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       We are now over a year and half into jour-
neying through this covid pandemic.  I’ve sensed 
a  higher level of anxiety lately, even than a few 
months ago.  I suppose a part of this is just a 

sense of being tired and wishing this whole thing was over.  Then 
there have been a number of people nationwide and even in our 
parish, who have become sick with the new delta variant and 
that has certainly increased the level of anxiety. We thought we 
had turned the corner dealing with this virus and there was light 
at the end of the tunnel. And know we find out this isn’t really 
true. 
       And there have been any number of events worldwide that 
remind us how vulnerable we all are—the earthquake affecting 
our brothers and sisters in Haiti along with the devastation 
wrought by several hurricanes and tropical storms.  And we have 
seen reports of much damage in our own country because of 
hurricanes, tropical storms, wild fires.  And there has been all 
the news about the end of the war in Afghanistan and the re-
minders of death and destruction wrought by terrorists strikes 
twenty years ago in 2001.   
    I continue to believe that most people are willing to do what-
ever it takes to help us through these times, even if it means 
wearing masks and practicing social distancing.  I believe there 
is a reservoir of good will in most people that says, “I may not 
like to do all these things, but if it helps to make others feel 
comfortable and safe, than I am willing to put my own feelings 
aside for the good of the group.   
     But I have also been sensing a growing feeling of “no one is 
going to tell me what to do.”  I’ve tried to sit with this feeling 
and ask myself where does this all come from?  If I am honest, I 
have to say I can sense it in myself.  So I have to ask myself—just 
where does this resistance come from?  It’s not a new feeling 
actually.  Over the years, working with my spiritual director, as 
well as some great counselors, I’ve tried to get to the source of 
this resistance in my life.  What I have found is that trying to 
understand what makes me do what I do it is a bit like peeling 
the layers of an onion.  On one level I can always point to a par-

ticular thing I am experiencing in  
the present moment as the source of 
irritation.  Sometimes it is someone 
asking me to fill some form or an-
other, for which I can see little use.  
I make a judgment that filling out 
such paperwork is just another sign 
of bureaucracy run amok.  Other 
people tell me, just fill out the pa-
perwork and be done with it.  But I 
know there is a big part of me that 
says “I’m not going to do this and 
you can’t do a thing about it.”  It 
sounds so childish and I am almost 
embarrassed to say it.  But there it 
is.   

     If I have the 
courage to move 
beyond this,  I can 
ask myself, “where 
is all this resistance 
coming from?”  I 
have discovered 
that the resistance I 
might feel to a par-
ticular situation in the present has its roots in deeper parts of 
me.  And so I peel back another layer.  In my case, I believed, 
way back as a small child, that it was my responsibility to 
make things better for people in my family, especially my 
mother.  I have a vivid memory of sitting by my mother who 
was lying on the couch in our living room.  I was ten years old 
at the time.  My older sister, at the age of fourteen,  had just 
left to go to a convent school in Milwaukee.  I did not know it 
at the time, but I think my mother was just feeling very sad 
about her daughter leaving home.  She was probably feeling a 
lot of other things as well and I didn’t know anything about 
that either.  What I did believe was that my mother looked 
very sad and it  was my responsibility to make things better for 
her.  That’s quite a big responsibility for a ten year old kid.  
Actually no one told me this was my responsibility.  And I never 
talked with my mother about this.  Just another side effect of 
families that never really talk about things that are going on in 
life.  
    Of course I could not make things better for my mother or 
for anyone else for that matter.  It’s an  unfair position for a 
young kid to be put in.  And the result of this is that the little 
boy in me became filled with anger at the unfairness of this 
situation.  And, along with the anger, a healthy dose of “no 
one better put me in this position again.”  Of course I was not 
aware of any  ofthis at the time and it would be years before I 
began to peel back all the layers of this emotional energy.  But 
what was true was that the anger and resentment influenced 
my life.  I became very critical of others.    
      In the course of peeling back these layers, I came to un-
derstand that  a lot of the resistance and anger  I experience 
has its roots also  in things that have happened in previous 
generations of my family.  What were these sources in my life?   
I think about my maternal great grandmother and grandfather.  
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           Thanks to the support of the mem-
bers of our parish and our many friends, the 
St. Anne Altar Society conducted a very suc-
cessful quilt raffle, raising over $4,300.  
After accounting for expenses, they will net 
over $4,000 to assist in their work for the parish.  The pro-
ceeds will be used to pay for such things as altar bread and 
wine, candles and missalettes.   

QUILT RAFFLE WINNERS 
QUILTS:  Sis Jarboe, Lissa Rexing, Lavern Fleck, Larry & Hen-

rietta Happe  AFGHANS:  Katy Jarboe, Susan Helmer 
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Last day to order is Monday, November 8.  Pickup 
day  Saturday, Nov. 13th 7-10 am.   

We’ll be making the sausage on Friday, Nov. 12  
beginning at noon.  Come and join in helping. 

 
 
 
 
 

 
COME JOIN IN THE FUN OF PREPARING  BURGOO.  WE NEED 

HELP  ON  SATURDAY MORNING, OCTOBER 23rd at  7 am 

Addy Waller 
     Life is filled with lots of activities for 
Addy at this time of the year.  She is the 
daughter of Rob and Wendy Waller and 
the older sister of Aiden.  Addy is a sen-
ior at Memorial High School.  There she 
is busy with lots of school work.  Among 
her most interesting classes is a zoology 
class.  So far they have dissected the 
eyes, heart and brain of sheep and deer.  
“I like the our teacher Mrs. Murphy, and 
the dissecting work has been really in-

teresting.” 
       Aside from all her academic work, Addy has been involved 
in a number of sports, particularly swimming and softball where 
she plays first and third base.    This year she is also a member 
of the cross country team as well.  “I knew some of the folks on 
the team and they invited me to join them.  It’s a good way to 
keep in shape for swimming and softball.”  After we talked, 
Addy was off to do her two mile run for the day.  “You’ve got to 
put in the time and effort  at practice each day.  It’s not always 
the fun thing to do, but there is some satisfaction when you 
know you have completed the task for the day.” 
      Addy’s other sports commitment is swimming which she 
started at a young age.  “I started swimming  when I was nine 
year old for a youth team in Mt. Vernon and then for another 
team in Newburgh.  For the first years of high school, Addy was 
part of the Mater Dei swimming team before switching to the 
Memorial High School team this year.   Her events are the but-
terfly, the individual medley (IM) as well being on the  400 me-
ter relay team.  Finding places and times to have swimming 
practice has always been a challenge because they have had to 
work around the schedules of different schools as well as the 
limited number of venues where swimming practice could be 
held.  “Dealing with the covid-pandemic these past months has 
made all this a lot more challenging.  But swimming has also 
been a great way to learn about mental toughness and working 
through different challenges.”  We talked about the inspiration 
of watching  Lilly King, a member of the US Olympic Team per-
form and Mikaela Jenkins who won several gold medals as a 
member of the US Paralympic Swimming Team.    
    There are other people, much closer to home, that have been 
an inspiration to Addy in her life.  Her mom and dad come 
quickly to mind.  “I would have to say that my mother has 
taught me a lot about learning how to be grateful in life.  She’s 
a pretty strong woman with some definite opinions about life.  
When she was younger, her family moved around a lot and so 
she went to many different schools.  I think that will teach you 
how to get along in different circumstances and how to make 
the best of things.  These are also some of the things she has 
taught me.  I’ve learned a lot from my dad as well.  Folks say 
that our personalities are a lot alike.  I respect the work my 
father has done as a police officer.  In that line of work you 
often see the worst side of people and that can leave you feel-
ing a little jaded in life.  I’ve learned from my father that you 
have to work hard at being centered so that the ugly sides of 
life don’t dominate your thinking.” 
    Addy enjoys being a big sister to her brother, Aiden, at least 
for the most part!    “It’s hard to think of me being his big sister 
because he is taller than me!  We’re both involved in sports so 
that is something we share in common.  We’ve also taken a lot 
of the same courses in school so I can share my books with him.  

I think when all is said  and done, we have each other’s back!” 
      Family time is important for Addy.  Just last week they 
enjoyed going bowling.  Thanksgiving and Christmas are also 
special times.  “We have a tradition of going around looking at 
Christmas lights before Christmas.  Holidays are also the chance 
to catch up with their out of town cousins.   
     Addy is undecided about what she will do next year.  Col-
lege will no doubt be a part of her life.  Perhaps there will also 
be a chance to play softball at a Division III school.  Veterinary 
Science is a field that has a great deal of interest for her right 
now.   
    WORDS OF WISDOM  “I think the biggest challenge in my life 
is learning to live with the food allergies I have.  I’ve learned 
that I need to read all the ingredients on food products and 
that there just are a lot of different foods that my body doesn’t 
tolerate very well.  That’s made me a lot more intentional 
about all the food choices I make or if, when, and where I go 
out to eat.  It definitely makes your more conscious about food 
than most folks are. But I think it has also given me confidence 
that I can deal with different challenges in life.   I think dealing 
with the covid pandemic has also been a challenge.  A lot of 
times you just want to hang out with friends in high school and 
this pandemic has made that a lot harder.  Playing sports has 
also given me the chance to learn how to manage time well.  
And it has taught me a lot about how to be mentally tough in 
life.  You have to learn how to push through the pain of work-
ing out.  A negative attitude can really destroy a lot of work 
you put into something,” 

       Again this year, we have an opportunity to stay in touch 
with and support our college young adults by filling out a col-
lege care packagewith all the kindS of snacks that will keep 
them going during thier final exams.   Packages will be available 
for pick up the weekend of October 
9-10.   Please fill up and return the 
care package by Sunday, October 
24.  That will give us a chance to 
get them to our college students 
before their exams.   Thanks! 



The Carpenter—October, 2021 Page 3 

St. Joseph Newsletter 6202 W. Saint Joseph Road,  Evansville, IN 47720 
October, 2021  Vol. 30 No. 10  Published monthly by St. Joseph Catholic 
Parish  Publisher:  Fr. Gene Schroeder .  Deadline:  15th of each month TO 
SUBMIT ARTICLES Contact the rectory (812-963-3273) or  email:  gschroe-
der@evdio.org 

2021 ST. JOE MONTHLY LOTTERY TICKETS are 
now available. $1350 to be given away each month.  
Only 500 tickets will be sold. Our lottery sellers will 
be contacting those who have bought tickets in the 
past.  Cost is $75. If you haven’t purchased a ticket 
in the past, contact the parish office. (812-963-
3273).   

 REMEMBERING 

Phill Raben 
May 22, 1950 - August 21, 2021  

          Phill Raben was one of twelve 
children born to Henry “Butch”  and 
Evelyn (Flittner) Raben—brothers  
Tom, Mark, Larry, Jeff, James, and 
Jon Raben and sisters Madonna 
(Niemeier), Susie (Evans), Sharon 
(Bradley), Angie (Barr), Jenny Raben, 
and Cindy (Muensterman).    As a 
young child, he attended Corpus 
Christi Grade School where his mom 
and dad were some of the founding 

members of the community.  Later,  Phill graduated from Ma-
ter Dei High School.  For a short time, Phill was part of the 
Passionist Community of religious priests and brothers.  Later, 
Phil graduated from the University of Evansville.     
      Phill’s greatest passion in life was family.  Growing up 
with twelve siblings, this passion started from the beginning 
and was a mentality he applied both at home and in business.  
Central to his  life was his wife Sandra (Baechle), with whom 
he shared fifty years of marriage.  They made a home for their 
four children, Brad, Greg, Adam and Laura.  He especially 
delighted in spending time with his eight grandchildren—
Nathan, Maggie, Carter, Stella, Trey, Deacon, Dylan and 
Reese.  
     As a young couple, Sandy and Phill became members of St. 
Joseph Parish where their children attended school.  Many 
people will remember the eighteen years that Phill and Sandy, 
along with Pat and Jeannie Freeman and Bob and Mary Kay 
Fehrenbacher, served as the social chair couples for our sum-
mer social.  Phill and Sandy continued to be active in the par-
ish until they moved to the east side of Evansville and Holy 
Rosary Parish to be closer to their children and grandchildren. 
     Most people will remember Phill from the time that he 
joined his brothers in owning and operating Raben Tire Com-
pany.  They  took Raben Tire Company from a single location 
to one of the largest tire and service companies in the Mid-
west. Phill served in key leadership roles for the company un-
til his retirement in 2014. In addition to the growth of Raben 
Tire, Phill was also instrumental in developing an early point 
of sale software utilized by the tire industry. His “family first” 
mentality earned Phill great respect and credibility among 
industry, employees and customers alike. Phill treated every-
one he met like family and always had a kind word or helping 
hand for anyone that needed it. Phill’s smile, laugh and over-
all gentleness with people, made him a friend to many. 
       Phill was an avid golfer and  was a fixture at many golf 
tournaments, winning the Past Presidents Tournament and, in 
2004, the Old Buddy tournament with his longtime friend, 
John Daniel. Phill was also a talented woodworker, an apti-
tude he put to good use remodeling a log cabin at Lake 
Barkley with his boys, creating memories they will always 
cherish.  
     In the last years of his life, Phill was stricken with Alz-
heimer. With the support of his family, Phill was able to live 
out the rest of his life with grace and dignity.  for the gra-
ciousness of his life, the warmth of his smile and the sense of 
hospitality he shared with all those who came into his life.   

Above all else, I want you to know  

 that you are loved and lovable.  

You will learn this from my words and actions 

—the lessons on love are in how I treat you  

and how I treat myself. 

I want you to engage with the world  

from a place of worthiness. You will learn 

 that you are worthy of love, belonging, and joy  

every time you see me practice self-compassion 

 and embrace my own imperfections. 

We will practice courage in our family by showing up,  

letting ourselves be seen, and honoring vulnerability.  

We will share our stories of struggle and strength.  

There will always be room in our home for both. 

We will teach you compassion by practicing compassion with 

ourselves first; then with each other.  

We will set and respect boundaries; we will honor 

 hard work, hope, and perseverance.  

Rest and play will be family values,  

as well as family practices. 

You will learn accountability and respect  

by watching me make mistakes and make amends,  

and by watching how I ask for what I need  

and talk about how I feel. 

I want you to know joy,  

so together we will practice gratitude.  

I want you to feel joy,  
so together we will learn how to be vulnerable. 

When uncertainty and scarcity visit, you will be able to  

draw from the spirit that is a part of our everyday life. 

Together we will cry and face fear and grief.  

I will want to take away your pain, but instead  

I will sit with you and teach you how to feel it. 

We will laugh and sing and dance and create.  

We will always have permission  

to be ourselves with each other.  

No matter what, you will always belong here. 

As you begin your Wholehearted journey,  

the greatest gift that I can give to you is to live  

and love with my whole heart and to dare greatly. 

I will not teach or love or show you anything perfectly,  

but I will let you see me, and I will always hold sacred  

the gift of seeing you. Truly, deeply, seeing you. 



The Carpenter—October, 2021                                                                                                                   Page 4 

       
 

      This month, throughout our diocese,  we celebrate 
with and give thanks for these couples from our parish 
who have been married for 50+ years.   Their names and 

the number of years they have been married are listed below. 

Richard and Imogene Baehl—60 
Bob and Martha Baehl—55 

John and Diane Bassemeir—53 
John & Bonnie Bittner—60 

Al and Janet Debes—51 
Dave and Donna Dippel—53 
Bob and Norma Duncan—67 
Chick and Jean Duncan—54 
Gene & Earlene Elpers—52 

Judy & Richard Fehrenbacher—51 
Butch & Linda Feulner—52 
Tom and Dolores Folz—62 
Pat & Jeanne Freeman—52 

Dennis and Bobbie Gibbs—54 
Judy & Fred Gries—51 

Roger and Kathy Hall—53 
Ray and Eloise Hamner—57 
Fran and Shirley Happe—61 
Fred and Mary Happe—56 

Larry and Henrietta Happe—58  
Jim and Janet Herr—51 

Frank and Sandy Hertel—55 
Mike and Donna Hiestand—57 

Don and Carolyn Hutchison—55 
Alan and Joan Inkenbrandt—53 
Keith and Beverley Jones—53 

Linda & Danny Kares—52 
Esther & Dan Kelley—51 
Don and Lynn Kissel—53 
Ron and Linda Kempf—61 
Anne & Steve Lannert—50 
Stan and Glenda Love—54 

Harry and Donna Lincoln—57 
Dan and Dosey Lehman—62 

Jon and Bernette Locklar—57 
John and Ruby Manger—58 

Mary and Joe Mayer—70 
Bob and Marilyn Mossberger—60 
Norb and Madonna Niemeier—54 
Charles and Joan Niemeier—65 

Tom and Clara Raben—54 
Barb and Allen Rexing—51 

Gene and Marianne Ritter—67  
Ray and Charlene Schapker—57 

Tony and Alma Scheller—55 
Dave and Charlotte Schlichting—55 

Herman & Catherine Schmitt—67 
Dennis & Joanie Schneider—62 

Randy and Jeannine Shumate—52 
Bob and Betty Singer—70 

Russell & Dorothy  Stratman—67 
Don and Alice Weis—56 

Sharon & Steve  Willis—52 
Gary and Diane Wunderlich—54 

     
 
        As we honor all those couples in our parish 
who have been married for fifty years and 
more, here’s a little reflection on the role of 
husbands and wives from a very interesting 
place.  It was written by Fr. Thomas Merton, a 
member of the monastic community in Geth-
semane which is located near Bardstown, Ken-
tucky.  Merton joined the community in Decem-
ber of 1941 and stayed there until his death in 
1968. 
       Merton is regarded as one of the giants of 
Catholic Spirituality, having written countless 
numbers of books on the spiritual life, begin-
ning with his famous autobiography “The Seven 
Story Mountain,” which was published first in 

1948.  Well over a 
million copies of 
this book have been 
printed to date and 
his book is still in 
publication today.  
     This reflection is 
from the daily jour-
nals that Merton 
wrote throughout 
his life.  At the time 
that Merton wrote 
this reflection in 
1958, one of his 
jobs in the commu-
nity was to be the 
director of novices.  

A novice was the name given to members of the 
community when they joined the community.  
Before they became full fledged members of 
the community, each member went through a 
period of discernment, known as a “novitiate,” 
during which they were trying to determine if 
they were really called to become members of 
the community.  Merton’s role was to guide and 
direct them during this period.  His 
“undermaster’” was a kind of “second-in-
command” assistant.   
 
 December 11, 1958 
       It amuses me to think of my relations with 
my undermaster, Fr. Tarcisius—a prim, quiet, 
devout, and deeply self-willed person.  How 
deeply I had never realized until these last few 
months.  He will do anything, take any initiative, 
reserve my orders or turn plans upside down, as 
long as it concerns something domestic—
especially decorations in the chapel, what is to 
be done around the house, where this or that is 
to go—etc.  Things I admit, which are usually 
profoundly indifferent to me.  But I get annoyed 
when he had novices working late at night for 
the (Feast of the) Assumption, (August 15) when 
he ordered a vesting table and ruined a set of 
the St. John’s altarcards by cutting them down, 
etc. all without consulting me. 
     What it amounts to is that he Is possessed of 
a deeply feminine need to run a house.  It is 
remarkable how much of the young mother is in 

him.  We are practically husband and wife, father and mother.  And we are 
getting all the classic problems of a middle class home.  I, the successful pro-
fessional man, engaged in my career, my wife—highly social minded, quietly 
efficient, getting her hands on everything in the family, not without a basic, 
but interested, loyalty to father.  A most political wife, who would probably 
dress quite smartly (but not smartly enough in New York and would keep me 
consistently humiliated by a determined and prim provincialism).  So it is out of 
these businesslike efficient, marriages, a working partnership, I give that you 
give (i.e. strict) contract in which there is a certain air of overlapping and en-
croachment and certain subterranean hostilities and tensions, smoothed over at 
all times by the correct expressions of tenderness, forgiveness, and patience.  
Under cover of this nobility we are both resolutely selfish. 
      I resolve to be a good husband because my selfishness is probably greater 
and more fundamental—maybe it is my solitariness and lack of love that have 
finally brought all this on.  The maneuvers of my spouse in the household are 
perhaps in part a protest against consistent coldness and lack of attention, lack 
of interest in things domestic. 
     Husbands, learn from my predicament and follow my example. 
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     I make you coffee every morning. You know this and I know 
this. But you don’t know how I go about this divine ritual, do 
you? It begins each evening before bed as you brush your teeth. 
The sound of bristles in running water is my invocation. I putter 
over to the kitchen and pull the coffee beans from the cup-
board, grab the scale and measure out exactly fifty grams of 
coffee. . . . It takes near sixty cycles with the hand-crank 
grinder to complete the transformation from whole beans to a 
granular collective. . . . 
         Our bed is calling. The rite remains unfinished, but the 
scent of ground coffee lingers over the sleepy evening into the 
hope-filled morning. 
       Awake, O Sleeper!  Awakened by our daughter’s calling to 
the breaking of the day . . . she is tickled by new sunlight. An-
other magical hour of possibility. I put on my vestments, a 
bathrobe and spectacles. I take her to the kitchen: time to get 
the coffee started. I pour the filtered water into that fancy 
kettle that you thought was so funny that I just had to have it. 
The Kiddo chatters about monkeys, breakfast, and waking you 
up.  Let Mama sleep. We’ll wake her later. 
      I pour her some cereal which she may or may not eat. The 
kettle whistles at me—pay attention! I pour this now boiling tap 
water into our pour-over coffee vessel to heat up the glass, and 
if I’m honest, give it a slight cleaning. 
       Num-num, our daughter says.  Though there is no etymo-
logical basis for num-num meaning banana, I scuffle over to the 
bananas. I pull one off the bunch, cut it in half, and offer it to 
her. . . . I check the fancy kettle, still heating up. 
       The Kiddo is getting frustrated with the banana peel but 
refuses my help. That stubborn independence she gets from 
you, or is it me.  No matter, I relish it. I return to the coffee 
rites while singing “Hit the Road, Jack” as requested. She 
chimes in with, “What you say?” right on cue. 
       I empty the water from the coffee vessel (now slightly 
cleaner) onto any lingering dirty dishes in the sink. I grab a 
recycled filter and pour the coffee grounds evenly into it. They 
await the near-boiling baptism to transfigure them from granu-
lar potential into the nectar of the gods. 
      I grab the fancy kettle with its precise pour spout, part-
nered with my astute marksmanship, to aim the water in circu-
lar motions, making the coffee grounds flower. I wait and 
watch as the water settles the grounds into a concave shape. 
Waiting for the transformation from beans to brew tries my 
patience. 
         Cow’s milk? She wants milk.  The water seeps its way 
through the grounds, the essence retained and the quality 
deepened.  The Kiddo waits at the fridge with hands gripped on 
the door trying to pull it open with all her might. At two, the 
magnet of the fridge door proves to be beyond her strength. I 
open the door, and she scurries into the cool air, grabs the 
milk, and puts it on the floor. She hustles to her stack of 
glasses and locates the perfect receptacle for cow’s milk. I 
pour into the pink plastic cup. She puts her hand underneath 
the milk jug to guide my apparent unsteady hand. When satis-
fied, she lets go and takes a big gulp.  So cold! she shouts, 
bringing her balled fists to her cheeks, and then takes another 
swig. 
     I pivot back to the coffee. Again, I pour water from the 
fancy kettle in a circular motion over the moist grounds. I’m 
not quite drowning them, but I am filling them up with more 
than they can bear. The steady drip continues into the glass 
vessel. 
       When was the first time I made you coffee? It must have 

been 2008. Do you remember all of those glorious 
breakfast spreads we used to concoct before we were 
married, before we were dating, before we were us? 

Those memories are movie sets I visit at times such as these. 
I can see us clearly on that old checkered floor in the kitchen. 
I wonder, don’t they know they are falling in love? Can I tell 
him to hurry up and marry you? The stubbornness of that stub-
bled man so unsure of commitment, his capacity for love, or 
how love might transform him. Maybe I knew more than I real-
ized. The questions were worthwhile, but it took time for me 
to see that the answers could only be lived into. Embodied. 
Breathed. My anxiety arose around the risk of commitment, for 
what if I were called to test the edges of my capacity for love? 
And I was petrified of the sweet wounds of love. I preferred 
the cheap veneer of infatuation. A preference which blinded 
me from those hidden caverns of love that teach the subtleties 
of the heart to see in the dark. When I thought I had all that I 
could bear in love, I found that love compels me to bear more, 
serve more, surrender 
more, and run my fin-
ger over the wounds of 
love. Who was it that 
said, “Love without 
sacrifice is theft”? 
      It is not only the 
depths of my being but 
in the shallows of my 
personality that this 
surrender takes part; I 
have found myself free 
to see my foibles as the 
aloof goof that holds 
imaginary arguments 
with you, doesn’t refill 
the soap dispenser, sulks when he is upset, and is a bull about 
locking doors. And you love me still. So another layer is 
peeled. In your presence, my vulnerability grows and my expo-
sure to my depths and shallows are laid bare. Can I continue 
this way? To expand in the shape of our love? I see this ques-
tion revealed in you too, you know. 
        You have taught me the fidelity of love. (I wonder what I 
have taught you.) This act of making you coffee is one of my 
practices in service to that fidelity. This process takes longer 
than an electric coffeemaker or walking to the coffee shop just 
a block away. But I like the idea of you starting the day with a 
creation of my love for you, whether I feel like it or not. The 
image of you heading out to your classroom with a roomful of 
students filtering in and you holding a mug containing the hand
-ground, precisely poured over, slow brewed coffee that was 
born out of abiding love, particularly for you. Keeping your 
hands warm and eyes open. 
      I am running out of time! The coffee is close to done, but 
not quite. I pour another round of hot water from the fancy 
kettle onto the grounds.   
        Wake Mama up? she asks.  One minute.  Okay. 
      The coffee is slowly dripping to its natural fulfillment.  The 
drops stop. The coffee is done. I fill your thermos with the 
night black coffee made with you on my mind. 
       Let’s go wake up Mama. 
      The Kiddo jumps into my arms, bouncing up and down, and 
she anticipates waking you with a kiss. I plop her on the bed 
right next to you. She crawls up to your face. You are obviously 
awake, but to her you are in a deep sleep. She saddles up right 
on top of you and. Muah.  Good morning, you whisper. She 
giggles.  Morning, love, I say. Coffee is ready. 

Paul Swanson 
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        Relationships are the primary school for love. For many 
people, parenting or care-giving serves as a container in 
which the soul, heart, body, and mind can grow. Each con-
tainer is as unique as the individual who shapes it. If you’re a 
parent of young or adult children, if you aren’t able to have 
children or have chosen not to, if you provide for an elderly 
parent, if you’re a teacher, social worker, or nurse, know 
that you are not alone, that our divine Father and Mother 
parents you as you nurture others. 
       True holiness and wholeness come when we allow God’s 
love and grace to unfold in the present moment and we re-
spond to what is before us. Holi-
ness is simply being connected to 
our Source. From such a place, 
our compassionate response to 
suffering and need is drawn natu-
rally—without being contrived or 
forced—from who we are in love, 
not from egoic motivations or 
fears. 
       That’s why so many parents 
become such good and holy peo-
ple, because that’s exactly what caring for children does for 
us. Of course, children can be treated as mere extensions of 
our ego, but we can’t control or always predict what they 
will ask of us. So they’re likely to make us less egocentric, a 
lot less egocentric! 
      I remember a family coming out to visit me when I first 
moved to Albuquerque. They had three little children who all 
had croup. For three days, the house sounded like barking 
dogs! The poor kiddos vomited on everything in the house. I 
did five loads of laundry. I don’t think we had one relaxing, 
enjoyable meal together. Having lived alone for much of my 
adult life, this was a shock. We vowed-religious, celibate 
folks sometimes think we’re making a sacrifice, choosing the 
harder path. But the energy, commitment, and selflessness 
that’s endlessly demanded of parents surpasses anything that 
has ever been asked of me. 
      It seems we must face unavoidable demands that require 
our response, even if we feel inadequate to meet the need 
right in front of us. We need these God-given reminders that 
we’re not always the central reference point. Giving of our 
physical, mental, and emotional resources in such a way isn’t 
usually ego-affirming, but it is a path toward holiness. It’s 
not what you do that makes you holy. It’s what you allow to 
be done to you that makes you holy. 

Fr. Richard Rohr OFM 

 
     Can you let others convert you to the Love that you truly 
are?   Rabbi Danya Ruttenberg, in her book Nurture the Wow, 
asks:  What is love, anyway? And what does it mean to love? 
The feminist theorist Bell Hooks claims [that love is] the “will 
to extend one’s self for the purpose of nurturing one’s own 
or another’s spiritual growth. The will to extend yourself,  to 
push past your comfort level; to work really hard.” That 

means doing 
things you 
never thought 
you’d do, and 
may not par-
ticularly want 
to. But you do 
them. You 
stretch and 
extend, be-

 cause someone 
needs you to, so 
that they can grow.  
       Extending the 
self is about the 
moment when the 
tantrum is going 
down right as you 
need to be getting somewhere and you realize you have to slow 
down and pull, from underneath your annoyance and your desire 
to just physically force the child out the door, some compassion to 
help dial down her out-of-control feeling. It’s about the willing-
ness to get out of bed at two a.m. to be with the child who’s to-
tally shaken by a nightmare. It’s about enabling our beloveds to 
feel secure, enabling them to be able to do the work they need to 
do. It’s about enabling them to feel the warm rays of our atten-
tion on their skin, even when we kind of actually want to just 
zone out.  
      Fred Rogers, the Presbyterian minister behind the TV 
show Mr. Rogers’ Neighborhood, said once that “to love someone 
is to strive to accept that person exactly the way he or she is, 
right here and now.”  
        That moment when we say, I accept you—even though being 
with you is awfully hard right now—that’s love. It doesn’t mean 
there aren’t consequences—we don’t have to accept terrible be-
havior. But part of how we love our children is in choosing, again 
and again, to take the whole child. 
      If all our spiritual efforts are aimed at loving these people 
better—well, that alone is and should be enough. And, as it hap-
pens, if we’re able to go deep into that specific, aching love for 
these particular people, with these smiles and that laugh 
and that sweet face—something else might happen as a natural 
consequence of it. Maybe, as our hearts overflow, we find that 
love can, naturally of its own accord, extend wider, until it en-
compasses caring for all things, and connection to everything—
until our love becomes Love itself, the very flow and force of the 
universe.  

Danya Ruttenberg 
 
         After recently visiting Mexico and some of the refugee cen-
ters along the Texas border and seeing so many children and ba-
bies with their parents, I was reminded that contemplative Chris-
tianity’s rather monastic, solitary, silent approach just can’t be 
adequate to describe contemplation for most people. It can’t be, 
or many of God’s children could never know God. Contemplation 
is simply openness to God’s loving presence in “what is” right in 
front of you—which is what I saw these parents do. This presence 
to Presence can be cultivated in many ways that don’t require 
sitting on a mat for twenty minutes. 
        Experiences of great love and great suffering can and will 
lead anyone to union. Every time you 
let your kids pull love out of you or 
when you let a relationship pull suf-
fering out of you, you are present 
and surrendering to the flow. I think 
Catholics have also over-emphasized 
the celibate path which is a 
“luxury,” it seems to me. I know I 
enjoy that luxury—the Franciscans 
provide for all my needs, but most 
people I know have a mortgage or 
rent to pay and food to put on the table. So, I think it is really 
important that we broaden the definition of contemplation to a 
Trinitarian understanding of God—God as flow—and learning how 
to allow and participate in the flow. It’s not really about detach-
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ment but healthy and unitive attachment. 
     If we expect the same disciplined practice of twenty min-
utes of silence twice a day of everyone—for example, busy 
parents of young children—I think we’re setting ourselves up 
for delusion. When you keep allowing love to flow toward you 
and toward others, that is a contemplative life. It is not as 
easy as it seems. Many laypeople are far more mature in the 

spiritual life than 
those of us who have 
all the accoutrements 
of celibacy, quiet, 
and protected soli-
tude. 
      Those who have a 
long-term object of 
love, like a spouse or 
c h i l d r e n ,  g r o w 
through their com-
mitment. I don’t 
have an object of 
love like that. Now, I 
had Venus, my black 
Labrador, for fifteen 
years, and then she 
passed. I do have a 
wonderful staff who I 
think love me. I 
surely love them, 
but, I don’t have to 
love them. I can go 
home and shut the 
door. But if you are a 
parent or a partner, 
you can’t go home 
and shut the door to 
your loved ones. For 

all of us—whether we live alone or with others—the invitation 
is to open ourselves to the needs and suffering around us. 
        Hidden away in the middle of Parker Palmer’s recent 
book, On the Brink of Everything, is a wonderful, simple defi-
nition of contemplation: “Contemplation is any way one has 
of penetrating illusion and touching reality.” I think that’s 
brilliant. There are things that force you toward a contempla-
tive mind (for example, your mother’s death), because they 
force you to face reality, and that can free you from lot of 
illusions. I’m still grateful to the monastic and Buddhist teach-
ers. But sitting in silence isn’t the whole enchilada. Life is the 
whole enchilada. 

 Fr. Richard Rohr OFM  
 
      No one is ever ready to become a parent.  Even if the 
birth is long anticipated, planned, tried for, there is nothing 
that can prepare us for the transition into a life that is no 
longer about us, now entirely given for another. Our minds 
honestly can’t imagine it. Romantic love, as much as it begins 
to re-orient us to selfless love, doesn’t touch the incompara-
ble sensation of experiencing your heart exit your body and 
become ensconced in the tiny vulnerable body of a child 
(adopted or birthed). 
       Fortunate as I was to be a biological mom, I was thrust 
into the experience right from the start: my body no longer 
belonged to me, it belonged to the very capricious growing 
little alien I was housing. Every glowing peaceful image of a 
pregnant woman became an absolute bait-and-switch lie as I 
struggled through terribly uncomfortable pregnancies carrying 
Viking-spawn-sized babies, which only served to underscore 
the perpetual discomfort of what love requires. This is my 

body broken for 
you. 
      It is pre-
cisely that vul-
nerability that 
becomes our 
path as parents. 
Suddenly we 
come around to 
r e c o g n i z i n g 
what has always 
been true: we 
are not in con-
trol of our uni-
verse and never 
have been. But now that we are oriented toward wanting to pro-
tect the small life in our care, we delude ourselves for a while 
and nearly lose our minds trying to be in control. Our ego is cer-
tain that we will fare better, we will do this parenting thing right 
(not like our parents!). We obsessively read every book, taking 
every how-to-correctly-attach-to-your-baby class, . . . and live 
temporarily under the fallacy that we can control schedules, 
perfectly discipline behavior positively, and . . . and. . . . 
       Eventually, a pacifier hits the floor and we don’t wipe it off 
before sticking it back in our kid’s mouth. We adjust to the un-
predictable ebb and flow of sleep and lack of sleep and meal 
times that follow no linear order. We soften to admit the non-
wooden toy into our home. We begin to surrender to what was 
always bigger than us anyway. 
     Let’s be real: we’re never really ready for love to turn our 
world upside-down. Our egos prefer the idea to the reality, the 
Pinterest version of parenting . . . not the real thing. But Love 
loves us through the tectonic shift anyway, because to love gen-
eratively is to join the dance of how everything becomes in this 
universe: chaos, re-order, a resurrected life that is completely 
“after” the version of our “before.”  
      I was sitting in the women’s bathroom between sessions and 
had exactly thirteen minutes before the next talk to pump and 
dump my breast milk. Every woman walking by me would smile 
and exclaim how sweet it was that I was there, ask how old my 
baby was, and offer some kind of encouragement for the Hercu-
lean effort of simply being a mother. 
      I was so excited to have been admitted to the first class of 
the Living School and determined to somehow make it work even 
with a toddler and a nine-month-old at home. But as each day 
proceeded, the more uncertain I became: sure, I could have un-
interrupted prayer sits here . . . here where the meals were pro-
vided for me and the dishes were picked up and cleaned by not-
me. Here where I slept in a hotel bed (a whole bed to myself . . . 
just for me, 
with no one 
needing me, 
ever). Here 
where I had 
access to these 
wisdom teach-
ers and a peace-
ful path through 
the Cotton-

wood bosque with a view of the Sandia mountains. 
      Finally, during one of James Finley’s sessions I couldn’t take 
it anymore.  “Jim, can we talk about how much harder all of this 
is when I’m back home? Because I get up sometimes at 5:00 
a.m., desperate to have one prayer sit, and it’s like my kids have 
radar and inevitably one of them wakes up ten minutes later. I 

(Continued on page 8) 

Does the heart have a narrow door? 
Will it allow in just one more 

of every beast and flower and bird 

and every song it has ever heard? 

Just one more child,  
just one more flower, 

one more relinquishing of power 

to that sane and sacred foolishness 

of living by inclusiveness? 

Does the heart have a supple,  
elastic latch 

that makes it easy to dispatch 

all pettiness and bigotry and 

 opens it to what makes us free? 

You who can heal all wounds and hate 
make my heart open, free, and great. 

Carol Bialock  
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     The St. Joe Haiti Student sponsorship program is in search 
of  families to sponsor students at St. Jacques elementary school 
in Plain du Nord Haiti.  Your sponsorship will allow these young 
needy children an 
opportunity for an 
education and a good 
lunch each day.  Your 
$360 sponsorship is 
used to fund tuition, 
uniforms, and school 
supplies for the chil-
dren.  If you are in-
terested in being a 
sponsor for one of 
these children, con-
tact the Parish Office (812-963-3273) and we’ll get the process 
started for you. 

 

Be an island  of mercy  in  
a  sea  of  indifference.  

                      Pope Francis 

      Not all of us can do great things, 
but we can do small things with great 

love.   St. Mother Teresa of Calcutta 

“The church...is not a relief 
organization, an enterprise or 
an NGO, but a community of 
people, animated by the Holy 
Spirit, who have lived and are 
living the wonder of the en-
counter with Jesus Christ and 
want to share this experience 
of deep joy, the message of 

salvation that the Lord gave us.  It is the Holy Spirit 
that guides the Church in this path.”  

Pope Francis, Message for World Mission Sunday 
          World Mission Sunday gives us the opportunity to pray 
for the Church’s missionary work and to support it through  
the special collection for 
the Missions.  Your gift 
of $25 can support a 
catechist for a month in 
the remote Latin Amer-
ica, $75 provides sup-
port for a religious sister 
working with orphan 
children in Africa, $100 
assists poor children in 
boarding schools in Asia.       Please be as generous as possible 
in helping others to share in this greatest of gifts.  There is an 
envelope for you to use for Mission Sunday in your monthly 
envelope package.  Visit the Catholic Mission website at:  
www.worldmissions-catholicchurch.org. 

 

mean, where is the icon of the mystic with one baby on the hip, 
a toddler crying at their feet, cooking dinner with one hand, try-
ing to finish work on a laptop with the other? Because that’s my 
real life.” 
      Jim said, “Ok, you be you and I’ll be God. And since I’m God, 
I’m watching you get up exhausted every morning, and I’m so 
touched that you want to spend this time with me. Really, I am! 
It just means the world to me. The thing is, I just can’t bear how 
much I love you. It’s too much! And so at a certain point I rush 
into the bodies of your children and wake them up because. . . .”  
Jim paused. “Because I want to know what it feels like to be 
held by you.” 
       Yes, the interrup-
tion is the presence of 
God that I was so des-
perately trying to access 
in moments of stillness 
and silence. With or 
without the luxury of 
stillness and silence, 
God comes to us disguised as our very lives (as Paula D’Arcy has 
said). In my case, Jim helped me to discover how my path as an 
exhausted young parent was the monastery of my own transfor-
mation. If I learned to let my heart open enough, I just might 
begin to recognize each cry, each diaper change, every choo-
choo play time request . . . all of it, as the startlingly stunning, 
diaphanous infusion of infinite love colliding into the small shape 
of my very finite and ordinary reality. There, at the intersection 
of everything, is God with us . . . wanting to be touched, no-
ticed, nurtured . . . held by us. All we have to do is behold. 

Brie Stoner 

(Continued from page 7) 

TURN OUT THE LIGHTS! 
     As we get into the fall of the year, our parish 
facilities get used more and more...and that’s a 
good thing.  Making sure lights are turned off, 
doors are shut, and the thermostat is properly 
regulated will go a long way in helping us keep our 

utility costs down. 

BEING RESPONSIBLE WITH AND FOR OTHERS 



The Carpenter—October, 2021 Page 9 

      As we continue to navigate through this coronavirus  
pandemic, the liturgical ministers we need for our weekend  
Masses are limited to our lectors and, when the need arises,  

one Eucharistic minister.   

COLLECTING MY THOUGHTS  
IN PROSE AND POETRY      

Mary Mayer 
I am old person with a quirky 

sense of humor.  I discovered, as 
of late, that I can turn my 

“everyday thoughts” into rhymes.  
The purpose of this book is to 

make you smile and say to your-
self  “been there done that.”   

 
     Mary is offering people a 

chance to buy this book of her poetry and is giving all 
the proceeds to our St. Joe School library.  Cost of the 
book is $10.  Contact the school or parish office if you 
would like to buy a copy of this book.   
 

      Here’s one of Mary’s  poems entitled  

 
Nature Speaks 

A busy squirrel 
has said to me 
by the flurry of 

his activity 
 

It’s that time again 
when I must store 

food and stuff 
for the cold winter’s tour 

 
The birds also 
speak to me 

As they fly off 
and leave their tree. 

 
What’s that, old tree? 
Are you speaking too? 

I’m starting to see 
a change in you. 

 
Your leaves have changed 

to a lovely red 
now dressed to dance 

but fall instead. 
 

The branches are now bare 
as they reach toward the sky. 

They reveal a secret nest 
to the public’s eye. 

 
Listening closely to what 

nature has said, 
I add more blankets  

to our bed. 
 

I’ll get our sweaters 
coats and hats. 

I’ll make a warm shelter 
for our dog and the cats. 

 
When winter is over, no longer 

cold and bleak, 
I anxiously look forward 
to having nature speak. 

Saturday 
October 23, 2021 

5 PM 
Volunteer 

Sis Jarboe 
 

Sunday 
October 24, ,2021 

8 AM 
Volunteer Tom Blythe 

Sunday 
October 24, 2021 

10:30 AM 
Volunteer 

Jane Scheller 
 

Saturday 
October 30, 2021 

5 PM 
Volunteer Mike Reffett 

Sunday 
October 31, 2021 

8 AM 
Volunteer Dennis Niemeier  

Sunday 
October 31, 2021 

10:30 AM 
Volunteer 

Mandy Elpers 
 

Saturday 
November 6, 2021 

5 PM 
Volunteer 

Toni Askins 
 

Sunday 
November 7, 2021 

8 AM 
Volunteer 

Terry Drone 
 

Sunday 
November 7, 2021 

10:30 AM 
Volunteer 

Shane Wessel 
 

Saturday 
November 13, 2021 

5 PM 
Volunteer Sis Jarboe 

Sunday 
November 14, 2021 

8 AM 
Volunteer Donna Blankenberger 

Sunday 
November 14, 2021 

10:30 AM 
Volunteer Jane Scheller 

Saturday 
November 20, 2021 

5 PM 
Volunteer 

Mike Reffett 
 

Sunday 
November 21, 2021 

8 AM 
Volunteer Chick Duncan 

Sunday 
November 21, 2021 

10:30 AM 
Volunteer 

Shane Wessel 
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October 2021 
SUNDAY MONDAY TUESDAY WEDNESDAY THURSDAY FRIDAY SATURDAY 

1   7:30 Mass 

Communion to 
 the Homebound 

 

 

2Haiti and Food 

  Pantry Collection 
 

Sacrament of  
Reconciliation  

4 pm 
 

Mass 5 pm 

    

3 8 & 10:30 Mass 

FAMILY RELIGION 
CLASS & RCIA  
  9 —10:15 am 
Haiti & Food 

 Pantry 
 Collection 

 

4 

      Eucharistic  
       Adoration 
  7 am—6:30 pm 

 
Mass 6:30 pm 

 
 

5 Mass 7:30 am 

Prayer Service 8:30   
6  Mass  7:30 am 

        

7 
NO MASS 

 
 

8 NO  Mass 

NO SCHOOL 
 

Communion to 
 the Homebound 

 
 

9 Haiti and    

    Food  Pantry  
     Collection 

Mass 5 pm 
College Care  

Package Available 
this weekend 

10 8 & 10:30  

          Mass 
Family Religion 

Class  9 am 
RCIA –9 am 

 
 

11 NO SCHOOL 
Eucharistic  

       Adoration 
    7 am—6:30 pm 

 
Mass 6:30 pm 

 
Knights of St. John 

Meeting  7 pm 

12 Mass 7:30 am 

Prayer Service 
8:30 am 

   

13 Mass 7:30 am 

Parish Staff—Noon 
 
 

14   
       NO MASS 

 
Haiti Ministry  
Meeting 6 pm 

 
Altar Society 

Meeting 6:30 pm 

15 7:30 am Mass 

Communion to 
 the Homebound 

16 Food  Pantry 

       Collection 
Sacrament of  
Reconciliation  

4 pm 
Mass 5 pm 

 

17 8 & 10:30 

           Mass 
Family Religion 

Class & RCIA 9am 
Food Pantry  
Collection 

 

18 Eucharistic  

       Adoration 
    7 am—6:30 pm 

6:30 pm Mass 
 

Men’s Club 
 Meeting  7 pm 

19 7:30 am Mass 

Prayer Service  8:30 am     

207:30 am Mass 
Parish Staff Noon 

21  
NO MASS 

 

22 7:30 am Mass 

Communion to 
 the Homebound 

23  Haiti and 

Food Pantry  
Collection 

Burgoo  
Preparations 8 am 

 Sacrament of  
Reconciliation  

4 pm 
Mass 5 pm 

24 8 & 0:30 Mass 

Family Religion 
Class & RCIA  9am 

25 Eucharistic  

       Adoration 
  7 am—6:30 pm 

 
Mass 6:30 pm 

 
School Board 6 pm 

 

26 Mass 7:30 am 

Prayer Service 
8:30 am 

27 NO MASS 

     Parish Staff 
Noon—2pm 

 
 
 

28  
No Mass 

29  Mass 7:30 am 

Communion to 
 the Homebound 

 
 

30   Haiti and    

    Food  Pantry  
     Collection 

 
 Sacrament of  
Reconciliation  

4 pm 
 

Mass 5 pm 
 

31 8 & 10:30  Mass 

Food Pantry  
Collection 

Family Religion Class 
and RCIA  9 am 
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           HAVE YOU  MADE YOUR  
            PLEDGE TO THE CPC? 
PARISH GOAL  $120,000.00 
PLEDGED TO DATE $   15,800.00 
NUMBER OF PLEDGES             23    
AVERAGE PLEDGE         $       687.00 
 Now, more than ever, your help is needed 
 if we are to meet our parish obligation. 

 
       

other, we might ask ourselves “where is all this resistance com-
ing from?  What is it that really bothers me?  Asking these ques-
tion is inviting us to reflect deeper about life and not simple to 
just react to things.  I think this is 
what Jesus had in mind when he 
said such things as “try to enter 
through the narrow gate,” or even 
when he was talking to the fisher-
man, Peter and Andrew, telling 
them to “cast your net into the 
deep.”  Clearly it wasn’t fishing he 
was talking about.   
     It takes a great deal of effort 
and even courage to do this.  Sadly 
most people won’t do this.  It’s 
because we live in such a superficial world where deeper reflec-
tion about life is not supported or even encouraged.  And be-
cause of this we so easily fall prey to the latest and loudest 
voices that fan the flames of anger, resentment, fear and privi-
lege.   We have a name for all this is—it’s called original sin.  But 
we can act against these forces.  In fact, we believe that God 
frees us from the effects of original sin.  And when we do so, not 
only do we lower the level of anxiety in our world, we find more 
peace in our hearts.  And we stop the cycle of passing on all the 
negative energy on to the next generation.   

She died in 1914 shortly after giving birth to her last child.  
From all the family stories I’ve heard about our family,  it 
seems that this situation left my great grandfather pretty an-
chorless in his life.  He soon got married to another lady and, 
in the telling of our family history, he took up with her family 
leaving my grandfather and his siblings to fend for themselves.  
Now what the actual truth was may be another story.  But 
people have a tendency to live their lives based upon what 
they believe happened which can be different from actually 
happened.  But the end result of this was that my grandfather 
believed things happened to him lives that he  had no control 
over leaving them with unresolved anger and a definite resis-
tance to anyone else who might force their will upon them.  
And when a family does not talk about such things, as was the 
case in my grandfather’s family, all this anger and resistance 
energy just gets passed on to the next generation.   
    Now I know some people may dismiss all this as a bunch of 
poppycock and still others might respond to all this by saying 
“just get over it.”  But what I have come to understand is that 
the human psyche remembers and this memory influences our 
lives in powerful ways.  The undealt with anger, resentment 
and resistance that is passed on to the next generation and 
they act out of this unresolved energy as well.  And if we 
don’t deal with this anger and resentment we just pass it on 
to the next generation and the cycle continues.     
        I think there is recognition of how powerful this dynamic 
is when you hear folks jokingly say “well you can always tell of 
German, but you can’t tell them very much.”  Or in the old 
saying, often attributed the baseball player, Yogi Berra 
“wherever you go, there you are.”   
      So what’s the point of all this.  Simple this.  You don’t just 
“get over” the past experiences of our life but you can choose 
to live out of a different emotional space.  When we experi-
ence ourselves feeling especially resistant to one thing or an-

(Continued from page 1) 


