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Upcoming Liturgies for May 24th and May 31st, 2020 

St. Elizabeth of the Trinity  
Sunday, May 24th  10:00 a.m. Cal Luedee (Anniv) – Eileen and family 
Sunday, May 31st  10:00 a.m. Annie, Lawrence and June Arsenault – Ivan and Rosemary Dornan 

 

Daily Readings for Week  (May 25th – 31st, 2020) 
Monday  Acts 19:1-8  John 16:29-33 
Tuesday (St. Philip Neri) Acts 20:17-27  John 17:1-11 
Wednesday  Acts 20:28-38  John 17:11-19 
Thursday  Acts 22:30, 23:6-11  John 17:20-26 
Friday  Acts 24:27, 25:13-21  John 21:15-19 
Saturday  Acts 28:16-20, 30-31  John 21:20-25 

Sunday (Pentecost Sunday) Acts 2:1-11 1 Corinthians 12:3-7, 12-13 John 20:19-23 
 

Did You Know? – In Sirach 15:15-20, Paul speaks of God’s wisdom as being 
mysterious and often hidden from those who consider themselves wise.  Pride can 
prevent us from listening to God and because only God can see the future, only God 
really knows what is best for us.   

(2020 Sourcebook, Pg 94) 

 

Lord Jesus Christ, you taught us to love our neighbour 
and to care for those in need as if we are caring for you. 

In this time of anxiety, give us strength 
to comfort those who are afraid, guide us to tend to the sick 

and help us to assure those who are alone,  
of our love and, most especially, of your love. 

Through Christ our Lord,    Amen 

 

 

 

 

Until further notice 

To meet with Fr. Phil, Fr. Charlie or for Confession, please call to make an appointment – 386-6178 
If no answer, please leave a message.  We’ll be checking messages regularly. 

 We pray for those who are sick and today, we hold in our hearts Florence Drisdelle (sister of Adeline 
Fisher), Connie Kavanaugh (niece of Al and Corinne) and Peggy Melanson (sister of Polly Forsey). 

We also pray for all who have died and today we hold dearly in our hearts the family and loved ones 
of Florence McIntyre and also those who mourn the loss of Frances Shano (aunt of Ellen Bennett).   

May 24th, 2020 

Ascension Sunday 



  
 

If you are keeping track, you know that we have not 
gathered for Sunday Eucharist since March 15th, the third 
Sunday of Lent. I half-jokingly suggested we were 
celebrating our “Last Supper” not realizing then that my 
words would become a self-fulfilling prophecy. We are all 
waiting, including Bishop Vienneau, for the health 
authorities to open churches for limited gatherings like 
we see in some sectors of society. Throwing the doors of 
the church wide open, though, will probably not happen 
until a universal vaccine is available. Until then we live in 
the interim with patience and hope. 
 
These couple of months of isolation have changed us in one form or another; none of us is the same person 
we were prior to March 15th. Even if we acknowledge that the change may be only minor, it’s still a change. 
If as Jesus says, “we have eyes to see and ears hear,” we inevitably see ourselves and our world differently 
since the pandemic took root.  
 
One lasting image that stays with me is the one that has been repeated all over the world. It is the image of 
family members outside looking at, waving to, and blowing kisses in the direction of a senior member of 
their family on the other side of a window. For some, the heartbreak was even more intense when that same 
older person died without the comfort of their families by their bedsides. Add to this, funerals that have to 
be delayed or funerals with a limit of 10 mourners, and you have compounded the heartbreak. 
 

Apparently, my parents didn’t raise any dummies, so I know a 
thing or two about a thing or two. One of the things I know for 
sure is that we will all come through this pandemic as changed 
people—hopefully better and not bitter. Another thing I know 
for certain is our too-deep-for-words desire to connect with our 
fellow human being and with God. The latter, even in atheists I 
believe, expresses itself “in groans that cannot be put into 
words,” as St. Paul tells us (Romans 8:26). We need to know, 
especially in times of crisis, that God is real, that God is near us, 
and that God is for us. In short, this is the desire for an incarnate 
God, not a distant reality off in the clouds somewhere.  

 
There is a marvelous story told about a four-year-old child who awoke one night frightened, convinced 
that in the darkness around her there were all kinds of spooks and monsters. Alone, she ran to her 
parents’ bedroom. Her mother calmed her down and, taking her by the hand, led her back to her own 
room, where she put on a light and reassured the child with these words: “You need not be afraid, you 
are not alone here. God is in the room with you.” The child replied: “I know that God is here, but I need 
someone in this room who has some skin!” 
 
I love that story. In her brain the child did not know the theological word “incarnation,” but in her guts she 
intuited the need for a comforting reality in her life that had skin. She needed incarnation—skin--and not 
Dr. Scott Peck’s latest book on child rearing. 
 
Sometimes children do say the darnedest things. I wish those handful of men, who composed the 
Eucharistic prayers (those prayed by the priest at the altar from the Sacramentary) would have consulted 
children or anyone for that matter, just once, before they started. If they had, we would not be stuck with 
the disastrous prayers we torture our parishioners with week after week. You know the prayer and the 

# 



words I’m talking about: …graciously accept the oblation of our service (let’s start passing out 
dictionaries during mass) …this pure victim, this holy victim, this spotless victim (Jesus was never a 
victim. Unlike victims who have their lives taken from them, Jesus freely gave his life to us) … He took bread 
in his holy and venerable hands (really? Give me a break). 
 
Apparently, Jesus did not have hands like your hands and mine; he had holy and venerable hands. If he did 
not have hands like ours, in what other dimensions was he also not like us? According to these theologians, 
Jesus could not have been human; he only had the appearance of being human, which is a heresy. Somehow, 
according to this logic, the Word did not become flesh, at least not fully. Its descent into flesh got truncated, 
arrested halfway through the process, never to be complete. It never became “skin.” It was too scandalized 
to have ordinary human hands.  
 
I doubt these armchair theologians, professional functionaries of the Church, ever put a scared four-year-
old to bed, ever changed a diaper, ever pumped gas, ever mopped a floor, or ever got their hands dirty 
working a minimum wage job. If they had, just once, they never would have written such lofty and 
meaningless language as they left us with in the Sacramentary. In short, they do not believe in the central 
truth of our faith—the incarnation of the divine into human flesh. They are theist; they believe God is out 
there somewhere in the clouds, anywhere, but just not here. Incarnation is just too scandalous for many 
leaders to accept. Perhaps that is why anything to do with the body and sexuality has, traditionally, been 
pushed into the dark corners. For many of us, it’s only with great reluctance we accept our own flesh, our 
own bodies, our own sexual desires, our own body odour, our humanity, but to assign any of these traits to 
Jesus is just too much. Maybe that’s why artists always have to put a loin cloth on Jesus, even though all four 
gospels tell us he was crucified naked. And because it’s too much to handle, we prefer to push Jesus back 
into the heavens and promote incarnational-denying theology in our Eucharistic prayers like as if they were 
the Gospels themselves. 
 
The Word did not become flesh and dwell among us—it became flesh and continues to dwell among us. As 
God acted through Jesus 2000 years ago, so God still acts 
through every one of us, the Body of Christ, here and now. 
Remember that the next time you receive Communion. It is not 
just Jesus you are receiving, it’s also the Body of Christ, here 
and now, that you are receiving. So, if we cannot “stomach” our 
brother or sister, it might be best we leave our offering before 
the altar and go do something else.  
 
You want to understand incarnation? Read the gospels. There 
you will find that Jesus did not talk in highbrow theological terms. He spoke the language of the people. He 
spoke about grains of wheat, of sheep, of water, of oil, of breath, of bread, of wine, of money, of coats, of 
thirsts and hungers, of lost sheep, and of siblings who no longer talk to each other. He never mentioned 
sanctuaries, sacraments, tabernacles or the sacred, whatsoever. Everything, for Jesus, was shot through 
with the divine. He had no need to separate the holy from the unholy. Everything, and everyone, was sacred, 
including the lepers, the tax collectors, the murderers, the thieves, the adulterers, the prostitutes, and the 
greedy. Everyone was redeemable because everyone contained, at least, a spark of the divine that could 
never be eradicated. Our mundane bodies both concealed and revealed the divine. How brilliant! When 
Jesus healed the blind man, he did not send positive energy toward him, he used spit and dirt, instead. And 
when he stood next to Lazarus, who smelled of the stink of death, very real tears of salt ran down his face.  
 
If you want to know what incarnation is, I’ll save you some time. Do not look to the Eucharistic prayers we 
have been given, look instead to Matthew 25. It recalls how I was hungry, and you either gave me something 
to eat or you didn’t. I was naked, and you either clothed me or you didn’t. The great Christian truth is that 
you are no nearer to God than you are to your neighbour. Why is that true? Because God is your neighbour. 



The moment you stop believing God is your neighbour, is the moment you stop believing in the incarnation. 
You, inadvertently, push God back into the heavens. And with God far away, it just becomes a whole lot 
easier to walk past the poor wretch who is only going to blow your charity on drugs anyways. Matthew 25, 
the Last Judgement scene, begins with lofty, heavenly language: “When the Son of Man comes in his glory, 
escorted by all the angels, then he will take his seat on the throne.” Wow! How celestial! How regal! 
Then, all of a sudden, it all comes crashing down to earth in the form of hunger, thirst, nakedness, sickness 
and imprisonment. “When you did this, you did it to me.” I was incarnate in all those people, in all those 
circumstances. Didn’t you know that?  
 
Fr. Ron Rolheiser writes: “…if my mother is sick and I pray she gets better but do not drive her to see the 
doctor, I have prayed as a theist, not as a Christian. I have not given any incarnational flesh, skin, to my 
prayer…If I pray for world peace, but do not inside of myself, forgive those who have hurt me, how can God 
bring about peace on this planet? Our prayer needs our flesh to back it up (The Holy Longing, p. 84). 
 
So, we do what we can do during these times of physical distancing to remind ourselves, and the greater 
world, that incarnation is real. How do I know? The gospels, whose truths cut like knives, tell me so. Older 
people in seniors’ residences looking out windows and four-year old girls, apparently, are on to this as well. 
  
 
 

 

Pentecost Vigil 
We will be sharing a time of prayer and song the eve of Pentecost, Saturday, 
May 30th at 9:00 p.m. live-streaming as we have been doing for Mass and 
Taizé Prayer.  We hope that you will be able to join us! 

In preparation for this time we ask you to consider a symbol that captures 
for you, who the Holy Spirit is.  When you think of the Holy Spirit, what comes 
to mind?  What Gift has the Holy Spirit brought into your life?  How is the 
Holy Spirit expressed in your life?  If you’re still not sure, how would you 
finish this sentence?   

      “The Holy Spirit is my __________” 

Once you’ve completed that sentence, what symbol captures this for you? 

Hopefully this symbol is something that you have in your house or that you can easily attain, if it’s 
something from nature.  In relation to our time together, we ask that you place your symbol close by when 
you join us for prayer.  You will not be asked to show this to anyone or even talk about it.  However, if, when 
we’re together on the 30th you want to tell us about it, you could do so in the Comments.  We would love to 
read about it.  Maybe we’ll share ours as well!   Looking forward to being with you. 

 

Masks!! - If you would like to have a face mask(s) for protection for your family during this  
Covid-19 pandemic, please call Dianne LeBlanc at 386-6094, to arrange for a safe physical  
distancing pick-upat 227 Whitepine Rd.  Different sizes are available with elastics or ties.   
These are free.                                                                                                            (Thank you Dianne!        ) 

 

Holy Ghost Church 

Holy Ghost parishioners are still selling tickets ($2 each or 3 for $5) on a wonderful combination 
of gift cards worth $300!!  If anyone within our parish grouping would like to purchase 

tickets, please consider using e-transfer and Teresa O’Hara of Holy Ghost will put your 
name on the tickets.  Others have already done this and it’s working well!  You can use the 

email teresa.ohara@ambulancenb.ca   Thank you! 

mailto:teresa.ohara@ambulancenb.ca


Exploring Our Faith 
Relentless Hope 
It is a quote that I use frequently when sleep does not come.  This week has been one of those weeks.  We 
are being battered, and though important to put it in perspective, remembering that others have suffered 
much worse for far longer, the tragedies are relentless.  Every week there is something else.  Poor Nova 
Scotia; I'm not sure how much more they can take. 
 
"Remember, I am with you always, to the end of the age."  Those with faith know that to be a truth.  Those 
with faith know the importance of keeping "the hope to which [we are] ... called."  Those with faith know 
"it is not for [us] to know the times or periods ..."  And those with faith are still permitted to shout 'enough 
is enough.'    
 
Our young people want to celebrate their graduations from high school and university; our young couples 
want to celebrate their weddings in traditional ways; our families who are mourning the death of loved 
ones want to celebrate their lives surrounded by family and friends; our children and their parents want to 
celebrate the sacraments of initiation; our faithful want to gather in their faith communities on Sunday 
morning; our grandparents want to hold their new grandchildren.  We want to mark the days of summer 
by laying on the beach, opening our tables and our homes to friends, mingling with children and their 
parents on the soccer pitch, travelling across the country and around the world on vacation.  And if we can't 
do any of that yet, we at least want to know when we can ... by July? by September? by Christmas?  The  
advertisements from the province and the country tell us while we are apart now, we won't be forever.  
Two plus months in, it is beginning to feel like forever.  
 
Yet this is where I saw God this month: our closest friends celebrated 
their 25th wedding anniversary Wednesday past.   Such a significant 
milestone was unable to be celebrated in the way they had planned.  
Instead, they organized a virtual gathering with their families and 
closest friends, renewed their vows, shared a glass of wine (or two), 
viewed a slide show of 25 years of love and memories and danced 
together.   
 
Our son Marc celebrated a birthday earlier this month.  Birthdays are 
big in our house, and none bigger than Marc's.  35 of our friends drove 18 of their decorated cars up and 
down our street for 10 minutes blowing their horns, delivering treasures to mark the occasion.  Later that 
night 20 of 22 of his cousins participated in a Zoom gathering to wish him the best.  All his aunts and uncles 
contacted him through text, phone calls or FaceTime.   
 
My youngest brother celebrated a birthday this month also, and his youngest child organized a surprize 
Zoom gathering so all his siblings could sing Happy Birthday together.   
 
I could go on and on, and this is only in my very small part of the world.  "I am with you always."  Keep "the 
hope to which he has called you."  Enough is enough; we are tired of the pandemic; we are tired of the 
seemingly endless tragedy.  Yet somehow, God is with us ... always.  Maybe we don't need to know when it 
will end; faith simply tells us that it will.  For today ... that is enough. 
 

                                    Ellen Bennett 
Archdiocese of Moncton, Office of Faith Development 

 
 
 
 
 



 

Prayer of Consecration  
Most Blessed Virgin Mary, Mother of the Church, in this time of pandemic, we turn  
our gaze to you, and in Christ consecrate to you the faithful of our Diocese, together  
with all the people of Canada. 

At the Annunciation,  
fear gave way to trust as you embraced the mysterious and loving plan  
of God, who through his providence, care and concern brought about newness of life  
in you and through you. Intercede, we pray, on our behalf as your children, Virgin  
most faithful. Grant us faith, hope and perseverance, as we strive to serve and bear  
witness to all persons, Responding to the needs of those affected by this virus. 

Standing at the foot of the Cross at Calvary,  
you united yourself with the sufferings of Christ and so uniquely contributed to the mystery of our redemption. 
We beseech you as Health of the sick, draw to yourself in maternal compassion the brothers and sisters of your 
Son Jesus and all those who are grieved by this pandemic. Strengthen the dying and comfort those who weep so 
that all may experience the healing grace of Christ our Divine Physician. 

At the Cenacle, after the Resurrection,  
you accompanied the Apostles with prayer for the outpouring of the Holy Spirit.  In your maternal care as 
Consoler of the afflicted, accompany healthcare professionals, all who minister to the sick and those who seek a 
cure to end this pandemic, that the Holy Spirit may renew the face of the earth. 

To all of us, dearest Mary, Mother of all the living,  
be present and show forth your tenderness, as we raise our eyes to you who shines forth before the entire 
community as a merciful and compassionate companion on our journey. Time and time again, with burdens 
weighing heavily on their hearts and in their many necessities, the Christian faithful have sought refuge under 
your mantle of protection. 

Come quickly to our aid at this time, Mother of Mercy, and deliver us from the dangers that surround us in our 
hour of need; watch over especially the elderly, the weak and the infirm, our children and the unity of our 
families, and all those who give of themselves selflessly in pastoral care to those in need until in your arms and 
in your gentle embrace we all find safety and solace.         Amen 

 
 
 
 

Thank you for your faithful offering to our church!  It has been a difficult winter and spring with 
Mass cancellations due to weather and now the pandemic.  We are grateful for your help in meeting 

our financial commitments. 
 

 
 

Weekly Collection for all Churches 

Holy Family and Peoples Park Tower 
Church Support $1640.50 

Maintenance Fund $164.50 

St. Jude’s Church 
Church Support $370.00 

 

Holy Ghost Church 
Church Support $140.00 

Immaculate Heart of Mary Church 
Church Support $3893.50; Building Fund $267.50 

Social Action $125.00; Youth $20.00 



 



 


