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LOVE

I SALUTE YOU

I am your Friend, and my love for you goes deep. There 1s nothing
I can give you which you have not; but there is much, very much, that,
while I cannot glve it you can take., No heaven can come to us unless
our hearts find rest in 1t today. Take Heaven! No peace lles in the
future whlch 1s not hidden in this present llittle instant. Take Peace!

The gloom of the world is but a shadow. Behind it yet within our reach
ia»;oy. There is radiance and glory-in darkness, could we but see;

and to See, we have only to Looks I beseech you to Look « « «

Life 1s so generous a glver, but we, Judging its gifts by their co-
vering, cast them away as ugly or heavy or hard, Remove the covering
and you will find beneath 1t a living splendour, woven of Love by Wisdom,
with Power.
Welcome it, grasp it, and you touch the Angel's hand that brings it to you
Everything we calla trial, a sorrow, or a duty; believe me that Angel's
hand 1s there; the Gift 1s there, and the wonder of an overshadowing
presence. Our joys, too, be not content with them as joys. They, too,

conceal diviner GiftSess

Life is so full of Meaning and Purpose, so full of Beauty beneath
its coverling-that you will find earth but cloaks your Heaven, Courage
then to elaim i1t; that 1s all! But Counage you have; and the knowledge

that we are pillgrims together, wending through unknown country Home.

And so, at this time, I greet you; not qulte as the world sends
greetings but with profound esteem, and with the Prayer that for you,
now and forever, the Day breaks, and shadows flee awaye.
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Of all the tributes to the late President John Fitzgerald
Kennedy, I was the most impressed with the Tollowing which was written
by a IS5 year#old Yonkers, N.¥,, high school girl, Barbara Jones. I am
taking this means of gharing it with You:

"Special Delivery From Heaven"
To : The Kennedy Famlly
From : John Fltzgerald Fennedy

Sorry I had to leave rlght away

I look down and sumile at you each day.
Little Paprick asks to say "Hi,"

I love you, I'm happy, soplease don't cry.

And, Caroline, I'd like to say,

How proud Daddy was of you that day.

When you stood like a lady and watched me go by
And dolng as Mommy did, you triled not to cry.

Little John, now you're the big man now,

So take care of Momny the best you can.

You were just like a soldier-that salute wes so brave,
Thanks for the Flag that you placed on my grave.

And, Jackle, there was no time for goodbye.

But I'm sure you could read the "Farewell" in my eyes,
Wateh over our children and love them for nme,

I'1l treasurer your love through eternity.

S0 please carry on as you did before,

"Till all of us meet on Heavens bright shore.

Remember I love you, remember I care,

I'1ll always be with you, though you don't see me there.

Bove,
Jack

Copled from the February issue of Hoosler Leglonnaire
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LOVE

0 Jegus, hidden Love, I run to Thee;

With all the strength I have I worship Thee;

With &11 the love I have I cling to Thes;

With 811 my scul I long to be with Thee;

And fe&r no more to fail, or fell from Thee.

My scul 1g dar, away from Thee, ny own;

My eyes &re dm in seeking Thee, my own;

ily fleah doth pine eway from Thee, my own;

My Heért leape up to T hee, my own;

My spirit faints receiving Thee, my own;

Where, in the height of Heeaven, ig bliss like Thee?
Wher, in the depth of Heaven, is peace like Thee?
Where, in the Home of Love, is love like Thee?
%With all my heert I give myself to Thee;

And waiting, wait, O King =nd Spouse, for Thes;
Ti11 T am one for ever more with Thee.

0 sweeteat Jesus, bring me home to Thee.

Frea, me, O dearegt God, from all but Thes;
And bresk e&ll cheins hat keep me back from Thee;
Call me, C thrilling love, I follow Thee;
Thou art my all, end I he ve nought but Thee;
C hidden Love, Who now &rt loving nme;
0 wounded Love, Who once was detd for me;
0 sun-crowned Love, Who alive for me;
0 patient Love, Who weariest not of me;
Alone of &l1, Thou weariest not of me;
0 bear with me till I am lost in Thee;
O beér with me tillI am foond in Thee.
O Jesus, decthleas love, Who secelkest me
Thou Who dide't die for longing love of me,
Thou King in all Thy beséuty come to me,
Whit-robed, blood-gprinkled Jesus, come to me
And go no more, dear Lord, away fro me
C God, moat beautiful most priceless Cne
0O God, most glorious, Uncreated Cne,
0 God, Eternal, beautiful One,
0 God, O Infinite &and Eidden Onek
C God, Immenge, C God the Living One,
Thou, wisdom of the Everlasting One,
Thou, ever-loved and ever-lov ing One,
C Jesus, hidden Love, I run to Thee, With
211 the gstrength I have I worship Thee.
With sll the Love I have I cling to Thee
With all my soul I long to be with Thee
And fe&r no more to fail or fall from Thee
Where in the home of Love, is love like Thee
With all ny heert I give Liys elf b Thee
And waiting, wait, O Jesus for Thee.

faom THE HOLY SACRIFPICE OF THE MASS
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LOVE
"Yeg Virginia, There ig & Santa CGlaug"

Virginia...your little friends &re wrong, They have been affected
by the gkepticiem of & skepticul &ge. They do not believe...except what thy
gee. £11 minds, Virginia, whether they be men's or children's, are little
in this great universe of oure. W&n is & mere insect, and his intellect,
&g compared with the boundlees werld &bout him, is measured by the intel-
ligence capable of grasping the whole of the truth and knowledge.

Yes Vir->inia, ther ig & Senta Claus. e exists &8 certuinly as love
end generogity &nd devotion exist...and you know thait they abound and give
to your life the highest beauty of joy. 4lasg! How dreary would be the
world if there were no Sante Cléng., It would be as dreary &s if ther=
were no Virginia's. There would be no childlike fzith then...no poetry
no romence, to neke tolerabls its existance. We ghould have no enjoy-
ment except in sense and sight. The etermal light with whieh cehildhood
fills the world would be extinguished.

Yot believe in Santa Clsme? You might as well not believe in fairies.
You might get your paps to hire men to watech in 21l the chimneys on
Christmes Eve to ctétch Santa Claus, bnt egen I¥ they did not see Santa
Clévgy-buscoming domn, whet would they prove? Nobody sees Santa Claus,
but that is no sign there is no Santeé Cleus. The most real things in
the world are these thet neither childrean nor men can see. Did youever
gee fairies dencing on the lawn? Cf course not, but that's no proff
they are not there. MNobedy c@n conceive or imagine the wonders that &re
ungeen &nd unsee&bl~ in this world. You may tesr gpert the baby'e rattle
end gsee weht rekeg the noige ingide, bwt ther~ is & veil covering the un-
geen world which not the gtronges man, nor even the united strength of
all the strongest men that ever lived, can tear apart. Only faith, faney,
poetry, love, romence c¢: n pueh @side thit durtalin and view & picture of
gsupernal besuty &nd glory beyond. Is it all real?

£h, Birginie, in all this woar1d ther is nothing else real &nd abiding.
o 3&ntas Cleve? Thekk God---he lives #nd he lives forever. 4 thousand
yegrg from now, Virginis, nay, ten times ten thousand years, from now,
he will co tinue to make ghed the heart of childhood.

Frank 2., Church



I erise to-dsy

Through the strength of heaven;

Light of =un,

Redience of moon,

Splendour of fire,

Speed of Lightning,

Swiftneee of wind,

Depth of gesa,

Stability of eerth,

Firmne gas of rock.

I arise to-day

Through God's strength to pilot me;
God's mizht to uphold me,

God'es widdom to guide me,

God's eye to lock before nme,

God's etr to hear me,

G0d's word to spetk for nme,

God'e hend to guvard nme,

God'g wey to lia before me,

Gode shield to protect ne,

God's host to seve me

Prom snereg of devils,

From temptation of vices,

From everyone who wished me ill

Afar end &near

Alone 8nd in & multitude.

I eummon toOday all these powers be-
tween me €&nd those evils;

Ageingt every crel merciless power that
mey eppose my body &nd soul;

sgainat incentations of felge prophets
hgainst faelee laws of heretics,

Against bleck lawes of Pagandom

Lgainst eraft of idolatry,

Against every knowledze that corrunts
mén's body &nd soul.

Christ to ghield me to-day

Agéinst poison, &gainst burning,
iguingt drowning, &gsinst wounding,

S0 thet theer~ méy come to me sbund
ance of reward.

Christ with,me, Chriat before me, Christ
behind me, Christ in me, Christ beneath
me, Christ above me, Christ on my right
hend, Christ on mmy left, Chriet when I
lie down, Dhrist when I ait dewn, Christ
when I arige,

Chrigst in the hesrt of every man

whe thinks of me,

Christ in the mouth of everyone

who gpegkd of me,

Christ in every eye thet geeg me,
Christ in every ear that hears nme.

I arige todya

¥hteuThrough & mighty strength, the
inweation of the Trinity;

Through beli€f in the Threeness,

Through confession of the Oneness CF the Creator of

creation.





