LOVE

PRESENTATION
A mother and her child,
They steénd among the crowd,
Dim vision of & brilliant long ago.
A men spproaches, composite of &ll who wait

To gee the face of Christ.

And will he find it here?
Will he gsze on her bundle,
Pind in ny own face eternal Peace?
Will only death free captive of Love's baby eyesa?
Baeby Jesue, live =nd love, and lsugh and cry
my baby tears.

Live, Jesus, T0DaY:

8-2-63






LOVE

0 Womani
How glorious is yonr name.
You whose beauty msde God wigh to leap to e&rth;
Whose solitary FIAT made almighty God dependent on
creation;
Whose llother's care bade Jesus chénge the wine that
one day would become His Precious Blood.
0 Women, now Christ shouts to me, "Behold thy uother!™
And angels praise = God Who zives to them & Queen.
AVTE MARIA!S
2-11-63






NOW ATD ALWAYS
Today I kneel before our living God
A8 you, Jerome, or sc the gtory gzoes.
I bring you gifte, I smile, and God smiles too,

For these gifts are not mine to give, He knows.

These are but His own gifts to me, His child,
This love &nd warmth and Holy lMaess I give.
But 2t the door of ugly poverty

God knocks @nd opens- He descends to live.

in celebreting the feast of 35t. Jerome

with Fr. Lucien, 1963

APTHER LIPTIWG MY EYES

My Pather, when I was & child then You thought &s & child
And You built me s kite.

You taught me how to fly it.

My heart soared with it,

In thrilling squeals discovering Your marvels beneath me.
But now I've reached the end of my rope.

Delight of plaeythings hés blown to oblivion.

I seem to fall back to the earth.

With nothing left to ecling to,

¥ith nothing left to pull me up, away,

I maginfy You, Father.

At leset 811 earth is mine.

7-4-66
Cne littel Worad
Gcd speaks today.
To more --no lesgsg--
wish to say.
JESUS!?
Chrietmastinme, 1963






TLOYE

WAITING

All little seeds &re tucked away.
In silence 'nesth white snow they pray
To see the Sun of God.

His Advent will make brooks to flow,
Will wake the earth, will melt the snow.
Upon this dust He'll trod.

Then little seeds will rise from sleep
And with angeliec gtrength they'll leep
To heights beyond their sod.

But now bene2 th the dirt I fall
Till with their song the £ngels c&ll,
"Come, see the Face of Godl"

Advent, 1963

"Remember, men that you are dust."
How oft would I not like to plead, "But, Lord, I'm only human."
Cnly human?
How wondrougly God's Incarnation changed &1l that.
Workmen of Wezareth, I contempl&te You,
And &shes shout, "Remember, dust, that you are LANI
Ash Wednesdsay, 19066






