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    My oldest son has suffered with anxiety and depression for many many years. My heart aches for 
him and I pray every day for God to help him. 
About two years ago, he saw a new psychiatrist who helped him a lot and I was really grateful to her. 
    She lived next door to friends of ours and one day when we were visiting our friends, I saw the  
doctor come out into her yard. 
    I asked to be introduced to her and I told her who I was and how much she had helped my son.        
I was emotional and tearful and we hugged each other. There was something special about the hug. 
    The next day, she told our friend that when she came home from work that day, she sat in her car 
crying because she`d had a bad week and didn`t feel like she was doing a good job.  After I talked to 
her she said she went into the house, put some music on and danced. 
    I feel that God helped all three of us that day and all of us are doing better.  I see God helping my 
son to move forward with his life. 
 

Marg Gleason 
 
 
 

 

    It happened on a Saturday night, in August 1991, about 
11:45 PM, as I walked home from work, scared.  I thought of 
people out having a good time and I was alone and feeling          
disconnected. 
    As I walked, thoughts of personal failures and losses        

attacked me and I was hurting.  It was too late to call someone I thought.  I spoke to God in my heart 
“God are you there?  Do you really hear me?”   I immediately felt?  Sensed?  Heard?  I was to turn 
around and look up!  I stopped, turned and looked.  There were the Northern Lights!  I had not seen 
them since I was a child.  I was in awe of the  radiance, movement and colours and sensed God’s        
reflection and presence.  I knew He heard me.  I was not alone.  I felt connected and comforted. 
 

Barbara Foubert 
 
 
 
 
    Like many others, when St. Rita’s closed, I didn’t know where I would go to worship.  I decided I 
would attend mass at each of the three English Catholic churches and see where I felt my best fit was.    
   On the first Sunday, I came to the Cathedral.  I was honestly expecting an impersonal experience.  It 
was just the opposite.  It was warm and friendly and I was delighted that I did not feel like a 
stranger.  And then, when Monsignor Dave started mass, his first words were “Welcome to your       
Father’s House”.  I thought to myself, “this is my Father’s House”.  That was it!  I knew this was 
where I was meant to be. 
 

Sharon Brown 
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    When Father Guiseppe Franchi became the pastor of St. Rita’s Church, I was the Church Secretary.    
    The housekeeper and I usually went to special morning masses and one was on the Feast of All 
Saints.  When Father did his short homily, he mentioned that he couldn’t understand why it was so    
important to us to pray to the saints.  He mentioned that we had saints in our own families and just  
because they weren’t canonized, they were still saints, and we should ask them to intercede for us.   
    I was forty years of age at that time and this was the first time I had ever heard this and, of course, 
was amazed. 
 

Brenda Passmore 
 
 
 
I Remember  
    Today, I placed old friend’s pictures on our Remembrance Day Board (old friends as I have placed 
them there for several years).  I wondered about their last days on this earth.  I like to believe that they 
died in the hope of eternal life. 
    As I polish their pictures, I think of those they left behind, mothers, fathers, daughters, wives,        
husbands and pray that their faith brought them comfort and courage to carry on. 
    I also think of those who came home from the war, some strangers to their families, having fought, 
killed, watched their comrades be killed, or suffer debilitating injuries. 
    As a child, when I was old enough to remember, I recall many war stories as told by my father and 
his comrades.  My father, his two brothers, and two brothers-in-law volunteered, and were shipped 
overseas, arriving sea sick on the beaches of Normandy to a barrage of fire and fought their way 
inland.  My dad watched helplessly, while one of his younger brothers was blown apart in the          
Netherlands and later was advised that one of his-brothers-in-laws was killed in England,  leaving          
behind a young wife and four young children. 
    In their honor, I toured the Battle Grounds of Normandy; saw the bunkers and holes in stone walls; 
visited the Beaches of Juno, where they disembarked and journeyed on to the Netherlands in search of 
the young brother buried at the Canadian War Cemetery in Gross Beck. 
    I relate to the “War Heroes” we honour here at the Pro-Cathedral of the Assumption, because of the 
memories shared with me in my early years and am so grateful to those who died to ensure the       
freedom of religion, and the opportunity to practice our faith. 
    I am grateful for the opportunity to honor them in this fashion and pray for the peace for which they 
gave their lives. 
 

WE REMEMBER YOU SO LONG AS WE LIVE.    
YOU TOO SHALL LIVE FOR YOU ARE NOW PART OF US AND WE REMEMBER YOU.   

ALL OUR LOVE FOREVER, WE REMEMBER YOU. 
 

(A Poem from the Hebrew Book of Prayer) 
 

Annette Dutrisac 
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    For years, I went through the motions, going to church every Sunday, receiving communion,          
teaching Sunday School, preparing children for First Communion but I never thought I’d have a           
connection to Him.  One of the leaders in a support group said that He was there, just waiting for me to 
let Him be a meaningful part of my life. 
    One evening, sitting alone in the quiet dusk in the Pro-Cathedral in deep thought about my worries,   
I felt a breath sweep over me and felt like there were arms around me almost like angel wings.  It was 
Him and He spoke to me.  I even turned around just to be sure and looked but I was the only one there. 
    Now we speak to each other a lot ... not always in the dark of night or during church prayers but also 
while out walking, boating, or anytime I can be away from the noise around me. 
    In the night, when I awaken with problems on my mind, I pass it over to Him and leave it in His 
hands. 
    I see His hand in many things in the everyday world ... whether it’s lifting up someone who has 
fallen by the way or putting angels on earth to help do His work. 
 

Anonymous 
 
 
 
 
The Gift Of Presence 
 
    My mother committed to spending time on Sunday between 6:00 pm and 7:00 pm at the Adoration 
Chapel. It was at Corpus Christi Church, then. It was a cozy, comfortable room. A hospitable place 
where the presence of our Lord Jesus Christ was a reality. 
    When the chapel was moved to Holy Name Church, her time had to be changed. It wasn’t to be 
opened on the weekends.  Monday from 3:00 pm to 4:00 pm was the time Mom chose.  It isn’t often 
that she misses her appointment with Jesus.  My sister and I have on rare occasions filled in for her. 
    More often though, we join Mom. We give Jesus our brokenness and concerns; pray the Mercy 
Chaplet together and receive Jesus’ presence.  This act of faith has strengthened and blessed our          
family. 
 

Candace Tunney 
 
 
 
    I thank God who has given me the gift of faith at an early age. 
    I practice my faith, as best I can, always attending mass, trying to be a kind person serving God and 
family.  I put all my trust in the Lord’s great mercy, as a sinner not always doing God’s will. 
    I know God’s love sustains me.  One day at mass, Msgr. Dave really opened my mind and heart in 
his homily on God’s incomprehensible love, constant and never changing, forgiving and merciful. 
    I daily thank Jesus for His ever living love and blessings.  I am blessed! 
 

Mildred Puddister 
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    In June 1999, I relocated from B.C. to North Bay.  I came to live with my sister and try to start a 
new life somehow.  I was at that time emotionally, physically, mentally, and financially broken. I had 
obviously made some very bad decisions with no thought whatsoever about what was right or wrong, 
only that I was determined to live life my way.  So what would I now do and how could I change and 
make things better?  I recall meeting a nun at church one day and after a nice conversation, I told her 
of my sad state.   She told me to put myself in God’s hands and let Him take care of me and I should 
try and do His will since mine was a disaster.  I thought about this and decided, yes, I will listen and 
try doing God’s plan for me. 
    I was unemployed and using my spare time trying to figure out where I would look for work.  After 
three months of soul searching, I was no further ahead, until one day I saw an add in the newspaper 
about being a caregiver for a community home called L’Arche where caregivers live in the home and 
share their lives with adults who had developmental disabilities.  Wow!  What a beautiful thing to do, 
however, I am 54 years old and my background was banking and real estate so not much chance of 
getting hired.  I could not stop thinking about how incredible it would be to actually help someone 
other than myself.  I could almost hear God telling me to apply for this.  It just continued until I finally 
sat down and applied sending my resume (which I thought would be totally useless).  To make a long 
story short I was hired and began a whole new life. 
    It was the most challenging and incredible journey one could ever imagine.  I was exhausted        
mentally and physically and could not help but wonder why God put me here.  As time went on,          
I knew exactly why.  You see, I came here to make a difference and help people who needed me, but 
what I didn’t realize was how much more I received than I ever could give.  It wasn’t long until I be-
came aware that I was healing myself and once I stopped thinking about me and came to really know 
why God sent me here my faith and love for Him grew.  I could see Jesus in the people I was helping 
and I bonded with and loved them so very much.  I was appreciated and life became so meaningful.          
I will always be thankful for the beautiful nun who helped me and through prayer and faith in God I 
was able to have an inner joy I never knew existed. 
    I have been with L’Arche for 13 years, seven as a full-time assistant, five years as a part-time           
assistant, and now as a volunteer.  For all I received I only can pray now that more people can let God 
do for them what He has done for me. 
 

Pat Anderson 
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Result of my First Confession after 30+ Years  
   I was going through a lot of very troubling times and I needed to clean up my 
conscience after many years of some very self made guilt feelings. I wanted to 
feel that when, I called on God for help He was not going to turn away from me.  
I wanted a connection with my God. I wanted to feel His presence in my life 
every day. 
I attended mass for years with my friend believing that during Msgr. Dave’s homilies, he was talking 
to me and to me only.  I was sad and felt so very alone Sunday after Sunday. 
   I attended an Alpha course, and had started to regularly attend a bible study group.  I was learning a 
little about the bible and was concerned about whether my God would ever listen to any of my        
requests. I wanted God to answer my prayers, and I wanted to feel His presence in me.  I did not want 
any blockages between God and me. I needed God in my life to help me be the person that I so 
wanted to be. I needed to be able to feel hope for my future. 
   I remember that day well.  I attended confessions after much soul seeking with my then future wife, 
and was very uneasy, wondering how I was going to get through this.  I recall pushing for my friend 
to go in first, to give me more time. I recall wanting to talk face to face and I took a single Kleenex to 
help, as I knew I would need it. I started and immediately fell apart and began to sob, and blurted out 
every sin that I had committed over the past 30 years. My Kleenex after a short time was transformed 
into a wet ball about 1/4 inch in diameter. Finally, the priest laughed and told me that I did not have to 
say anything further. I think he felt that I was truly repentant, and had cleared my mind of all that was 
blocking me from gaining God’s Grace.  He told me that he and my God absolved me of all of the sins 
that I had committed. 
    I left the confessional so internally happy and with a feeling of being clean and filled with joy,            
believing that God indeed had forgiven me.  The weight I carried over the past 30 years was lifted 
from my shoulders, and I felt forgiven.  I cried with happiness and relief knowing God was truly in me 
and very connected to my soul, during all those years I sat listening to His word. 
   Today, I feel very connected to my church, and thank God for this wonderful feeling I have           
knowing that I am one of His children and have been all along. 
    Thank You Msgr. Dave.  Your guidance and messages are, and have been over many years the very 
best. 
 

                                                                                                                               J.A.G 
 

 
 
 

    I am one of four sisters.  When we are together the talk without fail centres on 
family life,  particularly on our Dad.  We all loved him.  To me he became a living 
example of the beatitudes.   I “caught” the Catholic faith from my father.  * 

 
Leona Kervin  

*  Two contemporaries he held in high esteem were Saint (Brother) Andre and Ghandi. 
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    We got a call from a friend inviting us to attend a mission led by Father Eugene O’Reilly at                
St. Joseph’s Church in Powassan.   
    Four priests were there to hear confessions at the end of the mission.  One in each corner of the 
church.  Father O’Reilly was near the front, right out in the open, without the safety net of closed 
doors.  He put his hands on the shoulders of each person and leaned in to hear their confession.   
    I wasn’t thrilled with this arrangement.  Two things, he could see me and so could everybody else.   
I had a list of sins.  The first of which was that I had not made a confession every year.  Well really 
several years.  As I got closer to Father, the lady behind me tapped me on the shoulder and said          
“I don’t have any sins to confess, could I borrow some of yours?” I was ready to give her the whole list 
and run.   
    Then it was just me, Father O’Reilly and God.  As his hands rested on my shoulders, I poured my 
sins and my heart out.  And I wept.  Right there.  And this dear priest whispered in my ear “Repeat  
after me.  God loves me and forgives me.”  He encouraged me to say it three times asking me each 
time to believe it deep in my heart.  And, I felt that I had been born again. 
 

Mary-Lee Moynan 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Four years ago, we took a leap of faith and moved to North Bay, not knowing a single person, and 
put our complete trust in God. Never could we have imagined the many gifts that we’d be given.  We 
are forever grateful to Monsignor Dave who made us feel like we belonged to God’s house from the 
very beginning.  We have been blessed with people in the parish community who have shown us true 
kindness, friendship and love. 
    Monsignor had informed us of a children’s program called “Catechisis of the Good Shepherd”, 
which made a huge impact on our son’s spiritual growth.  It helped him to understand and love the 
mass.  He couldn’t wait to become an altar server and even wanted to attend weekday mass.  We are 
very grateful to everyone in the sacristy who has taken the time to get to know him, to talk with him, 
teach him and help guide his little soul closer to God.  This beautiful cathedral has become our            
sanctuary from this busy world.  The moment we walk through the doors of the Pro-Cathedral, we feel 
an over-flowing presence of God’s love.  From the welcoming, smiling faces; the scent of the old 
wood; the way the light shines through the stained glass windows, to the glorious music that reaches 
into the depth of our hearts.  This and too much more to name, has strengthened our faith individually 
and as a family. 
 

Trust in the Lord forever, for in the Lord God you have an everlasting rock.  (Isaiah 26: 4) 
 

The Lyew Family 
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    As a child and teenager I lived a sheltered life which revolved around my home, church and schools.  
I made my First Communion and Confirmation at the Pro-Cathedral of the Assumption. 
    Much against my parents wishes, I married at 18, knowing the joys of motherhood as well as the 
pain of an unhappy, abusive marriage that I ended after 20 years.  It was at this low point in my life 
that God gifted me with strength and courage to carry on as a single parent. 
    As time went on, my mother became ill with terminal cancer, so I cared for her with kindness and 
love and at the same time raised my four younger children.  One by one, they left home to live their 
own lives.  Throughout this time I stopped going to church and remarried outside the church. 
    After just two years of marriage, my husband became terminally ill with cancer so I was busy        
attending his needs and making him comfortable to the end. 
    As the years passed by, I took a new direction in life.  Without realizing it, God touched my heart 
and I moved to Yellowknife.  It was there I met a woman named Mary, whom I believe was chosen by 
God to guide me down a smoother road.  Our friendship grew as she steered me in the right direction.  
We prayed together, went to church together, and laughed together.  She was always at my side.            
It was then I realized she was an angel in disguise. 
    In 2001, it was time to move back to North Bay.  It was hard to leave Mary after ten years of            
friendship but her assignment was completed. 
    Throughout the years, I always had faith in the Lord, but sometimes doubted His love for me as my 
life seemed to be so difficult at times.  But now I know He always kept me in the Palm of His Hand. 
    My journey has now brought me around full circle.  I am once again a parishioner of the                    
Pro-Cathedral of the Assumption. 
 

Janice Day 
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    My sister gave up a baby for adoption.  I learned the family secret before my teen years.  I managed 
to reason that I was that child.  After all, the year I was born my mother would have been in her forty 
fifth year and, well, that was too late to have a baby.  Besides, my mother was very self sacrificing.        
I never talked about it. 
    In my thirties, I went to prayer meetings.  There was a special evening at the Motherhouse for our 
group to reflect on healing of memories. 
    A deacon led the meditation, and we processed our early memories to the present.   Circumstances 
before birth, delivery, and every stage of growing up came to mind for us to ask for healing.  I did this 
to the point of praying to the Lord “Dear Lord, I may never be sure who my mother is, and that is ok,         
I just want it not to matter.” 
    That was Sunday evening.  Monday morning at 10:00 am I went for my mail and opened a letter 
from my sister, in Southern Ontario.  It said, “Dear Marie, the most wonderful thing has happened; the 
girl I gave up for adoption just found me through Parent Finders.” 
 

                                       Marie Robbins 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Last June 25, 2012, I was diagnosed with cancer.  I was shocked and felt my life was too uncertain.  
All my plans for the year were on hold. 
   I was supposed to go to Rome to attend the canonization of Blessed Pedro Calungsod who is a       
Filipino and specifically from the island where I came from Cebu, Philippines.  Also, I was booked to 
go to Ghana, West Africa for a medical mission; and to the Philippines to attend a church inauguration 
in the village where my family originated. 
   All kinds of tests were done to confirm the diagnosis and eventually I was referred to Sunnybrook 
Health Sciences Center in Toronto for treatment, possible surgery then chemotherapy and radiation. 
   I did deep reflection of my faith and had personal conversations to our Lord Jesus Christ as to what I 
should do.  I told some friends and fellow parishioners and their response was so instant that my name 
would be added to their prayer bowl, prayer list, etc.  Also, Msgr. Dave Tramontini prayed over me.  
After all this was done, I felt peace and accepted whatever will be done to treat my illness. 
   I had eight chemotherapies and was very concerned about the coming surgery which was originally 
planned. 
   December 11, 2012, I had an appointment with my oncologist who said my scheduled chemotherapy 
treatments were cancelled. 
   December 12, 2012, was my appointment with the surgeon.  I had a great surprise when he told me 
that I did not need surgery because the cancer tumour had shrunk.  My next treatment will be for       
radiation.  I was elated and felt that a miracle had happened to me.  It sure is a Divine intervention! 
   I thank our Lord Jesus Christ for our gift of faith and the power of prayer – “Praise the Lord.” 
 

Geniza Ortega  
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    I was brought up as a “Cradle Catholic” meaning I was baptized at three weeks of age.  In my days, 
the first place you were taken was to church to be welcomed by your “Church Family”.  To be       
perfectly honest, I never gave “Church Family” much thought.   
    In October of 2009, I faced a health challenge requiring immediate surgery.  Someone put my name 
on the prayer line and the prayers by my “Church Family” began.  I received many calls and people 
came up to me at mass wishing me well and telling me they were praying for me.  Many were people  
I did not know – I just knew their faces at mass.  On November 7, 2009, I had a 50-pound tumour       
removed which was covering my heart and crushing my lungs.  I was suffocating to death.  I firmly        
believe that it was only through the prayers of my own family, friends, and my church family that I 
made a complete recovery.  
    At the age of 59, I realized how blessed I was to have my church family and that they have been 
there my whole life but I did not see or understand this.  May we all take the time to look around at 
our “Church Family” and understand how blessed we are that Jesus gave them to us. 
 

Maudena Farnsworth 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Our Dear Friend Marie  
    Our dear friend Marie suffered a stroke which left her unable to swallow.  She was fed through a 
feeding tube for well over a year.  She passed away this past summer and at her funeral her priest told 
this story. 
    “Each Sunday, Marie would come up for communion with her arms crossed for a blessing.  There 
were always tears as she was unable to receive the Lord.  After some discussion with Marie and her 
husband Vic, it was decided that when Marie would come up for communion, I would try placing a 
very tiny piece of communion bread on her tongue to see if it would dissolve in her mouth quickly on 
its own.  Once we found that it worked to perfection, Marie came for communion for the first time 
since her stroke without her arms being crossed.  There were still tears in her eyes but now they were 
tears of joy.” 
 
    What a beautiful reminder it was for me of the treasure, the privilege, and the blessing that               
receiving the Divine each Sunday is for all of us. 
 

Pat Dinnes 
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    In 2001, our youngest daughter, an undiagnosed paranoid schizophrenic, 
“disappeared” into Brazil.   
    After a year of frantic waiting, I turned to my faithful intercessor,                 
Ste. Thérèse, the “Little Flower”.  Though I had made several Novenas to her 
over years, I’d never received any response, as have others.  Some got roses, met 
a person named Rose, smelled the scent of roses, etc. as a sign.  Not I! 
    At the end of the last Novena, I lost my temper and called Ste. Thérèse truly 
scandalous names.  The next morning, my husband called me outside to see our 
 “new” rosebush.  This is one which rarely had even one flower.  Overnight,  14 gorgeous blooms had 
appeared.  Later that day, 12 roses were delivered by an admirer.  That night, a friend rang our bell 
and handed me a perfect yellow rose from his garden.  On bended knees, I asked Ste. Thérèse to        
forgive me and to stop the roses (I’m allergic to them).   
    Oh yes, an email came from my daughter in Brazil that day.  Deo gratias!  I believe! 
 

Elizabeth “Bunty” Swanson 
 
 
 
 
 
 
   
What Did You Say?  
       The Precious Blood Sisters opened their chapel to celebrate Holy Eucharist, when they lived in 
North Bay. While preparing for mass, one morning, I was aware of a hunger to hear God’s voice.  So, 
I prayed and asked the Lord to speak to me.  After Communion, I heard “turnip” in my heart. 
        I was bewildered, “what do you mean, turnip?”  The Lord answered, “turn up the corners of your 
mouth.” 
        I chuckled, and realized, I don’t always get the message right. Sometimes I have to ask for         
clarification, to understand. 
       It was a valuable and humorous life lesson.   
 

Candace Tunney 
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I grew up in a Protestant family and going to church with my parents and sisters was an important part 
of my life.  When I left home for college and began my teaching career, other things seemed to fill my 
time.  I met my future husband who had a Catholic upbringing, and we were married at the               
Pro-Cathedral.  Although I was not of the Catholic faith, I began to attend mass with my                   
mother-in-law, enrolled our sons in separate schools, and became more and more involved as they          
received the sacraments. 
With God’s guidance, the many examples of kindness and acceptance I received from others,           
especially my mother-in-law, Henrietta, I decided to join the Catholic faith.  I received instruction and 
the Sacraments of Baptism and Eucharist with my husband and sons present.  We renewed our            
marriage vows at this time. 
    Shortly after, I was offered and accepted a supply teaching position in the 
North Bay separate schools.  This soon turned into a full-time position and my 
next phase of learning began. 
    As I became familiar with our wonderful Catholic Curriculum, and was 
able to teach (and learn from) the daily Religion lessons, I saw that my faith 
journey was just beginning. Children can be excellent guides.  I realized that 
Religion was not just the lesson of the day, but the all-day, every-day learning 
of God’s love and plans for all of us.  I was able to become involved in my 
students’ preparation for the sacraments, where my learning continued. 
    Although I teach only part-time now, I thank God every day for the gift of being able to share my 
faith with children and to learn from them. 
    Over the years, I have been blessed by the sounds of children praying their special intentions, and 
singing God’s praises at the tops of their voices.  God has often guided me to give the right answers to 
their heart-felt questions.  I love to hear the words:  “Hey Mrs. S., I saw you in church on Sunday.” 
 

Elaine Summers 
 
 
 
 
 
 
    Pat and I experienced a Marriage Encounter Weekend in the Fall of 1973 and our love for each other 
was reinvigorated but the weekend led us to realize that God was not a part of our everyday lives.   
    Through our follow-up sharing groups (most of the other participants were Catholic) we developed a 
desire to “have what they had” in terms of their faith and we went on a search for a faith community 
that we could feel comfortable and welcomed in.  We could not find anything that came close to what 
we felt when with our Catholic friends or when we went to mass with them.   
    Eventually we went to see our local pastor and although he had never experienced both partners in a 
marriage wanting to convert he welcomed us with open arms as did our church community.  As it turns 
out this is the best decision we have ever made second only to our decision to marry and have children. 
 

Richard Dinnes 
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    I am a cradle Catholic, raised in the faith, learned the catechism, was an altar boy and followed my 
faith until my late teens.  Then, I got a job whereby I had to work Sundays and various shifts so my 
faith fell by the wayside.  The more I stayed away from the church, the easier it was for me to attach 
myself to the world and the ways of the enemy. 
    To make a long story short; I drank a lot, spent a lot of time in bars and created bad situations for 
my first marriage. 
    Fast forward to today.  About five years ago, I felt something was missing in my life.  I was singing 
for a funeral in the church of my youth, and it dawned on me that what I needed was to get back to my 
roots; re-learn my faith and get Jesus into my life.  Through my new Christian friends, I have been 
able to do that.   
    I now attend daily Eucharist, go to monthly confession, pray the rosary daily, and am meditating on 
Jesus and Mary.  My prayer life is second only to my devotion to Mary. 
    Now at the age of 65, I am still learning about my beautiful religion and my journey in the faith.  
I'm very grateful for the road I'm on or it could have been very disastrous for me. 
  

Richard Levesque 
 
 

 

    An annulment was something I never anticipated. After twenty years, I found myself coming out of 
a broken marriage with three teenage children. Fortunately I had a career that I loved, and was        
resourceful enough to feel confident I could manage on my own.  
    My concern was: "How does my faith and the sacrament of marriage, now broken, accept me?         
I respected the laws of the church - now what?  
    A friend going through a very similar situation invited me to attend a meeting with her for 
"separated & divorced Catholics" and after attending a few meetings, I was directed to apply to the 
Marriage Tribunal for an annulment.  Though the cooperation for the process was one-sided on my 
part, I pursued with the counsel and compassion of a caring priest and the support of family and 
friends. It was important to me to make it right with the Church. A second marriage was not in my 
plans so a civil divorce was not important at that time.  

    The process was non-threatening and non-judgemental and I found it also to be 
a healing process for me. I didn't find it stressful or intimidating in any way.  Though a 
fee was suggested, it wasn't a condition for obtaining the annulment; however, I did 
manage to pay the Tribunal a few years later.   
    My friend and I came through the experience with our faith stronger. She too is now 
happily remarried in a faith-filled relationship.  In my wildest dreams, I would not 
have seen my future to be as involved in the church as I am.  I am forever grateful to 
the guidance of the clergy and religious in my life and the unconditional love of God. 
    If God brings you to it - He'll bring you through it. 

 
                                                                            Ella Lamothe 
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The Miracle of Song 
 

I'm lying here in my hospital bed just three days after radical surgery for cancer. I'm 
feeling sorry for myself. 
Why me, Jesus, why me? 
The doctor has just left with a frown.  He looks worried.  My blood count is down and 
I've lost twenty pounds, what with chemo and surgery.  But there's more than that.       
My heart's not in it. Just a blank stare on my face. 
Why me, Lord, why me? 
The nurse comes in and helps me set up my Ipod and put the earphones on. “Try listening to some  
music. That'll cheer you up, she said.” I wasn't convinced but I went along. 
I put the music on “random shuffle” not caring what the computer plays. 
Why me, God, why me? Haven’t I done enough? What possible use am I now? 
The first song the computer chooses is “Be Still My Soul, the Lord is on thy side; bear patiently the 
cross of grief or pain.” 
The beautiful melody floods my senses and I cry like a baby. 
The second song the computer chooses is “The Lord is My Shepherd’ I Shall Not Want”. 
This has to be more than coincidence. Now I know I am not alone. 
The third song the computer chooses is “You are The Sunshine of My Life” by Stevie Wonder. 
My hard heart melts in His sunshine. I know Jesus is at my bedside and will always be with me. 
 

John Osburn 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
The Rosary and Grace   
  
 I was a sexually liberated woman, in my early 20’s. Remember the catch phrase, that really meant 
messed up. I was living with a man that I wasn’t married to.  I told him to leave the house.  I went into 
an empty room, sat on the floor and just rocked myself.  I was terrified.  I felt rage well up inside me.   
I don’t know how long I was there. 
     I cried out to God from within. I couldn’t speak, the torment was overwhelming.   The thought  

popped into my head that I needed a Rosary. I went into my bedroom and searched 
through my night table and found one. I went back to the other room.  Clutching 
the Rosary, I again began to rock.  The torment was unbearable.  Another thought 
came to me.  I need to go to Confession.  When I accepted this thought I had a 
semblance of peace. 
     The Rosary beads helped me find my way back from madness. Today this 
meditative prayer continues to be a treasured blessing.   
 

Candace Tunney 
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    Even though I had gone to church all my life, I didn’t understand how God could work in my life or 
was really there for me personally.  Fifteen years ago was a turning point in my faith; however, it had 
begun to grow slowly about four years before that time.   
    It was during this very difficult time that my two young children and I had to find a place to live.   
    One day at noon mass, I had a feeling that God wanted me to change churches and go to the         
Cathedral.  I said to God, “If you want me to change churches, then find me a place to live close by so 
I’ll know that is what you want me to do.”  My daughter wanted to help by looking in the paper, so I 
told her to look only under apartments because we couldn’t afford a house, and to cross out the ones 
that said no pets, as we had two cats.  We looked at many places, and when I thought we had found 
the perfect one it was already rented.  I began to feel disheartened.   
    When someone said, “God has something better,” I wasn’t sure, and still had 
doubts that God was going to help me in this situation.  Then a friend saw a “For 
Rent” sign in a triplex.  I thought I could only afford an apartment, but God had a 
better plan; a small house with two bedrooms, where the  dining room could be 
made into another bedroom, a shared yard for a busy boy, a great neighborhood for 
children, affordable and above all, it was a two-minute walk to the Pro!   
    I think my mouth literally dropped open when I realized God had answered my 
prayer.  All along it was in the paper, but I never saw it as it was under “houses, 
and no pets allowed.”  After a phone call, the landlord was fine with our indoor cats!  This was even 
more than I had asked for or that I could have ever imagined. 
    Msgr. Dave has also helped me grow in my faith.  At the beginning of going to the Pro-Cathedral,   
I went to noon mass one day when I was feeling down.  Msgr. Dave spoke about God’s love.  When I 
went up to get the Eucharist, the way he put it in my hand, I felt a tingle go through my body.  That 
day, I went away from Mass with the amazement that God really did love me.  I needed to hear that  
God is love and that God loves me over and over in order for it to resonate in my soul, and to truly 
believe it.  Since then, my faith has grown in leaps and bounds to where I do truly understand God’s 
love, the beautiful gifts of the Catholic Church, and that He is there for me, guiding every part of my 
life. 

 
Suzanne Barton  

 
 
 
 
Some years back my friend’s brother died.  While the line up of people offering their condolences 
was long Sharon was amused when everyone said "Timmy (her brother) was their best friend.” 
    I never knew Timmy but Sharon is the type who loves all people equally. Never judging, she         
welcomes all people with joy, love and a kindness, not often seen.  Her faith is huge.  She never 
misses an opportunity to speak of the love of Jesus.  I'm sure she is one of God’s angels placed on 
earth to teach by example, how we should live our lives.  
    When God calls Sharon home, all will say "she was my best friend".  I know I will! 
 

Joan Watier 
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    I was 10 years old, and preparing to make my Confirmation.  It had been a special day because we 
had picked our Confirmation names.  Running from the school bus, I couldn’t wait to get home and 
tell my Mom what name I had chosen.  Elizabeth, I told her, oblivious to the shocked look that        
evidently came over her face.  About four years later, I was told the story.  I had been adopted and                 
Elizabeth was my original name. 
    In the early 1940’s, the parish priest at the Pro-Cathedral was Father Humphrey and he knew my 
Mom and Dad had been married over 10 years, and coping with being childless.  A parish priest in 
Westmount, Quebec knew a young woman and her family who were struggling with the news of an 
unwed pregnancy.  Could the priest in Westmount convince this young, pregnant woman to have faith 
and to love enough to give this child to another woman?  Could Father Humphrey convince this   
childless woman to have faith and to love enough to accept this child as her own?  Well, it did happen, 
albeit with the usual secrecy and mystery of the era.  These two priests, men of faith, made it happen.  
My birth mother came to North Bay early in her pregnancy for the duration.  I was born here at           
St. Joseph’s Hospital, and Mom and Dad brought me home when I was but four days old.  Five years 
later, God surprised my Mom and Dad with the birth of my brother.  How blessed I have been.  I had a 
birth mother who through faith and love let me go, and an adoptive mother, who through faith, loved 
me as her own. 
    Only years later, when one of the secrets was finally revealed, did I truly appreciate just how much 
these two women had to draw on their faith.  My adoptive father was my birth father!  My mind was 
in a turmoil mulling over the implications.  It has only been in recent years that I have shared this 
story, it just seemed too unbelievable.  But, fact can be stranger than fiction.  I’ve made the comment,                   
“I had a connection to the Pro-Cathedral before I was born.”  And in faith, I believe, we are exactly 
where the Lord wants us to be. 

 
Mary-Lynn (Doyle) Truchon 
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A Visit With  A Purpose  
    A girlfriend came over for a visit. She was disturbed by her boyfriend’s new found enthusiasm for 
God.  She didn’t understand it.  I listened and prayed in the silence of my heart. 
    We finished our tea.  She was at the door, when I was prompted to ask her if she would like to         
understand him.  Eagerly, she said yes.  I prayed as she submitted to the Holy Spirit.  Soon after, she 
was baptized, then her and her boyfriend were married. 
    They have had their challenges over the years.  They lost a baby.  But God’s mercy brought them 
closer together through that trial. 
    A simple question opened the door for God to enter into this precious woman’s life.  She in turn has 
been a blessing in many other’s  lives.  Blessings all around, that’s what Jesus is all about! 
 

Candace Tunney 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

I Believe in Miracles 
 
    My daughter was dying from the disease of alcoholism.  She was having severe seizures, and          
toward the end of her illness, she was taken by ambulance to the hospital every day for a month.  
    I felt so trapped because no matter how hard I tried to save my daughter nothing worked until I 
gave my daughter completely up to God.  My heart was in so much pain I thought I was dying also. 
All I could say is God, I believe in miracles.  Please give my daughter a second chance and save her. 
    God heard my plea. God saved my daughter. It's been four and a half years that she has been sober 
and doing well. 
    Both our lives have changed tremendously and I have every reason in the world to believe that God 
still performs miracles in the world. 
 

Anonymous 
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On April 23, 2009, I was attending a Seminar at Corpus Christi Church and the last night we were    
visited by a Bishop (I can't remember his name) and at the end of the evening he and Father Ken were 
praying over us to receive the Holy Spirit.  When I got to the altar, I could not believe how quickly the 
Holy Spirit came to me and it was truly the most wonderful experience I have ever had.  Afterwards, 
as I was on my way home, I felt an incredible joy in my heart and it felt as though the Holy Spirit was 
prompting me to write down the things He was telling me.  I just sat at my computer and this poem is 
the result of a very special evening: 

      
When the Holy Spirit came to me  

He took my soul into His own 
He brought me a whole new kind of love  

And took me to a place I have never known. 
 

How could I comprehend this love 
I am just a mere human being 

There are so many things I cannot understand 
And so much I have never seen. 

 
So many beautiful gifts He brings us 

He fills our hearts so full of joy 
We are left in utter amazement 
We are left not knowing why. 

  
But God is the one who sent Him 
On a very special mission to us 

He came to instill unconditional love 
He came to teach us to have faith and trust. 

  
So open your heart and let Him in 

And let Him bring all He has to give 
He's our guide of love who helps us to grow 

So we can have the very best life to live. 
 

Patricia Anderson 
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A very special thank you to everyone who 

shared their personal, faith-filled stories.  
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Pro-Cathedral of the Assumption 
480 McIntyre Street West 

North Bay, Ontario   P1B 2Z4 

(705) 472-3970  ~  cathedral@bellnet.ca 

Please consider sharing your everyday moments of faith, hope and love with others. 
 

Sharing your gift of faith can help others to encounter Christ in their lives! 
 

For Submission Information 

Please Call the Parish Office 

 

We would love to put out more “editions” of these  

“When Faith Comes to Life” Booklets 


