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Arrivederci, Jerome Krug – Prayers go with you
Seminarian Jerome Krug left St. Charles parish this past August after

completing his summer internship. At press time, he is safely back in Rome,
entering his seventh year of studies for the priesthood at the North American
College. We were blessed to have him with our parish for the summer.
Jerome grew up in St. Monica’s parish and was home schooled from

kindergarten through eighth grade. His mother was his teacher. For high
school, he attended Mount Saint Mary’s and undergraduate college at
Conception Seminary in Missouri, where he majored in philosophy.
On life in Italy, Jerome said, “Italian culture is more laid back. The bus

might be forty-five minutes late and then you are forty-five minutes late for
class. To do errands, you have to go to the baker, grocer, butcher for each
item.” Jerome revealed that his spiritual director told him, “You need to get
better at being inconvenienced in order to be a good parish priest.” The
unpredictability of daily life in sunny Italy is an excellent school in which to
learn.
Before this, he had never been out of the United States. On top of

everything else, he had to master Italian, which he considers a blessing. It has
helped him enormously. He characterized it as “a new challenge, and new
spin on learning, almost like a code.” An unexpected bonus is it reinforces
the Spanish he already knows.
Asked if people had ever told him to give thought to becoming a priest, he

said, “Oh my goodness, so many times. It made me kind of aggravated but a
good kind of aggravation. Eventually it clicked. . . kind of like when the
doctor tells you something you don’t want to hear for your health. God uses
others to get our attention. They saw something in me that I didn’t see in
myself.”
Of his summer with us at St. Charles, Jerome said, “I could go on and on. It

has been a joy to reflect on my time here. All of the tasks and responsibilities
of being a parish priest, I saw in real life. God has encouraged me so much.”
Jerome is beginning his seventh year of studies. This includes his four
years of undergraduate studies. In ten months, he will be ordained a deacon
and June 2019 will be his ordination. Even though Jerome is no longer here
on a daily basis in the parish, he asks for our continued prayers as he
completes his studies.
If you notice someone who needs a vocational nudge, be sure to ask them

if they have ever thought of becoming a priest or a nun. God may be
speaking to them through you. Dio ti benedica (God bless you), Jerome.
Ciao!
––Monica Knudsen




O Virgin Mary, no other
daughter of Jerusalem is
your equal, for you are the
mother of the King of kings,
you are the Queen of heaven

and of angels.

–Blessed are you among
women, and blessed is the

fruit of your womb.

–Liturgy of the Hours, Office
of Readings, 2nd responsory

for the day
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addy was tired. He finished mowing the lawn for
what would be the last time; he mowed the entire

lawn by himself. He and Mom were here in the United
States visiting family and friends, but had been delayed
in returning to their home in southern Mexico. Three
weeks prior to mowing, during that delay, he was
diagnosed with aggressive Stage IV prostate cancer
which had already metastasized to his bones.
As he was walking back into the house, Daddy noticed

a small orange lump lying on the back porch and went to
investigate. The tiny bump was the lifeless body of a
newborn kitten. He picked it up and noticed an ever-so-
slight movement as the kitten tried to breathe. His hand
was a massive giant compared to the less than two-inch-
long kitten. He walked into the house and called out,
“Katy.”
Mom could hear the concern in Daddy’s voice. She

walked into the den and asked, “What is it?”
“We’d better call the vet and take this kitten in right

away,” Daddy responded.
Mom looked in Daddy’s hand and did not delay. She

called the veterinarian, and 30 seconds later they were
out the door.
Daddy held out the kitten so the receptionist could see

it. “What is its name?” she asked.
“It doesn’t have a name,” Daddy replied.
“I’ll write down ‘Orange’ for now,” she said.
The vet gave Orange an injection of electrolytes, but

gently cautioned Dad and Mom, “I wouldn’t put much
money into trying to save the kitten. I don’t think it will
survive.”
Dad and Mom brought Orange home. Mom and I fed

him kitten formula I made from scratch with an eye-
dropper every two hours. We tried to make him warm
and comfortable between feedings by placing him in a
make-shift incubator I crafted out of a small cardboard
box, soft linens, and a heating pad under part of the box.
I was careful not to let him get too warm. Orange made
no movements, no noise as he lay in the box.
Then I took the night shift: I set my alarm to go off

two hours after each feeding to do it all over again.
Orange grew. As we had suspected, the kitten was a

male. Almost all orange tabbies are males.
At four or five months of age, he developed an upper

respiratory infection. We took him to the vet again. “Is

this the same orange kitten you brought in before?”
asked Dr. Thomas. “It’s hard to believe; I didn’t think
there was any way he would make it.”
I had the task of giving Orange the antibiotics that Dr.

Thomas prescribed. I pried open his mouth with one
hand while trying to hold him still. With the other hand,
I used a finger to shove a partial tablet far back in his
mouth into his throat. Then I held his mouth closed with
one hand, and with the other I gently stroked his neck
under his chin to encourage him to swallow. Orange’s
resistance to my shoving a pill down his throat
increased. He mastered the skill of making me believe he
had swallowed the pill, only to wriggle free from my
clutches and spit it out. He clawed and scratched. He
learned to play “hide and seek” when it was pill time: he
did the hiding; I did the seeking. I could no longer find
him, and I was forced to abandon what he perceived as
sadistic torture. For years, the moment I entered
whatever room he happened to be in, he ran and hid. He
wanted nothing to do with me, even though I had been
instrumental in saving his life.
As Daddy’s mobility declined, he sat watching TV or

slept in the recliner. Orange lay stretched out on his lap
at all times. Whenever Mom and Dad went to their home
in Sulphur, Oklahoma, Orange was happy to join them,
but every time Daddy was hospitalized or at the cancer
treatment center in Tulsa, Orange sprawled across the
back of the big chair by the front door for days until
Daddy returned.
Orange had an innate sense of time. Every evening at

bedtime, he jumped down from Daddy’s lap, sat at his
feet, meowed, and led him into the bedroom. Orange
slept draped across Daddy’s feet at night.
“Where did my pen disappear to?” became a common

question in our household. Soon we realized Orange was
the culprit for the disappearances; he was stealing our
pens. Some we found in the hallway. Others he must
have stashed in a secret hiding place, because they were
never found. Every morning we found a new bread bag
tie at the bottom of his water bowl. Or now and then, he
would exchange the bread bag tie for something more
exciting like a paperclip. Once he left a long wire match
holder in his water. Where was he finding these things to
begin with? Was he opening drawers in secret when no
one was looking? Why did he put small items in his
water bowl? Was he washing them off? Was he checking

....continued on next page

Angel in Orange
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the water level? Or were they gifts of appreciation to
those who gave him water to drink? Did he just enjoy
watching his special finds sink to the bottom? And why
only one item at a time in his water?
One evening Mom noticed something was missing.

“Where is your hearing aid?” Mom spoke close to
Daddy’s ear that had the remaining hearing aid in it. She
sounded very worried.
It became a real-life treasure hunt. Mom had

purchased very expensive hearing aids for Daddy,
because all previous models had not helped much with
his type of hearing loss. These new hearing aids helped a
lot. We looked everywhere Daddy had been that day. We
looked in, under, between every place we could think of.
Mom searched the car. Nothing.
“We can’t afford another hearing aid.” I could hear the

weariness and frustration in her voice.
“Let’s pray and ask God to help us find it,” I said,

trying to encourage Mom and myself.
Mom, Daddy, and I sat in a close huddle, our arms

around one another’s shoulders, and prayed. “Father,
help us find the lost hearing aid. Thank You for caring
about every detail of our lives.”
The next morning during their regular prayer time,

Mom and Dad again asked God for help. “You know our
need, Lord. You know we can’t afford to buy another
hearing aid...”
Before Mom had finished her prayer, she and Daddy

heard thuds against the door to their room. The door
rattled. Orange had been bumping up against it until it
opened. He approached Mom and Dad, carrying
something in his mouth. He walked to where they were
sitting and dropped the hearing aid at their feet!
Daddy was the first human who touched Orange when

he rescued him from certain death and picked him up off
the porch. Orange filled a need in Daddy’s life as he
gave Daddy comfort and strength to battle cancer. God
used His little creature to answer our prayers.

—Margene Earl

...Angel in Orange
I grew up with practical parents. A mother, God love

her, who washed aluminum foil after she cooked in it,
then reused it. She was the original recycle queen before
they had a name for it. A father who was happier getting
old shoes fixed than buying new ones. Their marriage
was good, their dreams focused. Their best friends lived
barely a wave away.
I can see them now: Dad in trousers, tee shirt and a

hat and Mom in a house dress, lawn mower in one hand,
and dish-towel in the other. It was the time for fixing
things – a curtain rod, the kitchen radio, screen door, the
oven door, the hem in a dress. Things we keep.
It was a way of life, and sometimes it made me crazy.

All that re-fixing, eating, renewing. I wanted just once to
be wasteful. Waste meant affluence. Throwing things
away meant you knew there’d always be more.
But then my mother died: and on that clear summer’s

night, in the warmth of the hospital room, I was struck
with the pain of learning that sometimes there isn’t any
more.
Sometimes, what we care about most gets all used up

and goes away . . . never to return. So . . . while we have
it . . . it’s best we love it . . . and care for it . . . and fix it
when it’s broken . . . and heal it when it’s sick.
This is true. For marriage . . . and old cars . . . and

children with bad report cards . . . and dogs with bad
hips . . . and aging parents . . . and grandparents. We
keep them because they are worth it, because we are
worth it.
Some things we keep. Like a best friend that moved

away or a classmate we grew up with.
There are just some things that make life important,

like people we know who are special . . . and so, we
keep them close!
Good friends are like stars . . . you don’t always see

them, but you know they are always there. Keep them
close!
—Author unknown

A Keeper




6 Why do birds fly south for the winter?
It's easier than walking!

6 What concert costs 45 cents?
50 Cent featuring Nickleback.



I had a wonderful experience at this Conference. I love
the community and the fact that we are surrounded by
teens around my age. But my favorite part of the trip was
Jesus. Especially in Adoration you can truly feel God’s
presence, I loved it!!! I recommend it! –M.G.
Becoming a new member to the Catholic Church

changed my life. When I was baptized at Easter, I
promised God I would be a better person. I try my best
to get closer to him. When I went to confession at the
Conference I felt so relieved and I felt so good inside.
On Saturday I let myself go and it felt so good knowing I
was in God’s hands. I’ve been through a lot of things in
my life. I was able to forgive the people who have hurt
me. I had a good experience and I’m going to try my
best to come next year. –O.A.
This year was my second “Steuby” and I was healed.

Last year I had encountered God’s love. God has given
me the strength to be honest to my Mom and tell her the
truth. I feel peaceful and calm in God’s hands. I felt his
warmth and comfort in Adoration. God has given me the
gift of knowledge and now I will pray every day for Him
to strengthen that gift in me to use it to pray for others.
–L.M.
Hello my fellow brothers and sisters! I want to thank

the ones who donated and appreciate the ones who
prayed for us. This Conference has taught and led me to
put both of my feet out of the boat and into the water. –
D. A.
At Steubenville 2017 I’ve experienced something I’ve

never felt before though I went last year. I felt close to
God and to Jesus like never before. That encounter
changed me at least for now. I’m glad because I needed
it and I am closer to God. I’m definitely going next year
if possible; only God can tell. –A.C.A.
Hi! Steubenville 2017 was such a great experience for

me I was able to encounter Christ in a different way than
ever before. This was my second Steubenville and even
though it was my second time my experience was
different but still powerful and a life changing
experience. I can’t wait to go next year and see what
God has in store for me. –A.G.
It was beautiful to experience God for the first time.

Actually days before I was thinking about how it felt to
be baptized. But now I know I don’t need anyone else or
anything else than Jesus, the one and only. Jesus loves
you. –A.V.

e began our pilgrimage on Thursday with daily
Mass at St. Charles. Eighteen teens, two young

adults, Fr. John Paul, Jerome (our seminarian) Angela
(our Youth Minister), my husband, Deacon Chet and
myself. Fr. John Paul gave us a special blessing and we
all said our Pilgrimage Prayer together. We joined with
the Youth Minister and eight teens from Our Lady’s
Cathedral. The Conference theme was “ELEVATE” and
the scripture was Revelations 21:5 “Behold I make all
things new.” You can watch the promotional video and
see a little of what we experienced at https://
www.youtube.com/watch?v=AUp0goNfzR0.
We were in Silver Dollar City near Branson, Missouri

by 1:30 P.M. The teens, Fr. John Paul and Jerome all got
down to the business of riding all the roller coasters as
many times as possible. Angela and Riley (a young
adult) made the Marvel Cave tour which involved 600
plus stairs and is 300 feet below the surface. There is a
glass blower and blacksmith there who give live
demonstrations. Deacon Chet and I wandered around
and ate one of the best funnel cakes we ever had. By
6:30 P.M. we were all loaded back in the bus and headed
for our hotel.
Friday on our way to Missouri State University in

Springfield, Missouri where the Conference was held,
we stopped for lunch at Lamberts Café. The “home of
the throwed roll” they actually throw hot rolls to you.
We all leave stuffed.
Friday night the Conference began with praise and

worship, a keynote speaker and Adoration. Saturday was
more of the same with a longer Adoration time. Sunday
we celebrated Mass with Archbishop Rice, several
bishops, close to one hundred priests, and forty deacons.
We all want to thank you for your prayers and

financial support. Without you we could not have made
this pilgrimage.
The teens wanted to thank you for your support and to

tell you about their experience. The following are
excerpts from what some of our teens wrote on the way
home:
The greatest thing I took from this Conference was the

power of the Christian community. “As iron sharpens
iron, so too does man sharpen his fellowman.” I have
come to accept that I cannot handle everything by
myself, and to fully follow God, I must learn to lean on
others. –R.O.

4

Steubenville Youth Conference – Mid-America July 20-23, 2017
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Sarah* answers the door and tells the Mobile Meals
driver about a countdown to an exciting milestone. In
four months, she will turn 100 years old. Sarah lives
alone and receives a hot lunch every day from Mobile
Meals. She does her own housework except for
vacuuming. Her daughter helps her.
She is a tiny woman with a smooth, lovely

complexion. Her white hair is combed back in a simple
style. She waits in an upholstered chair by the door for
the 11:30 lunch delivery, as her hearing is not good. Her
blue eyes are semi-closed. She is totally blind. “It’s
OK,” she says, “I know where all the doorknobs are.”
She is now homebound, but loves and misses her

church. She was married to a Baptist minister and her
life was raising their three children and being his
helpmate in rural pastorates. “At our first church, the pay
was $5 a week. Gasoline was 19 cents a gallon. Even so,
it didn’t go far!”
She says, “I realize I am handicapped. I don’t fuss at

the Lord because I can’t see or hear well. He never
promised we would never be sick or not have troubles.”
“The Lord has been so good to me,” is a frequent

sentiment. She often shares a prayer with the Mobile
Meals drivers. “I sometimes wonder why I have been
here so long but I can still speak and witness.”
Sarah was born in Trousdale, Oklahoma in 1918. Her

father died when she was four, leaving her mother to
raise ten children and run a farm. “You talk about work!
I have baled hay, picked cotton, stripped sugar cane and
carried it to the sorghum mill to make molasses.”
The older children paired with younger ones to teach

them chores. “I had one of the greatest mothers. She was
a strong woman but she was always fair . . . the day
after I married I had time to tell her how much I loved
her and how much I learned from her and how grateful I
was for her love and guidance.”
Her first memory of church was traveling in a horse

and buggy. At home, there was a book of home remedies
and the four gospels. “I read John 3:16. I said, ‘Lord, I
believe!’ That’s when I accepted Christ into my heart
right then and there. I was eleven years old.”
*Name changed

....continued on page 7

Mobile Meals and 100 Years of
OptimismI almost didn’t come to the Steubenville Conference. I

had events for the weekend and I needed money and so I
wanted to work instead. I wasn’t going to come. I was
thinking “It’s not like much will happen anyway,” but
something was telling me to go. So I did. Still not
expecting anything. I was wrong though. When the
monstrance was brought in procession near to where I
was it was absolutely beautiful. I won’t go into details
but I felt so incredibly safe. I felt like everything was
going to be okay. Like Jesus was telling me I was going
to be okay. I am so, so happy and grateful that I got to
experience this and, with God’s will, plan on coming
next year. –D.N.
I first want to say that I’m blessed and thankful for

being able to attend the Conference. I wasn’t planning
on going but Angela (our Youth Director) came to me
two weeks before the trip and invited me because
someone had dropped out and couldn’t attend. I said yes
because prior years I wasn’t able to attend. I personally
didn’t want to go but some part of me pushed me to
go. . .later I realized it was the Holy Spirit guiding me to
the church and bringing me closer to God. I was born
into a Catholic family and I’ve attended Catholic
schools almost my whole life, but I never felt Jesus in my
heart all these years. I knew the theology, every part of
the Mass, the common prayers and I knew Jesus loved
and died for me but I never felt it. “Steuby” changed
that. It helped me pray in a way that I felt it and asked
the Holy Spirit to guide me. That brought me closer to
God. Every different part of this Conference touched a
different part of my heart that needed to be healed. My
favorite part was confession and Adoration. Confession
was the best most truthful on in my life, I felt safe and
loved. And after I was a new person, I was clean.
Adoration came, that was the first time I met Jesus and
talked to Him. The feeling is unexplainable. He became
my best friend and he understood me and helped me
forgive and forget. After that I let go and let God, I
forgave everyone and now want to love everyone.
“Steuby” changed my life for the better. The experience
was unexplainable. I know now how blessed I am, and I
just pray that I can continue this through my life. Best
weekend ever and I hope, God willing, that I can go next
year and bring friends so he can also change them for
good. – J.R
—Sue Bartlett

...Steubenville Youth Conference

6 What is heavy forward but not backward?
Ton.


6 What do you call a Frenchman wearing sandals?
Phillipe Phillope.
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Anniversaries-October
Oct. Anniv.
01st Miguel and Nancy Gonzalez 1st

03rd Joe and Carolyn Wade 48nd

05th Jesus and Rosario Escobar 14th

06th Bill and Rejeanne Bagley 42nd

09th John and Joyce Reinig 69th

10th Joseph and Julie Martine 47th

Bob and Mary Ann Pedersen 58th

17th Juan and Maria Camacho 19th

Rene and Nasthelli Hernandez 14th

18th Jack and Flo Pouland 70th

22nd Fred and Catherine Turpin 57th

23rd Mario and Hilda Velasco 24th

24th Clayton and Mary Ann Poindexter 64th

25th Romualdo and Cristina Guzman 3rd

28th Brian and Kasey Rooney 11th

Parish Life

Baptisms-August
Kaden Kuhlman
Oscar Morales
Mateo Gonzalez
Sebastian Ibarra
Dariel Velasco

Oscar Hernandez
Daiiana Velasco
Adrian Carranza
Samuel Uribe

Arianna Martinez

New Parishioners-August
Jackie Mania-Singer

Juan and Alejandra Loera
Laura Martinez
Matias Mendez

Jose and Lucia Escobar
Jorge and Celina Padilla
Jose and Gabriela Pasillas
Carlos and Sandra Saldivar
William and Jovita Flores
Samuel and Tania Morales

Daniel and Alejandra Santana
Jorge and Martha Gutierrez

Jose and Erica Lopez
Armando and Leticia Gonzalez

Erlin and Brooke Santos
Carmelo and Veronica DeLoera
Manuel and Juana Hernandez

TheWomen of St. Charles have an exciting year ahead!
We kicked off our New Year with our annual activities sign
up on the weekend of Aug. 19-20. We have Bible Studies,
afternoon and evening bowling groups, afternoon and
evening Bunco groups, book club, golf, a crocheting group
and a group that meets monthly on Sat. for lunch!!! There is
always plenty of room for you to join any group or activity.
The coordinators for the various activities are listed below.
Their phone numbers are in the parish directory or you can
call the parish office and ask that the coordinator call you
back.
Our first meeting for this new year was on Sept. 10. If

you missed it don't worry, all our meetings are held on the
second Sunday of the month at 3:00 pm in meeting room C.
Our next one is on Oct 8th. We have no dues or paperwork
for you to fill out. All Women of the Parish are members.
We would be so thrilled to have you join us.
Our fall Bible Study is starting Monday Oct. 2nd. It will

be an 8-week study on the Story of Israel. Deacon Bill King
will lead the study. We have a light dinner at 6:30 pm and

the study is from 7:00 till 8:30. We just can't seem to do
anything without eating!! The cost for the study book is
$10.00
Continuing with the thought of eating, our first Bake Sale

will be on Oct.15th. We'll have many extraordinary baked
goodies but we also often have casseroles, candies and
jellies. The offerings are as varied as the women who make
them! Do you have a favorite recipe you would like to
make for the sale? Whether you like to create marvelous
goodies for the sale or just like to join other St. Charles
parishioners for a cup of coffee and a donut, we will look
forward to seeing you. The event will be from 9:00 am till
12:00 pm.
Money raised throughout the year is used to support the

parish, the school, St. Vincent DePaul, The Women's
Prison Education Program and other charities.
November will find us planning with St. Anne's for the

residents Christmas Party, hosting the RCIA dinner, our
Thanksgiving Pie Sale and the beginning of the holiday
season.

Women of St. Charles

There is a Catholic Singles Halloween dance scheduled on
October 28th in Beckman Hall at 7:00 p.m.

– Dorothy Taylor

Weddings-August
Jorge Velasco and Sandra Cruz

James Determan and Misty Gibbs
Juan Verduzco and Norma Castaneda
Miguel Jimenez and Claudia Ramos

Guillermo Gonzales and Paulina Garcia


...continued

6 Why couldn't the pirate play
cards?
Because he was sitting on the
deck!



Mobile Meals
....continued from page 5
In 100 years, life can throw curve balls. Sarah

remembers a middle of the night delivery of a neighbor’s
baby. “The Lord just took hold of me and took hold of
my hands.” The birth took place on a living room floor.
“I crawled over and gave the baby to the mother to nurse
and heard a crunch on the driveway gravel.
I knew it was an ambulance. There I stood, in my pj’s

rolled up to my knees, my hair in pin curls with a heavy,
black net, shoes with no socks. The EMT said, ‘I see you
have everything under control.’”
Her secret to a long life is faith in the Lord. It has

sustained her in the loss of a three-year old son, her
husband in 1984, and her siblings. Today, she boasts of a
daughter and son, eight grandchildren and great-great
grandchildren. Her health tips are “I eat anything that
doesn’t eat me and I don’t go to the doctor like I
should.”
“This I can say with all thanksgiving. If it were not

for Mobile Meals, I would probably be in a nursing
home. So I thank all the people. I love the people who
deliver.”
“But I am not ashamed, for I know the One in whom I
have put my trust and I am sure that he is able to guard
until that day what I have entrusted to Him.”
—2 Timothy 1:12. One of Sarah’s favorite verses.

––Monica Knudsen

Below are the coordinators for our activities. We are
looking forward to meeting you.

Bible Study..............................Jane McConnell
Book Club................................Roxy Butler
Bowling/Afternoon..................Heidi Johnson
Bowling/Evening.....................Tina Wade
Bunco.......................................Paul Murphy
Knitting & Crocheting.............Mary Packham
Golf..........................................Jan Syndes
Family Recipes........................Anne King
Lunch Bunch...........................Anne King

...Women of St. Charles
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October Saints and Days
1 26th Sunday Ordinary Time
2 The Holy Guardian Angels

4 St Francis of Assisi

5 [Bl Francis Xavier Seelos]*

6 [St Bruno; Bl Marie Rose Durocher]

7 Our Lady of the Rosary

8 27th Sunday Ordinary Time

9 [St Denis and Companions; St John

Leonardi]

11 [St John XXIII]

14 [St Callistus I]

15 28th Sunday Ordinary Time

16 [St Hedwig; St Margaret Mary Alacoque]

17 St Ignatius of Antioch

18 St Luke, Feast

19 Ss John de Brébeuf, Isaac Jogues

and Companions

20 St Paul of the Cross

22 29th Sunday Ordinary Time

23 [St John of Capistrano]

24 [St Anthony Mary Claret]

28 Ss Simon and Jude, Feast

29 30th Sunday Ordinary Time

31 All Hallows Eve
*brackets indicate an Optional Memorial
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5024 N.Grove, Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 73122

(405) 789-2595 ~ www.stcharlesokc.org

Organic gardening techniques are being used more and more. We are realizing that chemicals destroy the land
and the atmosphere for future generations. Let us all play a part by making good choices in our yard and garden.
Think about this! Do we need to have a weed free lawn or can we do without it? “Organic” means avoiding chemicals
and relying on the healthy ways to control pests.

When gathering leaves for the compost just remember not to include walnut leaves because they contain a
chemical that inhibits growth of many plants, especially tomatoes.

This summer I have enjoyed fresh cut flowers, but they never seem to last so I had to do
research. Mix a little bleach or an aspirin to the water. When a teaspoon of sugar and a few
pennies were added to the vase, the flowers perked up. The copper in the pennies helps kill
bacteria and the sugar provides nourishment. Just as important is to pluck the leaves below
the water line. Then every other day snip the stem on an angle, rinse the vase and refill
with room temperature water. Keep the blossoms away from heat and sun.

I am wondering if fall has come early. It is unusual for this time of the season to
be enjoying these cool and rainy days.

Don’t let the goblins frighten you!

Happy Halloween!

—Florence Botchlet

Florence says...

CHD

LB

We, your newsletter team, submit this issue with humility and thanks to God: Sue Bartlett, Florence
Botchlet, Karen Boughton, Michael Carpenter, Margene Earl, Kathy Judge, Monica Knudsen, Kathy
Marks, Andrea McCoy, Margaret Phipps, Charlene Smith.

Humilitas
il motto di San Carlo Borromeo!

Divine Mystery,
Giver of Grace,
Breath of Holiness,
guide me during times
of turmoil and deliver
me from discouragement.

Angels and Hosts of Saints,
intercede on behalf of
those who those injured,
physically and mentally,
in domestic and international
acts of violence.

Hear my prayers
for the fullness of joy
and the growth in faith
for the children of the world,
and the world,
who are the children of God.

Amen –mkj

Jesus...what can I give you in return
for all the favors you have conferred on
me? I will take from your hand the cup of
your sufferings...in truth I vow to you,
Jesus my Savior, that as far as I have the
strength I will never fail to accept the
grace of martyrdom, if some day in your
infinite mercy you should offer it to me...

–spiritual diaries, St John de Brébeuf


