
                                                                               

                                                                                                                                          

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

  

King of Mercy 
My Heart overflows with great 
mercy for souls, and especially 
for poor sinners.  

It is for them that the Blood 
and Water flowed from My 
Heart as from a fount 
overflowing with mercy.  

For them I dwell in the 
tabernacle as King of Mercy. 

Divine Mercy in My Soul 
St. Faustina 

UPCOMING EVENTS  

Many events are being planned 
for the coming year (July-
June): 

A Valentine Party,  
A Christmas Party,  
Several Movie Nights,  
Several Games Nights,  
A Breakfast Club,  
and a Coffee Club. 

 
Watch for dates in the bulletin 
and next newsletter. 

 

 

 

 

We pray Thee, O Christ, 
to keep us under the spell of immortality. 

May we never again think and act as if Thou were dead. 
Let us more and more come to know Thee as a living Lord 

who hath promised to them that believe: 
“Because I live, ye shall live also.” 

Help us to remember that we are praying to the 
Conqueror of Death. 

That we may no longer be afraid nor dismayed 
by the world’s problems and threats, 
since Thou hast overcome the world. 

In Thy strong name, we ask for Thy living presence  
    

 
 

Suddenly it came into my 
mind that I ought to wish 

for a second wound, 
that our Lord, of his gift 
and of his grace, would 

fill my body full with  
recollection and feeling 
of his blessed Passion,  

for I wished that his pains 
might be my pains, with 
compassion which would 
lead to longing for God. 

Julian of Norwich: 
 

 

MISSION  STATEMENT 

TO ASSIST THOSE WHO 
HAVE LOST A LOVED ONE IN 

LITURGY, PRAYER, AND 
SUPPORT. 

TO PROVIDE AN OPPOR-
TURNITY TO LOOK AT GRIEF 
FROM MANY PERSPECTIVES 
AND TO HELP EACH PERSON 
FIND THEIR OWN AVENUE 

OF EXPRESSION. 



. 
I Measure Every Grief…by Emily Dickinson 

I measure every grief I meet, with analytic eyes 
I wonder if it weighs like mine, or has an easier size.  

I wonder if they bore it long, or did it just begin? 
I could not tell the date of mine, it feels so old a pain. 

I wonder if it hurts to live, and if they have to try. 
And whether, could they choose between,  

they would not rather die. 

I wonder if when years have piled… 
Some thousands on the cause. 
Of early hurt, if such a lapse  
could give them any pause? 

Or would they go on aching still,  
through centuries above. 

Enlightened to a larger pain,  
by contrast with the love. 

The  grieved are many, I am told; 
The reason deeper lies. 

Death is but one and come but once,  
and only nails the eyes. 

There’s grief of want, and grief of cold, 
A sort they call “despair,” 

There’s banishment from native eyes,  
in sight of native air. 

And though I may not guess the kind,  
correctly yet to me. 

A piercing comfort it affords, 
in passing Calvary. 

 
To note the fashions of the cross,  

O those that stand alone. 
Still fascinated to presume,  
that some are like my own 

 

MISS ME 

When I come to the end of the 
road and the sun has set for 
me, 

Miss me a little but not too 
long, and not with your head 
bowed low. 

Remember the love that we 
once shared, miss me but let 
me go.  

For this journey we all must 
take and each must go alone. 

It’s all part of the Master Plan, 
a step on the road home. 
 

 

Almighty God 
Almighty God, source of all mercy and giver of comfort; deal 

graciously with those who mourn, that, 
Casting all their sorrow on you, they may know the consolation 
of your love; through your Son, Jesus Christ Our Lord, Amen 


