
 

 

     Why Share? 

Have you ever heard someone say that their relationship with God is private and 

personal or might you have said that to someone yourself? Or have you ever heard 

someone say that miracles only happened in the days of Jesus; they don’t happen today. 

I wonder what makes people think that way? Might it be because we have never 

personally witnessed a miracle? Has our world demanding constant  verification and absolute proof  blinded us 

to seeing the miracles in our lives? Has our desire to connect with others and 

discover how God is at work in their lives been dulled and buried? And, is 

there something causing us to be timid about sharing our experiences with 

God? Would sharing about God’s action and influence in our lives call to 

question our independence and ability to succeed in the world?   

All Saints Parish is producing this newsletter to create a forum for our 

parishioners to share about their experiences with God: the miracles that 

have transformed them, the people God has sent who have touched their 

hearts, the peace and comfort they have known, the loving joy that God has 

bestowed upon them, and the insights that  God has blessed them with.  The 

contributors, simply children of God like you and me, share these stories not 

to call attention to themselves, but to glorify our amazing God . They hope 

also to offer you a peek at God in action in their lives. We hope that their 

glimpses help to further illuminate God in your heart or in your lives.  

         

          - Martha Corkery 

Volume 3: Issue 1            June 2022 

Welcome to Glimpses of God in All Saints Parish, Volume 3 

Our last issue of Glimpses of God was published in 2016. In that time we have experienced a pandemic and 

many other challenges and transitions. There are undoubtedly many more glimpses to be shared as we 

relaunch this newsletter. Remember that your glimpse may illuminate God in another’s heart. That is why it is 

so important for us to tell others of God’s graces in our lives. 
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A New Life to Follow and Serve 

Greetings, brothers and sisters in Christ, 

My name is Diane Dodge, and I just completed RCIA 

classes with a beautiful, precious set of ladies, and 

took my first communion at this past Easter vigil.  My 

road to conversion to the Catholic Church was a long 

and winding one, via Methodism, via 

Buddhism, Via Presbyterianism, via my Granny, but 

most 

recently via a very, very tiny bird called the Ruby 

Crowned Kinglet. One of the things I’ve noticed, since I 

started paying close attention, is that God loves tiny 

things. 

In March of 2020, during the pandemic shutdown, I 

was reading in my living room when I heard a “thump” 

on the glass door that opens to the deck and the bird 

feeders. I picked up a tiny tiny stunned bird off the 

deck and held it in my hand to keep it warm until it 

recovered. For five minutes, I just stared at this little 

fellow, thus noticing more and more details about him.  

When I noticed that his tiny wings were composed of 

so many feathers, and that each tiny feather was made 

up of tinier feathers (barbs) and that each tiny barb 

was made up of tinier barbs (barbules), something 

powerful happened to me during those 5 minutes of 

quiet and intense attention. Trying to put it into words 

is hard, because it was a liminal, luminous space that 

came upon me, where I had the profound sense of the 

boundless Glory of God, the “firehose” of Creation 

and Giveness that surrounds and sustains us.  Isn’t 

it interesting that the name of that bird is a 

Crowned Kinglet? He recovered and flew off, by the 

way. But something had happened—lets just say 

God had my opened my eyes to His Glory. 

All that spring, I spent in my yard and vegetable 

garden—see Romans 1:19-20—with Creation, the 

first Bible if you will, recalling many of the Bible 

parables with agricultural metaphors, and basking 

in the Shekinah, the Glory of God’s Creation.  

Looking back, I was working in the soil, and God 

was getting the soil of my soul ready through 

beauty, awe, wonder, stillness—giving me eyes to 

see.   

And one evening not too long after this, I was 

watching a YouTube video of a conversation 

between 2 men you may or may not know, it 

doesn’t matter, Jordan Peterson and Jonathan 

Pageau.  I started watching Jordan Peterson some 

years ago because he had some “interesting 

psychological takes” on Old Testament stories—

Jungian sort of stuff--this was safe territory for me 

in my “ABC” days—Anything But Christianity. (As 

the allergic reaction then went: Jesus is for the 

unsophisticated and for people who can overlook 

their non-Christian behavior with the reassurance 

that they are “saved”—see Romans 1: 21-22.) So 

Jordan Peterson is struggling in this conversation 

with what it would mean if he believed in the 

actual physical Resurrection of Christ—someone 

who rose from the dead, walked through doors, ate 

and drank with his disciples. And it’s an incredibly 

powerful, raw, intimate moment where he’s 

tearing up and says something along the lines of:  

“I’m terrified that it (the Resurrection) may actually 

be true, because what would that mean???”  

So I’m sitting there, alone, and I say out loud a 

belief I’d actually always held, but sort of held at 

bay, for the same reason as Jordan Peterson was 
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voicing. Nonchalantly, I said out loud: “You know, I 

actually do believe in the physical Resurrection.” And 

immediately, something hit me like a ton of bricks. 

Looking back, it’s as if the 

Holy Spirit did something 

like take hold of me by the 

nape of the neck and snap 

me like a bullwhip into 

proper mental alignment, 

sort of like you’d snap a 

wrinkled t-shirt from the 

dryer, but much harder. I 

was made profoundly aware of the proper, actual 

hierarchy of the Cosmos: God is the Creator, and I am the 

creature. I did not hear an audible voice, but I’ll never 

forget what was communicated to me: God said: “Who 

do you think that you are? No man comes to the Father 

except through my Son, Jesus Christ.” It was a humbling 

humbling moment where I saw the hubris of my whole 

life—again, Romans 1:21-32.)  I had been trying to get to 

the Godhead (via Buddhism, psychology, Jung, again--

ABC) without going through the Gate—without going 

through Christ.  So I then asked God “What should I do?” 

and he replied: “Go through your house and give 

unneeded things to charity. Then join The Church.”  And I 

asked: “Which Church?” and He said: “THE Church.”  I 

took that to mean the Roman Catholic Church. So I 

started RCIA classes in April of 2021 and came into The 

Church in April of 2022, Praise God! 

So I came to see that my whole life had been lived in 

rebellion—that even though I believed in the historical 

fact of the Resurrection, that even then, I had somehow 

managed to hold that thought at bay—to suppress it, 

because if I brought it into consciousness, if I really faced 

that fact, everything would have to change.  This belief 

would require things of me. And I didn’t want that. I 

didn’t want to have to follow anybody, let alone Jesus. I 

wanted to be in charge. I wanted to be the Creator, not 

the creature. Better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.  

So, like St. Paul, I have nothing to boast, because it was 

the Holy Spirit that set me straight. Looking back and 

trying to find a word for what happened to me in that 

experience, the word I use is convicted. I was convicted 

by the Holy Spirit.  And if you look up the etymology of 

convicted, it comes from “convincere” which means to 

overcome decisively, to conquer, to convict of 

wrongdoing, sin, crime, error.  

I’ll never forget another YouTube video I was watching, 

years and years ago, about some farmer who was trying 

his hand at sheep, attempting to homestead.  He said: 

“There is no animal as intent on it’s own death as a 

sheep.” It’s regrettable that our society is so far removed 

from agriculture and husbandry—it really illuminates the 

parables. So now that I’m not so wayward as I was, I still 

have to reckon with my ongoing lesser rebellions, mostly 

born out of fear—think of a panicked sheep. Jesus was 

very clear—we are commanded to love one another. It’s 

not a suggestion, it’s a commandment.  And this is scary 

for me. I’m old and don’t have the energy I once had 

(and squandered), my resources are limited 

(squandered), gas is expensive, people will want too 

much of me---always rebellion.  But I try and 

remember—God seems to like little things. So old and 

broken down though I am, and ashamed of coming so 

late to the game, I have to remember the order of the 

Cosmos I was shown--it’s about what God and the Holy 

Spirit can do, not about what I can do.  And most 

challenging of all, perfect love casts out fear. So now I 

am trying to know, 

love, and receive the 

love from this Jesus, 

whom I held at bay for 

a lifetime, so that I can 

follow and serve Him.   

 -Diane Dodge    

 

 

Illustration of bird on page 2 by Andrea LeBlanc. 

If you would like to offer some artwork or a story of your 

own , please submit in Microsoft Word to 

martha.corkery@portlanddiocese.org 

Call  207-725-2624 for more information 



        4                                                                                                                                              Glimpses of God in All Saints Parish 

 

My Glimpse  

Many years ago I was asked by the “then pastor” to 

meet with people wanting information regarding 

Catholicism or thinking about becoming Catholic. This 

process is called The Rite of Christian Initiation of 

Adults. To say that I was a “little uncomfortable” would 

be putting it mildly!  I explained how I certainly didn’t 

feel qualified for this position because I wasn’t a 

theology scholar and there was so much about 

Catholicism that I did not know or understand.  In all 

honesty, I was afraid of embarrassing myself by not 

knowing the answers to their questions.  The pastor 

encouraged me by inviting coordinators from his 

previous assigned church to explain the process to me 

and answer any of my questions.  He made me a deal; I 

try it for six months and if I still wasn’t comfortable, he 

would understand and I could relinquish the position.  

Six months?  I could deal with six months.    

As is my nature, I immediately drew up a schedule of 

topics we were to discuss from September to Easter 

Vigil when participants are initiated into the Catholic 

Church.  I made an 

agenda for weekly 

sessions.  I did all the 

readings and research 

to prepare myself for 

the session.  I prepared 

a room in the hall with 

long tables and chairs for everyone and I prayed that 

all would go well.  So as to make everyone feel 

comfortable and get to know each other, after opening 

prayer, we went around the table and introduced 

ourselves with a little story of who we were, where we 

come from and why we are here.  After our new 

additions – new office and new library – were 

completed here at St. Charles, the Process was moved 

into the Library where we could meet in a less formal 

mode, not a “school” setting but more of a “home” 

setting where we could all sit in a circle and depending 

on which phase of the Process we were in, could all 

share our questions and stories.  I learned that making 

an agenda was not as important as letting all share in 

the discussions about where they saw God working in 

their lives. 

 It didn’t take long for me to see that God had a plan 

for me.  Before this invitation I didn’t really read 

scripture other then at Sunday Mass, I said prayers 

daily, but really didn’t talk to God or bring my decision 

making to Him for advice. Now, the more I read, spent 

time with Him on a daily basis, I felt Him giving me 

direction, strength and courage.  Around that time, 

my husband was diagnosed with a terminal illness and 

became bedridden shortly after and we were able to 

stay at home together with a little outside help. I had 

more time to read, research, and talk to God about 

His desire for my future.  I became closer to Jesus as I 

read the Stations of the Cross and related the Stations 

to my cross, my eminent future of becoming a widow.  

Jesus and I became best friends.  I brought  Him my 

sorrows, my worries and He brought me peace and 

wisdom, strength and courage.  I looked forward to 

the evening of our sessions so we could talk about our 

relationships with God; where we saw Him in our 

daily lives, what He was telling us personally in the 

daily scripture readings.  All the while I was growing in 

my knowledge and love for Him, not someone “out 

there”, but a true companion walking at my side.  I 

noticed a change in the participants in the process 

who were now better able to relate their encounters 

with God. 

 Over the years I have been gifted with the 

opportunity to learn so much more about my faith, 

but the most enjoyable and miraculous gift is being 

able to share “The Glimpses of God, his workings in 

my life, his treasures to me, his help and guidance to 

those who will listen and also share their Glimpses of 

God.  I firmly believe that this exchange, this sharing 

of our stories with one another, makes us stronger in 

our faith, closer to God, peaceful, joyful and above all, 

filled with a soothing peace of heart and mind.  

Through experience I have learned that receiving the 

Eucharist changes my way of thinking, living.  St. 

Thomas Aquinas wrote, “Christ has not left us without 

his bodily presence…in the Eucharist is a gift beyond 

measure.”  A standard invitation awaits me at the 
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Lord’s Table, to be fed, to be loved.  What more could I 

ask for? These two practices – sharing God’s stories and 

receiving His body are my golden nuggets.   

During my husband’s illness, I began to rise early in the 

morning to read the daily scripture readings, study and 

meditate on them. My husband was Jewish and we 

would reminisce going to Temple in Boston with his family 

during the High Holidays.  I 

remember sharing with him 

how I loved watching his 

family and friends kiss the 

mezuzah entering and 

exiting their homes, silently 

saying the prayer/creed that 

it held.  He shared with me 

that I too could do the same with our  cross.  Shortly after he 

died I put a small mahogany cross on the frame of my front 

door and seal it with a kiss whenever I leave my home.  It 

connects me with Jesus and makes me feel safe on my 

journey.  It reminds me that I can follow in His footsteps and 

be and do the best I can do for Him on a daily basis. All I need 

is to trust that He will give me the tools to work with and He 

always does when I allow Him and don’t get in His way.  

 I am so grateful for my personal relationship with Jesus. We 

have a standing date every morning at 4am.  I honestly look 

forward to a cup of Hazelnut as we share my understanding 

of His word and talk about the new day.  “With mind and 

heart turn and listen, then you will hear the voice and the 

wisdom will come to mind. The soothing peace will come to 

heart, your whole being will be healed.  The day will shine 

with new light…” taken from a prayer written and book 

published by a parishioner of All Saints Parish.  Sometimes I 

am aware of His empowering presence, and at other times I 

am not.  But the more I turn to Him for guidance and help, 

the more blessings He showers on me.  In the presence of 

each new day, before the light rises, awareness of His 

presence increases my sense of security and fills me with joy.  

All is well when I am in the loving hand of God. 

Over the years, with reading, workshops and Webinars, the 

picture of the Initiation Process has become clearer to me.  

In the past it was not Catholic custom to talk about personal 

prayer life or faith experiences.  Today we believe that others 

can more readily know the Lord when we openly discuss our 

faith.  Remember what Jesus said in Matthew 5:15-16, “No 

one after lighting a lamp puts it under the bushel basket, but 

on the lampstand and it gives light to all…Let your light shine 

before others, so that they may see your good works.”  We 

openly talk about the way Jesus touches our life.  We 

encourage others to ask questions and seek answers. We know 

that even long-time Catholics have a responsibility to regularly 

examine their relationship to God, others and to pray for the 

grace to improve 

these relationships. I 

know that no matter 

how many times I go 

off the mark, He is 

always there to take 

my hand and lift me 

up with His 

immeasurable love.  

Witnessing and 

sharing the Catholic 

way of life with 

those who are 

searching is not only a wonderful gift, but a powerful 

experience.  It’s the best thing that ever happened to me and I 

thank God daily for this opportunity.        

    - Marcy A. Brenner  

_______________ 

God Makes a Difference 

God works in mysterious ways! He can turn pain and 

sorrow into blessings! Thankfully I can now find Him in 

happy moments.    

I used to face each morning with dread, wondering what 

problem I'd have to work through that day. I hated to 

make plans because very often the plans were disrupted. 

Now I accept interruptions and delays as an opportunity 

for doing something special. Taking a phone call from a 

lonely soul, or responding to someone 's request for help. 

This is how I can do what Jesus would do! 

 I have always loved God in the beauty of nature and 

trusted that the Creator of the universe can do anything.  

Now I can see Him in the eyes of those who come into my 

life! 

         -Jackie Dube    
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God Really is Everywhere 

I’m not very good with written assignments. I sometimes 
shudder when I’m given a task to write down my 
thoughts and others read them. 

We are taught, “God is everywhere”, so this should be 
easy to write about. My friend Jackie sees God in 
nature , I do, too, but to be more specific for me when I 
am at mass with a certain priest I see God through his 
eyes at the consecration of the mass. His reverence is 
breathtaking for me, it feeds my soul. 

Everyday I get little remembrances of HIS presence, 
most of the time it’s after the fact because I wasn’t 
paying attention. 

Just recently I was literally  blown away by HIS presence 
in my life. Long story short I “misplace” things. It can be 
a phone number, a book, or whatever. Any way, for the 
past few weeks I’ve been fretting about a misplaced 
item, something that was crucial to the preparation for 
mass at St. Katharine Drexel. I have been praying about 

this, sometimes I joke that I have 
St. Anthony on retainer! I tore my 
house apart and kept praying. I 
kept looking even  in places I 
knew it couldn’t be and in the 
same places multiple times.  I 
remembered that there was a 
possibility of another object that I 
could borrow until my object 
would be found. 

I called a friend and he said I could borrow the missing 
part. PHEW !!!!, but I kept praying and looking, you 
guessed it, low and behold I found the part in a bag I had 
been using and carrying around for weeks. My 
thanksgiving prayers were immediate. I still get 
butterflies in my stomach when I think about this and 
just marvel at the power of God even when asked 
through his Saints, (I also enlisted a few other Saints for 
help) for something as trivial as my request. 

This isn’t the first or last time I will see God’s presence in 
my life but I know HE is always with me through small 
and large problems I may face. 

    Joy,  

    Barbara  Pianka 

 

 My Spiritual Journey 
 At what age does one understand spirituality…the 
quality of being concerned with the human spirit or 
soul? 

I think understanding spirituality began when I was 5 
years old. 

I was an idealist, even at that young age, and my dream 
was to join the military and serve my country. However, 
I was born with a mild case of polio…my right side was 
weaker and my right leg was smaller and shorter. As I 
grew the lift on my right shoe got thicker until it was 
over 3 inches high.  

My parents raised me to believe in the power of prayer, 
knowing that there is always hope.  

In my 12th year, I attended a Novena to Blessed Sainte 
Anne, here at St. John’s Church in Brunswick. It was 
directed by an Oblate priest. 
Father Breault had a healing 
power, using a relic of Sainte 
Anne. I asked for guidance, 
praying with my parents. I 
limped my way to a meeting 
with Father Breault, wearing a 
regular pair of shoes. As 
Father rubbed my leg with his relic, my right leg literally 
grew 3 inches, and I could feel strength being infused in 
my right side.  

I began wearing “regular” shoes and I left for Marine 
Corps Boot Camp in September, 1969. 

I am convinced that my faith in God and the power of 
prayer would be strong even without this miracle, 
because of the examples set by my parents. 

Has my faith been tested? Yes…several times. I was 18 
years old and thrust into the new doctrines of Vatican II, 
when I attended a military school at NAS Memphis, TN. 
We had an energetic Chaplin who believed that young 
Catholics and both sexes should be involved in the 
liturgy, and should be excited about nurturing their 
faith. This Chaplin started a choir, and young men and 
women were altar servers. I was a lector. Sharing the 
Good News every weekend was not daunting…it was an 
honor and a privilege!   

However, when this beloved, enthusiastic Chaplain 
learned that I was being transferred to MCB Quantico, 
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love for him prevailed and I will forever cherish his last 
18 months of life, when he was clean and sober. Jake 
and I realized that he was more my son than my nephew. 
Losing him left an unimaginable void in my life. I was 
now the only living member of my immediate family, and 
I am denied any contact with his daughter, who is now 2. 

My spiritual life has also 
been enriched by helping 
grieving families plan 
funeral liturgies and 
tributes for their deceased 
loved ones. This is a 
ministry I thank God for. I 
am allowed to share their 

grief and just be there with a shoulder to lean on and a 
listening ear.I think it’s safe to say that in seeking a 
meaningful connection with spirituality, the act of finding 
one’s purpose in life, I continually see the results in 
positive emotions, in peace, awe, contentment, gratitude 
and acceptance. I will always strive to live my life with 
copious and heart-felt gratitude to God. 

   - Pauline Nadeau 

       ________ 

My Saint 

 March 5, 1991. The beginning of my 20 year journey to the 

Catholic church. My first daughter passed away from S.I.D.S. as 

an infant on March 5, 1991. A terrible dark and devastating 

time. We had a private time with her at 

the funeral home and I remember the 

strong scent of roses. I don’t remember 

seeing any flowers there. For a long time 

I hated the smell of roses. That is where 

my saint comes in. 

I started RCIA class in September of 

2009 after almost 20 years of feeling called to the Catholic 

church. One day in Mass I saw the statue of a woman holding 

long roses. I asked my classmate who she was and she said 

that is Saint Therese of Lisieux. Back then we were supposed 

to pick a saint for confirmation but not being raised Catholic, I 

knew nothing about the saints.  But this one saint kept coming 

to me; she picked me. I learned about the roses and what they 

meant and she promised to send flowers from heaven. It 

struck me that maybe that’s what the strong smell of roses 

was at that funeral home. Not a negative thin, but her sending 

her love to me at a challenging time in my life. I bought her 

VA, he cautioned me about being discouraged and 
questioning my faith, because the Chaplain at Quantico 
was not embracing the teachings of Vatican II. Women 
were not allowed in his Sanctuary. Women were to be 
seen and not heard at Mass, nor were we allowed to 
serve on any church committees. I was bitter and 
disappointed, but then was reminded that God guides 
us…if we let Him! 

My next duty station was MCAS El Toro, CA. I was 
reunited with two women I had met in Boot Camp. We 
were a trio of Christians, but practiced different faiths. 
We attended Sunday services at each of our religion’s 
churches, rotating every three weeks. I know this is when 
spirituality took a strong hold in my life. I understood that 
we practiced different faiths but we all believed in a 
universal God…a Divine Spirit. 

My dream of being a career Woman Marine was 
shattered while in California. I developed a myriad of 
orthopedic issues and I was medically retired in April, 
1973. I returned home to Brunswick, having no clue what 
to do with my life nor what my future held. My mother 
had a day care in our home, and I realized that my affinity 
for children would be my future. My future also included 
a deep, caring spirit for the elderly, infirmed, mentally 
challenged, and the grieving.  

My orthopedic challenges continue, but these challenges 
have allowed me to spend quality time with those in 
need. And through these family members, friends, fellow 
parishioners and acquaintances, I have learned that we 
share compassion, caring, support, understanding and 
love.  

I have been the recipient of these many gifts when my 
father died of cancer at age 66, just as he was planning 
his retirement; when my brother was murdered at age 
32, leaving a 4½ year old son; when my mother, who my 
best friend, my right arm and my confidant, died at age 
94; and when my only nephew died at age 28, from 
complications of Hepatitis C, leaving an eight-month-old 
daughter with a wife who was recently in recovery with 
her addictions to drugs and alcohol.  

My nephew was orphaned at age 12, when his mother 
died of a drug overdose. Jake spent several years in state 
custody, being bounced from group home to foster 
home…again and again. My mother and I were given 
custody of Jake when he was 17 and the state had no 
placement for a 17-year-old. We assumed care of a very 
damaged teenager who was already addicted to alcohol 
and weed. He challenged Mom and I and our beliefs. Our 
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book and I have learned from her. How small good deeds done 

every day are important. I work with the elderly and she came 

to work with me every day. She helps me with patience and 

compassion even when the day is long and things are not going 

well. She didn’t do big, magnificent things, yet she became well 

known through the world for her small acts of kindness. 

Someone in class said, half joking, “be careful which saint you 

pick,” meaning your life could become like their life. At first, 

after reading her book I thought I did not like her at all. Now, 

however, I am becoming more like her every day. Picking a 

saint is so important in teaching us how to simply be a vessel 

for God. However, He chooses to use 

us. He will give us the strength, 

courage, and wisdom we will need. 

Sometimes that comes from the 

example of a saint, like my saint, St. 

Therese of Lisieux.  

       -Anne Litchfield                              

 

 
 ___________ 

Life is a Journey to the Father 

“Life is a journey to the Father,” said Fr. Rice as we talked 

about how our faith can shape how we face trauma and 

challenges in our lives, even how we face our own death. These 

words, though I had heard them many times before truly held a 

new meaning in that moment. Perhaps because God shared a 

particular grace with me, I had the ears to really hear and 

understand the meaning of those words. Life made sense in a 

way it never had before. Of, course, we are put on this earth 

for a purpose and that purpose is to grow closer to God every 

day. How very simple to devote your life to growing closer to 

the Father. But why is doing something so simple so 

challenging and sometimes so elusive to me, I wondered. How 

did something so very important and so seemingly simple get 

lost in the shuffle of the hustle and bustle of my life? 

Despite this insight, I can’t say I immediately jumped onto the 

trail that led directly to the Father. Nor can I say I am firmly 

footed on that trail now. However, I can say that a series of 

graced brought me closer to discovering a trail to the Father. 

Am I on that path yet? Some days, maybe. But I pray for God’s 

continued grace to bring me closer and closer to that path and, 

ultimately, to Him.  

During the years since that understanding, God has been very 

present. His ability to act in my life is connected directly to 

several things: my acceptance of God’s love, my 

acknowledgement of God’s presence, and my willingness to 

depend on God in my life. I have fallen prey to our culture’s 

expectation of our being strong, confident, independent, and 

successful.  

So, if “maybe” I am on the path, what is different, you are 

probably wondering. In the past few years, I have found God 

awakening a desire in me that I first recall when I was 18. It was 

both a desire and a curiosity. I remember sitting at Mass 

watching people around me and questions bubbled up: How do 

these people talk to God? How does God talk to them? What 

are their relationships like? I studied the people saying the 

rosary during Mass and those who were deep in prayer 

searching for the answer. I saw no evidence. There was 

nowhere to go with those questions. Even though God was 

most likely the source of those questions, I never associated 

them with Him. Now I know He was the originator of those 

questions. 

Fast forward two decades later when a friend of mine was 

studying to be a spiritual director and needed someone to be 

her directee. I agreed to be her “guinea pig.” That experience 

was amazing for me. There I was considering those same 

questions, for myself that had come to me as a teen. And in 

these direction sessions, I was talking about my relationship 

with God. It was amazing. When her class ended, the 

opportunity ended for me as well. For several years I did not 

have a spiritual director and then I was connected with one 

again and have been ever since. What a blessing spiritual 

direction has been to me. What a gift it is to be able to look at 

my life and consider how God was at work in me, to recognize 

how I sometimes did not see his handiwork, and to realize ways 

that I might better connect with my God who loves me so very 

dearly. A life-long agenda for sure. 

As I worked with the spiritual director, I realized how 

meaningful it was for me and began to feel a deep stirring when 

I thought of how amazing this was and how it would be 

wonderful if others also had this opportunity. The stirring 

continued and seemed to be awaiting some kind of response 

from me. So, I began to look for how one would go about 

becoming a spiritual director. As I began looking at programs 

and training opportunities, I began to feel those stirrings shifted 

to more of a peaceful sense of purpose. Once I found the 

program that would fit with my work schedule and family 

needs, it seemed God was encouraging me to move forward in 

becoming a spiritual director. So, I did. Since then I have found 

that God has sent individuals to me who were in need of 
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spiritual direction. Some never realized they were seeking 

spiritual directions, while others did. 

Though that could seem like the end of the story, it has not 

ended yet. Aa a spiritual director, I am part of a couple of 

different supervision groups. In one of those groups, our 

supervision coordinator is associated with the Pneuma 

Institute. Our supervision coordinator has made reference to 

the Exercises frequently in our sessions. I had opportunities to 

provide support to retreatants in a brief version of the 

Exercises as a Lenten programs a couple of years. Our 

supervision coordinator shared information about the Pneuma 

Institute program, SEEL (Spiritual Exercises in Ordinary Life) 

which offers spiritual directors instruction and supervision in 

learning how to guide retreatants in the Spiritual Exercises of 

St. Ignatius. The stirring began again. And emails began to 

show up in my mailbox. I had not completed the Exercises 

myself, so it seemed that if I were to lead anyone through 

them I would need to experience them in their entirety myself 

as I had yet to do that. Fortunately, with the pandemic, The 

Spiritual Exercises that had been offered in person in Parish of 

the Holy Spirit in Wells was offered via Zoom. So, I began that 

retreat in September. In January, I began accompanying two 

retreatants through the Spiritual Exercises with the support of 

a team of Pneuma institute spiritual directors and a supervisor.  

As a result of my work with the Spiritual Exercises, this is only 

the beginning of yet another phase in my life where I am 

better understanding how I interfere with my own relationship 

with God. I isolate myself. He is faithful and ever there for me. 

God never abandons me. It is I who forget to include God in 

my life, while he stands by eagerly and sincerely wanting to be 

involved. Through my participation in the Exercises and my 

guiding retreatants through the Exercises, I have come to 

recognize how I sometimes “bench” God and don’t allow Him 

to be part of my life. I have learned that in those times I am 

the saddest, the angriest, and the most hurt. Why? Because I 

am letting my concerns, my ego matter most. And, burying any 

of the sadness of my life, or the anger, or the hurt and never 

going to God with it also blocks God out of my life. It is not 

being kind to myself when I stuff my hurts and feelings into a 

closet, hoping they are forever forgotten. I have learned they 

aren’t. And that deep closet I store them in within me is 

expandable. And the space that I use to store all of that 

“stuff”, is not God’s stuff and actually takes up space that I 

need to give to God.  

So once again the great irony God shows me in my life, is that 

when I think I am doing something to help others, God is more 

likely to be showing me something or doing something for me. 

I certainly don’t claim to be an expert in understanding my 

life or God in my life, or the Spiritual Exercises, but what I do 

see clearer than ever before in my life is that my life is a 

journey to the Father and that God does want to be an 

active part of my life, not a dormant concept or an anxious 

player waiting on the bench to come into my game of life. 

My purpose, despite my imperfections, my sinfulness, and 

unworthiness, is to continue, by recognizing, being open to, 

and accepting God’s graces as I continue my journey to the 

Father.  

    -Martha Corkery                                                                   

 

 

 

Drawing of lilac by Andrea LeBlanc. 

 

May the Holy Spirit move each of you this 
Pentecost weekend, and always.  We thank our 
contributors for sharing their glimpses . Watch 
for our next issue in September. 

Would you like to contribute an article  
or some art work to Glimpses of God in 
All Saints Parish?   

If  so, send your article along 

electronically as a Microsoft Word 

document to: 

Martha.corkery@portlanddioceese.org 

Paper  copies to : 

Martha Corkery  
132 McKeen Street  
Brunswick, Maine 04011 

For any additional information, please 

call 207-725-2624. 


