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It is no mystery that we're all believers, at the same time we must reach outside 

the box and invite EVERYONE to the party, not just like-minded people. 

 

WE OPEN OUR DOORS TO EVERYONE! GOD MADE EVERYONE! 



"HEY DOC"  
 

 

 

IT'S TIME!!  
 

THE KNIGHTS OF COLUMBUS  

WASHINGTON STATE 111th  

ANNUAL CONVENTION IN BELLEVUE  

MAY 16 -- 18, 2014 

 
"DON'T FORGET TO  STOP & SAY HI!"  

 

YOU'LL BE WEARY, WEARY SORRY  

IF YOU MISS THIS GATHERING ! 



IT WAS 132 YEARS AGO, IT 
WAS YESTERDAY: 

When Father McGivney founded the Knights of 

Columbus; they were part of a bold plan to form an 

organization that would provide a fraternal bond for  

Catholic men, and offer assistance for future 

Catholic widows and orphans.............................. 

 

By Steve Snell 

 

I suspect that in most lives there are clear moments 

of choice. I think that like our founder, Father 

McGivney, you and I as fellow Knights encounter 

such a moments every day. To take or to give? To 

shut the door on secular "things" while pushing open 

another door to hardship, trouble or pain, to give up 

on what you wanted for yourself, to give yourself 

away working for others, making life better for those 

among us who need help because.......................  

 

BECAUSE"  is the  story: 
 

132 years ago - Father McGivney made his choice. 

Because............... 

ñHe was a man of the people. He was zealous of the 

peopleôs welfare, all the kindliness of his priestly 

soul asserted itself more strongly in his unceasing 

efforts for the betterment of their condition." 

 

Seems like it was just yesterday we made our 

choice: 

BECAUSE...............! 



DUANE VINCENT(12899) 
(1942 - 2014) 

 

"We have lost a Shepherd"  
 

The storm is spent,  

The winds are hushed,  

The waves have died along the shore, 

The tides are still. 

He has passed to the realm of rest ï to the wave less calm of perfect peace. 

 
By STEVE SNELL 

 

APRIL 22: VANCOUVER: As Knights we have suffered a great personal loss 

from our ranks in the death of Duane Vincent, a loss our membership all over the 

state will share. A kind man, Duane was quietly convincing. His good humor and 

good judgment were rightly blended. He did not allow the hardships of life to keep 

him from laughing at his own predicaments. In his final years his witness to God 

was even more exemplified by his daily courage in the face of illness and personal 

suffering. 

 

Duane, candid, and sincere, he practiced what he preached, and looked with a 

Knight's eyes of charity upon the failings and mistakes of men. He believed in the 

power of kindness, and spanned with divine sympathy the gulf that separates the 

fallen from the faithful. For this man I felt the greatest possible regard, this honor-

able man made me his friend by being mine.  
 

We mourn in Brother Vincent the passing of a tribal elder. His sympathies were 

not confined within the boundaries of a creed, but ran out over the manmade walls 

that often separate us. In spite of culture and creed, he read "between the lines" the 

words of tenderness and love, with promises for all the world that came from the 

heart and soul of his God. Brothers, did I mention his voice, the voice no one will 

ever forget. 
 

Duane Vincent lived for others. He accepted challenges and hope deferred. Like Soc-

rates, he did not seek to adorn himself with "things," but rather his soul with the jew-

els of charity, modesty, courage, and above all with the love of his Knights and his 

family.........Farewell my friend and most eloquent "Beggar for Christ."    



MONSIGNOR DILLON  
(1915 - 2014) 

Some of the glitter went out of our world. 
 
By STEVE SNELL 

 

MAY 9: KENNEWICK: My Brothers Monsignor 

Dillon has left us to go home to his Father. They are 

having a welcome home party in heaven today for Monsignor. Let him be our 

model, like him let us give long and faithful community service, let us cheerfully 

perform in the true spirit of the Good Samaritan that was so very much like our 

friend. He enhanced life, he made it seem brighter, more exciting, in him there was 

no offense, no guile. His generous hand and heart were open to all. He was his 

Councilôs soul, their conscience. He was a force to be reckoned with, yet mild and 

gentle, so very loyal to his fellow man, his Knights, and his Church. 

 

Brothers of Council #8179, you have lost one of your brightest ornaments. Cherish 

and imitate his example. While, like him, with justifiable and laudable zeal, you 

pursue the interests and values of our Order, remember, like him, the eternal prin-

cipals of Father McGivney and the Church. 

 

My Brothers, we have long witnessed his Christian conduct and felt the unrivaled 

eloquence of his message. We Knights now feel and enjoy the benefits resulting 

from his firm and passionate devotion to our brotherhood in the State of Washing-

ton. Bear this testimony to the memory of our departed friend and brother. I ask 

you to protect his legacy. Let the values of his legacy be held by us as a rich treas-

ure for each and every one of us. Let it be the test by which to examine the chal-

lenges of the future. After examining the issues thrust upon us ask: what would 

Monsignor Dillon have done with this thing. 

 

May the God in whom he believed give him grace, rest and peace. 

 

Monsignor Dillon's life  was a beautiful tale of  

adventure of the spirit, aboard a little boat  

that dared great deeds. 
 



Msgr. Dillon 's Viewing 

                &  

Rosary/Funeral Plans 
 

 

There will be a viewing and rosary for Msgr. Dillon on    

Sunday, May 18th from 5-7pm at the main church, St. Joseph 

Catholic Parish, 520 S Garfield St, Kennewick, WA 99336.  

 

The funeral will be same place, Monday, May 19th at 11am.   

 

Where: St. Joseph's, Main Church 
 

What:  Viewing/Rosary 

When:  Sunday May 18th, 5-7pm 

 

What:  Funeral 

When: Monday, May 19th, 11am 

 

**********************  
 

 

 



FATHER BROUILLET  

   ASSEMBLY 1169 

WALLA WALLA  

" 100YEARS"  

And your still looking 

FABULOUS!  
 

SATURDAY, JUNE 21, 2014  - we are celebrating the 100th 
Anniversary of the Assembly, beginning with Mass at St. Patrick's Church, 

415 Alder at 5:30PM, immediately followed by a reception and dinner in 

Blanchet Hall in the Parish Center. 

 

All  State Officers, Chairman, Grand Knights, Sir Knights and their wives are 

invited to join us for this event. The price for Dinner is $20.00 per person for 

Prime Rib or Salmon and there will be a no host bar as well. Please reply with 

a check to David Hall no later than June 1, no refunds. 

 

While the Mass is at 5:30 PM, if you plan to be in the color guard you are 

requested to be present by 5 pm at Blanchet Hall. 

 

Contact: David Hall, PFN, Father Brouillet Assembly 1169 

davideugenehall@charter.net    PHONE 1-509-525-3958 

515 Newell Street, Walla Walla, WA 99362-3204 

 

"100 YEARS," OF CHALLENGES AND...... 

THEY  NEVER GAVE UP! 



 

  Hi Lord, it's me. 

We are getting older and things are getting ....bad here. 

Gas prices are too high, no jobs, so much corruption, food and 

heating costs too high. We've lost the way.  I know you were 

taken out of our schools, government and even Christmas, 

but Lord I'm asking you to come back and re-bless America . 

We really need you!  Badly.  

There are more of us who want you than those who don't! 

Thank You Lord, I Love You. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

https://www.facebook.com/photo.php?fbid=10200419096059329&set=a.1212761278536.2029275.1213896606&type=1&ref=nf


DEADLINE  - JUNE 30, 2014 

MUST HAVE FORMS TO  

SUPREME! 
 

Christians  are very good at handing out Bibles to peo-

ple, and praying for things, but many  people don't need 

Bibles, they can't eat prayers. They need food!  

 

Let us remember that the celebration of Mass is also an invitation to a meal. Dur-

ing that meal we are fed both spiritually and physically as we eat and drink of 

Christ Himself. This isn't symbolic -- it's far beyond that. It's literally true and this 

should have a profound impact on anyone who ponders it for more than a moment.  

Sustenance of the body is virtually on par with sustenance of the soul,  

 

Ergo the celebration of a feast at Mass. 

FOOD FOR FAMILIES  

 
 

We hear the message of Christ and expect to join Him at his table 

 

ñBROTHERS LETS MAKE A DIFFERENCE!  

QUESTIONS ï Contact me, (509-386-3462) or stevesnell@charter.net 

STEVE SNELL, DDM, FDD, PFN, PGK  

STATE FAMILYCHAIRMAN  

mailto:stevesnell@charter.net


PREFACE - Today ï my values are such that in 

all honesty I have no ambition to accumulate 

wealth, or to perform any work other than to 

provide the essentials for living. My consuming 

passion has become the achievement of leisure 

time for fundamentally important matters, as I 

see them, of writing, thinking, reading, rambling 

around, being with friends and family, praying, 

traveling, in other words to do the things I want 

to do. My simple needs can be met without en-

gaging in a life of drudgery such as Iôve spent 

many years doing. 

 

THE OLD MAN  
 
By STEVE SNELL 

 

He worked at many jobs in his life. He really wasnôt a big success; but he wasnôt a 

failure either. He just got tired of getting up every morning and going to his job 

and playing ñjob politicsò and chasing the dollar bill for 8 to 10 hours a day. After 

the eight or ten hours he would head for home so he could rest up for the next day's 

shift. He had to stay on the job track for many years to raise his family and provide 

for the safety and security of that family. Then one day, one morning, he just had 

enough. 

 

ñEnough!ò The man said ñIôm tired of this, I donôt care for it any longer, and Iôm 

done with it. This has taken many years of my life and I will not give any more of 

my years to this, Iôm too old to care about it any longer.ò 

 

He stopped working! 

 

The old man stopped caring about filling up grocery carts; he decided to let some-

one else buy the light bulbs, the toilet paper, the pop tarts and the toothpaste. He 

got out of bed when he felt like it and not one minute sooner. He ate when he was 

hungry and as often as he liked, sometimes breakfast was a milk shake or a piece 

of hot cherry pie with ice cream on it. His favorite meal was a cup of coffee and a 

ham sandwich with a slice of onion on it with some chips on the side. If he had an 

upset stomach from the day before; he had cup of tea instead of coffee, or maybe a 

7-up.  



He looked around one morning at his house, ñwhat do I need this house for?ò He 

walked through his house, upstairs and downstairs. We have entertained many 

family and friends here over the past years and Iôve enjoyed every one of those 

events he thought.ò ñYes this is one big house,ò the man said. He sold it. 

 

He had always wanted to travel but he never had the time or the money before. He 

always had to compromise with someone on the travel plans, so even if he went 

somewhere it was always half what it could have been. Well that problem went 

away with someone more sensitive and caring, more responsible and respectful,. 

éand he had a steady job. ñWell why shouldnôt I visit all the places Iôve dreamed 

about?ò he asked himself. ñ I donôt have to work. I sold my house, the wife moved 

on, and Iôve got a little money. 

 

He took a room on the coast for a few months. It rained and the sun didnôt shine 

that much  ñI donôt like it,ò he said in the fall of the year. 

 

The old man found a small apartment in Orlando, Florida for the winter. People 

were nice and they had Disney World and lots of other entertainment, but there 

was no snow at Christmas time ñI donôt like it,ò he said in the spring. 

 

He tried the mountains. He tried the desert. He tried ranches and farms. He tried a 

room on an ocean freighter for several months. He even tried a room in a monas-

tery for three months. 

 

Then he rode the Trans ï Mongolian Railway across Russia to 

Mongolia and lived with the Mongolian herders in white gers 

(felt-lined tents, yurt in Russian) and rode their tough little hors-

es across the plains. The Mongolian horse dates back about 6000 

years ïa great experience, but they wore him out. 

 

ñWhatôs going on with me?ò he asked himself. ñI guess Iôm becoming a wanderer, 

I canôt seem to find anything or place I like.ò ñI need something that will give me 

new purpose,ò he looked around at where he was headed and where heôd been. 

 

He bought a bus ticket and took another long trip. He went lots of places, saw lots 

of things, met many interesting people and seen many interesting things, things he 

would probably never forget. It was a long trip, to long; when it was over he was 

pooped. He found a room and slept off and on for several days waking up only for 

coffee and bread with butter and peanut butter. When he was totally rested he went 

on a food binge for a couple of days, ñIôm rested and full,ò the old man said. 



In the morning after breakfast and a rejuvenating shower followed by a great cup 

of de-caff coffee with two creams. He went to the lap of his comfortable chair in 

front of the TV and sat at peace for several minutes, not doing anything, just sit-

ting. The old man nodded off into a nap sitting in his comfortable chair with his fa-

vorite blanket draped over him. He had found complete peace within and without.  

 

Almost three days passed before they found him and all 

they could say was how rested and peaceful he looked. One 

manôs death in a world where everyone dies, the old man 

found his place. 

 

                        OLD MAN'S  EPILOGUE  

 

I am now totally at peace. Thereôs nothing more to want, nothing more I need. 

Nowhere else Iôd rather be. The storms of my life are at rest, like leaves fallen from 

trees in the fall that have settled to the earth. The quiet is like the aftermath of a 

rain, all is still, and all is perfect. There is an unmistakable feeling of warmth; a 

deep calm feeling surrounds all. 

 

There is a shaft of sunlight streaming through the window and resting on the floor 

of my last room. There are dust particles the sun has illuminated, dancing in and 

out of the shaft of sunlight, whirling and sparkling and ever dancing to the silent 

music of the moment. The sun warms and welcomes this last earthly moment of 

pleasure and deepens the depth of my happiness. This is one of those times of pure 

joy and brings about a profound contentment with my past life and all the experi-

ences that came with it. 

 

There were of course many difficulties and hard times, but at this moment I feel 

ñpaid in fullò for all the speed bumps Iôve encountered. Paid with an appreciation 

of the gift of life and the pleasures it brought me. Until we meet again, God Bless. 
 

The quieter you become, the more you are able to hear.  



100 YEAR OLD ME 

When I'm 100 I will play 

games with my grandchildren. 

I will wear a sweater all of the 

time. I will take naps every 

day. I will take my wife to 

 Pizza Hut for dinner. 

 

( elementary school student) 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


