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DIRECTOR’S NOTE
IT’S BEEN A W HILE SINCE MY L AST LETTER A ND THER E’S A LOT TO 
TELL YOU ABOU T.

In the first article of this issue, John Messenger, a sophomore at the University of Dallas, 
writes about Tenley’s epic college summer road trip to San Francisco. The goal of the trip 
was to bring Big Bertha, as we affectionally call our 15-passenger van, across the country so 
that the high school guys, who were flying to San Francisco from DC, could drive it back 
across the country. (Yes… if you are wondering, we did put almost 8,000 miles on the van in 
just three weeks!)

In the second article, Ricardo Ramos, a Junior at The Heights School, gives us a humorous 
day-by-day description of the journey back to DC. Together, these two stories, reveal great 
camaraderie, epic challenges, and solid character growth. 

But the summer had to come to an end and we had to prepare for the start of the new 
academic year… and what a start it’s been!

The Freshman Seminar, led once again by Mike Cheely and Tony Crnkovich, is at full capacity. 
Close to 40 students are currently participating in this program designed to help the freshmen 
develop solid academic habits, grow in virtue, and set ambitious goals for themselves.

Richard Ybarra is coordinating the Sophomore Seminar one more year. This fall our 
participants have already heard from doctors, engineers, astronauts, and more. And like the 
Freshman seminar, we are at full capacity.

The Juniors are delving into the college process. I have introduced them to subjects as varied 
as standardized testing to letters of recommendation. In the coming months, we will also 
discuss how to make the most of college visits, the meaning of the liberal arts, and how to 
write one’s personal college essay. More students are signed up to this year’s junior seminar 
than ever before.

Finally, our seminar for seniors has focused on the big philosophical questions of our times: 
faith and science, the meaning of family and marriage, rampant secularism, etc. Lucas 
Lopes, who has led this seminar for a few years now, has been discussing these complicated 
topics with the largest group of seniors we have had in a long time.

All in all, including the ever-popular Middle School Club Garrison, close to 190 students are 
currently registered for our afterschool activities.

I close by expressing my gratitude once more for your continued support. Our mission to 
help boys become men of character is only possible with your unwavering financial backing. 
Thank you.

Sincerely

Joe Cardenas, Executive Director 

Tenley Study Center 

is dedicated to the 

academic and character 

development of men 

of all ages. Its activities 

encourage them to see 

their studies, work and 

family responsibilities 

from the perspective 

of character growth 

and service to others. 

The spiritual dimension 

of Tenley’s activities is 

entrusted to Opus Dei,  

a personal prelature  

of the Catholic Church.
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T H I S PA S T S U M M E R ,  JA M E S C A NA DY, 
Ryan Kim, Joseph Moynihan and myself led by Tony 
Crnkovich, Cristián Cuevas, and Father Diego, were 

tasked with bringing Tenley’s big van to San Francisco for the 
High School “Manifest Destiny” return cross-country trip. 

Headed west, we were the true “Manifest Destiny” if you will. 
After leaving bright and early on June 17th, we reached our first 
milestone when we saw the iconic Gateway Arch in the distance 
as we approached the city limits of St. Louis that same evening. 
Having officially reached the Midwest, we celebrated with some 
Five Guys; yet, this was not our first preferred option. When we 
tried to embrace some of the city’s culinary culture, we were 
essentially chased out of a local restaurant for intruding on 
their much-valued trivia night. Later that evening, we released 
our pent-up energy from the long car ride in an intense game of 
basketball on the outdoor hoop at the Wespine Study Center. 

The following morning, we were able to visit the Cathedral 
Basilica of St. Louis and formally commence our westward 
trip by walking underneath the Gateway Arch on a scorching 
95-degree day. Hopping back into Big Bertha, the affectionate 
name of the massive Ford Transit van, we drove south west to 
the suburbs of Oklahoma City. That night we were blessed with 
the culinary skills of James Canady who prepared an authentic 
pasta dinner. 

On Saturday, we reached our destination on the west coast 
by taking the very scenic Route 66 all the way down through 
the panhandle of Texas and through all of New Mexico. With 
an Early wake-up call on Sunday, we were able to take on the 
Petrified Forest National Park in Arizona, a drive-by viewing 
of the Hoover Dam, and Death Valley all before our arrival 
in Bishop, California late that evening. Our drive through 
Death Valley proved not to be as simple as it sounds as we had 
a somewhat predictable engine scare in the 115-degree heat. 
Through the grace of God and Father Diego’s ability to tap his 
inner mechanic, we were able to make it to a gas station and fill 
up on some monopolized $5.53 Death Valley gasoline. 

The last leg of the journey was completed 
on Monday, driving from Bishop, 
California through Yosemite up to San 
Francisco. After exploring the city for a 
few hours, we were able to meet the High 
Schoolers at the iconic Golden Gate Bridge 
and catch up before handing over the keys 
to Big Bertha commencing their odyssey 
back across the Nation. 

The trip itself was indeed very fruitful. Fr. 
Diego’s daily meditations in the van were 
both spiritually uplifting and insightful. 
We also had the chance to create visceral 
memories as our country passed by outside 
the confines of our 15-passenger van. 
Along with the meditations, Mass and a 
daily Rosary were uniquely fruitful as well. 
These, in particular, held intentions for the 
Church in our nation. This very specific 
intention was precipitated by both seeing 
the beauty and potential of it through places like the Basilica of 
St. Louis but also because of a lack of churches that would span 
for miles in certain states. 

It goes without saying at this point, but the experience of 
the journey undoubtedly brought all of us closer together. 
Whether it be through our debates regarding conflicting music 
preferences while on aux, or Tony showing us how slow we 
all really are when we raced to the Golden Gate Bridge. The 
time we spent together proved to be extremely memorable and, 
more importantly, formative and introspective of ourselves 
and our friendships. 

BY JOHN MESSENGER ( SOPHOMORE AT THE UNIVERSIT Y OF DALL AS )
DANIFEST MESTINY
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BY R IC ARDO R AMOS (THE HEIGHTS SCHOOL , CL ASS OF 2023 )

“MY LEGS! SOMEBODY CALL ME A HELICOPTER” 
just about sums up this terribly awesome journey. In 

the middle of what appeared to be another pandemic summer, 
thirteen students led by Joe Cardenas, Tony Crnkovich, and Fr. 
Diego, decided the best thing to do in a pandemic was to travel 
across “covid America”. 

DAY 1: The boys are energetic after sleeping for hours on the 
flight to LA (at least I did). The day is relaxed and everyone’s 
thinking this will be the start of an easy going two weeks, or 
one, not naming any names here, thought the trip was only 
one week! We all thought wrong. (Word of advice: NEVER go 
on a hiking trip with Charlie Syski!)

DAY 2: “We will start this week with a hike in Yosemite 
that Charlie has planned for us” (fill in your best Cardenas 
impersonation). Charlie starts telling us about the day… 
hyping us up saying it’s an easy, quick hike. Shouldn’t have 
believed him. 

We go to Yosemite and everyone energized we begin the hike. 
We start off as a group but soon enough, Tony and Charlie are 
out of sight. We keep moving but soon we hear that Father 
Diego is going back down… something about it being too easy 
for him. No one knew how to pack for this and we all started 
dying of thirst. Thankfully Peter and Charlie came in clutch 
with the water filters. 

After lunch we were faced with a terrible decision: A, go back 
down or B, FINISH IT. I think I can speak for the majority of 
us when I say we all chose A, but for some odd reason all of 
us said B out loud. We keep pushing and, on the final stretch, 
we meet a park trooper that basically tells us it’s impossible 
to make it to the top and back down by dusk. This gave us the 
push we needed. Some of us kept sitting down--won’t name 
any names here--but it starts with a P and ends with “ablo”. Yet, 
eleven miles later we finally make it to the top. Unfortunately, 
instead of enjoying the view, half of us were collapsed on the 
ground and needed Tony to stretch us out. It was all down-hill 
from here (no pun intended). A few cramps and hundreds of 

mosquito bites later, Father Diego picks us up and takes us to 
the Airbnb. Oh! almost forgot… someone was “unexpectedly” 
sick just to ride in the front and control the music!!

DAY 3: Everyone is super sore and Charlie has another hike for 
us… but this time the relaxed kids advocate. Pablo proposes a 
shorter route thus saving the day. We only hike a few miles and 
see the Giant Sequoias. All in all, it was a great day.

DAY 4 : Our first traveling day was not as bad as we expected. 
A shout out to Senior Peter for taking the cramped tire seat 
the whole trip. We pass the time with card games where 
some of us definitely cheated!!  And soon enough we arrived 
in Arizona.  

DAY 5: The squad splits up… the amazingly athletic, and 
obviously better group, went with Cardenas 9 miles to the 
bottom of the Grand Canyon. The rest went down some other 
way… an elevator probably (OK, I may be exaggerating a bit. 
They had a pretty tough hike too!). I can only speak for the 
athletic group but, Cardenas, Peter, Eddie, Leo, Michael and I, 
basically cruise down the Canyon. We were supposed to meet 
the elevator group but they never showed, so we had to pick 
up their slack and hike even further to meet them. Some of us 
swam in the freezing Colorado River. Then we called it a night. 
I barely slept since it was quite musty, but probably slept better 
than the other guys.

DAY 6 : Cardenas pushes the athletic group up the Canyon 
during the sunrise… while the elevator group sleeps in. Steady 
Eddie briskly leads the athletes, while we all warn him to 
slow the pace a bit. He doesn’t. He dies. Michael is our new 
leader with a back pack bigger than himself… and we trudge 
on. Along the way we meet hikers going down… all of them 
shocked by our speed. A few cramps, gags, and a mountain 
goat later we make it to the top of the rim all running the last 
zig zags of the hike. We complete it in record time: just ask 
Michael, he has the time saved. In fact, we end up beating the 
elevator group by a couple hours at least!  Finally, they also 
make it to the top and we get back on the road. 

MANIFEST DESTINY TOUR
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Continued on page 4
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FROM THE DESK OF PHIL WEHLE
My dear friends, 

I N H I S DI R E C T OR’ S  NO T E ,  JOE M E N T ION S T H AT C L O S E T O 19 0 S T U DE N T S 
are participating in our afterschool programs and Tenley is running at full capacity. Never has Tenley 
faced such a wonderful challenge in meeting the extraordinary demand for its character-building 

activities. Thanks to your prayers and generous financial assistance, we can do so. Three quotes from our 
students drive home the impact that Tenley has had on their young lives and the fruits of your investment:

“I like the mentoring program: there’s always someone who knows how to help me.”

“Throughout the formative years of high school, Tenley Study 
Center was vital in developing and strengthening my character.”

Tenley is “the best place imaginable for a teenage boy.”

If you are not yet a contributor, please join us in this great 
undertaking. 

Wishing all of you a blessed Advent,

Phil Wehle
Director, Tenley Association

Donations can be made through our website 
at www.tenley.org or by check. If you have 
any questions, contact me at 703.356.9788 or 
by email at pwehle@tenley.org. Our address 
is 4300 Garrison Street, NW, Washington, 
DC 20016. Your contributions to the Tenley 
Study Center , a 501 ( C ) (3) corporation, are 
tax deductible. If you wish to donate through 
the Combined Federal Campaign, the 
number is 37306. Our United Way number is 
8870. The Center’s federal tax identification 
number is 52-1545933.

DAY 7: Today is a driving day. We travel through Colorado to 
the Black Canyon of the Gunnison. I am afraid I slept most of 
the way… you will have to ask someone else about this drive!

DAY 8: We get a rest day. Play some sports and chill… the only 
noteworthy thing that happened is Steady Eddie clogging the 
only toilet in the house. And of course, Lupin, a great French 
TV show we watched on the road in the make-shift TV system 
of the van.

DAY 9: The boys are all tired and want to make it back in 
time for the NBA final. Truth be told, I think only Leo and 
I cared. But Charlie had other plans: we were going to hike 
down and up the Black Canyon of the Gunnison. But by what 
must have been divine intervention we could not get a permit 
to go down.  Charlie and JP suggest bouldering down, but 
threatened with death, they keep their mouths shut. We have 
an easy hike around the canyon and head to the Airbnb to 
watch the NBA Finals. 

DAY 10 : Road trip! Now that I think of it, the road trip was 
indeed pretty eventful. We learned that one of the guys in the 
trip is a pathological liar because he won the game of Mafia 
every time! Cardenas’ driving was critiqued. Tony fell asleep 
face-planted into a rock-hard book. Pablo ate an unhealthy 
amount of Takis. Peter read like 20 books. Someone, not to 
be named, spends like $100 at the dollar store. Michael’s 
airplane pillow investment came in clutch. We all watched an 
annoyingly large amount of soccer. We drove Pablo insane, 
even to this day, with the constant “Johnny, Johnny, Johnny, 
Johnny, whoop, Johnny whoop”. Unlimited amounts of card 
games that Cooney could never win. Max forgetting how to 
pray after 17 years of Christianity. Father Diego almost hitting 
a semi-truck head on. And best of all, Father Diego accidently 

hitting a poor innocent bird 
with Big Bertha’s windshield. 
Truly an eventful drive!!

DAY 11: More driving… 
with an overnight in 
Nebraska somewhere… 

DAY 12: Mr. Ybarra gives 
us a tour of Notre Dame 
and we meet an admissions 
representative on campus. 
A great educational day. 
The Mass, meditation, and 
Rosary, that we did every 
day on the trip, felt special 
this day at Notre Dame.      

DAY 13: We sped home 
with barely any stops, 
except for Michael and 
Stephen waiting like 30 
minutes for a Baskin 
Robins ice cream while 
everyone was fuming in 
the van.

We arrive at Tenley and the 
adventure is over. Summed 
up in this quote Pablo 
said after laying down for 
30 minutes on the top of 
Yosemite’s Clouds Rest, “Oh 
wow what a view!” 
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