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AND THE SUN ROSE
£,

You ask me to speak of my Mother, of what I saw in her this morning, but
what can I say?

I remember stirring in my slumber and opening my eyes Just long enough to
see her filling her lamp. Her cloak was wrapped about her shoulders much like
the silence that enfolds her life and Jesus',

A bit of commotion outside. Some women were shuffling toward the place

} where Jesus had been laid., They spoke to one another of spices and the hur-
ried burlal before the Passover and of how thelr love of Hlm prompted them to
glve His tomb all the ritual possible to them. I thought it strange to see her
walking another directién than they, slowly, at peace, erect, only her eyes
revealing the drain the past few days had been upon her, Her face was lifted
to the stars, Once there had been a special star for her to find among them.,

i‘:jow they were all alike, all special because they are her Son's,

Perhaps I should have followed her to ease her loneliness., I didn't even
think of that at the time, simply snuggled into the burrow of covers she'd
thrown about me that I be not cold and fell asleep.

The dawn awakened me. Yet now I can't remember if 1t was a sunbeam or
the light in her eyes., All I know is that I looked to find her wlth me, and in
her eyes to find that which would’/besmutllatedivbycanylverbalraccount, Somehow
1t rolled away a stone and overcame my heart, and she who was vibrantly alive
did not need to tell me my Brother lives,

for the Lambs of God

Pascaltide 1966
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A.J.P.M.,

MINE TO GIVE
Many the years I've spent
Coming so far.
Now I reach Bethlehemn,
Led by a Star.

(Mary's the Star.)

Wise men precede me here,
Great gifts they bring.
What may a poor chlld give
The little King?

(He made all things.)

Maybe a lullabye

I'11 write this day.
Then I can sing it as
With Him I play.

(His angels sing.)

I'11 read a story then.
Pages unfurled,

We'll travel all the roads
Of this great world.

(He holds the world.,)

Mother, please help me, I

Beg her at length.

"Glve Him your weakness;
He'll give you His strength!"

(Jesus, I'm Yours.)

For Father Luclen,

[ 9, L TRl e S



A.J.P.l,

MIRROR OF GOD
Our lesson was on Plety that day.
With open arms and loving heart I came
To lean my locks upon my Mother's breast,

Whence 1ssued whispers sweet with Jesus' name,

And then I knelt before Her, hands 1n Hers,
And gazed upon Her countenance so fair.
Her eyes, those windows of the soul, met mine,

As I beheld all virtue &hining there.

Yes, Plety was there, unique yet one
With all the other gems of sanctity
That form Her crown, that reverentlial love

Of God and all that's His, lald bare to me.

Her filial obedlience, Her failth,
Her childllike confidence, and more I felt,
And fleet time passed into eternity,

As before God's own mirror there I knelt.

For Father Keith's
Conference to the Sisters

written April 11, 1962



A.J.P.M.

CONSOLATION
Why do you weep, poor little heart?
You long to ease the lot
Of those who knock upon your door

For help, but you cannot.

These hands you wifh to use for Christ
Won't even hold 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 glve your best?
But overcome by constant pain,

Apparently you rest.

Now take your rest, poor little heart.
She glves you to another.
His hands, his 1lips, hils heart do serve.

Don't weep., Serve him, for Mother,

10-28-62
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12-16-62
. "REJOICE"
Words frem the Werd.
Werds that thunder threugh all centuriles.
Th'eternal Theught.
Yes, you angels, yeu hear.
Little soul, you teo.
And teday, yesterday, temerrew,
That Theught 1s a Werd.
"This is My Bedy!"

But Christ, Yeur hands, Yeur lips,
They differ.
3 And yet they are the same :
. As these You asked eof Mary
in an eternal plan.
And She, supreme creature,
Whispered a werd, the eche
of the Theught.

Eﬁ Heme Factus est.

Ecce Sacerdes lMagnus!
That eche thunders teday.
"This is My Bedy!" :
We take, we eat, we are censumed.
Live Jesus!
. Eternal Preist and Victim,
We have ne life but Yeurs.

Amen, Alleluila!




LOVE

PRESENTATION
A mother and her child,
They etand among the crowd,
Dim vision of a brilliant long ago.

A man approaches, composite of all who wait

To see the face of Christ.

Ahd will he find it here?

Will he gaze on her bundle,

Find in my own face eternal Peace? n
Will only death free captlvey of Love's baby eyes?
Baby Jesus, live and love, and laugh and cry

my baby tears.
Live, Jesus, TODAY!

2-2-63
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0 Woman!
How glorioue 1s your nane.
. You whose beauty made God wish to leap to earth;

Whose solitary FIAT made almighty God dependent on

creatlon;
Whose Mother's care bade Jesus change the wine that
one day would become His Preclous Blood.
1 0 Woman, mow Christ shouts to me, "Behold thy Mother!"
And angels pralse a God Who glves to them a Queen.
AVE MARIA!

2-11-63



LOVE

NOW AND ALWAYS

Today I knéel before our living God
As you, Jerome, or so the story goes.
I bring you gifts, I smile, and God smiles too,

For these glfts are not mine to glve, He knows.

These are but His own gifts to me, His child,
This love and warmth and Holy Mass I give.
But at the door of ugly poverty

God knocks and opens = He descends to lilve,

in celebrating the feast of St. Jerome
with Fr. Lucien, 1963

One little Word
God speaks today.

No more--no less==  yv pgther, when I was a child then You thought as a
I wish to say. e

e And You bullt me a kilte. child
dE3UD1 You taught me how to fly 1t.
Chiistmastime, 1963 My heart soared with 1%,
In thrilling squeals discovering Your marvels be-
neath me.

But now I've reached the end of my rope.
Delight of playthings has blown to oblivion.
I seem to fall back to the earth.
With nothing left to cling to,
With nothing left to pull me up, away,
I magnify You, Father,
At lasp all earth is mine.

AFTER LIFTING MY EYES

7-4-66




"WAITING"
All 1ittle seeds are tucked away.
In silence 'neath white snow they pray
To see the Sun of God.

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

Then 1little seeds will rise from sleep
And with angelic strength they'll leap
To heights beyond thelr sod.

But now beneath the dirt I fall
Till with thelr song the angels call,
"Come, see the Face of God!"

Advent, 1963

"Remember, man, that you are dust."
How oft would I not like to plead, "But, Lord, I'm only human,"
Only human!
How wondrously God's Incarnation changed all that,
Workman of Nazareth, I contemplate You,
And ashes shout, "Remember, dust, that you are MAN!"
Ash Wednesday, 1966



LITTLE MARY'S BUSY DAY

Two elderly, God-=loving souls made thelr way to the Temple.
No one notlced the paradox of joy and grief 1n their faces.

It was a busy day.

A little glrl walked in the secure shadows of those who loved her dearly.
A shameless tear sparkled on her cheek for Him Who alone loved her more,

It was a busy daye.

What rabbl receilved this child, man's solitary boast?

Could he have known that the little one, reduced to inslignificance,
nearly obllivion, by the splendorous magnificence of the structure,
was God's chosen temple?

It was a busy daye.

Mary, lead me to the depths of my very self, to the heart of everyone
I meet,

And remind me to bow in adoratlon because Our Father contlnues His
creation there, Jesus is cruclfied and triumphantly saving the world,
the Spirit of Divine Love sets fire to our little altar of sacrifice,
and we, 1f we wish, become with you a holocaust.

It IS a busy day; teach us to be about Our Father's business,

10-9-64 at the request of Fr. Lees for "Mary Today"
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FROM A LITTLE SISTER

My dear little baby brother Jesus, FEther Keith has asked me to
put in writing my promlses to You this Easter, 1963. This 1s qulte
difficult for me, so very vast are the effects these have on a little
hobo's 1life. And yet I fly to the chance Holy Obedience offers me,

Each time I'm permitted to make these promlses to You they seem to
have a shade of difference that makes them brand new and challengilng.
Perhaps thls 1s why my spiritual father wishes me to write to ¥ou.

His counsels spring from an eternal Wisdom and I receive them wilth as
much gJoy as I recelve You, Baby King.

Please accept the weaknesses of Your little bride. That 1s all
she has to offer; but she's 0 so happy because she knows that in return
she willl receive Your strength. And she can do all things.

Though one's "rule" can never be written in life, (Charlie's
death finally drew up his rule in the flaming ink of martyrdom.) I
write what I think You wish of me NOW. The past 1s gone forever,
tomorrow may never come. If I don't love You with all that is in me
right NOW I may never get to love You., God save me from such a tragedy!

POVERTY

0 to be a good Little Sister, sharing the spiritual and material
privations of the poor as others of Charlie's family. Remember, little
Jesus, when Your friend Anne-Marie named me Your llittle sparrow? I
am thrilled to be Your pet, to flit around Your cradle, my only dellight
to hear Your laughter, my only nourishment the bread froum Your Mother's
oven.

My desires must be poor. Remember how I used to beg to have a home?
That must have been before I knew You, Jesus. Cause when asked where
You lived You answered, "Come and see.," I found You in a poor crib,
then stretched upon a Cross. Those are the only beds the Gospels
mention for You. And what of a little servant girl? It was securlty
I sought, till three vows nalled me here where I belong. O Cross of
Christ, my onlyP8H& my entire assurance, all hail! It is through
my vow of poverty that I embrace your sacred wood and press 1t to the
marrow of my bones. In powerty I run to accept from Your tliny hands,
Baby dear, this greatest of earthly gifts.

But this 1s not something between Just You and me, What of those
You give me to love? These must see and understand Your poverty 1n me.
They must find there freedom, gladness, Joy, abandonment. And there
it 1s again, that pilcture which You've used to teach me so often. A
father lovingly tossing his baby girl in the air. And she 4a laughing,
for she knows he will catch her. Jesus, teach me this abandonment.

A Little Sister cannot stop here, but she must also learn to endmre
the poverty of spiritual benefits, If You invite her to visit with You
though she 1s pressed with pain and fatigue, of course she wlll be
qulek to accept Your invitation. Maybe her words to You are muffled
or she flnds the crles of men drowning the softness of Your volce or
maybe she falls asleep in her fatigue. You know that very fatigue is
galned 1n Your service. Are You not then pleased Just to have her
there with You?




Maybe she wishes to spend some time wlth You, but the cries of men
cannot be muffled. There is a friend to speak with her. She must leave
° Your house. But she knows that You go with her always, and she adores
Your Sacred Presense 1in a friend and a stranger alike. You do accept
her adoration, don't You, Jesus?

Please let my life be a silent example of Your poverty. May I
always ask Just what You'd do, for I never wish to forget that this is
Your life I must live 1f You are to be here on our great earth today.
These unruly feet and hands, these wheels, this song, these are the
poor instruments You've chosen to accomplish the Father's Will.

There 18 palin 1in having My God and my All in the presense of those
not able to receive, and there is pain in not having enough to fill
the needs of the world. "Sweet Pain, spare not thls clod, but fling it
up to God!"

Let me always be aware of the supreme happiness of Holy Poverty,
always subservient to Love. And let me pour this happiness, "waste"
it, at the feet of those You give me to love. Let my presense among
all men be a proof of my love for them., Let me just be thelr little
friend as You wish, Jesus,

I've looked well at Your Life during this Lent, trying to discover
which phase You wish to live 1in me. And now I return to adore You,
thrilled to see that You wish to share with me ALL of it. As a help-
less chlld We depend on others for Qur food and clothing. We must
‘ constantly make requests of those who have given Us so much already.
And even of those from whom We might receive a negative orf of those
who in thelr willingness know not our needs and add to our discomfort.

"You can never belong to anybody or any one organlzatlon because
you must belong to everybody. You are without a home to be 'at home'
everywhere, Somethling Rlke the paradoxes of St. Paul when he speaks of
the Apostles': Having nothing, yet possessing all things!" Father
Luclen wrote this recently. In this I see You, Jesus, little Hobo
Friend of all men. Then comes the hour in which I am glorified in You.
We are the Victlm of Love. All these roles You live today, Jesus, and You
shall live them till Our eternal triumph.

Last August 15th Mother gave me a very speclal asslgnment. For three
and a half years I'd been Hers in the Total Consecration. But that
day She gave Her little slave away. ©She gave her to a figure of You
that glorifies the Father today, to Father Keith. ©She told me that
henceforth I might enflame the kingdom of Love through thls man become
divine in Christ., Thus I offer my life of wretched poverty for him I
love, my only consolation that Mother will turn my rags to riches.

CHABTEXTY

To fall in Love 1s to Jall into the bottomless chasm of God. And
here there are only beginnings.

o‘r



LOVE x 1

To love as Jesus loves, this 1is what every Little Sister must do.
Durlng Your Last Discourse You told me this agaln and again. © how You
longed to know that I understood. But I couldn't comprehend t111 I
saw You on & Friday men call good, the happlest day of Your Life because
Your Hour had come. This 1s why You had come to impress Your sacred
footppints on our earth. They led to a small hill called Golgotha.

And a&n echo over twenty centurles touches my poor heart today. '"Come
follow me,"

Mother was not sheltered; nor shall I be. She followed to the Cross,
each day bringlng her closer to the hill that would PFaise You and Her
to the helight of almighty Glory. She shows me daily Her example of a
real Charlle heart. She not only shows me a cross firmly groundéd
In Her Immaculate Heart; She gives me that very heart with which to
love You. For a little slave has nothing of her own to offer her
Jesus, And Mother understands.

0 to be devoured as Your were, my Jesus. To understand others'
sufferings because they have been and are mine, this 1s the compassion
You wish to glve through me, is it Not? How far can I go? Love cannot
calculate. We shall travel to the ends of the earth and suffer till
the end of time if You wish.

To suffer at the hands of a friend. Let me look at Your Passion and
reallize the dlvine purification of such great torture. Let me see the
executioner nalling me to the Cross and love' him infinitely more because
he binds me to You and all that 1s Yours, Jesus, Son of Man, let nme
be Your frilend.

To learn to love 1s to learn all things. Let me have no other pur-
pose., To give and to recelve must be one for me, for You wish jJjust to
be a Friend. My only deslire must be to love You Jesus, Love 1s
identification. My heart isn't blg enough to love one, but Your most
Bacred Heart embraces all. Will I not let You love today? Live, Jesus!

Charlle asks that I be a universasl Little Sister. Let me stop at
nothing short, Let men find in my frliendship the slmplicity that 1s
God., Teach me to respect my friends as You divinely respect me. Let
my imagination be sensitive, so as to guess others' sufferings. Let
me percelve thelr weariness and enter 1nto their Joys.

Let me never be possesslve; they are Yours forever as I am. Never
let my love be lukewarm; I must give all or nothlng, #et my friend-
ships be personal, so that I may share with those You glive me to love
Your suffering, and triumph. Please help this little Slmon. I reach
for thelr sufferings only because I know that seeing my terrible weak-
ness You lovingly glve me Your strength.

I know, Jesus, that You've glven me something sacred in my Father
Keith. Please ask Mother to help me to keep 1% spotless. I see You
as I've never seen You before, in him. His words, his Love, I know that
they are divine. Accliplo.. Please take my helpless life that they may
remain so,

The Charllies, my poor family, my sisters here ab Good Sam, the
Stinky's in my life, every soul I meet, every soul I walt to meet at
Home, love these, little Jesus, please love these, May I hever be
Builty of Divine Abhortion.




o

OBEDIENCE

Little Jesus of Nazareth, make my life pne with Yours, Most of Your
life You spent showing me how to be obedient. "I come to do the Will
of Him Who sent me." I shall not rest until that Will has been accom-
plished, untll Love relgns in the hearts of all men.

I want thils poor life of mine to belong to You, but only Holy
Obedlence can make 1t so. I find Your wishes for me in the Gospel and
through Holy Mother Church. Never shall I tire of reading the story
of Your Love. How else mlight I know what You'd do? A Little Sister
must always know that. Also You choose to know and love me today
through my own Father Kelth. May I treasure his every word, because
he says what You wish me to know.

Let m e run to accomplish Your every desire, as Your dear Mother
and 5t., Joseph did., It was not the vislons Your Father sent them that
made thelr obedlence great., It was thelr selfless response. It will
be that response in me that wlll please You. Please Jesus, help me
never to glve you the terrible disappointment of not finding 1t there.

Obedlence 1s not always pleasant. Superlors may not understand.
Remember last December, Jesus, when I was ORDERED to sleep in a positilon
I knew would increase the pain in my back? I did try, and I know that
the results were "good for me." For after my having tried to explain
my reasons for sleeplng as I do, they used even physical force to keep
me from 1t, I wouldn't have had so much to offer for them had the aildes
and Sisters not dome this to me. It was Holy Obedlience that made it
80 good.

My co-operatlion must be frank, open and confident, for I know that
it is Your Will present in my superiors. I must become an "obedient,"
For obedlence 1s simply an expression of love. I must learn to go to
meet 1t, to glve You an active obedience, arpurposeful submission of my
will. Wonderful opportunity to give You, Chrilst, a proof of my love.

I must be honest 1n glving my opinlion when it 1ls asked,

To become a true "obedient" I beg You for Falth, a solid, immovable
Faith in Your eternal Wisdom and my own foolishness, After having glven
the necessary facts, teach me to subordinate even my practical Judgement. '
Since when can God be limited to the practicality of worldly minds?

Rem#énd me of my youth, my poor Judgement. Give me, Jesus, an open mind,
the docility that 1is required for admittance to Your Kingdom. Only
children can go Home.

"lLove, unless accompanied by obedience, 1s powerless," And when
has Love, eternal, almighty Love, been weak? Only when I have not let
It become strong. O foolish child I am, little Jesus, so very foolish.
So long have I told You how I'd like to serve You, what I'd like to do
for You. Now I must begin to love You; to ask what YOU want. Please
ask Mother to help me.
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Exerpts from Letters to Mother

o August 16, 1963

¥1'11 remember you during Mass, Will you remember me?"

Early yesterday morning I rushed teo your tomb. Of course I knew you
wouldn't be there., But there was such a sweet smell, sparkly dew, and
through the chouds a glow I hadn't seen before. My feet wished to dance
in following, but they kney they couldn't follow, not yet, to where all
feet skip lightly and children dance for Joye. I lay upon the earth that
cradled your beautiful body and squinted at the sky. Somewhere up there
you were watching. All your life had only one desire compelled you, to
be with Jesus, And at last He takes you to Himself, to crown you Queen
of Hls Heart and to keep you with Him always, where all dreams come
true. And here I s8it, on the earth from which God fashioned such a
Mother, and here I wailt for only One, a tremendous Lover Who walts to
draw me to Himself with His Mother's arms,

All the way to town my Heart, and my lips, sang of my Mother, of
God's earth, of sunshine, tall corn, lovely breezes, little houses,
little children, our famlly, our universe and God's infinite heaven.,
How can so much joy be &n one tiny spot? Jesus is so little,

You returned with me to Calvary . You must always show me the way

there. I wander off on little paths that smell of sweet flowers and sing

with 1little birds and sparkle with rainbows. And then I get lost. I
o can't find Jesus, for this wasn't His way, nor yours. Then your voice

cglls, And I look up to see a Cross, It's not beautiful., I wish to

run the other way. But you call gently, patiently, passionately. Jesus

is the Way. And He hangs on the Cross. 0 please keep ealling. And

tell Him I'm coming, so slowly; He's walting so patiently., O if only

I might runl

It wae time to make my promises to Him., It seemed it would never
come, yet that minute, as so many others, caught me unawares., A little
white host was offered to God. Thoughts of Poverty, Chastity, Obedlence
fled. Those thoughts with which I'd nourished my soul all this month.
And only one desire possessed me. Only to be like you for Jesus. To be.
A little co-missionary for today's little Christ, To be the least in
the crowd, to be the furthest from the sight of the Master, to be Jostled
by the anxious, the curious, the hostile, to be content with whispers
of him that reached your listening heart. To be happy because somehow,
somewhere, you hear the Word of God, and keep It always as your own. Thah

ks enough, for that is my everything. It's yours.

December 8, 1963

Last night I hardly wished to sleep. My longing for today was so
intense. Yes, even 1n my yearning do I discover possession of the De-

: gired of all.

0 Joyous sunbeam that played upon my cheek this morning. How grate-
ful was I to feel it lylng there.
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March 20, 1964

It is the feast of your sorrows., Intoxicated by the S$ir1t of Jesus'
Love, I am plunged threugh  yeur womanhood into Our Father's arms,

Mother! Please don't shrink back 1f the hobo who comes to be claimed
by you 1is so little like Jesus., Stoop to love her and find once more
your Child suffering. I don't want to be the elghth sword to plerce
your Immaculate Heart, yet Got Himself inflicted seven wounds to claim,
beyond a doubt, you are Hls own. I am but one more manifestatlon of
that claim,

Fr, Raymond has been telling me of "God, a Woman and the Way" during
this sacred lenten season, timely preparatlion for my Easter consecratlon,
But, Mother, how can I truly say I am Christ's? What formula can render
even hidden gifts? I am your little slave in Total Consecration, so I
need but remember you, my Mother, my life, my sweetness, my dearest hope,
my very heart and soul, and hurl myself exultantly into God, singing,
"This 1s my body" and hearing His Spirit echo, "It is Mine too."

In but a few days I shall be alone with Jesus, and Hls world, in pri-
vate retreat at St. Meilnrad's. 0 to be very tiny, unseen in the midst
of His very dear ones, to be as you in the upper room, unnoticed, un-
mentloned, yet with your very presence accompllishing your Jesus' plea
that all be one, I shall listen to the Master till He stoops to serve
me, to call me friend, to crucify me and to return for my little pro=-
mises the certainty of Hls Resurrection,

Mother, Queenly Martyr, please don't forget a little girl who wants
the crown of Womanhcod someday, knowing fully that 1t too 1s woven of
thorns. for those who live beneath the Cross. Jesus contemplated His
Mass 1n angulished zeal, Please let me somehow help to fill up what is
lacking, that all men may take and drick and never thirst again because
THEY ARE CHRIST. The hour has come., The heart that boldly states, "I
believe in God" must lie no more., Please show me Truth,



I. You carry All to be offered to the Father. He 1s well pleased, for
you offer His beloved Son, and all little nothings who wish to hide in
Him, Only one who is searching recognizes this tiny God. If I do not
bow in adoration before each soul I meet I too have let my Creator pass
unnoticed. If others see Him not when I pass, it's because, thoughtless
that I am, I've forgetten that with one little petitdon my arms might
have been fllled with your Little One. How long can my soul remain un-
consclous of Hims Cén it know that God dwells beneath my feet and not
yearn to press my face to this cold, dirty floor to be a little nearer
Him? Can 1t hear the screams of loneliness ground me and not ache with
longing to hugh God Crying? Can 1t watch His virgins in feuds, refusing
even that Bread which 1s Life, and not wonder that His Presence 1in me has
not spoken to them because 1t is yet Bo camouglaged in selfishness? Pleas
teach me to adore Him, to love Him, to glorify Him. You know the Way.
Existence 1s obedience, Christ lives; Baptism has consecrated the taber-
nacles of our bodies., You love me so much to let me carry your Son!

You see me stumble and fall with Him yet do not rush to take Him from
me, You fill my longing, and herein is your own hunger satisfied. He's
beautiful! Having held Him , only adoration and martyrdom can satisfy,
His desire be my Joye. You've given me the Way, and He is too tiny to

be fearede.

II,. "His own received Him not." Was there never any room for Him, His
only throne your lap? He loved it there. God forbid that I, His little
hobo, who boldly ask that wkat was His be mine, should strive for more
than my Master. I offer the pain of being a "millionaire vagabond" in
reparation. There is always room and welcome and nourishment and warmth,
Please help me to be a graclous receiver, 1It's so hard for a handicapper
to master that. We're praised for our obstinacy, no matter what the cost
to our dear ones; we're rebuked if we receive without argument. But I am
little and helpless and perhaps of no other good than to receive kindness-
es for Jesus, If I should be smothered with kindness, it will be for
Another's pleasure. His Passion is my only glory. "Your body is the
temple of the Holy Spirit...Glorify God in your body," we are reminded,

0 the joy of it! I am His temple. "All the way to heaven is Heaven.,"
Exile is lonely because I am forgetful. "O Virgin Mother, let me share
your consclousness of Christ, that, like you, I be lovingly aware of

Him." Through earthly veils little ones must recognize their daily

Bread, silently longing to be consumed by them. "I shout the Gospel with
my whole life, " and will someone hear Its glad tidings? I don't know,.
It's enough to let myself become Jesus, The silences 6f the Gospel are
filled with the Word, made Flesh.

III, "Having Him we care for naught besides.," It was His Father's busi-
ness to break your heart, Mother? Yes, most beautiful one, fall of grace,
you too know the aching, screaming loneliness of sin. Marcy made it so,
God's kind cruelty, that man may approach his Mother in complete confi=
dence., "Pray for us sinners," Your voice, "Son, why have you done this
to us?" The road's dust clings to your hem, your sandals, tears streak
your lovely falce, fatigue stoops your shoulders., Yet you are majestic as
as your parched heart waits to drink of His Voice. "Didn't you know?"

No apology, no gentleness to make you any less Queen of Martyrs. Just
another memory to store in a Heart so vast &ll grace 1ls kept there. No
more does the Holy Spirit wish us to know but that your little family
returned to Nazareth,Strong, wonderful Falth looked upon a comely young
man, anxious to please, and found that the Law never supercedes the
ordinary, that it merely confirms a holy family's instinet goodness,
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IV, Nazareth 1s gone, forever, Time is so irrelevent, thirty years,

three months., Home 1s a house again, exile, empty of all but memories and
promises, But these are enoughe. When Jesus turned His back to you to be
about His Father's business, never again did you hear His Voiceecall you
MOTHER. And 1f He furmed Hls Heart to memories of your vigilent love as

He washed the dirt of the roads from his feet and felt relief that the
night and sweet communion with His Father had come again, He never told
you so. He had, to all appearances, no need of you any more. And though
your soul lived beyond the obvious, your woman's heart burned painfully.
Stripped of motherhood's dutles, you remained His, a little nothing,

untll the time for all nothings to be counted., His Passion, Death, His
Glory, these He was saving so speclally for you. He needed you, and you W
were there, urging Him to Calvary and Resurrection and to His Father,

He didn't need to call you. Your FIAT still echoed over ally, you His
"little gospel." "Our mere presence gives testimony to Truth - or
evidence of our untruth," Fr., Raymond says. lother, if you show me not
the Way, my entire life will be an empty lie, a waste of His Precious
Blood, asacrilege. But you are kind, and all my joyous hope lies in your
Immaculate Heart,

V. "There stood by the Cross of #Jesus His Mother." Never has motherhood
been so exalted; anything less 1is beneath woman's dignity. You stood.
Forgive me 1f I never realized your physical suffering until Fr. Luclen
reminded me. YOU STOOD. Your legs, your back, your head, motlonless,
taut for those Three Hours, aching with exhaustlion, begging for relief.
And you remalned there, a Woman, tall as the tree before you, royal as
its wood, for to you as to no creature God was crucified. This is the
Lifej thls i1s the Baptism for which Jesus' Heart had longed. For this
was He born. This is testimony, the truth of Hls tremendous Love, Sso
tremendous we called it a crime! Yes, and the blasphemies hurled at
Him are two-edged. Man either climbs or ridicules those approaching
these helghts. I've heard their sneers, and also thelr encouragement.
Woman's heart stores-all; mankind echoes there., With Jesus and through
Him andin Him is Transubstantiation. DPlease remember us whose weakness
can endure but "the white heartbreak of a Host," as you, majestic Mother,
show the world this Criminal is your Son and His beautiful crime your
OWhe

Vi. Exhaustion and welcome calme I kneel here vibrant wlth a new Life,
almost another mockery to your anguish. But no, your love 1is fathomless,
and alone. What of His Body? Each member and each wafer of that glorlous
Being for Whom you've been in excruclating labor? You, His Mother, love
US, are concerned for us murderers, call us your children, you the pow=
erful Mother of HelplessSness, Wha t an exchange! I'm bitter ly sorry,
yet filled with hope. I am yours, He salde. O do forglve my selfish
thoughts, please, How to console you, my Mother? I, more helpless than
this corpses What is the name you whisper over my desolation? You look
at this heap of misery before you and call it "Jesus." O Mother! Your
voice again, "I cannot promise you happiness in this world." Yes, moment=-
arily forgetting all around you, you've returned to a brighter day and
are rocking your Child. You promise me all that is His. It isn't easy

to be this Child, or His lMother. You gulde Him always to thils Holy
Sacrifice. Seevﬁou here, mine, I know Christianity is Jjoy, is every-
thing, 1s the eternal, living God. And you the cracle of Christianity.



VII. Sin 1s conquered and entombed., This night is so silent, and you too
Mother. How long, O God, how long? your heart mutters. It 1s onetre=
mendous act of falithes You are the Church this Saturday. This day we
now call Good because we remember that somewhere you remain vigilent,
walting for Christ. The prayer that has always been powerful your

heart repeats, FIAT. It made the world; it made you Jesus' Mother and
mine; it redeemed us sinners, it sanciifies us. Only a fool wouldn't
repeat it after you. "My Heart will triumph," you softly promise. With-
out you, Mother, my poorheart would be condemned to life without Jesus, to
hell., You've always been here to tell me of Him. To go T@ JESUS THROUGH
MARY is my happy little Way. Led to another, I would surely be lost and
die. "I came that they may have life.," How often did your heart die
that I .might be yours and have All, abundantly? Blessed Mother, in labor
until you behold in us who plead your glorlous Child, O that somehow I
might ease your pain, that you could see me here and rest because He is
risen and speaks again your name. MOTHER!!!

Now please stay with us, praying that soon the Holy Spirit come to
teach your little ones of Jesus. Because you, His beautiful Spouse, re=
main in our midst, He will come swiftly. With you we remain in prayer.
Away from you, lovely one, I could never claim to praye. "Jesus will be in
agony until the end of the world--WE MUST NOT SLEEP THE WHILE!" Mother,
let me not sleep in ignorance of the hundred million miracles that burst
everywhere, Let me watch in peace, in complete confidence because I love
the living reality of GOD, A WOMAN AND THE WAY



+
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July 12, 1963
Hi! This 1s a rather difficult assignment, dear one. Wrlte an article
for others on how a CP feels about "things?" If you weren't such a
great relative of mine I might chicken out. But as things stand, I love
ya loads and ove ya lots, SOees

There are 0 so many things we could tell our friends, Lots of times
I say thank you till it beglns to sound rather artificlal from familig=-
rity. O 1f you only knew Wwhat that thank you really means! Like during
our recent visit, To come to your lovely home, to be there not so much
as a "guest" or the other extreme, a plece of "cumbersome" furniture, but
8imply one with you, that was quite a privilege. Of course, you know
how I felt about it. Feelings are rather hard to control, and it's no
wonder I'm tied to this little buggy. Otherwise I might be trying to
bum a way home from the moon.

Of course the popular commercial of the day must be selling lots of
“charity pills," and to tell the truth I need a couple myself now and
then as I suppress a tremendous desire to scream "I'D RATHER DO IT MY~

SELF." After I've been with others a little while. they learn the many
many little things unruly hands, and feet, can perform quite well, I'm
sure 1it's much easler to get it dene quickly and easily with your own
efficiency than to sit and watch us fumble, So0eseejust don't sit and
watch us! Simpler for everyone that way. Right?

It's such fun for me to be on the floor. Maybe because there's less
gravity to fight. Think so? Anyhow, most people, in learning that I'm
going to take the plunge, run for blankets and pillows and jJjust anything
thelr desperation can think of. And because of the hubbub all the fun
disappears for me., Instead I get the feeling »f belng a bother, dis-
turbing an otherwise enjoyable time by such superfluous attentions,
Then you soon learn that I'm not the champlon diver my brother is,
and I have to laugh to see your faces as I flop at your feet, Laughter,
such beautiful music. And then you Join me, beautiful harmony., We
mst fill each others! life with that happy sound, O truly it's worth
living.

Surely your super hamburgers have been pralsed by every word appro-
priate, Bubt did you realize the speclal something I liked about them?
They're so easy to handle, my favorite meal, Our desserts in nice deep
bowls, straws with our drinks‘ ligulds often throughout the day, re=
peated reminders that I needn't hurry,.0 such thoughtfulness! Letting
me wash up at the side of the tub, permltting me to leave my towels and
washcloths there so convenlently near, even your compliment on my dally
appearance & care & dress, These are rather inflating to one's ego,
to say the least. They sound good now and then, The woman in us 1is
certainly not missing. But rather, I think that each time our body
cannot perform a woman's function our heart must expand to meet the
challenge.,

I love to BE with people, that's all. No handicappers last five min-
utes in the crowd., Our wiggles are irrelevent, our opinions welghed.
We are one with you, and we are happy. It's important to maintain a
gay openness, Just to let others know what we can and cannot do, then
we reach aa understanding that gilves us blme for funy a relaxing atmos-
phere we so appreclate. You made me feel so good there at your home,
You didn't fret about constantly entertaining me but left me to my own

fancles much of the time. With you I felt like Just ME, and we chatted
and giggled and LIVED together those few days. Though there 1s such a
debt of gratitude in my heart I can't help feeling that God let me give
YOU something foo. That's life, and I love 1t!
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"A RIGHT TO BE MARY"

W Jesus was vislting His dear friends one day., Martha was fixing
Hls dinner, but Mary sat at Hls feet, What beautiful love storles He
had to tell her. 5She had no desire but to be there at His feet, to learn
of Him Who 1s meek and humble of heart., But lMartha grew quite irritated,
and Jesus gently rebuked her., "lMartha, Martha, you are mnxious about
many things; yet only one thing 1is necessary, Mary has chosen the
better part, and it shall not be taken from her.,"

Today Jesus remains with us: in ouPr chapels; in the presence of those
gathered in His name; and in the poverty of our hearts. And there are
some Marys always at His feet, grieving that their sisters know not
what it's like to be there, In their uselessness they learn the joyous
truth that nothing is impossible to God. They are still called lazy by
those who know not Jesus' message. But 1t matters little what others
say; Jesus knows, and it 1s for Him and only Him they live. He goes to
the cloister as He once went to the home of Hls friends to dine., He loves
to be with His friends,

But I am in no cloister; and only God knows the gulf between me and
a contemplative. Yet this right to be lary shan't be taken from me,
Not I, but our heavenly Father leas chosen this better part for me, IHe
takes from me the dishes and the laundry and the scrubbing and gives me
HIMSELF, "lore than Himself He could not gilve; less than Himself He
would not give,"

x Sometimes it's hard to appreclate the vocation of BEING, Our entire

- education has been geared from it. We're taught what to DO, we're
praised for DOING, and soon we begin to measure our worth by what we've
DONE, Yet only one thing is necessary, to belong to Jesus, to know that
He loves US, And all else shall be addede.

Not long ago I wrote a bit of what the handicapper in me felt., But
that paper l1ls so shallow and incomplete. For who among us is not a
"handicapper" somehow? Yet the more we live the life of Christ the
more we are made whole. Apart from Him I am worse than nothing. I
am misery and sinfulness; but He is the love of my heart. His Spirit
glves life to my flesh and Joy to my soul. "He must increase;® my
own selfishness must be annihilated. All my 1life I may shout the good
news of great Jjoy to all. For the Word of God 1s mine, and yours,

We are all syllables in the angels' song. God forbid that I forge t
to sing!

There was once a llttle Maldmn named Mary who pleased God ahove all His
creatures, And she humbly consented to bring Him to this lovely earth
which He'd mede, "She who was lowest in her own eyes saw wlthout tremor
that she was highest in God's eyes; an d she was glad because He was glad
and for no other reason.," O how I long to please Him thus., Yet I see
this Mother, so silent and graceful, the depth of Womanhood, and I shrink
back in shame. But just for a second. For what can cerebral palsy do to
a woman's heart? It's easy to tell God what great gifts I would like
to give Him, yet it's herolc to gilve the wee things He asks, His little
one I must remaln, completely abendoned to His Holy Will, my only
happiness, Like a baby whose Father lovingly tosses her into the air,.
And she laughs 1ln her delight, for she has the wonderful confidence that
His strong arms wlll catch her.



We don't find our Mother Mary preaching sermons on the mount, healing
the sick, raising the dead, We find her jostled in the crowds that
followed her Jesus, sometlmes too far behind to see His face or hear
His viords. Yet He knew she was there, That was enough, A woman
wrapped in silence, giving her all that Jesus might reign in all
hearts,, And mine is the right to be Maryg

"A saint preaches sermons by the way he walks and the way he talks
and the way he picks things up and holds them in his hands,! Merton
tells us, But who is there to comprehend the things we hold within
our hearts. There LOVE reilgns,

A LITTLE ONE
Maryly in L O V E
August 17, 1963



LOVE

THE WORD TO A NOISEY LITTLE SISTER

#1 God eternally thinks a Thought. With joy He utters that Thought
Which is His Word, His Son. And with that Word, anxious to share the
Joy Its utterance brought Him, He fashioned our world, It was Good,

for 1t was Inseparable from that Thought, and that Thought was God. And
of that Word we are syllables, O God, who is like unto You!

In Him is Life; apart from Him eternal death. He IS the Life, and the
Way and the Truth., Yet human frailty, blindness, camnot begin to compre=-
hend Him. Still the world knows that I am called a Christian, a wiltness
of Christ., "I must shout the Gespei with my whole life," for others seek
to believe through me, O unbearable responsibility, how.I would wish to
beg freedom from yous Bult I remember that He told us His grace 1s suffi’
cilent, and peace and grace descend together on my parched soul. is

The Light I am not, and no one must notice me but find rest only when
they have found the source of this Flame within my heart.

He dwells here wlthin my heart; He has made that heart, yet it knows
Him not. He has come a beggar at my door and though I've ministered to
Him, 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 a good little slster, He
walts,

His Name 1s sung within my heart, He tells me to belleve 1n His Holy
Name, to love 1t, to whisper it in each thought and word, to sing it, to
bow 1n adoration at the sound or thought of it. JESUS! To love 1t as
Mother loves it, to make it mine., Little Virginla of Jesus, Often I
wonder just where I find the audacity to use His Name with mine., It is
surely good, for it reminds me of my sinfulness and in its light my ugli-
ness 1s 1lluminated., Only because His Holy Name is there can Our Father
love my name, His Name and His lMother's,

"And the Word was made flesh." Tremendous Lover of sinful man, it
seems that You cannot bear to think of us apart from You! He comes to
dwell 1n our midst, to become the lowllest of all men so that He may be-
long to everyone, Lovers always seem to be gazing upwards to theilr
loved ones, 5o He permitted us to raise Him up at last that we might
gaze upon Him Whom we've plerced and desire to be one with Him, Our
flesh must become His, that He may reign today, full of grace and truth.

"Of His fullness we have all received.," We need but recognize our
nothingness to be filled with the Allness of God., Mother poured out
self and was filled with grace, ©She shines forever, our moon, fostering
divine romance in reflectlions of her Son.

"Grace for grace." God begs us to accept Hls Love, His Life, He
is so eager to gilve us His happliness aur mere reception of Hls grace
prompts Him to immediately offer us more.

Grace and Truth come to us through Jesus; apart from Him we cannot
receive them, Jesus shows us Hls Father; He takes us to Him, Our love
of Mother and of Jesus is lmperfect until it leads us to God the Father,
to rest eternally in the bosom of His Love. Any other end 1s false.
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"I am not the Christ...I am the volce of one crying in the desert,"”
I am dryness, b arrenness, emptiness, Please don't try to find Him
here, Look furthur, little ones. He 1is in your midst, in your very
own hearts. But you do not know Himl I am not worthy to serve you,
to tell you of Him, But I belong to another, He will tell you., He
knows Jesus. Let us listen together, and perhaps in our fused hearts
we shall hear Hils Voice,

"Behold the Lamb of Cod!" Here He is in your midst, He for Whom
you've waited for centuries, He so little you didn't even know He
stood among you, He so silent standing there among you, so abandoned
your numbersg have Jostled Him and yet He stayed.s Alone in your
noisey crowds, And I did not know Him. Yet in revealing to you
the S5on of God have I found Him,

"Master, where do You live...Come and see." O but such poverty,
hiddenness in your Nazareth., So silent. 5o much labor. Such obedience
Bor a Gods We love You; we staye.

0 such joy. Run to tell our dear ones., "Come, come quick, we've
found the Messlas!" Now Jesus looks upon us and cells us by His
Name, calls us Christians. O but God, what do You expect of one so
weak? "Do miracles for Me and I shall do them for thee,"

"Can anything good come out of Nazareth?" Can I form from my tear-
filled, bitter, lonely past-Love? I congueriall, no, not I, but Christ,

Your heart bursts into song at the trees, the sunrise, the brook,
the flowers, the beauty of souls in Love., "Greater things than these
shalt thou see." 1lever, never underestimate the power of Christ. Only
belleve, .and All 1s yours.

#2 With what Joy must the newly-weds have welcomed Mother to their
marriage feast. St. John tells us, "Jesus too was invited," Perhaps
8imply because He was her Son. So little, so unknown, that only etiquette
demanded Hls Presence, O Jesus, You are the Least of the little ones,
True You've taken the very last place to be Your own forever. Yet with
Charlie must I dare try to take it from Youl!

You brought Your friends. Often there are more than we've anticipated,
S0 happy to be with You, they carelessly deplete my supplies, And it
takes the constant concern of a liother to whisper to You, "They have no
wine," ©She states a simple truth, that's all., It seems a lother could
request, But this Mother knows she stands before Omniscience. Then
she whispers something to us, What is it? I am too far away to hear,
But the word 1s passed from one friend to another, and in thelr awe I hear
it just as she sald it. "Do whatever He tells you." This 1s a lother's
last message to her little ones. This 1s what she wishes most of us.
This 1s what will make her most happy. What more of Jjoy 1s there for a
1little child than that of pleasing his lother?

He had told her that His hoilr had not yet come, and yet her confidence
was so great she knew He would hasten that hour., She was asking that He
hasten His lmmolation, hasten to plunge into the depths of her heart the
svword that already was endlessly stabbing. It took a woman's love to
begin His Passion. And in that love her suffering was intensified. Be-
fore that death she silently tells His murderers how to love Him, Iio
more will we hear her wolce, untlil we hear Christ.



"F11ll the Jars with water." And they filled them to the brim. Total,
Joyous, eager Obedlence. Unquestioning, simple, childlike, And they
book 1t to the chlef steward., Jesus had told them to., That was enough.
In sllence., They dld not hasten to explain, It was thelrs, this secret
Joye Perhaps in watching Mother they had learned to ponder CGod's words
and deeds 1n their hearts. They remained alone and happy with Him,

Thus Jesus had first manifested His glory, and His disciples believed
in Him. Little ones walt for Him today. It is for us to manifest His
glory to them. They look to us who call ourselves Christians, O Godl
Must they look upon thils poverty for Y0U? O now I remember that Charlie
passed to"us what You told him, "Do miracles for Me, and I'll do then
for thee,

"The zeal for Thy house has eaten Me up." 0 Jesus, do I truly under-
stand that You are here? I love to be with You. Yet You know that such
ma jesty as dwells within our tabernacles would frighten a child., And You
become so small, a tiny plece of bread that our eyes may gaze upon You,
It's alright that I am forgotten. It 1s good. But never do I wish to
forget that You are there, walting, long hours of waiting. O Love unre=-
guited. And You wait in all souls. My Jesus, I adore,

"Destroy this temple, and in three days I will raise it up." TFor
years we toll. ©Such long years, Yet all our accomplishments are des=
troyed. And when we stand back to admlre our edifice, it 1s a heap
of ugliness., Only in Christ shall we rise in eternal beauty.

"Jesus did not trust Himself to them...He had no need that anyone
should bear witness concemming Him," Only God knows my inmost desires,
Only He need know me, for I belong to Him alone, and to all in Him,

It 1s He Who will reveal Himself through me, A reed through which God
wlll pipe His songe But first I must be whittled, And silent.

#3.Many times we must go to Jesus "by night", for the world will always
scorn a man become childlike, docile, confident. It ridicules what it
cennot understand. But it can never find us hidden in the depths of our
hearts, wailting for Him, rejoicing at the sound of His Voilce,

It seems Nicodemus' first words to Jesus are o protestation of faith
in Him, And Jesus immediately tests that falth by telling Him he must
be born again. Of course, thils was confusing, If we but listen furthur
Jesus will explain, ©So it is with all He tells us, We must llsten.
When we try to learn in one day the lessons God will teach with a life=
time, we %row discouraged, Without the grade of God we remain ignorant,
Yet today's grace 1s sufficlent only for today's lessons. It's a bit
unfair to expect more, and here is our ingratitude,

We must be born again of water and the Spirit, the cleansing waters
of Baptism and the Spirit of God's Love that comes to dwell and grow
within us. Jesus tells us not to be disturbed that we don!t understand
His words., We do not understand the earth from whilch we've been fashioned
so 1t is foolish to wish to understand God Himself., He only asks thet
we accept the wonderful gift of Faith H e offers.

"The Son of Man must be lifted up," He must be crucified, that those
who .believe may look upon the lifeless body of thelr God and feel etermal
Life pulsing in their hearts,



"God so loved the world that He gave His only=begotten Son." lore than
Himself God could not give; less than Himself He would not gilve. Such a
tremendous Lover. 5o anxious that we return but the poverty of our self
Tor Hls unrequited Love. e came begging for our hearts, O who can
refuse Hls plea? Who can continue to live in darkness when eternal Lipht
and Truth beg our claim? ’

Spiritual jealousies spring from ignorance. God 1is the Giver of all
glfts, and the End of all gifts. He gives Himself to all., John had come
to herald the Bridegroom. But now He has come, and John 1is happy to slip
unnoticed into the crowd and listen. "He must increase, but I must §
decrease,” untll Christ has become my very Self,

"He whom God has sent speaks the words of God, for not by measure does
God.give the Spirit." Listen carefully, O my soul to the superiors
God sends to you. Jesus tells you thus the way to everlasting life.

#4 Jesus was tired. How kind o® St. John to tell us this. He was TIRED,
When it is evening and we have worked hard and our muscles ache and our
brain has grown dull, how gentle the memory that Jesus was tired, And He
sat down to rest.

It was noon. He sat there alone and smlled His benediction upon a
little town taking its midday eilesta, Perhaps we can sense that He does
not sit idly gazing into the well, He glances toward the town often.

He seems to be walting for someone, Divine Patience had walted an eter=
nity for the woman now bringing her jar to the well, ©OStrange that she
should come at thls hour. The hour of rest. But no, she wished to zo
alone, to avoid the scorn and gossip of those who knew about her, And
there she met One Who knew her heart better than she. But she didn't
know Hime

Jesus spoke to her gently, kindly.. Perhaps she had never been spoken
to thus, Jesus ASKED something of her, Little Virginia, listen care-
fully to 5t. John. He tells us your Jesus askeds And there was no one
but a stranger, a harlot, to fulfill His request. How Joyfully surprised
she must have been. He asker her, a woman, a samaritan, a harlot,
Please, Jesus, let me never withhold the Jjoy of giving from those who
wWalt but to be asked., Perhaps it will be the flrst time they may grant
another's request.

Jesus says 1f I but knew the Giver and the Gift He longs to give me
I would never hesltate to make requests, If I can but truly recognize
the Christ that dwells within the soul of every man I would run pleadilng
for Love, and Life, For He truly dwells among us today, and begs us to
belleve He's " here.

Though the divine secrets Jesus tells her are beyond her comprehension
she yet belleves, for she simply wonders how Jesus could give her this
living water, But it seems we cannot recelive this dilvine Life alone,
for Jesus asks her filrst to bring her Hushand,



But she told Him she had none. Jesus lknew better, yet He didn't call
her a llar, In fast, He remarked that it was merely a half truth., The
woman then recognized that He was a prophet and posed THE question of
her heart. Where are we to worship God? On the mountain where they
spoke or in Jerusalem where the Jews flocked to the temple? Jesus re-
plled that the Jews were God's chosen people, and that God had given
them the lawe ol true worship, But all men are to wership God in spirit
and in truth, with love in their hearts to sanctify the external re-
qulrements of the Law,

The woman expressed her hopes in the lMesslas Who would tell her all
God wished her to know, And as she hoped so did she receive, for Jesus
sald to her, "I am He.,"

It was then that His disciples returned, a bit disturbed to find Hilm
speaking with her., Had they perhaps heard rumors of her while they were
buying the supplies in town? They silently looked at her, and wondered.
And 1little could they dream that she had just encountered etermal Truth,
and fallen in love with God,

But they watched her run back to town, Joyfully, skipping aslmost as a
child, Perhaps they called to her that she had forgotten her water=jar,
but she didn't hear them, 5She ran to tell her people of Jesus., Strange
that those who had scorned her now followed her., Perhaps they saw in
her entlre being a radlance that glows only in those who speak to God,

A child's freedom that let her run to tell them of Him,

Meanwhlle th e disciples were trying to get Jesus to share the food
they had bought in town. But Jesus seemed preoccupied with deeper
thoughts. There 1ls but one thing that will nourish Him, that will
strengthen Him, "My food 1s to do the Will of Him Who sent me." You
are always anxious for the harvest., Open your eyes, little ones, for the
flelds are already white.

"The sower and the reaper may rejolce together." Yes, Jesus, g little
co-missionary burles so many desires, waters them with her tears, But to
see another come to pluck the flowers, another who looks so much like you,
would be happlness enough, 1t seems, And yet in the prodigality of Di=-
vine Providence, thils reaper stops now and then and stoops to place a
flower in my hands so they remain not empty. O truly "Others have la=-
bored," yet we but open our hands to abundance. See Jesus, they wish
always to be opened to You.

The people had flocked from the town, placing all their hopes in the
words of the woman., And once they had heard His word they too knew Him,
and the woman seems to disappear., ©She had led them to Him; that was
enough, And she became lost in His Love.

How Jesus wlished to be loved, Instead of His miracles. 8So few loved
Him, Thus He put the official's faith to a test. But perseverance in
prayer won the Heart of €hrist, and such falth taught an entire family
to love Him,



#5 Jesus went to Jerusalen to Reep the feasts with His people. It is
good to see Him here, a God seeking not to exempt Himself from the cele-
brations of His creatures. The eternal Law=-giver in humble subjection,
every second of His Life forming the pattern into which our own lives
must fall that they become divine, and human,

0 to ponder the compassion of Hls Sacred Heart as He saw the mass of
slck, blind, lame and cripples at the pool. They were waiting. They
formed a composite of all mankind, walting ti1ll the Word of God reverberw
ates through our hearts, And we rush In to find Christ in silence.

Jesus went first to the poorest of these little ones., Only He could
know what misery the years had thrown upon this tired soul., And yet 1t
remained so patlent, so abandoned. Jesus understood its suffering; He
Who wished %0 always mak e the last place His owngently cured first this
little one He loved most, who most bore the image of God in his heart.

Often others wonder at our actions. Do we try to excuse ourselves,
blame our youth, our ignorance? Do we blush to tell them Jesus wishes
this of us? Are we ashamed of Him, ashamed of following such a "useless
vagabond?" Or, God forbld, are we ignorant of Him Who bestows upon us
the riches of Divine Life?

Jesus! kindness is so quiet., But somehow if we but look for our Savior
He will whisper, "It is I," that we may know and love Him. But we are too
anxious to tell others of our Lover. We forget that they walt only to
condemn, We wish to share our dreams, and in the sharing we hasten their
death,

"The Son can Ao nothing of Himself.," The humility of the Son begged
that the people's love and admiration be not lavished upon His Human
Nature., He is always polnting to Another, to the Father, to Whose bosom
1t is His ardent desire to lead us, I do His work; I call Him Father.
And I am about My Father's business, You are too little to go to His
Divine Mg jesty alone, S0 I have become least that I may lead you there,
Bome, follow Me; only believe what I tell you, please,

Only listen. Be silent. I will tell you of Him that you may belileve,
My little children, and in believing possess the eternal Life of God,
Listen and live, I alone judge you, I Who know all things, I Who have
borne your every infirmity. "Of lyself I can do nothing...l seek not
my will," O Humility of Christ, permeate me!

Listen to your beothers and sisters today. They speak to you of Me,
You love to hear your Fr., Keith speak to you of Love. You read Joyously
of this love, Why do you not belleve how much I love you?

I do not need your love, weak, human, falithless as it is, DBut still
I long to £ill you with My Love, with true Love. You seek others' love,
but you so easlly forget Mine, I do not condemn you; you condemn yourw
selves, Listen to your loved ones, For 1f you do not trust them you
cannot trust Me Who live and love in their hearts.
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But we murmur that this cannot be, that He is but the Son of a poor
carpenter, We ponder; we try to understand but we cannot comprehend
what He 1ls trying to tell us, But Jesus begs us to be silent Just s
minute, to let dilvine grace accomplish within the depths of our souls
what we ourselves cannot begln., Only to believe in Jesus 1s to possess
the everlasting Life of grace., He is the Bread of Life, and nourished
in Christ our souls can never know death., And now Jesus tells us that
the bread that He will give is His Flesh for the life of the world,

Poor little ones, this is so difficult to learn. But must you always
ask God "HOW?" Listen well, Jesus speaks with majestic force. "Unless
you eat the flesh of the Son of man, and drink His blood, you shall not
have life in you." Live in Me, and I shall live in you., Live because
of Me, and desire to have no life without Me, Live eternally sharingn»
thls Sacred Banquet.

"Jesus, this is a hard saying," we complain. But He doesn't modify
it. There is no altaring truth; He 1s Truth. He asks that we merely
accept His word in utter simplicity. Our minds are whirling with
such thoughts? JESUS speaks to our SQULS.,

Jesus knew some did not believe. But He spoke these words to all,
0 how grievously His Sacred Heart called to all men, beggling that they
believe, Yet His lips were silent. And He watched His disciples leave
Him, O unrequited Love, so silent, so eternal!

He turns to us. The sun kisses a tear on His cheek. "Do you also
wish to go away?" Tremendous Love, and yet so tender, And Peter
answers for us in the complete darkness of faith, "Lord, to whom &hall
we go?" And from the depths of Jesus' soul we hear a shisper, as He sighs
that even one of His chosen Twelve 1s a traltor., O Jesus,-would that I
could console You, But I am a traltor who loves You.

#Te Almighty God walked  the face of the earth He had created and loved,
and yet He had to avolid His creatures because they sought to kill Him!

Of all on His earth, He loved these most, these He had made in His own
Images. But the Love He wished to light in their hearts had been smolder=
ed, and they knew Him not. Not even His own believed in Him., He walked
among His sheep =~ alone,

His discliples, ignorant of the hearts of the rulers, begged Him to
Eanifest His power that all might marvel, Jesus sent them ahead, saying,
Your time 1s always at hand.," NOW is your mission, They know JOUe
Go to them that they may know.Me, that they may find Truth in your hearts,
Then will they know Me.,"' And He secretly followed, to attend the Jewish
feast of Tabermacles,

The crowd was whispering of Him, wondering where He was, if He'd come,
Final}y He arrived and began to share with them secrets of His Heart.,
He waited not for their faith in Him. Falth was God's gift, Divine
grace stirred thelr hearts to unrest that He might come to bring them
peace and His Love. It seems their hearts were still so very compli-
;zgegbghiy gogid Egt ?egr to listen long without wondering where Jesus
aine 8 owledge, They who held
could not know the Simpl%city ofyGod. il s gt
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"You judge; I judge no one." Yet only I am capable of judging justly.
You keep inquiring so suspiciously of My Father. Yet, "You know nelther
' Me nor My Father. If you knew lMe, you would then know My Father also.'

"If you do not bellieve that I am He, you will die," Christ in His
Love was pleading with these little ones, begging them to accept the life
of divine grace., But still they knew Him not.

Our poor Jesus, weary of questions, of susQicians, of doubts, sighs,
"Why do I speak to you at alll" Not until we've crucified Him and have
taken even His Life from Him wlll we know and love the Son of Man, and
recognize the Father., Hls conviction of His Father's Love for Him let
Him rise above the taunts of men, men whom He loved infinitely.

In His rejection Jesus turned to those who yet followed., What a
consolation it must have been to see these few there with Him. The gentle
laster spoke, "If you abide in My word, you shall be My disciples in=-
deed, and you shall know the truth, and the truth shall make you free."
But even they did not understand., Loving Heast of my Jesus] would that
the poverty of my life might somehow console Youl!

Sin is slavery. Ve don't yet love Christ because we yet fail to under-
stand what He 1s trylng to tell us., We fall to understand that God 1s
Our Father., We SAY that He i8, but our hearts have not learned these
words, "If God were your Father, you would surely love Me...Why do you
not understand what I say?" 0 Jesus, You are Simplicity, yet we have
not learned to llsten.

"He who 1s of God hears the words of God. The reason why you do
not hear 1is that you are not of God.e.el do not seek lMy own glory; there
is One Who seeks and Who JudgeSe..sIf I glorify Myself, ly glory 1s
nothing...Before Abraham came to be, I am." O my Jesus, we hated truth
and prepared to stone Truth, Now You have hid Yourself and sadly left

our hearts.

#9 Jesus saw a blind man, He always seems to take special notice of
the poor, the blind, the lame, the sinner. His disciples noticed these
special attentlons. Somehow those little ones knew He loved them most,
Hls eyes spoke volumes,

Day after dey His disciples had watched Him walk through suffering
humanity. They had witnessDthe misery that flocked to His feet, WHY,
they had wondered; HOW could a God of goodness be so cruel? Surely the
evll of sin had merited this. That was the only possible answer, And
they asked Jesus 1f thls man was sufferin@ for his own crimes or those
of his parents, And Jesus gave the world's mest beautiful excuse for
handicappers. The works of God are to be made manifest in us! Then the
sweet urgency that must fill all our hearts excaped His lips, NOW is the
time to accomplish Our Father's business., Night comes so quickly. In
the glorious light of His Presence we can do all things,

With dirt and spit Jesus caked the man's eyes 1in mud., And the man
stood before Hlm in humble submission, the Joy of Dblind faith coursing
( through his veins, With what prompt obedience did he stumble to the pool,
And he Jubllantly returned to gaze upon the face of Christ,

Those who once knew Him, some who had given him alms, others who had
scoffed at him, now were alarmed at the change in him, even doubting
his ldentity., He smiled, "I am he." What a beautiful smile it must
have been, He didn't mind thelr questions; he understood their confu=
slon, His expnlanation was filled with heautiful simplicdtv. "And T caaa. It 4
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o+ 12,

"I am the good Shepherd., The good Shepherd lays down Hls life for
Hls sheepPeesl know Minewand Mine know Me,..Other sheep I have that are
not of this fold, These also I must bring, and they shall hear My voice,
and there shall be one fold and one Shepherd." Surely when we hear these
words of Christ spoken to us today, we may smlle because we have seen this
Shepherd, For we lived during the reign of Pope John XXIII,

"I lay down my life, that I may take it up again. No one takes it
from Me, but I lay it down of Myself." BSo Joyously eager is our Shep-
herd, He lays His l1life at our feet and seems to plead that we accept
it. Our Creator has become a divine Beggar. But we do not understand
His blessed request.

Jesus had gone to the Temple to celebrate the feast of the Dedicatilon.
The Jews surrounded Him and demanded that He reveal His identity. And
Jesus, so weary yet so anxlous to make them understand, answered, "I tell
you and you do not believe," We have seen His wor{ls; these were more
than sufficlent proof., But His greatest treasure, His Divinity, we can't
see, We can but beg for falth that we may rejoice in this also. "I and
the Father are one.," And we prepare to stone Him,

He pleads with us., WHY are we so filled with hatred? All He does
is good, Which of these kindnesses do we consider worthy of death? But
we shout that He has blasphemed, that He, a mere man, has called Himself
God., He urges us., If we cannot turn our hardened hearts to Hlm, we can
at least love the goodness of His creatures, But our angry cries let us
not even hear Love begging for love. And our tremendous Lover silently
leaves us to our angry babble.

He wanders to the spot where John once baptized. Perhaps His unre=
qulted Loverwlshes to remember that His Father was "well pleased,”
It 1s soothing to hear the echo of those words, Many little ones find
Him here, and they remember all the wonderful things John said of Him,
Now He has come, and they bellieve in Him, Perhaps He smlles a bene=
dietion upon this, His flock.

#11 Martha and Mary send to TELL Jesus of Lazarus' illness, That 1is
enoughe To believe in His Love 1s to be completely confident, and to
belleve that even in such heartaches "The Son of God may be glorified."
Love does not require continuous explanations. 7

Jesus walts two dayse. What must this delay cost Him. How He must
long to immediately release those He loves so from this suffering, Yet
He suffers Himself, bearing all with and in His friends,

When at last the Divine Plan indicates it, He anxlously urges His
disciples to accompany Him once more into Judea., But we forget that
He is our good lMaster. We dare to cautlon Him, overcautious followers
that we ares If we have hurt Him by our heETEﬁtion, He doesn't exploit
His pain, He simply invites, urges, pleads with us to follow Him that
He may brighten the path that leads us Home.

He tells us that Lazarus 1s sleeping. We go to wake him that he maj
be delighted by his beloved Jesus® Presence, But we, pretending to bej
considerate yet only cringing in cowardice, wish to let him sleep on.
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+ 14,

We wander with Him to Hls dear ones! home at Bethany. How dear to
Him must be thls humble little home with its door always open wlde to
receive Him, to feed and shelter Him after others more lovely have dils=-
played too much dignity to accomodate a useless Hobo., Martha happily
prepares a meal for Him and Lazarus, Who sit chatting together. What
happy songs she must sing as she listens to the two of them. It seems
that now she goes about all her little tasks Just as before, yet in her
memory is Jesus and in her heart a prayer such as Mary might have
whispered at His feet.

Mary - where is she at thils happy scene? Here she comes, carrylng a
pound of precious ointment. She kneels before Chrlst. All eyes are
upon her, yet she sees only His loving gaze. She stoops to pour her
treasure upon His calloused feet, and with her flowing hailr she wipes
them dry. BShe need not look at Him now to hear His sweet Volce whis-
pering in the depths of her soul. B8Sillently she rises and leaves the
rqom, unconscious of all who try to stop her, completely wrapped in
memories of Him eye has not seen.

The house is fillled with sweet odor. Yet they who 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 has been trying to teach us, we thleves who would take the honor
pald to Christ for ourselves., But Jesus qulietly urges us to respect
this woman who served Him for us who in our cowardice will run fear-
fully, leaving Him in His hour of loneliness, forgetting even the poor,
so wrapped in the ugly little shell of self=love.

Upon learning that he is there, great numbers gather to catch a
glimpse of Him and of the man He has ralsed from the dead. This miracle
has had such overwhelming effects among the people the chief preists

plot to kill Lazarus also, trying desperately to escape the realitiles
they refuse to accept.

Word is circulated that Jesus 1s coming. O Joyous excitement! Little
ones, with thelr parents, run to gather palm branches and hurry to greet
Him, They sing a song of greeting to thelr King, Who in Hls triumph
comes to them seated upon a little donkey, the Least of these little ones,
Only chilldren can sing to such a little King, And the "wise men" mumble
in thelr agitation, "The entire world has gone after Him!"

His Hour has come, Jesus'! troubled Heart cries aloud, yearning that
we comprehend Its angulsh., O lonely Heart, so ignorant are we who yet
followe You speak of Death, and Eternal Life. You invite us once more
to follow. You beg to be saved from this Hour, yet in the same breath,
and from greater depths of Your Heart, You thank Our Father for this
Hour that He may be glorified. Then the thunder of the Voice of God
vibrates wlithin our hearts, an assurance to His little flock,

"I, if I be lifted up, will draw all things to Myself," Listen well,
little handicapper. Do you hear what your Jesus says? He lives within
‘Bhe povertyof your heart. And they who must 1ift you 1lift Him also., Be
a Joyous burden, that you may draw all to His Sacred Heart.

Now Jesus goes into His last retreat, Hls one desire to take me for
His own., All that He must endure becomes secondary to my Beloved. O
Whiﬁiwill all but He flee from my desires? But I who love this worldly
no ngness treat my Love as something of shame and hide H
ridiculed, 0 God forgive! . TSNS e



y i T o R T Ol

ué¢I 2T 8T ‘pao, ‘uresuoo
JN0 JO saodsTym ©H °*sn YITM snsepr yowoudde oy TTIM ¥+ LTduTs os ‘yowoad
~de 09 fsBe 08 ‘opBIWOO JINO ET OY PUY *9JIBOH POJIOBE oYUl IO sSUTINmIND 1’ '
qUeT}s oUj} UT eJeyj s9s8ed PUB WOBOQ ,Snser UO PBel ST SuBeT WOPesd]
8,2A0T UT OUYM ‘OJTT OTOUM STU UITM 00Uesddd ,snser JO smeu pool eyj sinoys
oy fsngep J0J SAOT ST JO pPOWBYEE 20U ST OUYM oY ST 9T °*HOAOT snsopr mWoyM
WY 09 uoxoeq oM 91BYY ST 9T UOYL °peueppes Os ‘pesnjuco o0s smooeq oy

{JI9TU10UE U0 1B JULINOOT
J0J &N 9ATSIO0J POP O ,*eN LBaIqeq TITM nof Jo ouQ, *OOUST]S Ul 03 USLETT
10U PTNOM oM 9B8UM PnoTe LBE NOL 8B So8JNBOI TBTOBJ JNOX SOZTes UTeJ

*p80T oM fw ueqUITT 09 esned nox qef ‘Jutuese sTUL UYsThIuB yons

JoJIins nox ydnoy °*nOx IUBYL *0qoy oTIITT JN0L 07 SupysedIed Moy ‘snsep

qeens Lu Q0 ,°OH SeATe0ed pPUes I auofuB SOATOOSL OUM OH, *oJel pedsy}ed
§n JO YoBe 9B SIOOT O©H *UOFIUSLLE JNO J0JF SUTYOJIBLES oq 09 sWess 8y

w°Oi 38UTBI® Toey STY DPOIJTT ES¥Y o[ UITM DEeJq §98e OUM OH,
*USTs WTH Jeey LTedeq oM pus ‘snser JO JLBeH oyl STTTS UsTWIU® yong

*aq oM TTeys ALddey ‘uoT1BZTTROJL STUL UI .js8Iupyzou o2
=1T7T JNOZ &a% oM ‘poH 0 LMOTTOI 03 YSTM OUR oM oJ%® usyl 2BUM °*sn Juome
168897 o] OW098q SBY JO1SB[ JN0 ,°JOFSTU STY UBY] J698edd 8T QUEAISSH
oN*®**op pTnoys O0sT® nof os *nof 09 suop eAvy T s® 2¥yl ‘erdmexe ur nok
USATS @ABY I, ®eW TTe7 nox urede pue uUjedy *pueysLduwod 09 POTTBI ©A,T
1BYM UTBTOXS oJ0W 80UO0 NOX £TqueTa®Bd MOH *NOL MOTTOI ‘nox soueTdedxs
‘noxy mouy LTnay TTTM I ueym Lep oUg J0I HUOT I MOH C*ureTdxm 28BeTd
*puBlsJIepPUN 0% POTTBI oA ;oM ‘snsep ‘o ,4nof 01 euOp ABY I 2BUM MOUY
nof og, ‘siys® o pu® oTABY Y] 1%¥® ©0BTA STH 09 PeuUInled §,;8H MON o

*q0u 4T MOuY oM UInoyz ‘ool oM pum
fouoTe s ;0 LpeOJaTV °*JaBeg STH 20U ©0T20U DPUB 2BUD ©TPT JNO 01 pPOULINged
eA®y oM qnq ‘sanmanm o ‘useTo oJ48 nof Jo TT® 20N, *S90BJ JnO JO Yows
putt sofe pes sTH ,°*QUSTOTJIns ST STUL, °*eousdeABILX® UYons 1€ seTTUS
gnsapr ipeey Lfm pue ‘spuey Lu osT® 9ng ‘LTuc o7 Lu qou ¢paoT, ‘sppe
¢ spatTotee neeMs STY Ul ‘dened Uyl ¢SUOTLo® yone UYLTM dTUsSpuelJdi STH

WTBTO oM UBO MOH ‘*uUoTssoddxe g1I Luep ‘eouepusdepufl Jano sunert Lregsu oM
784 ‘oAdes 09 sSTUOT ©A07T snopuswed] sTH *pesteTd wees 9 ,Useo0p snsepf ang
*pTes Ueeq oABY PTNOYs 9BUM 8,12%Ul *MON ,12e8F Lw UseM J9A0U 4TBUS N

oylL, °*sseTyoceeds uUTEBWOJd I OTTUM 9s5020ad oyq ©0T0A 09 J9%8d 8,8d8U] ‘Uy

*Jursseaaeque 0 ‘paBMI0BC OF SWoSE

TT® STU% 2nq ‘gng  *eTqes 9% WIH Y3TA ©80U3 JO 3997 dY3 soUsen LATueS

o4 UOTUM UT UTsBq B ESOTJJBO PUC ST(B] OYJ WOLI UesTJd §;8H JIUTOP JI09 8T

POO8 Jano 8T 1BUYM °*2T J9A0 spuUeq OyYM 9STIYUD oYl PUB o3nutu LasA sTyUl
peoJds oTq®] ® Jullqedaorl “qseT eyj sTTEO uvW Joddng © 09 OWOD OA;8M

*g0H Ppeweu eA®'y BqJdBey Julgoedsnsun Jno 3BYUL
aA0T B ‘uoTsusyeadmoe Jano puolsq JBI 9A0T SROpUSWEI] B JO sn T[Te3 01 Jut
~uieef fpue eyqg 01 sn ensand TTTM ©H Pu®B “N0OTI OTLITT UMO STH fsn peaoT

g8y o4 °*JoulBJ STH 09 WJInjad TITM OH U0OE (emoo gBY JNOH ,susef ¢ |#

*odoyl MOoad Lem
gosTmoad STH 9BU] ©B1J88Y Jno Jo wopeedJ Lddey eyj uwodn TTBF SPIOM STH (:'
fgy  ,***DPTIOM oY} 9ABES 07 OWOO 9ABY I°®*°*PTJIOM Y3 03UT JUSTT B 8W00 8ABY
I, °*oJTT fm yatm edoy snofol Jo spaon STH 9NOUS I feu ghep fm TTV

L T | o+ /




Without ostentation, quickly, silently, Jesus dismisses Hls betrayer,
letting us belleve he 18 going on an errand of mercy for our Master,

Now is the Hour God's eternal yearning has sought. Jesus calls us His
"little children." He has much to tell us before He finishes this meal
with us, yet only if we possess the childlike docility He's shown us can
Wwe understand. So anxiously He beglns, "A new commandment I give youk"
Only one., Long ago there were ten, then two, but now only one, that .
little children may remember well, "Love one another, as I have loved
you!" The tremendous Lover has spoken. How can we know what He said?
How can we begin to fathom? Walt but a few more hours., He will SHOW us
thils Love, and thls very Love that consumes Him He will give to be ours,
to be the standard Hls followers wlll bear that all men may know we are
His.

We beg to follow, and He replies, "Wou shall follow Me later," Then
once more our impetuosity argues, "Why can'I noet follow Thee now? I will
lay down my life for Thee," Jesus.smiles sadly at us. "Will you? My
poor little weak chilld, this night your confidence will turn to cowardice
at the first sight of danger and you will deny that you'lve ever known Me."

#14 0 soul of such a noisey little slster, hush your restless murmurings
that you may keep each of these words to ponder in your heart that what 1s
now so shallow may expand and deepen and become ever more like the throb-
bings you hear when you lean on your Mother's breast. Jesus is speaking,
80 anxlous to impart these sweet consolations before He Himself endures
an agony such as we shall never know. It 18 ours by right, yet aquletly
end so willlingly He takes it from us for Hls very own, and for those who
love Him so they beg to make it thelrs, in becoming one with their Jesus.

"Don't worry." His Voice is soothing, quiet, strong. %Just believe in
Me,. Heaven 18 walting for you, and I am going to make all.in readiness
for your arrival. I'll return for you, and then the sorrows of parting
will never wound Us again. You know the way. Follow Me,"

"But Lord, we have no idea where heaven is, so how can we know how to
get.there?" 0 how He desires to make us understand. "I am the Way and
the Truth and the Life, But give Me your Flat, amd I am your Everything.
I bring all thab are Mine to My Father, that He may be yours, And I
bring Him to you.

"Peace! Not that of the world, in which your hearts remain troubled
and.afrald, I shall be your Peace; I shall remalin with you. I give
you Myself, My Body, My Bloed, My soul, My Divinity, that you may never -
fear again, '

"I will no longer speak much wlth you. Your ears will strain to hear
My Volce as before, and you will find not a sound but that which your
own nothingness makes in its confusion, Arise, peor little soul. Let
Us go from here, It 18 dark, and the way is steep, but what can keep
s from Our rendezvous}"

#15 The beloved disciple of Jesus seems so reluctant to close this
scene of the first Holy Mass, that blessed event that will rock all
Christendom and at the same time stabilize it. He seems to retrace
the entire scene in hils memory and longs to share with us each precious
word he can remember coming from Jesus'! Bloodstained lips,
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#18 Now we follow Jesus to the Garden of Gethsemane, in 1little groups,
our chatting subdued a8 we walk along trying to understand all that He

o has told us this immortal evening, our minds a maze in which His Voice
rings clear over those words, that have created a darkness only the
promised Paraclete can dispel,

Often have we come here with Him, to listen, then to fall asleep
as He kept vigil, His mortal Body prostrate in adoratlon, His immortal
Soul flying to the bosom of His Father while He yet remained 1n exlle,
awalting the Hour for which He has come, that NOW that in the sane
heartbeat shakes Hls entire Belng with anguish and with Jjoy.

John is kind to spare us the account of the Agony in this garden.
Perhaps the anguish in his own heart at the mere mentlon of this scene
he wiltnessed will not permit him to write of 1t. But as iIn gll Scrip=-
ture, his silence 1s eloquent, the scene 18 darkened from our eyes and
only if we keep watch with Him, conquering our drowsiness, can we enter
into the mysterlous Agony here, can we understand a bloecdstained rock,
an already scarlet robe and eyes in which one finds Innocence darkened
in terror - and submisslon and Joyous antlcipation.

Awake, my sleepy soul, Jesus is gently beckoning. Already, His
friends yet here, He 1s lonely., Already we've forgotten Him., What's
that noise? The clatber of lanterns, torches and weapons, the sub=~
dued volces of the cohort, friends of the chief priests and Pharisees,
gurround Us, He Who silently dismissed Hls betrayer at supper now
stoops to recelve from hls twisted lips the kiss of one antlclpating

o thirty pileces of silver, so wrapped in the Profit'he cannot see the
Creator of all things begging to give him All, forever,

Jesus steps closer, Hls Face and theirs, the brightness of God and the
dark of Satan, flickering in the lights they parry. "Whom do you seek?V
"Jesus of Nazareth." Strange they don't look for the. Babe of Bethlehem,
of Egypt, the Wonder-worker of Capharnaum, for Him Who cured the sick,
ralsed the dead, fed the people, spoke of 2 new Kingdom, Instead, they
gearch a poor carpenter Who is bullding a Kingdom in the hearts of
the people, where their swords can't destroy. His answer 1s that which
we make each time the world goes in search of Goodness to destroy It
and in the end findsitself destroyed. "I am He.," Our worde confuse
them, floor them, and as they stare we tell them.again, remembering
Ste Paul's "For me to live is Christ," "I AM HE." And we beg that we
be taken, 1f only our little ones be not harmed.

Here's Peter again, so anxious to DO SOMETHING, His impulsive love
grabs his sword to destroy with a puny human gesture the mighty forces
of hell, Jesus asks him to replace it. W1ll he take from his Master
that which He has come to accomplish? W1ll he who only a little while
ago argued that Jesus should not wash his feelt now prevent his own
Redemptlon? No, when one knows God one no longer boasts of his own
independence.

Now our Jesus 18 selzed and bound., He Whom legions of angels might
asslst chooses to remain alone, man's selfmade chains Jingling as He
o 1s shoved on by the mob to the home of Annas,
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Is this not enough? Does our lndifference npt mock Him enough? Must w

take unkindnesses, plait them into a crown of thorns to be set upon His

o Sacred Head? And why O why must we howl, shoutlng pralses our hardness
turns to mockerles, with each cruelty, almost unconsclous of what we are
about, pounding this crown furthur into His throbblng skull to make Him
more and more a King? And we slap His Face., Well might we wander the
rest of our lives mumbling, "Out, out damn spot!"™ till we learn that it
will be erased only by our complete immersion 1n His Preclous Blood.

Pilate brings Him once agaln before our rabble to announce that no
gullt can be found in Him. Jesus is dragged before us, shaking with pailn,
weak, Hls mutilated Body cloaked in a regal robe, and upon Hls Head the
erown from which scarlet jewels dangle and fall to bed themselves in His
halr., Here He 1s, the composite of.all that evil can effect upon a living
being, and Pilate, standing in the presence of Truth, almost as another
Baptlst, prophecies, "Behold the Man!" NOT the God, the King, the Pro-
phet, but the Man, Iimprisoned by those less than He. Who would not weep,
strike his breasty; fall upon his face and beg worthiness to gaze upon
this”aight? But 1lnstead a bunch of cowards calls, "Crucify Him! Crucify
Him!

Our shouts send the cringing Procurator back to the security lnside
the Praetorium, with his Prisoner of Love. Again he questlons Jesus,
but the Prophet needs say no more, Pillate wonders at Hls silence, re=
minding Him that He stands before the man with power to either crucify
or release Him, Now a few brief words as Jesus reminds him he can do
nothing without permission from the God from Whom all power procedes,

0 It almost seems that Pilate has become Jesus' prisoner, and frantically he
battles to release Jesus and himself., But we throw hlm yet deeper into
his confuslon by reminding him that should he release Jesus, to continue
gathering the 1little ones into His Kingdom, he wlll be acting directly
against the interests of the mighty Caesar, whose benefits he rather
enjoys. Our threats bring him before us once more, and Jesus.

Pllate mounts the Judgement seat above the Lithostrotos on which the
Prisoner stands., He looks down upon the bowed Head of Jesus, He wants
to love Him, if only it didn't cost so much, "After all, I've got to
protect my name," he mumbles. Once more he attempts to do something
for this lovable Stranger. He motlons, "Behold your King!" But we close
our eyes and cry, "Away with Him! Away with Him! Crucify Him!¥ Then a
bit of sarcasm, "Shall I crucify your King?" But the chief priests
suddenly find politlcs most advantageous. They who have continually de=
nounced Romen rule shout, "We have no King but Caesar." And with this
Pllate qults, surrenders, hands this poor little Lamb to the roaring
grgwd and returns to comforts he couldn't enjoy in the gaze of a bleeding
O o

At last Jesus has been surrendered to our mob., Now His eyes, His arms,
rise to receive Joyfuily the altar on which He will be sacrificed., He
embraces 1t, letting 1ts ruggedness find a pillow in His raw shoulder.

The bared nerves in Hls wound scream for mercy, as all the forces of evil

come into contact with Goodness Itself. Who can guess this burden? But

He draws 1t yet closer, yearning to feel its entire welght, and as we fol-
O low He bears all, He asks but that we follow Him,
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Those who have come to Jerusalem for the feas8t are 1lndignant at the
pros?ect of the crucified bodles' defiling their Sabbath, Here is all
o they've demanded; He 1s crucifled, yet they would have one more sacrilege?

But Jesus has expired. VWhy O why then pierce His Heart? Mother stands
here yet. I s +this wound another in the martyrcom of this Woman,the one
in which she too sobs, "My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?" be-
cause this 1s her very own wound? He lsn't here, 0 Jesus, please.send
Your Spirit to take possesslon of my heart, that when she looks down to
find me here and remembers I am hers, she may recognize Another and re=-
celve consolation in her bitter loneliness, Please forgive me that I
must be the one after the only One has gone., Let my smlle become ag a
sanctuary lamp for her, that she may remember Your promise to be with us
always.

Joseph of Arimathea went to Pllate to request permission to bury this
preclous Body. No longer will He hide his love for Jesus, The Command-
ment of Love here demonstrated has ushered in the Life of Christ in the
New Testament., Through His friends Jesus lives on. Silently, hurriedly,
that Body 1s taken from Its altar and tenderly wrapped. ©She who once,
long ago, wrapped Him in awaddling clothes now watches Him take a stone
8hab for His resting place. B8Bllently she retraces Hls Way back to the
city to find there rest, qulet., BShe 1ls tired.

#20 All is hushed., Once in the gquiet of night God's almighty Word leapt
forth, and now Jesus' glorious splendour brings yet more of darkness to
our humasn night, as with Him we leap forth into the blinding glory of GOD.

o It 18 before dawn this Sunday morning., With Mary Magdalene we tiptoe
to the Holy Sepulchre to adore, to rest, in loneliness leaning upon a
stone, longing, confused, weeping. But what is this? The stone has heen
removed from the entrance! 0 Jesus, they have stolen You from us,

Such a forgetful Little Sister am I to run with Mary to tell Jesus!
loved ones, "They've stolen our lMaster!" Here we announce yet another
sorrow, not comprehending that the only .sadness 1s that because our eyes
gag not the joyous significance of Calvary we're not capable of rejoicing

ey«

Immediately Peter and John hurry off to the tomb. Young John, more
BWlft of foot, arrives first, and stooping sees the linens lying there.
0 how he must desire bo gather these 6loths stained in his Beloved's
Precious Blood to carress them to his heart,,these scarlet reminders of
hls Jesus, But he walts at the door for Peter. What must this hesilitation
have cost him? He doesn't tell us, He watches Peter enter and kneel be=
fore these preclous relics, especlally the one folded and lying aside
from the others, that which cradled the Jewels of His crown. Now, silent=-
ly, we enter with John and kneel. Though we don't understand, Faith's
light dazzles us, and we return to the life outside, wondering.
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Poor Thomas wes oubl at tlie time of Jesus'! visit. How anxlously we
- rush to inform him &f>the blessed event., He demands preoof! So zealous
0 for truth, yet so lneredulous of falry tales., Truth has llved among us,
the greatest of all the world's falry tales, Jesus Christ, O yes,
he?l% finally see, and believe, But who would walt eight days if he
might have a peek at Heaven INOW, through the eyes of Falth?

Jesus returns, glves us His peaceful greetling and turns to Thomas,
Is he astonished? Jesus beckons him closer, invites him to place his
finger where a nall once bedded and to feel His side, tlhe gate through
which was born His Church. But Thomas falls upon his face before Jesus
and confesses, "My Lord and my God!" The Good Shepherd rejolces that
His little black sheep 18 with Him once more, and, remembering all
those who will follow, He tosses over His shoulder this promise, "Blessed
are they who have not seen, and yet have believed," :

Ste John reminds us that he hasn't written all that Jesus did, but
enough that we may belleve that Jesus i1s the Christ, the Son of God,
and that belleving we may have life in His Name., Mol, une toute petlte
goelir de Jesus, je crous!:Or, as the little girl in "The Mirascle of
34th Street" put it, "I belleve, I belleve. It's silly, but I believe."
Thenk God for falry tales!l!

#21 Here gather Peter and others of the Disciples, oonfused{ restless,
at the shore of the sea of Tiberias, In hls idleness Peter's thoughts
grow more uncertain, frightful, and suddenly he decides, "I'm going
fishing," We follow our leader into his boat. All night we wait,

o yet there is nothing to satisfy our hunger.

We're so tired as we turn our little craft to shore. There is a
flame dansing on the beach, What is 1it? Atorch? Are we being sought?
Blowly we approached, cautiously, but all 1is well, for instead of soldilers
we find a beautiful young man who asks, "Have you any £ish?" 0 how
we long to give this gentle vagabond something. But our nets are
empty; our poverty makes itself keenly felt,

He gently bids us cast the net to the right of the boat, where we're
to find some fish, All night we've brought up empty nets, yet here by
the shore, in the shallowest of the waters, we're told to gather fish?
It's foollsh, He knows nothing about fishlng. We're baffled, yet in
Holy Obedience we cast the net. Look! All the fatigue from our vigill
has fled as we struggle together to bring this miraculous catch ashore.
The beloved Disciple, a peaceful Joy radiating from him as he recog-
nizes his precious Master, whilspers to Peter, "It is the Lord," 0 how
consoling to hear from the lips of those most dear to Jesus this con-
solatlon, "It is He."

Dear, dear Peter, you're still so like your noilsey, ambitious
little sister, yet I know, I'm so sure, that Jesus smiles as we toss
ourselves into the water, scampering to embrace Him, all wet and bedrag=
gled, whlle in no time the others reach Him calmly, and much more pre=
sentable than we, their nets full, Yet I beleve that His is pleased
O to see all of us, our kind Master.
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But look, a warm fire and already a fish and bread prepared for us.
But He was waiting for us, and He bids us bring some of the fish WE've
caughte O what God 1s this that makes Hlmself dependent upon man that
He may give His gifts? Who knows that to love Him and yet have nothilng
to glve our Beloved would frustrate Hls poor little ones? So He places
beautiful gifts 1n our hands that we may ralse them to Him., Our Creator
accepts a plece of His creation and fills the vold with Himself. Now
the Servant, always a Servant, offers breakfast to us. Does anyone's
heart object, "Thou shalt never serve me!"? No, in the presence of the
risen Chrlst our scciplo, our nothingness, 1s made manifest, and His
Allness fills us,

Our meal is completed, and we sit around the warmth of the fire, un=
aware of the early morning's damp chill, Jesus turns to Peter. "Do
you love Me more than these others?? He asks., Peter is pierced, .It's
obvious, and he softly answers, "You know I love You, Lord." Jesus says,
"Feed My lambs," Let My Love live and grow within you thet they not
die of malnutrition without the Bread of Life .

Again, He asks, "Do you love Me?" 0 little tears that fill Peter's
eyes that Jesus should have to ask,.that hls sctions alone do not express
that which he wishes to do for his Master. "You know I love ¥du, Lord,"
Agaln Jesus' "Please feed them," .

But now a third time, "Do you love le?" Peter turns away. He
thinke he sees, through these tears, the suffering Chrlst, and in the
distance there 1s the crow of & cock. "Lord, You know all things. You
know that I love You," Yes, H& knows, and He commands us to feed His
sheep, to bring His tremendous Love to all men, that they may love Him
Who loves them, to death, and resurrection.

Listen well, little one. How specifically He speaks to you. "When
you were qulte young you clothed yourself and walked wherever you.de-
gired, But now another must take your hand, anc care for you, and you
must go where he wishes, DBe abandoned; be Mine, and I shall take you
to Myself, .My own little martyr each day. For Mine will be the hands that
serve you. Please let Me serve,"

Here stands the beloved Disciple of Jesus, and we ask, "Lord, what
about this man?" What sh&ll become of him who loves You 8¢ much more
then the rest of us? I've seen his amlcitia manifest again and agein, and
I know what & Joy he must be to Your Heart.:-You are his Joy. What
about this man? You see, Lord, I live for him., Your Mother asked that
I be hls, Yet what I give is too poor to be a gift for any man, Why
0 why muet it be for him? It's palnful to live for another, painful
because he already possesses the Allness of God, he 1s aflame with
divine Love, and I fear: that I might dampen that Flame., But Our Mother
has ssked, and I accept this martyrdom because he too accepts. 0 how
I long for the day when there wlll no longer be an I nor he but JFESUS,
And in this longing He lives, the rlsen Christ, and we adore., Now I
end this pecking, It's been foolish, I know., But I tried to do as
Jesus wlshed, It is time for rest. I lay in the cradle of my lMether's
arms and hear in her heartbeat words no book has contalned. I love %o
be here, And when all is comsummated may I yet be found here, learning
of Jesus,
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My child, I've been with them all these years, I've showed them the
mirsecle of Love. I AM Love. And My all = My Life - 18 now thelrs, I
have nothing left., I am thelrs. O please do not you condemn Me to
death again by not loving Me in these poor, lost sheep. Cannet you look
into their hungry eyes and shout JESUS that I may be loosed of these
chains?

Yes, Jesus, JESUS, I know You are here, I love You, for I love
them, Perhaps one day they will know.

II. But no, it's so heavy. Must You carry the welght of all evil?

My child, is this a truly worthy concern for Me? Your sense of
values 1s so far from My Wisdom. This 18 why I became one with you.
Look upon My infirmity. Love 1t. This is your strength. Fear not.

Only follow Me., I bear it all,

Thank You, Jesus, for letting me come. I followe. I watch You and
followe O to be like You in every step. O that I may be but a shadow
that the world may watch and wonder, "What then must the Master be?"

And they will search yet a little furthur and find an empty Cross, énd an
empty tomb, and a full heart.

III. O Jesus! It 1ls too heavy. You are too weak to go furthur.

No, My child, it i1s YOU who are not strong enough. Do you not believe
in My Love? !0 please do not doubt.

Yes, Jesus, I belileve., Please strengthen my insufficlent Faith.

IV, Jesus, surely You love her most, this beautiful Mother of Yours,
Yet no mother's heart has endured the angulsh I see here, Bhe but stands
here, erect, strong, silent, O when will her tears betray the bitter
pein in her Immaculate Heart?

No, chlld, do not await her sobs. You shan't hear. For her sorrow,
as her Jjoy, 1s in a depth beyond the realm of tears or laughter. She is

here for Me., And she is strong.
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Little one, have I been so long with you and you still don't under=-
stand? You weep that I ascend My throne? I love your tears. They are
preclous jewels you maysoffer that your brothers and sisters may someday
find this Way, and Happiness., Learn to spend these Jewels well,

IX. 0 Almighty Lover, truly when You are weak, then You are strong.
For here I behold You, sprawled upon the ground, the dust mingled wlth
Your lMost Preclous Blood, 0 what man could arise from such mire? Uy
Jesus! My Jesus!

I am here; I hear you, little one, Sh. Please don't cry so. True
no man could rise from these depths., But Love can do all things. Let
us go to Love's rendewvous,

Xe Those to whom You'®e promised etermal Life now in their greed tear
Your germent from You. With what dignity You stand here naked. You seen
almost to be handing them these precious, scarlet robes, And they seem as
beggars. Jesus, they are tearing at my heart!

I know your pain. Yes, little one, I know, for it isn't yours but
Mine, It is this utter nothingness You experience which consoles Me and
lets lMe he your Everything, I your Jesus,

¥I. I love to see my dear ones' hands, Daddy's strong, calloused
hands, Mommy's lovely, dishwater hands, Baby's little, chubby fist that
grips my finger. And this one, Jesus, Your hand, whose fingers seem to
reach upward to hasten the nail's blow.

Yes, My child, this hand has healed the sick, raised the dead, fed the
poor., But nowhere has it been thils powerful., For now it is capable of
nothing = less than saving the world,

XII. Jesus! Jesus!... Truly Love does such things. Words, thoughts,

all l1s insufficient save death. Here I stand beneath Your Cross.
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R a i - e 2+ tiag 1 uly won-
o'clock lass, and I went home with Pat lor the day. and it vwas 2 truly

)
- 3 : TP TAan he b3 & W
that Pat and I had tcgether. How I love ner, lotner, and how

o

derful viei
much ehe must be like you. If only I wizht learn this secret of success 1n

s ] P e P : W
sanctity. To be like you in all things, so much so that they might say hov

(6]

] ; pe L - 1t y '
beautiful you are when they meet your little daughter. Here I kneel at your

ing you to teach ms the wany lessons I'm so slow to learn.

Although I was having a grand tiwme tulking with Pat, there was some-
thing else gnewing at my neart all cay. 411 day long I've thought of Velma-and
missed her so. I don't think I've ever realized I loved her so. And funny

thing, she had the sswe feeling

end expressed it to me this evening. Iother,
I feel afraid when I think of returning to Tipton, sc far from Velma and
the Charliesz I love 8o muchi. These are a pert of we, something that will
{ﬂ“ take pruning to separate we from, and eomething that will hurt very much.
Ch, that I might nave strength to bear this!
Julie came to ask if I would gc to Mary Joan's tomorrow, so that was
wy obedience. I kept wondering about the Chicago trip, but then the Holy

3

irit told me precisely what I wust de. God is so kind in directing His

e

P
children. Pleass give me strength to go wherever He leads His little one.

Teach me the abandonment I so laclk.

.ednecday, July 4

This hae been a really gone day. And please, lMother, forgive me for

all the childish pranks I've pulled.

Velra and I vwere just poing out the docr to Holy liass thie morning

1

when the phone ranzg. And it kept ringing till, lo and bencld, Velwa fcound

«

out that she was _oinz to Chicago alter all., This whole trip has been so
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Qet. 1959

Shekeepesre in hie poem "Venus ond Adonie" wrote of Venus, the zoddess
of Love, "She's Love, 2he loves, #nd yt she #& not loved." Can we not
perhaps change one letter &nd improve tle statement. "HE'S LOVE, HE
LOVYES, end yet EE IS WOT IOVED." It's ironical but just by a little gA
chemge 211 thinge e&n turn to the Creator.

"hat fleee me I emege. What chaoges me, I fleel"

November, 1959
Poets constently ams&ze me. They are able to s&y go much in sueh a
few words &nd g lweys with juet the right words. John Donne wrote:

"0 how feeble iz mans' power

Thet if zoo0d fortune fall,

Cennot 23d another hour

Nor & lost hour recalll™
In thet one sentence he expresses man's limitetions 2and dshowe how de-
pendent he is wpon God. We can neither add nor subtract time. All we
can d0 is live in it with the permission of God.

"In small proportion, we muet beauties see;
And in short meseunres, life mey perfect be."

It & only by emall steps or short measures that we cén finelly attain
to perfection. Men dcesn't hecome perfect in one day. Quite the con-
trary, it takes a 1life time of hard work for most of us.

"I hate end I love; perhape you sgk me why I do this. I don't krow but
I feal it enmd I am tortured.”
"Mt 1f gold rwet, what shall iron do?
For if & prieet be foul in whom we trust,
No wonder teht & gihful mén will rust;
And shgmeful it ie, let priests take notice,
A befonled eshepherd snd s e¢lean sheep.
Well ought & priest set the example,
By hig cleanness, how his gsheep shouls live."
It expreeceeg rether exactly how importent it is for the priest to be
z0ld, &nd unterniched =2t that. '
"A better priest, I believe, does not exist.
He wvesrned &fter no pomp or reverence,
Nor considered himself sbove reprosach.
By Chrigst's lore, and that of His apostles twelve
He teaught, and first he followed it himself.
The Canterbury Tales

"Love conquere A11." "Herd work conguers All." if the two were joined
whet conuld be sgecomplishedilll!

The one thought of God being like & child ies unique. Like the child
who geeg someone do something he l1ikes &nd immedistely e2ye "Do it &~
gein" over =nd over, so God s8ys the same to vwe when with his grsce
we perform & 2004 sction. Divire Providence works in strange weys.

4 eard from my retreat notes fell on the floor &€nd on the b2ck was
written thé followlngz; '"Law of the Spiritusl Life: 7You must go down
in order to go upl" "0 God, trat I may live in feith, end die in
feith, that I mey then see Christ."”

December, 1959
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