
.  
 

 

4900 Rialto Road, West Chester, Ohio 45069  (513) 645-4212   

parishoffice@sgg.org  www.sgg.org  www.SGGResources.org 

TRADITIONAL LATIN MASS: Sundays 7:30 AM, 9:00 AM High, 11:30 AM, 5:45 PM 
 

Most Reverend Daniel L. Dolan, Pastor  Rev. Anthony Cekada 

Rev. Charles McGuire  Rev. Vili Lehtoranta  Rev. Stephen McKenna 
 

 September 17, 2017  

 SOLEMNITY OF THE SEVEN SORROWS OF OUR LADY 
 PENTECOST XV 
          STIGMATA OF ST. FRANCIS 
. 

¶ THE SEVEN SORROWS 
Sunday Classes are at 10:40 AM 

today. The Blessing of the Sick will be 
given after all Masses. There are no 
Vespers today.  

Our annual Parish Picnic is today 
from 1-5 PM in Sharon Woods Park, 
at the Cardinal Crest Shelter. We’re 
providing the hot dogs, hamburgers, 
and drinks. Bring a dish to share or a 
favorite game if you would like. Park-
ing is prepaid! Just tell the person at 
the gate that you are with the group 
from St. Gertrude the Great Church at 
Cardinal Crest Shelter. 
 
¶ CHOIR PRACTICE 
Choir members, remember: Practice 
is on Monday this week, at 6:30 PM. 
 
¶ OUR LADY OF LASALETTE 
A Triduum in honor of Our Lady of 
LaSalette (the Weeping Virgin of 
LaSalette) begins Monday after the 
11:25 AM Mass and concludes on 
Wednesday. 
 
¶ EMBER DAYS 
Wednesday, Friday and Saturday of 
this week are the Fall Ember Days. 
Catholics between the ages of 21-59 
are bound to the Laws of Fast; those 
who have reached their 7th year may 
eat meat only once, at the principal 
meal, on Wednesday and Saturday. 
The Ember Days were instituted for a 
good harvest and to draw down God’s 
blessings upon the September ordi-
nations. Pray for priests! 

Lumen Christi 
The Sanctuary Lamp will burn before the 
Blessed Sacrament during the next fort-

night for the following intention: 
 

Medical healing 
(Lydia Brockmeyer) 

 

 
YOUNG MAN, I SAY TO THEE, ARISE. 

 
¶ NEXT SUNDAY: ANGEL SUNDAY 
The traditional Blessing of Children 
and their dedication to their Guardi-
an Angels will take place after all 
Masses. Sunday Catechism Classes 
will be at 10:40 AM. Vespers will be 
at 4:45 PM. 
  Set Your Missal: Pentecost XVI, 
with collects of Our Lady of Ransom 
and, Our Lady & All the Saints, and of 
the Angels. Trinity Preface. 
 
¶ ROSARY  SUNDAY 
Rosary Sunday falls on October 1 
this year. Tickets will be on sale next 
week, $7/person, $25/family—come 
prepared! We are looking for social 
hall decorators, as well as someone 
to sell roses the day of. If you would 
like to help, please call the office at 
513-645-4212. 

¶ IN YOUR CHARITY 
Please pray for Sr. Jeanne Marie, Con-
nie Kamphaus, Darlene Rentschler, 
Karen (the cousin of Katie Bischak) 
who is having surgery Monday; Fred 
Woods, Helen Kalian, Chris Browne, 
and Helen Tschosik. 
 

SYMBOLS 
I watched a lonely willow fling 

Its arms up to the sky; 
While at its feet a wounded thing 

Crept painfully to die. 
I thought of nature’s bleeding King 

Expiring with a sigh. 
 

A lamb upon a mountain-side 
Bleated its lonely way; 

And every time it gently cried 
I thought of that far day 

When Christ on Golgotha had died 
For children gone astray. 

-Edwin Essex, O.P. 
Dedicated to our Benedictine Sisters 

 
¶ CUCINA 
The cupboard is bare! Nobody signed 
up to cook a meal for us this week, 
and we’re all home to boot! If you 
could help, check the website (lotsa-
helpinghands.com) for a free night. 
We generally try to cover Tuesday, 
Wednesday and Thursday. Saturday is 
taken care of. God reward you for 
feeding hungry priests! 

 
Collection Report 

Sunday, September 10th……………………$3,501.00 
Thank you for your generosity. Remember St. Ger-
trude the Great in your will. 



 LEST  WE  FORGET                 THE  POETRY  CORNER 
 

THEIR SUFFERING 
OUR SALVATION 

 

Sharing in the Exaltation of the 
Cross 

 

A man who claims to be self-
sufficient and not to need any oth-
er man’s help in hardship and suf-
fering has no part in Christ. The 
pride which claims to be inde-
pendent of human sympathy and 
practical help from others is un-
Christian. We are here to help one 
another. We are here to help Christ 
in one another. 

We are here to help Christ 
blindly. We must know Him by 
faith, not by vision. We must help 
Him not only in those who seem to 
be Christlike, but more in those in 
whom Christ is hidden: in the most 
unlikely people, in those whom the 
world condemns. It is in them that 
Christ, indwelling man, suffers 
most; it is in them that He cannot 
carry His cross today without the 
help of others.  

Simon of Cryene saw only 
three criminals (of whom Christ 
was one) on the way to die. He 
could not know, until he had taken 
up that stranger’s cross, that in it 
was the secret of his own salva-
tion…. 

We must be ready to carry the 
burden of anyone whom we meet 
on our way  and who clearly needs 
help, not only those who “de-
serve,” or seem to “deserve,” help. 
Everyone is our “business,” and 
Christ in everyone, potentially or 
actually, has a first claim on us, a 
claim that comes before all else.  

We are here on earth to help 
carry the cross of Christ, the Christ 
hidden in other human beings, and 
to help in whatever way we can. 
We may, like Simon, have literally 
a strong arm to give, we may help 
to do hard work; we may have ma-
terial goods to give; we may have 
time, which we desperately want 
for ourselves but which we must 
sacrifice for Christ. We may have 
only suffering. Suffering is the 
most precious 

coin of all. Suffering of body, suf-
fering of mind, paid down willing-
ly for Christ in man, enables Him 
to carry His redeeming cross 
through the world to the end of 
time.  

Suffering contains in itself all 
that Simon gave: our mind and 
body, frustration, and identifica-
tion with someone else. That last 
is the germ of our own salvation, 
the way to transform the self-pity 
that is the danger in all suffering 
into the love of other people 
which reaches out a hand to 
Christ, and saves us. 

- Caryll Houselander 
Caryll Houselander (†1954) was a 
British mystic, poet, and spiritual 
teacher. 

 

 
 

SIGNING  WITH  A  CROSS 
 

Persons who can not write their 
names are required to use as a 
substitute the sign of the cross 
(X). Anciently kings and nobles 
used the same sign, but not igno-
rantly. It was used by those who 
could write, as well as by those 
who could not, as a symbol that 
the person making it pledged 
himself by his Christian faith to 
the truth of the matter to which 
he affixed the cross. Hence, alt-
hough people now write or sub-
scribe their names, they are still 
said to sign. 
 

 

THE  SORROWFUL  HEART 
 

All-spotless heart, no breath of sin 
E’er marred thy purity; 

The shining choirs of angels show 
Quite dim and dark by thee. 

O fountain sealed, O garden closed 
Where God doth take delight, 

Obtain for us pure hearts to love 
And honor Him aright. 

 
Most valiant heart, that ‘neath the 

cross 
Of Jesus did not quail, 

It was thy mighty love for Him 
That would not let thee fail. 

Teach us thy self-forgetting love 
And make us strong like thee; 
Then ask thy Son that we may 

stand 
Upon Mount Calvary. 

 
Most tender heart, no floods of 

grief 
Thy love could ever drown; 

The sorrows which once pierced 
thee through 

Are now thy fairest crown. 
O Mother blest, thou to thy Son 

Dost lead us in thy train; 
Right well thy grateful children 

know 
They cannot trust in vain. 

 

 
 
Devotion to the saints and angels 
will help much toward salvation. We 
need not fear loving or honoring 
them too much, for the more we love 
them for God’s sake, the more we 
love God Himself. While we pray to 
them, we should also strive earnestly 
to imitate their virtues; and this we 
may learn to do by reading every 
week some portion of the life of a 
saint. In our homes there should be 
religious pictures, but no pagan or 
immodest works of art. 



 BISHOP’S  CORNER   
 

– Bishop Dolan



 SAINTS  &  ANIMALS  
 

FATHER SOLANUS CASEY 
 

Fr. Solanus Casey, O.F.M. Cap. 
(1870-1957), an American Capuchin 
friar and priest known during his life-
time as a wonder-worker, saw grati-
tude as “the first sign of a thinking, 
rational creature.” 

Sixth in an Irish immigrant family 
of ten boys and six girls, Fr. Casey 
grew up fishing, hunting, skating, and 
swimming in the Oak Grove area of 
Wisconsin. His father was a shoemaker 
and farmer; his mother a housewife. 

He felt the first stirrings of a call to 
the priesthood as an adolescent at a 
Christmas Midnight Mass. Solanus—
Barney as he was then known—
worked at various jobs: hospital order-
ly, logger, prison guard. 

At the age of twenty-one, he en-
tered St. Francis High School Seminary 
in Milwaukee, intending to become a 
diocesan priest. 

But the course of study (in Ger-
man!) proved too much for him. His 
superiors suggested an order. Unsure 
which one to join, he invited his moth-
er and a sister to pray a novena with 
him. On the ninth day, he heard the 
Blessed Mother instructing him to go 
to Detroit—home of the Capuchins. He 
walked through the snow for three 
days, the story goes, arrived exhaust-
ed, and fell into a deep sleep. The bells, 
again from Christmas Midnight Mass, 
awoke him. He joined the procession 
to the chapel with joy, for ever after 
remembering the night as a turning 
point.  

He took the name of his patron, St. 
Francis Solano, a Franciscan priest and 
Spanish missionary to Peru who beck-
oned the poor native children to pray-
er by playing his violin. He was or-
dained a simplex priest—able to cele-
brate Mass but not to hear confessions 
or preach—in 1904.  

He spent twenty years in the New 
York City area. Then, in 1924, Fr. Casey 
was assigned to the St. Bonaventure 
Monastery in Detroit. It was in his ca-
pacity as a doorkeeper, answering the 
bell at the monastery door, that people 
began to seek out his blessings, spir-
itual insight, and healings. He often  

worked dozens of miracles a day. 
He kept notebooks, found and 

preserved after his death, in which 
he wrote of patience, humility, the 
Eucharist, and the Blessed Mother. 
He was fond of jotting down resolu-
tions and reminders. Under “Means 
for Acquiring the Love of God,” his 
first point was “Detachment of one-
self from earthly affections. Single-
ness of purpose.” 

He had a special heart for the 
sick, the poor children, and non-
Catholics. He poured out that heart 
like a libation. 

Near the end, he said to his 
friend Father Gerald Walker, “I 
looked on my whole life as giving, 
and I want to give until there is 
nothing left of me to give. So I 
prayed that, when I come to die, I 
might be perfectly conscious, so 
that with a deliberate act I can give 
my last breath to God.” He passed 
away the next morning. 

Fr. Solanus, a true and daily 
miracle-worker, was very devoted 
to Our Lady and the Mystical City of 
God. He organized study groups and 
promoted this devotion widely. He 
also warned against joining organi-
zations because he knew the chang-
es were coming. He is one “of ours!” 

 

 
 

SAINTS  WHO  WERE  FOND  OF  ANI-

MALS 
A striking characteristic of the 

Fathers of the Desert, one which 
shows itself every here and there in 
their histories, is the kindliness 
with which these holy solitaries re-
garded animals. It is related that St. 
Macarius the Alexandrian at one 
time dwelt in a cave in the desert, 
and that beyond his cave was an-
other, wherein dwelt a panther. One 
day when he opened the door of his 
cave the panther came in 

and did homage to the blessed man; 
and she drew nigh and took hold of the 
corner of his garment and dragged him 
along gently, and went outside. And the 
holy man wondered and said: “What 
can this animal want?” And he went 
with her until she arrived at her cave; 
and she left him outside, and went in 
and brought out her young, which were 
blind, and dropped them at his feet. 
And when he saw them, he prayed, and 
spat in their eyes, which were opened 
straightaway; and the panther took 
them and went inside. And on the day 
following the panther came brining a 
sheepskin, and she approached and 
placed it before St. Macarius. Then the 
holy old man smiled to himself at the 
discernment and knowledge which the 
animal had shown; and he took the skin 
and slept upon it until it was quite 
worn out. 

In the account of the burial if St. 
Paul, the first hermit, we have another 
pretty story of two lions which came 
and dug his grave. “As they stood be-
fore Anthony, near the body of Paul, 
they wagged their tails and rubbed 
their teeth together, and purred; and 
then they dug a hole in the ground with 
their paws; this done, they drooped 
their heads and tails, and licked Antho-
ny’s hands and feet. Having prayed over 
them, he told them to depart, laying his 
hands on them as he did so. When they 
had gone Anthony buried his friend.” 

“Whatever the facts may be in this 
instance,” says the learned Dr. Budge, 
“it is clear that Anthony was accus-
tomed to be with lions; and that kindly 
hermits in all countries have lived on 
friendly terms with beasts of every kind 
is so well known as scarcely to deserve 
mention.” 

Of Abbot Theon, another holy 
man, we are told: “His food consisted of 
garden herbs; and they said that he 
used to go forth from his cell by night 
and mingle with the wild animals of the 
desert, and he gave them to drink of the 
water which he found. The footmarks 
which appeared by the side of his 
abode were those of buffaloes and 
goats and gazelle, in the sight of which 
he took great pleasure.” 



 DEVOTION  TO  THE  DYING  
 

WATCH  OF  THE  ANGEL 
 

There was no sound in the hospital 
Save the din of machines: 

The respirators and stomach pumps 
And other medical things; 

 
The patients lay tethered to monitors 

Tubes in their arms or throats; 
The nurses sat with coffee cups 

Writing their copious notes. 
 

In a cold grey room of the ICU, 
A woman suffered alone, 

Abandoned by her friends who had 
Brought candy and gone home. 

 
Unseen by man, the angel stood 

Clothed in resplendent light; 
He gazed at her who lay so still, 
She who would die that night. 

 
Awake, dear child, he said to her, 

(For she was not old to him) 
Contemplate the truth I speak 

Before thy faculties dim: 
 

I was sent by Almighty God 
To guide thee here below 

In what thou must believe and do 
For the salvation of thy soul; 

 
Throughout thy life I’ve been with 

thee 
And never left thy side; 

Yet over all these seventy years 
I could not pierce thy pride. 

 
God has granted thee long life; 

But this hour is the last 
For thee to embrace His Sacred Heart 

Beg pardon for thy past; 
 

That thou shouldst gain Eternal Life 
St. Peter’s Barque waits nigh, 

Our Lord invites thee, Enter now; 
He calls thee from on high. 

 
The angel spoke, the woman groaned 

She raised her weary head, 
Why do you say such things to me? 

I’m going to heaven, she said— 
 

All paths lead to God, you know, 
No one road is true, 

Salvation takes many forms; 
You do what’s right for you. 

The woman turned, she closed her eyes, 
She had no wish to speak, 

Nor would she condescend to hear 
The truth she did not seek. 

 
The angel sighed, he bowed his head, 

He cried to Heaven above: 
O, Jesus Christ, O Holy God, 

Save this one I love! 
 

By Thy Most Sacred Wounds, O Lord, 
Touch this stubborn heart, 

Give her true hope and Catholic Faith 
Before her soul departs; 

 
Lest she perish evermore, 
Lost in Gehenna’s flame, 

Grant her humble penitence 
And the grace to call Thy Name. 

 
The doctor telephoned her son: 

There’s nothing we can do; 
But soft and low, the angel heard 

One sweet sound: Jesu. 
 

The woman struggled then to pray, 
Tears filled her eyes: 

Forgive me, Lord, I caused those 
Wounds; 

I never realized… 
 

A moment more, her soul had flown 
To meet the Crucified, 

She left the room, the town, the earth, 
The angel at her side. 

 

- Susan Clair Potts 
 

PRAYER  FOR  THE  DYING 
Most merciful Jesus, lover of 

souls! I pray Thee, by the agony of 
Thy Most Sacred Heart, and by the 
sorrows of thy Immaculate Moth-
er, wash in Thy Blood the sinners 
of the whole world who are now in 
their agony, and are to die this day. 
Amen. 

Heart of Jesus, once in agony, 
have mercy on the dying! 

An indulgence of one hundred 
days is gained by the recital of these 
prayers; and a plenary indulgence 
once a month is granted to whoever 
recites them three times a day at 
different times, under the usual 
conditions of confession, Commun-
ion, visiting a  

church or public oratory and praying 
there for the intention of the Holy 
Father. 

Another appropriate prayer for 
those whose death is imminent is the 
following, addressed to the Patron of 
a Happy Death: 

O St. Joseph, Foster Father of Je-
sus Christ, and true Spouse of the 
Blessed Virgin Mary, pray for us and 
for the dying of today (or tonight)! 

An indulgence of three hundred 
days is attached to the devout recita-
tion of this pious aspiration. 

No lengthy argumentation is nec-
essary, it would seem, to convince 
genuine Catholics, believers in the 
Communion of Saints and in the pow-
er of intercessory prayer, that at this 
particular crisis in the history of the 
world devotion to the dying may well 
be looked upon as a quasi-obligation 
incumbent upon the faithful through-
out the whole world. 

It would be superfluous to add 
that this devotion is in a very intelli-
gible sense its own reward. That our 
habitual recommending to God the 
souls of those who are soon to appear 
before His Divine Majesty can not but 
react on our own spirituality is self-
evident, and frequent thought of 
death is one of the best preparations 
therefor. The Evangelist’s promise, 
“With the same measure that you 
shall mete withal, it shall be meas-
ured to you again,” is peculiarly sig-
nificant when addressed to those of 
us who are charitable to the dying; it 
seems to hold the blessed assurance 
that we ourselves shall attain to life’s 
supreme beatitude, a holy and happy 
death.  

 
We picture death as coming to de-
stroy: let us rather picture it as Christ 
coming to save. We think of death as 
ending: let us rather think of it as a 
life beginning, and that more abun-
dantly. We think of losing: let us think 
rather of gaining. We think of depart-
ing: let us think of arriving.     – 
Macleod 



                           





 

A  GOOD  NIGHT  KISS 
 

This Devotion invites all the 
Faithful, like so many loving chil-
dren, to come every evening before 
the Crucifix to make an act of deep 
sorrow for their sins and to kiss 
the bruised and wounded feet of 
Jesus Crucified “Good-night,” by 
saying with loving reverence and 
contrition the aspiration— 

“We adore Thee, O Lord Jesus 
Christ, and we bless Thee, for 
through Thy Holy Cross Thou hast 
redeemed the world.—My Jesus, 

mercy.” 
This is a night email of love, a text to His Sa-

cred Heart, purifying, ennobling, sanctifying and up-
lifting every heart that makes this act of contrite 
love. It is a protest of love, making reparation for all 
the insults and blasphemies hurled against Almighty 
God the whole day long. Let us practice this beauti-
ful Devotion as a means of intimate spiritual com-
munication with God’s great loving Sacred Heart—
the center of all Love—for the benefit of all our 
friends. By kissing His dear wounded feet for each 
one of them we will win mercy for all our dear ones, 
living and dead, we will interest His Sacred Heart in 
their conversion and become helpers of the salva-
tion of many poor sinners, even the most hardened.  

 

 
The Stigmata of St. Francis 

 

¶ THE ROSARY CHAIN 
†Paulina Strauss was one of the leading members of 
the Rosary Chain, and we are looking for someone who 
can take her place. If anyone is interested, please call 
or email the office at 513-645-4212 or parishof-
fice@sgg.org. You just have to take down the inten-
tions, and pass them on to the next one in the Chain. 

 
. 

S e r v e r s  
 

SUN 9/24 7:30 AM LOW: Brueggemann Bros. 
 9:00 AM HIGH: MCS: B. Lotarski, J. Lacy TH: T. Lawrence (P. 
 Omlor) ACs: C. Richesson, M. Simpson TORCH: S. Richesson, J. 
 Stewart, C. Arlinghaus, D. Simpson MC for Blessing: R. VandeRyt 
 11:30 PM LOW: P. & N. McClorey  
 4:45 PM: VESPERS & BENEDICTION: G. Miller 
 5:45 PM LOW: G. Miller 

 



 

.PARISH PICNIC 
 

TODAY  FROM  1-5 PM  IN  SHARON WOODS PARK  AT  THE  CARDINAL CREST SHELTER 
 

Please bring a dish to share if you would like, but most of all bring yourself!  
Hamburgers, hotdogs and drinks will be provided. 

 

PARKING  IS  PREPAID! Just tell the person at the gate that you are with St. Gertrude the Great at Cardinal Crest. 
 

 
 

Enter park at main entrance from Lebanon Rd. (Rt. 42). Take second right – Cardinal Crest will be the first picnic area.  



 

OCTOBER  1,  2017 
 

Roses will be available with a donation. One rose for $3, two roses for $5, five roses for $10.  
They will then be blessed and carried in the Rosary Procession, and taken home and dried as a precious sacramental. 

 

ROSARY  CONFRATERNITY  BREAKFAST  
follows the High Mass.  

 

COME  MEET  OUR  “IN  HOUSE”  AUTHORS!   FR.  CEKADA  &  FR.  LEHTORANTA  WILL  DISCUSS 
 How you write a book 
 How you get it published 
 

Various authors from St. Gertrude will be represented at the book table, their works available for 
purchase. 

 
Tickets will be available next Sunday: $25 for families or $7 for an individual. 

Be sure to bring your ticket to the breakfast and add it to the drawing box.  


