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C O U R I E RC O U R I E R

Five Years in the Making
Christ the King School Certified in STREAM!

by Stephanie Engelhardt

One of the tasks of the Florida Catholic Conference is to ensure that Catholic Schools are
meeting the National Standards and Benchmarks for Effective Catholic Schools. In March of
2017, Mary Camp, the Associate Director of Accreditation for the FCC, came to Christ the King
to determine if we merited a designation as a STREAM* School. This was the culmination of
five years of hard work by the faculty and students of our school. I am proud to say we are the
first Catholic School in our state to be recognized as such.
In 2012, thirteen school parents gathered in the library to discuss a new buzz word in

education STEM – Science, Technology, Engineering and Math. This group wanted to keep
academic momentum of the school moving forward after winning the Blue Ribbon in 2010. STEM incorporated attractive
concepts – a focus on skills needed by jobs of the future, a problem-based focus, a more ubiquitous use of technology and
longitudinal projects to transfer different scientific or engineering skills to students as they matriculate. 
To facilitate these goals, the school provided each middle school student their own iPad and eventually grew the school’s

inventory so that today grades kindergarten through fifth maintain a “two-students to one” iPad ratio. Additionally, the school
underwent classroom renovations to provide a science lab for grades fourth and fifth, updated our middle school science lab, and
created one of the first Media Centers in the Diocese.
In 2014, the Director of the STEM Institute at Notre Dame – Matt Kloser, came to Christ the King to lead us in a Visioning

session. We invited members of the community such as professors from the University of North Florida and Jacksonville
University, parents in the mathematic and scientific fields, and
teachers. Dr. Kloser led the group in a discussion of what attributes a
Catholic school would have with a STEM focus. His team conducted
surveys to collect perception data from our faculty and students. Under
their advice, Christ the King adopted the Engineering is Elementary
curriculum developed by the Museum of Science, Boston. Teachers
started incorporating Catholic Social Teachings into their longitudinal
STEM projects as well as participating in field trips associated with our
STEM projects.
*Note: The STREAM acronym adds Religion and Arts to the STEM
program. Continue on page 22
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Friends,

As we move towards the completion of another school year, we begin preparations for
summer vacation with the family. This timing provides us fresh opportunity to reflect on the
following questions.

In this Easter Season has your relationship with Jesus Christ increased or decreased and
why? If there has been no change, consider again - why?

Have you started to pray more with your family and individually?
Has your involvement in your faith and the faith community of Christ the King changed?
Reflect on these questions as you prepare for the completion of the school year and

upcoming summer vacation. What change in your life and your family life will you make to
provide a stronger, more joyful relationship with Jesus Christ in the coming months?

Reverend James R. Boddie  
Pastor
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parish ministries. The goal is to share information, happenings, and stories that abound within the ministries of our parish in the hope
that people can use this information to bring them closer to God and our parish church family. Wisdom and enlightenment are two
of  God's many gifts, and through Christ the King Courier parishioners can share in the joy, love, and fellowship of Christ the King
Parish. Our desire is to serve our God, share his message of love and hope with all, and to encourage others to spread the message
of the Gospel of Christ.

As the official publication of our parish family, Christ the King Courier sees the reading from St. Paul's Letter to the Colossians as
exemplifying the content and character of this publication.  

"As the chosen of God, then, the holy people whom He loves, you are to be clothed in heartfelt compassion, in generosity and humility,
gentleness and patience.  Bear with one another; forgive each other if one of you has a complaint against another.  The Lord has
forgiven you; now you must do the same. Over all these clothes, put on love, the perfect bond. And may the peace of Christ reign in
your hearts, because it is for this that you were called together in one body." Colossians 3:12-15.

The Christ the King Courier is a quarterly newspaper published by Christ the King Catholic Church. Publisher reserves the right to
refuse articles, poetry, advertisements, etc. contrary to paper's policy and standards. Publisher reserves the right to edit all materials
submitted for publication.

Our EarthKeepers VBS focuses
on Pope Francis’ encyclical On
Care for Our Common Home
(Laudato Si’), as well as related
Scripture and Church teaching.
During the week, fun games, Bible
stories, activities, snacks and songs
will introduce children to our
obligation as Christians to care for
all of God’s creation. The week will
present a solid biblical basis for
caring for creation in a way that
children can easily understand, and
lead children and their families
(and our Parish) to take concrete
steps to become better caretakers of
creation. 

Why VBS? The goals of VBS
are far reaching. We seek to:

Provide a fun and engaging•
faith formation environment for
children; 

Help children develop a•
stronger relationship with
Christ; 

Lead children to a better•
understanding of their faith,
lived out in action;

Welcome families to our•
parish, inviting them to become
active members; 

Provide opportunities for•
parish members to serve their
community.

*Remember, while Vacation
Bible School may not directly
impact you, we all feel the
blessings of renewal when
members of our parish and
community draw closer to God and
dig deeper into His Word.

How you can help:

Parents/Families with children -
Register your child to participate or
volunteer for service hours.
Children going  into grades PreK4
through fifth grade should register
as participants. Middle school and
high school youth are invited to
volunteer. Registration cost is $20
for first child, $15 for second child,
$5 for each additional child, and a
maximum of $45 per family. Cost
includes t-shirt, snacks, and
activities. No child will be turned
away. If finances are a burden, you
may request financial assistance.
Parents are also invited to
volunteer.
Parishioners/Community - Extend
the graces of stewardship by
donating to sponsor the registration
cost for a family or to help cover
supplies and/or snacks. Donations
of any amount can be turned into
the Rectory Office marked for
VBS. (Or, donate needed supplies;
or, come volunteer!)
Everyone - Save and donate the
following items to the VBS basket
in the church’s Gathering Area:

Empty cereal boxes•
Used bubble wrap•
Old magazines (nature,•

gardening, children’s, and
outdoor themes will work
especially well here)

Wire hangers•

New this year! For $10, a Bible
will be purchased from the USCCB
and dedicated to CTK Church in
honor of your child or loved one. A
special VBS dedication label will
be placed inside each Bible and the
Bible will then be added to our
church pews. This is a beautiful
way to celebrate a loved one and
share the Word of God! 

Registration forms, Volunteer
forms, and Bible Dedication forms
will be available in the Gathering
area and Rectory. For additional
information, questions, or to
volunteer: Please contact Raine
Araya, rainewolff@hotmail.com or
904-482-6583 (cell).

Vacation Bible School
Returns to Christ the King this summer!
Save the Date: July 17 through July 21, 8:45 a.m. - noon



A Tall Tale Taken from the Internet
Thank you, Mickey Kenny

His name was Fleming, and he was a poor Scottish farmer. One day,
while trying to make a living for his family, he heard a cry for help com-
ing from a nearby bog. He dropped his tools and ran to the bog. There,
mired to his waist in black muck, was a terrified boy, screaming and strug-
gling to free himself. Farmer Fleming saved the lad from what could have
been a slow and terrifying death.

The next day, a fancy carriage pulled up to the Scotsman’s sparse sur-
roundings. An elegantly dressed nobleman stepped out and introduced
himself as the father of the boy Farmer Fleming had saved.

“I want to repay you,” said the nobleman. “You saved my son’s life.”
“No, I can’t accept payment for what I did,” the Scottish farmer

replied waving off the offer. At that moment, the farmer’s own son came
to the door of the family hovel.

“Is that your son?” the nobleman asked.
“Yes,” the farmer replied proudly.
“I’ll make you a deal. Let me provide him with the level of education

my own son will enjoy. If the lad is anything like his father, he’ll no doubt
grow to be a man we both will be proud of.” And that he did. Farmer
Fleming’s son attended the very best schools and in time, graduated from
St. Mary’s Hospital Medical School in London, and went on to become

known throughout the world as the noted Sir Alexander Fleming, the dis-
coverer of penicillin.

Years afterward, the same nobleman’s son who was saved from the
bog was stricken with pneumonia. What saved his life this time?
Penicillin. The name of the nobleman? Lord Randolph Churchill. His
son’s name? Sir Winston Churchill.

Someone once said: What goes around comes around.
Work like you don’t need the money.
Love like you’ve never been hurt.
Dance like nobody’s watching.
Sing like nobody’s listening.
Live like it’s Heaven on Earth.

AN IRISH FRIENDSHIP WISH:

May there always be work for your hands to do;
May your purse always hold a coin or two;
May the sun always shine on your windowpane;
May a rainbow be certain to follow each rain;
May the hand of a friend always be near you;
May God fill your heart with gladness to cheer you.
and may you be in heaven a half hour before the devil knows you’re
dead.

by Carol-Ann Black

This issue of Courier is rather
special-because it has in fact hap-
pened. Last issue was a bit scrawny
and we deleted several pages and we
despaired. This time we have to
stash a few articles to stay within our twenty-four page format. How has
this happened? Ministries came through with news and pictures of their
activities, some of our readers became writers and we have some new
contributors. Thank you, all.

First, I must apologize to Gene Norton for failing to acknowledge his
wonderful photography of the Guadalupe celebration included in the
February Courier. And in this issue, you will see his pictures of the chil-
dren receiving their First Holy Communion. Thank you, Gene, for step-
ping in, in our time of need.

Karen White is a new parishioner who has joined the Courierministry
doing whatever is needed as we put together this issue. In addition, she
has contributed a wonderful article that introduces herself, and shares
with us her beautiful ministry, Angel Gowns. Don’t miss this one. 

Memorial Day occurs at the end of May every year.  And Paul
Ghiotto, faithfully, every year, comes through with a relevant article. This
time he writes about his great uncle and his experiences during WWI-
especially relevant as we mark 100 years since the beginning of that Great
War. We also must take note of the fact that Paul has published a book on
his great uncle’s wartime experiences. Paul Ghiotto-Published Author.
Excellent!!!

We have a couple of Mother’s Day memories, and a beautiful remem-
brance of our Courier/St. Vincent de Paul friend, Mickey Kenney, by
Yolanda Cerqueira. We cherish wonderful memories of her friendship and
faithful contributions to our parish. 

Jeanie Wilks, our very creative president of the Pastoral Council, reg-
ularly encourages us to be involved in the greater community of
Jacksonville. She arranged for the article from the Jumbo Shrimp and is
planning a Christ the King night at a future game. In the same vein, con-
sider visiting the World War I Exhibit and book honoring Private Marion
Losco (Paul’s great uncle) at the Mandarin Museum. It opens on June 3
at 10:00 a.m. 

Now a personal note. Are you missing a friend/acquaintance? Is
someone you are used to seeing just not there right now? I discovered this
week that a Christ the King Choir/Council of Catholic Women friend is in
a nursing home. And so many, who know her better than I, didn’t know
where she was to be found either. Father Boddie didn’t know. How could
he visit? So, I present yet another rule to live by. If health issues over-
whelm you or family or friends tell the world-tell the rectory, specifical-
ly Sister Nancy-so that we can pray for the comfort of everyone involved.
Nobody should feel forgotten. 

That’s it for the May issue of Christ the King Courier. Enjoy, and
have a wonderful summer.  

May 2017 Christ the King Catholic Church Page 3

Letters

Courier Guidelines Notice

Readers, you may notice in this and other issues of the Courier cer-
tain inconsistencies in rules for capitalization  regarding God, the
Bible, gospel quotes. The reason for this is that, when we use direct
quotes from other sources, we cannot make any changes.  Therefore,
if  His, He, Him referring to Jesus, God, or the Holy Spirit are not
capitalized in the original, we do not “correct” them.

 Hello Everyone:

First off, thank you for your support of Tim Johnson’s “Running for
the Cure” campaign. As he has mentioned in his emails, the most impor-
tant aspect of supporting a cause like this one, is the provision of hope.
Just your knowledge of the issues and desire to help is progressing the
medical field and helping to keep the afflicted families fighting. AND
ALSO, this campaign is creating a lot of smiles and fun along the way. 

Take care and God Bless,
Nicholas Johnson

--------------

Editor’s 
Corner

Hello, 

My name is Deidre Hicks.
My family has been attending
Christ the King for 11 years. I
have volunteered in many capac-
ities at both the Church and
school, from leading Vacation
Bible School for three years and
heading up MOMS Ministry for
a little while, to being the school
SCRIP fundraising coordinator, classroom mom and many other roles.  I
was happy to donate my time and talent and treasures to our community.
However, it wasn’t until I attended a women’s Christ Renews His Parish
retreat weekend in May 2016, that I felt a true spiritual connection to this
wonderful community of Christ the King. 

It was my ‘mountain moment’ with God and I was overwhelmed by
the love of the ladies who presented the weekend to me.  Before CRHP I
was hesitant to talk about Jesus and my faith, I was going through the
motions at Mass and I didn’t make God a priority at home. I thought, my
kids go to Catholic school, that’s all they need. It turns out they and I need
so much more. 

Attending a CRHP retreat weekend can be your first step in building
better bonds with fellow parishioners and exploring and deepening your
relationship with Jesus. By the way, it’s also fun and filled with great
food. 

Be on the lookout for the next women’s and men’s weekends and sign
up! Give yourself the gift of the love of your fellow parishioners! 

A Fleming Tale
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by Paul Ghiotto

In 1962, led by its
first pastor Father W.
Thomas Larkin, Christ
the King established a
chapter of the Nocturnal
Adoration Society, a
nationwide organization,
which sponsors the
concept of its chapter
members giving one
hour of adoration on the
First Friday
n i g h t / S a t u r d a y
morning combination
of each month. Members
spend part of the time
reciting prayers
contained in an official
Society handbook or
other pamphlets/book-
lets and in periods of
silent meditation. The
local chapter officially
begins its overnight
adoration with the 10:00 -
11:00 p.m. hour and ending with the 7:00 - 8:00 a.m. hour the following
morning. Adoration, however, actually begins after the 5:30 Mass on
Friday afternoon when the Blessed Sacrament is exposed in the
monstrance on the chapel altar and individuals begin hourly devotion.
Benediction and Holy Mass follow the last hour of adoration on Saturday
morning. The only commitment required of Society members is that they
try their best to come at their appointed hour to pray with others before
the Blessed Sacrament.

The idea of a nocturnal adoration hour is directly based on the event
in the Garden of Gethsemane the night before Jesus’ passion and death.
Thus, the concept of an adoration hour was born whether it’s Daily,
Perpetual, or Nocturnal.

The Nocturnal Adoration Society is a national association for Catholic
men and women and was established in accordance with Church law on
November 28, 1928. The purpose of the Nocturnal Adoration Society is
to respond to Our Lord’s invitation to spend one hour with Him (Mark 14.
37-38), to atone for sins committed, and to draw down God’s blessings.

Chapter bands “rotate” their assigned hour each month. For example,
“Band One” has the 11:00 p.m. to midnight  one month and the next
month its hour is “rotated” to the midnight - 1:00 a.m. hour. Members are
free to attend any hour during the night and early morning should they be
unable to attend their band’s assigned hour. A listing of band numbers,
leaders, and hours assigned is posted on the bulletin board outside the
chapel.

Currently, the Christ the King Chapter includes members from Christ
the King, Assumption, Holy Rosary, Resurrection, and Blessed Trinity.
The seven “rotating” bands are led by the following individuals:

Band One - Paul Ghiotto; Band Two - Ron Lynch; Band Three -
Richard Sollee (Assumption); Band Four - Al Martin; ; Band Five -
You?      ; Band Six - George Pruitt; Band Seven - John Lewis; Band Eight
- Anatole Maher (Resurrection).

Two “non-rotating” bands spend an hour of adoration beginning at
6:00 a.m. and 7:00 a.m. on Saturday morning. Monica Crisp leads the
6:00 a.m. band and Leo Milano heads the 7:00 a.m. band. Anatole Maher
directs non-rotating band eight which anchors the 10:00 -11:00 p.m. slot
on Friday night.

A “special” salute goes out to Al Martin and Anatole Maher who are
the last of the original 1962 members when the local NAS chapter was
formed!

Due to attrition, most bands only have two or three active,
participating members. If one is interested in joining the Nocturnal
Adoration Society at Christ the King he or she is asked to contact any of
the heads of the bands listed above for more information. 

As with all ministries, NEW MEMBERS are very much needed!
Currently, band Five needs both a band leader and members.

CTK Ministry heads: please consider adopting an hour each month
for adoration. You may come during any hour between 10:00 p.m. and
8:00 a.m. the following morning.

Nocturnal Adoration
Needs You!!

A Mosaic of Music
by Edie Moore Hubert
Director of Music

The following quote from Henri J. Nouwen is a perfect metaphor for
any kind of community seeking good through its mission, and makes me
think of all the parts that work together to form the music ministry at
Christ the King.

A mosaic consists of thousands of little stones. Some are blue,
some are green, some are yellow, some are gold. When we bring
our faces close to the mosaic, we can admire the beauty of each
stone. But as we step back from it, we can see that all these little
stones reveal to us a beautiful picture, telling a story none of these
stones can tell by itself.

That is what our life in community is about. Each of us is like
a little stone, but together we reveal the face of God to the world.
Nobody can say: “I make God visible.” But others who see us
together can say: “They make God visible.” Community is where
humility and glory touch.

Bringing my face close to the mosaic, I admire the beauty of each
individual who participates as a cantor, choir singer, handbell ringer,
parent of a young singer, or instrumentalist. Each person offers their own
unique gift(s): time and energy to learn the music; practicing; rehearsing
attentively; rearranging their schedule to be at certain Masses each
weekend; supporting the involvement of their children by helping them
practice and getting them where they need to be while juggling schedules
of other family members; singing with a beautiful voice or tone; excellent
diction; perfect rhythm; emotional investment; dedication; consistent
attendance; expressive faith; a generous spirit; volunteering in a pinch; all
good gifts working together to form a musical body.

Taking a step back, I see the beauty of the larger pieces, the various
groups: the cantors who stand bravely in front of the entire congregation
to inspire and support the singing of all; the children who bring their
perfect sense of pitch, innocent voices and pure faith to every piece of
music; the adults whose consistency of faith and dedication, generosity
and heartfelt musicality continue to inspire; instrumentalists who have
practiced for years yet focus on the beauty in the music and not on self-
aggrandizing shows of virtuosity; the handbell ringers who work so hard
in every rehearsal in order to play precisely yet still find time to laugh
with each other; all these beautiful stones comprise a larger part of the
mosaic.

One more step back and I see the music ministry supporting an even
larger brilliantly shining mosaic: hundreds of individuals singing with
spirit-filled enthusiasm and earnestness that is overwhelming at times, all
set in the midst of a liturgy that includes music as an integral part of the
whole, all working together to connect us with the Divine that is all
around us and in each of us. Hopefully all of us singing together makes
God visible, audible, palpable. I feel blessed and grateful to be a part of
our mosaic.

Paul Ghiotto and I want you to become a
Nocturnal Adoration member at

Christ the King!



“…whatever you do for the dear neighbor, 
do it with the same feeling of devotion and of charity as if you were doing
it for the very person of Jesus Christ.” Maxim 49

by Sister Jane Stoecker, SSJ
General Superior

By the end of November 2016, the Sisters outreach to those directly
affected by Hurricane Matthew was expanded to include preparation of
hygiene bags for any of our dear neighbors who are homeless, poor or
needy, wherever the need would be identified. In order to become depend-
ent ourselves, we have relied solely on Divine Providence and the gen-
erosity of others in this ministry. If the ministry is of God, it will contin-
ue; if it is no longer of God, it will dissolve itself. 

The Cathedral Parish in St.
Augustine has been supportive in let-
ting us place a box for travel item
donations in the back of the cathedral.
We also were invited to place an
explanation and request in the cathe-
dral bulletin. Several weeks ago, we
removed the box temporarily. Both
items and monetary donations contin-
ue to be brought to us. 
The Constitutions of the Sisters of

St. Joseph reminds us that “our min-

istry expresses charity in the manner
of St. Joseph whose name we bear,
and humility in the spirit of the
Incarnate Word,” and “our mission
of union requires that we be Christ’s
healing presence to the world.”
We continue to receive travel

size hygiene items and monetary
gifts that have allowed us to order
items in bulk. We have two work
spaces in the Motherhouse where the
Sisters assist in preparing the hygiene
bags as they find the time to do so. To

date, the Sisters have prepared over 2,000 “Dear Neighbor” bags that have
been distributed through Catholic Charities, San Sebastian Parish, and
Sulzbacher Center, as well as to places such as Dining with Dignity,
Home Again St. John, Crescent City Farmworkers, and Maria Goretti
Home.
Travel size hygiene items such as toothpaste, tooth brushes, soap,

shampoo, deodorant, large men’s socks, washcloths, combs, hand sanitiz-
er, etc., as well as monetary donations, can be given to the Sisters at the
Cathedral 7:00 a.m. daily Mass or the 9:00 a.m. Sunday Mass.

“When you work for the neighbor do it with a very unselfish love
which expects no reward for its services, and aim at nothing other than
helping him and being at the same time pleasing to God.” Maxim 55
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Sisters of St. Joseph - Whatever you do...

Sister Jane receives donations
at the Motherhouse

by Carol-Ann Black

City of Saints, A Pilgrimage to
John Paul II’s Krakow - by George
Weigel

Karol Wojtyla spent his grow-
ing-up years with his family in
Wadowice, Poland. The strongest
influence in his life was his father,
a man of great faith in God and
Church, and faith in his beloved
Poland-its culture and history. His
mother and an older brother both
died young and Karol and his father
were devoted to each other. At age
eighteen in 1938, Karol and his
father moved together to Krakow,
where Karol would begin universi-
ty studies at the Jagiellonian
University. Here he planned to
study for his expected vocation as a
layman, perhaps in the theater as an
actor or director or perhaps as a
professor of Polish literature. 
Karol Wojtyla would spend his

maturing years in Krakow.  He
completed his university and semi-
nary studies during the Nazi occu-
pation and the following period of

Communist tyranny. His seminary
was inside the bishop’s residence
and was in fact an illegal activity,
which the bishop was able to con-
ceal from the authorities. During
WWII he was also required to work
in a chemical plant and a quarry.
During these difficult times
Wojtyla never wavered in his con-
viction that human reason is superi-
or to force, because reason is an
expression of the human person’s
spiritual nature which of course
proponents of brute force-Nazis
and Communists among others,
even into the present day-deny.
During his time working in the
quarry, he came to understand and
appreciate the dedication of the
laborers with whom he worked and
their commitment to supporting
their families. He learned that not
everyone he would meet in his
priestly ministry would be the intel-
lectual person he was. He was still
able to relate to them then and
throughout his papacy. 
Karol Wojtyla was ordained in

1946 and did pastoral work in
Krakow and the surrounding areas

until appointed bishop of Ombi in
1958. He was appointed archbishop
of Krakow in 1964. 

One of the many striking things
about the pontificate of John Paul
II was that so much of it was pre-
viewed in Krakow, during Wojtyla’s
years as priest and bishop. His pas-
toral pilgrimages around the world
(to take just one example) were
global extensions of the extensive
parish visitations that were a major
part of his pastoral program as
Archbishop of Krakow.  Asked once
about these Cracovian “previews”
of his pontificate, John Paul replied
that it all seemed rather obvious to
him: if the Holy Spirit had seen fit
to call the archbishop of Krakow to
be the Bishop of Rome, that must
mean that there was something in
the experience of the Church of
Krakow that was important for the
world Church. 
Probably the most dramatic and

familiar “transfers” from Krakow
to the world was World Youth Day,
inaugurated in 1984. It has become
a symbol of the universality of the
Catholic Church. 

This wonderful book, so beauti-
fully written by Mr. Weigel, makes
me wish to travel to Poland and see
for myself the city that played such
an important role in the spiritual
and human formation of Pope John
Paul II. I want to see the
Jagiellonian University, the St.
Maximilian Kolbe altar in the
Basilica of St. Francis, St. Florian’s
church and the Ark Church, built in
the city of Nowa Huta where no
church was ever to be permitted by
the Communist authorities.  But the
Poles refused to accept this and
repeatedly erected a large cross on
the spot that they thought should be
the site of a church and the civil
authorities repeatedly tore the cross
down. Finally, in 1967, permission
was finally granted to build a
church in Nowa Huta. It was done
entirely by volunteer labor and sup-
ported by donations from around
the world. It took ten years to finish
and the Ark Church was finally
dedicated in May of 1977. 

Another Good Read

How much do you know about your faith? You know your scripture
readings, parts of the Mass, but do you know some words that may have
been taught to you years ago in Catholic grade school?
So, just for fun - see if you can match up the terms with their correct

meanings: 

1. Humeral veil
2. Surplice
3. Thurible
4. Dalmatia
5. Burse 

A. Covered vessel suspended by a chain in which incense is burned.
(Also called a censer)
B. A decorative cloth that the priest/bishop wears when processing

with the Blessed Sacrament. 
C. A half-length tunic with large long sleeves worn by the clergy. 
D. A stiff pocket in which the folded corporal is carried to and from

the altar. It is about a 12” square. (Also the leather case to carry the pyx).
E. Loose-fitting robe with wide sleeves in the color of the liturgical

season worn by deacons for solemn feasts. 

Answers to Holy Chitchat: 1 – B, 2 – C, 3 – A, 4 – E, 5 – D.

Holy Chitchat

Staging area for assembling the
“Dear Neighbor” packets on the
second floor of the Motherhouse
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by Charm I Saults

My mother, Ria C. Pashke, was born in February of 1917. She was
an only child, but never wanted for company as her father was a fireman
with many firemen and police officer friends who visited often. Her
mother had been a chorus girl on stage and her sisters, Daisy and Jesse,
had also been in show business. They had even traveled to England and
danced for the Queen. You can see that the family had many friends and
visitors. They brought all sorts of gifts-dolls, toys, books. And they
would read to her. By the time Ria was four years old she could read to
them. At age five, she began to write nonsense poems. Her mother
submitted one of her age-five poems to the local radio station and won a
prize for it. 

Ria’s poem won on the
local radio station in West
Pullman,.......  At first they did
not believe that she had
written it herself and they
tested her reading by having
her read the first page of the
Wizard of Oz, which of course
she did easily. She won
several juvenile awards before
she was twelve years old. She
went off to an all-girls
Catholic boarding school. She

continued to write on her own and her mother would enter them in local
contests and win several awards. 

Around age sixteen, Ria wrote her first full story-a western.  But it
did not get published until she was in her twenties. She continued to write
westerns and science fiction, but now under a man’s name just to get read
by a publisher. Unfortunately, we don’t have a record of what male name
it was. Another interesting name fact about my mother was that in her
teens, with permission from her family, she had changed her name from
Pashke to Carmelle-Ria C. Carmelle. The Second World War was
threatening and a German name could be difficult for her. Perhaps she
was already thinking of literary success. Also remember that men
couldn’t write romance novels at the time, unless they used a woman’s
name. Publishers and readers just saw things that way. 

During the WWII years, my mother worked long shifts at a defense
job, grinding gears for airplanes. She continued to write to escape the
sadness in her life. Both my father and my sister’s father died in the war

- missing in action. Ria’s breakthrough came when one publishing
company published in Mammoth magazine, under her own name The
Rawhide Bank. She also wrote Dream Fairy published in The American
Family Magazine and several others in Weird Tales Magazine.

My mother didn’t remarry again until I was nine years old, but after
losing two husbands in the war and her father when she was a teenager,
she didn’t return to her writing. I have only a few of the poems that my
mother wrote and they are indeed sad. 

I Waited Last Night

Last night, I sat by the window waiting
Feeling the sorrow and pain of disappointment
Growing ever stronger and deeper with
Each passing moment and heart beat.

At listening for the telephone or
Per chance the ring of the doorbell 
Just to hear your voice say Hello, my did you have a good day
But only complete silence reached my ears.

At last I decided to go to sleep
But insomnia became my bed partner
And thoughts of how you held close
Made each moment fill with sadness and loneliness.

I ask myself why did you disappear?
How could this happen you promised to return
I was told you were missing in action
But you are not missing from my heart or mind.

I pray each day that someone will find you 
Take care of you and return you safely back home 
Once again so I could feel you hold me close and make me feel safe.

Praying, hoping and longing for good news
Like so many others waiting for their loved ones to come back.

Ria C. Carmelle

There are a lot of amazing stories out there if we just take the time to
listen to our older folks.

My Mother Was an Amazing Woman

This tribute to mothers was sent to me by a dear friend when my
mother died. It is so beautiful that I wanted to share it with everyone and
Mother’s Day is the perfect time to do so. The author is unknown.

Submitted by Karen Sigl

The young mother set her foot on the path to life. “Is this the long
way?” she asked. The guide said, “Yes, and the way is hard and you will
be old before you reach the end of it but the end will be better than the
beginning.” The young mother was happy and she could not believe that
anything could be better than these years. She played with the children,
fed them, bathed them, taught them to tie their shoes and ride a bike. She
reminded them to feed the dog, do their homework and brush their teeth.
The sun shone on her children and the young mother thought that nothing
could ever be lovelier than this.

Then the nights and the storms came and the path was sometimes
dark. The children shook with fear and cold but the mother drew them
close and covered them with her arms. They were not afraid for she was
near and no harm could come to them. The morning came and there was
a hill ahead. The children climbed and became weary and the mother was
weary. At times she said to the children, “A little patience and we will
soon be there.” So the children climbed and as they climbed they learned
to weather the storms. She gave them the strength to face the world. Year
after year she showed them compassion, understanding, and hope, but
most of all she gave them unconditional love. When the children reached
the top of the mountain they said, “Mother, we could not have done it
without you.”

The days, weeks, months and years passed on and the mother grew
old. She became little and bent, but her children grew tall and strong and

walked with courage. When the mother lay down at night she looked up
at the stars and thought this is a far better day than the last, for my children
have learned so much and are passing these traits and values on to their
children.

When the way became too rough for the mother her children lifted her
up and gave her strength, just as she had given them hers. One day they
came to a hill and beyond it they could see a shining road with golden
gates flung wide. The mother said, “I have reached the end of my journey
now and I know the end is better than the beginning for my children can
walk with dignity and pride with their heads held high and so can their
children after them.” The children said, You will always walk with us,
Mother, even when you have gone through the gates.”  They stood and
watched as she went on alone and the gates closed after her. They said,
“We cannot see or hear her but she is with us still, a mother like ours is
more than a memory, she is a living presence.”

Your mother is always with you. She’s the whisper of the leaves as
you walk down the street, the smell of certain food that you remember,
flowers that you pick and the smell of perfume that she wore. She’s the
cool hand on brow when you are not feeling well and your breath in the
air on a cold winter’s day. She is the sound of the rain that lulls you to
sleep, the colors of the rainbow and she is Christmas morning. 

Your mother lives inside your laughter and she is crystallized in every
teardrop. A mother knows every emotion…..happiness, sadness, fear,
jealousy, love, hate, anger, helplessness, excitement, joy, sorrow and all
the while hoping and praying that you will only know the good things in
life. She’s the place you came from, your first home and the map you
follow with every step you take.  She’s your first love, first friend, even
your first enemy, but nothing on earth can ever separate you. Not time, not
space, not even death.

Mother
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by Cynthia Surles

In April, a traveling Vietnam War memorial was downtown in Metro
Park from April 13 through April 16, courtesy of WJCT. This half-scale
replica of the Vietnam Veterans Memorial in Washington, D.C., was
unveiled by the Vietnam Veterans Memorial Fund (VVMF) in 1996 and
has been traveling throughout the United States ever since.

If you missed it, you can view the schedule of upcoming cities on
their web site (http://www.vvmf.org/twth). According to other web sites I
found, there appears to be more than one traveling memorial, so if you
don’t see a convenient city on one site, try another.

The first thing we saw as we entered the park was the long trailer. It
had four glassed-in areas on both sides, some with moving exhibits: a
chronology of the conflict, photos of personnel lost, and requests to iden-
tify or fill in information. Some windows were stationary with physical
memories such as boots, a folded flag, a gas mask and copies (maybe
originals?) of letters left on the original wall.

Below is an excerpt from one of the emotional letters left on the orig-
inal wall.

“I write this letter to you, Father, the one who I never knew.
People at times comment that I resemble you. But I know not. You
never saw me; I never saw you ….I was born March 9, 1968. You
knew of my birth, of the birth of your son … But you, Father, who
had given life, died two months later, on May 9, 1968.
I think you would be proud of my accomplishments that I have
made so far. They are many for a young person of 17….Dear
Father, you shall always be remembered. Your loving son,…

Traveling Vietnam
War Memorial

All glory to God, our Father, that I have been cured from my cancer.
You have lifted me up in prayer and God has heard your plea. I am a liv-
ing miracle. I have been blessed though this entire cancer disease and I
can’t thank God enough for all the miracles that have been happening in
my life. 

There is such great joy through trials and tribulations when we just
trust and be faithful to our heavenly Father. Our God is all merciful and
loving and wants the best for us. We just have to TRUST. (JESUS, I
TRUST IN YOU).  

For anyone battling cancer, ask our heavenly Father to heal your
mind, body and soul and restore you to perfect health.  O my Jesus, You
have said: “Truly I say to you, if you ask anything of the Father in my
name, He will give it to you.” Behold in Your name, I ask the Father for
the grace of ...; Padre Pio (my favorite saint) recited the Efficacious
Novena to the Sacred Heart of Jesus every day for all those who asked for
prayers. I said this every day and still do (ask, seek and knock and God
will answer your prayers). Pick your favorite saint and ask them to inter-
cede for you to our Almighty God. Thank God for every blessing He gives
you as we know there is always someone worse off than ourselves. Focus
on the positive and love abundantly. Padre Pio says, “Pray with persever-
ance, trust, and a serene and calm mind.” 

“Pray, hope and don’t worry. Worry is useless. God is merciful and
will hear your prayer.” 

“Prayer is the best weapon we have; it is the key that opens God’s
heart.”

Some of the Blessings that I received during my cancer:
n Prayed to God that I would see a grandchild. That day my daugh-
ter told me she is pregnant and two months after that my son tells me
his wife, Christine, is having a baby.
n Prayed to God that I would have my hair for my son’s wedding
and I did. The next day it fell out from chemo.
n Prayed to God that He would cure me.  I’m cured—-cancer free.
n Prayed to God He would help me have minimal side effects from
14 rounds of chemo. I had very FEW side effects and was able to
manage it all.
n Prayed to God my 9-hour surgery would be successful. It was.
n Prayed to God he would get me through sepsis and He did.
n Prayed to God that my son and daughter-in-law would come back
from NC where he took a job and they moved back and are in the
same subdivision as my daughter and her husband.
Then there were angels who helped me along the way:
God speaks to us through others but we have to listen. He sends peo-

ple (angels) to help us.
When I was first diagnosed, I needed an MRI but Mayo did not have

any opening for three weeks. I found myself in the middle of Mayo upset
and crying because I thought I was not going to make it to my son’s wed-
ding. A lady came up to me and hugged and kissed me and said, “I know
you, you lead the choir at Resurrection, what is wrong?”  She asked me
to step in her office and as it turned out she had a very high position at
Mayo and was able to call and get me an MRI that very day!

My husband and I were at Mayo checking in for a procedure I had to
have and a lady came out of nowhere and said,” God is nudging me to
come over to you and to tell you that everything will be all right today.”
She hugged me and told me she had to leave as she was with a friend who
had breast cancer. When I went up for my procedure, a lot went wrong
and they were going to have to cancel it. The doctor came in and organ-
ized me getting my platelets and rescheduled me for the afternoon with
her and everything turned out fine just like the angel that I met, told me.

I asked God in adoration, now that I am cured, what is His will for me.
I listened to Dynamic Catholic, with Matthew Kelly, and he said some-
times we just have to let our light shine and let people see the joy in our
lives and this may inspire people to either deepen their faith or bring them
closer to God. Sometimes we are looking for something BIG to do to
serve the Lord when Saint Therese (the little flower), who was known for
small kindnesses and love, served the Kingdom of God in small ways. By
courage, trust, joyfulness and love we can be a beacon of hope and let
God’s light shine.

My blessings and stories are too numerous to write here. Maybe one
day I will write a book, but I want you to know that praising God, thank-
ing God and praying to God is the key to His heart. He loves us so much
and is with us always. We are never alone, God has us.

Thank you for all your love, support and prayers,
Let us pray for one another,
May God Bless you abundantly,
Your Sister in Christ Jesus,
Maryellen Bell, member of Resurrection Parish

You Lifted me up in
Prayer
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by Karen White

I watched a video clip, a very
long time ago. It was a young man,
hulking sort of fellow, with a long
scraggly beard. He was holding his
stillborn infant daughter, in the most
beautiful, tiny, white, lacy dress and
bonnet, and he was crying. “This is
the only time I’ll ever see my baby
girl in a wedding dress.” 

It nearly broke my heart, and
touched me very deeply as I had lost
all my babies, and as much as I
railed, ranted and cried to God, I/we
never knew that special joy that your
own children can bring. One of HIS
compensating gifts to us was the
opportunity to be “Foster Parents”
on occasion, to little ones who need-
ed us in – their time, not ours. My

first girl, (1990), Christine, who is now 40, living in England with her
husband and two sons (my grandbabies – Harry and Paul), reminded me
just this morning how much I had given to her when she needed me to,
even when I was feeling such a failure at being unable to rescue her from
her terrible situation. I was just there. That was enough.

This video clip opened up a very big need in me to help lessen that
sadness somehow, in that very sad man, and in other people’s lives during
such a traumatic time as the loss of a child, no matter how early in the
pregnancy, or even later on. Those three minutes on celluloid put me on a
sewing path I’ve travelled ever since, and with more than one group, and
in more than one state.

Dwayne and I are retired military. I also am a veteran, but with a much
shorter career. He retired last year after 26 years in the army as a supply
sergeant, and finished up his career as a recruiter for the New York Army
National Guard in Morrisonville, NY, up near the Canadian border in the
Adirondacks. I thought we were going to retire there as we owned our
home, and had just finished remodeling it, the best part of it being the
1000 square foot basement as my newly remodeled craft and sewing and
herb room, complete with new floors, rugs, and insulated walls. I had a
wonderful studio set up there and had my “Angel Gown Production” fully
running. Our little town of Au Sable Forks had a population of about 913
souls, with one very tired priest travelling to four churches, in four towns
to keep us all on our spiritual path. We are very unused to such a large
church, never mind such a large city like Jacksonville. I like the country.
We left three acres behind, along with all my herbs, apple trees and
rhubarb.

Angel Gown groups have sprung up all over the world. I became asso-
ciated with one in particular, “Angel Gowns of Western NY,” back in
2014, as they were a newly formed LLC Charity, so we could actually
raise money to fund a lot of the costs that the volunteers usually had to
pay to keep these “charities” running. Postage, gift boxes, bags, lace,
thread, trimmings, even material to make up linings and whatever was
needed depending on the gown, or what the volunteer could afford.
Volunteers take the most precious gifts of wedding dresses, donated by
loving women, clean them, dismantle them, and make as many little tiny
“Angel Gowns” that we can from that one dress, and donate them to hos-
pitals, NICU units, funeral parlors, and just folks in general when we are
called. The little dresses range in size from “micro preemie” to full grown
infant sizes and everywhere in between. We also make what is called an
“Angel Wrap” for the very tiny, very early premature babies just too small
for a little dress or suit, who are called home to God before we want them
to go.

Moving to Florida seemed just another upheaval to me. After more
than 20 moves in 25 years, although my travelling craft room was quite
mobile, I really did think we were going to be settled once and for all. But,
as we all know, GOD is in charge, not us. And if we don’t know that
unique fact, we should.
Because as I’ve come
to realize, and remem-
ber for the thousandth
time, I can plan till the
cows come home, but
plans are naught when
God calls. 

As we are new to
the Parish, and the area,
I was asked to write a
“blurb” about my hand-
some husband of 25

years - Dwayne and myself in our
long journey to Jacksonville, but
felt uncomfortable about talking
about me/us in particular, so I
agreed to write about the Angel
Gowns, and how important a
group, charity, function they are,
and how impactful they can be in a
community… with a little of us
thrown in for laughs.

It’s quite an undertaking to
facilitate a group function such as
this. We have over 300 volunteers
in our AG of WNY group, and are
still working on dismantling wed-
ding dresses from 2016 as there
just aren’t enough volunteers to go
around. Because of the distance,  I
have usually just worked on my
own, and sent my little gowns back over to my Western NY group, but
also use a group called “Angel Gowns by Michelle” out of Washington
State. I was very fortunate to find a group here at Baptist Hospital pretty
quickly that was newly formed to bring my gowns to Keisha, who lost her
own son, felt the call here, and is working diligently to make her group a
success. I know of another group, across the river, but I’m not involved
with them.  

Even though I’m not as physically involved with Noah’s Blue Rose
angel gown group here as I’d like, with so many time constraints and my
own dresses to finish, I do bring them a lot of my little gowns and bon-
nets for them to package up and send out where they are needed. You see,
as women all over find out about what a wonderful thing this Angel Gown
group does for other folks, the wedding dresses, mother-in-law dresses,
pretty much any occasion dresses have simply shown up at my door,
mailed, dropped off and even air shipped from other countries so that
these women all over can be a part of this marvelous offering to mothers
and fathers and families who lose their precious ones. One family mem-
ber sees what their sister or aunt did and realizes they want to donate their
precious wedding dress as well, and it multiplies! It’s an unbelievable
blessing to be part of such of a thing. And volunteers are ALWAYS need-
ed when it comes to cleaning, dismantling and sewing as well.  Just type
in “Angel Gowns” on the web and you might be surprised how many
show up!

I have a pretty large surplus of dresses that have been sent to me. One
of the first things I do is remove as much of the beading and send it back
to one of the volunteer husbands who has PTSD from the war, and who
takes all the beads and makes the most beautiful bracelets and necklaces
to be included in the “packet/box” for the moms who receive one of our
gowns.  The “surplus” of gowns I had become evident to me the day the
movers came to the house in Au Sable and were downstairs packing up
the craft room. There were probably over 20 dresses cleaned and hanging
in their plastic coverlets, and more dismantled in various states of readi-
ness, and the look on the mover’s face was priceless. He looked at me
with the strangest befuddled look and asked, “How many times have you
been married???” 

It’s an awesome responsibility to make sure each and every donated
dress is properly photographed, cleaned, and used to its maximum poten-
tial as to not waste the gift that it is. I had started my own Facebook site
called “Karnoon’s Krafty Krap” to post free crochet and knit patterns, and
I post all the photos there of the donated gowns, the angel gowns made
from that particular dress, where they get donated, who’s honor they were
donated in, always making sure the women who donated them know with
certainty how important they were to us, and where their loving donation
was going. Sometimes, I manage something handmade from their gown
to show up at their door in the mail as a thank you for their donation.

With Dwayne’s military career always being in the forefront, because
as all good military folks know, if the army wanted you to have a family
– they would have issued you one, my life as a military spouse has been
more of a ‘supporting role’, taking care of us first, then others. With a lot
of his time spent overseas, Iraq more times than I would care to mention,
I always managed to find the time to stay involved with this very worth-
while endeavor. I always tell myself I won’t accept any more gowns, as
I’m just overwhelmed with the amount of them that seem to show up, but
I have a hard time turning down these wonderful women’s so generous
offers of donating their most precious wedding dress for such a sad and
worthwhile cause. I know a lot of groups do stop accepting donations
because of the same thing. So … If you have some time and want to vol-
unteer to clean, dismantle and/or do some sewing … please let me know.
I’m happy to use your hands or help steer them in the direction you might
like to serve.

Karen White: 315-486-8781 or  karenwhite1956@yahoo.com  

Angel Gowns (Peri-natal Loss)
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by Martin L. C. Ibeh 
Seminarian, 
Diocese of St. Augustine

At a time when the government
was building a “wall,” God made a
way! I didn’t dream of going to
Mexico. I wasn’t planning to go on
a pilgrimage to Guadalupe. It was
an outpouring of generosity of
Cemy and Rilly (not their real
names) a devout couple who were
graced with tenderness of heart and
kindness. They have shown me
unbounded hospitality, opening
their hearts, their arms, and their
doors for me. Once in a while, I
spend my day off at their lovely
home in Palm Coast.  One
particular evening, they had invited
me over for a dinner. Rilly prepared
a delicious dinner as usual. I had
just devoured the meal and was still
licking my lips when Rilly cleared
her voice and said in her natural
soft voice, “Martin, would you like
to go with us to Guadalupe? I
thought that there was a place in
Florida that was called by such a
name. “Where is Guadalupe?” I
inquired. “Our Lady of Guadalupe,
in Mexico!” Cemy replied. With a
sense of excitement and wonder, I
stood still for a while. Like the
prophet, my heart was filled with
delightful joy when they said to me,
“Come let us go to the mountain of
the Lord” (Micah 4:2). “How
would we go to Mexico? Your
government is building a border
wall,” I said jokingly. “No, we are
flying over the wall,” Cemy replied
humorously. I thought it was an
inspired reply. The divine finger
had drawn the itinerary of our
journey to Mexico. We would
indeed fly over all obstacles.
Nothing would hold us back. Who
and what could hinder what the
Lord had decreed? “For the Lord of
hosts has purposed, and who will
annul it? His hand is stretched out,
and who will turn it back?” (Isa
14:27, RSV). My kind-hearted
pastor didn’t hesitate to give his
permission. Within a short time,
Cemy had gotten our paperwork
ready for the pilgrimage. 

I had read the story of St. Juan
Diego and the apparition of Our
Lady of Guadalupe. Some devout
souls have shared their exciting
experiences of visiting Guadalupe.
The Lord had granted me an
opportunity to visit and see for
myself what I had read and heard
about the apparition. Some thought
I was going to Mexico for vacation.
No, rather I was going there as an
expression of my vocation as a
missionary. I wasn’t going for fun
but for faith. I wasn’t going to
Guadalupe to be entertained, but to
give thanks to the Blessed Lord for
the gift of His Blessed Mother. My
journey to Mexico wasn’t for
leisure but as a measure against
spiritual slumber. I wasn’t going to

work in Mexico, but to walk with
the Lord and the Blessed Lady.  

I spoke with a friend on the
phone and he made a sarcastic
remark that I didn’t need to travel
far to be with the Lord. True, Jesus
is everywhere. He’s with me
always. However, going on
pilgrimage is significant to me for
some reason. The journey from my
home to the sacred shrine serves as
a symbolic reminder of my
pilgrimage here on earth. I have no
lasting city in this world. I’m a
pilgrim and my eternal home is in
heaven. Visiting that holy ground
where the Blessed Lady appeared
and gave the world a visible gift of
her love and presence would
inspire and foster in my heart a
more intense spiritual fervor and
growth. Remember that Jesus
journeyed to Jerusalem for a
pilgrimage (cf. Luke 2:41-42). He
went into the wilderness to spend
quality time alone with His Father
(Matt 4:1ff).  

I drew my theme for the
pilgrimage from St. Paul’s
exhortation to Timothy: “[I] remind
you to stir into flame the gift of
God that you have…” (2Tim 1:6).
The journey to the sacred city will
afford me the opportunity to ponder
and pray for a fresh touch of the
Spirit. I begged the Lord to rekindle
in me the fire of fervent faith, to
refill me with genuine joy, and to
renew in me the spirit of
indefatigable diligence to love and
serve Him without growing weary.
Regardless of how humble my gifts
may seem, I pray always that the
Lord may grant me the grace to put
them to work for His greater glory.

On Thursday morning,
February 2, we set out for Mexico.
It was on the feast of the
Presentation of the Lord. I begged
the Blessed Mother, who presented
her Son in the Temple, to present to
Him all those who were making the
pilgrimage and also those who had
asked me to pray for them. That
morning, four of us rode in Cemy’s
car to the airport. Approaching the
city, Orlando, we discovered that
the traffic was heavy and we were
running late. After much delay, we
arrived at the airport about twenty
minutes before our flight’s
departure time. Our hearts
remarkably raced as we feared that
we might miss our flight. We

dragged our luggage along as our
feet hurried down the hall for
check-in. I prayed silently that the
Lord might keep the plane for us.
We boarded the plane just a few
minutes before the plane’s door
was closed for takeoff, thanks be to
the Holy Spirit. Soon after we were
seated, our flight departed. After
three hours in the air, we landed in
Mexico City; it was a smooth and
safe journey. 

Some other pilgrims had
arrived from different states in the
United States. There were twenty
of us all together. Our tour-guide
picked us up in a shuttle bus to the
hotel. When I entered my assigned
hotel room, I couldn’t figure out
how to turn on the light. I looked
around for someone to help. Soon a
young woman ambled along the
hallway. She was a housekeeper.
She didn’t understand English.
Since I don’t speak Spanish, I made
up a sign language to communicate
with her. She smiled, nodding her
understanding. I led her to the room
and she taught me to place my
room key card into a slot on the
wall. She was such a kind and
joyful woman. I learned from her
that love is a language of its own.
Everyone understands it. When
communication is difficult, speak
love, and you’ll experience a
miracle of “tongues.” The
housekeeper cared for others and
passionately served with love.
Lovingly, she opened her heart for
me; patiently, she listened to me;
caringly, she understood my
question; readily and willing, she
helped me. Our differences in
language, color, and nationality
weren’t a barrier to her service of
love. “There is neither Jew nor
Greek, there is neither slave nor
free, there is neither male nor
female; for you are all one in Christ
Jesus” (Gal 3:28). 

In my hotel room was mounted
a giant television. I resolved not to
turn it on. Note that television is by
no means a bad thing; yet blessed
and truly free is one who knows
when to turn it off so as to pray and
to listen to the Lord. I decided not
to use it at that period of pilgrimage
as a measure to mortify the senses.
Of course, I didn’t go to Mexico for
television, but for “theo-vision.” I
went there to see and relish the
awesome visible manifestation of

the Eternal Reality. I went there to
get away from the crowd in order to
recharge spiritually. In this light, I
wanted to avoid anything that
would create an occasion for
dissipation. You can understand the
constant struggle between the
desires of the flesh and the
prompting of spirit. Even so, grace
always triumphs in the lives of
those who sincerely seek the
Savior. Without His grace, my frail
flesh would slide me into spiritual
slops.  

On the second day of our
pilgrimage, I woke up in the middle
of the night praying the Holy Spirit
to renew our strength. At 6:30 a.m.,
we had breakfast and set out for the
Shrine of Our Lady of Guadalupe.
When we arrived at the holy
ground, we saw only a few people.
But as the day progressed, people
trickled in, and before noon, there
was a sea of heads at the large
property of the shrine. Many youth
and older folks swarmed the street
into the holy ground for prayer
and/or for sightseeing. It was
exciting to watch some pilgrims
walk on their knees as a form of
penance. Oh, yes, to those who love
the Lord and appreciate His
unbounded love, no sacrifice is too
much. It was interesting to hear
from our tour guide that the shrine
is the second most visited Catholic
shrine in the world, after Vatican
City which takes the top position in
pilgrimage ranking. After
celebrating Mass at the Basilica of
our Lady of Guadalupe, we viewed
the miraculous “tilma” on which
our Lady of Guadalupe left the
ageless, awe-inspiring imprint of
her image. We left the shrine in the
afternoon. After nearly a forty-five
minute drive, we made it to the
Temple of Quetzalcoatl, the
location of the famous Pyramid of
the Sun and the Pyramid of the
Moon. I stood speechless as I gazed
at the spectacular architecture of
the pyramids built before the
invention of modern technology. I
climbed the two pyramids which
were over two hundred feet high. I
could see the fire of faith in the
hearts of the Aztecs, the ancient
Indians of Mexico, who labored to
erect the enormous pyramids. They
had no doubt that human beings
were created to worship their
Creator. They knew that they
needed the divine in their lives. But
like a blind person seeking a lost
treasure, the pagan Aztecs groped
in the darkness, searching for the
true God with every fiber of their
being. Nothing could stop them
from constructing and dedicating
the terrific temple to their gods.
They worked faithfully as a
community, with a spirit of
collaboration, solidarity and
devotion. As a result, they were
able to leave on the sand of time
such an astonishing, monumental
symbol of their faith. 

A Flight over the Fence



The legacy of the Aztecs’ reli-
giosity taught me something about
faith. Though they didn’t know the
true God, the Aztecs worshipped
their gods with all fervor of faith,
with their whole hearts, minds,
souls, and powers. Unlike the
Aztecs, I’m graced to live in the
age of Divine Revelation. God has
revealed Himself to me, especially
through the gift of His beloved Son,
Jesus Christ. I have been blessed to
be a Christian, to witness numerous
apparitions, signs and wonders.
The Lord calls me personally to
build, not necessarily pyramids
made of stones and metals, but a
spiritual one, a pyramid of faith.
We see in the Bible that Christ
chides his disciples for their lack of
firm faith. The Lord has assured me
that if I have faith, I can move
mountains (Matt 21:21); yes, I can
do more incredible things than the
Aztecs did . Is there any better
pyramid that the faithful can build
in today’s world than to love one
another, to care for and share our
resources with one another, to work
for justice and peace? I pray that all
nations of the world may not be like
the cursed cities in the Bible
(Chorazin, Bethsaida, Sodom, and
Gomorrah), who didn’t turn from
their evil ways after their “time of
visitation.” Think about this, if the
primitive Aztecs were blessed with
the miracles which the Lord per-
forms in our time, they might have
converted and accepted the true
God. May the Lord have mercy
upon us and help the world over-
come her unbelief.

On the third day, we visited the
tomb of Blessed Miguel Pro who
was martyred during the anti-
Catholic crusade in Mexico. After
celebrating Mass at that beautiful
parish named the Holy Family
Church, we viewed and prayed
before the first- and second-class
relics of the saint. As we walked
out of the church, I pondered in
silence the day’s Gospel reading

that struck me deeply. It was from
the Gospel of Mark, where Christ
instructs His disciples, “Come
away by yourselves to a deserted
place and rest a while” (Mar 6:31).
I reflected on the true way to rest,
that is, to stay with the Lord. I pon-
dered how my busy life sometimes
tends to prevent me from spending
a quality time alone with the Lord.
I thought that no car runs continu-
ously without refilling. A bee can’t
sting twice without returning to its
beehive to recharge itself. In the
same way, I need some time to
withdraw in order to renew my
spiritual strength from the Divine
Power Source. It is not possible for
a Christian to have an effective
deep spiritual life without spending
time alone with the Lord. The pil-
grimage was an opportunity for me
to disengage with the pressures of
daily living so as to engage more
deeply with God.        

On the fourth day, we visited
the state of Puebla, about two hours
drive away from Mexico City. The
road to the state was a lovely hilly
terrain, naturally decorated with
high mountains. Our bus gently
navigated the high land which our
tour guide described as “over ten
thousand feet above sea level.” We
visited the historic St. Michael
Church, located in the countryside
of Puebla. It was the site of the
miraculous apparition of Archangel
Michael to Diego Lazaro in the
year 1631. We celebrated Mass at
the parish chapel. It was fascinating
to see busy open air markets near
the church. The villagers were sell-
ing a variety of stuff ranging from
cooked food, fresh fruits, and veg-
etables to utensils, and clothes. It
really brought memories of my
childhood and my village market in
Nigeria, where I used to peddle my
handmade baskets. We spent the
rest of the day sightseeing the beau-
tiful city of Puebla. 

On the fifth day, we returned to
the Basilica of our Lady of

Guadalupe. After Mass and private
prayer, the bus took us to some of
the memorable churches in Mexico
City. As we walked down the
bustling street, I saw a young
woman and her little daughter, who
was about five years old, selling
some handmade woven baskets on
the sidewalk. The daughter was
weaving a new basket while the
mom was attending to customers. I
watched impressively the little
girl’s marvelous dexterity in weav-
ing. I shook her hands compliment-
ing her amazing skill. She shyly
glanced at me and gave me an inno-
cent smile. My heart was moved
with compassion. I reached for my
wallet and gave her a little money I
had to encourage her effort. She
accepted it, and with her face bril-
liantly beaming with joy, she said
to me in Spanish, “Gracias, senor,”
(Thank you, sir). She handed the
little money to her mother.
Obviously overjoyed, the mother
fondly addressed her, “Mi Amor,”
(My Love). What a touching ges-
ture of love! See how devoted, lov-
ing and supportive they were of
each other! As we walked away,
thoughts of the woman and her lit-
tle daughter stayed in my mind.
Poverty might have denied the little
girl education, but surely not ela-

tion. Their state of impoverishment
might have robbed her of the treas-
ures and pleasures that some of her
mates enjoyed, but obviously peace
and thanksgiving never run dry in
her heart. In her world plagued with
poverty, the woman had taught her
daughter to be faithful, to be joyful,
and to be productive and hopeful.
While some parents teach their
children to beg, she taught her
daughter to give. While some train
their children in ways of vice, to lie,
to cheat, to flirt, to hate, the young
mother instructed her daughter in
virtue, to embrace discipline, to
work hard, to be just and honest,
and to contribute with her skill in
building up a just society. 

Our pilgrimage to Mexico came
to an end on the sixth day. Our bus
arrived early in the morning. We
bade farewell to our fellow pil-
grims and left for the airport at 5:15
a.m. We arrived home safely. Ah,
what a journey, so joyfully inspir-
ing and so spiritually refreshing!
hat a pilgrimage, so peacefully tri-
umphant!      
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A Flight over the Fence

by John Moritz, Northeast Florida
Affiliate Chapter

Since the sharing last year by
Maryknoll Mission Educator, Matt
Rousseau, on “Laudato Si,” our
affiliate community in Northeast
Florida has had the opportunity to
reflect on what the encyclical letter
of Pope Francis is teaching us and
calling us to.  In a local social and
economic environment that is sub-
stantially sustained by the use of
fossil fuels and where many people
are biblical literalists, the develop-
ment of ecological awareness is
both delicate and challenging.   

Within the context of the
Eucharistic Congress sponsored by
the Diocese of St. Augustine, an
event where we had the invitation
to promote Maryknoll, we chose to
use the encyclical as an entry point
to conversation. Rather than enter
into the cause-effect political
debate, we chose to approach the
encyclical from the spiritual dimen-
sion of the letter.  Pope Francis con-
nects the transcendent with the
temporal in Eucharist and reminds
us that care for our common home
is not an ancillary but an essential
part of Christian Life.

In preparation for the congress,
we assembled packets of informa-

tion material provided by the
Maryknoll USMEA (mission edu-
cation folks).  Father Ed Shellito
MM gave us wonderful support and
participated in the event with us.
This was a first for us in that, rather
than our affiliate community sup-
porting the society’s program, they
supported us in our effort - great
collaboration.

The congress was held on a
Friday evening and Saturday.  We
engaged many people in conversa-
tion as they passed through the dis-
play area.  The overwhelming
response, when asked if they were
familiar with the encyclical, was,
“No, I’ve never heard of it.”  A few

people had negative reactions, and
a few people had read it.  We dis-
tributed 75 packets of information
to those interested in learning more
about the encyclical.  Included in
the packets were the Affiliate
brochure and a locally prepared
invitation with Affiliate meeting
information.

I feel that using the theme was a
more effective way of engaging
people in a non-invasive, non-
threatening manner.  We learned a
lot about peoples’ perceptions and
attitudes toward Pope Francis and
his writings. Even our tiny steps are
steps. 

Maryknoll
Widening Visions - Sharing “Laudato Si” at the Eucharistic Congress
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First Communion 2017

First Holy Communion, 2017

by Lucille Guzzone

Studying, inquiring, learning, preparing, understanding. These are the
qualities which precede the attainment of any worthwhile goal. Receiving
Holy Eucharist for the first time certainly requires all of this preparation.
For the last two consecutive years, our young parishioners, with the help
of their teachers and parents, have striven to successfully complete all that
was expected of them. In addition to classroom study, the children
received the sacrament of Reconciliation, actively participated in the
mandatory intergenerational parents’ meeting, enjoyed a retreat and prac-
ticed for the big day. 

That anticipated day was May 7, at the nine o’clock Mass. They were
proud of their accomplishments yet they fully understood the humility of
receiving Christ into their bodies. They realized that this holy gift from
God was theirs, not just for this one special day, but available to them for
the rest of their lives.

Those who received the sacrament were...
Ashlyn Riley Anderson
Lucas Henry Araya-Wolff
Nickalis Austin
Peyton Berrios
Ean Alexander Bricknell
Julianna Tinsley Burge
Asher Cantu
Kaleb Rene P. Celos
Thomas Charles Curley III 
Helena Grace Dawson
Rafaela Margaux DeMendoza
Ella Grace Dioso
Gevenns Dugue
Mirah Fernandez Flores
Grady Robert Fritz
Nicholas Pierce Gregor
Nathan Miles Gregor
Dylan Gandionco Hernandez

Emma Elizabeth Hogan
Mallory Kate Joiner
Rilee Ciata Kargbo
Colton John Martin
Brian Manuel Martinez
Xavier Anthony Mella
Chiamaka Precious Nduka
Kaylie Franchesca Negron Pena 
Funmike Nathia Onasanya
Isla Ceryl Palenik
Cameron Keller Pickering
Ella Marie Ross
Alanna Jaclyn Tecson
Zayne Waggoner
Juliana Jean Weldon
Caden Michael Whelan
Brandon Parrish Wright

Photos by Gene Norton
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First Communion 2017

Photos by Gene Norton
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by Roger C. Hoover, Jacksonville
Jumbo Shrimp

The Jacksonville Jumbo
Shrimp (formerly known as the
Jacksonville Suns) caught the
attention of the First Coast in
November when the local minor
league baseball team introduced its
new identity.

For more than five months, the
Jumbo Shrimp were a story and
conversation topic in the River
City. When they finally opened
their season at the Baseball
Grounds of Jacksonville, fans came
in record fashion, setting the ball-
park mark with more than 41,000
attending the five-game opening
series.

“This season’s opening series
was truly something special,” said
Jacksonville Jumbo Shrimp Owner
Ken Babby. “We are totally hum-
bled and honored by the response
from Jacksonville and the fans and
can’t thank you enough for making
this weekend one to remember.”

A native of Potomac,
Maryland, who spent 13 years at
The Washington Post, Babby is in
his second year owning
Jacksonville’s Minor League
Baseball club. Also the fifth-year
owner of the Akron RubberDucks,
Babby is the youngest multi-team
professional sports owner.

Focusing on affordable family
fun, in his first year as
Jacksonville’s owner, Babby cut
prices to start at $5 per ticket and
$2 per hot dog at every game. He
invested more than $1.8 million
into the ballpark to add the
Budweiser Tiki Terrace, expand the
suite-level Wheel House lounge,
renovate all the private luxury
suites, develop the bullpen terrace
and improve other ballpark areas.
Babby also engaged the
Jacksonville community and now
serves on multiple local boards,
while the rest of the front office
staff is active in churches, charities,
the Chamber of Commerce, volun-
teer organizations and other com-
munity initiatives.

Building on Jacksonville’s
baseball tradition, Babby intro-
duced the team’s new identity as
the Jacksonville Jumbo Shrimp on
Nov. 2, 2016.

The new Jumbo Shrimp name
celebrates Jacksonville as a big
small town - Florida’s largest city,
yet in many ways a richly connect-
ed and close-knit community.
Embodying the city’s determina-
tion and resilience, the centerpiece
of the new identity is a tenacious
Jumbo Shrimp in the shape of a “J”

amid the water that is the natural
geography of the River City on the
First Coast. A Jumbo Shrimp hold-
ing the state of Florida at Duval

County is a secondary mark. A
third logo is the Shrimp Boil mark
celebrating affordable family fun
with the resilient Jumbo Shrimp
fighting his way out of a cauldron.
St. Johns Navy, Patriotic Blue,
American Red and Shrimp make
up the team’s new
official colors,
paying tribute to
Jacksonville’s rich
military heritage.

“This exciting
a nnoun c emen t
turns the page on
a wonderful time
in Jacksonville’s
baseball history
that will never be
forgotten and
reaffirms our
commitment to
the First Coast. We
understand the rich tradition of this
region and wanted to embrace it in
a way only Minor League Baseball
can,” said Jumbo Shrimp General
Manager Harold Craw. “The
Jumbo Shrimp brand is built direct-
ly from the Jacksonville’s commu-
nity heritage and allows us to inte-
grate and bring to life what we are
about… affordable, family, fun.”

On the field, the Jumbo Shrimp
wear uniforms with lettering and
numbers in custom Jumbo Shrimp
font. The front of the four uniform
tops - the home white, road grey,
St. Johns Navy and camouflage
tops - feature the Aquatic
“Jacksonville” wordmark, while
the American Red top has “Bold
City” as the wordmark. The batting
practice top is Patriotic Blue with
the alternate logo of the Jumbo
Shrimp holding the state of Florida

on the front. The team wears navy
or red caps, or an alternate navy
cap with gray brim. Merchandise
with the new logos, colors and

even fun Shrimp catch phrases are
available at the Baseball Grounds
of Jacksonville and
www.jaxshrimp.com/shop.

Led by returning mascot
Southpaw and the new shrimp mas-
cot, named Scampi in a fan contest,

the Jumbo
Shrimp hit the
field for their
inaugural season
in April. The
Jumbo Shrimp
continue to be
the Miami
Marlins Double-
A Southern
League affiliate,
so all the players
and coaching
staff are from
the Miami

Marlins organization. On their
Opening Day roster, the Jumbo
Shrimp had seven of the top 30
prospects in the Marlins system,
according to Baseball America and
MLB.com. In the second week of
the season, pitcher Jarlin Garcia
became the first Jumbo Shrimp
called up to the major leagues for
Miami.

With fireworks shows, give-
aways, dog days, free catch on the
field and other promotions, plus a
ballpark menu of more than a
dozen unique items, the Jumbo
Shrimp’s 70-game home schedule
of affordable family fun continues
through Sept. 4. Ticket and group
options are available by calling the
Jumbo Shrimp at (904) 358-2846
or visiting www.jaxshrimp.com.

Jumbo
Shrimp
bring

Affordable
Family
Fun

to the
First
Coast

Religious Article Store Winners

I want to thank everyone who participated in the drawing. Here are
the winners:

Fruit Basket-Margie Owens
$25.00 gift card from Walmart-Sor
$25.00 gift card from Outback-Carmen MCanney
$25.00 gift card from Publix-Al Rucci
$10.00 gift card from Panera-Bonnie Davis
$10.00 gift card from Starbucks-Dwayne White
Congratulations to you all. 
The next drawing will be in the fall. But don`t wait. Come in and

see all the wonderful items you can purchase for yourself or as gifts.

God Bless,
Charm Saults
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Dreams of Jeanie

Spring is
the season of
rebirth, renewal, Resurrection......

With that in mind, it seems appropriate to
focus on Christ the King and the larger
Arlington community in which we serve and
live.

As I have researched and wandered the
area, witnessed the demographic changes in the
local public school, and had the opportunity to
build relationships within the community, I am
made keenly aware of the potential that lies just
beneath the surface in Arlington. 

The news and reputation of the Arlington
area has been dismal and dangerous during the
past decade but the truth is that the time of
rebirth is at hand. 

If one looks closely, there are seeds begin-
ning to sprout and old roots beginning to
bloom in our community. Yes, there are
large entities leaving but there are
small businesses moving in.
Historically, it is the small busi-
nesses that have built America’s
communities and defined her
regional charms. It has been the
lack of anonymity and the
strength of relationships that
have kept our communities
safe.

Therefore, I wish to encour-
age everyone to support these
local businesses in order to
rebuild our community and
strengthen our neighborhoods,
to nourish the seeds that are
planted here.
In our last pastoral council

meeting, some of the businesses
noted were restaurants where

groups can meet and mingle within
our community. Mentioned were

Linda’s Wooden Spoon, Saucy Kitchen,
Ephesus, Ole, Grinders, and the Donut Shoppe.
I am certain there are many that we are not
aware of but these exemplify the seeds that
have begun to sprout in Arlington.

Old roots include Ace Hardware, Norman
Studios, JU, and many independent contractors.

Life is tenuous for all seedlings unless they
are nurtured and this is where we, as a commu-
nity and as individuals, play our parts. I under-
stand, that we may pay an extra dollar or two at
a small business but if we do, we are investing
in our community’s future. 

In this edition of the Courier you will dis-
cover articles that reach beyond Christ the King
as we are a part of a larger community and
should reflect that! 

Ken Babby, who owns our Jacksonville
Jumbo Shrimp, has worked to bring baseball

back to affordable family fun and did not hesi-
tate when asked to provide an article for our
CTK Courier.

Last summer’s venture to the Baseball
Grounds was an incredible evening of relation-
ship and relaxation (despite the hurricane
schedule change) which we plan to do again
this year.

The Jacksonville Historical Society not
only provided an article, but also access to their
archives with permission to be published in the
Courier. Arlington and Jacksonville are steeped
in history but so few are aware and awareness
is the beginning of the journey.

The local JSO officers and staff at Regency
Mall were delighted and grateful the morning I
arrived with wraps and tea for their break room
as a simple thank you from CTK for all they do.

Father Boddie and I plan on more such vis-
its to fire stations and JSO.

With the continuing development of our
Sports Complex just across the river, Arlington
stands in a perfect place and time to be resur-
rected IF we all band together, nourish, reach
out and support the positive while confronting
the negative through the Interfaith Coalition,
writing to our community leaders, and becom-
ing involved.

It is in these small ways that we begin to
bring CTK back into the larger community,
therefore, strengthening and nourishing the
future of Arlington, which is our future also.

It is important to remember that even the
simplest gestures of gratitude or support can
make a real difference!

As St. Francis is quoted as having said,
“Preach the Gospel at all times. When neces-
sary, use words.”

We are a people of faith, of rebirth, and of
resurrection.........

It is what we DO that will speak .............

by Ellin Iselin

It’s a name familiar to residents of the First Coast and parishioners in
the Diocese of St. Augustine. St. John - as in St. Johns County, the St.
Johns River and in the 21st century the St. Johns Town Center. With such
a ubiquitous presence, it is worth exploring the origins of the name and
especially the man. St. John the Apostle is known by several other titles
such as Saint John the Evangelist and Saint John the Divine. 

As one of Jesus’ twelve disciples, John was also the most prolific of
the writers authoring not only a Gospel book but also three epistles (let-
ters) and the Book of Revelation. John was born in the year 6 in Galilee
to a fisherman named Zebedee and his wife Salome, who had an older son
James. According to scripture and specifically Matthew, James and John
were among the first followers of Jesus, leaving their fishing nets, boat
and father to join Jesus. James and John were so close to Jesus that he
gave them a special nickname “Boanerges,” which translates to “sons of
thunder.” John stayed true to Jesus through the Last Supper and witnessed
the suffering of his Lord on the cross at Gethsemane. 

After the Resurrection, John became an evangelist and traveled to
Ephesus, an important Greek city in present-day Turkey. Church tradition
holds that he was later exiled to the Aegean island of Patmos by Roman
authorities where he penned the Book of Revelation. Because of his time
spent on the island during his banishment, John is also known as John of
Patmos.

It is said that John was the only apostle not to die as a martyr.
Thankfully he lived a long life providing a large body of work as his lega-
cy. Evidence of his divinity can be seen in the mutual love he and Jesus
felt for each other and the glory John displayed toward Jesus Christ.
Therefore John is sometimes called by yet another name, “the beloved
disciple.”

While John physically left this earth in the last year of the first centu-
ry, he has been immortalized via sainthood and through his writing. 

“We know that we have passed from death to life because we love our
brothers. Whoever does not love remains in death.” (1 John 3:14)

Facts about Saint John.
Feast Day: December 27
Patron of love, loyalty, friendships, and authors
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by Annie Sabatino
Queens and Kings had their

St. Patrick’s Day theme in
March. Bingo was played and
tickets sold for the 50/50 raffle. 
Fernando Rodriguez started

to sing “When Irish Eyes Are
Smiling” and everyone helped
finish the song. Everyone had a
nice afternoon.
April 9, Palm Sunday, was

our April Spring meeting. Delicious ham was served with all the fixings.
Members brought the side dishes, such as salads, sweet potatoes and
different casseroles and desserts.

Opening prayer and the Pledge of Allegiance to the flag was
followed by remembering birthdays, anniversaries and prayers for
people that are ill. Some guests from and Middleburg and Charleston
joined us. 
Brenda Smiley from

Atlanta, donated a quilt
she had made for a
fundraiser that the
Queens and Kings will
have at a later date.
Queens and Kings is

a social event for
anyone over 50. If you
are over 50 we would
love to have you join us. Our next meeting will be June 11 at 1:00 p.m.
We will host a baby shower for Emergency Pregnancy Services.
Anything that a newborn can use is an appropriate gift. We meet in the
Shirley David Hall. Dues are $5.00 a year.

Queens and Kings

by Timothy Wright

The story of the “Order of the Sons of Italy” in America is
the story of America itself and it begins as all American
immigrant stories begin. Although many historians disagree on
the exact dates, the movement for the unification of the Italian
peninsula began in the early nineteenth century and ended at
the beginning of the twentieth century. The result was a nation
forged of people divided by sectional economic competition
and prejudice, born from centuries of hatred for one another.
To establish control over such a diverse populace, the
government in Rome passed strict laws regulating freedom of
the press, speech and political thought.

As a new nation, Italy was a poor country with very little
industry or infrastructure. Eighty percent of Italians earned
their livelihood as agricultural workers, but over fifty percent
of the agricultural land, especially in the
south and on the island of Sicily, was
owned by noble wealthy families. This
forced many Italians to work as tenant
farmers or “sharecroppers,” having to
share as much as fifty percent of their
harvests with the landowners, pay high
rents and also pay the heavy taxes imposed
by the government in Rome. 
The harder Italians worked, the less

wealth they accumulated as they watched
their children die of malnutrition and lack
of competent medical care. They also faced
the grim reality that the Italian political
and economic system would never provide
them any possibility of saving enough
money to purchase land of their own. 
Like the other European immigrants before them, Italians

looked to the new world and its promise of abundant free land,
plentiful employment, high wages, low taxes and no military
conscription. Many left their native Italy to search for the
opportunities their homeland denied them. In fact, so many
immigrants fled the Italian peninsula that the numbers have no
parallel in history. Over one third of the population living in
Italy chose to leave. The largest number of these immigrated to
the United States during what our history calls “The Great
Migration,” arriving between the years 1880 and 1922. The
number of arrivals so alarmed the United States government,
that in 1923 it enacted immigration laws restricting the
entrance of southern and eastern Europeans. 
Most of the three million new immigrants flocked to the

older neighborhoods of the major cities on the East coast, West
coast and in the South where rents were low and affordable. In
these neighborhoods, they knew they could rely on neighbors
who spoke their language, shared their faith, their customs and
their cuisine.
In their dealings with native-born Americans they

discovered, like the Irish and Germans did before them, that
America was a harsh land for those who speak a different
language and practice different customs. They also learned that
if they worked together as a people they could overcome
discrimination, prejudice, hostili ty and social injustice.
Together they could work to make a better life for themselves
and their children. 

It was from this collective effort of mutual aid and to
improve their lives that the organization named “The Order of
the Sons of Italy in America” (OSIA) was founded in 1905. The
descendants of those early immigrants now number sixteen
million and have become America’s fifth largest ethnic group.
The number of Americans having at least one Italian
grandparent in their family tree number twenty-six million.
Because of the benefits of living in a country that provides free
public education and lacks the rigid European class structure,
two-thirds of Italian Americans maintain white collar positions
in law, medicine, business, education and many other
professions. 
The Order of the Sons of Italy in America is the oldest and

largest national organization representing the descendents of
these original immigrants and is dedicated to promoting Italian
American traditions, Italian culture and language, history, and

heritage. The not-for-profit Sons of Italy
Foundation, the order ’s philanthropic
institution, has awarded over one hundred
and sixty million dollars for scholarships,
medical research, disaster relief and other
worthy causes. The Order is also at the
forefront in the struggle against racism,
prejudice, and the stereotyping of all races,
religions and cultures, especially Italian
Americans.
There are hundreds of local lodges

throughout the United States and Canada
with governing Grand Lodges in thirty-nine
states and the province of Quebec. Our
local lodge, the “Amici d‘Italia Lodge
2791,” is composed of members who work
tirelessly and also enjoy participating in

activities that further the welfare and well-being of our
community.
Our members are involved in the social and financial

support of the five Star Veterans Center helping to improve the
lives of those who sacrificed so much for us. The Amici
d’Italia Lodge Scholarship Committee annually awards a one
thousand dollar college scholarship to some deserving high
school student of Italian descent. Our scholarship recipients
include alumni of both Bishop Kenny and Bishop Snyder High
Schools.
Our lodge members are active in the parish ministries at

Resurrection and Christ the King Catholic Churches and at
other local churches. Money raised at our annual Christmas
Gala allows us to fund our various charitable activities that we
engage in throughout the year.
If you are interested in our activities or would like to meet

some very interesting people, please attend a meeting. YOU
DO NOT HAVE TO BE OF ITALIAN DESCENT TO
PARTICIPATE. The Amici d’Italia Lodge general meeting
begins at 6:30 p.m. on the third Saturday of each month at the
five Star Veterans Center, 40 Acme Street Jacksonville, FL
32211. For additional information concerning lodge activities,
visit our web site at www.osiajax.org. or email Mark Gregorio
at mgregorio5@comcast.net or Tim Wright at
tmwright44@yahoo.com.

Sons of Italy Members Are Active 
In Our Parish Communities
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About five years ago at the Ministry din-
ner, Mickey Kenny was awarded the
Volunteer of the Year Award for her many
years of outstanding service to our parish.
She held strong opinions on many issues, but
was very modest about herself. This seemed
an exception, so I approached her about
doing an article for the Courier. She politely,
but firmly said, “Yolanda, there are only two
times that a woman’s name should appear in
the paper, when she is born and when she
dies!” Mickey was filled with little maxims
that she always shared and truly lived.

So now Mickey, it is our turn to speak of
you as a very remarkable woman who
touched many lives both in and out of the
parish. Marjorie “Mickey” Kenny was born
in Baltimore, Maryland and was raised in
Montclair, New Jersey. She was the middle
child of William and Martha Schick. She has
an older sister, Anne and a younger brother
Jerry, both of whom still reside in the northeast. The Schicks saw that
their children were well-educated.

Her family was Episcopalian, and they were active members of their
church, but Mickey was greatly attracted to the Catholic Church. While
still in her teens, she began studying with a priest for several years.
Finally, she told her parents of her desire to become a Catholic. They
were not too pleased but in the end, her parents relented and she became
a Roman Catholic. At that tender age Mickey had already developed a
very strong mind of her own.

It was through a girlfriend that Mickey met her future husband, John.
She and her girlfriend went to a basketball game in which John was play-
ing. She later said that she was captivated by John’s good-looking legs.
They were married one year, one month, one week, and one day after
they met, in a beautiful Roman Catholic ceremony.

The young couple first lived in Oswing, New York. It wasn’t too long
before their first child John was born and named after his father. About
two-and-half years later they were blessed with a second child named
Katherine. Sadly, Kathy was born with hydrocephalus. She lived for 2 ½
years and in that time Mickey and John lovingly cared for her. It was the
first of many misfortunes that this couple would encounter.

There were three more children to come into the Kenny family.
Martha was born in 1965, Annie in 1967, and Beth in 1969. Mickey and
John had five granddaughters and one great-grandson. The family moved
here in 1971 and all four children were educated in Jacksonville. Mickey
was a front-line participant in the PTA and was involved in all of the chil-
dren’s activities. Their oldest, Johnny, was an outstanding student who
planned on becoming a doctor. Johnny was a great kid who loved life and
people and played football at Terry Parker. He helped out after school
working at Preston’s Pharmacy. 

Johnny had just finished undergraduate work at the University of
Florida, and he was on his way back to Gainesville to start his first year
of med school. Unfortunately, he was tragically killed in an auto accident
on his way back to school. The family went into deep mourning as each
member grieved in their own way.

Mickey was having a very hard time dealing with the loss of her only
son. She kept asking, “Why me?” One evening Mickey was sitting at her
breakfast table pondering and asking God again “Why me?” when she
heard a voice deep within herself say “Why not you?” Turning that
thought over in her mind it came to her that God had given her a cross to
bear but God had also given her the strength to bear it. With this new
understanding she was then able to move forward again.

I first met Mickey when
she and I were in Al-Anon
(permission given). She
latched on to the Al-Anon
way of life and truly lived
this program until her death.
It manifested itself in the
way she reached out and
embraced people. There
were countless women she

helped and shared her experience with. Mickey, as always, was a force in
making people see their own value.

But that was not all. Mickey moved in other directions as well. She
was bent on having a Bible Study group and she made it happen. We
were the Bible Ladies. There were three Catholics and one Protestant and
we met on Thursday evenings. We went through the Bible two full times.
It was serious business as we were novices, save for Judy, our Protestant
friend,` who really knew her stuff. Sometimes Mickey would challenge

her and when she did Mickey as usual had
researched an upcoming point. It was always
friendly. We all kept our own religion and
remained good friends until a death and a move
took two members away.  

There’s so much to say about this delightful
and opinionated woman. She worked on the
Courier for many years, writing, editing, and
proofreading. Legend has it that she met head
on with other proofreaders over the matter of
commas. They would add them and she would
delete them. You know who always won that
one, as Mickey was a first-rate grammarian.
Her own articles were usually about in-depth
spiritual matters and were well researched with
notations and bibliography. No one on the staff
would dispute her material or her use of gram-
mar!

Her greatest passion was her family and St.
Vincent de Paul (SDVP). Mickey and John
were famous for their dinners which were held

the first Monday of December. This was an event where Mickey shined.
It had to be perfect. Out came her finest tablecloth, china, and silver for
25-30 SVDP volunteers. Those who came to help had specific duties. We
would start with the cheeses; these were no ordinary ones but exotic and
aromatic, from France, Germany and the best USA cheeses. Each cheese
had its own card to indicate the name. Mickey had little individual salt
and pepper shakers for each person and many little covered butter dish-
es that the helpers would have to slice an equal amount of butter for each
one and place in the dish.

The Kennys supplied the meats-a beef fillet, pork roast, a turkey, and
sometimes a ham. We would help put the meats in the ovens according
to her directions.

Preceding the dinner, the evening would begin with Mass usually
said by Father Thanh with special emphasis on Vincentian works. After
the Mass the festivities began with lively chatter and camaraderie. Might
I also mention that Mickey was on oxygen during these years but John
and Mickey still opened their home and hearts to the Vincentians.

There is more than just parties that Mickey did in SVDP. She went
on home visits for many years. Later she took all the incoming calls that
were received on the SVDP hotline. Mickey spent many hours, keeping
a record of all the calls, monies spent, and the dates of the calls. She also
gave out the calls to the SVDP volunteers. At one point she gave it up and
we found that it took four individuals to do what she had been doing!
That was short-lived and she took it over again. She was dedicated and
tireless; she knew the rules and kept us all on task.

For many years Mickey was an ironer for the Altar Society. When she
could no longer do that she took on the job of making out the schedule
for them. As you see, Mickey had an undying spirit; if she couldn’t do it
one way she would do it another.

There are more things to say about this remarkable women but it
would take too long. Suffice to say, she was first a woman of great faith,
who loved her family with her whole heart and she loved her church and
the people in it. Mickey Kenny left her mark in this world and we are all
blessed for having known her.

Rest in peace, dear friend.

My Friend, Mickey Kenny
by Yolanda Cerqueira

The Feast of
Corpus Christi

Procession
and Mass 
June 18
Check

upcoming
bulletins 
for more
details
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by Nick Klepac DGK

K’Cees’ Bunco Night - Another
great Bunco night was held at 6:30
p.m. Saturday, March 11, with the
next ones scheduled May 13 and
July 15. This event is open to all
parish members of both Christ the
King and Resurrection. Come out
and join us for Bunco. Over 59 mil-
lion people play this game yearly.
Bunco is a social dice game involv-
ing 100% luck and no skill,
although we have a few regular
players that would disagree! You
must call and reserve a seat and
dinner. Please call Bernie at 904-
608-5135.

PBJ’s for the Saint Francis Soup
Kitchen - on Friday, April 28,
Deputy Grand Knight Nick Klepac
and his wife, Bernie, K’Cees presi-
dent, hosted the quarterly Peanut
Butter and Jelly sandwich-making
for our homeless neighbors. With
the help of many Knights, families
and friends, over 600 sandwiches
were made. Everyone enjoyed
sharing pizza afterwards. The next
PBJ event will be July 28.

Road Cleanup - The Knights,
under the direction of Mike Stirna,
conducted the monthly road
cleanup on Lone Star Road (second
Saturday of each month). We meet
monthly at the parking lot of St.
Andrew’s Episcopal Church at the
corner of Lone Star Road and
Carlotta Road at 8:00 a.m.

Walk for Life - The Knights, and
other members from Christ the
King, walk and pray each Monday
at 1:00 p.m. in front of the abortion
clinic on University Boulevard.  

The Knights and other mem-
bers from Resurrection, please see
the Resurrection Parish bulletin for
your schedule. 

Come join us and let our pro-
life voice be heard. Hats off to our
‘Right to Life’ Chairman George
Dewey and his wife Pam!

Corporate Communion - The
Knights and families attended their
quarterly corporate communion at
Christ the King on Sunday, March
26 at the 8:30 a.m. Mass. This was
a wonderful opportunity for all
Knights of both CTK and
Resurrection to attend Mass togeth-
er with their families. If you aren’t
a Knight, please check out our web
site www.council4727.com and see
what we do. Becoming a Knight is
a great opportunity to put your faith
into action. Our next corporate
communion will be held Sunday,
September 10, at Resurrection and
Sunday, November 5, at CTK.  

Family Dinner and Movie Knight
The Knights will be hosting a
potluck dinner and movie night at
the hall, Tuesday, May 30, at 6:30
p.m. The movie being shown is

“Miracles from Heaven” based on
the incredible true story of the
Beam family. After a freak accident
the daughter with an incurable dis-
ease is cured as an extraordinary
miracle unfolds that leaves medical
specialists mystified, her family
restored and their community
inspired. All family dinner and
movie Knights are open to all
Resurrection and Christ the King
members/families. Bring a dish and
join us. 

Knights of the Brotherly Care -
Knights meet at Resurrection and
Christ the King (alternating
months) on the first Saturday to
attend Mass. They then distribute
Holy Eucharist and/or provide fel-
lowship to their fellow
Knights/spouses who are unable to
attend Mass or are home bound. If
you know of a brother
Knight/spouse in need, please con-
tact Joe Brozovich at 904-616-
6278 or email at joebroz@com-
cast.net.  

35th Annual Charity Golf
Tournament - The Knights spon-
sored their annual golf tournament,
Sunday, May 7, at Deerfield Lakes
Golf Club. The event was a four-
man captain’s choice tournament
including numerous contests and a
great meal.  Profit from this annual
event is distributed to charities in
the Jacksonville area.

We are Knights
Serving Christ the King and Resurrection Catholic Churches

Ladies Appreciation Brunch at River City
Brewing Company - The Knights and their
ladies enjoyed a fantastic brunch after the
March 26 Corporate Communion at CTK. The
meal included assorted breakfast items: omelet
station, waffle station, hot entrees, and a lunch
carving station (roast beef), plus assorted sal-
ads and desserts. Some enjoyed the bottomless
Mimosas or Bloody Marys. 

CTK Honor Roll Breakfast - The Knights, with chief cook John
Klinkenberg, honored our CTK School Honor students and families by
cooking a great breakfast for them, on Tuesday, March 21. Our students
and parents attended. Great job to all of them for getting honors!

Easter Egg Hunt - The Knights, supported by
the K’Cees and Squires hosted their annual
Easter egg hunt at the CTK school playground
Saturday, April 15, from 11:00 a.m. to 2:00
p.m. Participants enjoyed a great hunt, numer-
ous gifts, and a chicken lunch with all the trim-
mings. The Easter Bunny was present enjoying
the hunt and photo opportunities with children
from the parishes and community.
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by Zack Dodge

“You’re my only hope.” Some put the name Jesus in front of this quote but on Youth Ministry’s 2017 Spring Retreat, we said, “Obi-Wan Kenobi,
you’re my only hope.”

That’s right; the Star Wars themed retreat was one for the books. We embarked on a galactic adventure that took us from 1977 to present, fight-
ing off the forces of evil and trying to bring balance to the force. The young Jedi Padiwans (retreatants) were taken through each episode of Star Wars
in different and exciting ways to show them how it relates to their faith life. Star Wars can be related to everything from the choices you make in your
life to the temptation of the dark side. 

We are all called to discover our destiny and how God has chosen each of us to be a “Jedi for Jesus,” to defend all that is good and holy. 
The Young “Jedi” learned that you can’t defeat the dark side by yourself; you need a support system who has the same goals; love God, love your

neighbor and get souls to heaven. 
The Jedi participated in a lot of team activities that required them to use the force together, including the low ropes course.  At first it was a chal-

lenge but, in no time, the force was flowing strongly through the entire camp. 
Now, I know what you’re thinking; what do Jedi eat?! Well, Teen Jedi eat EVERYTHING! Our team of rebel parents made sure that we were on

a whole other planet with all kinds of decorations and creatures. The parents didn’t hold back this retreat; they had everything from X-wings, an AT-
AT, and even Ewoks, but who could forget the huge jungle in the dining hall. This retreat was an amazing experience that we will live out every day
to stay awake in our faith! #staywoke

Spring Retreat 2017

Burger Brawl
by Ashley Anderson

The sun beat down on the tent-covered baseball field. Smoke rose from burger-
filled grills giving off aromas of seasoned beef and victory. Water splashed on the
green grass as yet another child dunked our Youth Minister. Sweat beaded down a
competitor’s forehead as they put finishing touches on their prize-worthy entries.
Finally, the day had come, April 23, Christ the King’s 1st Annual Burger Brawl.

Teams from all walks of life formed to make this day one for the books, which it
was. As the five teams began preparation the tasters arrived with growling stomachs.
They played games on the green as the competition continued to heat up. There was
everything from corn hole, to soccer, and even the infamous dunk tank.

The dunk tank is a classic way to show just how much you love someone, which
is exactly what the kids did when our Youth Minister, Joey Klinkenberg and our
Assistant Youth Minister, Zack Dodge, got in the tank. There was always a line of
people waiting to show their affection and appreciation by hurtling a ball towards a
target sending them into beautiful and crystal clear well water.

In the middle of the festivities, we hosted a very competitive Lettuce Eating
Contest. The prize? Two tickets to the upcoming Murder Mystery Dinner! Kids lined
up and prepared for the competition. There was no smiling, only game faces. The
competition was close but Andrew McClellan ended up taking home the title and the
prize.

As the Burger Brawl contestants put on final touches and garnished their burgers,
they made their way to the gym where the judges were waiting. This year’s judges
were very hard to impress. They could be compared to Chef Emeril Lagasse, Chef
Gordon Ramsay and even Bobby Flay… they were no amateurs. Father Boddie,
Father Lam and Deacon Dazza were not going to be impressed by just any burger.
They needed to have their socks knocked clean off. They weren’t going to settle for
anything less than extraordinary.

Burgers were dispersed to the tasters while the contestants waited for the judge’s
decision. After what felt like forever, the judges came out and handed in their deci-
sion. After a lengthy competition that required blood, sweat and spices… the
Klinkenburgers took home the title. John Michael and Amy Klinkenberg were named
victorious and thus concluded the 1st Annual Christ the King Burger Brawl. 

I would like to thank everyone who came out and who donated to the teen’s sum-
mer mission trips. We couldn’t do what we do without this parish’s continued sup-
port. We know how lucky we are to have such a loving family behind us, and you are
not taken for granted. We are looking forward to next year, but why wait that long to
hang with the Youth Ministry gang?

Our 4th Annual Murder Mystery Dinner is coming up on June 3.
Murder under the Big Top See you there!!
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by Paul Ghiotto

Would you believe that
parishioners Frank and Betty Becht
have been members of Christ the
King Catholic Church since 1960?
They are easily two of the most
active and recognizable members
of the church community.
After writing nearly 300

articles for this newspaper since his
first one in May 1999, Frank Becht
has turned the word processor over
to others.  His last article was about
Father Thanh’s departure and
Father Boddie’s arrival and
appeared in the August 2016
edition.
But, would you believe, not a

single article has ever been written
strictly about Frank? To correct this
grave injustice this article has been
prepared with the necessary input
of Frank.
Francis Gustave Becht’s

parents, Gustave and Marie
Loretta, during the beginning of the
Great Depression moved from the
farmland of southern Indiana to
Detroit, Michigan, in order to find
work that paid well.  It was here
that their first of eleven children,
Francis, was born on January 26,
1930. In 1932 the Becht family
returned to a rented farm in
southern Indiana and the
community of Floyd Knobs.  
In case the reader is unfamiliar

with this locale it is in Floyd
County, just north of New Albany,
and across the Ohio River from
Louisville. The name “Knobs”
comes from the rolling, hilly terrain
in the area.
Young Frank helped his father

on the farm by milking the cows
and operating the tractor.  When he
was about ten the tractor caught fire
- with Frank near it - when
gasoline, being poured into the
tank, spilled over on the hot engine
frame and ignited.  Frank spent
several months in St. Edward’s
Hospital recovering from the
ordeal.

At about 14
years of age
Frank attended
half a year at St.
Meinrad’s minor
seminary. While
there, a
M a r y k n o l l

missionary visited who so
impressed Frank that he decided he
wanted to be a missionary.  He
transferred to a Maryknoll minor
seminary - the Veniard - in Clark’s
Summit, Pennsylvania, where he
finished his high school days.
While here, Frank played a number
of sports but especially basketball -
c’mon, he was a Hoosier, he had to!
Can you spot Frank?  (hint: his
number is “ten”)
Still thinking about becoming a

priest he enrolled in the seminary at
Maryknoll College  in Glen Ellyn,
Illinois.  After two years he decided
that the seminary no longer suited
him so he joined the Navy in June

1951.  After basic training in San
Diego, California, Frank was
immediately sent to the naval
station at Jacksonville, Florida
where he studied aviation
electronics.  The next assignment
took him for more electronics
training in Memphis, Tennessee.
Then he was sent back to NAS JAX
for Navy instructor training.  A
landlocked sailor, Frank taught
aviation electronics for another
year to men from Mayport and
Cecil Field.  Before leaving active
duty in July, 1955, Frank was
promoted to Electronics
Technician, Petty Officer Second
Class.
Would you

believe that
Frank met Betty
on his first trip
home to Floyd
Knobs from
Jacksonville in
1952?  Elizabeth
Jean Leidolf - “Betty” - met him at
a dance.  Turns out that the Becht
and Leidolf families knew each
from church at St. Mary’s of the
Knobs. A native of Floyd Knobs,
Betty began an intense letter-
writing campaign with Frank (no
email then!).  After a courtship of
18 months they were married at -
where else? - St. Mary’s of the
Knobs Catholic Church on
Thanksgiving Day, November 23,
1953. The happy couple then got
into Frank’s cream-colored 1949
Ford and booked it for
Jacksonville.

Frank and Betty initially lived a
few months in an apartment in San
Marco and attended the old
Assumption Catholic Church on
Nira Street.  Since Frank, in his
spare time from the Navy, was a
volunteer coach for basketball and
softball at St. Paul’s in Riverside,
they next moved to a one-bedroom
house on Olivia Street near
Roosevelt Boulevard.  While living
there, their first child Denise was
born in late 1954.
Frank remembers that back

then, there were only four teams in
the Catholic School League - St.
Joseph’s, St. Paul-Riverside, St.
Paul’s - Beaches, and Assumption
(coached by the soon to become
legendary, Joe Cibulski).  During
one game with Assumption at St.
Nicholas Park, St. Paul’s lost by a
run due to a “bad” call by the ump.
The young parish priest from St.
Paul’s got incensed but cooled
down enough to treat the entire
team to hamburgers at the Krystal
restaurant on Atlantic Boulevard!
Indiana came calling in 1958

and Frank and Betty moved to Ft.

Wayne where Frank attended an
insurance adjustor training school.
When the company that hired him
eventually folded, Frank looked for
insurance jobs elsewhere and found
one in Atlantic Beach, Florida in
1960.
At first the Becht family lived

in a house on Griflet Road behind
the Arlington Park Cemetery.  In
1961 they moved to a home on
Bordeau Avenue in the new
Arlingwood subdivision.  They
moved to their current home in
Alderman Park in 1979.
Carolina Casualty Insurance

Company hired Frank as an
insurance claims adjustor in 1961
and Frank became the chief claims
examiner for the Puerto Rico
office.  Frank also traveled in this
work throughout northeast Florida.  
Meanwhile, he and Betty were

trying to raise a family of six
children.  After Denise, the
following children were born:
Karen, Gregory, Stefanie, Michelle,
and Jason.  Each attended and
graduated from both Christ the
King School and Bishop Kenny
High School and each is a college
graduate. The Bechts have seven
grandchildren and four great-
grandchildren.  Each, in his or her
own way, has continued the legacy
of their parents and grandparents.
Needing more income to feed,

clothe, and educate this brood,
Frank left claims adjusting and
became an insurance agent with
Tucker Brothers Insurance.  A year
later Frank went to work for Daniel
Patterson, who at the time was
Mayor of Orange Park, and an
owner of his own agency.
Frank, and some minor

partners, eventually bought out
Patterson in 1976 and established
the Patterson-Becht Insurance
Agency and moved it to 1830
Atlantic Boulevard in San Marco.
The name of “Patterson” was kept
due to familiarity of the name with
the firm’s clients.
By 1994 Frank had upped his

ownership percentage of the
company from an initial 35% to
75%.  Facing some serious surgery
and concerned about a detrimental
outcome, Frank sold the business
that same year to the Reidman
Corporation in New York.
Frank and Betty have always

been a real pair ever since that barn
dance years ago.  A longtime
member of the Knights of
Columbus, Frank served as the
Grand Knight of the Arlington
chapter in 1970-71 while Betty
pulled duty with the wives’
auxiliary, the K’Cees.  Frank and
Betty were active with the
Emergency Pregnancy centers
through the K of C and helped
establish the office on Merrill
Road.  If the K of C did something
then Frank and Betty were always
there to help – and still do. In 2006
their family was honored by the
local council as the Family of the
Year.

Betty remains active in the St.
Francis soup kitchen at Immaculate
Conception Catholic Church
downtown.  She has volunteered
here for many years, along with
others from Christ the King, each
Friday morning.  Betty is also
active with the Ministry of Hope
which provides food and
refreshment in the Shirley David
Hall following a funeral.
For almost 50 years Frank and

Betty were active members of the
Nocturnal Adoration Society with
Frank being one of its charter
members in 1962. Frank and Betty
remain active in the Chaplet of the
Divine Mercy.
Would you believe that Frank

coached the CK softball team in the
spring of 1961?  Yes, he did and
one of his players was yours truly.
Frank also is a long time money
counter for Christ the King Church.
Betty has been volunteering at

the rectory front desk since 1998
and has been the official scribe,
entering into the church archive
books the names of those who are
baptized, who receive their first
communion and confirmation, who
are wed, and who have died. This is
an especially important job as
people from all over the country are
constantly requesting copies of
these documents for a wide variety
of purposes.
Frank says the most satisfaction

he’s gotten from any of his
volunteer activities was getting
involved with the RENEW
program. Pastor Monsignor
Mortimer Danaher called Frank at
his insurance agency one day in
1982 and said he needed help with
a new ministry.  True to form,
Frank jumped right in and
instructed RENEW team leaders in
their duties and helped set up
RENEW groups in each part of the
parish.  This effort helped people in
renewing and learning more about
their Catholic faith.
Over the years, in his spare

time, Frank has become quite the
family historian.  He, and Betty,
too, have written and published
numerous histories of the Becht
and Leidolf families.  The Becht
offspring will have no trouble
knowing from whence they come!
So for all of you parishioners

who haven’t really made an effort
to get involved in a ministry let
Frank and Betty serve as your
inspiration to do so.  They stepped
up time and again and so must we
all.
Thank you Frank and Betty for

all you’ve done for Christ the King!
Your reward in Heaven will indeed
be great!

“Would You Believe?” - The Story of Frank and Betty Becht
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By Sue Pietrusza

Christ the King Ravens Softball
teams had another successful year!
The girls’ team, coached by
Assistant Principal, Sue Pietrusza
once again earned the title of
Division I League Champions for
the third year in a row. With a
record of 9-1, they played hard, had
fun and experienced a great year.
The team consisted of eighth
graders, Gillian Garner, Elyssa
Audije, Erin Kress, Layne Baldwin,
seventh graders Emily Williams,

Regan Yates, Veronica Mella,
Anyssa Searcy and Morning Star
student Eva Eichner. Looking for-
ward, it is nice to know that we
have a strong young base to our
fifth grade student, Alvie Hopely,
and our fourth grade hardworking
newcomers, Kaitlyn Webb, Chloe
Vila, and Abigail Satkoff.  The girls
did a great job in the playoff defeat-
ing Blessed Trinity in the semifinal
round and winning the champi-
onship on May 5 against Holy
Spirit with a score of 8-4.  

Christ the King boys’ softball
team had an incredible season as
well. With a small division of only
4 teams, the boys found themselves
in second place with a record of 4-
2. Led by School Board Chairman,
Parishioner, Parent Volunteer, Chris
Hildreth and Joey Klinkenburg
(who needs no introduction and
everyone knows), the team was
assembled and as it has been in the
past, nicknames were assigned to
all players. The boys’ team includ-
ed eighth graders, Hadden Barras,

Ethan Sapp, Hunter Daniels, Trey
Hopely and David Hoyt. Matthew
Hildreth, also
known as BFG (He
is almost 6 ft tall,
friendly and a male
so he is the Big
Friendly Guy) and
Christian Moreno
were two strong
players from our
seventh grade.
From the sixth
grade, we had
Carlton Payne,
Kyler Sullivan,
Andrew Ebrahim, Torin Sapp and
Steven Lutheran. Steven received
the nickname Clutch this year.
During his very first at bat he was
pinch-hitting in a game. There were
two outs and at the time we were
down by about six. He hit a line
drive single that scored a run that
kept the inning going. Under the
circumstances it was quite a clutch
hit and we ended up winning the
game coming from behind. Our

team had two young students, Gabe
Satkoff from the fifth grade and MJ

Cascone from the fourth. The roster
also included Morning Star stu-
dents Royce Osbone and Austin
Lewis. The boys were defeated in
the playoff semifinals. 

We had a great season and spe-
cial congratulations go out to the
students who were selected to be
part of the All Conference Team,
Gillian Garner, Erin Kress, Emily
Williams, Hadden Barras and Trey
Hopely!

Christ the King Ravens

by Brian Smith, Scoutmaster

The Boy Scouts of Troop 5
sponsored by Christ the King
Catholic Church don’t shy away
from adventure. After our weekend

backpacking trip in the Ocala
National Forest we took an armada

of nine canoes down the Suwannee
River for a 5-day, 59.9-mile trek.

The Suwanee River is a thing of
awe and beauty and we all enjoyed
seeing the wildlife such as great
blue heron, woodpeckers, owls and
alligators. The scouts loved relax-
ing by the campfire after a long day
of paddling down the river and
sleeping under the stars in their
tents or hammocks. The last day of
our journey fell on Easter Sunday
so Billy Gardner, David Hoyt, and
Thomas Orf led a short Easter
Service on the river bank before we
launched.

In Troop 5 we always encour-
age the scouts to try new things and
take advantage of the high adven-
ture outdoor trips the Troop offers.

In fact, there is a great quote that
has been attributed to Mark Twain,
but is actually a quote from the

1991 book P.S. I Love You by H.
Jackson Brown, Jr., “Twenty years
from now you will be more disap-
pointed by the things that you did-
n’t do than by the ones you did. So

throw off the bowlines. Sail away
from the safe harbor. Catch the
trade winds in your sails. Explore.
Dream. Discover.”

This is a quote the Troop has
lived by in 2017 and will continue
to reference when we hike the
Appalachian Trail this July. If your
son has completed the fifth grade or
is age 11 or older he is eligible to be
a Boy Scout. Come out and
“Explore. Dream. Discover.” with
Troop 5. The Boy Scouts meet year
round on Tuesday nights at 7:00
p.m. at the Christ the King Scout
Hut located next to the Vietnamese
Center. Contact Scoutmaster Brian
Smith for more information at 904-
333-8865.

BSA Troop 5

Christ the King High School Ministry is going to
New Orleans on June 11 to 19 for their summer mis-
sion trip where we will be helping the local commu-
nity in all different ways. There are a few spots still
available.  Please, contact the youth ministry office
for any details at (904)575-4376.

From June 30 to July 3 High
School Youth Ministry will be
going to Steubenville Orlando.
Steubenville is a Teen confer-
ence put on by Franciscan
Brothers of Steubenville. There
will be over two thousand teens

worshiping and growing closer to our Lord. Dynamic speakers, interest-
ing activities, and amazing food; what more could you ask for. The con-
ference ends Sunday afternoon and on Monday youth ministry hits a
theme park, then returns later Monday night. If you know a teen who
would be interested, please visit Youth Ministry’s website or call the
Youth Ministry office at (904)575-4376.

CTKonEdge is hav-
ing its first local mission
trip called Just 5 Days.
June 19 to 23,  the stu-

dents will be placed all over Jacksonville participating in service projects
to help the community. The students will also get to grow while meeting
and playing games with different middle school students throughout the
states. Please pray for our middle school team.

Ladies and Gentlemen, Boys and Girls,
Children of all ages... I would like to invite
you to attend the 4th Annual Christ the King
Murder Mystery: Murder under the Big Top
on June 3.

2 shows: 2:00 p.m. and 6:30 p.m. 
Tickets are available online through the

website at www.parish.ctkcatholic.com/
youth-ministry. Come with friends and family to try and solve a classic
whodunit?!

This is guaranteed to be a night worth dying for.

Youth Packed Summer
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Quickly, our school community became galvanized to get our STEM projects up and running. In 2013, over 180 volunteers showed up to work.
A butterfly nectar garden, green house, vegetable beds, a one mile nature trail, bird observatory, outdoor classroom, two solar panels, and a water
collection system was built.  So many engineers, parents and students came that Christ the King won the Green Apple Day of Service for 2013.

In 2015, the St. Johns Riverkeepers awarded Christ the King Educator of the Year for sixth grade’s data collection at Strawberry Creek. Our sixth
grade goes weekly to test the salinity, turbidity and depth of this tidal water system. Also in this year, our seventh grade class won the Jacksonville
Science Festival for their Seeds of Faith Project which benefits L’Arche Harbor House.

In 2016, Christ the King elongated our school day by thirty minutes to provide a third Physical Education class for students each week and to
allow additional minutes in math instruction. The school applied for funding for a new staff position – STEM Coordinator. Mr. John Mongillo met
weekly with teachers to assist them in designing unit lesson plans that incorporate all the STEM disciplines while using the Next Generation Science
Standards. These unit plans incorporate activities such as building solar powered race cars built with recycled materials. 

Lastly, our middle school teachers took on the challenge of designing a cross-curricular project. They tasked students to improve the lives of
immigrant, agricultural farm workers. Students were introduced to governmental regulations on labor and housing; they were introduced to historical
figures such as Cesar Chavez; they learned about typical crops grown in Florida, and contemplated how to motivate the community to action. The
project culminated with a field trip to St. Clements Catholic Church in Plant City, Florida. Father Mike led students on a retreat, took them into the
fields to experience the hardships of harvesting produce, and introduced them to workers and their children. Students learned a little about life from
the perspective of another’s shoes.

To achieve these accomplishments, CTK has incorporated a longer school day, more teacher planning periods and various requirements on teacher
instruction. It was extremely rewarding to be recognized for our hard work. These additional requirements are worth it!  STREAM provides students
an opportunity to apply Catholic values when making decisions. It provides students an opportunity to improve their communication skills. Finally,
STREAM provides students an opportunity to engage in creative problem-solving of real world problems. Our next goal is to build a Maker’s Lab on
site that students would have regular access to experiment with circuitry, Computer Aided Design, and Lego Robotics. Christ the King is excited to
keep progressing along the path of STREAM.

Five Years in the Making
Christ the King School Certified in STREAM!

Continued from page 1

STREAM
by Emily Williams

Our STREAM project was about helping the migrant farmworkers
that come to the United States for a better opportunity. We were trying to
find a way to help them live a better life. I think this experience has
changed me for the better. It has helped me to see what people in this very
country have to live with every day. This project has helped me see how
blessed my family and I are. It gave me a chance to help people in a way
I didn’t think I could. It helped me to see that kids of my own age can
make a difference in this world. I think this has changed me greatly,
taught me to see the bigger picture in life, and made me think more about
helping people in our community. 

In my opinion, the STREAM project has changed everyone who
participated in it. It changed people either for the better or the worst and
I believe this project changed me for the better. In doing this project, I
learned how people leave their families and homes to come to the country
where we live. They are willing to live in what might be shacks, just to
have a better experience in the United States. These people could be
treated awful, their eating is unsubstantial, and they could live with 12 to
16 different strangers. They go through all of this, to work at a hot farm
all day long. Migrant workers do all of this, because they know that what
they have in the United States is better than what they had in their
previous home. 

To me, this STREAM project has taught me to see the bigger picture
in life. It has helped me to think about what other people have to go
through. It helped me to see, that while we worry about what to wear,
other people are worried if they’re going to eat that day. It has helped me
to think about how I don’t have to worry if I will eat lunch or dinner.
Meanwhile, other people don’t know where their family is, or when they
are coming home. I have learned not to worry about the little things as
much anymore, but to be thankful for all the big things I have. It has
shown me that I need to be grateful for everything I have. 

This project has greatly encouraged me to start helping people in the
community around me. It taught me that even the smallest random act of
kindness can change someone’s life. It also taught me that it might not
change someone’s life, but it might still help them in their lifestyle. I want
to help people in my community that can’t help themselves. I think that
participating in the STREAM project is the reason I want to help these
people so badly. I think this has helped me focus on what people are going
through and how I can help them. I hope I can really help someone in the
near future. 

I think I have become a better person because of this project and
believe that if people really participated in this project, and focused on the
main point, it could change them too. This experience has truly changed
me greatly, helped me see the bigger picture in life, and above all made
me think more about helping people in my community. I don’t think too
many people changed for the worst during this project. I do think not
many people changed at all. I hope if we have the opportunity to do this
similar project again, that maybe something will click and they will
change, too. I am very glad that my school chose to do this project, and I
hope we can do something very similar in the near future. 

What I learned from my
STREAM project

by Emmanuella Essien 

I will not lie. In the beginning when our teachers said we would be
doing a project, I said, “Seriously, another project.” Then when I heard
that we had to help the lives of migrant farmworkers. I said,” Are you
serious? I’m only 11 years old. I was not having it that day. I was scared
at first. I said,” How am I going to help these people?”

As you can see I was really mad and scared at the same time. The
more and more we got into the project it got easier. I learned about things
I never had known before. When I opened up one of the websites for the
migrant farmworkers I felt like crying. There were so many things I didn’t
know that made my heart ache. The list of facts about migrant
farmworkers were very sad.

I learned many things from this STREAM project. One thing I learned
from this project is that I shouldn’t take things for granted. Many of the
migrant farmworkers came from their country to the United States for a
better life. I don’t think their plan was to come to America and pick crops.
All those migrant farmworkers had a dream to come to America and be
something. Not picking crops. Plus they don’t make a high salary.

Another thing I learned is that I should be grateful that I have an
education. Many of the people working on the farms don’t have an
education. I’m going to a great school earning a great education. When I
grow up I can be a somebody. They don’t have access to a great
education. At least they work hard to get money to put food on the table.
Also, they do everything for their families.

Another thing I learned is that the migrant farmworkers need a voice
so they can be heard. At the end of the day this project helped me not just
at school but in life. Now knowing what I know, I feel like many people
can make a difference. It doesn’t matter how old you are, anybody can
make a difference.
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Plant City Field Trip
by Kyanna Nightingale 

After six long months of researching and coming up with solutions to
help immigrant and migrant farm workers during our STREAM class, we
finally got to meet some farm workers. STREAM is an acronym for
Science, Technology, Religion, Engineering, Art, and Math. Our
STREAM Teacher, Mr. Mongillo, came up with the idea for us to go on a
field trip to St. Clement’s church in Plant City. We met some people who
had been migrant farm workers and some who still are. We were able to
see their work area, learn how everything is done, and try a true Mexican
meal. We also got to talk with one of the farm owners.

When we first got to Plant City, we were dropped off at the farm.
There was a huge field filled with strawberries and watermelons. We all
got off the bus and took a few pictures. Then the farm owner handed us
baskets and went on to demonstrate how to pick the strawberries. It was
very hot. The strawberries were close to the ground, so we had to bend
over to pick them. After picking two or three strawberries, I was already
tired. I couldn’t image what the actual workers go through picking the
strawberries for eight or more hours. 

We continued picking for about ten more minutes. Once our time was
up, we were asked how we felt after doing that. The majority of my class
said they were tired, or complained about the weather. The farm owner
then told us how many the farm workers usually pick each day, and how
long they pick a day. We were all amazed with how fast they could go. 

During all of this, we weren’t able to see the farm workers in the back.
We all walked down to where they were with the farm owner guiding us.
In all honesty, I wasn’t really worried about the farm workers pulling the
weeds, or whatever the farm owner was explaining to us. I was more con-
cerned with their attire. I was wearing a long sleeve shirt with a short
sleeve shirt over it, and long pants with tennis shoes. Meanwhile, the farm
workers were wearing what I was wearing plus a jacket, a hat, a bandana
over their faces, and gloves. I felt a little under dressed after seeing them.

After that, we took more pictures, and got back on the bus. We got to
keep the strawberries we picked and take them home. We then headed to
the church. Everyone washed their hands and got ready for lunch. Some
of the people that worked in the church prepared lunch for us. We had
tacos, but these weren’t the tacos we’re used to eating. They were true
Mexican tacos. The tortilla tasted kind of weird, but I really enjoyed the
meal. While we all ate, we went around from table to table saying what
we liked most or what was the most interesting part of the trip. Then, the
people who no longer work on the farms shared their stories and answered
any questions we had for them. Once everyone finished their meal, we
reloaded the bus and headed back home.

Overall, I’m glad I got to experience something like that. It’s one
thing to learn about something online or in a book, and it’s another thing
to actually witness it with your own eyes. This trip changed my whole
view on the migrant and immigrant workers’ life. Not only was the trip
eye opening for me, but it also made me look at my life and be more
grateful for the things I have. Many of the people who are no longer farm
workers got their college or high school degrees. This makes me look at
them and know that if they did, then so can I. In the end, I really enjoyed
this trip and would really like to go back again someday. 

CTK School
Father - Daughter Dance and

Middle School Dance
by Adriana Giles

On Friday, February 10, from 6 to 8 p.m. the school held a father-
daughter dance for Kindergarten through fifth  grade. The dance was
sponsored by FSA and included a DJ, pictures, flowers and refreshments.
A good time was had by all. Some of the fathers even danced!

Following the dance the FSA also sponsored a Middle School dance.
Middle Schoolers from other Catholic Schools were invited to attend. All
of the children enjoyed their evening!  A big thanks to all our volunteers
for their hard work; without you these events could not have been possi-
ble.

CTK School – Thanks a bunch
Christ the King Faculty and Staff would like to thank the following:
• Mrs. Charm Saults for taking the time to organize and run the
Country Store twice a year and also the volunteers that helped her.
The funds raised from this effort help to support the school. 
• The Knights of Columbus for always providing breakfast for our
Honor Roll students every quarter. 
• To our volunteer coordinator Mrs. Colleen Webb, FSA board
and all the volunteers!! Because of you our school is a better place. 
• A special thank you goes out to Mrs. Hill and our Christ the King
families for this year’s MATH-A-THON! This year we raised
$1,543.20 for St. Jude Children’s Hospital. 
This brings our 30-year grand total to $105,632.85! 

Our top fund raisers were:
First 3rd grade  ($562.20)
Second 2nd grade ($376.00)
Third 5th grade  ($205.00)

AMAZING JOB CTK! 
Do math. Help lives! For more than 35 years, the St. Jude Math-A-

Thon, benefiting St. Jude Children’s Research Hospital, has been
America’s largest education-based fundraiser. To participate, kids in
grades K-8 ask families and friends for pledges to solve math problems in
the St. Jude Math-A-Thon Funbook, developed by Scholastic.

Thank you!!!

Our Parish Volunteers As Host
for Diocese

by Lucille Guzzone

“Created for Greatness” is a program adopted by the diocese to meet
the spiritual and moral needs of seventh graders. It is based entirely on St.
John Paul II’s Wednesday audiences during his early papacy - which are
commonly referred to as “Theology of the Body.” Each Catholic school
follows the procedures of this program in their regular religious education
classes, but those public school youngsters who attend classes only once
a week do not have that same opportunity. So the workshop is offered as
a full day retreat on a Saturday.

On February 25, children from various parishes attended the work-
shop here at Christ the King. Along with  students from Christ the King’s
religious education program, other children came from Most Holy
Redeemer, Immaculate Conception, Lady Star of the Sea, and Lady of
Good Counsel.

The adult team was comprised of ministry leaders of various parishes
and a representative from the diocese. Many thanks to our own Zack
Dodge of the Youth Ministry, who volunteered to lead everyone in early
morning ice-breaking activities which encouraged all the visiting children
to feel at home.
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by Paul Ghiotto
So read the headline of Jacksonville’s newspaper on Tuesday, June 5,

1917 as it addressed the nation’s manpower needs.  The U. S. Senate had
already passed on April 5, a resolution declaring that a state of war exists
between the United States and Germany and her allies.  The House of
Representatives did the same on April 6 and the news was hailed with
cheers on the Western Front by British and French forces.  What came to
be known as the “Great” or “World War,” which had been raging in
Europe and elsewhere since mid-August 1914, had finally drawn in
America.  Following the passage by Congress on May 18 of the Selective
Service Act, America’s manhood was required to register for its first
military draft since the Civil War.

Following the declaration of war, steps were immediately being taken
to prepare the country for the coming conflict.  In Jacksonville,
meanwhile, the semblance of daily life continued. On April 17, the Cohen
Brothers celebrated  the 50th anniversary of its “Big Store.”  The local
baseball team, the Jacksonville Roses of the South Atlantic League,
celebrated the opening of its new Rose Field in South Jacksonville and its
season opener on April 19, with Mayor Bowden declaring a “half
holiday.” Rose Field was said to be larger than Boston Braves Field.  For
$1.25 each a person could buy from H. B. Drew Company a major league
rubber-centered baseball – or $4 for a dozen! – as a souvenir of the team.
A new Maxwell car could be bought for $635 (April only) from Seminole
Motor Company on Main Street. The Clyde (steamship) Line still
advertised its weekly sailing from Jacksonville to New York on six of its
ships with the lowest fare of “steerage” being $13.50 and the most
expensive “excursion” costing $24.90..

Now that war had been declared, the men of draft age followed the
news much more closely. They read a newspaper story on May 5 that
18,538 officers and 528,659 enlisted men would form the “first war army”
under the new selected draft bill.  On May 4, they read about how
Florida’s U. S. Senator Duncan Fletcher made a strong plea for such a
system stating that “the trades and industries, and the farms will
contribute their share (of men) – but not indiscriminately, in numbers that
would make us helpless when help is needed most.” And in Jacksonville
many heard one of 108 religious ministers preaching sermons on the need
to increase food production. In the meantime they followed events on
Europe’s Western Front and how America’s new Allies were trading
punches and counterpunches with the Germans.

All across the country each male citizen, ages 21 to 31, born between
the 6th day of June 1886 and the 5th day of June 1896, was required to
register between the hours of 7:00 a.m. and 9:00 p.m. at his local voting
precinct in which he lived. The City of Jacksonville had ten such precincts
with over 25 more scattered throughout Duval County.  In the Mandarin
section of southern Duval, the registrants went to the Walter Jones store –
precinct 30.  Mr. Jones was the registrar and L. R. Milton his assistant.
Overall registration was under the supervision of County Sheriff W. H.
Dowling and draft board executive director W. D. Vinzant.

President Woodrow Wilson had declared that June 5 was to be
celebrated as a special holiday. An article in the Times-Union of May 28
said the following:  “Registration day in Jacksonville will be ushered in
by the ringing of bells and the blowing of whistles.  These will start at 7
a.m. as a reminder to the young men that the nation is calling them to duty.
It is not believed that Jacksonville contains many slackers, but those who
try to evade registering will be hunted down and punished as the law
prescribes (note: a year’s imprisonment and, then, forced registration).  It
is estimated there are 10,000 men in Jacksonville subject to the draft.”

In Jacksonville the Shriners’ and Boys’ bands volunteered to play
martial music all day long while seated on trucks making the rounds of the
city’s ten precincts.  The raising of a 30 X 40 foot American flag over
Laura Street was held at 3:00 p.m. between the Big Store (Cohen’s) and
the Y.M.C.A. building.  The Shriners’ band played The “Star-Spangled
Banner.”  Thousands of patriotic citizens poured into town. Anyone with
a flag was urged to show up at the registration sites and cheer on, and
otherwise encourage the registrants in their solemn duty.

Those who came downtown could further entertain themselves this
holiday by going to the Rialto Theater and seeing the Paramount Pictures

film The Wax Model starring Vivian Martin and Thomas Holding or go to
the Republic Theater and there watch (June 5 only) a “truly AMERICAN
picture” entitled Manning the Navy which encouraged American mothers
to urge their sons to join the sea service and watch it make “Men out of
boys like yours.”  Over at the Imperial Theater on Forsyth Street Ethel
Clayton and Montague Love were featured in the Paramount film, Yankee
Pluck, a story of Washington and national affairs.  Want to see a double
feature at the Republic after the Navy film?  Fatty Arbuckle was the lead

in The Waiters’ Ball followed by Jackie Saunders – “the tomboy of the
screen” – in The Checkmate.

The Times-Union articles further stated that “it is not expected that
any attempts will be made here to interfere with the registration but the
police will cooperate with the registration officials and officers will be on
duty at each registration place.  The government is dealing vigorously and
promptly with all men and women who show the slightest disposition to
interfere with the registration. Registration officials, officers of the army,
United States marshals, their deputies, secret service men, police officers
and county officers are keenly alert and anyone of anti-draft proclivities
will be promptly jailed.”

Of the eventual 2,400,000 men who were drafted into military service
during the “Great War,” approximately 25,000 (white and black, evenly
divided) came from Florida. Four men with Jacksonville connections died
in France and are buried in the same American cemetery known as Oise-
Aisne (about 50 miles from the outskirts of Paris). Two others with similar
connections who died while overseas are buried in other cemeteries also
maintained by the American Battle Monuments Commission – one in
England and one in France.  Rest in peace to all and especially to my great
uncle, Marion Joseph Losco.  They answered their nation’s call to arms
100 years ago and made the supreme sacrifice in order to “make the world
safe for democracy” and to “end all wars.”

Note: The above article is excerpted from a soon-to-be published book by the
Mandarin Museum & Historical Society.  Edited and compiled by Paul A.
Ghiotto, it is entitled:  A Soldier’s Story: Based on the 1918 Wartime Letters of
Loretto/Mandarin Resident Private Marion Joseph Losco.

A “Great War” Memorial Day Remembrance

Oise-Aisne American Cemetery, France
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