
 

 
 

 
Upcoming Mass Details: 

 

Date/Time/Location: 
TBD January 2023 – Confession 5:30pm, Mass 6:00pm 

The Austin Venue - 18619 Hamilton Pool Rd, Austin, TX 78738 
 

Contact information:  
 

Fr. Stephen McKenna:  email: frmckenna@sgg.org mobile: 978-764-6599 
Fr. Thomas Simpson:  email: frsimpson@sgg.org mobile: 513-378-2870 
Coordinator:  email: coordinator@olosorrows.org  mobile: 512-827-8776 

website: www.olosorrows.org twitter: @OLOSTexas 
 
 

Note From Father: 
Dear Faithful,  
 
Here we are, coming down the final stretch of Advent and fast approaching Christmas.  It always seems to 
pass by so quickly, and this year is no different, despite being the longest Advent can be. 
 
Fr. Simpson is down in Dallas this weekend, saying Mass Saturday and Sunday for all the faithful at the St. 
Anthony Mission.  At the same time, I am in Milwaukee and follow Sunday Morning’s Masses at St. Hugh with 
an evening Mass in Park Falls, WI.  Monday, I make the long drive back home to prepare for Christmas. 
 
Fr. Lehtoranta travels up to Milwaukee on Friday for his annual Christmas visit, which will include an extended 
stay through the whole of Christmas week.  With the school being on break for Christmas, Fr. Lehtoranta is 
free to travel and very much enjoys getting up north for his favorite holiday.  Hopefully, for his little Finnish 
heart, he will be able to have a white Christmas, so long as the snow doesn’t affect travel for everyone to the 
chapel. 
 
Speaking of a white Christmas, I am almost guaranteed to have snow, as I fly up to North Dakota on Christmas 
morning.  I will help with the Pontifical Mass at St. Gertrude’s at Midnight.  I always look forward to this trip.  
Despite meaning I only get a couple hours sleep after Midnight Mass and that I must travel on Christmas Day, 
it is wonderful to be able to bring sacraments to people who wouldn’t have them, otherwise.  Every Mass is a 
new Nativity… and to bring that Incarnation to others, is truly a special privilege. 
 
In Christ,  
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
Fr. McKenna 
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Advent Novena Prayer 
 

Hail and blessed be the hour and the moment in which the Son of God was born of the Most Pure Virgin 
Mary, at midnight, in Bethlehem, in piercing cold. At that hour, vouchsafe, O my God! to hear my prayer and 

grant my petitions through the merits of Our Savior Jesus Christ and of His Blessed Mother. Amen. 
(Traditionally said 15 times a day from St. Andrew’s Day until Christmas.) 

 

Advent Thoughts 
 
The Catholic world admired the Little Flower mostly because it sensed how her hidden, pure, penitential life 
stood out so strongly against a loud, brassy, pleasure-mad age. Backgrounds always bring out contrasts. 
Against the black velvet of the midnight sky, stars sparkle like white diamonds. Against the green circle of a 
Christmas wreath, the red holly berries glow like rubies. And (speaking of flowers, Little and otherwise) against 
the common dirt all about it, the lily lifts its beauty like a white banner. Isn’t it a touching mystery how out of 
the black soil, that dark home of the worm and the beetle and the bug, there pushes up a lily, immaculate as 
an altar cloth, soft-woven as a vestment, and shaped as graceful as an uplifted chalice? Perhaps God wanted 
to give us a constant sermon on climbing above the dirt and the vile smut that may surround us in our life, so 
He preaches it perpetually from the marble-white pulpit of a lily. 
 
Dirt is all around us too, the dirt of sensuality and indecency, the loose crumbling earth of loose crumbling 
morals. You need but glance at the top of some newspaper columns and you get the squirmy feeling you are 
looking at the top of a garbage can, with gossip columnists running in and out like maggots. A decent Christian 
era would draw a pitying curtain over certain happenings, not put the crime in a picture window; not be 
photographed standing beside it. Is it that in our age nothing matters and anything goes? 
 
The great danger is that we liable to consider all this as normal, to get used to it, to assume that this is the 
way things have to be, just as the poor wretches in concentration camps took moldy bread and thin soup as 
normal nutrition. Day after day they were fed nothing else. And it is so similar with us. On Sunday we hear the 
Gospel read, and perhaps a semonette preached. For those few fleeting minutes we look at the world through 
the lenses of faith. We get the viewpoint of God. But we walk out of the church doors, and perhaps from the 
first billboard we glance at, or the first page of the Sunday paper, we begin our solid unbroken week of 
listening to the gospel according to the world. The religion of mink and Miami, of a large income and a small 
family, of narrow prejudices and broad morals, of too much hard liquor and too many easy divorces, of 
fastidious deodorants and filthy shows: by all this we are surrounded, and like the lily we must lift our heads 
above the dirt; remind ourselves that our destiny is not to be down with the animals but up with the angels. 
“You are called to be,” says Holy Scripture, “children of God!” 
 

Prayer of St. Thomas 
 

Touching the Lord's side, thou didst attain to the perfection of good things, for, as a sponge, thou drew 
therefrom the fount of all good and drank the draught of everlasting life, driving out ignorance from the 

minds of men and filling them with the doctrines of the knowledge of God. 
 

First incredulous, then believing, thou strengthened those who were tempted, preaching to every creature 
how our Lord and God became flesh for us on earth and suffered death on the cross, being transfixed with 

nails and having His side opened with a lance, whence we draw life. 
 

Most holy apostle, who dost rejoice in the vision of God, thou didst flood with light all the land of the Indies; 
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when thou hadst enlightened these children of the light and the day, inspired by the Spirit, thou didst 
overthrow their pagan temples and didst raise their people in the love of God, to the praise and glory of the 

Church--O blessed intercessor for our souls. 
 

Through a vision of the divine, thou didst become, O Thomas the Apostle, the mystic cup of the spiritual 
wisdom of Christ, in whom the souls of the faithful rejoice; a spiritual net, thou didst draw men from the 
abyss of ignorance. Hence thou became as a stream of charity from Sion, filling every creature with thy 

teachings of the divine. Thou didst imitate the Passion of Christ and, with thy side pierced for Him, didst put 
on immortality. Pray to Him for us, that He may have mercy on our souls. 

 

A Prayer to Mary Immaculate 
 
O Virgin Immaculate, thou who by a singular privilege of grace wast preserved from original sin, look in pity 
upon our separated brethren, who are nevertheless thy children, and call them back to the center of unity. 

Not a few of them, although separated from the Church, have kept a certain veneration for thee; and do 
thou, generous as thou art, reward them for it, by obtaining for them the grace of conversion. 

 
Thou was conqueror of the infernal serpent from the first instant of thy existence; renew even now, for it is 
now more necessary than ever before, thine ancient triumphs; glorify thy divine Son, bring back to Him the 
sheep that have strayed from the one fold and place them once more under the guidance of the universal 

Shepherd who holds the place of thy Son on earth; let it be thy glory, O Virgin who destroyest all heresies to 
restore unity and peace to all Christian people. Amen. 

 

Christmas Eve Prayer 
 
O Divine Infant! we, too, must needs join our voices with those of the Angels, and sing with them: Glory be 

to God! and Peace to men! We cannot restrain our tears at hearing this history of Thy Birth. We have 
followed Thee in Thy journey from Nazareth to Bethlehem; we have kept close to Mary and Joseph on the 
whole journey; we have kept sleepless watch during this holy Night, waiting Thy coming. Praise be to Thee, 
sweetest Jesus, for Thy mercy! and love from all hearts, for Thy tender love of us! Our eyes are riveted on 

that dear Crib, for our Salvation is there; and there we recognize Thee as the Messias foretold in those 
sublime Prophecies, which Thy Spouse the Church has been repeating to us, in her solemn prayers of this 

Night. Thou art the Mighty God--the Prince of Peace--the Spouse of our souls--our Peace--our Saviour--our 
Bread of Life. And now, what shall we offer thee? A good Will? 

 
Ah! dear Lord! Thou must form it within us; Thou must increase it, if Thou hast already given it; that thus, we 

may become Thy Brethren by grace, as we already are by the human nature Thou hast assumed. But, O 
Incarnate Word! this Mystery of Thy becoming Man, works within us a still higher grace:--it makes us, as Thy 

Apostle tells us, partakers of that divine nature, which is inseparable with Thee in the midst of all Thy 
humiliations. Thou hast made us less than the Angels, in the scale of creation; but, in Thy Incarnation, Thou 
hast made us Heirs of God, and Joint-Heirs with Thine own divine Self! Never permit us, through our own 

weaknesses and sins, to degenerate from this wonderful gift, whereby Thy Incarnation exalted us, and oh! 
dear Jesus, to what a height! Amen 

 

Set Your Missal 
 

Fourth Sunday of Advent.  Second Collect of Our Lady in Advent, third Against the Persecutors of the Church.  
Trinity Preface. 


