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Dear   Brothers   and   Sisters,  
 
I   mentioned   last   week   that   I   enjoyed   a   visit   with   my  
aunt   and   uncle   who   live   in   Utah.   It   was   a   time   of  
wonderful   rest   and   relaxation,   almost   a   retreat.   I  
admit   that   the   initial   days   were   intruded   upon   by   the  
announcement   of   new   restrictions   on   large   public  
gatherings   by   the   Governor.   However,   I   was   able   to  
settle   in   and   relax   after   a   couple   of   days,   especially  
knowing   that   Fr.   Dan,   and   a   pretty   amazing   group   of  
people   who   comprise   the   parish   staff,   had   everything  
in   hand.   It   was   gratifying   to   be   reminded   once   again,  
that   as   important   as   my   role   might   be   within   the  
community,   no   one   is   indispensable.   A   couple   of  
phone   calls   with   Msgr.   Peter   during   the   time,  
reminded   me   of   why   it   was   that   I   stepped   back   from  
the   parish   in   the   first   place   for   a   short   break.   
 
But   all   good   things   must   come   to   an   end,   it   seems.   And   this   is   a   good   thing   to   remember.   As   I  
write   these   words,   I   also   live   in   hope   that   all   “ bad”    things   must   come   to   an   end   also…   Such   is  
my   hope   for   the   swift   passing   of   COVID-19.   
 

I   left   my   aunt   and   uncle   in   the   early   hours   of  
Thursday   morning.   As   I   drove   south   from   Salt  
Lake   City,   and   traversed   the   open   spaces   of   a  
land   at   once   familiar   yet   peculiar,   I   imagined  
how   inhospitable   much   of   this   land   was   at   one  
time.   And   I   marvelled   at   what   people   can  
achieve   when   they   are   determined   and   trust   in  
the   Almighty.  
 
Continuing   southward   on   I-15,   leaving   Utah,   I  
travelled   through   what   must   be   about   a  
thirty-mile   stretch   of   highway   in   Arizona.   It   was  
in   the   region   of   the   Virgin   River   Canyon.   I  
realized   that   I   have   grown   far   too   familiar   with  
driving   in   Southern   California   and   I   am   grown  
too   comfortable   on   its   relatively   straight,  

 



 
 
 

multi-lane,   freeways.   There   was   a   particular   section   of   I-15   that   wound   and   twisted   and   turned  
along   two   south-bound   lanes.   The   traffic   was   noticeable,   as   the   nature   of   the   geography   there  
simply   slowed   everyone   down.   The   landscape   is   quite   stunning,   but   to   be   honest,   I   simply  
couldn’t   enjoy   it   as   much   as   I   would   have   liked,   given   traffic,   and   the   fact   that   I   had   to   be   pretty  
attentive   to   my   driving.   
 
The   drive   through   the   canyons,   demanding   particular   care   and   attention,   the   twists   and   the   turns  
and   the   sometimes   surprising   movements   of   the   other   cars   and   trucks   sharing   the   freeway  
alongside   me,   became   a   focus   of   some   reflection   for   a   part   of   my   journey.   All   that   we   have   been  
enduring   and   struggling   with,   all   that   we   have   adapted   to   and   made   accommodation   for,   
because   of   COVID-19,   came   rushing   into   my  
mind.   The   seemingly   constant   ups   and   downs,  
movements   forward   and   then   backwards,   all   take  
a   toll   on   each   of   us.   Plans   we   put   in   place   are  
barely   completed   and   approved   when   more   news  
arrives   of   additional   changes   that   must   be  
incorporated,   and   further   considerations   must   be  
taken   under   advisement.   It   all   seems   too   much,   at  
times,   and   I   know   many   people   have   shared   with  
me   their   own   experiences   of   overwhelming  
frustration   and   of   having   undergone   many  
disappointments   in   these   months.   The   progress  
we   initially   made   here   in   the   Southland   makes   the  
current   realities   difficult   to   bear,   as   we   re-trench  
and   seem   to   have   lost   ground   in   our   efforts   to  
return   to   something   resembling   a   normal   life.   
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The   truth,   however,   is   that   while   we   must   occasionally   deal   with   setbacks   in   our   lives,   and   even  
though   we   may   not   be   able   to   recognise   it,   we   continue   our   inexorable   movement   forward,  
however   painstakingly   slow   it   might   seem   to   us.   Last   week   I   offered   a   reflection   from   St.   Paul’s  
letter   to   the   Corinthians,   by   way   of   a   reminder   to   all   of   us   to   avoid   the   temptation   to   despair   in  
the   face   of   our   disappointments,   and   as   an   encouragement   to   continue   to   right   by   one   another  
in   the   choices   we   are   making   for   ourselves.   
 
This   weekend's   readings   invite   us   to   a   slightly   different   but   connected   reflection.   The   gospel  
invites   us   to   consider   what   our   “treasure”   is,   and   where   it   is   that   we   situate   it   for   ourselves?   In  
these   days   of   COVID,   I   suspect   that   many   of   us   might   consider   this   particular   reflection   a   little  
differently   than   we   might,   had   we   just   been   carrying   along   as   usual   without   any   disruptive  
interruptions   in   our   lives.   In   the   first   reading,   Solomon   is   invited   to   name   the   treasure   he   would  
ask   from   the   Lord.   I   confess   that   while   I   might   be   tempted   to   ask   the   Lord   for   an   end   to  
COVID-19,   still   I   wonder   if   Solomon’s   request   wouldn’t   be   best,   even   in   these   circumstances:  

“Give   your   servant,   therefore,   an   understanding   heart  
to   judge   your   people   and   to   distinguish   right   from   wrong.  
For   who   is   able   to   govern   this   vast   people   of   yours?”  

(1Kings   3:9)  



 
 
 

And   so   for   now   we   continue   to   make   the   best   efforts   and   plans   we   may,   to   do   what   we   can   do   in  
the   current   climate,   filled   as   it   is   with   constraints   made   necessary   for   the   preservation   of   the  
good   health   of   so   many   among   us.   
 
Outdoor   Liturgies   on   the   Way  
In   the   coming   days   we   hope   to   finalize   plans   for   the   possibility   of   moving   some   of   our   liturgical  
celebrations   outdoors.   We   are   hoping   to   be   able   to   make   some   concrete   announcements   in   the  
coming   days,   perhaps   making   an   announcement   by   mid-week.   
 
The   biggest   obstacle   we   have,   in   all   honesty,   is   our   weather.   We   have   already   developed   a   solid  
set   of   protocols   for   gathering   as   safely   as   we   reasonably   can,   and   it   won’t   take   much   to   adapt  
those   for   outdoor   liturgical   gatherings.   Were   we   in   my   home   in   the   West   of   Ireland   the   challenge  
of   weather   would   mean   rain…   but   here   in   the   Southland   it   means   heat   and   sun.   
 
To   that   end,   we   anticipate   that   we   can   make   arrangements   for   early-morning   liturgies   before  
temperatures   rise   above   the   mid-70s.   Avoiding   direct   sunlight   is   a   challenge   given   the  
orientation   of   our   campus   and   the   location   of   its   buildings.   We   are   planning   to   explore   using   the  
early-morning   shade   of   the   Parish   Center   and   the   Moran   Center   to   help   mitigate   that   difficulty.  
Partially   closing   some   of   the   parking   lot   for   seating   only,   might   provide   enough   space   for   people  
to   bring   deck-chairs,   shades,   blankets,   etc.   We   can   erect   an   altar   near   the   grotto,   and   plug   in   to  
the   outdoor   sound   system   which   is   built   into   the   Moran   Center.   It   might   all   sound   a   little   chaotic,  
but   I   think   those   who   are   willing   and   who   want   to   make   this   happen,   will   find   a   way   to   make  
things   work.   As   we   did   when   we   initially   re-opened   the   Church   building,   we   will   adapt   as   need  
suggests,   and   we   will   gradually   move   into   what   works   well   for   our   overall   community.  
 
At   this   time,   the    Sacrament   of   Reconciliation    or    Confession    continues   to   be   made   available  
in   person.   However,   because   of   recent   events,   confessions   now   take   place   outdoors   and   by  
appointment.   Please   email    parishcenter@ollnr.org    or   call   (818)   349-1500..  
 
Parish   Office   Hours  
The   recent   setbacks   related   to   the   spread   of   COVID-19   have   not   only   impacted   our   ability   to  
conduct   liturgies   in   the   Church   building,   but   they   have   also   impacted   our   staff,   and   the   parish  
staff’s   ability   to   conduct   its   work   on-site.   Just   as   our   initial   re-opening   of   the   Church   building   has  
been   dealt   a   set-back,   so   too   has   our   re-opening   of   the   parish   office.   Consequently,   we   have  
arranged   to   return   to   remote   staffing   of   the   office.   As   before,   anyone   calling   during   regular   office  
hours   (8:30am   -   5:30pm)   is   likely   to   receive   a   call-back   pretty   quickly.   Likewise,   email   inquiries  
are   being   addressed   regularly.   
 
Staff,   including   myself,   continue   to   be   available   for   meetings   with   parishioners   by   phone   or   by  
zoom   video-conferencing.   
 
The   Further   Adventures   of   Mollie   Loftus  
So   my   niece   has   been   pretty   quiet   these   days…   or   rather,   her   Dad   has   returned   to   work   after  
paternity   leave,   and   so   the   pictures   and   the   news   of   her   exploits   have   been   notably   reduced   this  
past   week.   
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However,   the   word   is   that   Mollie’s   play-room   had   an   “extreme   make-over”.   Seemingly,   my  
brother   managed   to   plant   the   thought   that   if   Ana   was   to   escape,   and   wander   into   Mollies  
play-room,   she   might   never   be   heard   from   again,   giving   the   absolute   state   of   the   room.   Mollie’s  
toys   were   everywhere.   They   were   so   scattered   all   over   the   place,   that   you   couldn't   even   see   the  
floor   underneath   them.   By   her   own   admission,   Mollie   doesn’t   think   she   has   too   many   toys.  
Nonetheless,   it’s   not   easy   to   keep   everything   in   its   proper   place.   Despite   all   the   encouragement  
she   receives   to   keep   her   stuff   tidy,   it’s   not   always   an   easy   thing   to   do   in   practice.   Life   can   be   so  
challenging   and   cruel   when   you’re   just   three-and-a-half!   
 

Last   week   the   prospect   of   Ana   not   being  
allowed   to   join   Mollie   in   her   playroom   for   fear  
she’d   get   lost   in   the   mess,   and   never   be  
heard   from   again,   was   just   the  
encouragement   and   motivation   my   little  
god-daughter   needed   to   take   care   of   her  
business.   The   “big-sister”   continues   to   find  
ways   to   impress.  
 
Very   wisely,   Mollie   approached   her   mom   and  
asked   if   she   could   have   her   help   tidying,  
because   she   wasn’t   sure   she   could   do   it   all  
on   her   own.   My   sister-in-law   saw   the  
opportunity   and   seized   upon   it…   Within   a  
matter   of   a   few    minutes    hours,   the   laminate  
flooring   was   uncovered   and   cleared,   bits   and  
bobs   found   their   way   back   to   bins   and   boxes,  

and   eventually,   the   room   was   deemed   safe   for   Ana   to   enter.   The   image   on   the   top   right   of   the  
shows   Mollie   just   after   sharing   this   news   with   her   baby   sister   and   her   dad,   and   if   that   smile  
doesn’t   exude   pride,   I   don’t   know   what   pride   looks   like!   
 
Perhaps   it’s   not   Solomon’s   wisdom,   but   I   like   that   Mollie   gets   that   she   can   ask   for,   and   receive  
help   to   take   care   of   things   that   can   seem   overwhelming   in   the   moment.   A   lesson   for   life,  
perhaps...  
 
God’s   continued   blessings   on   you   all.   
 
F�.   Davi�  


