LOVE
THE WORD TO 4 WOTSEY LITTLE SISTER

1. God eterng&lly thinks a Thought. With Joy He utters that Thought
Which ies His Word, His Son. 4And with that Word, anxious to share the
joy Ite utterance brought Him, He fashioned our world. It weas Good,
for it was ingepaerable from that Thought, and that Thought was God.
And of thet Word we =are gyllables. C God, who is like unto YOU!

In Him is Life; apsrt from Him eternal death., He I3 the Life, and
the Way and the Truth. Yet hum&n frailty, blindneas, cénnot begin to
comprehend Him. Still the world knows that I am called a Christian, a
witness of Christ. "I muet shout the Gogpel with my whole life," for
others gseek to believe through me. O unbearable responsibility, how I
would wish to beg freedom from you. But I remember th&t He told us
His grece is sufficient, &nd pesce and grace descend together on my
parched soul.

The Light I am not, and no one muet notice me btut find rest only when
they Imve found the socurce of thig Flame within my heart.

He dwells here within my heart; He has mede that heart, yet it knows
Him not. He hes come & beggar &t my door &énd though I've ministered to
Eim, I've given Him my food but not the only thing He &asked, my heart.
Yet He keeps hoping that some day I shall be & good little sister. He
weaits.

His NMeme is sung within my heart. He telle me to believe in His Holy
Tame, to love it, to shigper it in esch thought and word, to ging it, to
bow in adorstion at the sound or thought of it. JESUS! To love it as
jother loves it, to make it mine. Libtle Virginia of Jesus. Often I
wonder just where I find the audacity ot uge His Ware with mine. It ie
surely good, for it reminds me of my einfulness and in its light my
uglinegs ie illuminated. Only becaéuse His Holy Wame is thore c&n Cur
Pather love my nime. His Wame &nd His Liother's.

"And the Word was made flesh." Tremendous Lover of sinful man, it
gseceme that You eennot bear to think of ve apart from YOU! He o mes to
dwell in our midst, to become the lowliest of &all men so thet He may be-
long to everyone. Lovers always seem to be gézing wpwards to their
loved ones. So He permitted ue to raise Him up &t last that we might
gazeupon Him Whom we've pierced and degsire to be one with Hi:. Our
flesh must become His, that He may reign today, full of grace anmi truth.

"Of His fullness we have @ll received." We need but recognize our
nothingnees to be filled with the 4illness of God. Iliother poured out
gelf end was filled with grace. Jhe ghines forever, our moon, fostering
divine romande bth reflections of her Son.

"Grace for grace."™ God begs us to &ccept His Love, His Life. He
is so eager to give us HEls happiness our mare reception of His grace
promnts Him to immediately offer ue more.

Grace and Truth come to ns through Jesus; apart from Him we csannot
gecelive them. Jesus shows us His Father; He tukes us to Him. Our love
of lMother and of Jesus is imperfeet until it leads us to God the Father,
to rest eternally in the bosom of His Love. 4iny other end ie false.



2.

"I am not the Christ...I am the voice of one crying in the desert."”
I am dryness, barrenness, erptinems. TIlease don't try to find Him
here. Look furthur, little onea. He is in your midst, in your very
own hearts. But you do not know Him! I am not worthy to serve you,
to tell you of Him. But I belong to &nother. He will tell you. He
knows Jesus. Let ue listen together, &nd perhaps in our fused hearts
we shall hear Hls Voice.

"B&hold the Lamb of God'!"™ Here He is in your midst, He far Whom
you've waited for centuries, He so little you didn't even know He
gtood among you, He so silent stéanding there among you, 80 sbundoned
vour numberg have Jjostled Him snd yet He stayed. A4lone in your
noisey ecrowds. And I did not knnow Him. Yet in reve&ling to you
the Son of God heve I found Him.

"ieeter, where do You live...Come and see." O but such poverty,
hiddenness in your "azareth. S0 silent. S0 much labor, Such obedience
for a God. We love You; we stay.

0 such joy. Hun to tell our dear ones. "Come, come qick, we've
found the Liegeiag!" Tow Jesus looks upon us &ni calls us by His
Wame, c¢alle ue Christians, © but God, what do You expect of one so
weak? "Do miracles for le and I shall do them for thee.™

"Can anything good come out of "Mazareth?" Cen I form from my tesr-
filled, bitter, lonely pa&st-Love? I conquer &ll, no, not I, but Christ.

Your heart bursts into song at the trees, the sunrise, the brook,
the flowers, the besuty of souls in Love. "Greater thinge thun these
ghalt thou gee." Mever, never nnderestimete the power of Christ. Only
believe, and All is yours.

2. With what joy muet the newly-wede have welcomed lLlother to their
marriage feast. St. John tells uwe, "Jesus too was invited." Perhaps
eimply becaunse He was her Son., So little, 80 unknown, that only eti-
quette demsnded His Presence. O Jesus, You sre the Leact of the little ¢
ones. True You've teken the very last place to be Your own forever.

Yet with Chérlie must I dare try to tske it from You!

You brouzht Your friends. Cften there a&re more then we've anticipe-
ted. So happy to be with You, they carelessly deple te my supplies. L
£nd it tekes the constéant concern of & liother to whhisper to You, "They
have no wine." Sthe stétes a simple truth, that's all. It sesms &
Mother com1ld request. But this Liother knows she stands before Omnis-
cience. Then she whispers something to us. What ig it? I &m too fer
away to hear. But the word is pogsed from one friend to &nother, z&nd
in their &we I he&r it just &s ghe said it. "Do whetever He tells you."
This is & Mother'e 1last messége to her little omes. This 1g wrat she
wishes most of ve. This 18 wiet will make her most happy. What more
of Jjoy is ther for & little child than that of pleasing his Mother?

He hed told her th&t His hour had not yet come, &nd yet her confidence
was 80 great she knew He would hesten thet hour. S5She was asking that
He hasten His immol&tion, hasten to plunge into the depths of her
heart the sword that already was endlessly stabbing. It took & woman's
love to begin His Passion. And in that love her sufferingwas intensi-
fied. Before thét desth she gsilently tells His murderers how to love
Him, Mo more will we hear her voice, until we he&r Christ.
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"Fill the jers with water." 4ind they filled them to the brim. Total,
joyous, e:ger Obedience. Unquestioning, simple, childlike. 4nd they
took it to the chief steward. Jesus hud told them to. That was enough,
In gilense. They did not hmsten to explain. It was thelrs, this secret
joy. Perheps in watching lother they had learned to ponder God's wor ds
énd deeds in their hearts. They remaimed &lone &nd héppy with Him.

Thus Jesus had fliret manifested His glory, and His disciples believed
in Him. Little ones wait for Eim today. It igs for us to manifeat His
glory to them. They look to us who call ourcelves Christisns. O %odl
et they look upon this poverty for YOU? O now I r-member that Charlie
passed to us what You told him. "Do miracles for lie, &and I'll do them
for thee."

"The zeal for Thy house has eaten e up." 0 Jesus, do I truly under-
stand that You &re here?” I love to be with You. Yet You know that such
meé jesty aa dwells wihin our taberntacles would frighten & child. And
You become go small, a tiny piece of bread that our eyes may géze upon
Youv. It'e alrigcht that I &em forgotten. It is good. But never do I
wish to forget that You are ther, weiting, long hours of waiting. O
Love unrequited. 4nd You wait in all souls. Ky Jesus, I adore.

"Degtroy thie temple, &nd in three days I will raise it up." For
years we toll. Such long years. Yet &ll our accomplishments &re des-
troyed. And when we gtand back to admire our edifice, it is & heap
of uglinees., Cnly in Christ shall we rise in eternal beauty.

"Jesus did not trust Himeelf to them...He had no need that anyone
shovld bear witnees concerning Him." OCnly God knows my inmost desires.
Only He need know me, for I belong to Him &lone, &and to &11 in Him.

It is Ee Who will reve&l Himself through mMe. A reed through which God
will pipe Eis song. But first I must be whittled. And silent.

3. lany times we muet go to Jesus "by night", for the world will always
scorn & men become childlike, docile, confident. It ridicules what it
cannot understand. But it c&n never find us hidden in the depths of
our hearts, waiting for Him, rejoicing @t the sound of His Voice.

It seemg Wicodemus' first words to Jesus &re & protestation of faith
in Him, And Jesus immediately tests that feith by telling him he must
be born agein. Of course, thie was confusing. If we but listen furthur
Jesus will explain. So it is with all He tells us. We must listen.
When we try to learn in one day the lessons God will teach with & life-
time, we grow discouraged. Without the grade of God we remain ignorant.
Yet today's grace is sufficient only for today's lessons. It's & bit
unfe ir to expect more, and here is our ingratitude.

Ve must be born agsain of water &nd the 3pirit, the cleansing waters
of Raptism and the Spirit of God's Love that comes to dwell and grow
within us. Jeesus tells us not be be disturbed that we don't understand
His words. We do not understand the earth from which we've been fashioned
go it is fookish to wish to understsand God Himself. He only &ska that
we accept the wonderful gift of Faith He offers.

"?he Son of Man must be lifted up." He must be crucified, that those
who believe may lcok vpon the 1ifeless body of their God &nd feel eternzl
Life puleing in their hearts.



4.

"God =0 loved the worlad thet He gave His only-begotten Son." Lore
then Himself God could not gzive; leas thén Himedlf He would not z1lve.
Such a tremendous Lover. 5o anxious that we return but the poverty of
our gelf for Hie urirequ ited Love. He came begging for our hearts. C
who een refuvse Hig plea? Who can continue to live in darkness when e-
ternal Light &nd Truth beg our claim?

Spirituel jeslousles spring from ignorénce. God 1s the Giver of all
gifts,and the End of a1l gifts. He gives EHimself to a2ll. John had come
to hersald the Bridegroom. But now He hés come, &nd John is happy to
-8lip unnoticed into the crowd and listen. "He must increase, but I
must decrease,” until Christ has become my very Self.

"He whom God heg sent gpetuks the words of God, for nct by mesmsure
does God give the Spirit." Listen carefully, C my soul to the superiors
God sends to you. Jesue tells you thue the way to everlasting life.

4. Jesus wag tired. How kind of 5t. John to tell ueg this. He was TIRED.
Then it 1e evening end we have worked hard and our muscles &ache and our
brain heg grown dull, how gentle the memory that Jesus was tired. And

He get down to rest.

It was noon. He 8at there alone and smiled His benediction upon &
little town teking its middey siesta. Perhaps we cun sense that He does
not eit idly gezing into thke well. He gitances toward the town often.

He seems to be waiting for someone. Divine Patience = d waited un eter-
nity for the womsén now bringing her jar to the well. Strange that sk
should come &t thie hour. The hovr of rest. But no, whe wighed to go
elone, to avoid the scorn &nd gossip of those who knew &bout her. And
there ghe met Cne Who knew her heart better thén she. DBut she didn't
know Him.

Jesus snoke to her gently, kindly. Lerheps she had never been spoken
to thus. Jesus ASKED something of her. Little Virginia, listen care-
fully to S5t. John. He tells us your Jesug &sked. u.nd ther was no one
but a stranger, & herlot, to fulfill His request. How joyfully surpris-
ed she muest have been. He agked her, & woman, & gameritan, a herlot.
Plesge, Jesus, let me never withold the joy of giving from those who
wait but toc be acked. Perhops it will be the first time they mey grant
another's reqguest.

Jesung eaye if I wt knew the Giver &nd the Gift He longs to zive me
I would never hesit&te to make requests. If I can mt truly recognize
the Christ thet dwells within the soulf of every men I would run plead-
ing for Love, and Life, For He truly dwells among us today, and begs
us to believe He's here,

Theugh the divine secrets Jesus tells her &are beyond her corprehen-
sion she yet believes, for she eimply wonders how Jesus could give her
thie living water. But it seems we cannot receive this divine Life a-
lone, for Jesue acks her first to bring her husband.



But ehe told Eem she had none. Jesus knew hetter, yet He didn't
call her a liar. In fact, He renarkéd that it wae merely & half truth.
The womsn then recognized that He was a prophet and pogsed THE question
of her heart. Where are we to worship God? On the mountain where they
gnoke or in Jerus&lem where the Jews flocked to the temple? Jesus re-
plied thet the Jews wer God's chosen people, and that God had given
tiem the laws of true worship. But &1l men &re to worship God in spirit
and in truth, with love in their hearts to sénctify the externsl re-
quirements of the Law.

The womén expressed her hopes in the lessigs Who would tell her all
God wished her to know. 4And &8 she hoped so & d she receive, for Jesus
s8id to her, "I am He."

It was then that Hie disciples returned, & bit disturbed to find Him
speaking with her. Had they perhips heard rumorg of her while they were
buying the eupplies in town? They silently looked at her, and wondered.
And little could they dream thet she had just encountered eternsl TURTH,
and fallen in love with God.

ButBthey watched her run back to town, Joyfully, skipping &lmost as
& child. Perhaps they eca@lled to her thet she hed forgotten her water-
jer, but she Aidn't hear them. 35he ren to tell her people of Jesus.
Strenge that those who had scorned her now followed her. FPerhaps they
s&w in her entire being & raiance that glows only in those who gpe&k
to God. 4 child's freedom that let her run to tell them of Him.

Meanwhile the dieciples were trying to get Jesvs to share the food
they had bought in town. But Jesus seemed preoccupied with deeper
thoughte. There is tut one thing that will nourish Him, that will
gtrengcthen Him., "liy food ie to do the Will of Him Who sent me." You
egre glways anxious for the harvest. Cpen your eyes, little ones, for
tle fidkde &re already white.

"The gower and the reaper may re joice together." Yes, Jesus, & lit-
tle co-migsionary uries so many desires, waters them with her tears.
But to see another come to pluck the flowers, another who looks so muech
like you, would be heppinese enough, it seems. 4nd yet in the prodi-
gality of Divine Providence, this resper stops aow &nd then &nd stoops
to place & flower in my hande so they remzin not empty. O truly "Others
have labored," yet we but open our hinds to abundénce. 3Jee Jesus, they
wigh elways to be opened to You.

The people had floecked from the town, placing &11 their hopes in
the worde of the womuen. And once they had heard His word they too knew
Him, and the woman seems to dlaappear. 5She had led them to Him; that
was enough. And she became lost in Hie Lowe.

Eow Jesus wished to be loved, instead of His mirscles. 350 few lcved
Him. Thue He put the cfficial's faith to a test. But perseverance in
préyer won the Heert of Christ, and such faith taught an entire family
to love Him.
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5. Jesus went to Jerucsslem to keep the feamgts with His peocple. It is
good to see Him here, a God seeking not to exempt Himsgelf from the cele-
bretions of Hies crestures. The eternsl Law-giver in humble subjection,
every second of His Life forming the pattern into which our own lives
muet fall that they become divine, &nd hum&n.

C to paonder the compasgion of His Sacred Heart as He saw the mass
of sick, blind, lame and cripples at the pool. They were waiting. They
formed a eomposite of all meénkind, waiting till the Word of God reverber-
ates through ouvr hearta. And we rush in to find Christ in silence.

Jesug went firet to the poerest of these little ones. COnly He could
know whet misery the years hed thrown uvpon thisg tired soul. 4and yet it
reméined so patient, so &bandoned. Jesgueg understcod its suffering; GHe
Who wighed to always make the lest place His own gently cured first this
little one He loved most, who most bore the imasge of God in his heart.

Often others wonder at our &ctions. Do we try to excuse ourselves,
blame our youth, our ignorance? TNo we blugh to tell them Jesus wished
thie of ue? Are we @cheme of Him, agshamed of following such a "uselesg
vagebond?" Or, God forbid, ere we ignorsnt of Him Who bestowe upon us
the riches of Divind Life?

Jeausg' kindness is so quiet. But somehow if we but look for our Sav-
ior He will whisper, "It is I," that we may know and love Him. But we
are too enxious to tell others of our Lover. We forget that theywait
only to condemn. We wiesh to share our dreams, &nd in the shar ing we
haes ten their death.

"The Son can 40 nothing of Himgelf." The humility of the Son beggzed
thet the people's love and 2dmiration be not lavished upon His Humen
Tature. He 1ig &lways pointing to another, to the Father, to Whose bo-
gom it is His ar dent decire to lead ws. I do His work; I call Him
FPather. 4And I &m about Iy Mather'se business. Yom are too little to
go to His Divine lajecty #lone. S0 I have become least that I may
lead yov there. Come, follow le; only believe what I tell you, please.

Cnly listen. Be eilent. I will tell you of Him that yoli mey believe,
iy little children, and in believing posseses the eternal Life of God.
Ligten and live. I #lone judge you, I Who know all things, I Who have
borne ycur every infirmity. "Of liyself I e¢an do nothing...I seek not
my will." O Humility of Christ, perme&te mel

Listen to your brothera and sisters today. They speak to you of le,
Yon love to hear your Fr. XKeith speak to you of Love. You read Jjoyouely
of this Love. Why dc you not believe how much I love ycu?

I 40 not need your leve, weak, humén, faithless &g it is. But still
I long to fill you with Ly Love, with fnue Love. You sesk others' love,
but you so0 easgily fforget iline. I do not condemn ycu; you condemm your-
gelves. Listen to your loved ones. PFor if you 4o not trust them you
cennot trust lle Who live &nd love in their hesrts.
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6. "There followed Him & grest crowd, becamse they witnessed the signs
Ee worked on thcse who were eick." His poor little sheep. Our Shepherd
mugt often be saddened becéuse we g pend s0 much time admiring His gifts
and forget to look into His beautiful eyes., DBut He simpley asks Hie
friends to git with Him on the liountsin. Only He knows how many moun-
teins we will blimb, snd the last one He will c¢limb alone becsuse we re-
main fearful of such heithts.

S0 many little ones were with Him that dey, tired,hungry, yet anxicus
to gtay with Him. Jesue turned to Philip, and we 2lmoest detect & glitter
in His eyes as Omniscience asks & finite mind how to care for them. 4nd
Philip humbly admits hum&n helplessness.

But now why does Andrew spe8ak? Does he know the solution? Why does
he tell Jesvue of five barley loves and two fishes, & ne&l one little
boy hed brought for himself, =2nd méybe his mother? Is thia & confident
request acknowledging the power of Christ? 4nd in return for such feith,
Jegug, kindly gazing upon Hie flock, tells them to regt. Divine Provi-
dence had anticipated this hour and h&d spreed & blenket of soft grass
the re, for Jesus' little ones.

Jesus firet zeve thénks. God walked gmong uneg and wes grateful to be
here! O© truly Jesvs, You have degired to be the Least of little ones.
For they YOU dietributed Your sifte to us; in the abundance with which
we would receive You gave. God, grant me the humility to receive all
thta, the same humility that You cortrayed in teking the role of our
Servent. It takes great littleness to give mueh, and to receive much.
Great a8 onur des ires &re our gifts.

C prodigality of divine Goodness, You beg that we waste not this
abundance You zive, bvnt remember the poor You love so. When the people
hed witnegssed Your power, they wished to force You to be their King.

But &lone You hid from them, s&ddened thet they couldn't understand how
Youv leved them.

That night You went to Your disciples, who were struggling in their
bo&t =gainst the e torm. You know they sre g0 helplesgs &nd cunnot bear
to leave them &lone. They &re surplesed #nd fesrful to gee You walking
vpon the turbvlent waters, but Your woice brings peéce and joy. "It is
T; 40 not be afraid.™ They throw open their srms and hearts to wel-
cdoms Yoy, 4Lnd in thzt embrace they find they have reached their desti-

nation. TFor You &re their Love, their God, their All.

When the people had found Jesus they desired an explsnation of His
Pregsence. They had found their God, yet they were still seeking. O
God, grant ue the simplicity thet is Thyself! Our hsarts are set so
upon Your gifts wey feil to find You, the Gift you long to give.

We asked that we might do God's Will; You told us only to believs.
But we 2re go little. We don't understand, and in our foolishnegs we
agk & 3ICW. We've geen all this, yet we desire more! O God, forgive
us.

"My Pather zives you the true Bre2ad feom Heaven...Lord, give ug al-
ways this bresd." Ly Jesus, we beg thlis of You, &and Your words drop &as
refreshing dew upon our parched hearts. "I &m the Bread of Life. Come
to Me; believe in lie. I &m pleading for your love. You sgses &nd yetbe-

lieve not. Come to Lie, I beg you, little omes. I long for you.
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I come to 4o the Will of Hir Whe sent lle. He longs for you to be liine,
that T ey raise you to see Hig Face. OCnly believe that I come to take
you to Him."

But we murmur th&t this cannot be, that He is but the Son of & poor
carpenter. We ponder; we try to understand but we cé&nnot comprehend
what He is tryinz to tell us. But Jesuvs begs ns to be silent just &
minute, to let divine grace &ccomplish withing the depths of our sgouls
what we ourselves c2nnot begin. OCnly to believe in Jesus is tc possess
the everlasting Life of grace. He is the Bread of Life, &nd nourished
in Christ our souls cén never know de&th. 4£nd now Jesus tells us that
the bread that He will give is His Flesh for the life of the worlad.

Pecor little ones, this is so difficult to learn . But must you al-
ways &gk God "HOW" Listen well. Jesus gpeaks with me jestic force. "
"Unleas you e&t the flesh of the S5Son of mén, and drink His blood, you
ghfll not lmve life in you." Live in lie, and I ehall live in you.

Live because of le, and degire to have no life without lie. Live etern-
€lly shering thies Sacred Banquet.

"Jegue, this is & hard saying," we complain. But He doesn't midify
it. There is no altarinz truth; LEe is Truth. He @&sks that we merely
accept His word in utter simplicity. Our minds are whirling with such
theughte? Jesus speaks to our souls.

Jesug knew some d4id net believe. DBut He gpecle these words to all,
0 how grievougly His Sacred Heart called to @«ll men, begging that they
believe; Yot lis iips were silent. And He watched His dlsciples lesave
Him. C unrequited Love, g0 gilent, so eternzl!

He turns to us. The sun kisses a tesar on His cheek. "Do yovalso
wish to go away?" Tremendous Love, and yet so tender. 4nd Peter
angwers for us in the complete darkness of €sith, "Lord, to whom shall
we go?" And from the depths of Jesug' soul we hear a whisper, as He
gighs that even one of His chosen Twelve ig a traitor. O Jesvs, would
that I counld console You. But I am & traitor who loves You.

7. Almigh*y God walked the face of the earth He had crezted and
loved, and yet He had to avoid His creztures becavese theysought to
kill HEimi: O©Of all on His earth, He loved these ma t, thesge He had msade
in Eis own Imége. But the Love He wished to light in their heearts hag
been smoldered, &nd they knew Him not. HNot even His own believed in
Him. He wasked among His sheep-tlone.

Hig discirles, ignorant of the hearts oft he rulers, beggend Him to
menifest His power that all might mérvel. Jesus sent them shesad, saying
"Your time ig &8lways at hand.™ WOW ie your mission. They know you.

Go to them thet they may know lle, thet they mey find Truth in your
hesrts, Then will they know Me. And Heé secretly followed, to attend
the Jewigsh fesgt of Tabernacles,

The crowd was whigpering of Him, wondering where He was, if He'd come.
Finmlly He srrived &nd hegan to £#hare with them sewrets of His Heart.
He waited not for their fetih in Him. Faith was God's zift. Divine
grace stirred their hesrts to unrest thet He might come to bring them
petece and Hig Love. It seems their hearts were gstill so very compli-
ceted they could not bear to ligten long without wondering where Jesus

had obtained Hig knowledge. fThey who held littleness in such contempt

i of God.
could not know the Simpl1°1ty £

. T . P
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Jegus answered, "liy teaching is not Ly own." O truly, Jesus, You've
kept nothing for Your own, but You've brought ug the /Allness of God.
You #8k thet we desire only to do the Will of the Father and promise
thet thus we sh2ll know Your tezching. "He who seeks the glory of the
Cne Who sent Him is truthful.”

A Lover's wounded Heart ssks softly, "Why do you seek to put Le to
deeth?" /fnd His murderers mock and s&¢y He's iragining things. iHe gegs
them, "Judge not by a@ppearances," but enter into the depths of your vey
selves to fifnd lie there.

Some are surptised that He should be speaking of truth to those who
plen to kill Him. He, the son of & carpenter, now tells them they do
not know His Father. And He tells themthey nmust learn of Him, that
time is so short ot tell them eternal Truth. They do not know Who it
is Whis is spesking to them.

And now He stends £nd cries out, "If &ényone thirsy, let himcome to
e snd drink." Are yon tired, 1little ones? Come, please come, to end-
less refreshment.

The poor, lost sheep were donfused. They knew not Who He was. Only
to go to Him &nd &gk is to know. And those who htd come te seize Him
returned murmuring, "Wever heées mén spoken &s this men." They were ri-
diculed by the "wise" for @ssoci&ting with the crowd fo little #ellas.
Ticodemus begs themto listen to Jesus. 4~And those feltering leaders re-
ferred him to the Scriptures! There they knew not were Truth t&nd Chriet.

8. The others had gone home but Jesus went alone to the wount of Olives.
The world wae His, yet there was no room.

At daybreek He srose. It had been good to spend hours &lone in love.
"ow He returned tc the pecple that He might bring those hourse to fruition.
In the ma jestic gplendor of the sunrise He went to them.

They waited for Him. They seemed so confident th&ét mornigg, so sure
of trioping Him up. When they stcod aside there wag their bait. & tired,
pitisble women was shbved to the fors. Would “e punish her &nd thus
forget Hies merciful gentleness, or would He free her, ignoring the Law
304 head given loses” Celmul, almost apparently indifferently, Jeaus

atoops te draw little figures in the dirt.

They thought He was ignoring them. He lifted His majestic form and
gaid, "Let him who is withont sin among you be the first to cast & stone
at her." What did He continue to write? <Truths eternal, truths beyond
their endurance” But one by one the group diminished. Interesting

thet the eldest went firet. 4and there the Sinless One rentined with
the &dulteress. He did not condemn. He loved her. And He lifted her
from the ground where they h&d thrown her, saying, "Go thy way, and
from now on sin no more." He didn't send her by & different way. He
loved HFYR. There was one chinge since she had met God. She would ein
no more.

There in th&at besutiful morning all earthly splendor seemed to van-
ieh, &8 Jesus egaid, "I am the light of the world."

But we wondered thet someone could gpeak thum of himegelf. We didnft
know the humble masn would be the first to regognize his humility, his
greatness, bectuse he c&me face to face with eternal Truth.
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"You judge; I judge no one." Yet only I &m capeble of judging justly.
You keep inquiring so suspiciously of liy Father. Yet, "You know neither
lle nor liy Pether. If you knew lie, you would then know My Father also."

" "If you d0 not believe thet I am He, you will die." Chriet in His
Love waes pleading with these little ones, begzing them to &ccept the
life of diving grace. But etill they knew Him not.

Cur poor Jesug, weary of guestions, of suspicions, of doubts, sighs,
"Why do I espeek to you at alll"™ ot until we've cruicified Lim and have
telen even His Life from Him will we know and love the gon of lien, end
reccgnize the Pather. His conviection of His Father's Love for Him let
Him rise above the tsunte of men, men whom He loved infinitely.

In His rejection Jesus turned to those who yet followed. What a
congolation it muet héve been to see these few there with Him. The
gentle Magter spoke. "If you abide in Iliy word, you sh&lll be my dis-
ciples indeed, &nd you sh&ll know the truth, &nd the truth shall muke
you free." But even they 4id not understand. Loving Heart of my Jesue,
would thet the poverty of my life might home how console You!

Sin is slavery. We don't yet love Christ becuanse we yet fuil to
understand what He is trying to tell us. We fail to underetand thet
God is Our Father. We SAY that He is, but our hearts have nct learned
thecse words. "If God were your Father, you would surely love lie...Why
do you not understand what I gsay?" C Jesus, You &re Simplieity, yet
we I ve not learned to listen.

"He who ie of God hears the wards of God. The reason why you de
not hesr is thet you are not of God...Ido not sesk iy own glory; there
is One Who seeks and Who judges...If T glorify liyself, My glory is
nothing...Before Abrahem came to be, I em." OC my Jesus, we hated truth
snd prepared to stone Truth. Yow You have hid Yourself and sedly left
our hearts.

9. Jeses s&w & blind man. He always seeme to téke special notice of
the poor, the blind, the lame, the sinner. His disciples noticed these
gspeclal attentions. Somehow those little ones knew He loved them most.
Eie eyes svoke wlnmes.

Day after day His disciples hd watched Him walk through suffering
humenity. They hed witneesel the misery that flocked to His feet. WHY,
they hed wondered; HOW could & God of goodnesgss be so crwel? Surely the
evil of 9in had merited this. Thet wes the only poseible answer. And
they & gked Jesgus if thi s man wes suffering for his own crimes or those
cf his rarents. And Jesgns gave the world's most beeutiful excuse for
hendicapperse. The works of God &re to be made menifest in us! Then the
sweet urgency thet me t fill all owr hearts escaped His lips. ™OW is
the time to @ccomplishk Cur Fether's business. Tight comes so guickly.
In the glorious light of His Presence we cé&n 4iedo all things.

With dirt and spit Jesus csked the men's eyes in nmud. £nd the men
stood before Him in humble submission, the Jjoy of blind faith coursing
through his veins. With what prompt obedience did he stumble to the
pool. £nd he jubilantly returned to g&ze upon the fa&ce of Christ.

Those who once knew Him some who had given him almsa, others who had
scoffed &t him, now were alarmed &t the ch&énge in him, even doubting his
identity. He smiled, "I &am he." What & betvtiful smile it must have been.

He didn't mind their mqestion; he understood their confusion. His ex-
plenstion wes filled with besutiful simplicity. "And I see.™



11.

There was nothing to hide. 6He patiently repeated his s tory for the
Pharisees to whom he w:s taken. This besutiful story jareed them. Some
were angered, others amazed. They ecked the men his opinion of Jesus.
He &nswered, "He is &prophet," for he knew Christ renifested the power
of God.

Even yet these poor dovbters se&érched. 4ll they had seen &nd heard
wasn't eufficient. So the man's perents were called and questioned.
They were good, feithfvl Jewe, aind they were afraid. They must have
longed to express their gratitude to Jesus &nd their lcve of Him. But
to do this would be to cast oneself from the temple, from sll that had
ever riven meaning to their life. So they referred these plotters to
their son. He would tell them of the bes&utiful Face he had seen.

The men wag clever in his responses. By thies time he must leve
grown tired cf their interrogations. 30 he expressed concern &t their
interest and agsked, "Would you algso become Hig disciples?" The Phericees
were shocked that he should mention it end boasted, "We are disciples of
llogses." They knew that God had spoken to lioses, but they knew not
that He walked in their very own midst. And simply the man se&id, "If
this men were nct from God, He could do nothing." He spoke of rmankind.
And the "wiege men" of God's chosen people thought themselves too great
to listen to one TH®Y considered & sinner. Peor, stupid wise men. They
drove a gaint from the house of God.

The man wes lost &nd confused 2nd &lone. a4And Jeaus se&rched until
He found him. He but asked &n &ct of faith. 4and the man spoke &n e-
ternelly beesutiful prayer. "8®ho is he, Lord, théet I may believe in
him?" Jesws pl&ced Hig slender hend upon His breiast. The man spoke
with every power thet wae in him, "I believe, Eord," &and he fell to his
face and edored his God.

But scon Jeeng' goul wept over the Phérisees before Hin. EHe had
ghown them Divine lLove, yet they had not noticed. They were blind,
and God wes helpless. He hid torn the scales from their eyeg, but
they wouli not lock upon His btesuty.

10.i0nly Christ cen le2d ung to eternal bliss. We must le&rn to regog-
nize, and ignore, those thieves who flaunt their own miser&ble glory,
wko boast of heving found @nother more besutiful path to which they
would lesd uws. Holy Mother Chruch, to whom Chriet hed given the keys
of His Xingdom, joyously opens the gates of Heavin thet Christ m&y cone
tc us. Throuzh Her we hear His volce. His intimete love thrills each
heart, #e He @2imisbly ealls each of us bby name. 4ind He leads us for-
wérd, and upwérd, to the summit of Calvary, and Glory. He leads us.

He blazes the trail, that little ones may climb more s&afely. Sometimes
we lose gight of Him. But we continue to follow, for we know His voice.
Thet is enough.

Cnce more we Jo not understand. Cur minde &re too filled with vain
knowledge to comprehend Truth itself. But again, slowly, patiently,
gently, Jesus speaks.

"The thief comeg only to stesl, and slay, =nd destrcy. I come thet
they may have life, and have it more abundantly.”
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"I &m the good Shepherd. The good Shepherd laye down His life for
Hig sheep...l know Mine #nd liine know lle...Other sheep T have that are
not of this fold. These &8lso I must bring, 2nd they shall hear lly voice,
eand there 82hll be one fold and one Shepvherd." Surely when we hear
thege words of Christ spoken to uve todgy, we may emile tecsuse we heve
seen this Shepherd. TFor we lived duvring the reign of Pope John XXIII,

"I lsy down my life, that I may tzke it up &gain. Yo one tékes it
from e, but I lay it down of liyself."™ 30 joyously eager is our Shep-
herd. He lays His life at cur feet &nd seems to plead that we accept
it. OCur Creator h&g become & divine Begger. But we d0 not understand
His bhlessed request.

Jesus hed gone to the Temple to celebrate the feaat of the Dedicetion.
The Jews surrounded Him and demeénded that He revesl His identity. And
Jesusg, 80 weary yet so anxious to make them understand, &nawered, "I tell
vou and you do not believe." We have geen His works; these were riore
than gufficient oproof. But Eis greatest treésure, His Divinity, we can't
gee, We ceén but beg for faith thet we msey re joice in this alse. "I &nd
the Tather are one." And we vrepare to stone Him.

Ee pleads with ve, WHY are we g0 filled with hatred? All He does
is 2004, Which of these kindnegsea do we consgsider worthy of de&th? But
we shout that He hsg bl ssphemed, that He, & mere man, hass galled Him-
gelf God. EHe urges us. If we cénnot turn our hardened hearts to Him,
we can at leagt love the zoodness of His creatures., But our sngry cries
let ue not even hear Love bezging for love. And our tremendous Lover
gsilently leaves usg to our angry babble.

He wanders to the g pot where John once baptized, rerhsps His unre-
guited Love wisheg to remember that LHis Fether wug "well pleased.™
It ie socthing tc hear the echo of thoge worde. Lw&ny little ones find
Him here, &nd they remember &l1 the wonderful things John szid of Him,
Tow He h&e come, snd they believe in Him. DPerhtips He amiles & bene-
diction upon this, His flock.

11, Merthe and lisry send to TELL J esug of Lazarus' illness. That is
enough. To believe in His Love is *c be completely confident, and to
believe th&t even in guch heartaches "The 3Son of Co0d m&y bte glorified."
Love does not require continuous explenations.

Jesns waites two deys. What muset this delay cost Him. How He must
long to immedistely releagse those He loves so from this suffering. Yet
He suffers Himself, bearing &1l with &nd in His friends.

When &t lagt the Divine 2Plan indicates it, He anziounsly urges His
disciples to mccompény Him once more into Judes. But we forget that
He is our good hkismster. We dare to cautiocn Him, overcsutious followers
that we ere. If we héve hurt Hir by our hesitation, He doesn't exploit
His pain. FHe gimply invites, urges,pleads with uve to follow Him that
He may brighten the path that leads us Home.

He telle ve that Lazarus 1s eleeping. We go to wake him that he may

be delighted by his beloved Jesus' Presence. But we, pretending to be
congiderate yet only eringing in cowardice, wish to let him sleep on.
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Then hecauee we 40 not listen well encuzh to hear beyond words tle
vtterance of His heart, Jesus tells us plainly that Lazarus is dead.
ind He rejoices! Thoneh Hig desar one is gone, 2nd the exquisite ten-
derness of His human Hesrt igs plunged into loneliness, yet He geams to
be rather "hard" =ss He moulds from the depths of His sorrow & gift for
ug. He never forgets us, 1s never too preoccupied to remember those to
whom He has spoken His eternal, "Come, follow Le." Let's go, that He
may not Afie alone.

Lezerus heg been in the tomb four days alre&dy. lLieny are zathered
here in Bethany to comfort his two sisters. When word comes that Jesug
is approaching, lartha rushes out to meet Him, to find in Hie Presence
strenzgthening congclation,

"Tf You htéd bean here, Jesus, he wouldn't have died. I know. But
£till all my hopes remain firmly established in You." Jesus assures
this deér one, "He ghall rise." "I know," she replies. Then to eace the
pain in liartha's heart, Jesus tells her of the joyous promige He makes
to 211 His loved ones. "I am the Regurrection &nd the Life; he who be-
lieveg in lle shall never die. Dost thou helieve this?" 4ind the imredi-
s&te regponge; "Yeg, Lord, I believe.,”

Then so sgilently liartha poes to tell her gieter Jesus is calling for
her. 35he renmembers that le is her Life and smiles to whigper to herself,
"Wo, not I but Chriet." Lary &ccepts the invitation immedintely and
goes to meet Him Who &lone will brinz rest to her bereaved soul. This
tender Heart understande. Jegus knowg of humen grief, experiences it
far beyond the degree the hardness of our hetrts wil permit. "and Jesus
wept." O thank you, beloved disciple, for showing ue Almighty Ged und
Lan with tear-stained cheeks, weeping with us. GSurely He has msade all
that is ourse Hie in becoming Curs Himgelf.

He rises, His erect figure so filled with majeaty, and comménds that
the stone et the docr of the tomb he removed. Lmartha, perhaps thinking
Him mad with grief, reminde Him that her brother Ims already decayed.
But Jesus sinply asks for her faith &and procedes. He préys aloud that
8l]l msy understéend the Omnipotnece of Hig Father.

"LAZARUS, COME TORTH!"™ calls the Yioce that commands all. And there
stands His friend before Him in ajoration. ilany witnesses believe, be-
cange of this mirecle. Yet many hearts ere 5o hardened they rush to
Jerusalem to plot Hie Ae&th, snd the Hizh Zriegt, in his ré&gze, shouts
& prophecy he cannot understand. "It is expedient for ues that one man
die for the people, instead of the whole nation periehing." Jesus waits
in & desert place till the hour for this prophecy to be @accomplished.
Here among the bhare realities, He 18 consumed with longing for His Hour,
and mine.

12. The Pesgover is quickly &pproecghing. Who cén know the rendezvous
tkte entire Being of our liaster &t once longs for &nd fears? He hasg
tried to perpare us, Hie wandering flock, but we've been too busy graz-
ing in selfish injifference to compassionste with the Lover Who cries
for socmeone tof care.
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We wander with Hir to His dear ones' home &t Bethuny. How dear to
Him must be this humble little home with its door ulweys open wide to
receive Him, to feed and shelter Him ufter others more lovely héve dis-
played too much dignity to accomodate s uséless Hobo. L&rtha happily
preperes & me&l for Him and Lazarus, Who git czhtting together. What
heppy songs she muat sing &g she ligtens to the two of them. It seams
that now whe goeg about &€l11 her little tesks jugt &8s before, yet in her
memory is Jesus &nd in her heart a prayer such @g Nary might have
whispered at His feet.

Maryv-where ig ghe &t this happy scene? Here she comes, cérrying s
pound of precious ointment. She kneels before Christ. A4ll eyes &are
upon her, yet she sees only Hie loving gaze. She stoops to pour her
tressure vron Hés cal lounged fest, &nd with her flowing hair she wipes
them dry. ©She need not look &t Hir now to herur His sweet Voice whig-
pering in the depths of her souvl. Silently she rises and leaves the
room, unconscioug of all who try to stop ha, completely wrapped in
merories of Him ey has not ceen.

The houge is filled with sweet odor. Yet theywhc live not in the
eternal Present of God experience nothing but anger. "This could have
been sold &and much given to the poor," we cry, mocking that charity
Jesus h#s been trying to tesch ua, we thieves who would take the honor
peid to Christ for ourselves. But Jesus quietly urges us to respect
this women who served Hir for ves who in onr cowardice will run fear-
fvlly, le2 ing Him in Eis hounr of loneliness, forgetting even the poor,
80 wrapped in the ugly little ghell of self-love.

Upon learning thet he is there, great numbere gather to catéh &
glimpse of Him &¢nd of the mén He has raised form the dead. This miracle
hé s had such overwhelming effects among the people the chief priests
plot to kill Lazarus &lso, trying despertutely to escape the realities
they refvese to &ccent.

Word is circulated thet Jesus ig coming. C joyour exzcitement: Little
ones, with their parente, run to ga#ther pulm branches &nd herry to greet
Eim. They sing a song of greeting to their Xing, Who in His triumph
comeg to them geated upon & little donkey, the Leagt of these little
ones. Only children ean sing to such & little King. +nd the "wise men"
mumble in their egitation, "The entire world has gone &fter Eim!"

His Hour hées come. Jesus' troubled Heart cries &loud, yearnipg thet
we comprekend Its angnish. (O lonely Heart, 8o ignorant are we who yet
follow.You gpesk of Death, &nd Eternal Life. You invite us onece more
to follow. You beg to be gaved from this Hour, yet in the s&éme breath
and from greater depths of Your Hesrt, You thank Cur FPather for this
Four thet He may be glorified. Then the thunder of the Voice of God
vibrates within our heerts, &n &ssuraénce to His little flock.

"I, if I be lifted up, will drew & 11 things to Myself." Iisten well
little e ndicapper. Do you hear what your Jesus sgaye? He lives within
the poverty of your heart. £ind they who must 1ift youlift him &lso.
Be & joyous burden, that you mey draw all to His Sacred Heurt.

Mow Jesus goes into His lagt retreat, His one deasire to teke me for
His own. 411 that He must endure becomes secondary to my Beloved. O
when will el1 but He flee from my desires? But I who love this worddly
nothingness treét my Love &s something of sheme &nd hide Him lest I be
ridiculed. 0O God forgive!l
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A1l ny dsyes may I shout His words of joyous hope with my life. "I
have come a TLight intc the world...I have come to save theworld..."lay
Hig words foll vpon the ha ppy freedom of cur heerts that His promises
may grow there,

13.1Jesus ' Hour has come! Soon He will return to His Father. He has
loved ua, Hisg own little flock, #nd He will pursue us to the end, yearn-
int to téll us of a tremendons Love far beyond our comprehension, a Love
Thet our unsuspecting zearts heve named God.

We've come to § supper mund calle the Last, fargetting & table spresd
this very minute &@&nd the Christ Who bends over it. What is our good
Macter doing? He's r isen from the tuble &nd curries a basin in which
He gently waikheg the feet of those with Him &t table. DBut, but thie gll
seemg g0 backward, sc embérrtssing.

Ah, there's Peter to vecice the protest while I rewmsain speechless.
"?heu shelt never wagh ny feet!" Tow, that's what should have been said.
But Jegus dessn't seer pleased. Hés tremendous Love longs to serve, yet
we merely fleunt our independence, deny Ite' exprescsion. How c&n we cléaim
His Friendship with such sctions? Then Peter, in his sweet eagerness,
addig, "Lord, not my feet only, but also my hands, &nd my head!" Jesus
smiles &t such extrévegence. "Thig is sufficient.”" His ead eyes find
each of our faces. "ot &1l of you &re cleén, He murmurs, but we have
returned to our idle chet snd notiece not His tear. 4slready He's & lone,
and we too, thouzh we know it not.

Tow He's returned to His plece &t the tauble end He 2ks, "Do you
know whet I have done to yomn?" HNo, Jesus, we've feiled to understand.
Plesge explain, How I long for the day when I will truly know You,
experience Yon, follow You. How patiently You once more explain what
I've failed to comprehend. Again and agoin You tell me. "I have given
you &n example, thait =8 1 have done to yowv, g0 you &lsoc should do...MNo
gervant is greater then his macter." Our L8ster has become the Least
among ue. What then sre we who wieh to follow? € God, we are Yovr lit-
tle nothinge! 1In theis realizetion, hippy shall we be.

Such &nguieh fills the Heart of Jesue, &€nd we birely hear Him esigh.
"He who e&ts bresd with lie has lifted his heel againgt le."

i He seemg to be segrching for our attention. He locks at esch of us
gathered here. "He whoe receives #nyone I send receives lie." C my sweet
Jesug, how refreshing to Your little hcbo. Thank You. Thourh You suffer
such #nguigh thig evening, yet You péuse to li:hten my wee load.

Pain seizes Yonr fecisl fesntures &e You gay eloud what we would not
listen to in silence. "One of yov will betray ile." O God forgive us
for looking &t one sncther.’

We become o confused, 80 g&ddened. <LThen it ig théat we beckon to
him whom Jegus loves. It ig he who is not ashémed of hi ¢ love Jesues,
who shoute the good news of Jeeng' Pregence with his whole 1life, who in
Love's freedom leans his hesd on Jesng' bosom and rests there in the
gilent murmringe of the S2cred Hesrt. And he is our comrade, go ezsy
to aprnrosch, g0 simply will he &pproach Jesue with ua. He whigpers
e¢f our coneern, "Lord, is it I?"
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Without oetentation, quickly, silantly, Jesus dismisses His betrayer,
letttng ve believe he is going on &n errand of mercy for our liaster.

Tow is the Hour God's eterngl yearnizn hes eought. Jesus ctlle ue
Eisa"little children." He has pmch to tell uneg before He finishes this
meeal with ue, yet only if we possese the childlike docitity He'e shown
ne can we undergtand. So anxiocusly He beging, "4 new commundment I give
you." Cnly one. Long &go ther were ten, then two, but now only one,
that 1ittle children m&y remember well. "Love one enotner, as I have
leved you!"™ The tremendous Lover hme spoken. How c&n we Know what He
geid? How can we begin to fathom? Wait but & few more houvrs. He will
SHOW ug Hethis love, &énd this very Love thét consumes Him de will give
to be oure, to be the standard His followers will bear that &ll men may
know we &re His.

We beg to follow, =snd He replies, "You ghell follow Me later." Then
onece more ounr impetnosity ergues, ""hy can I not follow Thee now? T will
lay down my life for Thee." Jesus smiles sadly at ve. "Will you? Ly
poor little weak child, this night your confidence will turn to cowar-
dice at the first sight of danger &énd you will deny that you've ever
known me."

14. C soul of such a noisey little sister, hush your restlesas murmurings
thet you mey keep each of these worde to ponder in your heart thet whi t
is now s0o emlmllow may expand &hd deepen end beconme ever more llke the
throbbings you hesr when you lesn on your Lother's breasgt. Jesus is
spesking, so anxious to impart these sweet consolaetions before He Eig-
gself endures an sgony such &9 we shall never know. It is oure by right,
yet quietly &nd eo willingly He tekesg it foom us for Hie very own, &nd
for those whe love Him so they beg tc meke it theirs, in becoming one
with their Jesns.

"Bon't worry." Hieg Voice is eoothing, quiet, strong. "Just believe
in lMe. Heaven is waiting for yon, &nd I am going to make &ll in resdi-
negs for your arrival. 1I'll return for you, and then the sorrows of
parting will never wound Us sagain. Yon know the Way. Follow Lie."

"Bnt Lord, we hive no idea where heaven ig, go how cun we krnow how
to get there?"0 how He desired to make us understand. "I am the Wafdy
eénd the Truth &nd the Life. But give lle your Figt, and I &m your
Everything. I bring all that &re line to sy Father, thet He m&y be
yours. 4And I bring Him to yom.

"Peacé!' Mot thet of the world, in which your hearts remain troubled
end &fraid. I shell be yocur Peace; I shell remg&in with you. I give
you Myself, My Body, My Blood, Ly soul, Ly Divinity, that you may never
fear egain.

"I willno longer speek much with youv. Your esrs willstrein to hesr
liy Voice ae before, 28nd yov find not & sovund but thét whiéch your own
nothingness mekeg in ite confueion. Arise, poor little soul. Let Us
go from here, It ig dar, &nd the way is steep, but wheét c¢an keep Us
from Cur rendezvcug:”

15.18he beloved disciple of Jesus seems 90 reluctant to clogse this
gseene of the first Holy limss, that bkessed event that will rock &ll
Christendom snd at the gsame time stebilize it. He seeme to retrace
the entire scene in his memory and longs to shére with ue each precious
werd he can rembmber coming form Jesus' Blcod steined lips.
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"I em the Vine." Once more Jegus seerches for an ob jeet. one His
little ones rey find in their exile &nd remember their Home. Here on
the table 1s the wine which we've been sAipping throuzhout our me&l, the
pvrple blood apilled by the grapes that man m&y be conforted through
their sagrifice. "iy Father 18 the Vine-dresser, removing the fruitless
brenches @#nd cleansing the othere that their fruit ney be even more
abundént. EHis tool is iiy word, and by it hae He cleansed jyou. Live
in lie; let ile be your Life; let lie make your heart iy abode, that I
may be &lways among the ehildren of men, pursuing them to the very end.
Alone you be&r nothing. Yow are dead. You shrivel into ugliness.

Yon are liy branchea, snd in the Aivine Life that courseg through le
flourisheg your fruit. Without lle you are completely degd, yet in

My Love your life flourishes in bursts of nourishment for &11 who pase
your Way. C plesse do noct refuse this divine Life I bring you. For
you will be severed from lie to be murned. O painful separation!

"Streng with liy Life, My words reflected in the purity of your fruite,
mey you approach liy Father, &énd so pleased will he be to grant your de-
girea. This is the joy, the glory, the coming of His Kingdom, the
blesged frvit of Ly friends. With the Love wherewith He embreaces lie
eternally do I embrace you. Please gtay within liy embrace, you whom
My Heart desires for Ite own. But do 2a I have &asked., Thet is ull,.

I've told you these longings of Ly Soul that Uiy joy may fill the
yearning of your soul.

Thie 18 what I ask of you; LOVE ONE ANOTHER AS I HAVE LOVE YOU.
There ie no grester love than this, giving one's 2l1l, one's life. Do
ag I acsk, that Our Friendship may be established forever. No longer
do I c&ll you servents. They are =ms pappets, never free to speak with
their lisster, tc share His Jjoy in the growth of His Kingdom You are
MY PRIEVDS, shéring all that is iiine. I he@ve echosen yom. From all
Eternity I've longed khet you should be ly friends that in iUy Love
your frvits may flovrish forever. How can I refuse the reqgueat of one
I love sc? But &sk for 211 things in Ly Mame and they are yourw.

ALL 1s yours bectvse I am yours, yom ALL. Only remember My comnmand-
ment to love one another in the dignity Ly tremendous Love has brought
to eech he&rt with Ly Coming.

"llany will hete you. Remember that they hu ve hated ke, If you bend
to worldyy stenderds you will be respected by those of the world. But
I have reised you to lMyself, &nd these stand géping upward end des-
pieing whet they camot touch bhecauee they cling to vanities belcw.
Don't be disturbed, nor even surprised, that you've logst their re-
gpect. See how they have treasted le and know thet you certsinly de-
gerve no more regpect. Rejoiece, for they treat youthus bectuse they
know the t you &re Iline.

"If T h#d not told them of Ly Lovwe, h&ad let It remain & secret,
then snrely their igznorsnce would have excusged them. But I've come,
I've tcld them, I've shown them, I've begged them to kelieve in lie.
And they've returned hatred. 0 God, fargive them:

"Still I long to ranifest lly Love in them. Never sh&ll I end My
purguit till time be no more, I'll send the Spirit of Truth, that He
may enkindle in their hearts the fires of divine Love. And I'll send
yov too, to ging of My Life amongz you, within you, to bring it within
their souls.”
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18. Now we follow Jesus to the Garden ¢f Getheemane, in little groups,
our chétting subdued &8 we welk slong trying to understsand all that Le
he g t0ld ue this immortal evening, our minds & méize in which Hig Voice
ringe clear over those words, that heve created & darkness only the
promisged Parscl ete can dispel.

@ften have we come here with Him, to listen, then to full ssleep
as He kept vigil, Hie mortel Bedy prostrate in adoration, His immortal
Soul flying to the bosom of His Father while He yet remained in exile,
awaiting the Hour for which He has come, thet NOW thet in the game
heartheat shakes Higs entire Being with anguish and with Joy.

John is kind to epare us the &ccount of the Agony in this garden.
Perhéipes the @nguish in his own heat at the mere mentionof this scene
he witneseed will not perpit him to write of it. DBut &g in sll Serip-
ture,his silence is eloquent, the scene is darkened from our eyes and
only if we keep watch with Him, conquering our drowsiness, cén we enter
into the mystericus Agony here, can we understend & bloodstained rock,
en elready ecarlet robe and eyes in which one finds Innocence darkened
in terror-and submigeion @nd joyous anticipition.

Aweke , my sleepy soul; Jesue is gently beckontng. Already, His
friends yet here, He ig lorely. Already we've forgotten Him. What's
thet noise? The cleatter of l=mterns, torches ani weapons, the sub-
dved voices of the cohort, friends of the chief priests &nd Pherisees,
esurround Us. He Who silently dismisged His betrayer at supper now
gtoops to receive from his twisted lips the kiss of one antiecipating
thirty vieces of gilver, g0 wrapped in the profit he ca&mnot see tlre
Creator of &ll thinge begging to give hin All, forever.

Jegus stepe closer, Hls Face and theirs, the brightness of God &nd
the dark of Satan, flickering in the lights they carry. "Whom do you
gaek?" "Jesug of Nazareth." 3Strange they don't look far the Babe o
Bethelhem, of Egypt, the Wonder-worker of Capharnsum, for Hin Who
cured the sick, raised the dead, fed the pecple, spoke of & new King-
dom. Instead, they sesrch & pour curpenter Who is building &« Dingdom
in the heerts of the people, where their swords cén't destroy. His
enswer is thet which we m&ke each tire ¥he world gole in se&érch of
Goodnesg to destroy It &nd in the end finde itgelf destroyed. "I &m
He." Qur words confusew the, floor them, €nd &9 they stére we tell
them again, remembering St. Paul's "For me tc live is Chriet." I AM
HE?" £And werBag that we be taken, if only our little ones be not
hermed.

Here's Peter 2gain, go anxious to DO SOMETHING. His impulaive love
grabs his sword to destroy with & puny human gesture the mighty forces
of hell., Jesus a&gks him to replace it. Will he take from his lLiaster
thét which He h&s come to eccompligh? Will he who only & little while
g0 arcued that Jesve should not wash his feet now prevent his own
Redemption? No, when one knows God one no longer boasts of hie own
independence.

Now our Jesus ig geized &and bound. He Whom legions of &ngels might
ageist chocses tc remeéin alone, mén'e self mude chainsg Jjingling as He
ie shoved on by the mob to the home of Annas.
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John and Peter trail Him. Jchn is acquainted with the high priest,
a8 he enters the courtyurd, apeaks a few wordses to the portreas ani ob-
taine entrsnce for Peter also. But the maid, squinting in the night
lighte, &eks Peter if he's not one of Hesus' disciples, and he answers,
"T am not.” What do the flames of the cogl fire reveal in thefece of
this mn sas he stands there with the servants #nd attendants? 4snxiety?
Pear”® Confunsion? Look well into your own heart, your own denials,
my sonl, &nd you will know.

The z2igh priest is questioning Jesus, but He Who has spoken to them,
pleaded with them, in their eynagogues has answered their questions &-
géin and agdin., Surely theyknow His doctrine. But His @ nawer displeases
& nearby attendént who sl&éps Hir, and the larb of God &sks, "8hy dost
thou strike lle?" He will agk #nother one day, "Why persecutest thou
le?" He-will-ssk-snetkher-eme-day-und centuriea L ter Hig Heartw ill
gay to 2 world yet mad, "Why dost thou throw le in prison, bréinwash le,
even try to kill liy Soul? and the same answer will be given. lute, be-
cen ge hearts have become toc hard to hear the bleat of = Lamb.

Here's Peter yet bending over the coflsg, confusedly watching the mob
lead hie Master out to Caiphas. Do trose &round the flre withk him no-
tice his disturbéence? Cnce mo~e he's &sgked &nd once more denies that
he is one of Jesug' disciples. 3But now 2 relstive of L& lchus says, WDija
I not see thee in the gérden with Him?" Again denialj snd the crow of
& cock and exit end bitter tezrs from & broken heart.

By now it ie early morning, and Jesus has beea led to the pruetorium,
Hig feet dragzing from fatique snd the taunts His captors have heaped
upon Him &1l night. Pilate dcesn't seem anxicus to get involved, yet
the crowd insists, holding wvwnepoken threats aguainst him.

Pilate flees to the comfort of his room and sends for Jesus. He ig
filled with guestions. 3Strange th&t Jesug should condescend to anawer
them, This poor, bewildered nén mumbleg, "Wh&at is truth?" and here
gtands Truth btefore him. Surely God's mercy cries for this groping
esoul. He returns to our crowd to &nnounce Jegsus' innocence. The cus-
tom of releasing & prisoner during the Passover brightens his hopes and he
offers to give us back our King. But we refuse Him and ascream for the
release of @ robber, & killer, in exchange for Hir Who hés come to give
ve Life, &bundantly. 0 God, here I am shouting for @necther, running,
alwaeys running from You. 2ursue, tremendous Lover, even yet pursue me!

19, Why 1s Pilete having Jesus scourged? Is it that he thinks he can
pacify the blord-thirsty mob with this lesser vidlence, lesser sacrilege?
Does he know of the goldiers' games, thut they will play them to the hilt
with @ 1ittle Lamb standing silently in their midst, teéking whatever He
is fooferd? There is no one here to pity Him. No one to c2ll & halt

to their tortures, to beg these abuses &verted from Jesus to himself,

not one. All Eis friends have hidden, and here He is alone with those
who héte because I myself & ve set boundaries to my love.

liinds heve been gatisatedwith worldly pletsures that we might not
nctice the inkling of humaen pity that yet remé&ins our distinetion a-
mong the beégte. Thie, the orecions Body He has given into our keeping,
we tesr avart, bit ny bit, and we watch the Precious Blood He gave us
to drink trickle vpon the ground. We watch. If we but kiew what we
wore &bout we would liék the Jdust!
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IS this not enough? Dceg cur indifference not mock Him enough?lmgt
wa take unkindnegges, pleit theminto a crown of thorns tc be set upon
Hieg Sacred Head? /‘nd why C why muet we howl, shouting préises our herd-
negs tuvrns to cockeries, with esch cruvelty, &lmost unconsecious of what
wa are &bout, pounding this crown furthur into His throbbing skull to
meke Him more &nd more & King? 4And we slep Hisg Faee. Well might we wan-
der the rest of our lives mumbling, "Out, out damn spot!" till we learn
that it will be erased only by our complete immersion in Hls Precious
Blood.

Pilate Ikrings Him once agsin before ocur rabble to &announce thst no
guilt can be found in Eim. Jesus 1is dra:-ged before us, sheéking wlth
pain, wesk, Hie mutilated Body closked in & reg 1 robe, :nd upon His
Head the c¢rown from which sdarlet jewels dangle and fikll to bed the m-
gelves in His hair. Here he is, the composgite of 2ll that e l can
aeffect upon &'living being, and Pilate, standing in the presence of
Truth, &almogt =8 snother Baptist, propheciesg, "Behold the lLian:" WOT
the God, the Xing, the Prorhet, but the ian, imprisoned by those less
than He. Who would not weep, strike his breast, fall upon his face and
beg worthinesg to gsze upon this eight? But instead a bunch of cowards
call, "Crucify Hin! Cruveify Him!

Cur shouts send the cringing Procecurator back to the security inside
the Prsetorium with his Prieconer of Love. Agdibn he questionsg Jesus,
but the Ppophet needs s&y noc more. Pilat- wonders at His eilence, re-
reminding Him that He etands before the man with power to either crucify
or releagse Him. Now a few brief worde &z Jesue remings him he can do
nothing without permigsion from the God from Whom &ll power procedes.
It almoet se~ms thit Pilate has become Jesgus' prisoner, and franticdlly
ke battle to release Jesus snd himgelf. DBut we throw him yet deecper
into his confusion by reminding him th&ét should he releagse Jesus, to con-
tinue gayhering the little ones inot Hie Kingdom, he will be scting dir-
ectly &zinst the interest of the mighty Caesgar, whose benefits he rather
enjoys. CQCur threats bring him before us once more, &nd Jesgw=.

Pilate mounts the judgement se&at abowe the Lithostrotos on which the
Prisoner gtsande. He lcoks down upon the bowed Head of Jesus. He wante
to love Him, if only it didn't cost so much. "After sll, I've got to
protect my neme," he mumbles. Cnce more he attempts to do something
for this loveble Stranger. BHe rotions, "Behold your Xing!™ But we close
our eyes and cry, "Away with Him! Away with Him! Crucify Him!" Then &
bit of sapcaam, "Shall I crucify your King?" But the chief priests
suddenly find polities most advantsgetus. They who have continually de-
nounced Roman rule shout, "We hive no Xing but Caessr." snd with this
Pilate quits, seurrenders, hands this poor little Lamb to the roaring
crowd and returns to comforte he couldn't enjoy in the gaze of & bleed-
ing God.

it laet Jegwe hag been surrendered to our mob. MNow His eyes, His
erma, rise to receive joyfully the altar on which He will be ssacrificed.
He embraceeg it, letting its ruggedness find & pillow in His raw shoulder.
The bared nerves in His wound scream for rercy, &8 all the forces of evil
come into contact with Goodness Itself. Who can guess thie burden? 3ut
He drawe it yet colser, yearning to feel its entire welght, and us we
follow He besrs all. He asks but thatw e fcllow Him.
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Cnce more John spe&res us the length of this journey, the falls and
the struggles to rise aguin, and he says, "They erucified Him." He's
told ws many namee, Judaa, l=slchus, 4Annas, Caiphas, Pilate, but now he
gays THEY erucified Him. and here we @re logst in the multitude, & ham-
mer in our hé&nd.

Pilate wrote the inseription to be pléce above His Head. Becausge
of the fe&rt tlerecare pany paasers-by to read end wonder at this "Jesus
of Nazareth, the King of the Jewe." The chief priests went to Pilate
to requeet that he change this inscription, but he who hsed let them use
him &l11 through thés crime finally m=de an attempt to halt hie retreat.
With authority send finality he sighed, "What I have written I hive writ-
ten...He's &8 King, but I've yet to discover the subjects of His Love."

The gsoldiers have dlvided the clothing of our lMsster &mong tle mselves,
end cast lots for His tunic. Here hangs Almighty God, Crestor of all
tk ings, maked, in &gony, dying & criminel, ,His only crime that He loves
na €0.

How comld T continue resding this nerrative did the next sentence not
appear? T1'v run frantically thoough this wild mob, lcoking for her,
Cnly to see her, to sténd nesr her ig all I want. Iiother: I shout, try-
ing to raise my cry above the jeers of the rabble. I'm afrauid, But now
John tells us, "There was standing by the Cross of Jesus His Lother.n™
How could I heve thought to look elsewhere? Since Jesus left Nazereth
ehe heg followed, eilently, mixed in with the others. Often she wasg
gshoved go fer back she could not see Him, eculd receive His Gospel only
on the whispers of the crowd. It almost seems that He's forgotten her,
bvt ghe fcllowed always &@nd He knew she was the re for Him and drew 4/
gtrength in this knowledge. 3he wss content that He knew. But now is
Hig Hovr, and hers, &nd all have stepped 2side to let her ste&nd there
with Him. To STAYD there, motionless, for three hours. Not only her
Tmmacnlate Heart, but her entire body had endured mertyrdom His llartyr-
dom, with Him.

Jegsus speake! He Who #ll this time has been whispering Psalms that
pourei the depnthes of Hie Love before the throne of God now hts gome-
thing to ssy to me. Listen well, my heart., His ie¢ weak, His Voice so
gsoft, yet it is the Voice of a King that whispers, "Behcld thy liother:"

' God, she is looking upon me ani extends her hmnd thet I might take
it. MNow He is str ipped of everything, and she has heard Him on Whom
her entire 1ife has been centered now give her away. NOW is the marty-
rdom of her Heart &g she looks down upon me standing here holding her
limp hand. But she ig strong, and I feel her hand strengthen snd 1ift
me snd clasp me to her heart; 1I've becone &g & sword!

All prophecies having been accomplished, Jesus' parched lips are yet
begging for our love. "I thirst." He Who has endured to Love's infin-
ite excess knows that Hie work hse been accomplished and whispers, "It
is finished." Bowing His Head, He is on His way to burst through
Heaven'e getes in triumph with those who awsit Him there...
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Those who have come to Jerusalem for the feaat sre indignant at ¢t he
progspect of the ¢ -ucified bodies' defiling their Sabbeth. Here is &1l
they've demsnded; He is crwecified, yet theywould have one more gacrilege?

But Jesuve hee expired. Why O why then pierce His Heart? liother
stands here yet. TIs this wound another in the martyrdom of this Woman,
the one in which she toc sobe, "liy God, my God, why hast Thonu forsaken
me ?" becange this is her very own wound, He isn't ther. O Jesug, pleage
gend Your Spirit to take possesgion of my heart, thet when she looks down
to find me her and remembers I am hers, she may reognize Lnother &nd re-
ceive conscletion in her bitter loneliness. ~Please forgive me that I
nuet be the one after the only OCne h&sg gone. Let my smile become as &
gsanctvary lenp for her, thet she may remember Your promise to be with
us &elwesys.

Jogeph of iArimathes went to Pilste to reques permission to bury this
preciove Body. o longer will He hide hie¢ love for Jesus. The Compand-
ment of Love here demongtrated hés vsherd in the Life of Chriet in the
Tew Testament, Through His friends Jesve lives on. 3ilently, hurriedly,
tha t Body is taken from Its alter end tenderly wrapped. She who once,
long sgo, wrspped Hi m in sw&ddling clecthes now watches Him teke a stone
eleb for His resting place. Silently she retraces His W&y béck to the
clty to find there rest, quiet. She is tired.

20. All ie hushed. Once in the ggiet of night God's almighty Word
leept forth, snd now Jesus' gloricus gplendour brings yet more of dark-
nege tc onr hvman night, ae with Him we leap forth into the blinding
glory of GOCD,

It is before dswn this Svnday mornigg. With liary lMagdsalene we tiptoe
to the Hely Sepulchre to sdore, to rest, in loneliness leaning upon &
gtone, longing, confused, weeping. But what ig this? The stone has
been removed from the entrance: C Jesus, they have stolen You from us.

Such & forgetful Little Sister am I to run with l&ry to tell Jesueg’
loved onesg, "They'v atolen owr Laster!" Here we announcs yet &nother
dorrow, nct eomprehending that the only s&dness is that because our
eyea saw not the joyoue gignificance of Calvary we'er not capsble of
rejoicing today.

Immediately Peter and John hurry off to the tomb. Young John, more
ewift of foot, arrives firet, and stooping sees the linens lying there.
C how he murt desire to gather thegse cloths stained in his Beloved's
Precious Blood to esrregs them to0 his heart, these scarletreminders of
hig Jesvse., But he waita st the door for Zeter. Whut must thig hesitsa-
tiond/ have coet him? He doescn't tell us. He watches Peter enter and
kneel before these precious relics, expeclally the one folded and lying
agide from the others, thet which cradled the jewels of His crown. Now,
gilently, we enter with John &nd kneel. Thouzh we don't understand,
Feith's light dugzles ug, 8nd we return to the life outside, wondering.



5.

Here's poor liery, weepinz by the tomb., It's lerd to believe. 3he
gstoops teo look apain and there, one at either end o the glab where
her Jegus was laiqd, et two @ngels in flowing, radient whit e germenta.
They who are filled with such rejoicing are amezed &t a creature so
desolete and ask,"Womsn, why art theu weeping?" Someone s taken her
Jegus , she explains. She now feele someone's presence behing her and
turns round to find & young man who kindly weke her again why she is
erying. She thinke he might be the gardener and bege that if he's re-
moved her beloved iaster he tell her where he hes laid Him th&t she may
give His s&cred remains & wor thy burial. but the young men speaks only
her neme. "Mary."

It is He! That Vokce, the same thst held her &end an entire multitude
in rapt stillness atop & mount one day, it lives agsaln :nd cecalls her to
follow. ™Miaster!" ahe eries in joyovs surprise, throwing herself upon
the ground to kiss the wounds in His feet, now gloriously besutiful
wounde. But He aske her to be content with the vision of Hirm and the
souni of His Voiee. Soon, so soon, she shall nogsess Himentirely. But
now che ies sent to His dear ones to spread thes glad tidings. Jesus
agcends to His Pather and our FPather, to His God &and our God, for He las
broken all wslls th&t distinguish divinity and humanity. He has become
human, He heeg conquered evil, @nd now wh&é t is human gshall be made divine.
She runs to the Disciples, still gathered in fearful remembrance of the
lagter's terrible end, lnd of the guspicion that mmst follow 211 who &re
His. And ghe almogt einga, "I heve gseen the Lord." In her smile is
strength to convinee all who will but look.

-Now it 1is late. Once more the sun hes sought its rest, &nd darkness
blankets the eity. The Disciples have secured @11 the doors of the
little room that shelters them @nd they speak in hugshed tones. COne
raiges hie eyes, then tries to focus them upon the figure that stands
here turning little eandle flickers to nothingness. 3ilently, unan-
novnced, Jesus has come to us. We gtare, We mutter something to our-
gelves., We reelly dn't know what to do. But Jesus quiets ung, "Petce
be to yom." We've forgotten to wedome Him. It is He, returned to us
2g He prorised. Should we be so0 surprised? He told us He'd come, our
faithful Friend.

He extende His hénds, like He is offering us something, And when He
cpens them, there before our eyes the indelible merks of our Redemption.
And in Hig e¢ide our secure sghelter. Rejoice, for it is He! Joy, &nd
Peece. Now feel the warmth of His bresath on our foreheads &nd receive
the Holy Spirit of His Love to fill our hearta. and C listen to the
gift He promises now. To His Apostles, to His priest forever, to Fr.
Keith, He gives that which belongs to God alone. @ne in Him, theymay
&bsolve the sine of man, to make that which ies dead in gin slive with
the Life of God, to eall the sounl to live the Glorious lMysteries with
Him. Jesus, thank Youl! '"ever forget a missionary to whom You've
ziven the powers of Your Holy Priesthoed, and remember his weel little
gisater when he punte & drop of water into hig wine. Let that drop not
méke it less Your Blood, but let the wine completely consume & little
.nothing. Only let me be there, to love, to shout the Gogpel with hig
whole 1ife. To offer Toly 4&35 to die, with him, in Jesus.
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Poor Thomag wasg out at the time of Jesug' visit. Eow anxiously we
rugh to inform him of the blessed event. IHe demunds proofi 5S¢ zealous
for truth, yet so0 incredulous of feiry tales. Iruth has lived among
ue, he'll fire lly cee, 2nd believe. But whd would wait eight days if
he might have & peesk &t Heaven TCW? through the eyes of Faith?

Jegug retmnne, gives ne His pe2ceful gresting snd turns to Thomas.
Is he ngtongshed? Hesus beckons him cleoser, invites him to place hisg
finger where & nail once bedded and to feel His gide, the gate through
which wes born His Church. But Thomas fslls upon his face before Jesus
end confeeges, "y Tord énd my Sod!l" The Good Chepherd re joices that
Fig little black cheep is with Him once more, and, remembering sall
those who will follow, Ee tosses gver His houlder this promigse, "Blessed
are they who have not gsee, snd yet have belisved."

St. John reminds us thet he hasn't written «11 thet Jesues did, but
enocugh that we mey believe that Jesue is the Christ, the Son of God,
and that believing we may have life in Hig Name. Iiol, une toute petite
goeur de Jesueg, Jje cromna. or, &8 the little girl in "The iirscle of
34th Street" put it, "I believe, I believe. It'e eilly, but I believe,™
Thenk God for fairy telesll!l

2l. Here gather Peter &nd others of the Disciples, confused, restless,
et the shore of thesea of Tiberies. In his idleness Peter's thoughts
grow more uncertain, frightful, 2nd suddenly he decides, "I'm zoink
fiehing." We follow our leader into his boat. 211 night we wait,

vet there is nothing to satisfy cur hunger.

We're g0 tired ags we turn our littls craft to shore. There ias &
flame dancing on the beach. Whet is 1t? A torch? Are we being sought °
we find a beantiful young men who ag ke, "Have you any fish?" O how we
loeng to give this zentle vagabond something, But cur nete &re empty,
our poverty mikesg itself keenly felt.

He zently kids usg cast the net to the right of the bost, wher we're
to find gome fish. All night we'wve brought up empty net:,yet here by
the shore, im the shallowegt of the waters, we're told to gather fisgh?
It's foclish, He knows ncthine about fishing. We're baffled, yet in
Holy Obedience we cast the net. Look! All the fatigue from our vigil
hae fled e we gtruggle tozether to bring thies miracnlous cateh ashore,
The belo md Diseiple, & pesceful joy redisting from himszs he recog-
nizes his precious llagster, whispers to Peter, "It is the Lord." O how
consoling to hesr from the lips of those most desr to Jesus this con-
golation, "It ig He."

Deer, dear Peter, you're gtill so like your noisey, &mbitious
little gister, yet I know, I'm so swe, that Jesus smiles ax we toss
curselves into the water, scampering to embrace Him all wet and bedrag-
gled, while in no time the cthers reach Himcaikmy, :ndi much more pre-
genteble thaen we, their nets full., Yet I believe that He 1g plessed
to see all of us, our kind Master.
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But look, & warm fire snd already & fish and breasd prepared for wm .
But He wse waiting for us, and He bids us bring some of the figh WE'VE
caught. O what God is thia that makes Hims=1lf dependent upon mun that
He may glve His zifts? Who knows that to love Him &nd yet have nothing
to give our Beloved would frustrate His poor little ones? 50 Le places
besutiful =zifts in our hiénde that we méy raise them to Him. Our Crestor
accepts & niece of His cre tion 2nd fills the void with Himeelf. Tow
the Servant, alweys & Servant, offers brezkfast to us. Does snyone's
hesrt objeet, "Thou ghelt never gerve me:" WNo, 1in the presence of the
r igen Chriest our acecipio, our nothingness, 1is mede ménifest, und His
Allnege fille us.

Our meal is completed, and we git around the warmth of the fire, un-
swsre of the early morning'e damp ¢ hill. Jesus turns to Peter. "Do
you love Ae more than these tthers?" he asks, Peter is pierced. It's
obviocus, end he softly answers, "Yon know I love You, Lord." Jesus says,
"PFeed My lembs.™ Let Liy Love live &and grow within you that theynot
Aie of malnutrition without the Bread of Li fe.

Again, He asks, "Do youlove we?" O little tesrs that fill Peter's
eyes thet Jesus should have to ask, that his &ctions &lone do not ex-
pregs that which he wishes to do for his Lisster. "You know I love You,
Lord." Agaln Jesugs' "Please feed them.”

But now a third time, "Do youlove lLie?" Peter turns away, He thinks
he gees, through thege tears, the enffering Christ, and in the distance
there is the crow of a cock. "Lord, Youkmow all things. You know that I
love You." Yes, He knowe, and He comrmande us to feed His sheep, to bring
Hig tremendous Love to 211 men. that they mey love Him Who love them,
to death, =nd regurredtion.

Listen well, little one, GHow epecifically He speaks to you. "ihen
you were nuite ycung yon clothed yourself npnd walked wherever you de-
gired. But now another must take your hand, and care for you, and you
must go wher he wishes. Be abandoned; be Mine, &nd I shall ta ke you
to Myeelf, My own little martyr esch day. For uine will be the hands
thet serve you. Please let Lie serve."

Here stands the beloved Disciple of Jegus, and we a gk, "Lord, what

about thies man?" What shall become of him who loves You go rmch mere
than the rest of vs? 1I've seen his amicitia menifest agsin #nd sgain,
end I know what & joy he must be to Your Heart. You are his Joy. Wwhat

sbout this mén? You gee, Lord, I live for him. Your Lother asked that
that I be his., Yet what I give is too poor to be a gift for any man.
Why ¢ why muet it be for him? TIt's psinful to live for &nother, painful
becsucse he slready posgesses the Allness of God, he is aflame with
divine Love, and I fear that I mizht dampen that Flame. But Cur kKother
has ssked, &nd I accept this martyrdom because he too accepta. O how

I long for the day when ther~ will no longer be an I nor he but JESUS.
And in thie longing He lives, the risen Christ, and we adore. Now I
end this pecking. 1It's been foolish, I know. DBut I tried to do as
Jegug wiched. It i=m time for rest. I &ly in the cradle fo my lother's
arme and hesr in her heartbeat words nc book has ccntsined. I love to
be here. And when all is comsumrms'ed may I yet be found here, learning
of Jegus.
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