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Andrea Papini Retires!

By Anna Walthall

After 19 years of
Ml service in helping
new people find
their way into our
St. Joseph parish
family, Mrs.
Andrea Papini
recently retired
from her position
as the
Coordinator for
the Rite of Christian Initiation of Adults
(RCIA) program. With mixed emotions, she
relinquished her role of having what she
describes as, “the honor” of being the con-
tact person for people longing, looking,
indeed actively seeking to fill something
deep within that is lacking in their lives, a
spiritual connection. Now it is my honor to
share a little of her life with you.

Childhood

Andrea Kay Stone was born in Pine
Bluff, Arkansas to her elated parents, Frank
and Katie Stone. They were unsure if having
a child was in God’s plan for them, but
finally, after six years of marriage, their
prayers were answered. Her mother was 33
years old when she was born and Andrea
was raised in a most loving environment.
Several years later, her mother conceived
twice more, giving Andrea a little brother
and then a baby sister.

Although her parents were of the Baptist
faith, they had Catholic relatives, and when
Andrea was in high school, two of her best
friends were Catholic. Andrea lost her desire
to attend the Baptist church and one Sunday
morning when her mom tried to encourage
her to go, Andrea told her, “Mother, I can’t
stand the minister yelling and throwing his
Bible down!”

When in high school, one of her friends,
Anne Gaddy, had a powerful influence on
Andrea. Sadly, Anne’s mother had died

young, but she was being raised by her
loving father and uncle who were devout
Catholics. Anytime Andrea spent the night
with Anne on a Saturday night, the next
morning her dad would pound on the
bedroom door, exclaiming, “Get ready for
church!” Anne never missed mass, and
sometimes even without her father, Anne
and Andrea attended mass at different
churches. Anne went to the public school
solely because the Catholic school in Pine
Bluff provided their education only through
the eighth grade.

After High
School

Regarding her
career choice,
having worked
summers
volunteering at
the local hospital
while in high
school, Andrea
wanted to be a nurse.

However, her father wanted her to go to
school to be a home economist, which she
did at the Arkansas State Teacher’s College
(now UCA).

Andrea had another good friend, Carole
Wright, whose mother worked at the Pine
Bluff Arsenal as the secretary for Captain
Edward Murphy (Murph) at the time. When
Murph found out that his secretary had a
daughter (Carole), he encouraged her to
allow Carole to go on a blind date with him.
However, the only way Carole would agree
to go was if her mother could arrange a
double-blind date so that Andrea could go
too. Both girls would be together with their
blind dates.

Halfway through the evening, Andrea
secretly told Carole, “I love you as a friend,
but don’t ever ask me to go on a blind date
again!” She considered the officers to be
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“way overly confident” to put it nicely.

That evening when Andrea’s blind date, Richard Papini,
brought her home and walked her to the door, rather than
try to kiss her, he asked, “Do you want to go to Mass with
me tomorrow?”’

Andrea clarified, “He was totally different away from
the other soldiers.”

Becoming Catholic and Getting Married

When Andrea told her mom about Richard being in the
Army, her mother cautioned her, “Soldiers are here today
and gone tomorrow.” It was true that Richard was sta-
tioned at the Pine Bluff Arsenal during the Vietham War,
and understandable that her mother never wanted to see her
hurt, but true to her heart, Andrea started dating Richard in
December of 1967 and they married the following year in
October, 1968. When Richard asked Andrea to marry him,
he told her it was a two-part question/deal.

Will you marry me?
We have to get married in the Catholic Church.

What Richard didn’t know was that in Andrea’s heart,
stemming from growing up around her own Catholic
family members, attending masses at different churches
with Anne Gaddy as a teenager, and then seeing how
Richard was able to stand so securely and firmly in his
faith, Andrea had already felt the desire to become
Catholic. Unbeknownst to Richard, Andrea had already
gone to speak to a priest about entering the church, and had
already been meeting weekly with the priest to learn about
the Catholic faith for herself.

She participated in the Sacraments of Baptism, First
Communion and Confirmation and became Catholic two
weeks before they married. Then, on October 5, 1968, they
shared the Catholic Sacrament of Matrimony and became
Mr. and Mrs.

Richard Papini.

Life Away from
Arkansas

In January, 1969,
Richard completed
his active duty at the
Pine Bluff Arsenal
but as part of his
ROTC commitment,
he had to remain in
the Army Reserves
for two additional
years. Andrea
moved with her
husband to
Anderson, South
Carolina where
Richard worked for the Owens-Corning Fiberglass
Company while completing his reserve years. That
September he and Andrea became new parents to Julie,
their beautiful baby girl.

L-R: Julie Session-Daughter, Katie
Session-Granddaughter, Alex Session
-Granddaughter, John Session-
Grandson, Andrea Papini, Richard
Papini, Anna Woods-Daughter

In May, 1971, Richard began a new career in nuclear
power construction, which meant they had to move a few
times. That year, they moved to Dothan, Alabama, two
months before welcoming baby Anna into the world. While
in Dothan for 7 years, Andrea became involved with the
Catholic parish preschool program and Richard was a
member of the parish choir and cantored liturgical music so
elegantly at mass that the pastor joked that if the Jewish
synagogue members heard him cantoring, they might pay
him to join them.

Then in May, 1978, they moved to Jefferson City,
Missouri and lived that for 4 years. After several months of
attending Mass in their new parish and sitting in the same
section of church each week, and no one ever speaking to
her, Andrea, feeling discouraged, went to talk to the pastor
about the lack of hospitality from the “established”
parishioners (true southern girl). The priest calmly said,
“Let me tell you. These people are Germans, but once a
German gets to know you, they will be a friend for life.”

Soon after, Andrea took a volunteer job in the rectory
and made many friends there. The Papini girls went to a
Catholic school for the first time in Missouri, and also,
Richard participated in the Cursillo Movement. Andrea
recalled how her husband was a “changed man” at the age
of 35 after attending a Cursillo weekend. Andrea attended
the next Ladies’ Cursillo and understood why. (Learn more
about the Cursillo Movement at cursillo.org.)

Next, Richard was transferred to Emporia, Kansas
where they lived for 3 years. There, they joined a
Charismatic prayer group, which consists of a group of
people from various backgrounds who meet regularly to
support each other as they strive to grow in their
knowledge and love of God and share this way of being in
their daily lives with others. Also, Richard became the
leader of the music ministry team.

Returning to Arkansas

One day, Richard received a call from a man at the
Arkansas Nuclear One Plant in Russellville, Arkansas
requesting that he come for an interview. He did so, and
then they awaited a response. One week later, a letter
arrived in the mail stating that Richard was over qualified
for the job. Andrea confided that she was quite
disappointed because of all the places they had lived,
Emporia had the coldest winters and she relished the
thought of moving closer to her family in Arkansas. Before
that day was over, however, the phone rang and a man
spoke to Andrea, “Mrs. Papini, | don’t know if you got the
letter today, but that letter was not supposed to go out. We
want him!” The Papinis moved to Russellville in August,
1984.

Andrea opened a retail gift shop which she owned and
operated for nine years in Russellville. Their daughter,
Julie, worked there while she was in college at Arkansas
Tech. One day Julie said to her, “Mother, we could take
everything out of this store and people would pay to come
in here just to talk to you.”
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One day in November, 1995 a lady-friend came in and
offered to buy her shop. Richard accepted the idea of
selling because it would give Andrea and Richard (who had
just completed his first year in the Diaconate formation)
much more free time. He encouraged Andrea to figure up a
price, present it to her friend, and then see what happened.
Andrea prayed about it. She took Richard’s advice, gave
the lady a quote, and the very next day the lady accepted
the quoted price without any negotiating, only asking that
Andrea transfer ownership by January 1 of the following
year, which she did.

In addition to his job, Richard continued attending
Diaconate Formation classes one weekend each month at
the Diocese in Little Rock, and Andrea was required to
attend with him. Richard was ordained a Deacon on May
31, 1998 on Pentecost Sunday.

How the Papinis Came to Conway

In May, 1999, Deacon Richard accepted the job offer
from Deacon Paul Cronan and Bishop Andrew McDonald
naming him as the new (and first) full-time Director of
Catholic Campus Ministry (CCM) for UCA and Hendrix
College in Conway, for the Diocese of Little Rock. In
August, 1999, he left his career and the nuclear world
behind and committed to full time ministry.

Deacon Richard worked long hours, often returning
home late at night, so Andrea would drive separately to
Conway to help with Thursday CCM lunches and Sunday
Masses. These trips were about one hour each way, to and
from Russellville. They did this for two years. One day
Andrea received a note from one of her new St. Joe friends,
Mary Walter. In it, Mary told Andrea that she was praying
a Novena that she and Richard would move to Conway
because Conway needed them.

This is when the bittersweet realization crossed
Andrea’s mind that although she loved her Russellville
friends and her home dearly, she and Deacon Richard
needed to be living in Conway. Still, change does not come
easily. She decided to pray about it, which she did, and
then she put a ‘For Sale by Owner’ sign in their front yard.
If the house sold, it was a ‘sign’ that they were meant to
GO, not stay. By the ninth day, they had received three of-
fers for the house and shortly thereafter, accepted the best
offer and signed a contract.

One afternoon in June 2001, shortly before relocating to
Conway from Russellville, Father Tom Byrne, CSSP, and
pastor at St. Joseph’s at the time, told Deacon Richard he

wanted Andrea to
s come by and visit
ﬂ w1th him. It was

b

that Father Tom
told Andrea that
he wanted to hire
her as the
Coordinator for
the RCIA

program with the idea of making it a year-round
program, and asked her to please pray about it. Andrea
replied, “I’ll pray =

about it.” Two
weeks later,

Father Tom
requested that
Andrea come to his
office to discuss his
offer.

Many times
before this
meeting, Andrea rehearsed her “why I cannot accept the
job” speech, which included that she needed to be
available for her mother who was 90 years old and living in
a Conway nursing home. Andrea was also spending a lot of
time helping Richard with CCM. She rode to Conway with
Richard the day she was to talk with Father Tom. In the
car, she told Richard, “No way am [ going to take this job.”
But when she walked into Father Tom’s office, the first
words out of her mouth were, “When do you want me to
start?”

Reflecting on this time in her life, she said, “Father Tom
must have had a direct line to the Holy Spirit because |
would have felt lost in this big parish if I had not taken the
job.” She went on to explain, “RCIA really helped me.
New people became like my family, and I was just like one
of them from the beginning.”

Andrea admits that it did not take her long to feel at
home in Conway once they finally settled in. In fact, she
shared, “It felt like God wrapped His arms around me and [
can’t imagine not living here now with all of the people in
our lives.”

From Pine Bluff, AR, to Anderson, SC, to Dothan, AL,
to Jefferson City, MO, to Emporia, KS, to Russellville, AR,
and now Conway, wherever Andrea Papini lands, she loves
her life and laments having to leave each place, and having
to say goodbyes to each set of friends, yet she ponders,
“Every time we moved, God had something more enriching
and better for us. God used each experience to instill in me
a greater love for Him.”

In closing our interview, Andrea remarked about how
touched she was with the outpouring of love she felt from
people at her office retirement luncheon and from all of the
people who “‘drove-by” her home during the quarantine to
wish her well in her retirement.

She also delights in the fact that although our new RCIA
coordinator’s first name is pronounced differently, it is
spelled the same as hers and this makes Andrea feel like a
little piece of her will still be with the new people coming
in.

What kind of person can achieve such success in a
lifetime? Perhaps it stems from that desire to heal that
Andrea felt in her teenage years in her compassionate
yearning to help others by becoming a nurse. Yet, see how
God works through us? For although Andrea did not



Page 4

complete the home economist degree or spend her life loving- ly, and so
healing people physically, her work was very much that of sweetly. R
healing the spirit.

Moreover, considering her daughter’s remark of how
people would pay to hear her mother talk to them, it seems
that Mrs. Andrea Papini will continue God’s work for as
long as she lives. There are simply some people who lift us
up with their beautiful love energy. They have a gift of
being love in this world and people feel that, resonate with
it, because as Marty Haugen wrote so elegantly in his
lyrics, “We are many parts. We are all one body. And the
gifts we have, we were given to share. May the spirit of
love make us one INDEED,” and IN DEED. For, how can
small deeds of kindness in the name of love, such as
encouraging words shared, and compassionate listening, as
well as jobs in which we serve others, to name a few, how
can these acts not make our world a better place in which to
co-exist — thrive even?!

May we all, as the lyrics implore, “Seek the greatest gift
of all. If you love, then you (too) will know the Lord.” You
too, will be doing His work.

Congratulations on your retirement, Mrs. Papini, and
thank you for serving our parish family so faithfully, so

C__ o~ D

Mission Outreach Receives Love

By Morgan Gatto Evans

Members of Chapter 994 present Missions Outreach president, Don
Greenland, with the $700 check provided by Catholic Financial Life’s
Love One Another Campaign plus $300 from the chapter.

According to their mission statement, “The primary role of Missions
Outreach is to create and maintain missionary service opportunities for
parishioners. The “new evangelization” calls each of us to be Christ’s
eyes, ears, hands and feet; serving, evangelizing, and ministering to our
brothers and sisters in most need. The approach is to form long-term
partnerships with existing organizations that meet certain criteria for
Christian service.

menu” of local, regional, and international missionary service op-
A ” of local 1, and international
tions are made available for individuals, couples, youth, and families to share their time, talent, and treasure.”

In the photo above, from left to right: Don Greenland, Missions Outreach President, Ron Gatto, Catholic Financial Life
Insurance Broker, Morgan Evans, Chapter 994 Secretary/Treasurer.
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American Prayers

By Jean Leffler

Do you remember Thomas Paine’s lament during the Revolutionary times? “These are the times
that try men’s souls.” (The American Crisis, no. 1, December 23, 1776) Aren’t we Americans a
mess — some things never change, even after all these years..

We are a deeply divided country. We should be united in defense of our values. Instead, we are
untied. Notice the letter reversal in the words united and untied? Simply move the i around and
the word takes on a whole different meaning. We are the United States of America — not the
untied states of America. But in this year of 2020 we are nearly untied.

I don’t think it matters which side of the political spectrum you stand on, we must all be called on

to pray. I have been pondering on how to pray for our country. If [ pray for my will, [ am
missing the point of prayer. Think about the words that Jesus gave us in the Lord’s Prayer: “Forgive us our trespasses as
we forgive others.” The divide in our country appears as deep as the one that lead up to the Civil War. You will
remember that divide drove brother to hate brother. It is time for forgiveness.

That prayer ends with the phrase, “deliver us from evil.” and conjures up many of the evils perpetrated in the name of
politics, such as abortion, hatred and intolerance, and worse. The list of evils is long but it is important to recall the
words of Edmund Burke (1729-1797), “The only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good men to do nothing.”

So, the first prayer on my own list of ones to pray for unity in our country is The Lord’s Prayer. Next is the Hail Mary
because the Blessed Mother has great influence on her son. She will intercede for us as we pray for our country. It is Our
Lady of Guadalupe who has been declared the patroness of the Americas. She will not forsake us!

There are many other prayers, but my next one is The Peace Prayer which is attributed to St. Francis of Assisi. That is a
great prayer during this time of divisiveness. This is a time that families are often stressed and looking for direction. We
must rely on St. Francis to call us to peace when we collectively pray — ‘Lord, make me and instrument of your peace,
where there is hatred, let me sow love...where there is injury pardon” and on.

The Prayer to St. Michael, which many of us learned at a young age, asks for protection from the ‘wickedness and
snares of the devil.” We might not pray the St. Michael the Archangel prayer often enough as an adult. It is a powerful
prayer and that can help us avoid the near occasions of sin. I keep a holy card on a picture holder at my place at the
family table.

As a child, the mention of the devil conjured up a cute little horned cartoon character sitting on my left shoulder while
the little white clad angel sat on my right. Those old cartoons portrayed the battle of good and evil in its simplicity. In
present reality, the battle between good and evil is much more subtle. The battle line is more blurred. The prize of the
battle is my very soul.

Dear Lord,

T pray to save my soul; T must pray to save the soul of America too.
Grawted, we have some major problems but if we shore up the foundation of
our Catholic Christian faith of the US of A with praver, we will be united -
not untied.

C__—o~D
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Growing Up Conway

By Nancy Breeden Mitchell

Swiss Immigration to the United States The Jean Baptiste
Marie Luyet (1808-1905) and Marie Felicite Victoire Gobelet
Luyet (1817-1907) family immigrated to the United States in
1882. They had previously lived in the village of Ormone in the
southwestern region of Switzerland which was part of the
municipality of Saviese, in the district of Sion, in the county of
Valais. While in Switzerland, Jean Baptiste earned a living
raising goats. He and his wife Marie had seven children together:
Jean Charles (1841-1913); Francois (1844-1897); Germaine
(1847-?); Marie Agnes (1850-1902); Philomene (unknown);
Jeremie (1854-1921); and Charles Louis (1857-1940).

They were but part of a huge wave of Swiss citizens leaving
their native land. A variety of conditions were being played out
in Switzerland which led to the immigration stream from that
country during the late 1800s and early 1900s. Population
growth and famine were the two contributing factors which
caused many to seek refuge elsewhere. Between 1820 and 1930,
about 290,00 people left Switzerland for the United States.
About 12,500 arrived between 1820 and 1850. Approximately
76,500 came over between 1851 and 1880 and another 82,000 in
the 1880s.

Most of those immigrating to the United States did so to take
advantage of the free land in the American west. Some settled in
places like California or Wisconsin where they joined other
communities of Swiss immigrants. Local authorities helped the
new arrivals obtain farmland, open shops, or engage in other
business practices. There were also Swiss social clubs and some
immigrant communities established their own churches.

Many of the French speaking Swiss in Valais were
encouraged to leave their homeland and begin a new life in
America by financial incentives offered by the Swiss
government. They were given monetary incentives typically of
400 Swiss franc which was roughly six months wages for a
working man. By encouraging people to leave, the country had
fewer people to be concerned with during the economic recession
that had gripped the country. Money was given on the condition
that they would never return to Europe. Because of population
pressures and the scarcity of land, work was very hard to find in
Switzerland at the time and American seemed to promise a
paradise where men could grow rich and have guaranteed land
ownership. Not all Swiss who came were doing so to escape
poverty. Some came to impart their skills, were invited by local
governments or came on their own accord.

Newspaper advertisements were placed by travel agencies
offering organized Atlantic crossings from Le Havre for 8§0-100
Swiss francs, depending on the number of passengers. Food on
board went for about 40 Swiss francs and consisted of biscuits,
flour, butter, ham, salt, potatoes and vinegar. The immigrants
could prepare their own meals with this during the journey
overseas.

Due to the record number of Swiss emigration to the United
States in the 1880’s, (about as many had come over in the 70
years previously), attitudes in America were changing concerning
immigration to the United States, so a Swiss immigration quota
system was instituted. The Swiss became part of the five million
European wave of new persons coming into the country, more
than doubling figures from the previous decade. Industrialization
was becoming widespread, Americans were desperate for

workers, and farmland was opening up in the prairie states. Free
farmland was available to settlers who would agree to live on the
land for three years.

Swiss Immigrant Families Arriving in Conway Groups of
Swiss emigrants from the same areas in Switzerland tended to
travel together or to the same destination. George Simon, who
arrived in the United States in 1851, earned his place as the
earliest Swiss immigrant to reside in Conway and the St. Joseph
Parish. The Jean Baptiste Luyet family arrived with Charles
Favre arriving in December of 1882 on the same vessel,
Labrador. Other Swiss families who arrived in Conway during
this period were Emanuel Balmaz and Edward Imboden, 1882;
Maurice Anthamatten and Peter Mayor, 1883; Peter George and
Antoine Massery, 1884; Phillipe Nabholz, 1890; Jean-Maurice
Lock, 1892; Antoine Dussex, 1893; Casimir Dussex,1894; Jean
Antoine Moix and Alex Moix 1894; Frances Troillet 1894; John
Zermatten and John Troillet, 1895; and Marie Vuistiner and
Joseph Dayer, 1896. These family names remain recognizable as
the early founding families of the parish. Their origin, customs
and reasons for leaving Switzerland made it easy for them to
bond and together face the challenges they would face once
arriving here.

Jean Baptiste and Marie
Luyet came to America
accompanied by their two
sons, Jean Charles and
Francois Joseph and their
families. The rest of their
children remained in
Switzerland.

Jean Charles,
dissatisfied with the
poverty of village living,
enlisted in the Swiss
military in 1863. He
became a farmer after serving in the military having mustered out
as corporal. He married Marie Veronic Coupe (1848-1919) in
1870. They were the parents of five children at the time of their
move to America:(Mary Agnes (1871-1961); Elie “Lee” Joseph
(1873-1952); John (1876-1905); James Damon (1879-1933); and
Mary Ida (1881-1883). Adelle Angelus (1885-1968) and Ursule
(1888-1926) would be born after their settlement. He was enticed
by the “call of plenty” to accompany his parents and brother,
Francois Joseph (1844-1897) and Marguerite Mei Daniels (1842-
1920) Luyet and their family to the United States. The children
who accompanied them were; Marie Victoire (1871-?);
Marguerite Marie (1874-1948); Cecile (1877-?); and Emelie
Anastasia (1881-1955). Johannes Joseph was born after their
arrival (1885-?). They departed Le Harve, France on the vessel
Labrador arriving in New York in December of 1882.

The first account of the Luyets following their arrival to
Conway is the recorded purchase of a house in January 1883 for
$775 and 80 acres for $975 by Francois from George T and
Jennie Correll. The land was on Lower Ridge Road in northeast
Conway. It is speculated that his brother, Jean Charles, and his
family most likely lived with his brother’s family for seven years
where they farmed and raised their seven children until they had
enough to buy their own property in 1890 at which time they

Jean Charles and Marie Coupe
Luyet
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purchased 80 acres on the same road a half a mile east of
Francois’ property.

In 1884, it was recorded that Jean Charles mortgaged several
animals and his cotton and corn crop to M&J Frauenthal for the
sum of $100 for the purpose of buying merchandise and planting
supplies. “One black pony mare about six years old, one sorrel
mare with white star in face about five years old, one white cow
about seven years old, one red cow about five years old and his
entire cotton and corn crop and all interest he may have in the
crops to be planted and raised during the year 1884, all in
Faulkner County, AR. The note was due October 1, 1884.”

It is recorded that Jean Charles became a naturalized United
States citizen on July 14, 1893.

Jean Charles’ wife, Marie, sometimes walked the four miles
needed to attend Mass at St. Joseph Church. One hot day during
the summer of 1919, she suffered a stroke and became paralyzed.
Their oldest daughter, Mary Agnes, took care of her until Marie
died on July 18™. A few years earlier, Jean Charles passed away
from pneumonia.

The Jean Charles Family As a young girl, Mary Agnes
Luyet would accompany her father in the summer as he went
from their home in the valley into the foothills of the Alps to stay
with her grandmother. There they would graze the cows and
make cheese and butter. Mary Agnes would later tell her
grandchildren stories about her visits to the Alps. She also
recalled how discouraged her family was with the tales they were
told about “the fruit trees all hanging full with fruit in America”
and how that was not the way it really was. There were times she
longed to return to Switzerland. Mary Agnes married Peter
George. He was born in St. Martin, Valais Switzerland in 1862
and came to American and Conway in 1884. They were married
October 14, 1890. Together they had eight children: Mary,
Albert, Clara, Peter, Lucille, John, Eugenia and Charles. Only

Mary, Clara and Eugenia lived to adulthood.

: Elie “Lee” Joseph Luyet married Mary
“Eugenia” Moix (1881-1967). Jean
Charles, Lee’s father met the Baptiste
Moix family while serving in the Swiss
army in Sion. The Moix family became
dissatisfied with life in St. Martin and
were eager for economic advancement as
well. Because of this prior relationship,
John Baptiste Moix’s daughter, Mary
Eugenia, was introduced and they were
married at St. Joseph Church on October
21, 1902. They spent their early life
together raising corn and sorghum. It is
speculated that they likely rented land to farm or cultivated part
of Jean Charles’s 80 acres. They purchased 30 acres of land in
1905 in the neighborhood of Lee’s parents. In 1906 they
purchased the original 80-acre farm that Jean Charles had bought
in 1890. Lee bought a sorghum mill to enhance his own crop
processing and also used it to earn income by processing
sorghum raised by his neighboring farmers. The family also
owned several cows which provided milk for the family and the
excess could be sold to the Terry Dairy. The family interacted
socially with their friends and neighbors by roasting peanuts and
enjoying taffy pulls. To Lee and Eugenia Luyet were born 13
children: Mary Catherine, Maurice Lee, Emil P., Leo John, Peter
Paul, George, Christine, Mary Augustine, Albert, Lucille Mary,
Joseph, Monica Eugenia, and Eugene. Maurice and Albert died
in infancy. Lucille Mary would enter St. Scholastica Monastery
in Fort Smith and become Sister Mary Vivian.

Peter and Mary
Luyet George

Eugenia volunteered alongside her
friend, Teresa (Rumker) Simon, for many
years at a stand at the St. Joseph Bazaar.
Both ladies were given special
recognition by the parish at a tribute
which honored members of the
pioneering families of the parish. Mrs.
Simon was recognized as the oldest
active woman parishioner and Mrs. Luyet
as being the second oldest. She was four
days younger than Mrs. Simon. They
were both age 84 at the time.

Bea Luyet Locks memories of her
grandparents: “My grandparents were
Lee and Eugenia (Moix) Luyet. They
lived on a farm on Hwy 64E where
Simon Dairy is now. They then built a small home closer to town
on Hwy 64E (now Oak Street) between Second and Third
Avenues. The Luyet Block. The Emil Luyet family lived on the
Third Ave corner, then Lee & Eugenia, next someone not related,
with us (the George Luyet family) on Second Ave corner and the
Monica (Luyet) & Louis Hamling family on the west corner of
Second Ave. The area is now commercial.

“My memories of Lee are not very extensive. He was a very
quiet person, usually looking like he does in the photo. He spent
much of the day sitting at the small kitchen table by the windows
reading and smoking his pipe. He died when I was almost
thirteen.

Lee and Eugenia
Moix Luyet
Wedding Photo 1902

“Grandma was always busy...cooking,
quilting, taking care of the chickens and
kittens. She made great sugar cookies, apple
pies and tamales wrapped in corn shucks.
She gave us very sweet coffee with lots of
cream; we didn’t get coffee at home. Each
grandchild received one of her quilts for a
wedding gift. She basically used the same
I pattern to make her dresses. They were
‘house dresses’ or ‘church dresses’

Lee and Eugenia  depending on the fabric and trim used.
in later years “She had two hats; one for summer and
one for winter; never went to church or town
without her hat. Grandma liked to attend Mass a lot. If no one
offered to take her, she’d put on her hat, hang her purse on her
arm and walk to church.

“When we were very young, Grandma would be the Santa and
went to each Luyet house on the block. She would wear
Grandpa’s overcoat and boots and remove her ‘teeth’ so she
would sound different. When I was about six, we recognized
Grandpa’s boots.

“Sometimes Grandma would stay with us to ‘baby sit” and
spend the night. She always brought her ‘tick-tock’ clock with
her. She couldn’t sleep without it.

There are two “Grandma quotes” to share: 1. “Parents should
not have to bury their children.” She buried five children...two
babies and three adults. 2. “Marriage is not complete without
children.” She died several months before the birth of our first
son.”

Raymond Luyet remembers his grandparents Lee and
Eugenia: “My memories of my Grandmother Luyet include when
I spent a week in the summer or weekends during the school
year. She would make homemade bread twice a week and she
would always slice off the end of the loaf when it was hot. She
would draw the butter and milk out of the well, put butter and
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apple butter on the hot bread and pour me a glass of milk. In
later years, when she moved into town and built a house beside
us, | would cut her cooking firewood and carry it in. She would
fix me a cup of that strong coffee and she always had banana nut
cake and she cut me a big piece of it.

“She had a milk cow for a couple of years when they moved
to town and I would walk with her over to the neighbor with the
cow. She pastured it over there during the day and would bring it
back in the evening. She would milk it in the morning and
evening and then take it back.

“My memories of Grandpa Luyet were many. On the farm in
the early spring before leaves were in the trees, we would
whitewash the fruit trees from the ground up to four feet to keep
insects out of the fruit. The job I did not like and only did it a
couple of times was after Grandpa cooked off sorghum was to
help Uncle Gene clean up the pan. It seemed to be larger each
time. We had to draw water, fill the pan about half full, build a
fire under it and start scrubbing.

“Grandpa and [ were tying up his grapes one day. The
vineyard was in front of the house just across a driveway and it
was a nice warm day. Grandma and about five or six women her
age were guilting. You never heard such cackling going on.
Grandpa said, “They’re having a hen party.” But they were
supposed to be quilting. I think they were drinking coffee and
partying.

“I used to watch Grandpa hang his tobacco in the shed to let it
dry and when he took it down, he laid it leaf by leaf in a wooden
barrel and then weighed it down with a large rock. He would
later take a few leaves and cut them up, fill his tobacco can and
later would fill his pipe and smoke it. When he moved to town,
he had a full barrel of tobacco. When it was about half empty, he
started to buy Prince Albert tobacco and mix it half and half of
his own tobacco.

“Grandpa, Dad, and I would tear down old buildings and
Grandpa and [ would pull nails and stack lumber. In the summer
months, after supper, we would all sit on benches beside their
house and they would talk of old times and the old country. Sure
enough, in 1991, my wife Betty and I, our youngest daughter
Jennifer, my sister Vivian Bates and Cheryl Bates went to all four
grandparents’ homes in Switzerland.

“When Granddad died out in the yard, I carried him in the
house and laid him on the bed.”
George Luyet had this to add about his grandparents: “I can
remember Grandpa very clearly that he was a very quiet man. As
a matter of fact, | cannot recall ever hearing a word from his
mouth, perhaps because he did not speak English very well
(spoke French well since he was from Switzerland)...I have no
idea what his voice sounded like. I remember him always having
a pipe, a very curvy one, and the smell of his tobacco smoke was
really good, especially when he would first light it up. I can only
remember seeing him a few times, mostly outside in his yard in
the evenings, and then in the house just past the back porch into
his bedroom. Perhaps he was ill...not sure. He died early on
when I was very young (I was only three years old) when he
passed away. The last time I saw him was just before his funeral;
back then they would typically have the viewing at the home and
he was placed in an open casket in the living room with a laced
white netting over the head portion of the casket. That’s about all
I remember about Grandpa Luyet.

Grandma Luyet (Eugenia “Jennie” Luyet) was another story...
I remember a lot about her. The first memory of her was her great
cooking! She only lived two houses east of my house, so I visited
her often (just about every day when I was very young). In the

winter, she always had a pot for
coffee that would whistle when
the coffee was done and she
would serve me a cup of coffee
with a lot of Pet Milk and sugar
(to this day that is the way I like
my coffee even though I have cut
out the sugar). Next, she would
give me a piece of pie, either
custard or apple usually, but
sometimes a coconut or lemon
(no wonder why I visited her
often). After coffee and pie, she
would set me up on the back porch (it was enclosed) and let me
play with the many spools that she kept (she sewed a lot,
especially quilts). I would stack the spools many ways (to see
how high I could get them before they fell), and after about an
hour I’d leave and come back the next day. In the summer
months, she was outside in her back yard that was fenced in
because she had chickens. She had a broken English and when
she was excited and wanted you to see something she would say
“tau tau” (pronounced like “tall” but without the last two letters,
which I interpreted as look look). It was always fun to watch her
kill chickens...she would put their head on a big stump then chop
off their head with the other hand that held an axe...then the
chicken would run around the yard without their head...an
unbelievable experience! Was hard to believe they could run
without a head. Another neat thing she did was when she saw a
snake, she would chop it up in small pieces with an axe and feed
it to the chickens. The chickens went crazy over the pieces of
snake. It was a big treat for them. She was a really good person
and I truly loved her. I remember when she was ill in the hospital;
she never wanted to be a bother to anyone. She was very good
patient. The last think I remember about Grandma was when [
asked her how she was doing, and she said “I either want to get
well or die”.

John Luyet married Germaine Dussex. Little is known about
this family. John died at the age of 29 and Germaine at the age of
36. They had two children. Cherie Marie died in childhood
(1900-1907) and is buried at St. Joseph Cemetery in Conway.
John Casimir Luyet (1903-1990) was raised by Unlce Casimir
and Aunt Ursule Luyet Dussex following the death of his parents.
He later moved to Colorado where he lived with his wife Clara
(maiden name unknown). They had no children.

2

John with daughter Cherie,
son John, and wife Germaine
Dussex Luyet

James Damon Luyet married Magdalena H. Loetscher. Together
they had eleven children. They were Vernie, Carl, Frank, James,
Virginia, Sarah, Joseph, Gussie, Ida, El, and Wallace. James and
Magdalena are both buried in Calvary Cemetery
in Little Rock, AR.

Adelle Angelus Luyet, because of her birth
after the family arrived in America, became the
first Luyet in Conway to become a United States
citizen. She married George C. Velte in Little
Rock in 1906. They had three children, Bertha,
George and Dorothy. George died in 1947.
Adelle moved to Jacksonville, Oregon in 1957

~ to be with her daughter Dorothy and her family.
Adelle Luyet

Ursule Luyet married Casimir Dussex who
arrived in America in 1894 at the age of ten with his mother,
Margarite, and her brother, Francis Troillet, and three of his
siblings. Together they would have nine children; Mary (died in
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Y infancy), Frank , Casimir (died in
| childhood), Frances, Rose,
Charles, Joseph, Edward (died in
childhood) and Mary. The 1910
United States Census shows them
living in the Cadron Township of
Conway with their 3 year old son
Frank, 2 year old son Casimir and
6 year old nephew John Casimir
Luyet. The elder Casimir served
on the St. Joseph Church Building
Committee from 1924-1926. He
was also a member of the Knights
of Columbus.

Casimir and Ursule Luyet
Dussex Wedding 1904, L-R
Joseph Chastnay, Casimir,

Ursule and Adelle Luyet

The Francois Joseph Luyet Family Little was written of Marie
Victoire Luyet who was born in 1871. Perhaps she died in
childhood.

Marguerite Marie Luyet married Germain Joseph Varone.
They were both children of Swiss immigrants who migrated from
Saviese, Valais, Switzerland to Conway in 1882-1883. They
were married in Conway on January 23, 1901. They were the
parents of six children: Ausatasie, Mary, Francis, John, Rosalie
and Amelia. Although the children attended St. Joseph Catholic
School in Conway, the family moved to Little Rock in 1930.
Marguerite and Germain are buried in Calvary Cemetery in Little
Rock.

Cecile Luyet married Frank Farangelo in Pulaski County.
Little is known of this family.

Emelie “Amelia” Anastasia Luyet married Peter Alexander
“Alex” Moix, Sr. She was eleven months old when she arrived in
the United States. She and Peter Alex were married in 1908.
Peter Alex and his father, John Baptiste Moix, came to America
in February of 1894 when he was a teenager. It took eight days
to cross the Atlantic Ocean and a three-day train ride from New
York to reach Conway. In the fall of that year, after making a
crop on the Mayor farm near Pickles Gap, Mr. Moix left his son
Alex to live with the Jean Charles Luyet family for a year while
he returned to Switzerland to bring his wife and two remaining
sons and a daughter to Conway. They purchased an 80-acre farm
bordered now by South Donaghey Avenue and Old German
Lane. Amelia and Alex had nine children: Louise Margaret, Emil
Paul, Felix Finton, Sylvester Louis, Peter Louis, Jerome Daniel,
August Raphael, Leo Marie, and Peter Alexander.

Alex bought mules and
horses to farm the land.
When their daughter Louise
married Joseph Favre, they
gave her five acres of their
land. She built her home and
raised her family there.

They occupied this land
(corner of Donaghey and
Dave Ward Drive) until it
was sold to First Security
Bank in about the year 2000.

At his retirement in 1945,
Alex and Amelia purchased a
house in Conway near St.
Joseph Catholic Church so he could walk to daily Mass. He sold
the remaining 75 acres of the family farm, including the old
farmhouse, to his son Felix. Amelia (Luyet) Moix became an
invalid due to rheumatoid arthritis and died on March 24, 1955.

Front L-R Louise, Alex, Amelia,
Emil. Back Leo, Jerome, Felix,
Sylvester, August and Peter.

After her death, Alex’s son Emil and daughter-in-law Catherine
resided with him in his home. In his later years, he sold the
house to St. Joseph Catholic Parish and he resided with his only
daughter, Louise, and her husband, Joe

Favre. Alex died on October 8, 1972, of natural causes. He and
Amelia are both interred at St. Joseph Cemetery in Conway,
Arkansas.

Evelyn Moix McKinnon remembers her grandparents: “My
grandmother Amelia Luyet Moix died when I was very
young. By that time, she was in a wheelchair and had severe
rheumatoid arthritis.... Now my grandpa, Alex, | remember. He
would come to our house on Saturday afternoons. That was after
his wife died. My dad would pick him up when he got off work
at Hiegel Lumber Co. Grandpa tried to teach me and my two
sisters how to count in French, but we were not interested
because we were around 6 or 7. He said there was high French
and low French which he spoke. He always gave me a silver
dollar which I still have several. He always called me Eveloene.
When [ went to Switzerland two years ago, there was a little town
up from Saint Martin called Evolene so I guess that’s where he
got that.”

Rita Moix Bintliff’s memories of her grandparents: “Grandpa
lived in the just north of the church where part of the high school
is now. Felix Moix Jr. did tell me the story of how Grandpa
would give his boys some warm wine on cold mornings before
they went out to the barn to milk. As a small boy his job was to
help Grandpa move the milk containers to the concrete vat to cool
the milk. In fact, Felix Jr. had one of the concrete vats in his
yard. Most of us grandchildren remember sitting on Grandpa's
knee and listening to his stopwatch tick; and he would try to
teach us to count in French. Grandma died when we were
little. My fondest memory of her was watching her brush her
long hair and twisting it up into a bun on top of her head.”

Johannes Joseph “Joe” was born in Conway on November 26,
1885. He purchased two plots of land near Conway. At one
time, according to U.S. Census, he lived in Minneapolis and
Hennepin, MN in 1935. Little more is known concerning him.
He is buried in Calvary Cemetery in Little Rock.

Although little is known of some of the descendants of Jean
Baptiste Marie Luyet and Marie Felicite Victoire Gobelet Luyet,
there are numerous descendants that continue to be part of the
Conway community and St. Joseph parish. Over the years there
were hardships to endure. Many stayed in Conway, but others
left for the hopes of a better life somewhere else, some moving to
Little Rock while others hoped to fulfill their dreams in other
states. Looking over the book that was complied with the family
genealogy you find many familiar names: Hoyt, Hiegel,
Freyaldenhoven, Elsinger, Worm, Strack, Lachowsky to name
just a few. Compiling such a book must have been mind boggling
and must have taken hours to secure all of the data and pictures of
the families involved. I have found the most interesting family
histories involve the sharing of stories, insights, and memories of
things as they were when the early settlers first came to build a
new life here. The struggles were many to be sure, but that was
the way life was then. The good life we enjoy today we owe to
those who came before us. We stand on many broad shoulders.

I hope that they would be proud of what their descendants have
become.

The information contained within this article was taken from the book
Jean Baptiste Marie Luyet and Marie Victoire Gobelet Family History
and Genealogy which was edited by Robert D. Hoyt following the
review and consultation by Andrew Lachowsky, Mary Heigel,
Aphonse Hiegel, Raymond Luyet and Beatrice Luyet Lock.
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Parish Youth Chalk the Church Lot

By Morgan Gatto Evans

St. Joseph Youth Ministry hosted the Chalk the Church Lot event, Monday June 1st for
the families of the Parish. Several families came out to try their hand at chalk art and
spend some much needed time together during the COVID-19 shut down. The parking
lot was broken up into sections with

orange cones to help maintain social distancing. Participants drew Christian song verses,
animals, and other inspirational pieces. Fr Tony drew a

beautiful replication of the front of our chapel!

Youth Minister, Morgan Evans, was inspired by a similar event that :
was put on at another parish. She created more summer events that include the Noah's Ark Boat
Challenge on June 15th and the Christmas In July Christmas Card Creations on July 27th.

God Speaks to Us

By Debbie Eckert

Over and over again people will say to me that they want to hear God. Truly this must be the desire of
every Christian that wants a closer relationship to God. It is my desire to hear Him as well. Not only do
we desire to hear Him speak to us, but we want to be sure that it is in fact God speaking. How might
one develop this God language? Surely it is much like when we were babies and our parents taught us
to speak. Our world as a baby revolved around our parents and them supplying every basic need we
had. As a baby, we were all eyes on mom and dad. We watched them place objects in front of us and
then say the word over and over. We listened to their voices day in and day out. We didn’t know what
those words meant but we trusted our parents for our every need. The tone and intensity of their words
registered in our spirit. As time passed, the words began to be understood. Usually a few words at a
time. Repetition of words like mama, dada, ball, more, and love began to register in our brains. Before
long we knew how to communicate with them.

This is exactly how we learn God’s language. Day in and day out we place ourselves in a disposition to learn from Him and to
understand what He is saying. Just like our parents taught us in unique ways to understand words, God does the same thing
with is. He has a unique way of connecting to each of us. Some of us hear Him most clearly when we read the bible. It’s His
personal love letter to us. With proper formation in His word, it is the most reliable way to hear Him. Others know He is
speaking to them through nature, interior images, reliable friends, circumstances that line up with His word or a deep peace
that settles over them. While most people will never hear Him audibly, we can hear His voice interiorly. Hearing God takes
time and practice. How many of you have heard a still small voice that said something like “go a different route to work
today” and you found out that it kept you from an accident. Maybe it was “call your friend”” and when you were obedient and
called, you realized they really needed a friend to listen to their problem. This is God breaking through. But there’s also those
times when we hear something and we don’t have that trust and confidence to obey or there’s also the thought that it’s just us
talking to ourselves. In time we come to know that if we had been obedient to that voice, it would have saved us from a
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particular hardship. When discerning, God will never speak shame, ridicule, contrary to His word, or in confusion. It takes
practice to learn God’s language and He wants to speak to us as much as we want to hear Him.

When I realized that God was asking me to write my book “Hairspray Holy Water And The Healing Hand Of God” | was
obedient even though it took me out of my area of confidence. Through prayer and listening, nothing seemed to be in conflict
with God’s word. Circumstances began to support the call and it took blind faith on my part to proceed. This is how God
builds trust. He leads us one step at a time without having the process all figured out in advance. I never knew the next step
until I got to it. There were days of tears, struggle and vulnerability that I had to walk through. I had to lean to accept praise
graciously and to walk in great gratitude for God’s gifts while being humble knowing it was God’s grace and gift. Surely some
of you know just what I’m talking about. Looking back now, obedience to His voice has proven to be fruitful. By being
obedient, God grew me in many ways and still is to this day. God has shown me that many graces have been received by the
readers. Some have told me it was life saving and life changing.

Last year, my editor encouraged me to enter my book in a statewide contest. In early March this year [ was informed that my
book won first place in the Arkansas Press Women communications contest for memoirs. First place entries could then go on
to compete on the national level of the National Federation of Press Women communications contest. To my amazement, the
book was awarded an Honorable Mention! God does bless our obedience. He uses people like us to reach others. Maybe you
are trying to hear God right now. Give Him the time and space to be with Him. Don’t do all the talking. Get still, be patient
and take a walk of faith one step at a time. Even if you discern wrong, God sees your heart and He will use everything to grow
your faith. He is for us and wants nothing more than to show His love to us. God “deerly” loves you!

C__ o~ D

When This is Over, What If...?

By Diane Bausom

On May 8" we learned that Phase I of the ‘reopening’ was about to begin. I had mixed feelings as I thought of some of the good
things that had come about as a result of covid-19 social distancing guidelines. A few days later I wrote this while before the
Blessed Sacrament.

What if we keep showing each other, the importance of staying in touch?
What if the media still highlights the efforts of those who do so much?
Parents will still be parenting, and teachers will continue to teach;
Healthcare people will work every day, as the sick and the lonely they reach.

What if we continue to showcase all the endless acts of caring;
Sending our pics and videos, for there’s much to be gained in sharing.
Farmers and truckers work hard, in their effort to keep supplies steady;
While grocery workers spend endless hours, making sure what we need will be ready.

For many, their work went unnoticed, before the great virus appeared;
We seldom even noticed them; sadly, this had gone on for years.
But the virus changed a lot of things, like appreciating the roles we each play,
In making sure our needs are met by the end of every day.

So what if we kept this attitude of the importance of each and every one?
What if the news showcased every day, the loving acts so many have done?
Perhaps we’d sleep a little better; perhaps we’d look forward to the next day;

Perhaps we’d take time to notice, the many blessings that come our way.

What if God allowed the ‘great lockdown’, in hopes that His children would see,
The need for every single person, to work together for unity and peace.
We can’t wait for someone else to ‘do this’; for the job is yours and mine;
Let’s ask Him for the grace to say, “not my will but Thine.”
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St. Joseph School 2020 Senior Class

By Jacqueline Kordsmeier

The St. Joseph School Class of 2020 were fortunate to have graduation ceremonies as originally planned following S5pm mass on
May 17.

Class of 2020 Stats
e 21 graduates — Elijah Bailey (H), Emily Briggler (H), Nicholas Brorman (H), Nick Chambers, Elizabeth Chandler (H), Timmy
Coney, Autumn Davis (H), Ryan Davis, Abbie Flake (H), Erika Gonzalez, Caleb Hiegel, Grace Keathley, Logan Kennedy,
Brooklyn Kordsmeier (H), John McKenna (H), Austin Parker, William Schichtl (H), Caitlyn Simon, Riley Tucker, Hunter
Watkins (H), and Lukas Welter...... (H) denotes Honor Graduate
e 17 seniors took concurrent classes through the UCA Concurrent Credit Program, each student earned 6-11 hours in college cred-
it, for a class total of 159 college credit hours
Total in scholarship offers - $1,690,290 - with $1,001,300 being officially accepted
Approximately 95% of the seniors have been offered one or more scholarship awards, 1 student will be entering family business
Father Dellert Award for Outstanding Senior Girl & Senior Boy — Elijah Bailey & Caitlyn Simon
Arkansas Governor’s Distinguished Scholarship & UCA Presidential Distinguished Scholarship Recipients — Emily
Briggler, Nicholas Brorman, & Abbie Flake
e College destinations for the fall include: Arkansas State University, United States Military Academy at West Point, Okla-
homa State University, UACCM, University of Arkansas Fayetteville, and University of Central Arkansas
e Seniors recognized at the Conway Area Chamber of Commerce Academic Signing Day - Elijah Bailey, Emily Briggler,
Nicholas Brorman, Elizabeth Chandler, and Abbie Flake.

National Merit Finalist — Senior
Nicholas Brorman advanced to become a
National Merit Finalist. In addition to test
scores that compete with the top less than
one percent of U.S. high school seniors,
National Merit Finalists are chosen based
on their abilities, accomplishments, and
potential for success in rigorous college
Elijah Bailey, Elizabeth Chandler. studies. Congratulations Nicholas!
Valedictorian Salutatorian
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New Adult Sacramental Coordinator

By Andrea Ziminsky

Hello! My name is Andrea Ziminsky and the new Adult Sacramental Coordinator here at St.
Joseph’s. I am originally from California and my family and I lived in Illinois for 15 years until
moving to Conway in July of 2019. My husband, Rob, and | have been married almost 25 years
and have two boys: Matthew, a senior at Oklahoma State and Mark, a sophomore at University
of Arkansas.

I was born and raised Catholic and attended Catholic school from kindergarten through college.
I believe in Catholic education and was a Catholic School teacher in California and Illinois. |
am happy to be able to continue my love of teaching as a substitute teacher here at St. Joseph’s
as well as helping with the Youth Faith Formation classes.

I was blessed to go on pilgrimage to the Holy Land in 2018 which turned out to be a renewal of
faith for me I didn’t even realize | needed. It was on this trip that my relationship with the BREETLEY
Christ deepened and truly became personal. I returned with such a longing to grow even closer Andrea Ziminsky
so I participated in Retreat in Daily Life here at St. Joe’s and it was AWESOME! I highly

recommend it!

I was thrilled when Fr. Tony approached me to consider filling the position of RCIA Coordinator. | want to share my
love of Christ with others and walk with them on their journey to Him. The RCIA program is being re-worked to be
more personal and individualized. God meets us where we are and [ want to do the same for those coming into our
faith.
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What Will I Remember?

By Diane Bausom

What will I remember about this time I spent away,
Away from being together, away from a normal day?
Will [ remember how I missed You, in the breaking of the Bread;
How | missed the life-giving Food, by which I’'m truly fed?

Will [ remember being lonely, missing my time with my kids;
Keeping in mind that real treasures don’t depend on what we did?
Will I appreciate the value of every moment spent with friends;
Understanding now that even this can sometimes come to an end?

Will I remember how to speak nicely, even when that’s not how I feel;
Knowing we’re confined together, tends to make my effort more real.
Will I remember how good I felt waking up to a day without haste;
Learning that time spent being still is definitely not a waste.

Will I remember that being everywhere at once was never really much fun;
And that’s it’s perfectly okay at the end of the day, to leave some tasks undone?
Will [ remember how much I smiled watching families go on walks,
Filled with giggles and laughter as they learned once again how to talk?

Will I remember the Saturday mornings spent with coffee and a good book;
Realizing how crammed were my weekends, leaving barely the time to cook?
Will I remember to appreciate the workers, the ones often unseen,

The ones restocking and working, around the clock to keep the stores clean?

Will I remember all the healthcare workers who put their families at risk,
Knowing that someone they’d encounter, could make all of them quite sick?
Will I remember the farmers and truckers who worked a 24 hour day,
Providing and transporting food, doing their part to keep sickness at bay?

Will I remember our priceless educators whose hearts were sad at the news,
That time with those precious kids, was something they now would lose?
Will I remember the endless parents whose worlds were turned upside down,
Hearing they’d now be working and teaching, amidst the smiles and frowns?

Will I remember how the birds sound or how the squirrels love to play,
Will I remember how nice | felt when I simply took the time to stay?
To stay in the present moment, to stay with the giggles and smiles,

To stay with the more relaxed schedules, to stay and yet go the extra mile?

To greet each day when it comes, never knowing for sure how it might end,
Yet thankful for each new beginning, and especially for family and friends.
So, yes, I pray I’ll remember, all the gifts I’ve received from these days;
Being willing to slow my pace, in the process of learning new ways.

@%“‘ B
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Mask Making

By Ray Nielsen, Jacqueline Kordsmeier

Editor's Note: Given the need for protection in combating the coronavirus, many .
women of the parish have been volunteering their time making face masks for those in
need. St. Joseph School Endowment Director has been involved in the project and
responded to questions on the subject:

How did the mask making project get started? Alexis Cooper, Parishioner and
Nurse Practitioner at Arkansas Pediatrics of Conway, contacted Christy Trantina and said they were short on medical
supplies, especially masks. The staff had a few N95 masks but having a cloth mask to wear over it would help the
N95 last longer. They also needed masks for their patients to wear — both adults and children. She wondered if any
ladies in our parish would help out by sewing, so an email was sent to the parish and the effort grew from there!
Who are the people making them? Cathy Brown, Debbie Brown, Berdie Eubanks, Karen Ferrer, Theresa Gerard,
Kathleen Henze, Carol Kennard, Hanna Kordsmeier, Helen Kordsmeier, Jacqueline Kordsmeier, Justin Legris,
Margaret Martin Kayla Pruitt, Dee Reinhard, Helena Reynaud, Amanda Rush, Cathy Schroeder, Margaret
Shamburger, Sue Strack, Judy Troillet, and Marilyn Zeiler.

Where are the materials for making them coming from? Some had supplies to start with until the supply of
elastic became obsolete in the stores and then spools of 100+ yards were ordered in and a few spools were received
from a local manufacturer. We have had a number of parishioners to donate fabric they had on hand and were not
planning to use.

Does one size fit all or are there a variety of sizes? Several different styles of masks have been made over the last
few months. We started with the rectangular shape/3 ply/with pleats and have gone to different versions of a
smaller/2 ply style mask. Some have had pipe cleaners or other wire sewn into them to form around the nose better
for those that wear glasses but no magic solution has been created to keep the glasses from fogging up at all. Each of
the sewers have tweaked the pattern to what they liked best, some got very creative in making ties/bands when
elastic was not available.

How many masks have been made to date? We would have to be pushing 2,000 at this time.

How long are the masks typically good for? The cloth masks have been made out of cotton fabric and can be
washed to be reused for a long time. If anything, the elastic is likely to wear out or come undone before the fabric
would wear out.

Veronica Ferrer

Justin Legris Elizabeth Legris

Susan Gerard Martin
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Pilgramage to Rome—A Beacon of Hope

By Kathy Kordsmeier

I remember how | was immediately captivated by the first
ad in the Arkansas Catholic for the W alking with the
Saints Pilgrimage 2017. At the time I saw the ad I did not
know if it would be possible for me to make this dream
come true, but I knew I wanted to do everything I could to
make it happen including prayer. This would not be my
first pilgrimage. However, in retirement and at my age I
thought it might be my last chance to experience the thrill
of being a witness to the treasures and rich history of the
Church founded by Christ on the rock of Peter. So |
proceeded to plan as if | was going more than a year
before our date of departure. By the time of our first
informational meeting God seemed to have opened all the
doors necessary for me to become one of the 75 pilgrims
to walk with the saints in Rome and other parts of Italy
during the latter days of October and the first days of
November including the feasts of All Saints Day and All
Souls Day, Our Spiritual Guide, Fr. Erik Pohlmeier, soon
began sending out frequent reminders about what it means
to go on pilgrimage, encouraging us to prayerfully and
intentionally reflect on and write down what we hoped to
gain spiritually from this experience. 1 was also
deliberate about asking my family and friends for their
prayer requests which Fr. Erik had invited us to do as
another way to make this a pilgrimage of prayer for others
as well as ourselves. | spent time pondering and reflecting
specifically on my expectations and spiritual objectives
for the pilgrimage. I anticipated being inspired to greater
holiness by the art and architecture. Being in the same
environs as the early church fathers and absorbing the
history of the Holy Catholic Church over the course of the
centuries up to the present was sure to deepen my faith
like nothing else could. I looked forward to praying,
worshiping, and celebrating the Eucharist daily in a
sanctuary at the same sites where many of the saints lived
and worked. Finally, I expected to learn about and
appreciate the people of Italy, their language, culture,
food, music, etc.

I have chosen to share an account of my days in and
around Rome which I have pieced together from my best
recollection aided by the Arkansas Catholic Pilgrimage
Guidebook, Guide of the Vatican, 2015 Lozzi Roma s.a.s,
my notes, photos, and additional research done online. In
these uncertain times when our Church seems to be under
attack from all sides, I pray that my story becomes a bea-
con of hope pointing us to the words Jesus spoke to Peter.
“And so I say to you, you are Peter, and upon this rock |
will build my church, and the gates of the netherworld
shall not prevail against it.” (Mt 16:18)

The day began at 5:30
AM for me. Since we
were scheduled for a
Mass at St. Peter’s
Basilica at 7:15 AM, we
had little time to dilly
dally at breakfast on this
first morning in Rome.
Fortunately, the
Guesthouse was within a
half mile of Vatican City. After meeting our respective
tour managers, the 75 pilgrims gathered under their orange
or green banner to begin the brisk walk to the Basilica
whose glistening gilded dome served as our beacon. As
soon as we entered St. Peter’s Square under the massive
Roman colonnade, the frenzied photo shoot began in one
of the holiest places associated with the history of the
Roman Catholic Church. The body of St. Peter, the first
successor of Christ, was buried on Vatican Hill in 67 AD
after he was led by an unknown centurion to be crucified
upside down. Upon
this very site St.
Peter’s Basilica
would first be
established three
centuries later and
today has become the
largest church in all
of Christendom.

There was a line
forming outside the
Basilica entrance for
a security checkpoint for all visitors, a recent addition
since the dawn of the age of terrorism. The short wait
time gave us a chance to reflect on the monumental
occasion about to unfold, the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass,
to be celebrated by Fr. Erik, in a church unsurpassed in
beauty and history to which pilgrims like us come from all
over the world to worship. After passing through the last
checkpoint, we were escorted to the side altar where we
gathered to unite ourselves with the universal church in
one and the same sacrifice offered throughout the whole
world. When Fr. Erik had given the final blessing, we
proceeded in awe through the sanctuary to see the main
altar which is covered by Bernini’s amazing bronze
canopy over the Chair of St. Peter. We would return later
in the afternoon to spend more time in the Basilica. For
now, we passed through its great expanse on our way to
the Vatican Museum.

Roman Colonnade of the Basilica



