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The time has come,’ the Walrus said, 
      To talk of many things: 
Of shoes — and ships — and sealing-wax — 
      Of cabbages — and kings — 

 

As a child, I grew up listening to these words quoted by my mother when she had 
something serious to talk about with us.  It was a catchy bunch of words -- that was all I 
knew as I listened to her speak them.  It was only much later in life that I googled the 
words, and found out that they came from a poem written by Lewis Carroll in “Alice’s 
Adventures in Wonderland.”  These details don’t really matter, what was important for 
me is that these words always introduced a very serious topic and a very serious one-
sided conversation.   

Now, I am not going to talk about shoes and ships and sealing wax, nor even about 
cabbages (which I really don’t like) or kings (which I have very little use for).  I want to 
talk about a different list of things: a little bit about myself, a little bit about interesting 
coincidences (which if you know anything about me, you know I do not believe in), a 
little bit about my love for all of you and this amazing parish, and a little bit about our 
amazing wonderful God who loves and cares for each one of us with unconditional love, 
and reminds us of this every single moment of our lives.  

A little bit about myself -I was born in South America, in the capital city of Colombia – 
Bogota – almost 87 years ago.  I have to confess that I have never been willing to talk 
about my age until recently.  I guess that I just didn’t want to own up to how old I was, 
but actually during this past year, I have come to “own” it and to be proud of it.   

Recently, I was made aware of how well I “owned it”, when someone I work closely 
with here at St. Mary’s told me that he had boasted, to a group he was meeting with, 
that he knew an octogenarian nun who had learned to set u[ amd  use “Zoom,” and 
who could even divide the group into breakout sessions.  Covid-19 forced me to acquire 
this skill, and I am really proud of having learned it.  I guess we are never too old to 
learn! And who knows what I will do with this new skill going in to the future!   

A little bit about coincidences - The number 13 has always been a favorite of mine and 
has marked some very significant turning points in my life.  At the age of 13, I left 
Colombia to come to the States to go to school, and it was then that my family settled in 
Virginia.  After college I entered religious life and joined a community which was located 
in Michigan. 

On March 13, 1999, I made a very significant trip back to Virginia from Michigan, 
coming to Richmond to interview at St. Mary’s.  My phone extension, when I started my 
ministry here, was 13, and who can count the life-changing conversations in which it has 
been privileged to participate! And now on this, the 13th Sunday in Ordinary Time, I am 
standing here saying goodbye to you.  
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Coincidences you might say – God acting anonymously, I reply.  They are just tiny little 
examples, of the ways that God continually reminds me that I am not making this 
journey through life all by myself.  God has walked with me from the very beginning, 
and will continue to walk with me every step of the way into eternity. 

A little bit about St. Mary’s – about this amazing community – about the love you have 
blessed me with for almost twenty-one years and about the relationship we have shared 
for so long.  Your gift to me has been your love, your prayers, your smiles, your words 
of support, the wisdom you have shared with me.  You have helped me to listen to the 
Holy Spirit and to be open to where God was leading me at every moment. 

Lastly, a little bit about our amazing, wonderful God. I would like you to know that 
God’s word has been a constant guide in my life, and that God has always spoken to me 
through that word especially in the daily readings. This weekend is no exception.   

Each of the readings for this - the 13th Sunday in Ordinary Time - speaks to me about 
what is happening in my life today. The hospitality that was shown to the prophet Elisha 
in the first reading, reminds me of the hospitality I have received from each of you so 
often through the years.  Hospitality is a hallmark of St. Mary’s Parish, and one by which 
I have been blessed. 

To St. Paul’s question about whether or not I am aware of my baptism, I would shout 
that I am very aware of having been baptized and raised to new life in Christ.  Baptism 
led me to answer the call to religious life sixty-five years ago, and the call to ministry in 
the Church forty-nine years ago.  I remember my baptism every time I bless myself with 
the holy water from our beautiful font, which thanks be to God – this weekend – is once 
again filled with that life-giving water.   

The gospel today says clearly “Whoever receives you receives me” and follows this with 
the simple image of offering a cup of cold water.  I have been the recipient of many cups 
of refreshing water from this community.  You offered these not just by your words, but, 
more important, by your actual support and participation in the ministries in which I was 
involved here at St. Mary’s.  It is who you are as a community, it is one of the ways that 
we lived out the gospel together.   

Sadly, and this is the last of the many things I have chosen to talk about.  This virus has 
robbed me of seeing your smiles and feeling your hugs.  But they are imprinted in my 
memory, and I will always feel blessed because of having experienced them. I thank you 
from my heart.  You know that you will always have my love and be remembered in my 
prayers.   

 

The time has come… 

  


