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“For my thoughts are not your thoughts,
neither are your ways my ways,”
declares the Lord.
"As the heavens are higher than the earth,
so are my ways higher than your ways
and my thoughts than your thoughts.”
- Isaiah 55:8-9

These things I have spoken unto
you, that in me you might have
peace. In the world you sha" have
tribulation: but be of good cheer;
I have overcome the world.
- John 16:33

Despite the “lock-down” conditions necessitated by the coronavirus, your Council & Assembly has distinguished itself
by the positive actions taken since the crisis started.
In particular, we had TWO very successful Food Drives in April that resulted in over 8,500 pounds of food and $8,044
in donations. That actually bears repeating: in the face of uncertainty and concerns for self, the Knights organized and
accomplished TWO food drives in April and (for the most part) our parish responded by contributing over 8,500
pounds of food and $8,044 in donations. How do you top that?
One way, Ed San Gil found, was to help feed the frontline workers responding to the crisis. In the past month he’s
provided over 1200 meals (and counting), and he plans to continue to do so for the foreseeable future. It’s an incredible
story and the Kitsap Sun picked up on it—I’ve essentially reprinted it below for those who haven’t yet read it. Next
time you talk to Ed, even more uplifting is his sense of a Providential Hand guiding the eﬀort along the way. The
manner in which all the pieces came together clearly reflected a Power beyond his own, blessing his eﬀorts. As he says,
you become much more aware when things transcend coincidence. And he will also attest to how a self-sacrificing
action can work to cast a whole new light on our, at times, dark world.
Finally, despite everything else preoccupying our attention, the Assembly managed to do a Teddy Bear Drive and 30 of
them were donated to Harrison Hospital for children patients. This is a program initiated by the late Bill Paxson and
still done periodically by our Council/Assembly.

What’s Next? On Sunday, May 17th, we’ll be doing a third Drive-through Food Drive in the
HTC parking lot. Watch for more information to follow…
And please plan on supporting this important event!
1

April 30, 2020

Upcoming Dates for your Calendar:
Sat, May 2: Communal Rosary ONLINE @ 4:30 PM: https://bluejeans.com/3445465336
Tue, May 5: Council Meeting ONLINE @ 6:30 PM: https://bluejeans.com/3445465336
Sun, May 17: Drive-through Food Drive @ noon-3PM in HTC parking lot.

We may have had to use Social Distancing,
but we managed to do some catching up on
Knight and Family of the Month Awards!
Around the Horn, starting top left,
going clockwise:
Family-of-Month for Jan, Rob & Sheila Perez,
F-of-M for Feb, Martin & Karen Holladay,
Knight-Of-Month for Jan, Matt Brazerol,
K-of-M for Feb, Randy Paulino,
K-of-M f0r Mar, Ed San Gil.
CONGRATULATIONS one-and-ALL!
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From the Kitsap Sun, April 3, 2020:
BREMERTON — When Ed San Gil heard from his daughter — an administrative employee at Harrison
Medical Center’s emergency room — that hospital staﬀ members were struggling to eat because of the
lack of late-night food options, he knew just what to do.
San Gil put together 20 plates of grilled chicken, steak, rice and cucumber salad, packed up his truck,
and arrived at the hospital wearing a facemask and gloves to pass out the meals to nurses and staﬀ
members working the overnight shift.
“I said, ‘These are meals that come from the community to show our appreciation,’” San Gil said.
A nurse posted about the surprise delivery on Facebook, and overnight San Gil found himself on the
receiving end of $400 in donations. The money allowed him to cook and deliver additional meals to
Harrison in Bremerton and Silverdale the next day.
In the two weeks since, the eﬀort has blossomed into a full-blown volunteer meal program for workers
on the frontlines of the COVID-19 outbreak. San Gil and a team of volunteers have delivered more than
500 meals to local hospitals, police departments, grocery stores and outpatient clinics. Community
members have donated about $4,800 in cash and supplies.
San Gil, a native of Guam, grew up working in the kitchen of his family’s restaurant. For him, delivering
home-cooked food is a way to show appreciation and provide a morale boost for the workers on the
vanguard of the COVID-19 pandemic.
“So many people want to help, like myself and our friends, and this is the only way we know how to do
it,” San Gil said.
Now calling themselves “Team Hope and Compassion,” San Gil has found no shortage of volunteers to
donate food, funds or time into keeping frontline workers fed. Friends with a background in the
restaurant industry have oﬀered to cook meals — pulled pork, baked ham, red rice, macaroni salad and
more — while community members stepped up to deliver the food.
The group makes sure to practice proper social-distancing throughout the process — the cooks either
leave food outside for San Gil to pick up or drop oﬀ meals at his home. When making a delivery,
volunteers wear masks and gloves.
Meals aren’t just meant for healthcare workers. Hospital administrative staﬀ, janitors, maintenance
workers and security staﬀ are all considered “frontliners.”
“The way I see it is they are doing their best to keep the patients alive and we're doing our job to keep
them alive,” San Gil said.
Deliveries have already spread beyond the borders of Kitsap County.
On Wednesday, San Gil delivered more than 50 meals to Harrison’s outpatient clinic and Bloodworks
Northwest donation center in Silverdale, and grocery store clerks at SAAR’s Super Saver Foods in
Bremerton. Volunteers have taken meals to Mason General Hospital, a Veteran’s Aﬀairs hospital in
Tacoma, and the Poulsbo Police Department. On Thursday, the group made its most ambitious trek yet,
delivering meals to Auburn Medical Center.
San Gil doesn’t plan to stop there — his goal is to continue until the group has delivered 1,000 plates or
funding runs out. He’s accepting recommendations for other essential workers who may benefit from a
free meal — employees working with the homeless, bus drivers and volunteers who provide meals to
students are next on the list for meals.
“The whole purpose of what we're doing is to ignite some spark so that the community can come
together, because we're all in this together,” San Gil said.
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Ed San Gil article (continued):
Local businesses have begun their own eﬀorts to feed first responders.
The Hound and Bottle restaurant in Bremerton started a “Pay It Forward” program that allows
customers to donate a meal to local organizations. Last week, the Manette restaurant delivered paella to
Bremerton firefighters and Harrison medical staﬀ. Up next, it's looking to provide meals to local
homeless shelters.
Alan Davis, the restaurant's owner, says the eﬀorts help provide for those in need while sustaining the
business and its workers.
“We’re just trying to take care of our people and if we can care for our community, that’s a bigger win,”
he said. “In times that are diﬃcult and there’s anxiety, we can help.”
While it “hurts” to see the restaurant empty, Davis says that means people “are doing the right thing”
and staying home. And even in tough times, people are looking to do something to help.
“What I see are compassionate people and our community is that. They want to support each other,” he
said.
Similarly, San Gil said he doesn’t want to compete with local businesses who might be struggling during
the outbreak. His plan is for Team Hope and Compassion to purchase food from local restaurants that
have been closed by Gov. Jay Inslee’s stay-at-home order and deliver those meals to workers.
“We are not above having folks help out in our mission,” San Gil said.
Anyone who wishes to donate can contact San Gil at guamislander@hotmail.com.
Postscript: Ed is now using our church kitchen for his food preparation! (What an appropriate new use
of the facility in lieu of our monthly parish meal oﬀering: “When one door closes, another opens.”
Left: John McGannon, Assembly
3097, presents Caitlin Ehli,
Harrison Hospital Foundation
Administrative Assistant, 30
teddy bears for children in the
hospital. This used to be annual
event that was started by Sir
Knight Bill Paxson.

Knights Scholarships!
Applications will be available
starting May 17th, from
Lois May, Faith Formation, at:

l.may@holyt.org.
3 scholarships will be awarded,
$600 each!
Applications are due
June 7th!

Dan O’Keefe is our Knights of Columbus Field Agent.
If you have any insurance or financial planning questions, Phone: 360-808-2052, or daniel.OKeefe@KOFC.ORG
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Ed San Gil decided to use his
“ S t a y a t Ho m e ” f r e e - t i m e
serving others.
Using his restaurant experience,
he put together a full-blown
volunteer meal program for
workers on the frontlines of the
COVID-19 outbreak.
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For I was hungry and you gave
me food, I was thirsty and you
gave me drink, a stranger and
you welcomed me.
- Matthew 25:35

Then Jesus took the loaves, gave
thanks, and distributed them to
those who were reclining, and also
as much of the fish as they wanted.
- John 6:11

Our Palm Sunday Food Drive went extremely well, especially considering the the short-fuzed planning, and,
of course, the uncertainty and concerns about our coronavirus circumstances. We had wonderful weather for a
food drive, and it was representative of our results: over 100 cars/families donated and we collected about
2800 pounds of food and $2631 in checks and cash. Including set-up, the 3-hour event, breakdown, and
delivery of the food, we had about 32 Knights and family members help with the effort, while many others
donated. Both food banks were incredibly grateful (even overjoyed), by the results and it went so well we
immediately committed to conduct another Food Drive two weeks later, on Sunday, April 19th. Additionally,
St. Vincent’s Food Bank committed to provide their truck ahead of time for loading and transporting the food
to the food banks. We were certainly not disappointed in our hopes: over 5,700 pounds of food and $5,414 in
donations were collected on the 19th—more than doubling our Palm Sunday drive. Now, we are on track for
another food drive on Sunday, May, 17th. Food Banks everywhere, of course, are serving a greater need now
during the coronavirus outbreak, and food drives such as ours are all the more important as well.
Before these food drives we couldn’t be certain how people would respond: Would they be too worried, wary
of going out and cautious? Or would they be anxious to help and generous? 8,500 pounds of food and $8,044
in donations has since provided a fairly definitive, and uplifting, answer to that question. Vivat Jesus…

Palm Sunday Food Drive: A prayer before starting certainly helped to garner over two
trailers full of food for two local food banks, St. Vincent and the Bremerton Foodline.
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Drive-through
Food Drive
April 19, 2020
Food Bank Directors
Left:
Kimberly Faulkner
Right:
Polly Gerrish
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Drive-through Food Drive, April 19, 2020
Below: Check Presentations
Left: Grand Knight Jack Seaman presenting to Kimberly Faulkner, Bremerton Foodline
Right: Jack Seaman GK, with Polly Gerrish and Bill Dewey FS

T.K.’s Reflections
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Thomas K. LaBombard

Anguish, Pain, & Joy
“Amen,

amen, I say to you, you will weep and mourn, while the world rejoices;
you will grieve, but your grief will become joy.”
- John 16:20

It was July 30th, 2013. Karen and I have been through this six times. The nurses were running in and out of the
room; the doctor soothingly talking to expecting mom, “One more time! You’re almost there, just one more time!”
The ceiling light was turned oﬀ, and the directed lights were turned on so the doctor could better see; medical
drop cloths were strategically placed for delivery; the crib was rolled into place, as was the table that will soon hold
the bathtub to gently clean baby. Today was not Karen and my special time; it was my son and daughter-n-law’s,
Kelly Micheal and Trysh.
The day before, I was in session with a client and missed a telephone call from Trysh. When I concluded my
session, I saw that Karen had sent me a text message telling me that Trysh was at the hospital, and something was
wrong. Kelly was trying to find someone to cover his shift at work; I realized that something was really wrong. I
had my oﬃce manager clear my schedule for the rest of the day. When I got to the hospital, Trysh had gone home
to get some clothing. Her doctor saw me, and brought me into a private room to talk. Trysh had previously given
her permission to talk with me as needed. The doctor, Andrea Hedrick, is an awesome lady. Out of all the doctors
in the Valley who deliver babies, she is the best. She is gentle, she is empathetic, she is kind, and she is
encouraging. As a doctor, she is the whole package. Andrea let me know the situation and what her concerns were,
and what they were going to do. She wanted to let me know so I could help Kelly Micheal and Trysh through this;
they were going to induce labor; Trysh was only 28 weeks pregnant.
I stayed with my son and his beautiful bride throughout the day, hoping that I was not encroaching on their
special moment. I wanted to be there for them, but I was worried that I might be in the way. Earlier in the day, I
explained to both Trysh and Kelly that if they need me to leave for a while to let me know; it would not hurt my
feelings; I’ve been there and done that; I understood. Later in the evening I went home, and Karen took my place
and stood watch. She came home late, because Kelly and Trysh were going to try and get some sleep.
The next morning I was sitting on the back porch eating breakfast when I called Kelly, but Trysh answered, he was
still asleep. She reported that at the moment she was six centimeters dilated; twenty-five minutes later, Kelly
texted saying that she was at a nine. I drove like a bat out of hell to get to the hospital. Karen had to call the
parents of the kids she babysits so they could come get their children; she arrived just in time for baby to come.
Those who were present were Kelly Micheal and Trysh (of course), the doctor, two nurses, Karen and me. As I
said, Karen and I had been through this six times; Kelly had been present for the birth of his brothers, and for his
sister Tatum LaDawn. Karen and Kelly were on the left side of the bed talking and helping and encouraging Trysh,
the nurses were on the other side; I sat on the opposite side of the room to stay out of the way.
The energy was the same. The rushing of the hospital staﬀ, the masterful way they completed their tasks, with
expressions of enthusiasm and encouragement; the family striving to contain their enthusiasm; the excitement of
the coming of one of God’s little ones.
Two nights earlier, I could not sleep. I had such a burden for my son that I prayed pretty much all night. I went up
stairs, and had my other sons pray with me for a few minutes as well. I have experienced this burden only three
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times in my life. One of which occurred the evening of November 29th, 2000. On that night I felt and knew that
one of my children was going to pass away. I cried, grieved, and prayed all that night. I felt stupid, because there
was no reason for me to be feeling as I did. Two evenings later, Tatum LaDawn passed away. As I look back, I
know that God was preparing me, and allowing me to grieve early so I could be strong for the rest of the family as
they grieved. Now, I did not know why, but my burden was for Trysh and Kelly. Once again, I cried, I grieved, and
I prayed.
Karen and I had been through it six times. The nurses were running in and out of the room; oh, how wonderful
was the masterful way they completed their tasks, with expressions of enthusiasm and encouragement; the doctor
soothingly talking to expecting mom, “One more time! You’re almost there, just one more time!” The ceiling light
was turned oﬀ, and the directed lights were turned on so the doctor could better see; medical drop cloths were
strategically placed for delivery; the crib was rolled into place, as was the table that will soon hold the bathtub to
gently clean the baby; the family striving to contain their enthusiasm; the excitement of the coming of one of
God’s little ones. The energy was the same; the emotion was not.
I sat in the back of the room to stay out of the way, and watched my son as he held his wife’s hand. My heart broke
in anguish for him. At that moment he was experiencing the thrill of seeing his unborn child, and the sorrow of his
child’s death. The baby died several days ago, but was born this morning. Kelly was experiencing the agony and
anguish that I have prayed my children would never have to endure. He was experiencing it at the time that he
should have been smiling, laughing, cooing, and baby-talking. He was experiencing it at a time that he should have
been holding his child high for the whole family and world to see. He was experiencing it at a time that he should
have been calling friends and bragging of his newborn son.
Trysh and Kelly Micheal named him Thomas Kelly LaBombard; after his grandpa. He was two pounds and two
ounces, and was fourteen inches long. He had Trish’s nose, and Kelly Micheal’s hair; boy howdy, did he have hair.
All in all though, he looked like his Uncle Dominic. Karen had the honor of cutting the umbilical cord, and she
was diligent in taking photos. Trysh and Kelly both held Tommy. The nurses gave him a gentle bath, and clothed
him. They cleaned the room and then tactfully left so the family could be alone.
I have already heard people say, “There must have been a reason…God has a plan…at least he’s in Heaven.” I do
realize that that when people say these things they mean well. That is not needed at times like this. I recall the
story in the Bible of when the disciples saw a man blind from birth and asked Jesus what sin the man’s parents had
committed to have a son born blind. To paraphrase Jesus’ answer, it is what it is. Bad things happen. Diﬃcult, sad
things happen. My family is no better than the family who lives down the road. People live, people die. It is what it
is. Still, I do pray that God will take this situation and bless and minister to others in a way that only God can.
The energy is the same; as is the sorrow and anguish. His name was Thomas Kelly LaBombard, and he was my
grandson. I will always love him.
*

*

*

*

*

Last month I wrote about ministering and serving those in need during this pandemic; I did not focus on Easter
despite it being the Easter season. On the evening before Easter, I watched “The Passion of the Christ” as I do
every Easter; it always puts my mind and spirit into perspective. The past few weeks I have reflected much on
what it must have been like for God the Father to allow his son to be crucified, and to take on the sins of the
world. The Bible reads that at the moment Christ passed away, the Father turned his back. The anguish and pain
that he must have felt, he was allowing his son to be murdered. Yes, for a good reason; but still.
Even today, almost 7 years later, I recall the anguish of the day my grandson was born. That day I prayed that the
pain be used for God’s glory and witness. He has done just that. My son has used his story to minister to others, as
have I. The pain we suﬀered has been used for good in ministry to others. In a small, I emphasize an extremely
small way; I can almost understand what God the Father must have felt. In my selfishness, I am happy that he was
willing to suﬀer the way he did—for my sake, as for yours. It was not only Christ who sacrificed, but it was God
the Father, and God the Holy Spirit as well. Their pain, God’s pain has been turned into joy. Their pain has
become our joy. Amen. I love you guys, and pray for all of you daily. Peace and blessing upon every one of you.
Tempus Fugit, Momento Mori – Vivat Jesus!
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