Mass Times

Sunday Masses:
8:00 a.m. Spanish
9:30 a.m. English

11:30 a.m. Spanish

Confession: 4:30 p.m., Saturdays
6:30 p.m., Wednesdays

Saturday Mass:
5:00 p.m.

Sunday Masses are Live Streamed
on Facebook, YouTube, or
our website: www.stleosonoma.org

Weekday Mass:
8:30 a.m. M, W — F (no Mass on Tuesday)
7:00 p.m. — Wed. — Spanish Mass

o8 Sacraments 3
Baptisms: Call the office, (707) 996-8422
Weddings: Call the office, (707) 996-8422

MASS INTENTIONS August 13 — August 21t

Sat 13 5:00 pm  Betty Tinsley T
Sun14  9:30am Frank Lynch +
and Joe Byrne T

Mon15  8:30am Margarita Ramos t

& Bob Fuentes t
Tues 16 8:30am NO MASS
Wed 17 8:30 am  Bill Ramirez +
Thurs 18 8:30 am  Eduardo Norona +
Friday 19 8:30 am  John Dwyer t
Sat 20 5:00 pm Margaret Tompkins t
Sun 21 9:30 am  Gunther Solomon *

FISCAL LOG August6/7

Sunday Collection: $ 4,246.
Development Fund: $ 3,054.

2022 ANNUAL PARISH CAMPAIGN:
114 Parishioners pledged: $113,212. 78%

CALENDAR OF EVENTS:

Aug 15  Assumption of the Blessed Virgen Mary
Aug 16  Men’s Club Monthly Dinner Meeting
Aug 20/21 2™ Collection, Black and Indian Missions

Succesd iy nel final.
Failwre iy el fatal.
Tt ia the counage te continue thal ceunts.

PLEASE KEEP ANN SOLOMON AND

FAMILY IN YOUR PRAYERS: Parishioner,
Gunther Solomon passed away on Monday,
August 8". A funeral Mass and reception will
take place here next Saturday, August 20" @
12noon.

MEN’S CLUB MONTHLY DINNER

MEETING: Tuesday, August 16" in the LSW.
Cocktails at 6:00p.m. and dinner at 7:00p.m.

Questions?
Contact Steve Rogers, (707) 771-9290

24 COLLECTION NEXT WEEKEND:

The 2™ Collection next weekend will be for Black
and Indian Missions. The funds are distributed
as grants to dioceses throughout the United
States, supporting and strengthening
evangelization programs which otherwise would
cease.

COFFEE & DONUTS TODAY IN THE LSW.
ENGLISH PRE-BAPTISMAL CLASS: We
are excited to announce that we now offer an
English Pre-Baptism preparation course. This
class is mandatory for parents & god-parents.

If you are interested in attending, please call
Trish Boisson at 707-337-2504 or the parish
office at, 707-996-8422.

2022 ANNUAL PARISH CAMPAIGN:

HAVE YOU MADE YOUR PLEDGE YET? We
are at 78% pledged. Pledges can be made at
any time. If you misplaced your pledge
envelope no worries, call the office and we'll
send out another. You may also find a pledge
envelope in a wall pocket at the back of church.

OUR WEBSITE HAS WHAT YOU NEED:
You will find Geoff Wood's notes from his
Lectionary talks as well as the weekly Sunday
essays. Visit us at www.stleosonoma.org for
general info.

BOCCE CLUB NEWS: Interested in playing
send email to stleosbocceclub@amail.com.
Membership cost is $40 a person, $75 a
couple, or $375 for a Lifetime Membership.

SANCTUARY LAMP
Dedication for August % [}
In memory of Pat & Bill Ramirez

@

“On our dryness pour thy dew”

Recently an out-of-season rain fell on our valley. Gray velvet clouds, wet grass, cool air,
making it legitimate to sag, collapse. And i thought of Eudora Welty's story “A Curtain of Green”. In a
small Mississippi town one summer it rained a little. But on this particular day the daily ration of rain
had not come. As late as five o'clock the sun was still ablaze. Women sat by their windows fanning
themselves. Only Mrs. Larkin remained active, working her garden despite the warmth.

Ever since her husband accidentally died the year before, she'd enter her garden every
morning and work away aimlessly at the soil, planting every kind of flower she could order from a
catalogue. She would plant quickly, carelessly, without regard to arrangement or even harmony of
color. And if she thought of beauty at all, she certainly did not strive for it. It was impossible to enjoy
looking at such a place. To the neighbors gazing down from their upstairs windows it had the
appearance of a jungle. Mrs. Larkin didn't care. Neither gardening nor life really had any meaning for
her now. True, at times she did feel something flutter within her breast like some bird struggling to fly
free but she always lapsed into a deep depression. Then under the sun, her hair uncombed, all she
could do was keep chopping in blunt, rapid, tireless strokes. Her eyes were dull as if from long
impatience or bewilderment. People said she never spoke.

How well that describes so many of us in our modern world who, bewildered by
disappointment or death, become skeptical of any deeper meaning to things. And what is there left for
us to do but keep busy: hoe that garden, punch that clock, turn that channel, develop that property,
widen that existing highway to take us nowhere new. [t's enough to drive anyone mad! And angry is
what Mrs. Larkin became on that arid afternoon. It was the whistling and faraway smile of her helper
Jamey, the colored boy who worked in the neighborhood that got to her. What right had he to smile?
What right had he to dream, to contemplate some flickering and beautiful vision when she beheld only
emptiness? She took tight hold of her hoe and approached Jamey as he bent over his work. She
raised the hoe slowly in silent anger to strike out at this dark angel and his music, his ridiculous dream,
and this ridiculous universe.

In that moment, the rain came. The first drop touched her upraised arm. Small, close sounds
and coolness touched her. Sighing, Mrs. Larkin lowered the hoe. She stood still where she was, close
fo Jamey, and listened to the rain falling. It was so gentle. It was so full - the sound of the end of
waiting. In the light from the rain everything appeared to gleam unreflecting from within itself. The
pear free gave a soft rushing noise, like the wings of a bird alighting. A wind of deep wet fragrance
beat against her. Then as if it had swelled and broken over a levee, tenderness tore and spun through
her sagging body. It has come, she thought senselessly. Against that which was inexhaustible, there
was no defence. Mrs. Larkin fainted. Jamey ran and crouched beside her. In a beseeching voice he
began to call her name, Miss Lark’l Miss Lark’l until she stirred. And so the story ends. But who can
doubt that beneath that gentle rain, symbolic of the Breath and Breadth of Inexhaustible Grace,
whatever it was she had felt flutter within her breast was finally set free?

Geoff Wood




