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A Season for Catching One’s Breath
Dear Friends:
I have been something of a news junkie all my adult life. Under normal circumstances, I feel utterly
rootless if I have not tuned in at least once a day to “see what’s going on.” But I must confess, I am rationing
my news consumption these days.
The twenty-four-hour news cycle is not, I think, a good thing. It all too easily turns into an echo chamber,
and when the news is in and of itself overwhelming, it can feel like a noisy and emotionally bludgeoning
information hurricane. I am not well-suited to this type of communication. Maybe it’s a sign of getting older,
but I need more quiet. It isn’t a matter of wanting to turn a blind eye to the plight of the world. It is a matter of
a shift in my perception of what God is asking me to do about it.
I do not think God holds us responsible for having all the facts and figures at our fingertips. I think God
wants us to do what we can to ease the plight of our brothers and sisters the world over and to pray for them,
to work for justice and peace where we are and to raise our voices when it is essential to stand and be counted.
The Feast of the Sacred Heart fell on Friday 24th June this year. As my US parish is the oldest in the
country to bear that name, we consider it our own feast and had Exposition all day. I made my way to church
and for once I did not bring any inspirational reading or a prayer journal. I sat in the quiet, watching the way
the early summer light streamed so beautifully through the jewel-tone windows. I talked to God about the
desperate needs of the world and I listened as well, remembering our dear friend Malcolm Nightingale saying
that, all too often with him, it was a matter of, “Listen, Lord, your servant is speaking!”
In the weeks following, I find myself drawing on that hour of quiet like a well I return to again and again,
and I realise once more the importance of silence and contemplation. We are very fortunate at Holy Trinity and
St. George to have access to the church throughout the day (a blessing we do not enjoy at Sacred Heart which
is in an area of high crime). “Making a visit,” as my mother called it, is always one of the first things I do when I
arrive in Kendal, which I will do in early August. I hope to see as many of you as possible during my stay and
perhaps at Mass on 7th August.
I realise this issue’s cover picture is unabashedly nostalgic; many of us will remember pictures like this
from our children’s Bibles. But it seems summery and peaceful and I hope it brings back happy memories of
simpler times! This is our 17th issue since the reboot of the Parish Magazine, as hard as that is to believe! As
always, I offer thanks to Raymond Daley for all his work and interesting contributions. Thanks as well to Fr.
Hugh, Pamela Boyes, Elizabeth Cartmell, Brian Stabler and Sue Macdonald. Two more issues this year. Please
do think about contributing, particularly with the ever-popular items of local interest.
See you soon and, please, try to find some time for quiet in the sturm und drang.
Celeste

A Word from Fr. Hugh
As I write this, we are in our two-day heatwave, which is clearly
not as bad as in the south. The temperature is high as soon as you step
outside though, making the church the coolest place around. This is very
welcome just now, but when I am not turning on the heating this winter
due to the cost of the fuel now, I doubt people will be enjoying its relief
in quite the same way.
It is hard to assess just how bad the winter will be for many now.
Certainly, the effects of the rise in food and fuel prices are already taking
affect on some families. This will need all our thought and prayer in
coming months. As I quoted the other week from the Pope, ‘…a politician’s task is to see that none of us fall
into poverty,’ yet none of those campaigning for the leadership of the Conservative Party, and so the country,
have mentioned this in their debates yet. But not wishing to get too political, it is something we all have to be
aware of.
School closes tomorrow for the holidays and we had some very good news just the other week. Every
Catholic school has to go through the s.48 inspection on religious life of the school and religious education. The
school paid a lot of attention to this and Emily Martin, who is the RE coordinator, put a lot of time in with staff
to help them prepare. The affects of COVID were still clearly there before that, partly because the children had
lost contact with church and related matters. But it was a great success. The school ended up with an overall
‘outstanding’ as their grade which is very impressive, especially as the number of practicing Catholics is quite
small.
Meanwhile, rather less impressively, the building works for the front of the church are still struggling to
get anywhere. The current hold-up is finding limestone that matches the stone originally used. We have had
the ridge tiles on the parish centre replaced, which again took a lot of work as that is now considered to be part
of the ‘curtilage’ of the church and so, for the Historic Churches body, comes under the listed rules. I will say
nothing in case of exciting any legal rejoinder from them. I pray for them each day, though!
So best wishes to you all and enjoy a great summer.
God bless,
Fr. Hugh
*******************************************************************************************************************

A Reflection from the Sisters of St. Joseph: Brentwood, New York (USA)
Access their daily reflections here: https://brentwoodcsj.org/office-of-spirituality/daily-prayer-2-2/
We believe that the One we call God is the Origin of all that is. To love as God loves is to love freely and
gratuitously. It is a love based in a realisation that we are a part of the universe, not the center of it, a
true knowledge and confidence in ourselves and a genuine caring for all others. It holds all creation in
reverence, all living things with wonder and care, and all people with respect. On a personal level, it is
to try to love rather than seeking to be loved. It is the challenge to try to offer a selfless love that makes
no demands.

******************************************************************************************
Thanks as always to Pamela Boyes for these, and other interesting, contributions (introduced in blue).

JUBILEES

On 22nd June 1897, Queen Victoria celebrated her Diamond Jubilee. It marked her sixtieth year on the
throne, and meant that she surpassed George III as the longest ever reigning monarch of Great Britain – a record
overtaken by Queen Elizabeth II in 2015, when she surpassed her great-great-grandmother Queen Victoria,
who spent 63 years and 216 days on the throne.
This poem by Kipling was written for Victoria’s Diamond Jubilee. A ‘recessional’ is a type of hymn, and
the poem is accordingly more solemn than it is celebratory. The poem, which expresses some pride in the British
Empire, suggests that even the longest reigns must end, and it repeats the now-famous phrase ‘Lest we forget’:

RECESSIONAL
God of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flung battle-line,
Beneath whose awful Hand we hold
Dominion over palm and pine –
Lord of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget – lest we forget!
The tumult and the shouting dies;
The Captains and the Kings depart:
Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice,
An humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget – lest we forget!
Far-called, our navies melt away;
On dune and headland sinks the fire:
Lo, all our pomp of yesterday
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre!
Judge of the Nations, spare us yet.
Lest we forget – lest we forget!

Coronation 1938

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe,
Such boastings as the Gentiles use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law –
Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget – lest we forget!
For heathen heart that puts her trust
In reeking tube and iron shard,
All valiant dust that builds on dust,
And guarding, calls not thee to guard,
For frantic boast and foolish word –
Thy mercy on Thy people, Lord!

Rudyard Kipling
30.12.1865 – 18.01.1936

Amen
*******
This year Queen Elizabeth II celebrated her Platinum Jubilee in the commonwealth to mark the
anniversary of her accession to the throne, on 6th February 1952, her coronation being on 2nd June
1953. The celebration plans were formally unveiled in full by Buckingham Palace on 10 th January with the
creation of a four-day Jubilee bank holiday weekend from Thursday 2nd June to Sunday 5th June.
70th

She is the longest-lived and longest-reigning British monarch, the longest serving female head of state,
the oldest living and longest-reigning current monarch, and the oldest and longest-serving incumbent head of
state.
On Monday May 9th she became the World’s third longest reigning monarch surpassing Johann II of
Liechtenstein who ruled for 70 years and 1 day before dying in October 2016 and now has taken the second
spot from Thailand’s King Bhumibol Adulyadj, who reigned for 70 years and 126 days. But the Queen has a
couple of years to go if she wants to claim the top spot – King Louis XIV of France (The Sun King) ruled for an
unbelievable 72 years and 110 days.
In time-honoured fashion of celebrating special occasions, many poems have been written for the
Platinum Jubilee, but I love this nostalgic one written by Pam Ayres for the Queen’s Diamond Jubilee. Her poems
have a simple style and deal with everyday subject matter, in comic verse. In The UK Arts Council’s report on
poetry, she was identified as the fifth best-selling poet in Britain in 1998 and 1999, and in 2004 was appointed
an MBE for services to literature and entertainment. I think it could quite easily be read as if it was written for
her Platinum Jubilee.

DIAMOND JUBILEE
Dad took me to our local pub in 1953,
They had a television set, the first I’d ever see,
To watch a Coronation! I knew it sounded grand,
Although at six years old, the word was hard to understand.
But little kids like me, and others all around the world,
We saw the magic crown; we saw magnificence unfurled,
A brand-new Queen created, the emergence and the birth,
And the Abbey seemed a place between the Heavens and the Earth.

Coronation 1953

Certain pictures linger when considering the reign,
Hauntingly in black and white, a platform and a train,
The saddest thing I ever saw, more sharp than any other,
Prince Charles, the little boy who had to shake hands with his mother.
I will stand up and be counted; I am for the monarchy,
And if they make mistakes, well, they are frail like you and me,
I would not choose a president to posture and to preen,
Live in a republic? I would rather have the Queen.
A thousand boats are sailing, little ships among the large,
Close beside the splendour that bedecks the Royal Barge,
And as the pageant passes, I can see an image clear
Of the Royal Yacht Britannia; she should surely have been here.
I wish our Queen a genuinely joyful Jubilee,
Secure in the affection of the mute majority,
I hope she hears our voices as we thank her now as one,
Sixty years a Queen. A job immaculately done.

Pam Ayres
14.03.1947 -

Foolproof Sponge Cake
This is a perfect cake and a favourite recipe of mine for celebrations which need to be made ahead of time. It
is a stiff cake with a moist texture so perfect for carving for novelty cakes. Wonderful torted with jam and
buttercream or just left and covered with marzipan/icing. This cake is so versatile, you can pretty much do
anything with it! It will never curdle, is so simple, it never fails and always tastes perfect!
Ingredients
Serves 12
340g self raising flour
280g caster sugar
280g butter/margarine
5 eggs
3 tablespoons milk

Method
Prep: 15 mins
Cook: 1 hr 30 mins
Extra time: 15 mins
Ready in: 2 hours
Pre-heat the oven to 150c/Gas 2.
Grease and line (or grease and flour) a 20cm (8in) square or round tin and set aside.
Sieve flour into a large mixing bowl, add all the other ingredients and mix with electric mixer on slow speed
until all ingredients are blended. Then increase to fast speed and mix for another 2 or so minutes, when you
have a smooth batter (it will be quite thick/stiff).
Pour into already prepared tin, place in centre of oven
and cook for about 1 hour 15 mins to 1 hour 30 mins.
Test with skewer and if it comes out clean, cake is done!
Perfect in white and decorated in red white and blue!

I received this last October and I think it came from the Redemptorist Communications in Dundalk.
I love it and I do try!!!

Billy Cox, Motivational Speaker

I enjoy emailed Daily Reflections from the Centre for Spiritual Development, and although the following was
sent during the Lent and Easter season, I wanted to pass it along:

ENTERING INTO THE PRESENCE
By Sister Jeanne Fallon, CSJ
Excerpt from today’s Gospel
Jesus prayed, saying: “I pray not only for these, but also for those who will
believe in me through their word, so that they may all be one, as you, Father,
are in me and I in you, that they also may be in us, that the world may believe
that you sent me.”
John 17:20-21
Reflection
Are you yearning to enter into the quiet where you can be at peace and awaken to the presence of the
Holy One dwelling in you? Jesus’ deepest desire was that the union he shared with his Father could also be
shared with all those who became his family. In the quiet of that union, they could discover the full richness of
who they are in God.
Pausing to take moments of quiet during the day allows you to notice
what you carry in your body as well as how you carry it. You can notice where
you might be carrying tension or fear or perhaps joy, beauty, and even wonder.
Noticing in your body the felt-sense of roses blooming can enliven you. On the
other hand, becoming aware of a menacing attitude toward someone can alert
you that it needs to be recognized with compassion and understanding. All
these moments become part of your deep inner connection to God.
The body is a precious gift of our Creator. It is a sanctuary where Christ
dwells and the Spirit continues to form us. Awaken to this holy Presence who heals and calms your weary soul.
Jesus invites us, “Come to me, all you who are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give you rest” (Mt.
11:28). Attend lovingly to whatever burden you might be carrying. If it is a wound, care for it gently and allow
it to be healed or understood. Offer your caring presence, your tender gaze, just as a mother would hold her
troubled child. Then your life will unfold in your union with Jesus in God. As the psalmist says, “My heart is glad
and my soul rejoices, my body, too, abides in confidence; because you will not abandon my soul” (Ps.16).

For Pondering
Perhaps you would like to explore the mystery of who you are and how this connects you to Jesus in
God.
What would it be like to be really one in my whole being? One with Christ living in me, one with the
Divine Presence? One in body, mind, and spirit? How would I look upon the world, my sisters and
brothers, all of creation?
***************************************************************************************
A visiting priest recently referred to this poem in his homily. I had never read or heard of it before.

The Dash
by Linda Ellis
I read of a man who stood to speak at the funeral of a friend.
He referred to the dates on the tombstone from the beginning to the end.
He noted first came the date of the birth and spoke the following date with tears.
But he said what mattered most of all was the dash between the years.
For that dash represents all the time that they spent life on Earth.
And now only those who loved them know what that little line is worth.
For it matters not how much we own, the cars, the house, the cash.
What matters is how we live and love, and how we spend our dash.
So, think about this long and hard. Are there things you’d like to change?
For you never know how much time is left that can still be rearranged.
If we could just slow down enough to consider what’s true and real,
and always try to understand the way other people feel.
Be less quick to anger and show appreciation more,
and love the people in our lives like we’ve never loved before.
If we treat each other with respect and more often wear a smile,
remembering that this special dash might only last a little while.
So, when your eulogy is being read with your life’s actions to rehash,
would you be proud of the things they say about how you spent your dash?

“Each man has inside him a basic decency and goodness.
If he listens to it and acts it, he is giving a great deal of what it is the world needs
most.”
Pablo Casals

********************************************************************************************

Pope Francis’ 10 Tips to Bring Joy to One’s Life
1. Live and let live.
2. Be giving of yourself to others.
3. Proceed calmly in life.
4. Have a healthy sense of leisure.
5. Sundays are for families.
6. Find ways to employ the youth.
7. Respect and care for nature.
8. Stop being negative.
9. Respect others’ beliefs.
10. Work for peace.

Thanks to Sue Macdonald for the chuckles brought on by these! As a teacher, I was really tickled!

Those Memorable School Reports
What did your teachers say about your progress at school? The following were sent into The Daily Telegraph
some years ago:
•

One of my French reports simply said, “Sheila attended the lessons.” – Sheila Blow, Surrey

•

My housemaster wrote, “He has an overdeveloped unawareness.”- Ian Jones, Wirral

•

A friend’s son’s report said, “By the time he has mastered French, he will be too old to cross the Channel.”
– M. Knaggs, Dorset

•

My teacher observed: “The improvement in his handwriting has revealed his inability to spell.” – Colin
Sutherland, Switzerland

•

My teacher was a realist: “I am sorry to have to tell you that he is doing his best.” – Stan Proctor, Surrey

*****************************************************************************************
The SVP does so many things for so many people. Yet the central mission is very simple: to be there for people
in need. Here Raymond Daley outlines this vital work.

Befriending: The Core Work of the SVP
For decades, the essence of our work has been that person-to-person contact. Spending time with people is
our greatest gift. We call this befriending.
How does befriending work?
Volunteer members visit to understand and assess each request for help individually, but also to give people a
sense of belonging through the work of:

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

providing food
providing clothes
providing furniture
helping with transport
offering friendship and support
providing financial assistance, where able
supporting ex-offenders or people in prison
raising funds to send children to holiday camps
organising trips and social events for older people
supporting migrants, refugees or people seeking asylum
offering care to the terminally ill and their families through end-of-life companionship

The list of support is not exhaustive as the volunteer member group in each Parish Conference has different
capabilities. Last year, in response to increased demand, our 8,857 visiting members made 475,064 visits and
spent 625,084 hours visiting.
Please note, our visiting members have a duty of care when assessing requests or referrals. They are not
qualified to undertake responsibilities within the remit of trained professionals, such as care workers. We
have strict safeguarding policies and procedures, and all visiting members must hold a DBS certificate.
If you would like a visit from us or know of someone who would, please contact me at RaymondD@svp.org.uk
or 07462014088. Enquiries are always welcome from anyone interested in getting involved with our work.
Raymond Daley
Kendal SVP Conference President
***************************************************************************************
I include here an article, a reflection and a poem on a common theme. I offer apologies for the heaviness of
the tone. But real change must come, and it must come soon. Please add your prayers to mine.

“Enough Is Enough”: Pray for the U.S.
by Celeste Bonfanti
Whenever I express desperation about the state of the US to my friend, who lives in Northamptonshire,
she counters with similar concerns about the United Kingdom. The George Floyd killing led to assurances from
Sue that the treatment of minorities is appalling on both sides of the Atlantic. The way so many of our legislators
seems hell-bent on keeping the poor ground underfoot prompts her to point out similar injustices in the UK.
Even while appalled at the storming of the Capitol and the violence of the rioters there, Sue believes that such
an uprising is possible at Westminster. Rampant greed, environmental degradation, political corruption… Sue
swears our countries are equally culpable.
But on one issue, we are in agreement. The US’s love affair with firearms is a “peculiarly American
problem,” and it has cheapened the value of human life to such a degree that it can no longer be taken for
granted that going to the grocery store or sitting in a primary school is safe. Any time a loved one leaves home
to go about the business of their lives, there is a chance they will not return because of gun violence. Anyone

with a mental health issue or an axe to grind, whether in the heartland or an urban centre, can snap and end
the lives of innocent strangers because of the ready availability of firearms of all descriptions.
The UK dealt with the problem of firearm accessibility a quarter century ago. No other Western country
struggles with this issue to the extent that we do in the US. As a result, your murder rate per capita is one-fifth
of ours. Yet the right to live in safety loses every time in the halls of Congress when stonewalled by an opposition
committed to safeguarding the right to own a virtually unlimited number of guns.
Every so often, a statistic stands out so starkly that it takes your breath away. The other night as I sat
with like-minded citizens in a park amphitheatre, with our protest signs and our orange tee shirts, one of the
speakers at the National Day Against Gun Violence event said,
Guns outnumber people in the US by 1.5 million.
It boggles the mind. When I wrote this article a couple of weeks ago, there had been 243 mass shootings
in the US so far this year, and as I update it today, there have been 314. More than 900 children aged 17 and
younger have been killed by firearms in the US this year. This evening’s hellish statistic: there have been an
average of 11 mass shootings each week in 2022 thus far. Yet meaningful gun legislation stalls or is watered
down woefully as politicians court the favours of the National Rifle Association (NRA) and the rest of the gun
lobby. Gun rights groups outspent the gun control lobby in 2021 by more than five times. Eighteen-year-old
Americans cannot legally have a pint, but they can buy AK-47s.
I teach in a primary school. The day after the recent mass shooting at Robb
Elementary School in Uvalde, Texas (already in the rearview mirror as we
grapple with the Hyland Park shootings at the 4th of July parade outside
Chicago), an armed policeman was patrolling our halls as he did every day
until the end of term. The sight of a pistol openly carried through school
halls full of children is something I find it hard to stomach. “Shelter in place
drills” have become a regular feature in US schools “…because sometimes
bad men come in to try to kill us and we have to know what to do,” a sixyear-old told me last Friday.
At the event in the park, we heard from a woman whose father survived the first mass shooting in the
US (in 1949 in Camden, New Jersey, where I attend Mass). He was an eleven-year-old, at his father’s pharmacy
with his parents and grandmother. When the shooting started, he was put into a closet by his desperate mother.
He was the only family member to survive. This same woman went on to recount that her niece survived the
Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School shooting in Parkland, Florida by hiding in a closet. It is grotesque to
think that such shootings have become commonplace enough for families to have been affected by more than
one of them.
The fact is that we are all affected, and we should be. We must not become inured to the wanton taking
of human life as people are mowed down in churches, synagogues, at shopping malls and in our streets. My
church has a bullet hole through one of our west windows, a memorial to the murder of a young woman across
the street, mowed down in the crossfire between rival gangs.
Over 80% of Americans of both parties want meaningful gun legislation, and what is being hailed as “the
first meaningful gun legislation in 30 years” has recently been passed at the federal level. But it is frustratingly
inadequate, not banning assault weapons, raising the minimum age of purchase or expanding background
checks. As long as calls for these changes are considered political, as long as those in Washington beholden to

the gun lobby continue to hold the Second Amendment of the Constitution ~ the right to bear arms ~ as more
sacred than the lives of little children, we will continue to mourn our dead as shooting after shooting fills the
headlines.
For many years, when asked if they believed in God or attended church, Americans answered yes in
numbers significantly higher than other Western democracies. Those numbers have been steadily falling in
recent years. As I try to grapple with the horrendous scourge of gun violence in this country, I wonder whether
a lack of hope or faith is a part of the picture, whether the violent hearts of the perpetrators could have been
turned by participation in a nourishing faith community. There are many reasons, to be sure, including poverty,
lack of opportunity and a lack of adequate mental health support. It is not a clear picture and there are no easy
answers. But the overwhelming sadness and blinding anger I feel at the constant waste of innocent life at the
hands of gunmen in “the land of the free and the home of the brave” prompts me to beg you for your prayers.
I don’t know how this nation will find its way back to the light. As gut-wrenching as it is to attend events
like that on the National Day against Gun Violence, I will continue to do so as I pray for a way out. And I applaud
those who use their moment in the spotlight to call attention to this crisis, as did Steve Kerr, the coach of
basketball’s Golden State Warriors, after the shooting in Uvalde: Analysis: Why Steve Kerr's comments on Uvalde
should stop you in your tracks - CNNPolitics
We desperately need your prayers. Please, please, remember us. Pray for the victims of gun violence and their
families. Pray for the perpetrators and the guilt they bequeath to the ones they leave behind. Pray for the teacher who
failed to test the door lock which cost Robb Elementary the lives of two teachers and nineteen children. And while you
are at it, thank God that cooler heads have prevailed in the UK with respect to gun control.

*******
The following was posted by Eric Clayton, Deputy Director of Communications for the Jesuit Conference of
Canada and the United States
…Tuesday, May 24th, saw another mass shooting in the United States: 19 children and two teachers
gunned down in their school in Uvalde, Texas, and this not two weeks after a racially motivated massacre
saw another gunman murder ten African Americans in a grocery store in Buffalo, New York.
An utterly shameful travesty – and something we cannot grow numb to.
That Wednesday night, by complete coincidence – if you believe in such things – I
sat down to continue my prayer through the Spiritual Exercises. The Scripture reading I
was given for that evening was Mark 10:13 – 16. Jesus and the little children.
We know the story, right? The disciples keep the little children at bay, thinking Jesus
won’t want to waste his time with them. But that’s not Jesus’ way at all. “When Jesus
saw this, he became indignant and said to them, ‘Let the children come to me; do not
prevent them.’”
Praying with that Scripture story on that particular Wednesday night, I couldn’t help but feel as
though Jesus was pointing his finger and becoming indignant with me, with us, with our society that
continues to obfuscate in the wake of more and more senseless killing, more and more frightened school
children.

Because here’s the thing: We’ve done exactly what Jesus found so repugnant. We’ve prevented
these 19 young lives from encountering Christ in their parents and grandparents, in their friends and
neighbors, in their teachers and coaches. We’ve robbed the world of these nineteen unique and
irreplaceable expressions of Christ’s love.
And that’s to say nothing of the two teachers killed, the ten folks killed in Buffalo, and the
countless, countless other lives lost to gun violence this year alone.
It’s tempting in the wake of a tragedy like this to retreat into our respective ideological camps, to
consume – and overconsume – hot takes that reinforce our prevailing worldview. It’s tempting, too, to
fall into complacency or apathy, to assume there is nothing to be done to prevent this unnecessary
slaughter of human lives, that this is just the way it is.
In the Spiritual Exercises, we pray to discover and act on God’s will for our lives and our world.
Ignatius wants us to cultivate a healthy indifference toward all created things so as to have freedom to act
on God’s will in our lives. This necessarily means letting go of those things that get in the way of hearing
and responding to God’s will.
What are we holding too tightly to in our political discourse? What do we need to let go of to allow
God to work in new, life-saving ways?
God does not desire this slaughter. And Catholic social teaching reminds us that our rights come
with responsibilities: namely, the responsibility to care for the most vulnerable. If our rights infringe on
those responsibilities, then we might need to reevaluate.
This is a long road. And still, many of us might wonder what we in our unique settings and situations
might contribute. We can call our legislators and hold our prayer vigils and protest peacefully.
But I think first and foremost, we must look to those around us – particularly, those young lives in our
immediate orbit. How might we celebrate them? How might we make them feel special, safe, included?
A kind smile to the kid kicking our seat on the plane. Letting the tired parent, laden with kids, go
ahead of us in line. Paying more attention to the language we use, particularly those violent or offensive
words or phrases. And celebration of even the little things in the lives of our children, grandchildren,
nieces and nephews, students and more.
These are simple acts, yes. And no, they won’t feel like they’re adding up to much of anything. And
yet, these are the little cultural shifts we need to make to build a foundation for lasting change.
Do we have the audacity to continue to trust in our God of love – even in these moments when we
know Jesus weeps?

Bees
by Alden Solovy
The bees
Do not stop
Collecting pollen
When humans
Murder each other
With guns.
The bees think:
How strange,
How low
On the evolutionary scale
Must those humans be,
That they haven't yet
Figured out
How to make honey
Or peace.

******************************************************************************************
Thanks to Brian Stabler for the following reflection.
How many of us find art a ready portal to spiritual communion…?

Religious Art and Faith
Recently, when I was sitting in Holy Trinity and St George’s church waiting for the midday Mass to start,
my attention was drawn to the beautiful stained glass east window above the sanctuary produced by Hardman
& Co. The central glass shows the parish priest of that time, Thomas Wilkinson, kneeling and offering the new
church to Christ. This, and other stained glass windows help to show biblical stories - often linked with local
stories – through vision, rather than just in biblical text. Artists of other mediums producing religious paintings
are especially good at illustrating certain events, like the birth of Christ and his crucifixion amongst many others.
We are used to seeing these pictures in books and magazines, or on television, but to see them in real life is a
completely different experience.
My wife, Jenny and myself had such an experience as this many years ago when we went on holiday to
lake Como in the northern lakes in Italy. We were given the chance of going on various different day tours and
we chose to go to Milan. We were also offered a ‘once in a lifetime experience’ of going to see the ‘Last Supper’
painting there. Because of the delicate condition of the picture, we were allotted a fifteen-minute slot that was

unmovable – if you missed the slot, you missed the experience. So when reaching Milan, it was a tremendous
rush to get there across the city from where our coach was parked.
The picture was painted by Leonardo da Vinci, estimated between 1495 and 1498, for the dining hall in
the Dominican monastery of Santa Maria delle Grazie in Milan. It was commissioned by Ludovico Sforza, the
duke of Milan and Leonardo’s patron during his first extended stay in that city. It is an immense painting,
measuring 29 feet long by 15 feet high, and covers the entire end wall of the convent’s dining hall. So vast was
the picture that it took four years to complete. The friars would have eaten their simple meals below this
picture, depicting men grouped around a wooden table much like the one they were sitting at themselves.
It portrays the scene dramatically described in the Gospels, in which Jesus declares that one of the
Apostles will betray him. It shows the moment where one of the core links of the Christian faith, the Eucharist,
was born.

When you arrive at the site of Santa Maria delle Grazie, you are placed into small groups for your fifteen
minutes of viewing; then you go through several sections, almost like air locks, designed to keep out anything
from the outside world, dust, etc., that may damage the picture. After about three or four sections of this you
suddenly walk out into the hall itself. I remember very vividly the moment when I turned to see the picture. It
is etched on my mind. My breath was quite literally taken away from me. The picture is indescribably beautiful.
Nothing seems to prepare you for this moment. Your eyes are moving constantly, trying to take in the beautiful
images of each of the disciples and especially of Jesus. I had prepared a mental list of what I particularly wanted
to notice, but the time allotted seemed to go so quickly that I didn’t get the chance to do that.
One thing that I, and many other people noticed, was that Jesus didn’t have any feet, unlike the disciples.
Leonardo did paint Christ’s feet, as contemporary copies of The Last Supper show; however, around 1650
someone decided that the refectory needed another door and the only logical spot for said door was right in
the middle of that wall, so Christ’s feet were sacrificed. Despite the time limit, we did have a few moments to
notice the other painting on the opposite wall called ‘The Crucifixion’. It is a fresco by Giovanni Donato da
Montorfano, to which Leonardo added figures of the Sforza family in tempera. It was also quite beautiful. But
the ‘Last Supper’, despite its constant need of preservation because its delicate state, is something that I will
treasure for all my life.

Seeing art like this can help us in understanding scripture and its true message. And though the images
are of the artists’ own depiction of events, it helps our minds to marry the images together with the texts into
a facsimile, a personal copy of events that we can use to understand better, then transform into our own
individual ways of worship and devotion.
Have a closer look at all of our stained glass windows, and if you haven’t already seen it, but get the
chance to do so, go and see one of the finest, if not the finest, pieces of religious art in the world. Believe me,
‘The Last Supper’ is certainly worth it!
***************************************************************************************
Here is another reflection inspired by African-American Servant of God Thea Bowman.
It is included in We Are Beloved: 30 Days with Thea Bowman [part of the Great Spiritual Teachers Series]

Loving Father, too often I hold myself apart from others, not because I do not care,
but because I do not want to get hurt.
I do not want to face rejection.
I do not want to see the humanity in another because they might see the humanity in me.
I do not want to feel the emotional pain of another
when I can barely deal with my own emotional pain.
While I know that I was never guaranteed comfort when I picked up my cross to follow You,
I also do not go seeking discomfort willingly.
Help me to move outside myself,
to love more like You loved,
to serve more like You served,
and to be willing to lay down my life for another
as You laid down Your life for me.
Give me courage to not only look the homeless in the eye,
but also to ask them how they are doing or if they have had a hot meal that day.
Give me the strength to speak boldly about You and Your love for me.
Let me share how choosing to follow You has changed my life.
Be with me as I reach out to someone who is suffering
and take some of their suffering onto my shoulders.
Lord, You call us to be Your hands and Your feet.
Grant me the grace to actually to do so.
Amen.

Merton Corner

Contemplation is the response to a call: a call from Him Who has no voice and yet Who speaks in everything that is, and
Who, most of all speaks in the depths of our own being: for we ourselves are words of His. But we are words that are
meant to respond to Him, to answer to Him, to echo Him, and even in some way to contain Him and to signify Him.
Contemplation is this echo. It is a deep resonance in the inmost centre of our spirit in which our very life loses its
separate voice and resounds with the majesty and the mercy of the Hidden and Living One. He answers Himself in us,
and this answer is divine life, divine creativity, making all things new. We ourselves become His echo and His answer. It
is as if in creating us God asked a question, and in awakening us to contemplation He answered the question, so that the
contemplative is at the same time question and answer.
And all is summed up in one awareness, not a proposition but an experience: “I Am.”

Thomas Merton in New Seeds of Contemplation
***************************************************************************************

Boundless Compassion
This issue’s excerpt from Boundless Compassion: Creating a Way of Life by Joyce Rupp [2018, Sorin Books] is
from Week 4: From Hostility to Hospitality. By now, you know that Rupp quotes extensively from a wide
variety of sources, and this excerpt is no exception.
It begins with a quote from Robert Lenz and Edwina Gateley’s Christ in the Margins:
It is time to be prophetic about the Christ we know is present in the folks
that are pushed aside, dismissed, left out, undetermined, unfed, unhoused
or simply unseen or unheard.
Rupp quotes the opening of the Second Vatican Council, “Message to Humanity:”
Coming together in unity from every nation under the sun, we carry in our hearts
the hardship, the bodily and mental distress, the sorrows, longings and hopes of
all the peoples entrusted to us. We urgently turn our thoughts to all the anxieties
by which [humankind] is afflicted. Hence, let our concern swiftly focus first of all
on those who are especially lowly, poor and weak…. We want to fix a steady
gaze on those who still lack the opportune help to achieve a way of life worthy of
human beings.

…and Henri Nouwen…:
In our world full of strangers, estranged from their own past, culture and country,
from their neighbours, friends and family, from their deepest self and their God,
we witness a painful search for a hospitable place where life can be lived without
fear and where community can be found. Although many, we might even say
most, strangers in this world become easily the victim of a fearful hostility, it is
possible for men and women and obligatory for Christians to offer an open and
hospitable space where strangers can cast off their strangeness and become our
fellow human beings. The movement from hostility to hospitality is hard and full
of difficulties.
…and Jim Wallis, from Robin Hood in Reverse…:
The richest eight people in the world own more wealth between them than the
poorest 50% of humanity ~ 3.6 billion people.

Rupp quotes Dr. Hosffman Ospino, assistant professor at Boston College…:
There are words that people of privilege use in not-so-gracious ways to identify
others: illegal, minority, alien, worthless, enemy. They say more about what’s in
the heart of the one who speaks them than they say about the individuals or
groups so identified. These words embody one’s failure to recognize the fullness
of humanity of the other. They hinder the flourishing of relationships. They
prevent us from contemplating the imago Dei, the image of God, in our midst.
…and Thomas Kelly in A Testament of Devotion…:
In the experience of the Divine Presence. that which flows over the ocean of
darkness is an infinite ocean of life and love. In the Eternal Now, all people
become seen in a new way. We enfold them in our love, and we are enfolded
together within the great Love of God as we know it in Christ…. They aren’t just
masses of struggling beings, furthering or thwarting our ambitions, or, in far
larger numbers, utterly alien to and insulated from us. We become identified
with them and suffer when they suffer and rejoice when they rejoice. One might
almost say we become cosmic mothers, tenderly caring for all.
…and Pope Francis in Morning Homilies III…:

Who are we to close doors? In the early church, even today there is the ministry
of the ostiary [usher]. And what did the ostiary do? He opened the door,
received the people, and allowed them to pass. But it was never the ministry of
the closed door, never.
Rupp goes on to quote Rick Hansen in Buddha’s Brain…:
Each of us has two wolves in the heart, one of love and one of hate. Everything
depends on which one we feed each day.
And she goes on to reflect: “One…powerful example of not feeding the wolf of hate comes from an
article by Benedictine monk Jerome Kodell. He recalled meeting a young man in the early 1960’s who helped
with voter registration during the civil rights movement. Kodell asked him if he had ever been hurt, and the
young man replied, ‘I’ve been spit on, beaten with fists, with pipes, with chains and left a bloody mess.’ He told
Kodell that at first he fought back, but then he realised he was adding to the hatred being spewed at him. He
explained, ‘I decided I would not fight back. I would let my body absorb that hatred, so that some of it would
die in my body and not bounce back into the world. I now see that my job in the midst of that evil is to make
my body a grave for hate.’ Kodell concludes, ‘What he was describing was the gospel of Jesus. We do not fight
evil with evil.”
She supports Vandana Shiva, writing in Earth Democracy, “An intolerance of diversity is the biggest
threat to peace in our times,” and continues: “When we do not have a connection with a person or group, it
becomes much easier to demonise or scapegoat them for the ills of society. Marginalized people know this
from experience. Fr. Joe Nassal tells of an evening when he stopped to buy a newspaper from a homeless
person. They had a few minutes’ conversation. As he moved on, Fr. Nassal thanked the man. He responded.
‘Oh, no, it’s you I need to thank. I’ve been here nine hours, and you’re the first one to look me in the eye.’”
Rupp continues: “Both Mother Teresa, founder of the
Missionaries of Charity, and Dorothy Day, founder of the Catholic
Worker movement, spoke of Christ in ‘his distressing disguise.’ They
received spiritual energy from this concept of faith. Mother Teresa
reminded her community: ‘More than ever people want to see love
in action through our humble works ~ how necessary it is for us to be
in love with Jesus ~ to be able to feed Him in the hungry and the
lonely.’ Dorothy Day wrote: ‘Christ is always with us, always asking
for room in our hearts…. He made heaven hinge on the way we act
toward Him in His disguise of commonplace, frail, ordinary
humanity.’
“When I reflect on the gospel accounts of Jesus touching the lives of those who came into his presence,
I marvel at the kindness that flowed from him. I imagine what it must have been like to stand nearby, to receive
his smile of acceptance, his look of forgiveness, his hand of healing. How is it that through all these years the
power of this beloved presence continues to touch hearts in such a dramatic way? The kindness of Christ
continues to thrive through the ages because we each bear this love within us. We give and receive compassion
within the blessed circle of this divine presence in whom ‘…we live and move and have our being [Acts 17:26].”
Rupp gives the final word to Jean Vanier:

There are many hungry people in our world. God is not going to send down some
bread from the trees, because if somebody is hungry, it’s our problem. If
somebody is sick, it’s my problem; it’s your problem. If somebody is closed up in
an institution because he has a disability, it’s my problem. We have to do
something about it. If people have a toothache, you don’t just pray for him or
her, you take them to a good dentist. And Jesus says to us, ‘It’s up to you to do
something about it, but I give you my spirit. I’ll give you a new force, a new
strength and a new wisdom so that you can break down the dividing walls of
hostility. It’s up to you and me, but God will give us strength if we open our
hearts to him and ask for that strength.
******************************************************************************************
Thanks to Elizabeth Cartmell for this. It seems incredibly topical when reflecting on the slaughter in Ukraine.

The Divine Image
To Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
All pray in their distress;
And to these virtues of delight
Return their thankfulness.
For Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
Is God, our Father dear,
And Mercy, Pity, Peace, and Love
Is man, His child and care.
For Mercy has a human heart,
Pity a human face,
And Love, the human form divine,
And Peace, the human dress.
Then every man, of every clime,
That prays in his distress
Prays to the human form divine,
Lover, Mercy, Pity, Peace.
And all must love the human form,
In heathen, Turk, or Jew;
Where Mercy, Love, and Pity dwell
There God is dwelling too.
William Blake 1757-1827

