
 

I don’t expect to receive any gold, frankincense or myrrh this year.  I don’t think I’d want any myrrh 

anyway, although the resin is used medicinally for everything from eye trouble to 

hemorrhoids.  Maybe myrrh should be more widely available for people with a crappy view of life.  

 

I do expect other gifts, however.  Fresh hope is one.    

The COVID-19 vaccine is in use, bringing with it a sense of optimism.  I marvel at how quickly this medicine has been 

manufactured.  A great accomplishment by our doctors and scientists.  And, of course, Dolly Parton who donated a million 

dollars to the cause.  I don’t have a million dollars, but I do have an arm and a willingness to get the two shots as soon as I am 

able.  It is a charity thing.  An opportunity to protect not only myself, but the many people with whom I have contact.  It will 

help create herd immunity so that we can safely gather together and businesses can open fully.  Give the economy a shot in the 

arm, so to speak.  

 

I would like to see Doctor Anthony Fauci canonized some day, but not this year.  I feel safer knowing someone of his intellect, 

experience, and demeanor is advising the country.  Plus he is short.  I like that in a person.  

 

I pray for good things for our outgoing President and for our incoming one.  No easy job that!  

 

Another gift I am looking forward to this year is the Kentucky Derby being run on the first Saturday of May.  Watching the race 

over Labor Day Weekend seemed sick and wrong.  The Derby was not alone in that regard.  The Stanley Cup Playoffs starting in 

August, the Masters Golf Tournament played in November, the NBA playoffs taking place in a bubble at Disney World in 

September, and College and High School schedules made up on the fly all seemed off.  This year I hope it will be easier to keep 

track of not only what day it is, but what month and season of the year it is.  

 

Speaking of Kentucky, I look forward to a nice sip of Knob Creek from time to time.  And, soon I hope to finish the Journals of 

Thomas Merton.  Merton was a Trappist monk at Gethsemani Abbey near Bardstown, Kentucky.  He was one of the most 

influential spiritual writers of the last century.  I like his journals because they are uncensored and an easy read.  Get a better 

sense of the man:  his thoughts, feelings, fears, frustrations, temptations, joys, friends, desires, humor, prayer and the like.  

 

I look forward to making a retreat this year not at Gethsemani, but, rather at another Trappist Monastery, New Melleray Abbey 

near Dubuque, Iowa.  The retreat center has been closed due to the pandemic, but I trust it will open up later this year.  

 

I hope the border with Canada also opens up so I can get to Stratford this summer or fall for its Shakespeare Festival.  

 

I hope that Father Loc has a fruitful year and finds renewed vitality and a clear focus.  

 

My own focus is on retirement at the end of 2021.  I am really looking forward to it.  Definitely more than I am for some myrrh.  

 A NOTE FROM FATHER PHIL 


