
 

 

     God is Ever-Present  

The more I have the honor of sharing in others’ spiritual journeys as a spiritual director or  as a guide of 

the Spiritual Exercises, God’s presence, his faithfulness and deep love for each of us is ever present. 

Those words fail to capture the intensity of the love I hear others express about their encounters with 

God. Those encounters can happen in the midst of a time 

of  upheaval in their lives, or at a time when life is peaceful.  

In supervision I am asked to offer a  metaphor to describe a 

session with those I companion. At times, there is incredible, fast moving energy and 

creativity in what people share and in what God is doing in their lives. I come away 

feeling as though I was just whitewater rafting the rapids. However, upon reflection, 

God was keeping the raft away from the rocks and protected all passengers aboard. 

As a result, we had the gift of having experienced those rapids and having come 

through on the other side with greater understanding, knowledge, and love for God. 

In other situations, I am on a calm canoe trip on gentle waters, hearing only the 

peaceful sound of God dipping the oar into the tranquil waters. We are passengers 

taking in the lovely view, serenaded by birds. Again, God points out what He wishes 

us to observe in our hearts, if we are open to Him and open to seeing what He 

reveals.  

The authors in this edition humbly share with us how God revealed Himself in their 

lives. They share to illuminate our amazing, loving God, not themselves. God 

becomes visible in our lives if we look for him. But as we start looking, we need to be 

open and ready to invite Him to be involved in our lives. The wonderful gift is that 

God loves us for who we are and will be there for us. We are all special to Him. The 

contributors of this issue show us how incredibly generous, involved (and present)

our God can be in our lives — if we just receive His love and invite Him in!  

       -Martha Corkery 

 
Your mere glimpse can illuminate God in another’s heart or life Volume 3: Issue 2    September 2022 

Welcome to Glimpses of God in All Saints Parish! We hope you enjoy this issue and that at least one of the 
“Glimpses” shared within these pages shines a light on God at work in your life. Glimpses of God is published 
quarterly by All Saints Parish. Look for our next issue in December of 2022.  
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God’s Abundant Mercy 

Everyone who knows our father is 
grieving at his passing, but—

characteristically—the one person who felt little need to 
grieve was my father. Much like every other difficulty I ever 
saw him bear, he faced his diagnosis with his iconic 
discipline and determination. He even demonstrated a 
sense of energetic curiosity as an engineer who made a 
name for himself by optimizing system processes. Apart 
from never once complaining, he silently reminded us all 
that it is better to give thanks for God’s goodness than to 
focus on any perceived sense of loss. I believe it was St. 
Augustine, who argued that our own fallen state gives us no 
right to feel entitled in front of God, because when He 
makes the rain fall on the righteous and the unrighteous, he 
merely blesses us all more than we deserve rather than 
treating one fairly and another unjustly. My father never 
lost sight of this fact before and during his painful battle 
with cancer, and that is why he continued to give thanks to 
God every day. 
  
Our father was also a Judeophile and led a family 
celebration of Passover every year.  There is a part of the 
Passover seder in which everyone sings, “Dayenu” after 
recalling the mighty works God performed to lead the 
Israelites out of Egypt and give them the Torah and Sabbath. 
In Hebrew Dayenu means, “it would have been enough”, 
and the purpose of the ritual is to recall the many ways God 
has provided for His people, and that it would have been 
enough if He had just stopped at any one of them. I thought 
our father would appreciate us invoking the lesson he 
taught us every Passover, recalling the overabundant ways 
God blessed our father–and us through him–even in the 
face of pancreatic cancer. As in the Passover seder, I will 
name some of the ways God blessed him, stating, “it would 
have been enough” after each one: 
  
If God had merely given our father his gifts in and love for 
academics and the arts, it would have been enough. 
  
If our father had only average moral standards, it would 
have been enough. 
  
If he did not have such a compelling character likeness to 
our Lord, it would have been enough. 
  
If he never had the honor of writing part of the Nigerian 
national anthem, it would have been enough. 
  
If God had not guided him to the University of Wisconsin 

when he had no idea what to do about graduate school, 
it would have been enough. 
  
If he had never skipped grades or finished a PhD and 
Master’s within three years, it would have been enough. 
  
If he had never met our mother, supported his siblings, 
and become a pillar in his immediate and extended 
family, it would have been enough. 
  
If he had not used his position at UNILAG to change the 
lives of so many students and colleagues, it would have 
been enough. 
  
If God had not presented the opportunity to return to 
the US when living in Nigeria became impossible, it 
would have been enough. 
  
If he had never had children, it would have been 
enough. 
  
If he had been an average father to his sons, it would 
have been enough. 
  
If he had not had the opportunity to teach his sons, 
coach them, and watch them grow up, it would have 
been enough. 
  
If he had not been able to help raise his many beloved 
nieces and nephews, it would have been enough. 
  
If he had enjoyed less than his 38 years of marriage to 
our mother, it would have been enough. 
  
If he had never seen his own children’s children, it would 
have been enough. 
  
If he had not won all of his accolades for scholarship and 
service in Nigeria, the US, and beyond, it would have 
been enough. 
  
If he had not been so loved by all, it would have been 
enough. 
  
I’ll need to stop there, because if I continue, I could 
speak until tomorrow, and my father hated meetings 
that ran late. 
  
Even in what seemed to be the most potentially unfair 
or least-blessed chapter of his life, it became 
progressively clearer to him and then us how in all 
things God was working for the good of the man who 
loved Him so much. First, he had been battling his blood 
sugar and pancreatic issues for about 7-8 years without 
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knowing what exactly they were. If he had not had such an iron 
will and uncompromising sense of discipline, matched with his 
engineering expertise, there is no way he ever could have 
survived so long. In fact, most people would have succumbed 
to the disease long before he even got the diagnosis. Even the 
way we discovered what was afflicting him was miraculous. An 
off-hand comment about my father’s blood sugar to one of my 
advisors, who just happens to be the daughter of a world-
renowned surgeon, led to an accurate virtual diagnosis. This 
clarified a years-long mystery in a matter of days and just 
before our father’s health took a turn for the worse. 
  
When my parents went to Johns 
Hopkins for a consultation, they 
happened to meet with the doctor 
who literally wrote the book on 
treating pancreatic cancer. My father 
was admitted into a cutting-edge 
clinical trial within a matter of days, 
and my family had to pay nothing for 
the best treatment available on the 
planet. Just a week later, that clinical trial was closed. The 
pharmaceutical industry gave my mother headaches at every 
turn, but because of her heroic efforts, my father never went 
without the medication he needed. Everywhere my parents 
went, they were met by people who showered them with love 
and service, even by those who had never met the Ogunnaikes 
in person. 
  
Just a few years ago, Damini accepted a position at UVA which 
allowed him and his family to be able to drive up to Delaware 
just about every weekend. This enabled them to spend time 
with our parents. COVID also allowed him to teach some of his 
classes online, so he could stay in our family house, especially 
towards the end. His children are young enough that they 
could take time away from school without any prohibitive 
complications, and Damini’s wife Naseemah did everything she 
could to ensure that our father was surrounded by his children 
and grandchildren. 
  
Makinde just so happens to be finishing a fellowship at MIT 
that released him from teaching, and the professor who runs 
the dorm where he works at Harvard  gave him permission to 
spend as much time as possible with our parents. He was able 
to make frequent trips back and forth between Boston and 
Delaware in the Fall, and because of a rather unique situation 
with his program, it actually made more sense for him to take 
time off in the Spring semester. This opened the door for him 
to move back home permanently and play a critical role in 
caring for our father right when it was most needed. 
  
However, it is perhaps I who has most directly felt God’s mercy 
and timing over the past several months. My wife Stacy and I 
were married last year, and we initially planned to get married 
with just the two of us and a priest because of COVID, thinking 
we would hold a bigger celebration when the pandemic 
passed. However, the date kept getting pushed back until both 

our parents had been vaccinated and could travel to attend. 
Thank God we decided at the last minute to start over and 
plan a new ceremony so they could be there. We were 
surprised when Stacy became pregnant almost immediately 
after the marriage, and after we received my father’s diagnosis 
a few months later, he kept telling me, “I will be there for the 
baby’s birth and naming ceremony,” making us even happier 
that it gave him something to hold on for. 
  
I was awarded a fellowship that freed me from teaching this 
academic year, so when we discovered a mold problem in our 
house, Stacy and I were able to move back to Delaware on our 
landlord’s dime from Thanksgiving through New Year’s. As the 
baby’s due date drew closer, it became clearer that we were 
nearing the end with my father, and I am eternally grateful to 
Stacy for agreeing to come back to Delaware with me to 
ensure that our father had every chance to know and name his 
granddaughter. We were expecting the baby sometime after 

February 4th, but what we perceived as complications made 
us concerned about the timing. Stacy and I went for a walk, 
praying that the baby would be OK and come in time to meet 
my father, and right after we finished praying, Stacy got a call 
from the midwives, telling us to go to the hospital for a fast-
tracked induced labor to ensure that the baby was fine. At the 
hospital, the doctor examined Stacy again, noted that the baby 
was perfectly healthy, but said that since we were already 
there, we may as well proceed with the delivery. 
  
We brought Anu home on Feb. 4th to meet her grandfather, 
and the next day we were able to hold her naming ceremony, 
just within the timeframe of Uncle Brian and Uncle Titus’s visit. 
At that time our father had just enough energy to preside over 
the ceremony and play his guitar for the last time to sing 
Oṣuba Re Re before naming our baby Anuoluwapọ-meaning, 
“God’s mercy is abundant”. As he would say every morning for 
the next two weeks, “God’s mercy would walk through the 
door" to come greet our father. He was able to watch her first 
bath, celebrate her first week anniversary, watch her begin to 
grow, and take more pictures with her than I think I ever took 
with him myself! 
  
On top of it all, our uncles Seun and Wole had been trying to 
come to the US to visit, but it would normally take over a year 
to get just a visa interview. After calling our senator and 
praying and fasting, they both got emergency visas in record 
time and arrived the Thursday before our father passed. He 
was able to hold on long enough for them to gist, remember 
good times, and watch football again, and our father was able 
to speak to and bless each of his children and grandchildren. 
  
When it was time to return 
home, our father had his wife, 
all of his children, his daughter
-in-law, his two brothers, and 
his granddaughter there with 
him. He was able to say 
goodbye to Anu, saying once 
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more to her, “how beautiful”, and we knew he could hear 
the phone calls that came in from the members of his family 
who were not there in person. Before he passed on, we 
played and sang his favorite hymns for him and took turns 
praying over him. He moved on peacefully without any pain, 
and did so in his own home surrounded by those who loved 
him, lifted up by their prayers. It all happened on the 
sabbath, and reminded us of Balaam’s prayer in the book of 
Numbers, “Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my 
last end be like his.” Most of us can only hope and pray for 
such a transition. 
  
Everyone here knows how steeped in scripture our father is, 
and how he was a walking manifestation of the Good Book. 
In reflecting on my father’s last few months on earth, he 
reminds me of Paul’s injunction to “count it all joy” and 
“rejoice in the Lord always”. Even in performing everyday 
tasks, my father was frequently in the type of pain I hope no 
one ever has to experience, but the phrase I heard him utter 
the most was, “I am blessed”. He was so grateful to God for 
the many gifts he had enjoyed and was still enjoying. His 
children are eternally grateful that we had a chance to repay 
the enormous debt we owed him by serving him in his old 
age–even if it happened much sooner and for a much 
shorter period than we had hoped. Despite our great shared 
pain and grief, God gave us the gift of knowing how 
important it was to share laughs, spend time with, and 
finally enjoy the chance to give back to the man who had 
given so much to us and so many others.  
 
As the lyrics to Oṣuba Re Re state, while we cannot see or 
perceive God directly, it is so easy to see the work of God’s 
hand in our father’s life. It was perhaps even easier to see in 
the twilight of his life and to join him in recognizing the 
many ways in which he was blessed and we were blessed to 
have had our time with him. While we mourn, one last 
lesson our earthly father taught us was how to rejoice in all 
things, and that this Divine joy is the fruit of an inner 
disposition and orientation to God and His goodness that 
can remain steady no matter what storms we may face in 
life. My closing prayer is that we may all enter our grief the 
same way our father entered his final chapter on earth: 
saying “it would have been enough” and rejoicing in how 
God’s abundant goodness and mercy have, are, and will 
continue to bless us. Dayenu. 
 
   - Deji Ogunnaike 
                                
  —————————- 

Glimpse of God – The Voice 

My husband and I had been married for seven years and 
longed for a child.  Without any success, we turned to the 
idea of  IVF (in vitro fertilization), a very expensive, 
emotional, and not necessarily effective process.   
 
ONE DAY, I had a routine dental appointment while we were 
mulling over our options.  The radio was playing in the 

waiting room and a commercial came on. Although I wasn’t 
really paying attention, I heard the words, “international 
adoption” and the seed was planted.  I called the dental 
office to ask who had made the commercial and while they 
did not know, they knew the radio station that they always 
had playing.  I then called the radio station and they told 
me the ad was placed by Catholic Family Charities.   
 
FAST FORWARD to the beautiful baby boy placed on the 
steps. Our son, our joy (sometimes our agita!) was adopted 
six months after I heard that voice (a glimpse of God) 
directing our steps (with a flight to a foreign country) in an 
unexpectedly wonderful direction.   
 
FAST FORWARD four years later.  While sitting at my desk 
at work, a voice in my head said to open the phone book 
and look under “Adoption”.  (My husband and I had not yet 
discussed adopting again.)  And there was A.H., a lawyer 
who specialized in adoption.  We called. We met and he 
connected us with a 22-year-old young lady who chose us 
as birth parents.  Early in her unplanned pregnancy, Rose 
had stood at a bus stop to head to an abortion clinic.  
Something made her change her mind.  Later in her 
pregnancy when she lost her job and was homeless, out of 
desperation, she again stood at the bus stop and arrived at 
the clinic.  However, she was too far along for them to 
perform an abortion.  They gave her A.H.’s contact number.  
She met with A.H. a week before we did.  A few months 
later, my husband and I watched as our daughter was born 
and that was quite a “glimpse” of God in action.     

 
FAST FORWARD twenty-eight years later when a private 
investigator located Rose as we wanted to check for any 
familial health concerns that could have been passed on 
through DNA and discover more of my 
daughter’s ancestry.  Rose cried tears of 
joy to know that her baby given up for 
adoption was happy and healthy and in 
a nice family who just loved her to 
pieces.  I think that was Rose’s 
“glimpse” into the way God works in 
mysterious ways.   
  - A Fellow Parishioner 
 
                                     ————————- 

More Than a Glimpse 

I guess it could rightly be said that I recently had more than 
a “glimpse”. Let me explain… 

My husband Brian went to God on October 29th last year 
after being ill for a bit over a year. We were married very 
young – I at 19 and he at 20 – after dating since I was 15. 
Brian was the best person I’ve ever known, bar none, and I 
could go on for many pages about his enormous gifts, his 
quiet but unquestioned character and his winning 
personality, but that isn’t the focus of this article.  
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After he passed, struck dumb with grief and holding on by a 
thread, I wanted desperately to be sure that he was with 
God. It’s not that I lacked the faith that he was in Heaven. In 
my heart I knew he was. But for some unexplained reason I 
needed reassurance. So, for four straight weeks I prayed 
multiple times a day for a sign that he was happy with God in 
Heaven. Then one night I went to bed at 10:00 and woke up 
in the middle of the night, which wasn’t unusual or 
unexpected. I looked at the old-fashioned alarm clock beside 
my bed and it read 4:45. My first thought was relief as it was 
the first night since he passed that I slept 6 ½ hours straight. I 
got up and went to the kitchen. As I 
passed my stove and microwave, with my 
peripheral vision I noticed that both also 
read 4:45. I wasn’t deliberately looking for 
the time there – I just happened to notice 
it.  

After making my coffee, I went into the 
living room and turned on the TV. As I sipped my coffee, I 
noticed that the cable box under the TV read 3:46. Startled, I 
got up and retrieved my iPhone and iPad from the kitchen. 
Both also read 3:46. At this point, I was dumb-founded as I 
immediately realized that my devices and the cable box are 
always right and never need to be adjusted manually. 
Simultaneously I also realized that the 3 other clocks – my 
bedroom alarm, the stove and microwave – have to be 
adjusted manually, and that I hadn’t touched them. As I sat 
down on my sofa, stupefied, I quickly realized that somehow, 
between 10:00 the night before and 3:30 in the morning 
those 3 clocks were manually changed by exactly one hour. 
Trying to think of a logical explanation, I considered the time 
change from daylight savings, but realized quickly that that 
had occurred over a month before. It was then that I fell 
onto my knees in amazement and awed gratitude, knowing 
in my heart that this miracle was the sign I had prayed for. 

In the months since then, I’ve never waivered in my belief in 
this miracle. I’ve challenged close friends and family to come 
up with any possible, logical way it could have happened 
other than miraculously and no one has been able to. It’s 
very simple actually – God answered my prayer and I will 
forever be grateful. I can’t honestly say that it’s diminished 
my grief or helped me to miss my beloved Brian less, but I 
can say that I know he’s there with God waiting for me, and 
that’s enough for now. 

   
 -Patricia Smith  

 

    —————— 

Glimpses from the Past 
Recently I found myself very stressed. My future, now 
uncertain, loomed ahead of me. Would I have enough 
money?  Should I sell the house in this up market? Then 
where will I live? The thoughts tumbled over and over in my 

head, disturbing my sleep and stealing my peace. 

Following excellent advice, and wondering why I hadn’t 
thought of it myself, I took it to God. I laid it all out, sharing 
my thoughts and fears and confusion with the Lord. And 
waited. Soon a memory of something I had long forgotten 
came back to me. 

It was 1979 and my husband was being transferred to the 
Brunswick Naval Air Station. Curious, I began searching all 
things Maine. It sounded beautiful. We started talking about 
maybe buying our first house there. It was probably the least 
expensive area we had ever been sent. 

Then one evening, a couple weeks before we were going to 
visit Maine to start house hunting, the phone rang. It was Fr. 
Joe, a Navy chaplain we had known 
while stationed on Guam. He said, “I am 
east of you. Where am I?” I said, “You’re 
in Maine!” I told him we were being 
stationed there and had been studying 
up. Since we were already on the east 
coast, it was the only place more east 
than we were. The priest assigned to the 
outpost near Bar Harbor had broken his 
leg and Fr. Joe was his temporary replacement.  

I shared that we were going to visit Maine soon to begin 
house hunting, and we arranged to meet. Fr. Joe told us that 
he had run into an old chaplain he knew from another base, 
who was now stationed at BNAS. He and his wife were being 
transferred soon and were trying to sell their house, but not 
getting many responses. He would see about introducing us. 

We made our trip to Maine, and after spending a day and a 
half working with a realtor, we realized that we couldn’t 
afford to buy a house after all. Somewhat disappointed, we 
went to spend the evening with Fr. Joe. He told us that he 
had spoken to his old friend and his wife and they were eager 
to meet with us. We decided not to waste their time and 
called them up and told them that it didn’t look like we could 
afford a house at this time. They were understanding, but 
said that they would love to meet us and have us over to 
dinner the next evening anyway. 

It was a lovely old house in Lisbon Falls, with a big yard for 
kids and dogs, just what we would have liked. In our 
conversation with them, we explained that the problem was 

we didn’t have enough money for a 
down payment.  

The chaplain and his wife said that they 
knew how hard it could be for young 
enlisted families, and they would be 
happy to work with us. They offered to 
loan us enough money for the down 
payment and we could pay them back 

with reasonable monthly payments, with no interest. So, in 
January of 1980, we moved into our first house. It wasn’t 
until much later that I realized what “strings” had been pulled 
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on our behalf.  To make this all work out as it did: 

1. A priest I knew from a former base was temporarily 
transferred to Maine. 2. He just happened to run into an old 
chaplain friend of his who was selling his house. 3. We were 
being transferred to BNAS and were going to Maine house 
hunting during the same time. 5. God brought us all together 
for everyone’s benefit. 

As I marveled at how God had brought certain people 
together to prepare the way for that to happen long before it 
was needed, my peace returned. I realized just Who is taking 
care of me, and that He knows what I’m going to need even 
before I do.   

    - Linda Meadows 

   

 

 

 

 

   
        ————————- 

    God Has Touched My Life 

I wrote this article for the All Saints Parish publication 
Glimpses of God in All Saints Parish  to share with others how 
God has touched me.  

In 1988, my 62 year old sister Mary was living alone in Boulder 
Colorado, mom lived in Port Washington, Long Island New 
York, and  I lived near Syracuse, New York.  One day mom got 
a call from a friend of Mary's in Boulder.  Mary was in 
intensive care in the hospital with cancer in her brain and a 
tumor between her lungs. The brain tumor made her unable 
to speak or respond.  

Mom called me and asked me if I would go to Mary because 
she was too old to travel or do anything out there.  I took a 
week off work, went to Boulder and arrived at Mary's house in 
the evening.   The next day in the hospital was scary.  Tubes, 
large and small, were coming in and out of her doing various 
things.  She was unresponsive to me.  It was very sad; I didn't 
know what to do.   

The doctors wanted to know what they should do for Mary: 
they could either operate on the brain tumor causing her to 
become a vegetable, or, if not, she would soon die. It seemed 
like I had her life in my hands, but I was indecisive. 

I hired a lawyer and went to court to become Mary's 
conservator with power to act in her place, financially and 
legally. Back in the hospital, the doctors again asked me what 
to do.  I still didn't know but they asked me to give them a 
decision the next morning.   

That night in Mary's house, great fear drove me to get down 
on my knees to talk to God. Did I really have Mary's life in my 

hands?  Was I responsible?   Scary.  I stayed on my knees in 
fear until about 4 a.m.   

Still there, I felt a presence close behind me. Not daring to 
look back, I had a feeling it was Jesus.  Filled with awe and 
fear, I felt or heard him say “It's all right,” and then I fell 
asleep. 

The next morning I told the doctors not to operate, but to put 
Mary into hospice.  One of Mary’s friends help me find a 
facility, and we made arrangements to have her taken there. 
She only lasted three more days and died peacefully. 

On the first leg of the trip home from Denver to Chicago, I 
was in an aisle seat.  Across the aisle and one seat ahead was 
a young mother with an infant perhaps a year old. The baby 
was in some pain and was loudly and continuously crying for 
a long time, perhaps an hour. The tension in the plane was 
rising.  I was still exhausted and full of awe from that moment 
in the night.    

As my attention turned to the baby, I thought to myself; ”I 
love you little man.” 

Reaching my hand out, I pointed my finger at him.  He saw it 
and pointed his at mine.  We 
touched.   

The crying suddenly stopped, 
and the whole plane went 
silent. After landing, the mother 
asked me who I was and how I 
did that. I didn't know, but 
didn't remark about the real or 
imagined encounter a few 
nights ago.   

I really don’t know what actually happened, but I was still 
glowing and emotionally wound up from the week's events. 

Strangely, a few weeks later, walking out of church behind a 
mother with another crying infant over her shoulder, I 
remembered the airplane ride and started to point my finger 
at the little baby who then stopped crying. Nobody noticed, 
and I don't know what happened. 

At any rate,  it really doesn't matter because I know it made a 
big change inside. I felt lifted up.  

Decades later Ellie, my first wife was diagnosed with 
pancreatic cancer.  Now, fear again gripped us both tightly. 
Again I turned to God.  In the gospels, Jesus tells us that he 
will answer all of our prayers.  I built up a great legal case in 
my mind that if I prayed hard, long and sincerely enough, He 
would heal her. I believed He would. The prayers went on for 
days and nights. I forced belief onto myself. But about two 
weeks before she died, it was apparent that God was not 
going to answer my prayers.  

Anger and mistrust seized me.  Not only had I lost my wife of 
48 years, but I felt that God had let me down and didn't really 
care about us.  I felt abandoned.  The anger lasted about four 
months.  Finally, an article in a grief publication by Rabbi Earl 
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words, we are each changed by having had Fr Steve in our 
lives. 

Fr Steve was an amazing priest.  It all started with his baptism 
at St Dominic’s in Portland to his high school years at Cheverus 
to his ordination at the Cathedral. He was a genuine Mainer 
and He served the faithful of Maine from Gardner to 
Kennebunkport to Portland . Fr . Steve was responsible for 
building 3 churches here in Maine;  
St Elizabeth Ann Seton in Fryeburg, 
the church of a brand new parish, 
St. Maximilian Kolbe in 
Scarborough, and finally St. 
Katharine Drexel, our summer 
chapel in Harpswell. 

But as important as those feats 
were, Msgr.  Caron reminded us in 
his eulogy, the real power of Fr. 
Steve was his ability to bring people 
into those churches—To make 
people more active and involved in 
the Church.  

 So how did he do this? 

One obvious answer is through his homilies.  Fr. Steve was an 
amazing story teller who made the Gospels come alive for us. 
In his homilies Fr. Steve would challenge us to live out the 
Gospel message and he made it personal for each of us. 

But even more important than his homilies, Fr. Steve was 
present to each of us he met.  You knew Fr. Steve was 
concerned about who you were and how he could help.  If a 
Senior in high school was applying to Notre Dame University…
he knew a person who could help and would get him in touch 
with that person.  If someone was interested in government 
work or social work….he knew someone who could 
help….often his brother.  Fr. Steve was the first person who 
encouraged me in my vocation to the diaconate.  Whatever 
you needed…he would help or he knew someone who could 
help. 

Fr. Steve loved being a priest and serving you and me, God’s 
people.  I think what sums up Fr. Steve’s vocation is said best 
on his Memorial Card from his funeral Mass.  It is a prayer 
from St John Vianney, who is the patron saint of parish priests:   
He said, “the priest is not a priest for himself: He does not give 
himself absolution, he does not administer the Sacraments to 
himself, He is not for himself.  He is for you”. That was Fr. 
Steve.   

My favorite personal story of Fr. Steve was 22 years ago on 
Good Friday. In this very church at the end of service…Being 
Good Friday everyone was in an exceptionally quiet, somber, 
holy mood…Fr. Steve is processing out behind the cross and 
altar servers…his head is bowed in reverence…out of the 
corner of his eye he sees my two kids, ages 4 and 5 in the back 
pew….he breaks out in a big smile and says, “Teresa…
Jackie….how are ya”.  I have no doubt that my kids’ connection 
with the Church today is based on their connection with Fr 

Grollman said that it's normal to be angry at God, but not to let 
it last too long.  That could have very long-term repercussions.  

When I started to let the anger go, the realization came that 
everything I had asked for had actually come true.  The cancer 
was gone, the pain was gone, the uncertainty was gone, the 
long nights staying awake listening to her breathing were gone, 
and my trust slowly returned.  

The realization that my prayers were truly answered as 
promised has brought back an even stronger trust. 

He does love us.                                                -John Nolan 

    

 

 

 

 

         —-————- 

NOTE: In recent months we remembered fondly and prayed for 

Reverend Stephen Concannon, the long-time pastor of St. 

Charles Borromeo Church, who was called from this life. Fr. 

Concannon was a devoted priest to the people of the Diocese 

of Portland.  Here we share with you the homily offered by 

Deacon John Murphy at the Memorial Mass held in July. You 

will see that Fr. Concannon’s life and ministry as described by 

Deacon John, clearly offers us a glimpse of God’s hand at work 

in Fr. Concannon’s life., and in the life of others, as a result of 

his generosity in his priestly ministry.  

 

Homily for Rev. Stephen Concannon at St. 

Charles    Borromeo  Church 

“He loved his priesthood.  He loved his Church. He loved his 
people. And he loved the Lord who made it all possible”.  These 
were the words that Fr Steve spoke about Archbishop Peter 
Gerety six years ago at the archbishop’s funeral. 

These words are so true for Fr Steve himself. 

We were blessed to have Fr Steve as our pastor here at St 
Charles for 12 years, starting in 1997 until his retirement.   

In one of his homilies at a funeral…. Fr Steve spoke about Anna 
Quindlen, who is a writer for the New York Times.  Anna also 
writes eulogies for the Times.   Anna talked about writing 
eulogies and the purpose of the eulogy.  Anna said the purpose 
of the eulogy is not ONLY to describe the life of the dead 
person but also to remember what that person will mean for 
the living…. for the rest of their lives.  She said, “We are 
defined by whom we have lost”.   

For those of us who knew Fr Steve…we are defined…in other 
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Steve, their first pastor. 

In my homily class a major distinction was made between a 
eulogy …which is focusing on the person’s life ….and the 
Homily…which focuses on the Gospel.  The amazing part about 
Fr. Steve is that his life WAS living out the Gospel.  Fr. Steve 
lived out IN his life the Gospel message he preached every 
Sunday. 

The last critical question for us today is…before we go our 
separate ways… what was the quintessential Gospel message 
for Fr. Steve?  What did he hope we would take home from 
Church every Sunday?  He always challenged us to change. 

The Gospel we heard today was one of Fr. Steve’s favorite 
Gospel stories.  In his homily he outlines the core message of 
the Gospel.  He begins this homily with “Today’s Gospel story is 
perhaps one of the most exquisite portrayals of God’s mercy 
and compassion, of forgiveness and love,  that has ever been 
given to us.”  Father talked about the most poignant moment 
in the Gospel when the sinful woman stands face to face with 
the sinless Jesus.  Of course, Fr. Steve quotes Augustine at this 
point saying “the drama was not lost on Augustine because 
when he comes to comment on this particular passage, he 
would capture the power of that final scene, after the last 
bystander had drifted away in his memorable line: “Relicti sunt 
duo:  misera et miserecordia—there were left only two: misery 
and mercy”. 

Central to Fr. Steve’s teaching is God’s love for us.  He says, 
“Because this story tells us, in a way we can’t forget, that God 
never ceases loving us despite the sins in our lives.  The Good 
News is that God loves us unconditionally and in a way we 
cannot possibly imagine.”   

Fr. Steve then proceeds to give us the Gospel challenge. He 
states, “Today’s Gospel drama tells us, in an unforgettable way, 
of how great is compassion in the life of God and how 
important it is to our lives who are made in God’s image and 
likeness.  Jesus commands us to act like him.  The one word 
that runs like a golden thread through the Gospel, through the 
entire life of Christ, is the word “compassion”.   

Fr. Steve closes by saying,  Jesus gives us a new 
commandment…not a proposal…not a suggestion….but a 
commandment…”As I have loved you, so you must love one 
another. “  Jesus tells each of us to “Go and do likewise”. 

Fr. Steve lived a life of compassion for others and he always 
had a special place for those struggling or suffering or living on 
the  margins of society.  Fr. Steve had special energy for social 
justice and peace projects.  He was involved with Habitat and 
their walks, with MidCoast Hunger  Program, with the Cuba 
Sister City Formation, and supporting an Ecuadorian priest at a 
Church in Trinidad, to name a few. 

When Fr. Steve retired, the parishioners here gave him a 
retirement gift of around $15,000.  Fr Steve gave that money 
back to St Charles’ parish for Social Justice and Peace projects 
and the Fr. Stephen Concannon Fund for social justice and 
peace was established with the Catholic Foundation of Maine. 

Over the past 13 years it has supported countless programs and 
continues to support them, including: All Saints Parish Youth 
ministry, Food for the Hungry and homebound elderly in 
Harpswell, Tedford Housing,  The Gathering Place, St John’s 
School lunch subsidy program, Our local interfaith council 
community meetings addressing homelessness, and the list 
goes on. 

Although Fr. Steve retired to New Hampshire, his heart was 
always in his beloved Maine.  He came back frequently to visit 
friends, celebrate weddings, baptisms and funerals.  This past 
Fall at the age of 82 he attended the funeral for our pastor Fr. 
Tom at the cathedral.   

Fr. Steve was well known for his sense of humor and story 
telling.  He loved to tell stories about growing up in Maine, 
stories about his priestly adventures with Bishops Gerety and 
O’Leary.  Fr. Steve came back to St Charles for Mass for his 80th 
birthday and began Mass with the line: “there are 3 ages in life: 
youth, middle age and Gee you are looking great”. 

Fr. Steve, thank you for your 58 years of priesthood.  Thank you 
for being such a good friend and priest to me and all us you 
served here in Maine and in New Hampshire.   

We know Fr. Steve loved to quote books, articles and saints.  
The quote I heard him use the most 
often was from “The Confessions” by St 
Augustine, “You have made us for 
yourself, O Lord, and our hearts are 
restless until they rest in You.”   Today 
we are confident that Fr .Steve is at rest 
with his Lord. 

 (Homily delivered July 21, 2022 by 
Deacon John Murphy )  

 Prayer for a Deceased Priest 
O God, Thou didst raise Thy servant, Fr. Steve  

to the sacred priesthood of Jesus Christ,  
according to the Order of Melchisedech,  

giving him the sublime power  
to offer the Eternal Sacrifice, 

to bring the Body and Blood of Thy Son Jesus Christ down upon the 
altar,  

and to absolve the sins of men in Thine own Holy Name.  
We beseech Thee to reward his faithfulness  

and to forget his faults,  
admitting him speedily into Thy Holy Presence,  

there to enjoy forever the recompense of his labours.  
This we ask through Jesus Christ Thy Son, our Lord.  

   Amen.  
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My Miracle  
 

I developed a nasty spot on my tongue around August of 
2021.  It was about the size of a pencil eraser and bled every 
time I ate.  It bled so much that I wouldn’t go out to eat with 
family or friends anymore.  It didn’t get better, so I went to my 
doctor and later to a specialist.  The specialist took a biopsy 
and I had to wait days for the results.  I know this spot on my 
tongue could have been something normal but it terrified 
me.  I never realized how important my tongue was and feared 
what it would mean if I lost it.  As a seriously shy person, it 
could have caused me to totally withdraw from public. 

 

On Wednesday October 13th, 2021, I appealed to Our Lady of 
Fatima for a miracle. I asked that the biopsy on the spot would 
be benign. I told God that going forward I would use my 
tongue for more good if He let me keep it. That Friday I heard 
that the spot was benign. I called it my personal Fatima 
miracle day. I was so joyful. The spot on my tongue 
disappeared completely about a month or two after the biopsy 
and you can’t even tell where it was anymore. God did answer 
my prayer. So, I wrote a letter to my friend at church and 
offered to help out whenever I can and I am helping to this 
day. 

 

As a result of this experience, I have a special bond now with 
Our Lady of Fatima and my relationship with the Lord has 
grown as I continue to learn to trust Him. I was not using my 
life to the best of my abilities and this situation invited me to 
make a change.   My focus has changed.  I am looking toward 
heaven more instead of earthly things. And what a difference 
that has made. 

                                                                                                                 
-    -- Anne Litchfield 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Would you like to contribute one of 
your stories 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 

       -—————- 

Please mail paper  copies to : 

Martha Corkery  

St. Charles Borromeo Church  
132 McKeen Street  
Brunswick, Maine 04011 

                  —————— 

NOTE: If you submitted a story in late August, 

it  will appear in the December issue. Thanks for 

sharing your amazing stories– what a reminder 

of the depth of God’s love for us! 

                      —————- 

Thanks for reading our publication. Look  

for our next edition in December, hopefully 

with one of your stories in it!    

 

Drawings on pages 3 and 4 by  

   Andrea LeBlanc 


