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from 
"Love, Paula" 

"... The softening of the human heart may ultimately be the

remedy for what ails our world, country, state, town, and

families. As one of my mentors, Dorothy Day, a faithful

advocate for our immigrant sisters and brothers in Christ,

said decades ago, “The greatest challenge of the day is: how

to bring about a revolution of the heart, a revolution which

has to start with each one of us.”

(To read the complete article, see page 7.)
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"Respite Center
Reflections"
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"Breath"
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"The How Project
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And more...

"Do not withhold good from
those to whom it is due,
when it is in your power to
act."

Proverbs 3:27



DAILY OFFICE
SCHEDULE

Mondays
6:30 AM - Morning Prayer
9:00 PM - Night Prayer

Tuesdays
6:30 AM - Morning Prayer
9:00 PM - Night Prayer

Wednesdays
6:30 AM - Morning Prayer
9:00 PM - Night Prayer

Thursdays
6:30 AM - Morning Prayer
9:00 PM - Night Prayer

Fridays
6:30 AM - Morning Prayer
9:00 PM - Night Prayer

Via Facebook Live:
https://www.facebook.com/all
saintscctx

     Behind the tinted glass doors of what had once been a downtown nightclub, a

security guard monitored the comings and goings of asylum seekers, staff and

volunteers at the Catholic Charities Migrant Respite Center in McAllen.  Moving

from the bright sunlight of the sweltering downtown street into the cool, damp

darkness of the building foyer, our eyes adjusted as we signed in and donned the

teal t-shirts identifying us as volunteers for the day.

      Our arms were heavy with the boxes of diapers, powdered formula, baby

wipes, and personal hygiene items we knew would be needed.  Rounding the

corner, we entered the main area of the Center.  My “school administrator” mind

kicked in as I figured the space to be about the size of a school cafeteria and

estimated the crowd inside to number about 700, roughly half of whom were

children.  Another room, which I did not see, housed many others who waited

with their families on floor mats. 

      At opposite ends of the room, Catholic Charities staff sat at desks behind

Plexiglas partitions, consulting with clients who had waited patiently to hear their

numbers called to come forward and receive packets of important paperwork. 

 The endless hum of conversations was punctuated by loudspeaker

announcements in Spanish, babies crying, and the occasional ringing of a cell

phone.

     Masked and gloved, we immediately set ourselves to work behind the bar, now

stocked with toothbrushes, paper goods, diapers, wipes, and medicines.  While

the processes evolving at each end of the room advanced with some bureaucratic

efficiency, it became immediately evident that our job was to jump in and tend to

various needs as they evolved, designing our distribution system on the fly. 

 Anxious mothers gathered to request diapers, formula, and bathroom tissue. 

 Weary fathers powered up their track phones at charging stations, awaiting word

on arrangements for transport.  Children asked for masks, crayons, hair ties and

toy trucks.  

     I buried my head in the job at hand: filling Ziploc bags with two scoops of

powdered baby formula and one plastic spoon—a task that continued for several

of our team members throughout the day.  At one point, I realized that I was using

my “busy-ness” to avoid looking into the situation, making eye contact with the

clients who were standing right before me, really seeing what was unfolding in

that place. I set down my bag and scoop for a moment, took a breath and turned

around to face the room.  

"... I figured the
space to be about
the size of a
school cafeteria
and estimated the
crowd inside to
number about
700...”

Respite Center
Reflections

BY SCOTT ELLIFF

https://www.facebook.com/allsaintscctx


       In front of me, a woman held a crying baby, obviously born on the journey.  Another young woman, not

much older than a teen, sat on a stool at the bar, her belly heavy with a baby of her own, soon to be born in

this strange land.  A young man, perhaps her partner, slowly rubbed her back with his hand as she rested her

head on the counter, wearily.  With crayons we had provided, a young girl of 4 or 5 sat nearby, quietly working

on a sheet torn from a coloring book.  She looked very much like Arianna, my step-granddaughter. 

       But there was no time for stories that day, as the immediacy of basic needs—food, clothing, shelter, and

medical care—took precedence. In that moment, their reasons for coming, the political positions to be taken for

or against their presence, the history of international relations between governments—none of that mattered.

       They were hungry.  They were tired.  The children were crying and needed diaper changes... maybe crayons or

a toy truck to pass the time.  In the presence of that moment, there really was nothing else to consider, and

nothing else to do but to smile, to look into each person’s eyes--human to human--and ask, “What do you need?”

 

        Down the way, folks lined up for over-the-counter medications for themselves and their children. 

 Beyond them, hundreds milled about, waiting…waiting…waiting.  None were menacing, all were

exhausted, and I realized that each had a story to tell.  From what I could see, I guessed those stories might

be about the dangers they had left behind, the struggles they had experienced on the road, and the same

hopes and dreams for their children that many a parent might have.

To learn more about the Immigration Ministries of the Episcopal Diocese of West Texas, click the link below:

https://www.dwtx.org/what-we-do/ministries/immigration-refugee-ministries.

https://www.dwtx.org/what-we-do/ministries/immigration-refugee-ministries


For years, on its own, my windpipe 

closed down, as an invisible hand 

squeezed my throat—asthma 

they told me. Once, so little air 

got to my brain, my vision strobed 

while driving down I 35 through Waco.

Cars in my review mirror suddenly

appeared in front of me and then

disappeared altogether. I pulled over, 

exited the matrix, used my rescue inhaler. 

Today, I sat parked, window down 

watched some nurse come at me, 

sweating in the heat, behind a shield,

roasting in a hazmat suit. He stuck 

a footlong Q-tip up my nose. 

As he walked away with what I swear

was a piece of my gray matter, 

I slumped deep in my bucket seat, 

realized, “My God, I am the plague,”

realized I always have been

with every infected cough, every barb, 

every crossway look, every slur, 

every directed burst of anger 

meant to sting that found its mark. 

 

Tonight, as I watch the streets 

fill with pain, a plague writ large, 

see our better angels marching, 

taxiing to take flight, and I realize

yes, I am the plague, but we 

are the cure. I pray we find our way.

Breath
BY ALAN BERECKA

The following poem was first published in Issue #2 of Logos,  published by
the Episcopal Diocese of West Texas. 



The How Project (Part 2)

         After attending Josh Hamilton’s class for The Writers’ Studio on Visual Poetry, Alice

Berecka came up with the idea of creating "The How Project" which was featured in the last

issue of The All Saints' Reader. We requested submissions from our readers. The following is a

visual poem by Jenifer Pichinson titled "Paschal Mystery: The Game."

 

 



The How Project (Part 2) (Cont'd)

PASCHAL MYSTERY: The Game

Blossoms cut from promise stems.

Bubbles burst and true love ends.

Heed the story of this pen.

Cut and save, begin again.

Take my heart and take my hand.

Pitter-patter, woman, man.

Tie the knot, bend the joy

Winged life soon destroy.

 

Circle bound and circle down,

Circle, circle, circle ‘round.

Soul at anchor also flies,

Through the dark and earth’s sunrise.

 

 

PASCHAL MYSTERY: To Play the Game

Taking turns, Two play the Game

With tokens in their stead.

Tokens bear the name of each,

Player “Tails” and Player “Heads";

Analogously passing through,

The Paschal Mystery will prove true.

Two Beloveds flip a coin;

Tails must wait, Heads get goin’.

Move five words along the path.

Both return to “Start” at last.

Heads move when the flip shows “heads;”

Tails move on when “tails” are read.

Both to the passing pattern keep,

Return to “Start”—will they meet?

This is a game of hills and dales

Analogously played by heads and tails.

There are no winners in this game.

Each will bear their joy and shame.

Ultimately all will win.

The Paschal cycle will not end.

-Jenifer Hartsfield Pichinson, 4/29/21



        I don’t know about you, but some days I feel overwhelmed by the tragedy and loss that pervades and invades

our world, our country, our state, our town, and our own families. My heart breaks and I feel helpless. It’s difficult

to witness pain and suffering, especially for an extended period.

        Thankfully I soon remember that I’m alive. I can act. I can make a difference. I didn’t say a “big” difference, but

there’s always something I can do.

        I’m not the most active participant, but one thing I do is meet with other members of our congregation who

assist individuals and families fleeing their homelands for a better life in the United States.

       This effort is now called: All Saints Border Ministries. You’ve heard testimonials from the members who have

assisted asylum-seeking families in-person at the Humanitarian Respite Center in Brownsville. Many are now

preparing to volunteer at another leg of the immigrants’ journey in San Antonio. And most of you have helped too

when you brought border-bound donations to the church.

       I was moved this past Sunday when I joined with others at the altar as Father Jonathan prayed over the “Prayer

Squares” that were handmade with love by members of the congregation. Honestly, my contribution was small.

I’ve only made two so far. But the love was big and palpable as we prayed over these beautiful creations. If they

brought us joy, I know they will bring great joy and comfort to the asylum-seekers who will receive them attached

to PPE, backpacks, and other essentials.

      

 

     On a grander level the Episcopal Diocese of West Texas established “Immigration Ministries” in 2019, to

distribute information about the ongoing humanitarian needs at our border and to equip congregants with

resources to welcome and embrace migrants in our communities. That’s where we got the idea for the Prayer

Squares.

Love, Paula
BY PAULA BEATON-FORBUS



     Flor Saldivar, who coordinates this diocesan office, met virtually with our parish group earlier this year and gave a

presentation about the violence, religious persecution, and war that leads asylum seekers to flee their homes.  What

we learned was hard to process and would take several articles to fully explain, but I can correctly say that there is

nothing easy about the process, the odds are against asylum seekers and the laws are in constant flux.

     As I first gathered my thoughts for this little piece, I wanted to quote statistics from Flor’s presentation. I was next

going to add my own experiences as a reporter for a religious publication, from 1989 to 2010, where I interviewed

countless immigrants who crossed the Rio Grande often without benefit of proper documentation. But now I just

want to be part of an effort to “do something” and encourage you to do the same. You can join the small group that

works in person with asylum seekers or donate items to take to them on your behalf.  You might choose to make a

Prayer Square or 30 Prayer Squares. You can offer your heart-felt prayers for the asylum seekers and those whose

hearts are not sympathetic to their plight. If you find your own heart falls into that latter category, then offer gentle

prayers for yourself. 

     The softening of the human heart may ultimately be the remedy for what ails our world, country, state, town, and

families. As one of my mentors, Dorothy Day, a faithful advocate for our immigrant sisters and brothers in Christ, said

decades ago, “The greatest challenge of the day is: how to bring about a revolution of the heart, a revolution which

has to start with each one of us.”

     If you haven’t started yet, there’s always right now.



All are welcome.


