hope shone out of his eyes. Speaking fluent Spanish, he blessed the family and their home. An undeniable, almost palpable, sensation of peace emanated from Father Scott and filled the small room. My initial shock was soon replaced with this feeling of peace. It was the peace of God.

Though I had spent much time with Father Scott before this moment, this was the first time I had witnessed him interact with people living in desperate conditions. I thought of Saint Francis and the Franciscan mission to serve the poor. For me that afternoon, Father Scott represented the true incarnation of a “living prayer.” The effect that he had on everyone that afternoon was profound. He changed the lives of every individual in that home, including my own.
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This event took place in 2011 during my first visit to Oaxaca. I had met Father Scott twenty-five years earlier, in 1986, when I was eight years old. My mother had taken me to a weekday mission that he was conducting at our local parish (St. Anne’s Church in Castle Shannon, Pa.). I was not at all happy to be in church on a weekday evening when it was not “required,” but my sour demeanor changed as soon as Father Scott began to preach. He held my attention. He made me laugh. His charisma and gravitas captivated me. The hour flew by. The next evening, I asked my mother whether she would take me back to the church so I could listen to him once again. This was the beginning of a relationship that would enrich my life in ways that I never could have imagined.

During medical school, I reconnected with Father Scott in the hope that he could provide me with spiritual direction. As an adult, I experienced his wisdom and faith in a whole new way. I came to deeply appreciate his gifts and his teachings. Over time, our relationship grew even stronger and flourished.

Father Scott has been a friend, a mentor, and a spiritual rock for me throughout the course of my life. I have often visited him at the St. Augustine Friary in Pittsburgh, attended Masses that he celebrated, and participated in retreats that he led. We have traveled to Oaxaca together five times. We have deliberated over deep questions of faith, enjoyed countless games of cribbage, and shared many moments of laughter. In 2012, he invited me to join the Board of Directors of TASH (The Anna Seethaler Hospital, Inc.), the Pittsburgh-based foundation that supports La Clínica. In 2018, at Father Scott’s request, I assumed the presidency of the board. This has been one of the great callings of my life.

Rooted in his deep and unwavering faith, Father Scott’s commitment to God inspires me. At age fourteen, he chose the religious life—and he has never once wavered from it. He has faced adversity. He has suffered. And he has overcome it all. At a critical moment in the early days of La Clínica, when a leadership crisis almost brought down the entire project, Father Scott remained steadfast. He never doubted that they could overcome the crisis. And his extraordinary resilience carried La Clínica through it.

Though Father Scott ignores awards and shuns accolades, his achievements are remarkable. Through his own self-development, he became a sought-after speaker with an international audience. Yet his greatest achievement—the founding of a hospital in the poorest part of Mexico against all odds—did not begin until he was fifty-four years old, a time in life when most people are thinking about retiring. As it turns out, Father Scott was just getting started.

Through his radio program, extensive writing, and preaching ministry, Father Scott has touched the lives of at least one million people by any conservative estimate. The hospital that he founded has improved the lives of tens of thousands of patients. Truly, Father Scott has helped to change the world.

The Hippocratic Oath that I took upon graduation from medical school is a historic Greek medical oath that outlines the ethical principles and obligations of physicians. It is one of the most well-known texts in Western medicine and has been modified and adapted over time, but its core principles remain relevant today. The oath requires physicians to uphold a high ethical standard in their practice, with “do no harm” as a first principle. Father Scott’s life inspires me to do so much more than that. His life is a testament to the healing power of love, far beyond the limits of any oath. His example inspires me not only to refrain from doing harm but also to courageously and actively love others, to serve God, to treasure the present moment, and to become the best possible version of myself.

I hope that this book does the same for you.

Charley Gates, MD

Meadville, Pa.

August 31, 2025
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Childhood and Early Youth (1943–57)
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[image: A group of children posing for a photo
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The only known photograph of all four Seethaler children.

From left to right: Diane, Jim, Michael, and Thomas (Father Scott).
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A Knock on the Classroom Door
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The sudden sound of knocking broke the rhythm of Sister Bede’s math lesson. Slightly perturbed by the interruption, she opened the classroom door and exchanged hushed words with Father John Lukasik, the assistant pastor of St. Henry’s Catholic School. Their words were inaudible to the eighth-grade students, who were left wondering why the short Polish priest was taking the highly unusual step of intruding upon their class.

Seated at the back of the classroom, Thomas Charles Seethaler, age thirteen, gazed out the window at the beautiful fall foliage on display that crisp October afternoon in Pittsburgh, Pa.

Abruptly, Sister Bede turned around and pointed directly at Thomas.

“Thomas?”

“Yes, Sister?”

“Father Lukasik is out in the hallway. He would like to have a word with you.”

Thomas’s mind raced as he walked out of class and entered the hallway. What had he done wrong? Was he in trouble? Was there an illness in the family? A crisis at home?

“Yes, Father?” asked Thomas.

“I would like to ask you a question,” Father Lukasik replied.

“Yes, Father.” Thomas’s anxiety rose higher.

“Have you ever thought about becoming a priest?”

The question surprised Thomas, but he answered honestly. “Yes, but when I was younger.” At that point he was thinking about becoming a lawyer.

Father Lukasik replied, “Well, I would like for you to think about becoming a priest.”

“Well, Father, I don’t think that I’m worthy enough to be a priest.”

Father Lukasik replied without hesitation. “If only worthy people were called to be priests, there wouldn’t be any priests at all. Please...think about it.”
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Thomas thought himself an unlikely candidate for priesthood. He wasn’t an altar boy. His family was religious but not overly devout, and beyond Sunday Mass they didn’t have much contact with the church. Nor had his older siblings shown any inclination towards a religious vocation. One paternal cousin had entered St. Fidelis Seminary in Herman, Pa., three years earlier, but Thomas had little contact with him.

That evening Thomas told his parents about his conversation with Father Lukasik. They expressed no strong opinions either way. “It’s your choice,” they told him.

Thomas gave serious consideration to Father Lukasik’s probing question. He thought about the subtle devotion that was being encouraged during his grade school years.

Thomas mused over these times: “The sisters taught me how to practice the sacrament of the moment, to enjoy being with God in each moment of the day. To this day, I occasionally get up and go over to the window of my room and look out at the grass. It’s very soothing to my eyes and my heart. The secret is to enjoy the moment. To be attentive to all the signs of God working in our daily lives. If we do this, we will not despair.”

Thomas became an altar boy. The first Mass that he served was the funeral Mass for the death of the pastor of the local church.

At that time, nobody except the priest touched the chalice. The altar boy could only touch the chalice when it was covered by a veil. Unfortunately, however, Thomas was very nervous and accidentally touched it. He then panicked, convinced he had committed a mortal sin, and wondered whether or not he should confess. (Two years later, as a seminarian, he had the opportunity to ask whether touching the chalice was indeed a terrible sin. Much to his relief, he discovered it was not.)

During daily Mass at St. Henry’s, Thomas continued to ponder Father Lukasik’s straightforward, yet profound, question. He began to have a deep appreciation for the Eucharist and all the prayers. After much reflection, he discerned that he wanted to become a diocesan priest. Father Lukasik then arranged for him to meet with the diocesan vocational director, who asked him where he wanted to go to school.

Thomas replied, “I’d like to go to a school as close to home as possible, and my cousin is at St. Fidelis.”

St. Fidelis Seminary, about an hour’s drive north of Pittsburgh, was run by the Capuchins. Each year they admitted up to ten diocesan students. In the spring of his eighth-grade year, Thomas was accepted for enrollment in the fall semester. His cousin was entering his senior year as Thomas was beginning life as a freshman.

That summer before seminary was a typical one. Thomas spent time with friends and participated in Boy Scout activities. Then, on Labor Day weekend in 1957, the Seethaler station wagon navigated the gentle rolling hills of western Pennsylvania, carrying fourteen-year-old Thomas to his date with destiny. As they continued north along Route 8, he felt no doubt or trepidation—just a sensation of excitement. He had always been independent, and he had no fear about taking this giant new step.

There had been no prior campus tour, nor any type of freshman orientation. As the station wagon descended the last hill, the large water tower in Herman came into view. To the left was the church, and right beside it was the seminary. Seeing the campus for the first time, Thomas was impressed.

The students welcomed young Thomas while his parents discussed finances with the administrator.

During their stoic goodbyes in the parking lot, he and his parents showed little emotion. His parents were not the affectionate types. And on his part, Thomas felt no homesickness. He embraced his new situation. Only years later did he learn that his parents had to pull over when they were driving away because they were crying so hard.
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Father Scott​[i] has reflected on why Father Lukasik, the assistant pastor at St. Henry’s Catholic School, had singled him out for the priesthood that fateful afternoon in 1956.

“I was a big extrovert, a jokester, but never a troublemaker. I was always respectful. And back then, they were pushing vocations. Altogether, five students from my eighth-grade class were sent to the seminary that year.”

If Father Lukasik hadn’t planted the seed of a vocation in his mind, Father Scott would probably not have set out on that path.

“My guess is that I wouldn’t have become a priest if the knock on the classroom door hadn’t happened that day in the eighth grade. Unless God sent somebody else to me or another message somewhere along the line.”

In total, sixty-six students entered St. Fidelis Seminary in 1957. Of those sixty-six, only Father Scott and three others would be ordained thirteen years later.

Father Lukasik’s simple request to young Thomas would ultimately impact millions of lives and change the world for the better.
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