


 The Sanctuary Lamp 
   The Sanctuary Lamp near our...  

Tabernacle burns this week  

In Loving Memory of 

BETH MARIE DUNPHY 

Save the Date! 

Thanksgiving 
Coffee Hour 

After 12:00 Noon Mass 

Sunday, 

November 18
th

 

In the Parish House 

Simple  
Yet 

Beautiful 
 The Apostles asked Jesus to teach 
them to pray, and He taught them the 
beautiful prayer “Our Father.” 

 I believe each time we say the “Our 
Father,” God looks at His Hands, where 
He has carved us  “ I have carved you 
on the palm of My Hand”  He looks at 
His Hands, and He sees us there.  How 
wonderful the tenderness and love of God! 

 Where can I learn to pray? 
Jesus taught us:  “Pray like this: 
‘Our Father...Thy will be done...forgive 
us as we forgive.’”  It is so simple yet so 
beautiful.  If we pray the “Our Father” 
and live it, we will be holy.  Everything 
is there:  God, myself, my neighbor. 

 All this comes from a humble 
heart, and if we have this, we will know 
how to love God, to love self, and to love 
our neighbor. 

 This is not complicated, and yet we 
complicate our lives so much, by so 
many additions.  Just one thing counts: 
to be humble, to pray. 

St. Teresa of Calcutta  



Joyce Kilmer, 
Catholic, Poet, 

and Soldier 

A  sniper’s bullet took the life 
of Joyce Kilmer, the celebrated 

American Catholic poet, on a 
French battlefield July 30, 1918. 

“The last time I saw him alive 

was on that morning, after he 
had crept forth alone into 

No Man’s Land,” wrote Sgt. Lemist Esler in an article in 
The New York Times, August 22, 1918. 

 Esler, a playwright who served with Kilmer in the 

“Fighting 69th” Infantry Regiment, recounted how 
Kilmer had rushed ahead to lead a reconnaissance 

mission while the battalion advanced during the Battle 
of Ourcq. 

 “In the course of this advance, I suddenly caught 
sight of Kilmer… peering over the top of what 

appeared to be a natural trench,” Esler wrote, “We 

called to him, but received no answer.  Then I ran up 
and turned him on his back, only to find that he was 

dead with a bullet through his brain.” 

 The United States had lost in Kilmer a valiant soldier 

and its most prominent Catholic poet, as well as a 

faithful husband and father. 

WHERE WE BELONG 

 Born in 1886 in New Brunswick, NJ, Joyce Kilmer was 
the son of Fredrick Barnett Kilmer, inventor of 

Johnson’s baby powder, and Annie Kilburn Kilmer. 

 Kilmer attended Columbia University, where he 

became an editor for the college’s journal, a member of 

the literary club and a vigorous debater.  Upon 
graduating in 1907, he married his sweetheart, Aline 

Murray, and within a decade they would have five 
children. 

 While serving as editor of The Churchman, an 

Episcopalian journal, Kilmer corresponded with Jesuit 
Father James Daly, a poet who was teaching at 

Campion College in Wisconsin.  The friendship  
between the two menand the spiritual mentorship of 

Father Dalywas solidified in 1912 when Joyce and 

Aline’s second child, Rose, was struck with infant 
paralysis. 

 “Just off Broadway,” Kilmer wrote to Father Daly, 
“there is a church called the Church of the Holy 

Innocents… Every morning for month I stopped on my 
way to the office and prayed in this church for faith.   

 When faith did come, it  came, I think, by way of my 

little paralyzed daughter.  Her lifeless hands led me; I 
think her tiny still feet know beautiful paths.” 

 Joyce and Aline Kilmer were received into the 
Catholic Church in late 1913.  “Our chief sensation is 

simply comfort,” Kilmer wrote to Father Daly.  “We feel 

that we’re where we belong, and it’s a very pleasant 
feeling.” 

 After becoming Catholic, Kilmer redoubled his efforts 
at publishing and lecturing on pressing cultural and 

moral issues of his day.  But he considered his role 
more as that of a quiet evangelist than a brash 

apologist:  “I have delight chiefly in talking veiled 

Catholicism to non-Catholics.” 

 The United States entered World War I in April 1917, 

and within a few weeks, 30-year-old Kilmer enlisted in 
the New York National Guard.  He soon transferred to 

the Irish “Fighting 69th” battalion of New York, which 

had recently been re-designated the 165th Infantry 
Regiment. 

 Just days before his deployment that fall, his little 
Rose died and his final child, Christopher, was born.  

His daughter’s death, wrote Kilmer, “was a piercing 
blow, but beautiful. … Certainly Rose makes Heaven 

dearer to us.” 

A POET AT ARMS 

 Kilmer was immensely proud to be a part of the 

“Fighting 69th.”  Among others, he quickly befriended 
the regiment’s chaplain, Father Francis Duffy, who was 

to become the most decorated military chaplain in 

history. 

 Father Duffy wrote of Kilmer, “He was absolutely the 

coolest and most indifferent man in the face of danger 
I have ever seen. It was not for lack of love of life, for 

he enjoyed his life as a soldierhis only cross was 

distance from home.  It was partly from his inborn 

courage and devotionhe would not stint his sacrifice

partly his deep and real belief that what God wills is 

best.” 

 But Sgt. Joyce Kilmer’s most enduring legacy remains 

his poetic witness to Christ in a sinful and war-torn 

world. 

 One month before his death, he wrote of his hope 

that poetry would reflect “the virtues which are 
blossoming on the blood-soaked soil of this land 

courage, and self-abnegation, and love, and faith   

this last not faith in some abstract goodness, but faith 

in God and His Son and the Holy Spirit, and in the 

Church which God Himself founded and still rules.” 

(Adapted from an article in COLUMBIA Magazine) 



SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 3, 2018  
5:30pm  +All Souls Novena (Vigil for Sunday Mass) 

THE THIRTY-FIRST SUNDAY  
IN ORDINARY TIME 
LAST DAY OF THANKSGIVING FOOD DRIVE 
SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 4, 2018  STANDARD TIME 
 7:30am   For Our Parishioners 
 9:00am +For the Holy Souls  
 10:30am +Guido & Agnese Bettini 
 12:00pm +All Souls Novena 
 5:30pm +Nicolo Seidita 

MONDAY, NOVEMBER 5, 2018   
   7:00am +Marie Louise Andrei 
   8:15am +All Souls Novena 
 12:10pm   Living Members of the Ladies of Charity 
   5:30pm +Otilia Ciccone 

TUESDAY, NOVEMBER 6, 2018  
   7:00am +Arthur Berry 
   8:15am   Intentions of Marie Colwell, Healing 

 12:10pm +Felicia Chacon 
  5:30pm +All Souls Novena 

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 7, 2018   
  7:00am +Marie Louise Andrei 
   8:15am +Andrew C. Nunziato 
 12:10pm +Vicenta Melendez 
  5:30pm +All Souls Novena 

THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 8, 2018 

   7:00am +Gail R. Schipski 

   8:15am +All Souls Novena 
 12:10pm +Michael Visconte 
   5:30pm +Irene Dachtera 

THE DEDICATION OF THE LATERAN BASILICA 
FRIDAY, NOVEMBER 9, 2018 

   7:00am +John W. Kelliher 
   8:15am +All Souls Novena 
 12:10pm +Andrew Siff 
  5:30pm +Vanessa Borg 

POPE SAINT LEO THE GREAT 
SATURDAY, NOVEMBER 10, 2018 
   8:15am +Julia Valdivia 
 12:10pm +Cristina Valdivia 
  5:30pm +All Souls Novena (Vigil for Sunday Mass) 

2018  THE THIRTIETH SUNDAY             $7,078 

2017  THE THIRTIETH SUNDAY               $6,110 

THANK YOU!   WE ARE GRATEFUL TO THOSE WHO USE OUR 
ENVELOPE SYSTEM.  LET US KNOW IF YOU WISH TO RECEIVE 
OFFERING ENVELOPES THROUGH THE MAIL.   

PARISH STEWARDSHIP 
FOR OUR SICK:  SABRINA BERTUCCI, MURIEL BRAIND, 

MARY GOLDSTEIN 

FOR OUR DECEASED:  BROOKS KERR, MARIE MANNING, 

BR. PAT SHEA, FR. RICK SHODA 

Please call the Parish House to have a Parishioner’s name placed on 
this list.  Check to see if someone who is ill consents to having their 
name published.  We only publish the names of recently deceased. 

Prayer Requests 

PRAYER OF A SOLDIER  
IN FRANCE 

My shoulders ache beneath my pack 

(Lie easier, Cross, upon His Back). 

I march with feet that burn and smart 

(Tread, Holy Feet, upon my heart). 

Men shout at me who may not speak 

(They scourged Thy back and smote Thy cheek). 

I may not lift a hand to clear 
My eyes of salty drops that sear. 

(Then shall my fickle soul forget 
Thy agony of Bloody Sweat?) 

My rifle hand is stiff and numb 

(From Thy pierced palm red rivers come). 

Lord, Thou didst suffer more for me 

Than all the hosts of land and sea. 

So let me render back again 

This millionth of Thy gift.  Amen. 
Joyce Kilmer 


