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Someday,  
aster mastering the winds,  

the waves,  
the tides and g"avit#,  

we shall har$ess for God  
the energies of love,  

and then, for a second time  
in the histor# of the world,  

man will have discovered fire.  
                                                Pier"e Teilhard de Chardin 
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Mindful 
Everyday  
I see or hear 
something 
that more or less 
kills me  
with delight 
that leaves 
me like a needle 
in the haystack 
of light. 
It was what I was born for — 
to look, to listen 
to lose myself 
inside this soft world — 
to instruct myself 
over and over 
in joy 
and acclamation. 
Nor am I talking 
about the exceptional, 
the fearful, the dreadful, 
the very extravagant, 
but of the ordinary 
the common, the very drab. 

                               Mary Oliver 

Life Lessons 
 

Be kind and patient with each other. 
Honor your relationships, 
steering clear of pettiness. 
 

We have only one planet. Treat it  
and its creatures well, being careful 
not to be wasteful with our resources. 
 

Be of use. Do the best you can with 
your given abilities. Obstacles will 
inevitably be encountered. Meet them 
head on with grace and without  
complaint. 
 

Be forever thirsty for knowledge. Keep 
a book by your bedside and your mind 
active throughout life. 
 

              S!"#$%e& "' J()* S(b(+e,-$ 

     

          In praise of elbows 
    They 
    open automatic doors 
    turn handles 
    offer a haven for sneezes 
    nudge friends  
    give hands-free greetings 
    prod the hesitant. 
                                           bmd 
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     Pondering the idea of simplicity 
makes me realize how complex life has 
become – especially this past year. No 
doubt, most of us looked for and found 
ways to calm the chaos and environ-
mental noise surrounding us. Perhaps 
some found comfort in getting back to 
the basics – in essence simplifying life 
as much as possible.  
 

     One approach to simplify is to find 
comfort in routines. While some rou-
tines might seem boring, they can also 
provide a source of grounding. Here  
are a few that help me every day: 

 

Each morning as I put my watch on, 
ask God to surround me, family, 
home, car, work, etc. with his 
gentle love and light. 

 

Say an Our Father as I start to  
        drive to work. I remember this 

practice as a young child when 
Mom would have us pause by 
the  crucifix in the hallway and 
say the prayer before school.  

Listen to my dog, Leo (even  
        though he may not be quite  
        as insightful as Fr. Larry’s dog).  
        He is a master at teaching how 

to be in the moment; especially 
when he stops and just takes in 
a breeze, listens to birds and 
just “is.” There are times I won-
der if his actions are God’s way 
of reminding me to be still  

        (“Be still, and know that I am 
God,” Psalm  46 ).  

 

Practice gratitude. Give thanks at 
the end of the day for ways 
God helped me through the 
day; including the little every 
day, “simple” things. 

 

Appreciate the routine of prayers, 
including the Mass –the same 
format, every time, yet is a  

       way to re-set a moment, day  
       or week.    
                                     Beth Hammer 

Back to the Basics 
 
“Let us 
learn to 

live 
simply, 
so that 
others 
may 

simply 
live.” 
Gandhi     

 

A Simple Act That Resounded Around the World     

Many of us have been blind to the extent of the racism around us, perhaps  
innocently unaware, but now we all know it still exists, and have seen  
examples of its nearness and its extent. 
 

One year ago, a 17 year old girl saw injustice enacted by someone in authority,  
someone who ignored the pleas of others. With no power or authority to  
intervene, she chose to bear witness to the painful death of another. Because 
of that act, we all became witnesses.  
 

As believers and children of God, we have an obligation to stand against  
wickedness, we cannot tolerate or turn a blind eye to racism and exclusion  
in any form and yet claim to defend the sacredness of every human life.             
                                                   

                                                                                                            St. Sebas!an’s Newsle"er 
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Simplicity 
     Simplicity is uncomplicated, innocent, 
clear, pure plain, not complex nor excessive.  
I once accused a radio host of using 10,000 
words what could be said in 10. I set a goal to 
cut straight to the core. (I don’t always 
achieve that goal, but I work toward it.) When 
I gave a lecture on the anatomy of the eye, I 
named rods and cones for shape rather than 
naming them after their discoverer, amusing 
my students. I like others, dislike appliance 
directions written by engineers for engineers, 
not for consumers. 
 

     I am a simple man with simple needs and 
wants – songbirds, a purring cat, a loving dog, 
the sounds of a river, a sunrise, a sunset. We 
start as innocents, but the complex world 
changes us. Madison Avenue teaches us  
what we “need.” Political leaders, with the 
complicity of the media, have committed 
offenses, and we, not they, are left to fight  
in the  wars they create. 
 

     Like propaganda, many kinds of clutter 
complicate our lives, including mine. Clutter 

can be physical, mental, emotional, spiritual – 
anything that is unnecessary and takes us 
away from God. In the preface of his book,  
“Prayer,”  Fr. Ronald Rolheiser writes how  
we seek a world definition of success: money, 
status, fame, power, control. In a column  
entitled, “In Exile,” Rolheiser defines exile  
as earthly time away from God.  
 

     I find that simple prayer and meditation, 
reading Scripture and the lives of the saints 
help put life in perspective. St. Paul often  
tells of the battle of the Spirit vs. the flesh. 
Jesus asked, “What does it profit a man to 
gain the whole world and suffer the loss of  
his soul?” (Mk 8:36) “Love not the world  
neither the things that are in the world. If  
any man loves the world, the love of the  
Father is not in him.”(1 Jn, 2:15) Finally, the 
words of St. Augustine inspire me –  
     “Our hearts are restless, Lord, until  
                      they rest in you.”     
   

                                    Ernest Andrew Herre 
 
 

In the midst of COVID restrictions, we honored our traditions of liturgy and service. 

Alleluia Banners at Easter 

May Crowning 
Church Cleaning “Trail Experience Garden Club” 

Our Food Pantry Garden 
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Clutter is a “dangerous” topic  
. . . because it requires judgment. Is my house 
“cluttered” or is it simply “lived in?” Is an artist’s  
studio cluttered, or is it evidence of a creative mind? 
Some people can’t think if they are in a cluttered 
place. Other people can’t think if there isn’t clutter. 
So, what’s a “healthy” balance? I think it has some-
thing to do with focus and order. 
 

     Last fall when my then four-year- 
old grandson was over, he told me  
he really liked my “decorations” for 
Halloween. I wondered what he was 
talking about until I realized that I  
hadn’t dusted in quite a while and 
what he thought were my decorations were actually 
real spider webs in the corners! I needed to focus and  
pick up a dust cloth! 
 

     On the other hand, there are some people who 
can’t seem to relax because they are always wiping 
something down or picking something up! And when 
that’s the case, no one can really relax around them! 
How do you balance two conflicting needs – the need 
for order and the need to socialized? 
 

     And then there’s the “cluttered” mind! Many years 
ago I had a dear friend who was going through some 
serious issues and admitted that he was spending a 
lot of time looking at “porn.” He didn’t feel good 
about this “obsession.” He realized that he was using 
it as a distraction to avoid dealing with what really 
mattered in his life. He was letting the “porn” clutter 
his thinking. Once he realized what was going on he 
was able to focus on the real issue and rid himself of 
the mental clutter. 
 

     We might be doing something like that right now 
as a nation. With our obsession for twenty-four hour 

“instant” news; with TV’s continually announcing  
the latest disaster, the current food fad, or the next 
political conundrum, it’s no wonder we are feeling 
overwhelmed and depressed! St. Francis had a cure 
for this: “Do few things, but do them well!” Fred  
Rogers also had a “cure” for mental “clutter.” He 
would sing “I like to take my time…and do it right!” 
 

     Returning “home,” I have to acknowledge that  
we have a lot of “stuff” in our house, but is it clutter?
Depends. When our adult children come to our home 
and go “shopping” in Grandpa’s basement for that 
“one thing” they need and don’t have, that’s not  
clutter. No, that’s treasure! But, filling up the house 
with knick-knacks no one wants or needs anymore 
just might be clutter! I’ve learned that “eatable” gifts 
from a vacation are just as appreciated as something 
someone is going to have to dust! 
 

     Clutter is stuff that gets in the way whether it’s 
physicals, mental, or spiritual stuff!  If it keeps you 
from focusing on what really matters – it’s clutter.   
If it keeps you off balance, it’s clutter. If it is out of 
control and out of order – it’s clutter. 
 

     My house is probably never going to be “clutter 
free” because, if I am honest, I find “housework”  
boring. There’s too many other things that are far 
more interesting to be doing than chasing the spiders 
away! Nevertheless, I also recognize that not allowing 
the “clutter” to dominate is equally important to  
balance AND, it feels good to walk into a room and 
find order that speaks of welcoming and care.  So, 
you will always be welcomed into my home – just  
give me lots of warning before you come!          
   

                                                                           June Wessa 

 

 

“Don’t worry about ANYTHING. Instead, pray about EVERYTHING.  
Tell God what you need, and thank him for all he has done.  

His peace will guard your hearts and minds as you live in Christ Jesus.     
                                                                                       Philippians 4:6-7 



 

 

A Little History 
     Back around 1996, there was  
a small area of grass between the  
entrance to the community center 
and the east entrance to church. It 
had been grass-only for a long time.  

      A parishioner looked at that plot of grass and 
suggested that it would be a good place for a large 
statue on a pedestal, as a shrine, with a fence 
around it so that kids wouldn’t climb on it.   
     
     Another parishioner heard about the plans and 
said, “No, what really should be in that spot is a  
garden where people could go to pray. It could have 
a statue, but not a big one, with no fence, so that 
people could walk into the space.” 
 
     The decision about the space went to Parish 
Council, (its name at the !me). It was decided that 
pu"ng a garden there would be a be#er use of the 
space. Council also decided that someone should  
be found to design a garden for the space and  
then bring the plans to the Council. 
 
    A young parishioner, Angela Utschig , who had 
just finished her architecture studies, had wri#en 
her gradua!on thesis on Urban Gardens. Council 
asked her mom (me) to see if Angela would like  
to design a garden. Angela did submit a plan, and 
Council decided to have it be the design for the  
new garden. 
 
     The plan called for a flower border along the side-
walk, and a central island surrounded by a path so 
that people could walk into the area to look at the 
garden and to come closer to the statue of the 
Blessed Virgin and say a prayer. Angela wanted the 
central island to be planted with herbs, reminiscent 
of a monastery garden. She and other parishioners 
also asked that all growing seasons be included in 
the choice of plants, so that there always would be 
some color. 
 

     
 

      In the construc!on of the garden, the parishioner 
who wanted a large statue of the Blessed Virgin 
found a smaller one and organized bringing the  
statue and two large rocks and placing them there. 
 
     Then the plan!ng began. The center island got a 
sage bush, lemon balm, oregano and thyme, laven-
der, sweet grass and some annual herbs. A bush was 
planted next to the Blessed Virgin statue. Other per-
ennials went in, including a row of flowers along the 
sidewalk. 
 
      A smaller statue of St. Francis was placed in the 
!ny alcove along the side of the community center 
entrance, where he quietly watches over everything. 
Over the years, some flowers and herbs haven’t sur-
vived, but others were added. The sidewalk row is 
now daylilies, as they can survive the winter side-
walk-sal!ng be#er, and they make a nicer border. 
 
     The statue of the Blessed Virgin has become the 
place for the “May Crowning” which we as a parish 
have celebrated on the first day of May, or on Moth-
ers’ Day; it may be on First Eucharist day, whichever 
works out best for that year. The crowning takes 
place a&er Mass on that Sunday, and it has become 
a recent tradi!on that a first communicant place the 
crown of flowers on Mary. 
 
     One of the plants, tucked at the front corner next 
to the east church entrance has a long history. It is a 
pink fragrant peony. Its roots originally came from 
Angela’s great-grandmother’s garden on a farm near 
Sheboygan where they were planted in 1900. A&er                                              
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the farm was sold, the roots went to the great-
grandmother’s daughter’s garden (my mom’s), 
then to my garden. Angela and I thought it would 
be appropriate for some of those roots to be 
planted in that corner, to be part of the Mary  
garden, because that great-grandmother’s name 
was Mary.  
  
     This year, our lovely Mary garden, or Prayer 
Garden, is twenty-five years old.  People con!nue 
to step into it, enjoy the look or fragrance of the 

flowers, say a prayer and then con!nue on their 
day. The leaves of the herbs are available for 
pinching off for tea or cooking.  One of our na!ve-
American parishioners would some!mes gather 
sweetgrass for smudges in Na!ve American cere-
monies for women. And now it is !me for a li#le 
history review so that newer members of our par-
ish could know the beginnings of the garden. 
 

                                                            Mary Utschig 

My parish has created a garden,  
a church garden,  
an herb garden 
like the gardens in medieval times  
of the Church,  
a garden of plants which smell good,  
which heal,  
which are beautiful to the eye,  
which taste good. 

It’s a meditation garden,  
a place of prayer,  
a place of rest,  
a place of peace  
in the middle of the city  
of noise,  
of violence,  
of discord,  
of hate,  
of people who are occupied  
with their troubles,  
their problems. 

There’s a stone there, 
quite big, 
where one can sit  
in front of the Virgin  
or St. Francis,  
in front of the flowers  
and medicinal plants,  
herbal plants,  
which, by being there,  
help to heal  
the heart. 
 

     Theresa Utschig, 1997  
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  Simplicity - “Holy Balance” 
     When I hear the word “simplicity,” I think of 
Saints Francis and Clare of Assisi. What’s the cause 
for this? One reason is that they took the vow of 
poverty, and poverty means to be poor. And as I 
write this, I think why would someone choose to be 
poor? As I see it as a spiritual vow, it doesn’t mean 
to be destitute but rather to choose not to live with 
“too much.” 
 

     Let me give you an example how my simplicity 
gets off track, and you may see its gifts. 
 

      Almost each morning as I begin my day, I make 
an action plan for the day – what do I want to  
accomplish, what needs attention from me today.  
I start my day with quiet time in the early morning, 
phone calls and exercise and projects that need to 
get done.  
 

     Some days my brain seems to run wild with ideas, 
and I have a list that could fill three days! Sound  

familiar? I’m learning to limit my list. For the days my 
brain is in high gear, I put those “extras” on the 
back of my list; otherwise I just feel DRIVEN to 
check off everything.  And Thomas Merton tells us 
that allowing ourselves to be “carried away by a 
multitude of conflicting concerns” is to do violence 
to ourselves. (paraphrased) 
 

     For me, simplicity means “not too much of any-
thing.” That ranges from the pressure to get every-
thing done on an overwhelming list to too many 
pairs of shoes in my closet or even too much food 
on my plate. 
 

     Simplicity tells me I have enough, and that more 
than enough becomes clutter – either physical 
things or in ideas in my brain. Clutter just gets in my 
way. So as I have thought about simplicity in this 
way it becomes clear to me why it is such a gift. 
 

                                                                    Mary Miller 

     Catholicism does not call us  
to abandon the world,  

but to help shape it. This does not mean 
leaving worldly tasks and responsibili!es, 
but transforming them. 
 

     As consumers, believers can promote 
social jus!ce or injus!ce. In an affluent 
culture that suggests that what we have 
defines who we are, we can live more 
simply. When we purchase goods and  
services, we can choose to support  
companies that defend human life, treat 
workers fairly, protect crea!on, and  
respect other basic moral values at home 
and abroad. We can also make conscious 
efforts to consume less. 
 

          “To Hunger and Thirst for Jus!ce,”  
           Na!onal Conference of Catholic Bishops 

  

 Simplicity has several meanings: easily under- 
  stood or done; used to demonstrate a fundamental  
  nature; plain, basic, uncomplicated; humble and unpre- 
  ten!ous; composed of a single element, not compound,  
  of low or abnormally low intelligence. Most of those  
  meanings seem pre#y good, but the folks who might fit  
  that last defini!on are some of the nicest, most kind- 
  hearted and cheerful people, embodying the virtues of  
  the previous defini!ons and many more. 
 

  What would it be like to be more “simple?” 
  Easily understood? Goodbye self-serving lies  
                                     and crooked deals.  
  Fundamental? How o&en we forget what is essen!al, 
                             what is important. 
  Uncomplicated? Isn’t a less complicated life one  
                                 many of us long for?  
  Humble? Has a humble person ever started a war?  
                  Does a truly humble person consider their  
                  wants more important than another’s need? 
  Composed of a single element? Are we not one single  
                 family, one world—but how o&en do we divide  
                 that family and that world into separate 
                 estranged parts?                      
                                                                              Susan Ragatz 



 

 

 

9 

Grandma’s Home 
 

I still remember the smells  
of the old apartment 
the clicks of the clock 
the green couch, coloring book  
and antique toys. 
 

“Sleeping over” at Grandma’s 
I escape the ever-changing  
scenarios at home:  
the phone calls for someone else  
the yelling and running up  
the stairs. 
Even when staying over with  
a brother or sister  
peacefulness is always there. 
It seems the clocks run slower  
at Grandma’s. 
A retreat. 
 

As I grow older there are still  
places that my mind can escape to  
now with so many homes away  
from home – 
uprooted as I often am 
I feel what it’s like to live  
in solitude. 
The familiar sounds and spaces  
are no longer present. 
Yet I fill my head with a familiar 
presence: Grandma 
And I’m at peace.          Jjd-’99 

Here 
     It’s been a while since we’ve been in church, so let me 
introduce myself.  I’m Jessica Quintanilla, June and Mike 
Wessa’s oldest daughter.   
 

     Of course, at St. Catherine’s, that hardly needs to be 
said. You know me. You’ve known me since before I  
knew me. I was born here, baptized here, went to school 
here, explored every nook and cranny here, received my 
First Communion here, sang in the children’s choir here, 
discovered coffee and sugar cubes here, watched after-
school cartoons and learned how to draw horses here, 
had my first graduation here, played piano here, was  
confirmed here, played Lamar in “Godspell” here, and 
then I left here. 
 

     I went away. Went to college. Went further. Went to 
Spain. Didn’t go to church much, except when it really 
mattered. Like Easter. Or like when I wanted to because  
it was my decision and not because my parents made me. 
I missed here. Sometimes, I really missed here.   
 

     My first Easter away from home was rough. My room-
mate and I were invited by her friend to come home to 
Faribault, MN to celebrate Easter with her family. We  
attended Holy Thursday at her church. It wasn’t here. 
They didn’t wash feet. I cried. I was homesick. Then I  
discovered pierogis and felt a little better. By the time  
I spent Easter in Spain, I was good being on my own. I 
missed being home, but I relished discovering new tradi-
tions – beautiful palm displays in Chania, Crete, rainbow 
colored egg salad, immense processions in the streets of 
Granada. It wasn’t here, but I knew that I took “here” 
with me wherever I went. 
 

     Then I came back. Got married here. Ate pancakes 
here. Washed my feet here on Holy Thursday. Had babies 
here.  Baptized them here. Became Jessica Quintanilla, 
not just June and Mike’s daughter but a member in her 
own right. Here.   
 

     In normal times, I still occasionally skip church. Not  
too much because, you know, my mom’s here. But most 
of the time, I’m here. Because, no matter where I go in 
the world, this is where I belong. Right here.   
                            

                                                                     Jessica Quintanilla 
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Gratit&de 
     Today I saw a hummingbird,  
     discovered outside my window,  
     si'ing on a yet-unf&rled blossom  
     of a Rose of Sharon t"ee. 
     A gaudy sight, that bright pink bud  
     a cushion  
     for an iridescent blue and g"een bird, 
     (om me, only three feet, nose to beak. 
 

    He (or she) sat there sipping nectar 
     From nearby beginning buds,  
     watching me caref&lly bet+een sips. 
 

     I shisted my weight slightly;  
     caution lights went on. 
     He (or she) took one last long, measuring  
     look at me, and then “pst-” was gone. 
 

     I said thank you. 
                                  MCU – Aug&st 25, 2020 

Simple Joys 

 A simple pleasure 
I gather the damp (ag"ant sheets to my face, 
 smooth and st"etch their wrinkled hems. 
On the line, they catch the wind and flap, 
multicolored sails against the cloud-specked sky 
...snap, soosh, snap. 
                                                              bmd 

     Pre-pandemic, St Catherine School had an active and successful 
reading tutor program. Several church  and  community volun-
teers served as tutors. There’s a good chance that in-person tutor-
ing will be safe to resume in the coming school year, so stay tuned 
if you’re experienced or if this might interest you.  
 

     Using Zoom, virtual tutoring started as a pilot program in  
February, 2021,  at St. Rafael School, a Seton elementary school on 
the south side of Milwaukee. (The program was not offered at St. 
Catherine School at that time because of connectivity  
issues.) I reached out and offered to pitch in as a tutor, and I am 
matched with two third grade boys. We meet separately twice  
a week for about 30 minutes each time. As the school year comes 
to a close, I would rate my experience as very enjoyable! 
 

     During my time with each young student, we have co-read sev-
en short stories, five poems and two biographies. Each reading 
was accompanied by questions like “what was the story about,” 
“what did you like,” and “how does that reading relate to life to-
day?” One of our most rewarding activities involved our co-
creation of a one-page biography of and for each student – which 
they read, re-read, and co-edited. This series of activities helped 
me to get to know these students and encouraged them to see 
reading and writing as ways to communicate effectively.   
 

     We included a rule at the bottom of their biographies that guid-
ed each of our sessions. It is a simple rule for all:   
 

This writing isn’t meant to be perfect. It may contain  
misspelled words or incorrect punctuation. We have many things to 
learn and do! This work is meant to be honest, good and complete 

for now. Future improvements are  
always possible!  

                                                                                           Jeff Morzinski 
 

“Veteran” St. Cate Tutors Affirm Jeff’s  Words 
“When given one-on-one attention, the students can find their 
passion for reading and other things. Exposure is important.” 
                                                                                           James Napper 
“I was always delighted when I saw the look on my student’s face 
when he/she actually read and understood the words.”   
                                                                                        Toni Wagner 
“One on one engagement is so important. Children cherish the  
individual a#en!on, and hopefully that inspires them to read. “ 
                                                                                                 Greg Kirkish 
 

“The kids learn to read better; we tutors learn much more!” 
                                                                                     Bernadette Davel 

Simple Rule for Tutoring 3rd Graders:  
It’s Ok to be Imperfect! 
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The Sacraments 

Ian 
First  

Eucharist 

Mary 
Confirmation 

Emma 
Confirmation 

Lucas Ralph - Baptism 

Arielle Komlai - Baptism 

     When my mother died in January 2008, my girls and I 
moved back to the four-bedroom New Berlin home I had 
lived in starting in 6th grade to help my elderly father. I 
tried selling my Milwaukee house and just ended up paying 
someone to load up its contents into a POD, and I rented 
the house out to some great renters – I knew I was lucky. 
The girls and I enjoyed living in New Berlin, and I think my 
dad really enjoyed being around the girls. His health got 
better until it didn’t, and he passed away at home in 2011. 
The girls and I stayed in the house because by this time the 
girls were in high school in New Berlin.   
 

     I would have stayed in New Berlin when my youngest 
graduated from high school if the responsibility of the 
house had not felt like a yoke around my shoulders. The 
property was a typical suburban lot, and doing yard work 
was really a full-time job. I realized that it was not some-
thing I could do without help (and the girls were not going 
to be any help). Still, the thought of selling the house 
meant tackling all the STUFF inside.   
 

     Remember, we moved into a house that was fully  
decorated and filled with over 40 years of my parents’ life.  
Add to that after about a year, the POD with my Milwau-
kee contents was emptied out into the basement and gar-
age. Talk about a weight! Inertia could have taken over as  
I have let it in the past, but this time, I pushed through it. I 
would move back to the two-bedroom house in Milwaukee 
with the yard I could manage and with enough room to live 
comfortably on the inside.   
 

     It was quite the effort to clean out all the nooks and cran-
nies of the New Berlin house – finding my oldest brother’s 1st 
grade school work was eye-rolling (Mom, why would you s!ll 
have this in the a"c?). Ge"ng rid of the stuff via a huge 
dumpster and a rummage sale was freeing. The yoke was 
being li&ed. I was paring down my life to what was needed. 
The simplicity of it was well worth the effort.  
                                                                               Joann Perleberg 

Pushing Through to be Clutter Free 

Reflections of Faith - Issue 130 - June 2021 
 

Editorial Board: Helen Dahms, Bernadette Davel, Marianne 
     Hondel, Linda Duczman O’Connell, Carole Poth               

Pictures: Bernadette Davel, Margaret Lee, Jessica Quintanilla 
      Art: Judith Main, Tom O’Connell 
   

Reflections of Faith is published five times each year for and  
      by the parishioners of St. Catherine Parish.  
      $5 - suggested donation for non-parishioners. 
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 Next Issue: Journey 
   

  Journeys can be spiritual and/or physical. Which has been 
        more exciting and fulfilling for you? 
  What has been the most memorable part of your life journey? 
  Who/what has guided you in your spiritual journey?  
  What detours have you taken in your life journey? Where 
        have they taken you, and what have you discovered? 
  Has there been a time in your life when you weren’t sure  
        you would make it? How did you deal with that time? 
  What gifts do you bring along on your journey? What  
        gifts are you receiving? 
  What future journeys are you planning? 
  
 

   Deadline: July 19, 2021 

 
The future will be  
trodden on paths  

from house to house  
asking questions like, 

How are you?  
How is your heart? 
Joy doesn't depend  

on a thing happening. 
           Author Unknown 


