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The origins of Mother's Day are
attributed to different people.
Many believe that two women,
Julia Ward Howe and Anna Jarvis were important in establishing the tradition of Mother's Day
in the United States. Other
sources say that Juliet Calhoun
Blakely initiated Mother’s Day in
Albion, Michigan, in the late
1800s. Her sons paid tribute to
her each year and urged others
to honor their mothers. Around
1870, Julia Ward Howe called
for Mother's Day to be celebrated each year to encourage pacifism and disarmament amongst
women. It continued to be held
in Boston for about ten years
under her sponsorship, but died

out after that.

ia, which was attended by 407
children and their mothers. The
In 1907, Anna Jarvis held a
church has now become the
private Mother's Day celebration
International Mother's Day
in memory of her mother, Ann
Shrine. It is a tribute to all mothJarvis, in Grafton, West Virginia.
ers and has been designated as
Ann Jarvis had organized
a National Historic Landmark.
"Mother's Day Work Clubs" to
improve health and cleanliness
Mother's Day has become a
in the area where she lived. An- day that focuses on generally
na Jarvis launched a quest for
recognizing mothers' and mothMother's Day to be more widely er figures' roles. Mother's Day
recognized. Her campaign was has also become an increasinglater financially supported by
ly important event for businessJohn Wanamaker, a clothing
es in recent years. This is parmerchant from Philadelphia.
ticularly true of restaurants and busiIn 1908, she was instrumental
nesses manufacturin arranging a service in the
ing and selling cards
Andrew's Methodist Episcopal
and gift items.
Church in Grafton, West Virgin-

St Scholastica—by Sister Mary Unger
As the newest member of the
Old Catholic Benedictines of the
Resurrection, one of our denomination's religious orders, I
thought it would be good to
write about a saint that is as
important in the Benedictine
Community (a semi-monastic
community without wall restrictions) as St. Benedict himself. This is especially true since
St. Scholastica was St Benedict's sister and also a religious.
St Scholastica is known mainly
as the twin sister of St Benedict.
Many believe it was her Godliness that brought Benedict to
his holiness. She was an active
pray person and he a contemplative worker.
A story is shared that the siblings would meet yearly to discuss spiritual matters in a place
several miles from each of their
living quarters in Italy. On their
last visit, when it was time for
Benedict to return to his monas-

tery, Scholastica did not want
him to leave and begged him to
stay. He refused as it was part
of his law
and order to
not stay
overnight
away from
the abbey.
Scholastica
then prayed
to God and
a powerful
storm
emerged preventing him and his
companions from leaving the
house where they were. Scholastica stated that since Benedict did not listen to her, she
knew God would listen as He is
love.
Scholastica and Benedict
talked into the night about finding fulfilment in the spiritual life
for themselves and also their
relationship with one another.
Only 3 short days later, Scho-

lastica died. It is said that Benedict saw his sister’s soul fly to
heaven as a dove.
Although her
group probably
followed St Benedict’s Rule (she
was the founder
of the Women’s
branch of Benedictine monastics), she recognized that there
is a daily struggle
for a balance of love and compassion over law. (Something
we sometimes tend to forget,
even today). Law and order are
necessary for daily living, but
sometimes brotherly love and
compassion need to overrule it.
Scholastica is known for her
strength of character, her ability
to listen and the importance of
prayer and love in mending relationships. She died in 543.
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Gifts of the Holy Spirit—Part I—by Deacon Harvey Montijo
a Roman Catholic, in a devout family.
I was an altar boy, and I felt very comfortable in church. But I felt a strong
relentless attraction to the charismatic
movement. Manifestations of gifts of
the Holy Spirit both in the Roman
Catholic retreats or under a bridge
spanning the small delta of the river in
my hometown Arecibo, Puerto Rico,
with the Pentecostal movement. The
bridge group called themselves Catacumberos, in remembrance of the catacombs meetings of the early church.
When I went to college I joined the
Youth for Christ movement again a
charismatic movement. My studies
took me thru Medical School and,
Dear brothers and sisters, I pray the
presently, I am an orthopedic surgeon.
Lord, our Savior, finds everyone joyful Orthopods tend to be very straight forfor this past wonderful Easter season
ward, no nonsense, trained to react
where we have celebrated the resurunder stressful situations,
rection of our High Priest, Shepherd
and, as a physician, scientifand King. I find myself praying and
ically oriented. Throw in 10
desiring as we get closer to Pentecost, year military service and you
for the presence of the Holy Spirit in
can get an idea.
our church.
I found my way back into
The Church saw an expansion in the the fold of the church Desecond and third centuries that defies cember 2009. I was permitunderstanding. An explosive growth,
ted by our Lord to have
unusual circumstances that just
what’s called a high bottom.
seemed to line up against what seems As successful as I was in
as impossible odds. But it was not
medicine and the business
without sacrifice, early church Father
of medicine, I had that
Tertullian said it best "the blood of the sense of restlessness that
martyrs is the seed of the Church.”
you cannot suppress with
That said, the church has continued
things of this world.
to grow despite ourselves. PersonalI have had many positive experiences
ly, I have seen Acts Part II, in Cambo- since I returned. Initially, and still todia. Two different churches, different
day, I found my way back thru the
approaches, but it just strikes to the
Pentecostal side. Then I crossed paths
core how the message of our Resurwith my Bishop Bernard Sheffield.
rected Christ continues to expand and That initial dinner was interesting to
reach out to every hidden corner of
say the least with my Bishop, my wife
this world. This is possible with the
and myself. God does work in mysteripower of the Holy Spirit. And I will at- ous ways—a charismatic, Pentecostal
tempt to share with you my experienc- minister finding his way into back to his
es as a servant and less than optimal roots of Catholicism.
conduit of the Holy Spirit. However,
So as I pray with my patients, like
she has permitted me to see and be
Paul,
I am Jew to the Jew and Greek
part of some amazing signs and mirato the Greek. I see myself as a mescles in today’s hectic world.
senger of the good news. As a physiFor those who don’t know me, let me cian I am in a unique position as a
share a little background. I grew up as healer, to work not only on that knee,

hip, or shoulder. But to inquire subtly
to their emotional and spiritual needs.
Let me share one story of one of my
patients.
It’s a unique situation. Rev. David
Obinna Ibizem, a Nigerian Anglican
priest, arrived in my office with a severe degenerative and worn out hip
joint. We talked and decided that when
he was ready, he would need a total
hip replacement. He returned to his
small parish in Nigeria.
Six months later, he quoted Paul, “the
thorn in my side” and could I help him
with a quote. I sent him his quote for
15 thousand dollars, hospital, implants.
I was waving my surgical fee. It was, I
thought, a great deal. His response by
e-mail was emotionally charged. He
could
not afford it.
His stipend
was only 50
dollars a
month.
I was
convicted by
the Holy
Spirit,
“Harvey
YOU PAY for it!” I responded (in my
mind) “are you kidding, I cannot pick
up the tab for everyone.” But the
thought lingered and would not leave
me.
Then a friend, well intended, was
chastising me for making all ministry
decisions without my wife’s input. I
thought that was unusual since I always ran the medical business without
her input. Why change? It has worked
for 32 years. But wait, (my way out of
my predicament), I will ask the wife
about David’s surgery.
Continued on Page 3
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Gifts of the Holy Spirit—Part I, Cont’d
7 thousand dollars! Now the out of
pocket costs is around 8 thousand.
WOW! This guy most have the Lord
looking over him.
Preop Thursday morning
comes around, and it’s where we talk
doomsday, all the risks of surgeries,
paperwork and final discussions for
the upcoming surgery. As I approach
him, I found him to be subdued, quiet
and somewhat lost. I was ecstatic
about the donation and just wanted to
So sitting on the sofa, I shared the
finish the paperwork. But, he wanted
story. Her initial reaction was
to talk to me, I was behind in the clinic
“Nigerian?” We all know of the scams and asked my physician assistant to
that originate from Nigeria. But the she finish the tedious paperwork. Five
quietly said “we can do this, just have minutes later the PA comes out saying
the hospital give us a payment plan.” I “David is not signing.” Perplexed, I
was caught somewhat off guard. But walked in the examining room. Here is
that e-mail notifying David and his re- a man who flew from Africa for a free
sponse was an amazing feeling of be- hip surgery, for a terrible looking hip
ing part of something that was a real
on x-ray. As I walked in he started to
blessing for both David and myself.
cry, tears flowing; he was worried that
E-mails go back and forth and David I would be upset for all the effort I had
arrives two weeks before his surgery, put in. I looked at him, not comprewith a cane, limping and
hending,
very uncomfortable from his
and asked
long trip. As we are doing
“David can
his preoperative work up, I
you share
invited him to Stronghold, a
with me
youth outreach that I had
what is gohelped start, where I was
ing on?”
going to have a service the
He
upcoming Sunday afterlooked up
noon.
and said
That Sunday 5:30 pm we
have our service, and for
some reason we had five
different pastors from different denominations show up
that night. After the service,
the speaker was so taken
by David’s humility that he
asked him to come to the
front for prayer for a successful surgery. We all laid hands,
and there was a presence that is hard
to explain, but was felt. Personally,
(thinking like a surgeon), I thought the
Lord was using me and that we were
praying to avoid blood clots, infection
etc.
Monday, I get news that the orthopedic company is donating the implants,

“Doc, the
pain is
gone, since
Sunday
night the
pain left and
I thought it
would come
back, but I
have no

bling lesson. I had obeyed
(reluctantly) thinking that the Spirit
needed my finances and surgical
skills. But how wrong I was; The Spirit
only wanted my obedience, and in the
process he showed his power in the
gift of healing and taught me a lesson I

will never forget. Be humble, pray and
desire the gifts, but realized God does
not need us. It is a privilege to serve
our Lord and to be a servant. And
when done with hope, faith and charity
he will open up paths that we could
never imagine.
“However, as it is written: “What no
eye has seen, what no ear has heard,
and what no human mind has conceived”— the things God has prepared
for those who love him—” (1 Corinthians 2:9, NIV)
The power and gifts of the
Holy Spirit are there for the taking for
its Church. Be open minded, reach
out, and let the Spirit work thru you for
the Kingdom.
Deacon Harvey

PS Rev Obinna to this day is pain free,
3 years later. Also promoted as Archdeacon, and pastor of a 3 thousand
I sat down in disbelief, looked member Anglican Church of Aba, Niat the x-ray (terrible hip), and said “I
geria. You can find him as my friend
only operate on painful hips, not on
on Facebook.
bad x-rays.”
pain! What do think Doc?”

I also shared with him how I
believe that the Holy Spirit had healed
him and also taught me a very hum-
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Bald is Beautiful—by Minott Gaillard
I had the good fortune to be able to
group of people pulled together so
return to Utah to visit Glory to God par- many items to offer crafts and goodies
ish for the Palm Sunday festivities--to the congregation and the neighbors.
what a wonderful bunch of loving peoThey had healthy
ple. My thanks and appreciation go
cakes—handout to Bishop Jim and Deacon Joseph
made scarves and
for opening their home to me for the
hats—stuffed
long weekend!!!
bears—special
bathing salts—dog
If you’ve never visited Glory to God,
treats—cup cakes,
Going
you’re missing a
galore!!! Father
treat. Its locaRobb made tortiltion, Ogden, UT,
las!!!
Of
course,
everything
was for
at the foot of the
sale!!!
And
to
make
things
even
more
Wasatch Mouninteresting,
Cody
Carter,
who
was
the
tains—is just
big
push
behind
the
event,
offered
a
breath-taking.
challenge.
If
the
group
hit
their
goal
of
Going
No matter how
$600,
he
would
let
Bishop
Jim
shave
many times I’ve
his head. Yes,
visited, the
Bishop Jim would
mountains always manage to change and offer an- get to shave Cody’s head if the
other unique vista. This time was no
Crafts Fair
exception—snow capped mountains
brought in $600.
with so much green all through the
Well, the first aflower lying valleys!!
Going
ternoon made
One of the big treats over the weekgood money, but
end was the parish’s Crafts Fair fund
didn’t quite hit the goal—BUT, on Palm
raiser. I was amazed at how this small Sunday, after church, the congregation

and friends of the church pushed that
amount right over $600. Actually,
Bishop Jim made the “crowning” purchase—a small noodle bird’s nest with
candied eggs. That was it!!! There
was a huge shout—and lots of laughter
from all in attendance. Bishop Jim
grabbed his barber tool kit—wrapped
Cody all in blue—and proceeded to
shave Cody’s head. We all laughed
and applauded. And the result, a bald
Cody with a huge “you-know-what”
kind of grin from ear to ear!!!
And with everything going on—amidst
all the excitement, one could sense the
caring and love of this special congregation. A true sense of belonging—a
solid group of people who have so
much love to share with anyone who
crosses their
threshold. And if
you hit them on a
pot-luck Sunday,
be prepared to be
treated to some of
the best food you’ll
Bald!!
ever have!!!

Changes All Around—by Deacon Darren Hayes
This Lent and Holy
Week have been one
of interesting proportions. Typically a
time where we all are
busy at the parish getting everything ready,
especially Holy
Week . It has been a
time of personal preparation, too. I
have spent time helping not only in
that also transitioning into a new job
and a new shift schedule going from
days to nights. Graveyards to be exact. It has included everything from
trying to discover new eating patterns,
a new sleeping schedule, trying to
keep other activities available so that
the grave shifts and the things that
happen during the shift don’t get to me
in a negative manner, and sometimes
that includes limiting of some of the
things that I was previously able to do.

This doesn’t mean that the time of
Lent and of Holy Week didn’t escape
from my mind or that it didn’t affect me
in some way. The things that we are
able to do during this time rely on the
schedule that is set about us with jobs,
family events, etc. This is when I always keep in mind that even at times
when I am not at the Parish I am always a Deacon, always continuing to
transition into becoming a priest. Like
everyone the negative of things come
up in my thoughts and I don’t always
think of the positive. In reality there is
so much positive going on and that is
what needs to be focused on and that
is what I did for most of lent I am not
going to say that I did it a hundred percent because there were days it just
did not happen, I did my best though
and remained as positive as I could.
I spent more time in my prayer life
not only praying for myself (which is

something rare, usually I tend to focus
on others) also for those around me ,
even the government which was
something I lacked doing in my daily
prayers. I took some time to explore
Centering Prayer; it is still hard for me
because my mind tends to wander so
much in thoughts—praying the Rosary
and also the Divine Chaplet.
Keeping this all in schedule with Holy
Week was something that was a bit of
a struggle for me. I am used to being
around and available much more then
I was this year though it didn’t stop me
from being involved and helping out
when I could. It was good to see that
so many other hands helped out.
There is always someone available to
help; it’s just good to continue to see
and have it happen.
Continued on Page 5
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Changes All Around—Cont’d from Page 4
Having to keep myself from doing too
much has been the biggest struggle
for me. I have been told that I need to
get more sleep and more rest yet I am
drawn towards continuing to help and
to serve the community around me. I
need to learn that I also need to take
care of myself. How can I effectively
be productive as a Deacon if I don’t

make sure that I am well rested?

the internet and studying further on
Holy Week has been a great experi- Holy Week. I look forward throughout
the year to becoming more and more
ence this year. However, I was not
able to attend everything that I wanted blessed. Speaking of blessings, HE
IS RISEN! Hallelujah! We are indeed
to be involved in. But though those
blessed!
events I didn’t get to be physically involved with I watched on television or
participated by learning more through

When God Moves—by Mother Rachael Christian, O. S. B.
When God
moves in my
life, I have
learned to get
out of the way
and let Him be
the Lead. I
used to try and
do a “Sarah”
and help God
out with His
decisions on
when things
would happen
in my life. And
like Sarah, it would come back quite
literally to be my undoing; or at the
very least, leave me very uncomfortable.
I started my walk with God, when
quite literally, I was 4 years old. From
that day, until I was 40 I had no religious education, no church experience, no understanding or even held a
Bible in my hands. And when I finally
decided I was lost, alone, and scared
enough, to even consider ending my
life, I called a friend and we talked; I
came to Glory to God and the rest is,
as they say, history; or, in my case,
her-story.
And fight, like so many Old Testament and New Testament people, who
God chooses to serve Him through His
Son; there was a battle for my soul for
a very long time. Mostly because I was
very determined to not hear, or listen,
because I believed the world and not
my heart anymore; and that belief almost became my undoing. The world
had taught me so much differently
than what I had originally wanted at

the tender root age of 4, so, I hid
my desire like a lamp under a
bushel barrel.

For every time I looked upon the
Face of the Lord on the Cross, or
glanced at the wounds, I saw so much
more there than what met the eye that
One spring morning I woke up
and decided enough was enough. my soul fairly bled with Him and I felt
shifting sands and mountains being
God had returned in my heart, if
not yet my soul, or maybe it was thrown into the sea. I woke up to unthe other way around, I really am derstand that NOW is the time to folnot sure. Either way, the desire to low Him. NOW is the hour when the
serve Him was more important to Son of God will make known to me
me than anything else I had ever what God wants for me.
thought of doing. So I approached And one spring morning I woke up to
with legs made of rubber and
see a sign that read, “For Sale.” The
asked the Pastor if I could “follow writing was handwritten and I thought,
in his footsteps.” My face may have
why not? I turned to Sister Ann and we
been determined; my eyes clear and
talked about it, came back got the
focused but where my heart was,
number called and the rest is, well not
made the words seem like chunks of
only history but the beginning of a new
cement. Then, he looked down, looked history.
up and smiled and said, “That’s’ been
Our Lady of Thresholds Convent is
in the works for a very long time.” To
soon to be established under the guidwhich I said, “That means?” “Yes, you ance of the Holy Spirit and the Wiscan, but it may not be mine your foldom of Mary the Mother of God and
lowing.” Turns out he was right. Which our Mother. Jesus will be our first and
made me sad, because I thought at
our last and our Light going before us.
first that I was letting him down, then,
I wanted one place, God had another
as time went on, I understood, I was
following, but using my own feet to get in mind. We chose 2 others, God had
one in mind. When we stopped trying
where I was going because God was
leading me, not me straining to follow to do Sarah and Abraham, and let God
lead, we found the one in mind, and
someone just to feel important, or to
it’s beautiful in its simplicity, gentle in
feel, alive, or even, to stay alive.
its calling and alive in its rest.
This past Lent, has revealed so much
Come all you who labor and who are
in me that needs to be cleaned out, so
heavy laden and I will give you rest, is
many ways I wound Jesus time and
again, and I cannot point the finger at no mere statement to be read and forgotten. When all seemed lost and desany one person, because there are
pair was settling on me, God opened
always three pointing back at myself.
But denial is a river that flows through up the skies, opened up the heart of
the seller to us, and the rest is as I
all my arteries and leaks out of my
veins only under protest of change to a now say, God’s Story to be continued…
better way.
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Centering Prayer—by Bishop Jim Morgan
For some time
I have not been
satisfied with
my prayer life.
My combination
of rote prayers
and “talking at
God” have left
me wondering if
there was more,
wanting there to
be more. In my
frustration I stumbled upon a set of books I
had been given 28 plus years ago that have
been gathering dust and taking up space in
my bookcase. As to the why that they have
suddenly emerged again I consider an act of
grace. The author
is a Father
Thomas Keating
and the title of
one of them is
Open Mind,
Open Heart. In it
Father Keating, a
Cistercian priest
and abbot, talks
about a type of
contemplative
prayer called
Centering Prayer. I was intrigued and began thumbing
through the book. Soon I began to remember
why they have sat virtually untouched for the
better part of those 28 years. I have a hard
time reading this particular author. So began
a quest of exploration on the internet searching out other titles and authors that would
write about this Centering Prayer method.
Almost immediately the threads and articles
informed me that Centering Prayer begins the
journey to Contemplative Prayer. Father
Keating explains that, “Contemplative Prayer
is a process of interior transformation, a conversation initiated by God and leading, if we

consent, to divine
union. One’s way of
seeing reality changes in this process. A
restructuring of consciousness takes
place which empowers one to receive,
relate and respond
with increasing sensitivity to the divine
presence in, through,
and beyond everything that exists.”

by a Benedictine order of nuns. I also found
that classes are offered time to time on the
practice of Centering Prayer. The books were
easy reads and set us off on a journey that
took Joseph and I to a place that is as close to
heaven as you will ever know on this earth. I
found that In Cottonwood, Idaho there has
existed, since the early 1900’s, St. Gertrude’s
Monastery. “In the 1920’s the present Monastery of St. Gertrude was built, hewn from
blue porphyry stone
which was quarried
from the hill behind
After reading that I knew this was the path I it. The chapel is
now on the Nationhad been looking for. But what to do about
al Register of Histhe difficulty I have with reading Father
Keating? My searches led me to another au- toric Places. By the
thor that writes in a style that I enjoy reading. time the new conOddly enough M. Basil Pennington is a con- vent was completed
temporary of Father Keating and cofounded and dedicated to St.
Gertrude the Great,
the beginnings of Centering Prayer as a reawakened movement in our generation. Father the Benedictine
Sisters were enPennington was also a Cistercian priest and
gaged in many works for the Church.” In
abbot and author of the classic work Centerthis holy place there was a class offered in
ing Prayer. The internet searches also led me
late March on Centering Prayer. The sisters
to a little book, Finding Grace at the Center:
and the place are awash in holiness and peace
The Beginning of Centering Prayer by M.
and the abiding presence of Jesus making it
Basil Pennington, Thomas Keating, Thomas
the perfect place to rest and learn.
E. Clarke and
Rev. Cynthia
And so began Joseph’s and my journey
Bourgeault. In
through Centering Prayer to self discovery,
this work a
union with God and growth. I cannot recbrief history
ommend the practice of Centering Prayer
of Centering
enough. If you are seeking more for your
prayer is given
relationship with Jesus and are not afraid of
and its goals
change for the better then this is the way.
through the
interpretation
As we began our journey through Centerof two of its authors.
ing prayer a little book found its way into our
After reading The Cloud of Unknowing,
hands. True Self, False Self, by Father PenFinding Grace At The Center, Centering
nington is the perfect companion to guide
Prayer, Centered Living, and a couple of
you through your times of change that God
others I discovered Spirit Center in the
wilds of Idaho. It is a retreat house operated begins with you through your prayer times.

If you wish to have an article or news item included in OCCOA Newsletter, please
contact Bishop Jim Morgan or Mr. Minott Gaillard. This is just an attempt to share
with each other and give us a chance to “promote” each other when someone
does something good that we’d like to copy—or tries something that doesn’t
work—and we won’t try that—bottom line, we’d just like to open communication
channels—share lessons learned—share our blessings. Minott is at
wmg937@aol.com. Please submit articles no later than the 15th of the month.

