
Dear Father, 

 

Why are some people still receiving Communion on the tongue when the Bishop 

clearly said not to?  This puts you and others at risk and without you what will 

happen? 

Thank you for your question and concern. 

Upon reopening of Mass the directives from the Diocese were that it is “strongly 

encouraged” that Communicants receive Holy Communion in the hand.  Some 

people are very particular about receiving the Body of Christ only on the tongue.  

Later on, in an effort to keep everyone safe the Bishop has made a concession for 

this.  Those who wish to receive on the tongue are asked to come up last. 

I truly appreciate your care and concern for my health, however as your Pastor, it 

is my job to live as an example for you all.  I live by faith, and fear is not a part of 

me.  I am not a fear driven person. 

At the same time we need to be prudent, cautious and use common sense by 

taking precautions.  When I give Communion on the hand or on the tongue, I am 

very careful not to touch any part of the Communicant.  I am following the 

Diocesan directives and state rules regarding the COVID – 19.  Hereafter we are 

asking all those who want to receive on the tongue to come up after all the 

others.  

RULES FOR CATHOLICS : AS YOU OBSERVE THE CHURCH & GOVERNMENT 

RULES…ALSO TRY TO OBSERVE HEAVENLY RULES AS WELL. 

    Wash your heart with Christ's blood. (Psalm 73:1) 

    Keep a social distance from evil. (Job 28:28 ) 

   Avoid the crowd of wickedness and wicked men. (Psalm 1:1) 

   Cover your mind from being infected from the sneeze of sin and hatred.(Lev 

19:17) 

   Do not shake hands with abomination.(Deut 25:16) 

   Do not hug or embrace hearsay and false teachings.(2 Pet.2:1) 

   Be safe so that you will be saved. (Jer 17:14) 

   Sanitize your life with the Word of God. (Psalm 1:2). 

   In case you notice any symptoms of sin, call the helpline of Christ in 

PRAYER.(Jer 33:3) 

   Always remember to boost your spiritual immunity with Faith and the Power of 

the Holy Spirit. (Jude1:20). 

 



Question to the pastor: 10/9/2020 

What is one of your favorite childhood stories or memories? 

I was seven or eight years old. Christmas holidays. One day as I was playing in the street with other 

kids and saw my mom coming from work much earlier than the usual time. She didn’t look good. She 

looked sad and her face was pale. She grabbed me by hand and said, “Let’s go.” We didn’t go home 

(my grandmother’s home). But to the road, three miles from the village. I understood that something 

happened at the work in the farm, may be an argument between my mom and grandma. I didn’t have 

any clue where we were going. 

We waited for some time at the bus stop. One or two buses came and went by. I knew my mom has 

no money. It was about 5:00 in the evening. We started walking on the road towards the city. I 

remember asking, “Mom, where are we going?” There was no answer. We kept going. We stopped at 

a well to quench our thirst and the sun was setting.  

We saw a caravan of bullock-carts, farmers taking their produce to the market in the city. We 

accompanied them. It got pitch dark. After a while, a farmer called us to get into his cart. At around 

8:00 pm the caravan stopped at a small-town for rest and to have something to eat. We traveled 

already about 20 miles from the village. I was really hungry, and my mom was too. But we had 

nothing to eat. I didn’t think that my mom had any clue where were going. It was cold, we had 

nothing to cover ourselves. We got some water to drink from the well and sat down in open ground. 

The farmer who gave us a ride, saw us and offered a portion of his meal brought from home. Then, 

we took shelter under the same bullock-cart we came in. The farmer was very kind to us.  

At around 3:00 am the caravan, gone and we were left alone. We walked to a nearby portico of a 

shop and took shelter. I was in my mom’s lap and with her thin cotton sari she covered me and held 

me so close to her to protect me from cold and she was shivering and I could feel her hands and 

mouth shaking. I could feel my feet and legs almost getting numb. My mother started praying, “Our 

Father and Hail Mary …” and I too joined her and we both were shivering. That was one of my holy 

moments. I was touched to the core of life by my mother’s concern, care and love for me and how 

she was ready to protect me at any cost and the trust in the Lord and Blessed Mother Mary. Of 

course, We had no sleep the whole night. 

At around 5:00 am, I noticed a flame of fire nearby and few people warming themselves up at the fire. 

I asked my mom if we could go and warm ourselves up too. We went. The people welcomed us and 

we felt a bit more comfortable at the fire. When the coffee shop was opened, one the guys offered to 

buy us coffee.  

After a while, we went to the local market. My mother asked few people if they needed any help, but 

no luck. About 1:.00 pm, we heard a lady calling for my mom by name and came closer and saw that 

my grandmother was looking all around for us and crying. She asked us to come back to her. She paid 

for our lunch and gave us money to get back. When we got down the bus at our stop around 4:00 pm, 

my grandma was there. She took both of us into her hug and both of them crying for about more than 

a minute. I felt so comforted and affirmed. My grandma asked my mom, never do to such a thing 

anymore. It was a happy ending. I was touched by their love for one another and their love for me. I 

am who I am today is because of those two women. I thank God for his blessing through them for me.     
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