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I have had an ongoing fascination with cemeteries since I was very young.
I loved walking through them on sunny fall Sunday afternoons. It was fun
exploring the grave stones for the oldest dates, putting pieces together to
inter-connect relatives, and seeing how families honored their lost children.
A little headstone with real marbles pressed into the rough concrete top

hooked me years ago. They were a deceased child’s humble toy.
Since those days, I’ve visited cemeteries across this country and in Europe

– always solemnly imagining the life stories and the history of their
inhabitants. My latest foray was the Catacombs in Rome.
On a personal level, little did I dream in my early years that I would also

have a child to honor and remember in our beautiful Kingfisher Cemetery.
During a visit to Kingfisher last spring I had a little extra time so I walked

through an area known as “the Catholic cemetery.” Having grown up in this
small, tight-knit farming community, I was immersed in my memories of so
many people I knew. I pictured their faces and felt their hard lives as they
struggled through the vagaries of life in Oklahoma’s hard times.
As I live through my seventh decade, I think how blessed I was to have

grown up in such a close, German and Czech immigrant Catholic
community, that stretched back to the 1800s. I appreciate now the little pats
on the head, the admonishments, listening to adults visit, tagging along and
wandering the cemetery after church while the adults paid their respects
(which sometimes became lengthy and we dared not interrupt or complain),
the shared joy of a good wheat crop, praying for rain, the sadness of all
during a family loss. Our lives were deeply grounded and the generations
intertwined, thanks to the honored tradition of sharing in weekly Sunday
Mass and practicing our faith.
I’ve had the solemn realization that these strong, hard-working people who

had been born to be farmers had a much greater influence on my life than I
ever realized. Their faith was their life and they valued it dearly! I’ve come
to understand that we learn the intrinsic value of life’s most important things
by example: love for one another, mutual respect, reverence, resilience and
the willingness to serve.
I salute all those good people who came before and who shaped each of us

in ways that were not spoken.
—by Barbara Smola

"The LORD is the portion of my inheritance and my cup . . . Indeed, my
heritage is beautiful to me." –Psalm 16: 5-6.

Ed. note: Kingfisher is a city in and the county seat of Kingfisher County, Oklahoma.
Established in 1889, the population is approximately 4,600. According to the Encyclopedia
of Oklahoma History and Culture, Kingfisher is now primarily a farming and bedroom
community for people employed in Enid and Oklahoma City. The town is located 50 miles
from Oklahoma City and 38 miles from Enid. Source: Adapted from Wikipedia.

“Thus it is written that the Messiah
would suffer and rise from the
dead on the third day and that

repentance, for the forgiveness of
sins, would be preached in his

name to all the nations, beginning
from Jerusalem. You are witnesses
of these things. And [behold] I am
sending the promise of my Father
upon you; but stay in the city until
you are clothed with power from

on high.”
–Luke 24: 46-49

Memorial Day–Honoring Those Who Came Before
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Jenny was a frail, deeply wrinkled, elderly lady, much
older than our church's low-income and homeless dinner
guests. Our church group from Lake Overholser Church
of the Nazarene served in the Bread of Life ministry
every Thursday night at Wiley Post Park in south OKC.
My husband and I have been a part of this rewarding
ministry for several years.
One spring night, the wind was blowing hard and

dinner was served outdoors. Jenny was thin, her coat
threadbare and her hands shaky. She was so small and
frail, I remember thinking the wind could blow her over.
Other dinner guests looked out for her, giving her a ride
or helping her with her plate. She was always thrilled
that we volunteers remembered her by name.
We did not see her for a few months. Concerned, we

asked around. Someone told us she was in a nursing
home in Bethany. A few of us volunteers visited her in
her new “home,” a place Adult Protective Services found
for her when someone reported she was living in a house
without running water. On her 80th birthday, we bought a
cake, candles and balloons and surprised her with a
mini-birthday celebration. She was overcome with
surprise and happiness. The staff confirmed our
suspicions that she had no living relatives or visitors.
I often made a mental note to see her when I grocery

shopped at Homeland, across the street from her
Medicaid nursing home. Often I was “too busy” and
skipped when I should have made the time. Finally the
day came—two or three weeks went by without seeing
her. I stopped in and asked for her. The nurses’ faces
fell. “Jenny died last week,” they said. “But there will be
a funeral in a few days.”
I made note of the Midwest City gravesite and found a

Bread of Life volunteer, my friend Carol, to come along.
On a cold, windy day, we drove across town and
shivered in a funeral home tent. We were sad, knowing a
few details of her life; a home on the south side where
she longed to return, a long-ago career as a hospital
cafeteria manager, a family. There were her losses: her
husband and son, a house she was unable to keep
repaired.
We were stunned to discover we were the only two

people in attendance besides the undertaker, the minister
and a nurse. Carol said, “It was kind of shocking. A life
well-lived–and no one was there.”
The minister gave a short, simple yet profound eulogy

before the small bronze urn containing her ashes.
Despite the circumstances, we were spiritually

comforted. Carol said, “That is one of those things that is
life-changing. I think it suddenly grounds you in
eternity.”
We will never forget our dear friend Jenny. Carol said,

“I still miss Jenny. She was a mystery to me. Who knew
what her life held. Being there for her really made me
feel the importance of community. It’s good for us to
care for others. Especially when they have no means of
returning that care other than a genuine smile at seeing
you.”
Learn it on my dime. If you have an elderly friend or

relative in a nursing home, visit them as often as you
can. They will appreciate it. You might discover you
need them as much or more than they need you.

––Monica Knudsen

Attending Funerals is a Ministry: Two Funerals
Jenny

Albert Michael Hinton
Last February, Deacon Dennis Frazier officiated at a

funeral of a man whom he said was “extremely generous
with what he had and didn’t have very much.” Homeless
for a short time at the end of his life, Mr. Hinton was, in
his last years, a handyman who had worn many colorful
hats during his 67 years: a professor, a Vietnam War
veteran, a world traveler who visited 135 countries, an
excellent cook, a resident of England and an early
Beatles fan, a VA police officer at the Veteran’s Medical
Center in Oklahoma City.
His obituary said “charismatic is a word often used to

describe him and his exuberant passion for the Catholic
faith.” He expressed that fervor in unusual ways. Kay
said, “He was different than most people. If ‘Amen!’
was appropriate or not, he would yell out in church
‘Amen!’ real loud.” “He was a character,” said Deacon
Frazier. “He was a magnet to people. They were drawn
to him and he to them.”
Known to just about everyone in Edmond, he was

loved by all. His funeral was held at Chapel Hill
Cemetery. He attended St. John’s in Edmond or old St.
Joseph’s Cathedral, depending on where he was living at
the time.
Not knowing much about the deceased or how he died,

and fearing a low turnout, Deacon Frazier asked
parishioner and parish office volunteer, Kay Lieber to
come along. Kay also invited her sister Karen. Kay said,
“It was unbelievable. It was the most beautiful funeral I
have ever attended. There are no words to say. We cried

continued next page . . .
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. . . continued
Albert Michael Hinton

More on Red Plains Oblates
The Red Plains Oblates of Mount St. Scholastica meet

every 2nd Saturday at 12:30 to 3:00 pm at St. Charles, in the
office building in room A/B. We typically provide coffee
and members bring simple snacks.
We begin the meeting with an abbreviated form of the

Divine Office for Vespers. When we read the Gospel (for
the following Sunday's mass) we reflect and share within
the Lectio Divina format. This is a way of combining a
form of the Divine Office and the Sacred Reading of
Scripture of Lectio Divina–both basic to Benedictine
life. Once we complete this we take a short break and then
have a group discussion on what we have been reading/
reflecting on within the past month. Our goal is to deepen
and widen our individual spirituality, while applying what
we learn to the greater community. St. Benedict instructed
us to "Listen with the ear of our heart." We learn how to do
that. We learn how to go deeper within ourselves to listen to
God's instructions and to be enveloped by God's healing
love.
Within the meetings we listen to each other with

reverence and treat all sharing with confidentiality. We
become a community of persons bonded by our shared
commitment to seek God, within community.
We invite anyone interested in deepening their

spirituality within the current context of their daily
lives. Our group is open to women and men of all ages and
any denomination. A new person is under no obligation to
become an Oblate to the Benedictine Sisters of Mount St.
Scholastica in Atchison, KS. There are several
opportunities each year to go to Atchison to be with the
Sisters.

—contributed by Judith Martin
jmmartinosb@yahoo.com

through the whole thing. We were honored to be there.
We were going there for a man we didn’t know and
didn’t know he would mean so much to us when we left.
Fifty or so people were in attendance. There were

veterans groups and a patriot guard. One mourner wrote,
“Michael from where you are you know how much we
love you and how we will never be able to repay your
many prayers and kindnesses through the years. Walk
with us and pray for us until we meet again.”
Mr. Hinton was laid to rest through the Dignity

Memorial Homeless Veteran Burial Program. Deacon
Frazier said, “Perhaps it is the Lenten season. He meant
a lot to a lot of people, someone who was homeless and
had quite a story.”
Kay said, “He didn’t need me but we needed him” and

she told Deacon Frazier, “thank you for inviting me.”
We are impressed by numbers. Whether there are fifty,

five hundred, five or no one at a funeral, God’s perpetual
light shines on all and His love is never measured by the
world’s standards.
“O death, where is your victory? O death, where is

your sting?” 1 Corinthians 15:55

—by Kay Lieber, Deacon Dennis Frazier
and Monica Knudsen

6 There's a fine line between a numerator and a
denominator.
Only a fraction of people will find this funny.

6 Every single morning I get hit by the same bike.
It's a vicious cycle.

6 My Dad said to me, "Son, I wanted you to know
you were adopted."
I shouted, "You're kidding! Really?"
He said, "Yes. Get your things together, they're
coming to pick you up in an hour."

6 I used to be a narcissist.
But now look at me.

6 My friend has got a butler who only has one arm.
Serves him right.
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My father Jack W. O'Meara died at the age of 49, leav-
ing my mother Margaret with six children, five girls and
one boy, ages 27, 24, 21, 17, 14, and 8. Patty was the
oldest, Michelle was the youngest and I was 24. Our on-
ly brother Jack J. was 17 years old and a junior in high
school. Dad was diagnosed in January with aggressive
lung cancer and he passed away four months later on the
10th of May, 1965. A few weeks ago my sister Maggie
(who was then 21) was visiting me and we were looking
at old family photos and memorabilia. I opened our dad's
funeral memorial book. There were a number of letters
and newspaper clippings my mother received at the time,
and a folded piece of paper was among them. I opened it
and, to my surprise, it was a poem my brother had writ-
ten and recited at our dad's funeral fifty-three years ago.
Reading this reminded me of what a special young man
my brother was at seventeen, the man he came to be, and
what he had accomplished by his own early death.
As a high schooler I performed in as many plays and

variety shows as I could. It was my favorite thing. Jack,
who was 8 years younger, was my biggest fan. He knew
then he wanted to perform someday. He grew to love
words, the sounds, the meanings, the suggestions, the
music, But reading did not come easy for him. He was
dyslexic when no one knew much about it..
He and my sister Rita, who was two years younger,

were students at St. Patrick's Catholic School. Jack want-
ed to be a lector, but he was passed over when others
were chosen to read at children's Masses. He stayed after
school one day to ask the Sister who taught him why this
happened, She said it was because he could not read well
enough. “If I memorize. the words, can I do it?” he
asked. She said yes, impressed by his eagerness but
probably wondering if he would be able to do it. He
memorized the Scripture passage and recited it in church
with unexpected feeling and expression. He could do it.
At Bishop McGuinness Jack was involved in student

government and every possible live performance. After
highschool Jack earned bachelor and Master of Fine Arts
degrees in theatre at the University of Oklahoma. He
was also in ROTC and was teaching at OU and Mum-
mers Theatre. After graduation he served in the US
Army in Indianapolis and taught communications to of-
ficers. He also worked in professional dinner theatre,
serving as producer, actor and manager.
He returned to Oklahoma in 1981 with a big dream–

eager to someday help people to know and love his fa-
vorite playwright, William Shakespeare. He worked in
television for a couple years then met just the person to

help make that happen, Kathryn Huey. Kathryn was a
graduate of New York University with a Master of Fine
Arts degree in acting. She too was an Oklahoma City na-
tive and a devotee of classical theatre and Shakespeare.
They found they shared the same dream and worked tire-
lessly to give it life. In the summer of 1985 Oklahoma
Shakespeare in the Park (OSP) made its first appearance
in E.C. Hafer Park in Edmond and it was an immediate
success. In that first summer season admission was free
and OSP entertained some 6,000 patrons. Jack was the
executive producer and number one promoter, Kathryn
was the artistic director. One of Jack’s greatest gifts was
his ability to communicate his dream to others. He was
fully convinced that classical theatre could not only sur-
vive but thrive in his home state. Jack and Kathryn pre-
sented the Bard's works with emotion, realism, excite-
ment and spontaneity. Shakespearean English came to
life.
OSP experienced great growth and enthusiastic sup-

port from the City of Edmond, the Edmond Arts Coun-
cil, and the people of Edmond. Word spread and flocks
of people came with their families, lawn chairs, picnic
baskets and wine coolers and feasted on the beauty of
Shakespeare. Jack and Kathryn also developed the
Young Company for students. They provided year round
classes and the Young Company performed its own
plays and had small parts in the main performances. OSP
has played a positive role in the lives of many young
people over the years. Oklahoma City’s mayor-elect
David Holt was a member of the Young Company as a
student and is a past president of OSP.
In January, 1989 Jack was diagnosed with advanced

stage Pancreatic Cancer. He was given approximately
six months to live. It was a shock to us all. He continued
to take an active role in OSP as long as he could. His last
performance was that July. He was Polonius in Hamlet,
a major role. He was quite sick and could hardly walk,
but he gathered himself up to be Polonius. Jack and
Kathryn were married on September 9, 1989 in Hafer
Park.. Jack was upbeat and positive to the end. He was
an amazing man. He told me the last week before he
died that he never expected to live a long life. I imagine
that is why he lived every day to the fullest.

Jack J. O'Meara–He Gave Good Cheer

continued next page . . .
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Jack J. O’Meara passed into eternal life at the age of
41, on November 22, 1989, the day before Thanksgiv-
ing. The poem he wrote for our dad in 1965 could have
been written for himself.

Good Cheer
by Jack J. O'Meara

I knew a man that did
have but a short time to live.
He knew his time was near;

To all he met he gave good cheer.

He loved this life with zeal.
His fear of death was real.
He knew his time was near;

to all he met he gave good cheer

His pain was great and burning.
For his wife and family he was yearning.

He knew his time was near;
to all he met he gave good cheer.

The priest who came to his painful side
knew that in God he did abide.
He knew his time was near;

to all he met he gave good cheer.

Amen!! Glory be to God.

This year Oklahoma Shakespeare in the Park will celebrate its
34th season thanks to the commitment and tenacity of Jack’s
co-founder and beloved wife Kathryn O’Meara McGill.
Through many challenges she has continued to foster their
dream. She told me she feels Jack’s presence every day.

You can learn more about OSP on their website (okla-
homashakespeare.com). It states “Oklahoma Shakespeare in the
Park’s story is an epic worthy of the Bard. In the midst of fires
and floods, the company has continued to grow and is today
one of Oklahoma’s most treasured assets.”

—Kathleen Marks

6 What would bears be without bees?
Ears.

6 When is a door not a door?
When it's ajar.

6 What's E.T. short for?
He's got little legs.

. . . continued
He Gave Good Cheer

Laura Griffin–1962
Mary Hillard–1963
Louise Feuerborn–1964
Lola Wilmes–1965
Mary Manley–1966
Kathleen Eklund–1967
Jerry Julian–1968
Lois Olson–1969
Virginia Murphy–1970
Ruby Determan–1971
Ida Botchlet–1972
Frances Dinger–1973
Ruth Kulmacz–1974
Zofia Schmidt–1975
Virginia Gramly–1976
Virginia Bird–1977
Judy Determan–1978
Bunny Peoples–1979
Donna Riess–1980
Carol Hetherington–1981
Jean Rosenhamer–1982
Joanne Stuever–1983
Genevieve Kenny–1984
Josephine Ruzicka–1985
Mary Ann Heinen–1986
Darlene Roberts–1987
Catherine Mejdrech–1988
Mary Kubiak– 989

Alvina Gibbs–1990
Oneta Smith–1991
Alice Chappell–1994
Mary Heffron–1995
Teddy Devero–1996
Connie Cronin–1997
Gloria Criser–1998
Joanne Forgue–1999
Elnora Cullinan–2000
Bea Cutillo–2001
Lura Ayling–2002
Pat McAboy–2003
Donna Morley–2004
Lue Morrissey–2005
Bernice Martin–2006
Mary Wittrock–2007
Dotty Matty–2008
Florence Botchlet–2009
Betty Temple–2010
Carmen Leon–2011
Mary Packham–2012
Charlene Smith–2013
Kay Lieber–2014
Barbara Elter–2015
Anne King–2016
Dorothy Taylor–2017
Doris Stone–2018

Woman of Achievement
Archdiocesan Council of Catholic Women

Since 1949, this award has honored Catholic women
for their voluntary contributions to their parishes and
community. Our Parish has honorees dating back to
1962.
Thank you to Karen Flores, parish Administrative Assistant, for
her sleuthing through history and efficient record keeping to
provide this list.
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Parish Life
Baptisms-March
Kamila Ortiz

New Parishioners-March
Ana Flores

Alejandro and Leticia Reyes
Jose and Marisol Rodriguez
Alberto and Juana Morales
George and Dolamma Joy

Socorro Casanova
Joel and Patricia Garcia

Aron and Norma Rodriguez
Rudi and Chelcie Deleon
Juan and Alejandra Valle

Samantha Flores

Anniversaries-May
May Anniv.
02nd Joshua and Cecilia Bridge 11th

09th Marvin and Jean Conway 59th

Ted and Georgette Dion 65th

Alan and Sharon Wood 20th

12th John and Judy Click 51st

14th Donald and Catherine Keefe 52nd

17th David and Tama Wilson 32nd

19th Frank and Anna Evans 45th

20th Richard and Linda Clark 51st

22nd Thomas and Kathleen Steece 36th

24th Lance and Valerie Lassiter 21st

28th Marcelo and Liliana Sauceda
Sutanto and Naomi Subianto 36th

Chris and Erika Vandersypen 24th

6 I, for one, like Roman numerals.

6 Why was the little ink drop crying?
Because his mother was in the pen and he didn't
know how long the sentence would be.

The same letters appear in each of these words . . .
Listen
Silent

If we wish to listen we must first be silent.
–Contributed by Sister Rose Marie Gallatin

Yikes!! My how time is flying by so fast. As I write this,
Palm Sunday is approaching and Lent is almost over. My
mom always said the older you get the faster time goes.
Now I am believing it!
I love it when the days are warm and not hot, but I am

not fond of days like today when you look out the window
and it looks so warm and you go out the front door and it is
32 degrees in the morning! I am truly ready for spring this
year. I didn’t say summer because I cannot stand the heat.
Thanks again for all you do to get the Humilitas written,

printed and out to us.
Have a fantastic week!

—Florence Botchlet

Florence says . . .



May Crowning at St. Charles: May 2nd

Graduation: May 23rd





*brackets indicate an Optional Memorial

May Saints and Days
01 [St. Joseph the Worker]
02 St. Athanasius, Bishop, Doctor,Memorial
03 Ss. Philip & James, Apostles, Feast
05 Cinco de Mayo
06 Sixth Sunday of Easter
10 [USA: St. Damien de Veuster, Priest]
12 [Ss. Nereus & Achilleus, Martyrs; St. Pancras, Martyr]
13 The Ascension of the Lord , Solemnity (7th Sunday of Easter),

Mother's Day
14 St. Matthias, Apostle, Feast
15 [USA: St. Isidore]
18 [St. John I, Pope and Martyr]
20 Pentecost Sunday, Solemnity
21 [St. Christopher Magallanes, Priest, & Companions, Martyrs]
22 [St. Rita of Cascia, Religious]
25 [St. Bede the Venerable, Priest and Doctor;

St. Gregory VII, Pope; St. Mary Magdalene de' Pazzi, Virgin]
26 St. Philip Neri, Priest
27 Sunday of The Most Holy Trinity, Solemnity
28 Memorial Day
31 The Visitation of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Feast

7

c. 296–May 2, 373
Bishop and Doctor

Phenomenal defender of the
Faith

c.672–May 25, 735
Priest and Doctor, Patron of

Scholars. Died in 735 praying his
favorite prayer: "Glory be to the
Father, and to the Son, and to the
Holy Spirit. As in the beginning,

so now, and forever."

The fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace,
patience, kindness, generosity,

faithfulness, gentleness, self-control.
Against such there is no law.

Now those who belong to Christ Jesus
have crucified their flesh

with its passions and desires.
If we live in the Spirit,

let us also follow the Spirit.
–Gal. 5: 22-25



These interesting folks have spent nine months
studying the tenets of our faith and were united with the
Church at the Easter Vigil in April. Over and over they
cite the strong sense of community at our parish as one
thing that attracted them to the Catholic faith. Please
give them a warm welcome if you meet them at Mass or
at a parish activity. Welcome one and all, to our St.
Charles family. Thank you to Hector Romo and Deacon
Bill King and their volunteers for shepherding this
group.

! John Chavarria works in retail and likes the
community of St. Charles. His family was an influence
in attracting him to the Catholic faith. His hobbies are
biking, hiking, and outdoor events. His sponsor is
Mandy Chavarria.

! Erick D. works for a logistics company and says, “I
like the community and the way the church is together.”
He felt an attraction to the faith through “my family and
the community around the church.” He is Oklahoma
born and raised, has three sisters and loves to travel and
watch sports.

! John Falconer is retired and grew up in Stuart,
Florida. He has six children, sixteen grandchildren, two
great-grandchildren and two more on the way! He loves
to travel and has traveled extensively throughout the
United States. He says his wife was the inspiration for
becoming a Catholic. The priests and people of the
parish have been very welcoming. His sponsor is Anna
Schrack.

! Vince Gunter was born in South Carolina at Fort
Jackson Army base. He was a military kid who moved
frequently. He has one son and one stepdaughter to be.
He will also become a grandparent this year! He is
looking forward to taking communion with his future
wife at their wedding. He wants to “provide a strong
family belief in God and lead my family in faith.” He
likes “the feeling that I get when I am here, family and
friends.” His sponsor is Valerie Sauls.

! Kari Hernandez is an office assistant who was born
in Garden City, Kansas and raised in Menard, Texas.
Her hobbies are softball, reading and crafting. She has
two daughters, ages 12 and 20. She has two sisters and
three brothers. When asked what she likes about St.
Charles she said, “The parish has been very welcoming
and I feel very comfortable here.” What attracted her to
the faith? She said, “I have been around the Catholic
faith since 1997 and have just recently decided that it’s
time to fully embrace the faith.” Her sponsor is Dorothy
Taylor.

! Carolyn Lopez works in retail. She was born and
raised in Oklahoma City. Her husband is Ricardo and
they have one son. Her sponsor is Martha Lopez
Hernandez.

! Maria Martinez was born in North Carolina and
raised in Oklahoma. She has three brothers and enjoys
running and watching The Flash. She also says she
enjoys the friendly people in our parish. Her sponsor is
Maria Chavez.

! Sergio Monteiro is a college professor of music at
OCU. He was born and raised in Rio de Janeiro, Brazil.
He likes St. Charles’ proximity to his home, loves the
music at our parish, the pastors and the community. The
liturgy, communion and the traditions attracted him to
the Catholic faith. It was the church of his parents as
well. His hobbies are movies and reading. His fiancé is
also a professional musician. He is a pianist and she
plays the flute. His sponsor is Bob Scheer.

! Philip Tetherow works in sales and says he likes
“the laid back and welcoming community. He was born
and raised in Tulsa and his hobbies are working on cars,
camping, reading, gaming and listening to music. The
Catholic faith “has always been the faith of my family
and I know it adheres most closely to the teachings of
Christ.” His sponsor is Doug Holsted.

! Francisco Vazquez likes the “very friendly people”
of St. Charles. He was born in Houston and raised in
Oklahoma. He has six siblings and his hobbies are sports
and his work. His sponsor is Luis Valdez.

Welcome These Folks to St. Charles Parish
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6 How much does a pirate pay for corn?
A buccaneer.

6 What do a dog and a phone have in common?
They both have collar ID.

6 What did the fisherman say to the magician?
Pick a cod, any cod

6 How do you stop moles digging in your garden?
Hide the spade.

6 Not all math puns are bad.
Just sum.



Bring Flowers of the Rarest
(The Crowning Hymn)
1871 by Mary E. Walsh

1. Bring flowers of the rarest
bring blossoms the fairest,
from garden and woodland
and hillside and dale;

our full hearts are swelling,
our glad voices telling
the praise of the loveliest
flower of the vale!

refrain:
O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today,
Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May,

O Mary! we crown thee with blossoms today,
Queen of the Angels, Queen of the May.

2. Our voices ascending,
In harmony blending,

Oh! Thus may our hearts turn
Dear Mother, to thee;

Oh! Thus shall we prove thee
How truly we love thee,
How dark without Mary
Life's journey would be.

refrain . . .

3. O Virgin most tender,
Our homage we render,
Thy love and protection,
Sweet Mother, to win;
In danger defend us,
In sorrow befriend us,
And shield our hearts
From contagion and sin.

refrain . . .

4. Of Mothers the dearest,
Oh, wilt thou be nearest,
When life with temptation

Is darkly replete?
Forsake us, O never!
Our hearts be they ever
As Pure as the lilies
We lay at thy feet.

refrain . . .
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Preparing for the May
Crowning procession each
spring at St. Raphael’s, the
church of my childhood, was a
monumental and joyful task.
My imagination may be filling
in some of the details, but this
is what I remember most. We
practiced “Immaculate Mary”
and “Hail, Holy Queen” until
we knew the lyrics by heart.
We girls put on our spring
dresses and white tights, the
boys their scratchy Sunday
shirts and ties. We practiced
“processing” with dignity and
grace and with as few wiggles
and squirms as our young bod-

ies could manage. Some lucky second-grade girl would be cho-
sen to crown Mary, not based on merit, but rather based entirely
on whether she fit into the dress one of the local women had
made for the ceremony many years earlier.
The rest of the children at St. Raphael’s were assigned a very

simple but very important role in the procession: we were each
charged with bringing one flower to place at Mary’s feet. We
would literally cover the area around her in flowers, pretty much
the most charming and romantic expression my young heart
could imagine.
With as much pageantry and pomp as a farming community

church could muster, we processed away, singing our “Ave
Maria” and crowning our Mary while the angels kept us compa-
ny. I imagined angels turned out in especially big numbers for
Marian events, those “singing seraphim” that seemed often to ap-
pear in Mary’s songs. I still think of that church as filled with an-
gels, country angels, angels meant to protect country people,
whose days were spent in labor over soil and crops and barnyard
animals. Simple angels for simple people, scrubbed squeaky-
clean for Mary and the Mass. I still remember the aroma of flow-
ers, the coolness of the spring air, the lightness of spirit that lin-
gered. The promise of everything made new.
May Crowning marked a new spiritual season. Our Mary,

queen of heaven and earth, lifted us right out of the last long,
cold days of winter and firmly planted our hearts in the warm
and promising soil of spring.

–fromMay Crowning, Mass, and Merton: 50 Reasons I Love Being Catholic
by Elizabeth Kelly, www.emkbooks.com
with permission of the author and courtesy Loyola Press

Elizabeth Kelly is the author of six books, including
Jesus Approaches: What Contemporary Women Can Learn
about Healing, Freedom and Joy from the Women of the New
Testament, and the Jesus Approaches Study Supplement

A May Crowning

May Crowning at St. Charles: May 2nd
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Humilitas



Certainly, the most famous Last Supper art is that of
Leonardo Da Vinci. Many other depictions of the event
came before or after, but the intense portrayals of the
figures of the Apostles catch our attention. The picture
does not portray, however, the institution of the
Eucharist, but rather the reaction of the Twelve to Jesus
revelation of his imminent betrayal by one of them. We
can use the positioning and gestures from this piece to
consider other depictions of the Last Supper, as any
depictions flow from the Gospels’ characterizations of
the participants, along with tradition.
The south window of stained glass at St. Charles

depicts the institution of the Sacrament. The characters
respond in appropriate ways. By their demeanor and
placement, we may try to understand who is whom, and
what their response is. Dialogue with the atelier of
Gabriel Loire (the deceased artist of the glass) has not
uncovered a precise idea of the artist as to who is who,
but given the work of Leonardo and others, we can
speculate. Let’s start with the first Apostles—Andrew,
James and Peter. They would appear to be the three
figures closest to Christ. Peter would seem to be on the
left of Jesus as we look at the picture, his face turned
upward, toward Christ, but also toward Heaven. His
expression is mercurial, we are not sure whether he is
certain about what is going on. This fits with what
happens later that night, his denial for Jesus, and then his
breakdown after, because he really wants to “get it.” I’ve
always thought of him as a sort of Ernest Borgnine,
(youngsters, Google), a great hearted person who looks
to heaven for answers, and to his Master.
In Leonardo’s work Andrew is holding out his hands

in surprise, needing more information. I think he is

depicted in our glass second to the right as we look at the
glass. We do not see his hands, but his gaze is solid, sort
of into the distance. The shadow on his eyes connotes
deep thought. The surprise is over. The understanding is
beginning to flow. He had to have noticeable and long
lasting gifts to be called first, and to drop everything and
follow. Here he may be gathering himself for both the
immediate future and the long term. Next to him in the
frame is James, I think, hand to his heart. He looks down
in an attitude of reverence. He is listening to the words,
soaking up their meaning. As another of the first called,
he can do that. He has the gifts to still get the full effect.
He understands, unquestioning. He has been around
Jesus long enough that his faith is full.
It is tempting to go on, and profile the rest of the

Apostles now, but it is better to leave a piece at a time, to
give us time to go over to the window and contemplate,
maybe even speculate. A little bit about the art, though.
Notice all the diagonal lines and the positioning of the
bodies and faces. Christ is at the center of those. There is
an allusion to the Trinity in the triangles that help make
up the light blue table. Christ is in red; the Eucharist, in
gold. There are loaves and a fish in the lower right hand
corner, symbols of a previous and predicting miracle.
The only line that moves away from Christ is Judas’
back.
Keep in mind this is art and open to speculation, based

on scripture and tradition. There are no set rules, and you
may be inspired to a different understanding. I hope that
whatever speaks to you is deep and profound, and a
blessing. I think the artist would say the same.

—Deacon William Gorden

Stained Glass of St. Charles—South Window

6 The guy who invented throat lozenges died last week.
There was no coffin at the funeral.

6 I bought a dog off a blacksmith today.
As soon as I got it home it made a bolt for the door.

6 I built an electric fence around my property yesterday.
My neighbor is dead against it.
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