
GREATER AS ONE 

Rule 17:  In their family they should cultivate the 
Franciscan spirit of peace, fidelity, and respect for life, 
striving to make of it a sign of a world already renewed 
in Christ. By living the grace of matrimony, husbands 
and wives in particular should bear witness in the 
world to the love of Christ for His Church. They 
should joyfully accompany their children on their 
human and spiritual journey by providing a simple and 
open Christian education and being attentive to the 
vocation of each child. 

My family, circa 1967.  My dad, Alfred, holding me; my mom, 

Rose, and my sister, Marsu. 

ISSUE 5: HONOR THY 

 FATHER & THY MOTHER 

 

This Father Kept His Promises 
Too
 

—Sharyl Cartmill, OFS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

Not all fathers keep their promises.  Sometimes they 

start out with the best intentions, but circumstances 

prevent them from doing so.  Others simply choose not 

to because they put their own needs first and are 

oblivious to how important their children value their 

place in their lives.  My father kept every one of the 

promises he made to his family, from the first one he 

made to my mother to cherish her until death, to the 

one he made to my sister and me to always be there for 

us.  He kept these promises despite enormous odds 

against him. 

You may think it strange that I am writing about a man 

who was neither Catholic or Franciscan. But if you 

knew my father, you wouldn’t think so.  I would not be 

Franciscan, let alone Catholic, had it not been for my 

parents’ influence.  My earliest memories as a child 

were of my father, a devout Baptist, reading Bible 

stories to my sister and me before bedtime in the house 

he purchased under the GI Bill.  As I grew, watching 
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my father sit in his armchair reading from his Bible 

every morning and bending on his knees in prayer every 

night became as constant to me as breathing.  

I learned many things about my father.  Some things he 

told me himself and other stories my sister shared.  

When he was young, my father had dreamed about a 

career in major league baseball, and my grandfather had 

wanted that for his son as well.  But my father—whose 

relationship with his father was complex—ultimately 

chose a different way.  My father had done well, playing 

as a second baseman for the Negro League Kansas City 

Monarchs—so much so that the Pittsburgh Pirates 

purchased his contract. Some had even compared him 

to a young Satchel Paige. However, my father realized 

that this meant extended travel and little time with a 

family he and my mother had started.  Like Francis, my 

father laid aside his own dream and followed the path 

he felt God called him to—a life of humility and service, 

much to his family’s profound disappointment.  

One of the books I have kept on my bedside table for 

the past several months is Scott Hahn’s A Father Who 

Keeps His Promises, which chronicles each of God’s 

covenant promises He made to man, and how man 

broke each one.  Hahn systematically reviews God’s 

efforts to reach out to man to reestablish the bond that 

was broken from creation.  Both Adam and Eve failed 

God by putting their own needs at the forefront—

Adam by failing to protect Eve from the wiles of Satan, 

and Eve, by wanting to be on par with God.  Yet 

despite man’s wanderings, God remained faithful.  

When Adam and Eve broke covenant with God, God 

moved on to Noah, then Abram, Moses, David, until 

finally Jesus, who would be the only One who would 

fulfill all roles as prophet, priest, and king.  God’s 

covenant with man through Jesus as the new Adam also 

restored man to the intimate relationship that he had 

with God before the Fall (Hahn, p. 35).   

I wonder sometimes whether Adam and Eve made 

peace with each other after the Fall.  When they 

realized all that they had lost, did they cling to each 

other in love as God intended, or was resentment the 

undercurrent of their relationship, always bubbling at 

the surface?  Did Adam finally learn to cherish Eve, to 

serve as her protector or did thoughts of his betrayal 

constantly haunt him?  

I also think about Francis’ parents, Pica and Pietro.  

Both purported to love their son, yet they had vastly 

different views about the trajectory of Francis’ life.  

Pica had a heart like Mary, who sought God’s will in all 

things.  Pietro, on the other hand, was ensnared in the 

trappings of wealth and cultural expectations, and his 

ultimate rejection of Francis’ decision is a reflection of 

this (St. Francis of Assisi: Passion, Poverty and the Man Who 

Transformed the Catholic Church, Bret Thoman, OFS).    

Unlike Pica and Pietro, my parents ran their family as a 

united front.  This wasn’t always easy.  In fact, it rarely 

was.  But to my parents, love wasn’t a feeling; it was 

framed by a dynamic, dogged commitment and daily 

sacrifices to each other and their children.  The 

disappointment that my father’s family felt about his 

departure from baseball persisted.  Over the years, it 

played out in ways that tugged at my parents’ marriage.  

But my parents remained steadfast, trusting in God’s 

plan. 

I believe that the lessons that we remember the most 

are the ones that are hard won.  My father taught me 

many things.  That sometimes you have to wait a 

person out before you understand what they are made 

of.  And that there are other ways of fighting injustice 

besides using one’s fists.  When my maternal 

grandmother encouraged me to retaliate in response to 

a neighborhood bully, my father promoted peace and 

showed me the benefit of education and prayer as 

much stronger weapons.  I watched my father struggle 

working two jobs—as a postal worker for the US post 

office, and as a custodian to put my sister and me  

through school.  Yet he still made time to teach us the 

faith, to help us with our homework, and provide a 

listening ear.  I am convinced that the way he was able 

to head our household so well is because of his reliance 

on God.  It was this very faith that carried my father 

through his most difficult challenge of all—

Alzheimer’s. 

My father was my hero, but I am a slow learner.  I 

didn’t understand all that he was to me until I grew up 

and moved away from home.  I marvel at how God 

graced me with my earthly father as He did.  A father 

who offered tenderness balanced with justice and 

boundaries.  A father who was strong enough to stay 



Holy Saturday, April 1999, St. Wenceslaus, Iowa City.  My parents 

supported me on my entrance into the Catholic Church. 

Let us Pray For 

-Zoe, who has a mass in her lungs and is 
undergoing tests to find out what it is in the 
Mayo Clinic 

-Cancer patients 

-An end to the war in Ukraine and also end to 
the division in our Country 

-Healing for Jeanette 

-Mary H. in recovery of knee surgery 

-An end to gun violence 

-Pope Francis November Intention: Children 
who are suffering, especially those who are 
homeless, orphans, and victims of war. May 
they be guaranteed access to education and 
the opportunity to experience family 
affection. 

-Beth, for a change of heart in how she treats 
her co-workers 

-Repose of Cher Fernandez’s soul 

-Ms. Mary Ann’s health 

-Sr. Renae Hohensee, OFS and her new 
beginnings at St. Anthony School 

-Those who are uncertain about their faith 

-Holy Souls in Purgatory 

-Son Randy’s intentions and his 3 sons 

-My nephew John. Understanding of God’s 
plan for him 

 

true to his convictions and the wisdom to understand 

that his strength relied on his trust in God.   

I wanted to write this reflection on Father’s Day—as a 

tribute to my father to show him that at last his 

wayward daughter “gets it” and to also demonstrate in a 

very public way how much I love and honor him.  I 

honor my mother too.  But with my father, it is 

different.  I wrestled with how I could possibly capture 

the essence of my father.  At the end of the day, my 

father was a humble man of God, who loved his family 

and friends and followed the Gospel.  A man of peace 

and justice.  A true Franciscan.  

In my mind, every day should be Father’s Day—and 

Mother’s Day too.  As Franciscans, we honor our 

parents in the best way by living a Gospel to life, life to 

Gospel that our parents have instilled in us and to 

continue that pattern in our own children.       

The best way for me to honor my father now is to 

continue in the faith he taught me and the race that is 

set before me (2 Tim 4:7).   

Pray me Home, Daddy.  Pray me all the way Home. 

 



Formation Corner 

THIS RECIPE FOR SUCCESS TO BE 
A FRANCISCAN 

(from St. Felix of Cantalice 
Fraternity, Toronto Canada)  

—Submitted by Margi Florence, OFS 

To laugh often and love much; 
To win the respect of intelligent persons, and the 

affection of children; 
To appreciate beauty; 
To earn the approval of honest critics and endure 

the betrayal of false friends 
To find the best in others; 
To give of one’s self without the slightest thought of 

return; 
To have accomplished a task, whether it be a 

healthy child, a rescued soul, a garden patch, or 
a redeemed social condition; 

To have played and laughed with enthusiasm and 
sung with exultation; 

To know that even one life has breathed easier 
because you have lived: 

THIS IS TO  HAVE SUCCEDED FOR A FRANCISCAN. 
  
 AUTHOR UNKNOWN 

  

 

 
Care for Creation Franciscan 
Style 

Tammy Keiter, OFS 

As Franciscans we are called within our hearts to be 

dedicated to the care of creation, and to connect 

with and see all creatures as our brothers and 

sisters. Today Sister Mother Earth and God’s 

creation is crying out and suffering due to the 

ongoing climate crisis, which effects the 

marginalized, ecosystems, and animals. We have 

failed to listen to these cries, and it is time we put 

on our “listening” ears and become good stewards 

for others and the planet. How do we become the 

voice of the Earth and respond to the cry of creation 

where the Lord calls us? 

The Season of Creation is the annual Christian 

celebration to listen and respond together to the 

cry of Creation: the ecumenical family around the 

world unites to pray and protect our common 

home, the Oikos of God. The Season “Celebration” 

begins September 1, the World Day of Prayer for 

the Care of Creation, and ends October 4, the Feast 

of St. Francis of Assisi, the patron saint of ecology. 

This year, Christians united around the theme 
“Listen to the Voice of Creation.”  During the 
COVID-19 pandemic, many have become familiar 
with the concept of being muted in conversations. 
Many voices are muted in public discourse around 
climate change and the ethics of Earth-keeping. 
These are voices of those who suffer the impacts of 
climate change.  These are voices of people who 
hold generational wisdom about how to live 
gratefully within the limits of the land. These are 
voices of a diminishing diversity of more-than-
human species. It is the voice of the Earth. The 2022 
Season of Creation theme raises awareness of our 
need to listen to the voice of creation. 
 



Pilgrim walking the Camino, courtesy of Pixabay 

 
 

The burning bush is the Symbol for the Season of 

Creation 2022. Today, the prevalence of unnatural 

fires are a sign of the devastating effects that 

climate change has on the most vulnerable of our 

planet. Creation cries out as forests crackle, animals 

flee, and people are forced to migrate due to the 

fires of injustice that we have caused. On the 

contrary, the fire that called to Moses as he tended 

the flock on Mt. Horeb did not consume or destroy 

the bush. This flame of the Spirit revealed God’s 

presence. This holy fire affirmed that God heard the 

cries of all who suffered and promised to be with us 

as we followed in faith to our deliverance from 

injustice. In this Season of Creation, this symbol of 

God’s Spirit calls us to listen to the voice of creation, 

and faithfully respond through worship, 

repentance, and action. As you celebrate this 

Season of Creation, light candles, light the Easter 

fire, adorn a bush in your place of worship or action. 

And may this symbol remind us to take off our 

sandals, contemplate our connection to holy 

ground, listen for the voice of creation, and be filled 

with hope to quench the fires of injustice with the 

light of God’s healing love that sustains our 

common home. 

 

To become the voice of the earth, we must 

recognize and cultivate a Franciscan spiritualty of 

Mother Earth within the depth of our being and 

challenge ourselves to ecological conversion. To 

heed to the call of the cry of the earth and people, 

may we examine our behaviors and commit to 

learning how we can “lend an ear,” and truly 

become the flame of the Spirit to those in our 

communities with the hope to protect the integrity 

of creation that protects us all for the sake of the 

earth. Will you listen to the Voice of Creation 

today?  

 

You can find more information and resources here: 
seasonofcreation.org/resources 

 

 

El Camino de Santiago (The Way of 

St. James)  

Keith Gass, OFS  

The Way of Saint James is a network of the many 

routes that people can travel for their pilgrimage to 

the shrine of the apostle Saint James the Great in 

the cathedral of Santiago de Compostela in Galicia 

in northwestern Spain.  Tradition has it that the 

remains of the saint are interred there.   

Each year pilgrims from all over the world travel to 

Spain to walk the Camino.  You will meet people 

from the surrounding countries who just stepped 

out their door and started walking their Camino.  

On the fourth morning of my Camino, I met one of 

them.  She was a 28-year-old schoolteacher from 
Germany who was looking for some changes in her 

https://seasonofcreation.org/resources/


life.  She’d just quit her job in April and started 

walking to Santiago.  She’d already walked nearly 

1,000 km and had about 800 more to get to 

Santiago.  It had been a cold, lonesome walk so far.  

But when she met me, she had found a new job for 

the next school year.  And with more pilgrims on 

the trail in Spain, she was enjoying their company 

walking and talking with them.        

Many people see the Camino as a place to 

contemplate who they are and what they are doing 

with their lives.  They are dissatisfied, having some 

crisis, or just wanting to get their lives in order.  This 

is a chance to contemplate what’s going on in our 

lives and where we are going.  There is time to pray 

for our families, friends, and ourselves.  But it is also 

popular with outdoor enthusiasts, hikers, bicyclists 

and organized tour groups.  I’ve wanted to walk the 

Camino for several years and decided to do it now 

before I got too old to do it.  I see it as a pilgrimage, 

a spiritual retreat and a physical challenge.  We 

never know what tomorrow will bring. 

The preparation for my pilgrimage started in April 

2022.  I had to walk, Walk, WALK with my pack to 

prove to myself and to my wife, Margaret, that I 

was physically capable of walking the Camino.  Daily 

we prayed that everything would go as planned in 

our preparation. I also planed to pray all 20 

mysteries of the Rosary, the Seven Sorrows of Mary 

and the Divine Chaplet each day on the Camino for 

my family and friends and for the people I meet on 

the way.  I realized I wouldn’t be able to get to daily 

Mass on the Camino.  I’d just do what I could.    

The plan I followed broke the Camino into 33 

stages. But the first stage was a killer.  It is about 16 

miles long with over 6500 feet of elevation up and 

down.  So I broke it into 2 days of walking, stopping 

at Orisson about one third of the way through. 

On Sunday, June 5th, 2022, I arrived in St. Jean Pied 

de Port, France with my US passport and my 

backpack with all my gear.  I had reservations for 

my bed for that night and paid-for reservations for 

my second night in the albergue (hostel) at Orisson, 

France.  I found the Registration Office and 

purchased my Pilgrims Passport for the Camino.  

They gave me the current list of all the lodgings for 

pilgrims between here and Santiago.   (It wasn’t up 

to date.)  They also explained the rules and 

courtesies expected of everyone on the Camino.  I 

ate dinner, then I got two ham and cheese 

sandwiches and apples, bananas and water for the 

next day’s walk. I found the local church, which had 

an evening Mass for the pilgrims.  I went back to my 

albergue and got every thing ready to start my 

Camino in the morning, then went to bed. 

On my first day I walked about five miles, but this 

would be one of the steepest climbs I’d face on the 

Camino.  I started walking about 7:00 a.m.  My pack 

was a little heavier than I wanted, but there was 

nothing I wanted to leave behind.  I was fresh and 

the scenery was beautiful. There was a thick fog and 

I thought I was seeing many big boulders in the field 

along the trail, until one of them baaaaaa’d.  Cute!! 

The trail was narrow and there was a steep drop off 

to my right.  After a couple of hours I noticed my 

legs were quivering.  I stayed as far to the left as I 

could get.  I said the rosary and the divine chaplet, 

ate my sandwich and sipped some water.  I rested a 

bit, then prayed some more.  Pilgrims frequently 

passed me and I wasn’t passing anyone.  That didn’t 

seem quite right, but I kept walking.  Around 11:00 

a.m. I arrived at my lodging for the night.    

There were about 30 pilgrims staying there.  They 

served us a family-style meal, then had everyone 

introduce them selves.  The owner explained to us 

that as of now we were part of the Family of the 

Camino.  Everyone we meet will be a part of this 

family.  We are here to help one another!  Some we 

will get to know a bit, walk and talk with for a while 

and never see again.  Some may travel with us for 

days.  Some will disappear but will reappear when 

we need them.  If we need something, these are our 

brothers and sisters, here to help.  Some we just 

met tonight but would never see again.  It was a 

beautiful thought.  



The second day I had everything packed and ready 

to leave about 5:00 a.m.  I had 10 miles to walk, but 

about 1,500 feet straight up, then back down.  My 

pack was giving me problems.  At one point I was 

about to stumble into a rocky ditch, but at the edge 

was able to sit back onto a thorn bush.  Three other 

pilgrims were close by and rescued me, then helped 

me cross the ditch.  That could have been bad.  The 

weight of my pack was a real problem.  That night 

my albergue was an old monastery that held 183 

Pilgrims.  It had a restaurant and a church with an 

8:00 p.m. Mass.  We got dinner with a local wine 

and breakfast the next morning.   

That night I was very disenchanted.  I called 

Margaret with my Camino update.  Although I had 

no blisters, my feet were sore and I was extremely 

worn out.  I almost had an accident that could have 

sent me home.  I’d gone through two rough days 

and was not sure I could continue lugging my pack. 

It was just too much weight.  The only solution I 

could see was to make a small pack with the 

essentials I needed to carry, and then send my big 

pack ahead to where I’d stay the next night.  I’d be 

carrying between 10 and 15 lb, which would be 

feasible.  So I decided where I was going to stay the 

next night and figured out how to send my big pack 

ahead.  

The next day was 13.6 miles, but the elevation 

wasn’t too bad.  I prayed that my pack would be at  

my chosen albergue when I got there.  The lighter 

pack worked well.  I was able to keep walking with 

fewer stops. There were a lot of rocky patches on 

the trail and more down hill. This is hard on my 

knees and feet.  However, the next few days went 

well.  I got up early and used a headlamp to see the 

trail.   

It was difficult to find evening Masses to attend.  

Many churches didn’t have a local priest, but the 

church was open for prayer or meditation.  Many 

monasteries had evening Mass for the pilgrims, with 

prayers afterwards so we could get to know each 

other.  

I spent at lot of time walking by myself, especially in 

the early morning.  This was a great time to pray 

and meditate.  I considered myself to be the slowest 

pilgrim on the Camino.  If I passed someone, they 

were either taking a break or injured.  I’d usually ask 

them if they needed anything.  Usually they would 

say  “no, everything was fine”, even when you could 

clearly see that they were struggling.   I’d offer 

some water or food or just say a little prayer for 

them.  Everyone can use a prayer, even if they don’t 

believe they need it. 

If someone slowed down to my pace, they probably 

wanted to chat.  Then we would exchange 

pleasantries and walk. But if they were in a hurry to 

finish that day’s walk, they would soon leave me 

behind.  Maybe we would find each other in the 

evening or somewhere further down the trail.      

I found the free BUEN CAMINO app that kept me on 

the trail and prevented me from getting lost.  That 

was my second biggest fear on the Camino.  The 

first was getting injured. 

My favorite day of the Camino was the day I got to 

the Cathedral of Santiago de Compostela.  I got 

moving at 4:00 a.m. so I could get there on time for 

noon Mass.  The ceremony using the giant incense 

burner was to occur at the end of that Mass.  It is 

one of the largest censers in the world and requires 

six young men to get it into motion.  The censer is 

not used at every Mass; remarkably, we also got to 

see it at the evening Mass and the next day’s noon 

Mass. 

There were many interesting people I met on the 

Camino with fascinating stories but there is no 

space for their stories here.   

My biggest surprise of the Camino came when I 

returned home and discovered I had lost 23 lb! 

  



 

Preparing the Table for All to 

Belong 

by Tammy Keiter, OFS 

After attending the Friends of Francis Retreat this 
past October at the Franciscan Retreats and 
Spirituality Center in Prior Lake, MN, I have been 
reflecting on the Retreat presentation “Franciscan 
Belonging:  Everything is Connected, presented by 
Michael Blastic, OFM.  Michael is a brother of Holy 
Name Province in New York and is currently 
teaching in the Franciscan School of Theology at the 
University of San Diego. 
 
What touched my heart was the importance of 
seeing everyone, especially the suffering in our 
world today, with open eyes and “eyes of the 
heart,” accepting and embracing them wherever 
they are in their lives and inviting them to come and 
sit at the Table. The Table is a place of belonging, a 
place to share with others, whether in God’s house, 
the table in our homes, or the table at our 
Franciscan gatherings.  The place and center where 
everyone gather to be and do together. God sitting 
with us to connect and share with Him and others 
at the table, our lives, our stories, and to learn how 
to live the Christian life and care for creation. To 
have that “heart of belonging,” where everyone is 
in communion with God, others, and creation.  
Closely connected, needing each other, giving 
nourishment for our body and soul. 
 
Our world and the Church need us more than ever 
today to repair God’s house, to eliminate the 
brokenness and build a more evangelical and 
fraternal world.  There are many situations and 
encounters with people and creation that God puts 
into our lives.  As with St. Francis, he experienced 
encounters with the lepers, and the Lord led him 
among them to “see correctly,” to be in communion 
with them, share his life, and give tenderness, 
mercy, and compassion.  Not only did Francis give 
but was present among them.  Being present with 
others, especially the marginalized and suffering. 
Getting to know others, listening to them, and 
sharing the Gospel profoundly changes us.  It is  

 
 

The Companions of St. Francis-Des Moines, IA (A Newly  
Forming Group).  Front: Margi Florence, OFS, Jeanette Sperling, 
OFS, Karen Shanks (Candidacy) 
Back:  Tammy Keiter, OFS, Keith Gass, OFS, Margaret Gass, OFS 
 
receiving the grace of a “heart of belonging,” where 
everyone is worthy of love, belonging, and 
friendship. This brings healing and joy to them as 
well as us too. 
 
As Thanksgiving approaches, gathered with family 
and friends, let us open our eyes to see correctly, to 
see within the eyes of our heart, to see others 
greatness and beauty, and have a heart of 
belonging.  Let us be open to receive and give 
hospitality toward others to come sit at “The Table” 
in communion with God to welcome, engage, and 
listen with tenderness, mercy, and compassion, 
which is the heart of everything. To help alleviate 
their suffering and repair their brokenness with love 
so that we may all heal as one.  May our Franciscan 
spirit call us in whatever way is possible to reach 
beyond ourselves to enable others to experience 
the Kingdom and build God’s house. 
 



Rule 13: As the Father sees in every person the features 
of his Son, the first-born of many brothers and 
sisters, so the Secular Franciscans with gentle and 
courteous spirit accept all people as a gift of the Lord 
and an image of Christ. 
 
A sense of community will make them joyful and ready to 
place themselves on an equal basis with all 
people, especially with the lowly for whom they shall 
strive to create conditions of life worthy of people 
redeemed by Christ. 

 
As Franciscans, let us look at the world with open 
eyes of our heart and engage in relationships with 
all people proclaiming our values by words, actions 
and presence.  So many are hungry.  Let us bring 
them to The Table to be fed.  God is waiting. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

Celebrations 

On Sunday, September 18, 2022, from 

1 pm to 4 pm, The Companions of St 

Francis joined other folks from the Des 

Moines metro area to celebrate the 90th 

birthday of Margi Florence, OFS.  The 

afternoon was full of good food and 

fellowship, as attendees reminisced about 

how Margi touched their lives in some 

special way.  Margi’s daughter, Ellen, was 

also present for the festivities.   

 

Pictured, seated, left to right: Margaret Gass, OFS; Margi Florence, OFS.  

Standing, left to right: Sharyl Cartmill, OFS; Linda Murphy, OFS; Karen 

Shanks, candidate, Tammy Keiter, OFS; Jeanette Sperling, OFS. Rear: Keith 

Gass, OFS. 



Deo Gratias 
 
 

Growing up, my parents 

impressed upon me the 

importance of being thankful 

for all of God’s blessings.  But 

even more important,  

expressing that thanks. 

On Sunday, May 15, 2022, 

after more than 3 years of 

study and formation, I became 

a Secular Franciscan to 

continue what I expect will be 

a lifelong conversion process.  

When I look back on my 

spiritual journey to the 

Franciscans, I appreciate the fact that so many people were integral in helping me reach 

this point.  I would like to express long overdue, but very heartfelt thanks, to:  Margi 

Florence, OFS; Margaret Gass, OFS; Keith Gass, OFS; Linda Murphy, OFS; Jeanette 

Sperling, OFS; Tammy Keiter, OFS; Karen Shanks, candidate; Melody Taninies, OFS; and 

Rosemary Sloss, OFS†; and my sister, Marsu McAdoo.  

I am also grateful for the support and presence of Linzy Martin, OFS, Ann Weltin; OFS; 

and Shirley Seeley, OFS. 

A very, very special thanks to Fr. P. J. McManus, Pastor, and Fr. Nick Stark from Christ 

the King Parish.   

Sharyl, OFS 

 

 

 

Pictured from left to right: Margaret Gass, OFS; Ann Weltin, OFS, Sharyl 
Cartmill, OFS; Fr. P. J. McManus; Linzy Martin, OFS; and Keith Gass, OFS. 



A Final Word 
 
This newsletter focused on relationships.  Whether one is travelling the Camino Way, attending 
a retreat, communing with creation, or celebrating a milestone event, we do not operate in 
isolation. God has graced us with each other to support each other until we reach our final 
destination.  We climb on our ancestors’ shoulders.  They cheer us on, praying for us, relying on 
us to pray for them too.     
 
--Sharyl, OFS 
 
 

 
 

  
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



“Therefore, since we are surrounded by so great a cloud of witnesses, let us also lay aside every weight, and 
sin which clings so closely, and let us run with perseverance the race that is set before us,[ looking to Jesus 
the pioneer and perfecter of our faith…” (Hebrews 12:1-2) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Those who have gone before us… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 

  

Not Pictured: 

John & Eugenia Merkulow, parents of 

Margaret Gass, OFS 

Herb & Geneva Gass, parents of Keith 

Gass, OFS 

Merritt & Margaret Norvell, parents of 

Margi Florence, OFS 



And those still with us… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

  



We are a group of men and women called by the Holy Spirit, 
Who pray together and work together in Fraternity 

 
As we seek to be visible in Christian service to others. 

We desire to live more fully a Gospel way of life 
Following in the steps of St. Francis living Franciscan spirituality. 

 

 

 


