IT'S A SWRET LIFE

I am 8 happy wanderer,
A bum, You understand,
A most unusual vagabond,
Ky lollypop in hand.

The roed we travel, it gets most
Confu eing now and then.

S0 I it down snd teke & lick,
Then on our way &again.

The folks we meet, they ure so kind,
Cur needs always provide.

Ah yes, they fill uve with their love
And then walk =t our side.

Our compeny, its numbers mount.
Qur little song grows great.

Cne day we filled the multitude.
My lollypop they sate.

C how I missed my lollypop,
Went off to weep alone.
But there s hundred lollypops
Were lying. A4ll my own.

And now they'me coming ceaselessly.
The more I give I gzet.

I fear that when Christ calls us home
I'11 still be licking yet.

My knapsack will be bulging with
The sweats He gave to me.
And as we reach that little gate

Ee'll tske them 8ll to ges.

Then little Jesus, Hevwilll smile
iAnd listen to my prayer.

Yes, He will give my lollypops
To all the children there.

How sweet the Land of Lollypops
We'll share with one another.
But muet we walt for golden g:otes?

Heaven is NOW, my brother!

FPor my missionary, 9-26-62






MINE TO GIVE
Many the years I've gpent
Coming so far.
Now I reach Bethlehem,
Led by & Star.

(Mary's the Star.)

Wise men precede me here.
Great gifte they bring.
What maey & poor child give
The 1little Xing?

(He made all things.)

liaybe & lullabye

I'1]l write this day.
Then I can ging it &s
With Him I play.

(His angels eing.)

I'l]l read a gtory then.
Pages unfurled,

We'll travel all the roads
O0f this gre&t world.

(He hclde the worli.)

liother, please help me, I
Beg her at length.

"Give Him your weakness;

He'll give you His strengthl"

(Jesune, I'm Yours.)

For Father
Christmas,

Luecien,
1961






CONSOLATICN '
Why do you weep, poor little hesrt?
Youv long to eaere the lot
Cf those who knoek uvpen your door

For help, but you cannot.

These hende you wish to use for Christ
Won't even hcld & cup.
You wish to walk cmong the poor.

Theae feet won't bear you up.

Do you nct hear tem at your door
And long to gzive your test?
But overcome by constant pein,

Apparently you rest.

Now take your rest, poor little heart.
She gives you to another.

His hsnds, his 1lips, his heart do serve.
Don't weep. Serve him, for lother.

10-28-62






CONSCLATION
Why do you weep, poor little heart?
You long to ease the lot
Cf those who knoeck upon your door

For help, but you eannot.

These hands yon wkeh to uee for Christ
W#on't even hLold a cup.
You wish to walk among the poor.

These feet won't bear you up.

Do you not hear them at your door
And long to give your besgt?
But overcome by constant pain,

Apparently you rest.

How take your rest, poor little heart.
She gives you to another.

Higs hands, his lipse, his heart do serve.
Don't weep. Serve him, for iiother.

10-28-62






LOVE
12-16-62

"REJCICE"
Words from the Word.
Words that thunder through all centuries.
Th'eternal Thought.
Yes, you angels, you hear,
Little soul, you too.
And today, yesterday, tomorrow,
That Thought is & Word.
"This is My Bodyi"

But Christ, Your hands, Your lips,
They differ.

And yet they are the same

Ag those You agked of liary

in an eternal plan,

And She, svpreme creature,
Whispered & word, the echo

of the Thought.

Et Home Factus est.

Ecce Suacerdos iagaual

Thet echo thunders today.

"Thie is My Body!"

We take, we eat, we are consumed.
Live Jesus!

Eternal Preiet and Victim,

We have no life put Yours. 4Amen, Alleluial!l






PRAYFR FROM THE CROSS

My Jesug, mercy! I tremble vhen I consgider thet You heve chosen me, &
helpless c¢hild, to bear npon my weak bsck the weight of Your Cross. and
et "eross" is not the right “ord. Mo, a crosa is something heavy, sor-
“'rowful weekening. But this yoke is sweet, this burden light. Fven if
You hadn't gaid 1%, I would héve known. Is there anywhere I might find
more refreshment than in kissing the ground on which the drops of Your
Precious Blood wae epilled, of knowing th&t these were Your steps, that
this was Your pain?

0 Jesus, there is no other way. You told us that You were the Way sand
the Truth &nd the Life. And Yovr mission ends at Calvery, as mine does;
the Truth is Your death, as I must die to &ll comfort and to self, &nd
the Life is the promise of an Easter morning, wherein lies all hopse.

But had this not been promised to me, did I not even know of heaven,
even then wounld I not embrece this pain? Whet is there in suffering that
makes ny joy so domplete? Why is there he&ven even here on earth, so
much so that I might be willing to live here &lways #nd suffer? O no, I
could never live without the hope of heaven, if I had not found heasven
already, if heaven had not come to me. Ny ;od, I believe; my God, I love
You! Heaven fell from eternity at the Incarnstion, at the FIAT of &
voung m&iden so pure the&t God chose her for His abode. He Who had mede
the entire world, and the magnificent stars, chogse of &ll plsaced to dwell
within the creature whe wae lowest in her own eyes but was highdst in
God's eyes. 4nd gshe wee glad becéuse He wes glad, snd for no other resason.
My God, when will I reach such wisom 28 to know th&t I &m nothing? Then
will T héve reached hesaven.

Never, never ghall I &8sk why this agony, why cerebral palsy, why
muecle spasms, why p&in that gnews &t the base of my epine so much that I
ran feel it in my legs, or why & new pain thet attackes my neck so that

\_JOmntimeq it seem impossible to hold vp my head. Nor shall I say, Lord,
I simply can't pray. These distractions have condemned my entire prayer
life, have fcrhidden me to contemplate Yovr besuty by reminding me of
this wretched 1little body erying for mercy. WMo Lord, I hang on Calvary,
I hang limp on & tree snil cry; WMy God, my God, why hest Thou forscken
me: And then I geain sfren;th enough to say; Into Your h&nds I commend
my soul. 4nd T dle. 4And I em pleced in the hands of my lother and
offered to God. She holds & heap of burned out incense and offers it to
cur Heav nly Father, and the gates of heaven cpen to countless multitudes
of sorls who have wzited so long--and I lay ther lifeless snd know not
their Joy until they meet me &t that very gate and open it for me.

liy beloved Spouse, I am Yours by & chain that binds that precious
logd to my back. I'm & =lave? No, I am Your btide. I sgtand not tug-
ging &t thie chain, trying franticslly to wear it for all to see &nd yet
to loesen it so that 1t doesn't bind so tightly. Rather, I cling to
it so0 that T might never lose 1t, becamse it binds me to You. 4And yet
this death is impossible, that is, unlese I love you. Why in the world
muet T go on? Why do I smile, sand the heavier it gets the more T smile?
Why do I love till I can no longer contain the love in myself snd must
gpill it 2ll over the altar of Sacrifice? And when You take from me
the consolation with which You &are wont to strengthen me, when You lead
me into night so black that I cannot see even Your light in the distame,
why do I even then trudge on, waiting for the tough cf & kiss, for the
Kigs of God? Becemse love does such things, &and I love YOU!

For Pather 0 'Neil
June 15, 1968
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