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The Pastor Jots It Down…  
 

My dear parishioners of St. John Bosco, 
 

 Greetings in Our Lord and in the Blessed Virgin as we celebrate Ascension Sunday and 
remember Our Blessed Lady, Mary, the Help of Christians.   
 

 Since the 24th this year falls on the Solemnity of the Ascension, the liturgical celebration 
of Mary Help of Christians is transferred to tomorrow. Though as members of Don Bosco’s 
Salesian Family, we can fittingly remember Mary, the co-foundress of our Salesian Family 
both today (traditionally) and tomorrow (liturgically). 
 

 We can recall Don Bosco’s great devotion and confidence in our Blessed Lady.  He 
would frequently advise: “In all dangers, turn to Mary.” He would always encourage his  
students to make a lifelong practice of the three Hail Marys before retiring at night.  When 
Dominic Savio appeared to Don Bosco several years after his death, Don Bosco tells us that 
Dominic told him “that what he did for Mary in his lifetime brought him the greatest satisfac-
tion at the moment of his death.”  Mary was with him at the moment of his death. Wow, to 
have Our Heavenly Mother with us when we die to escort us into eternal life! What a blessing! 
  

 As we celebrate, Our Lord’s Ascension into heaven.  My mind goes to Mark and Luke’s 
account of this in their gospels.  My mind also goes to the hours before my father died. 
 

 We usually tend to treasure the final words of a loved one. As the family gathered 
around Dad, he called each of us, children and grandchildren, by name. Then he went on to 
say: “I love you all.  I’m sorry for keeping you all up so late.” I will always treasure those 
words of Dad which speak to my heart about Dad’s love, care and concern. 
 

 The last words of Jesus before He ascended to heaven are also last words which we 
should treasure: a command and a promise. 
 

 The command: “Go forth and make disciples of all nations…Baptize…and Teach them 
all I have commanded you.” 
 

 The promise: “Know that I am with you always.” 
 

 Jesus calls each and every one of us to 
share our faith, to evangelize, to be missionary 
disciples and he promises to be with us as we 
carry out our mission. 
 

 We all have – and – are stories of faith.   
 

 May this dual celebration re-ignite in us 
the fire of God’s love and with the help of Jesus 
and Mary to boldly live our faith and carry out 
Jesus’ command to invite others to share the 
great treasure of our Catholic faith. 
 

God love you! 
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 nce upon a time there lived a stonecutter, who went everyday to 
a great rock in the side of a big mountain and cut out slabs for grave-
stones or for houses. He understood very well the kinds of stones 
wanted for the different purposes, and as he was a careful workman 
he had plenty of customers. For a long time he was quite happy and 
contented, and asked for nothing better than what he had.

Now in the mountain dwelt a spirit which now and then appeared to 
men, and helped them in many ways to become rich and prosperous. 
The stonecutter, however, had never seen this spirit, and only shook 
his head, with an unbelieving air, when anyone spoke of it. But a 
time was coming when he learned to change his opinion.

One day the stonecutter carried a gravestone to the house of a rich 
man, and saw there all sorts of beautiful things, of which he had 
never even dreamed. Suddenly his daily work seemed to grow harder 
and heavier, and he said to himself: “Oh, if only I were a rich man, 
and could sleep in a bed with silken curtains and golden tassels, 
how happy I should be!”

And a voice answered him: “Your wish is heard; a rich man you shall 
be!”

At the sound of the voice the stonecutter looked around, but could 
see nobody. He thought it was all his fancy, and picked up his tools 
and went home, for he did not feel inclined to do any more work 
that day. But when he reached the little house where he lived, he 
stood still with amazement, for instead of his wooden hut was a 
stately palace filled with splendid furniture, and most splendid of 
all was the bed, in every respect like the one he had envied. He was 
nearly beside himself with joy, and in his new life the old one was 
soon forgotten.

It was now the beginning of summer, and each day the sun blazed 
more fiercely. One morning the heat was so great that the stone-
cutter could scarcely breathe, and he determined he would stop at 
home till the evening. He was rather dull, for he had never learned 
how to amuse himself, and was peeping through the closed blinds 
to see what was going on in the street, when a little carriage passed 
by, drawn by servants dressed in blue and silver. In the carriage sat a 
prince, and over his head a golden umbrella was held, to protect him 
from the sun’s rays.

T
he

 S
to

ne
cu

tte
r O



“Oh, if I were only a prince!” said the stonecutter to himself, as the carriage vanished around the 
corner. “Oh, if I were only a prince, and could go in such a carriage and have a golden 
umbrella held over me, how happy I should be!”

And a prince he was. Before his carriage rode one company of men and another behind it; servants 
dressed in scarlet and gold bore him along, the coveted umbrella was held over his head, everything 
his heart could desire was his. But yet it was not enough. He looked around still for something 
to wish for, and when he saw that in spite of the water he poured on the grass the rays of the sun 
scorched it, and that in spite of the umbrella held over his head each day his face grew browner and 
browner, he cried in his anger: “The sun is mightier than I; oh, if I were only the sun!”

And the mountain spirit answered: “Your wish is heard; the sun you shall be.”

And the sun he was, and felt himself proud in his power. He shot his beams above and below, on 
earth and in heaven; he burnt up the grass in the fields and scorched the faces of princes as well as 
of poorer folk. But in a short time he began to grow tired of his might, for there seemed nothing 
left for him to do. Discontent once more filled his soul, and when a cloud covered his face, and hid 
the earth from him, he cried in his anger: “Does the cloud hold captive my rays, and is it 
mightier than I? Oh, that I were a cloud, and mightier than any!”

And the mountain spirit answered: “Your wish is heard; a cloud you shall be!”

And a cloud he was, and lay between the sun and the earth. He caught the sun’s beams and held 
them, and to his joy the earth grew green again and flowers blossomed. But that was not enough 
for him, and for days and week he poured forth rain till the rivers overflowed their banks, and the 
crops of rice stood in water. Towns and villages were destroyed by the power of the rain, only the 
great rock on the mountainside remained unmoved. The cloud was amazed at the sight, and cried in 
wonder: “Is the rock, then, mightier than I? Oh, if I were only the rock!”

And the mountain spirit answered; “Your wish is heard; the rock you shall be!”

And the rock he was, and gloried in his power. Proudly he stood, and neither the heat of the sun 
nor the force of the rain could move him. “This is better than all!” he said to himself. But one day 
he heard a strange noise at his feet, and when he looked down to see what it could be, he saw a 
stonecutter driving tools into his surface. Even while he looked a trembling feeling ran all through 
him, and a great block broke off and fell upon the ground. Then he cried in his wrath: “Is a mere 
child of earth mightier than a rock? Oh, if I were only a man!”

And the mountain spirit answered: “Your wish is heard. A man once more you shall be!”

And a man he was, and in the sweat of his brow he toiled again at his trade of stone cutting. His 
bed was hard and his food scanty, but he had learned to be satisfied with it, and did not long to 
be something or somebody else. And as he never asked for things he did not have, or desired to be 
greater and mightier than other people, he was happy at last, and never again heard the voice of the 
mountain spirit.

•Source: Andrew Lang, The Crimson Fairy Book (London: Longmans, Green, and Company,
1903), pp. 192-97.



 

 

   Mass Intentions  
 

          May 23 8:00am +Maria Tran Thi Niem 

            5:00pm +Paul Louis Nguyen Dinh Dzung 

   +Jacqueline G. Guillot 

   +Vicente Nguyen Van Ky 

   +Peter John Paul Nguyen 

   +Joseph Lai Duc Anh 

   +Souls in Purgatory 

   +Fr. Michael Fraser 

   +Cheryl Perry Smith 

   +Peter Jimmy Pham, AOD 5/21 

   +John Baptist Tuan Nguyen 

          May 24 7:30am +Vernon Guillot 

   Thanksgiving to St. Jude 

   +DeBlanc Family 

   +Bill Fishel 

   Happy Birthday Vincent T. Bui 

   +Anna Tran Thi Phuong 

   +Vu Ngoc Huyen 

            9:00am Parishioners of St. John Bosco 

  11:00am +Charles & Genevieve Darsey 

  5:00pm +Penelope Solis 

          May 25 7:00am +Guillermo Q. Abdon, Jr., MOB 

          May 26 7:00am +Fr. Don Delaney, sdb 

          May 27 7:00am +Robert Penn, AOD 

          May 28 7:00am +Malcolm McNeely 

          May 29 7:00am +Happy Birthday Michael Ha 

          May 30 8:00am Parishioners of St. John Bosco 

  5:00pm +Jacqueline G. Guillot 

   +Peter John Paul Nguyen 

   +Joseph Lai Duc Anh 

   +Souls in Purgatory 

   +Peter Jimmy Pham 

   +John Baptist Tuan Nguyen 

   +Estelle Allen, AOD 

   +Ronald Landry 

   +Abdon & Quiaoit Families 

   +Joseph Vu Quoc Tuan 

   +Theresa Cindy Cao 

   +Maria Tran Thi Niem 

          May 31 7:30am +Douglas Ferrer, AOD 

            9:00am Parishioners of St. John Bosco 

  11:00am +Paul Louis Nguyen Dinh Dzung 

   Happy Birthday Vincent T. Bui 

   +Anna Tran Thi Phuong 

   +Vu Ngoc Huyen 

   Happy Birthday Deacon Kevin Steel 

   +Willie Lonon 

   +Tina B. Green 

  5:00pm +Penelope Solis 
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is in memory of 
 

Estelle & William Allen 
Memory of Death 

B   W  
 

Celebration of the Eucharist  
is in memory of 

 

Estelle & William Allen 

Submissions to the Parish Bulletin are welcome.  
Please submit all material at  
least ten (10) days prior to 

office@saintjohnboscochurch.org. 

Vocation Prayer Intention 
 

 
May 22-28  

please pray for  
Br. Joshua Sciullo,  

Br. Ky Nguyen, and  
Br. Branden Gordon.  

 
Br. Josh received the Ministry of Lector in  
Jerusalem. Br. Ky has been approved for the 
Ministry of Acolyte. Br. Branden has been  
approved for the Ministry of Lector.  




