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“Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.” (Matt. 22:39)
Dear Carmelite Tertiaries,
People often say that they never did anybody any harm..! They imply
that by simply not doing any harm to others, they are good, and that as far
as relations with our neighbour are concerned, truly nothing more is
required.
This attitude seems to be rather common today and one finds it
implied in a number of current expressions, such as: “He minds his own
business;” “He does not meddle with anybody”!
The danger with this attitude is that it can easily lead to people
thinking that we fulfil the duty Christian Charity by merely not doing harm
to others. Actually, Christian Charity requires above all doing a lot of
good to others.

Jesus and the Apostles on Charity
This elementary truth is very clearly seen from the words of our Lord
Himself: “I say to you : Love your enemies, do good to them that hate you …
that you may be children of your
Father who is in heaven,” (Matt. 5:4445) and “All things whatsoever you
would that men should do to you, do
you also to them. For this is the law
and the prophets” (Math. 7:12), and
finally “a new commandment I give
unto you: That you love one another,
as I have loved you,” (John 13:34). In
all these passages our Lord commands us to positively doing great good
to our neighbour.
The Apostles understood the importance of this teaching so clearly
that they constantly referred to it in their preaching.
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Thus St. Paul in writing to the Thessalonians could say: “As touching the charity of the
brotherhood, we have no need to write to you: for you yourselves have learned of God to love one
another. For indeed you do it to all the brethren. But we entreat you, brethren, that you abound
the more,” (1 Thess. 4:9) in love towards one another.
To the Colossians he writes: “But above all have charity which is the bond of perfection” (Col.
3:4); and to the Galatians: “By charity of the spirit serve one another. For all the law is fulfilled in
one word: Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyself.” (Gal. 5:13-14)
St. Peter as well gave similar instructions to the early Christians when he wrote: “But
before all things have a constant mutual charity among yourselves; for charity covereth a
multitude of sins.” (1 Pet. 4:8) In fact, effective love, and not only affective. of our neighbour is so
vital in the Christian life that our Lord set it up as the distinctive sign or badge of His followers:
“by this shall all men know that you are my disciples, if you have love one for another. ” (John
13:35).

Love and Charity
For people nowadays the word “love” has often vague and sentimental associations: it is
given different shades of meaning, many of which put too much emphasis on its emotional
aspect.
For Our Lord, however, love, when used in reference to our neighbour has only one meaning
and that is the resolute will to devote ourselves totally to the service of our neighbour,
even to the point of sacrificing our life for him if necessary. And by the word “neighbour” Our
Lord simply means any and every man, whether fellow-countryman or foreigner, friend or
enemy, believer or non-believer. Hence the love of our neighbour which Jesus expects of us is
universal in its scope and has as its measure the good we wish ourselves, i.e. the highest good.
This is precisely the love which Jesus practised Himself and of which He gave us the most
sublime example: “I have given you an example, that as I have done to you, so do you also.” (John
13:15) Thus if He commands us to love our enemies He is the first to do so as when He prayed
for His persecutors on the Cross: “Father forgive them for they know not what they do.” (Luke
23:34).
If He commands us to do good to others, He is the
first to give us good example: “The Son of Man is not come to
be ministered unto, but to minister and to give His life a
redemption for many.” (Math. 20:28)
Similarly can St. John say: “In this we have known the
charity of God, because he hath laid down his life for us: and
we ought to lay down our lives for the brethren.” (1 John 3:16)
The great Christian law of love of our neighbour is
expressed not merely in a command: it is expressed in an
infinitely more effective way in the example of Our Saviour
so much so that the easiest way of learning what Christian
charity is to contemplate the life of Jesus.
Motives for Christian charity.
In practice, one of the big difficulties about loving our neighbour and doing good to him
arises from the fact that the reasons for doing so are either not known or are forgotten.
On the other hand, there are very often so many false reasons for not loving our neighbour
that unless the motives for loving him are firmly grasped and made by constant reflection.
Moreover, unless our love of our neighbour is based on correct motives, there is danger that our
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apparently kind and charitable acts will be inspired by vanity or some other form of selfishness.

What then, we may ask, are the motives on which love of our neighbour should be based?
Why did our Lord command us to love our neighbour as ourselves?
1. The fundamental motive of Christian charity is God's love for men. By grace we have
become children of God and so must imitate our heavenly Father; but our heavenly Father
loves all men and so to imitate and love Him we must also love all men. Thus in the Sermon on
the Mount, when commanding us to love our neighbour, even our enemies and those who
persecute us, Our Lord teaches us that it is only by so doing that we conduct ourselves as befits
children of our Father in heaven ”who maketh his sun to rise upon the good and bad and raineth
upon the just and unjust.” (Math. 5:44-45) And it is in the same context that Our Lord says: “Be ye
therefore perfect, as also your heavenly Father is perfect.” (Matt. 5:48)
St. Paul expressed very much the same thought when he wrote: “Be ye imitators of God as
most dear children and walk in love (towards each other) as Christ also loved us and delivered
himself for us.” (Eph. 5:1)
And St. John writes “Dearly beloved, let us love one another; for charity is of God. And every
one that loveth is born of God” (1 John 4:7). And “My dearest, if God hath so loved us, we also
ought to love one another.” (1 John 4:11)
Here then we have the basic reason why we must love our neighbour, namely, God's love
for men, and all other motives of Christian charity flow from it.
2. Another motive of Christian charity arises from the fact that we are members of Christ's
Mystical Body. It means that our Saviour in redeeming us with His Precious Blood united us so
intimately and vitally with Himself that the union is compared to the unity of our body.
St. Paul expresses the doctrine with the words: “we being many, are one body in Christ, and
every one members one of another.” (Rom. 12:5)

This beautiful doctrine, so admirably expounded by the late Pope Pius XII in his encyclical
on the Mystical Body of Christ, provides the most powerful motive for love of our neighbour:
“Our Saviour's purpose in shedding His blood was that on the Cross He might reconcile
with God all men, and bid them come into one body. How can we say that we love the Divine
Redeemer if we hate those whom He has redeemed with His precious blood to make them
members of His Mystical Body? … Indeed, it must be said that our union with God, our union
with Christ, will become proportionately closer as we become more and more members one of
another, more and more mutually careful one for another; and, similarly, our union with each
other by charity will become more intimate as we cleave with more ardent love to God and our
divine Head.” (Enc. “Mystici Corporis Christi,” A.A.S., 1943, pp. 240, 229)
3. Many other motives of love of our neighbour are of course closely linked with the first 
could be suggested, e.g. the fact that our neighbour is, in the words of St. Paul, “a brother for
whom Christ died,” (1 Cor. 8:11) that he is called to receive the same Baptism as we are, to
participate in the same Blessed Eucharist, to possess in his soul the same Holy Ghost, to
profess the same faith, and to share in the same eternal happiness.
It would be wise to choose from these or similar supernatural motives the one which
appeals to us most and which appears to be most practical. Then by constant prayerful
reflection on that motive we could, with God's help, make it become an invincible conviction
that would enormously support and strengthen our love of our neighbour. This is important, for
unless our conviction is very strong and abiding and deeply rooted in faith, our love will be
weak and wavering, at the mercy of moods and passions, quite unable to stand up to the stress
and strain put upon it by the persons we encounter in the concrete circumstances of daily life.
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The practice of Charity towards our neighbour.
True love of our neighbour manifests itself in deeds rather than in words.
Hence the wise counsel of St. John: “My little children, let us not love in word nor in tongue
(merely) but in deed and truth.” (1 John 3:18)
So having considered the foundations on which love of our neighbour is based, it would be
well to speak about the practice of the virtue of Charity. Though the practice of charity opens
up boundless possibilities we must limit ourselves to a few practical suggestions.
1. An excellent way of practising charity towards our neighbour is to pray very much for
him. “Pray for one another,” says St. James, “that you may be saved. For the continual prayer of a
just man availeth much.” (James 5:16-17)
And this prayer should extend even to those who do us evil: “Pray for them that persecute
and calumniate you.” (Matt. 5:44)
Nor should this prayer be reserved only for the living; it should include also the dead, for
we read in Sacred Scripture that “it is a holy and a wholesome thought to pray for the dead that
they may be loosed from their sins.” (2 Mac. 12:46)
2. Another commendable way of showing our
charity is to work for the conversion of sinners, to
help our neighbour to avoid sin and to advance in
holiness. Holy Scripture assures us that the person
who causes a sinner to be converted from the error
of his way “will save his soul from death and will cover
a multitude of sins,” (Cf. James 5:20) and in the Old
Testament we read that those who “instruct many to
justice shall shine like stars for all eternity.” (Dan.
13:3)
3. Again, by bearing wrongs patiently and
forgiving injuries, we give proof of genuine charity.
This is what our Lord expects of us. Indeed He tells
us that it is the condition required for the forgiveness
of our own sins: “If you will not forgive men neither
will your Father forgive you your offences.” (Matt.
6:15)
4. Charity is generous and must be exercised also by ministering to the temporal needs of
our neighbour, namely by giving alms to the poor, visiting the sick, etc.
St. John asks: “He that hath the substance of this world and shall see his brother in need and
shut up his bowels from him: how doth the charity of God abide in him?” (1 John 3:17).
In the Old Testament, Tobias the Elder said to his son: “Give alms out of thy substance, and
turn not away thy face from any poor person: for it shall come to pass that the face of the Lord
shall not be turned from thee” (Tob. 4:7)
The importance of practical charity of this kind may be gathered from the amazing fact
that the acts of charity we do to our neighbour are truly done to Jesus Himself: “Amen I say to
you as long as you did it to one of these my least brethren you did it to me. ” (Matt. 25:40)
5. In our everyday life we are given many occasions for exercising charity towards our
neighbour by sharing in his joys and griefs, by encouraging him in his efforts, by being friendly
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and kind towards him, always treating him with respect because of his dignity as a member of
Christ’s Mystical Body.
Therefore, uncharitable talk must be avoided, discords removed, jealousy suppressed, and
dislikes overcome by persevering efforts to be kind, as St. Paul recommends: “In doing good, let
us not fail. For in due time we shall reap, not
failing. Therefore, whilst we have time let us work
good to all men, but especially to those who are
of the household of the faith.” (Gal. 6:9-10)

Sources to nourish Charity towards our
neighbour. Whence are we to derive the
strength to practise faithfully so sublime a virtue
as Christian Charity towards our neighbour?
First of all, in Holy Communion. This is the
great Sacrament of union and in It we are given
an ever greater share in the charity of Christ
which surpasses all knowledge.
Secondly, we must fix our eyes constantly on
our Adorable Saviour, the model of love, the
Good Shepherd who loved His sheep to the
point of laying down His life for them.
Finally, we must pray constantly and ardently to the Holy Ghost, the Spirit of Love, and ask
Him to fill our hearts with the fire of His love, for “the charity of God is poured forth in our hearts
by the Holy Ghost who is given to us” (Rom. 5:5)
In the following text from St. Paul, we see the difficulty to express in human words how
magnificent is the love emanating from the Sacred Heart of Jesus:
“May Christ dwell by faith in your hearts: that being rooted and founded in charity, you may be
able to comprehend with all the saints, what is the breadth, and length, and height, and depth, to
know also the charity of Christ, which surpasseth all knowledge, that you may be filled unto all the
fullness of God.” (Eph. 3:17-21)
Let us conclude looking at the example and asking for the help of the Blessed Virgin Mary, to
practice Charity towards our neighbour and to whom the Liturgy attributes this passage from
the Ecclesiasticus: “I am the mother of fair love, and of fear, and of knowledge, and of holy
hope.” (Ecclus, 24:24).
After the Sacred Heart of Jesus, God created with the Immaculate Heart the most perfect and
pure love towards God and towards our neighbour which no creature is capable to practice.

God bless all of you,
Fr. Juan C. Ortiz
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The Wonders of Lourdes
written by

Monsignor Gaston de Segur
Ex-Voto

O

n the 17th of October 1869, it seemed that my mother was to be
snatched from those who loved her, by a terrible attack which in a few
hours reduced her to the last extremity. A skillful physician candidly warned
me of the danger, adding that certain alarming symptoms left him no hope.
The distortion of her features, it appears, was frightful, and her pulse had
almost ceased to beat.
After having received the last Sacraments with great faith and humility,
the dying woman, who was perfectly conscious, remained in the same
condition for several hours. “It will be tonight,” she said to me, calmly, “it
will be at sunset.”
A pious friend of the family, who had come to bid her a last farewell,
was inspired to have recourse to Our Lady of Lourdes. This thought was
joyfully received by all: by a providential coincidence, the last book which my
mother and I had read together, towards the end of our vacation, was
precisely Mr. Lassere’s beautiful and touching book on the miracle of Lourdes.
In about two hours, our excellent friend brought us a small flask filled
with water from the miraculous grotto; we put some of it on the bandage of
ice-water which had been placed on the patient’s head, and I made a vow if
the Blessed Virgin left us our mother, that I would go and celebrate in the
very Sanctuary of Lourdes, a Mass of thanksgiving.
A few minutes after the water of Lourdes had touched my mother, she
fell into a peaceful sleep, which lasted till the close of day. The sun went
down, and she did not die. “Then, it will undoubtedly be tomorrow morning,”
said she to me again, “unless Our Lady of Lourdes . . . These sort of attacks
return almost always at sunrise or sunset.”
Next morning, the sun rose and the day began without anything occurring.
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That evening, the next day, and the day following that, it was the same. The
actual danger passed away from hour to hour, so much so that at the end of
ten or twelve days, she began to be convalescent.
The doctor, who was a true Christian, watched with mingled joy and
astonishment the progress of so unhoped for a cure. Without wishing to
present this cure as a miracle, I cannot help regarding it as a supernatural
favour, and as a very great grace, due to Our Lady of Lourdes.
Full of gratitude, I have then fulfilled my vow. I have had the happiness
of venerating that sacred grotto, still balmy with the fragrance of the Mother
of God. And as I wished to leave at that blessed shrine a little offering in
token of my gratitude and love, I promised to Our Lady of Lourdes to collect
in a little popular work, within reach of all minds and of all purses, the
wonders that the divine mercy has deigned to accomplish in that place.
In this little work that I now place at the feet of the Blessed Virgin in
the grotto of Lourdes, and which I here offer to your piety, my dear reader.
I

A word on Pilgrimages and Shrines
There are on the earth a certain number of privileged spots, where the
mercy of the good God loves to manifest itself with a sort of prodigality.
These blessed places are called Sanctuaries, that is to say, places specially
sanctified and sanctifying. They are also called pilgrimages, because of the
number of pilgrims who go there to pray and implore graces.
Pilgrimages are, in fact, fountains, or, to better express it, volcanoes of
graces. A volcano is a mountain whence escapes, if not always, at least often,
the mysterious fire with which the whole interior of the earth is filled. This
fire, whose power is inconceivable, forms for itself here and there openings,
by which it communicates with the inhabited earth, tearing up the soil all
around it, continually giving forth smoke more or less dense, and at times
breaking out in eruptions, as they are called, and sending from its crater
torrents of burning lava.
Such are, in a spiritual sense, pilgrimages, our great Sanctuaries. “The
earth is full of the mercy of the Lord” says the Holy Scripture; this divine
mercy supports and fertilizers our souls; like the central fire of the earth,
which maintains a certain degree of heat in the ground, without which
everything would perish. But besides, in order to satisfy the wants of His
heart and to revive unceasingly our faith and confidence, the good God deigns
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to manifest to, and so to say to inundate us with the treasures of His love.
For this purpose He chooses certain spots, which thus become meeting places
of prayer, of piety, of adoration, where the faithful acquire new strength, and
poor sinners are more easily converted. Always, in these Sanctuaries, the
divine grace flows mor abundantly than elsewhere, like the smoke of a
volcano which never ceases; and often, whether for the consolation of the
good, for the conversion or confusion of sinners, the almighty mercy of God
there manifest itself by prodigies, by sudden cures, and other miracles of this
kind.
To each of these blessed places whence the divine mercy seems to gush
forth as from a fountain of life, the beautiful invitation of the apostle Saint
Paul to the Hebrews may be applied, “Let us go, therefore, with confidence to
the throne of grace, that we may obtain mercy!” Yes, let us go with a simple
faith, an humble confidence to these Sanctuaries of grace, where we are sure
of receiving much. Since it is there that the good God awaits us, calls us to do
us good, why not respond to so sweet an invitation?
When one makes a pilgrimage piously, or enters with full sail into the
current of the divine will, one is assured of being in the spirit of the Church,
and following the footsteps of the Saints, who have all had devotion to
pilgrimages.
Now, why does God choose such a place rather than any other to there
display His glory, or that of His Mother, or that of His Saints? This is the
secret of His providence, and it is the simplest way for us to say that we
know nothing of it. In every thing, we very quickly find a why without an
answer. God is the master of His works and of His gifts. When He deigns to
confer benefits on us, let us content ourselves with humbly adoring and
thanking Him.
Speaking here only of the Sanctuaries of the Blessed Virgin, let us
remark how much our Catholic France has been privileged in this respect.
There is scarcely a diocese which does not possess some one of these
pilgrimages where the merciful heart of MARY is pleased to console and
sanctify her children, and that sometimes for ages. The history of each of
these pilgrimages has been collected with pious respect, and forms, under the
title of Our Lady of France, a work full of information and of touching
reminiscences.
Who has not heard of Our Lady of Victory, of Our Lady of Chartres, Our
Lady of Fourvieres, Our Lady of La Salette, Our Lady of La Garde (Our Lady of
Guard), of Good Help (de Bonsecours), of Boulogne, of the Vine (de la
Treille), of Lisesse, of Sèez, of Deliverance (la Deliverande).
The Sanctuary of Lourdes is the last that came. Without wishing to take
from the others, it must be confessed that it already shines with a wonderful
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lustre, and that the Blessed Virgin seems there in multiply more and more the
prodgies of her power. In order to enlighten and at the same time excite the
piety of pilgrims, I venture to present to them the pamphlet, in which I collect
in a few pages the incomparable recollections of the Sanctuary of the
IMMACULATE CONCEPTION.
II

The Favoured Grotto of Lourdes
Lourdes is a pretty little Pyrenean town, in the diocese of Tarbes. Prior
to the marvels which we are about to relate, Lourdes was little known except
for its excellent chocolate. It is situated at the entrance to several mountain
gorges which lead to the most frequented mineral springs of the Pyrenees,
amongst others Cauterets, Saint Sauveur Bareges, Bagneres de Bigorres,
Bagneres de Luchon.
At some distance from the town, towards the west arises an almost
perpendicular wall of rocks, known in the neighbourhood as the Rock of
Massabielle, which means old rocks. Nearly at the foot of the rock flows the
stream or torrent, formed by the waters which descend from the
neighbouring mountains, and at that period, a little stream was detached
from the stream and ran along by the Rocks of Massabielle, for the use of a
mill and a saw-mill.
In this wall of gray stones, nature has hollowed a grotto about twelve
feet in height and of equal depth. The roof, smooth and even, forms a curve
and at the end on the left side it meets the ground at a sharp angle. The right
side is nearly perpendicular.
Inside, on the right, facing the spectator, and about six or seven feet
from the ground, may be remarked a hollow in the form of a niche about six
feet high, and very much like an elongated O. This excavation is natural, like
the grotto itself. Never had the hand of man touched these wild rocks. The
niche is not deep; and by its very conformation, the grotto was neither dark
nor damp. Wild shrubs gracefully frame the grotto in an arch of foliage. The
earth becomes deeper as you go up.
This grotto was the place designated by Providence
manifestation of the glory and goodness of the Blessed Virgin.

for

the

In the month of February of the year 1858, a sweet-brier or wild rose
bush was the only ornament of the grotto of Massabielle. It grew capriciously
at the foot of the niche, and its long branches fell outside of it.
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No one ever came to this lonely spot, unless it were some shepherds,
who, surprised by bad weather, sought a shelter in the grotto. The earth in
the cavern was, in fact, very dry.
III

Little Bernadette
Marie-Bernarde Soubirous, of Lourdes, to whom we will give her
familiar name of BERNADETTE, was, in 1858, a little girl of fourteen, humble
amongst the humble of this world. Her family lived by work and saving, in a
poverty which was little short of misery.
Bernadette was born delicate; at fourteen, she was still thin, small, and
sickly; she was subject to asthma from her cradle. She had been brought up
in the neighbouring parish of Bartres; and a good part of her childhood was
passed, on the peaceful hills of that village, minding a little flock of sheep.
Nothing distinguished her from ordinary children.
The habitual
oppression of her breath destroyed in her the vivacity of childhood.
This frail child hid a treasure which God guarded; this was her heart,
her innocence. Simple, childish, extremely docile, very affectionate, all was
candour in her looks, speech and face. Her features were commonplace; but
her countenance was sweet, agreeable, and very sympathetic. She had fine
black hair, and her brown eyes were full of sweetness.
At fourteen, Bernadette had not yet made her First Communion. Yet her
baptismal innocence remained intact in her soul.
She had a horror of evil, and faults committed in her presence pained
her. Her sister, three years younger, relates with tenderness and respect, that
Bernadette often scolded her for not caring to pray, for her abruptness and
her rough ways.
During the prayer which was said every evening in common and aloud,
little Bernadette's posture was always very respectful; she never leaned
against anything; she was inclined to recollection.
Notwithstanding her ignorance, the simple child prayed much. She loved
prayer, although as yet she only knew the Rosary. With her poor beads, she
often spoke, during the day, to the Blessed Virgin Mary, whom she scarcely
knew. The Virgin-Mother of Nazareth loved Bernadette, let her grow up
humble and pious, and waited for her.
The priest who had charge of the parish of Bartres, at the time when
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Bernadette was to leave the village to prepare herself at home for her First
Communion, met her one day, leading her flock. The child’s air of innocence
and candour went to his heart. He saluted her with a sort of respect; and
going back to look at her again, he said to himself: “The children to whom the
Blessed Virgin appeared on the mountain of La Salette, must have been like
this little one.”
The good priest never suspected that in these words was a gleam of
prophecy.

IV

Thursday, February 11th, 1858.
Thursday, February 11th, 1858, the woman Soubirous allowed her
daughter to accompany her little sister Marie and a little neighbour, who
were going to look for dead wood on the banks of the Gave, beside the rocks
of Massabielle. Bernadette wore a poor dress of coarse black wool, all
patched, and her head was covered with the pretty head dress of the
Pyrenean peasants, called capulet. Her capulet of white wool covered her
shoulders.
The three children set out gaily about half-past eleven. Half an hour
after, they were at work, on the common ground beside the stream, facing the
grotto of which we have spoken. It was cold; the weather was cloudy, but
calm.
Bernadette was a little behind; less fortunate than her two companions,
she had not yet found any dead wood. They had just crossed the bed of the
stream, then almost dry; they had waded over with bare feet, and when
putting on their little sabots (wooden shoes) they called to Bernadette that
the water was very cold.
Weakened by her asthma, poor Bernadette hesitated to wet her feet, “I
dare not go into the water,” said she to them, “with such a cold as I have.”
She, however, decided to do so, and sitting on a large stone, she began to take
off her shoes. A sudden noise, like an impetuous wind, caused her to raise
her head and look round. It was strange! the poplars which grew on the bank
were perfectly motionless. “I was mistaken,” said the astonished child; and
she again bent down to remove her stockings. But the mysterious voice
immediately began again, and seemed to be in the grotto. Bernadette raised
her head, and looked before her . . . She would have cried out, but emotion
choked her voice; stupefied by what she saw, she grew weak and fell on her
knees.
A wonderful apparition appeared before her at the end of the grotto, in
the niche or excavation which we have described.
Page 11

V

The First Apparition
In the midst of a dazzling light, brilliant as that of the sun, but sweet
and peaceful like everything heavenly, a Lady admirably beautiful appeared
to the eyes of the child.
She seemed to be of ordinary size, in all the glory of youth. She was
clad in a long white robe, all resplendent and of a material unknown to
earth. This robe was fastened at the waist by a flowing azure girdle.
A large plain white veil, like the dress, covered her head and shoulders
and the whole body, reaching to the ground. The feet, or virginal whiteness,
were bare, and seemed to rest on the wild rose-bush. Two bright roses of a
gold colour adorned the upper part of the Virgin’s feet. Her hands were
clasped on her breast as if in fervent prayer; she held a long rosary, as white
as snow, whose beads seemed joined by a chain of glittering gold; a
beautiful golden cross as bright as the gold of the roses, hung from the
rosary.
The countenance of the Apparition was of ineffable beauty. It breathed
at once majesty, innocence, goodness, peace and tenderness. The forehead
was smooth and wonderfully fair, the eyes, of celestial blue, shed a charm, a
sweetness which made little Bernadette’s heart melt with love. The lips
breathed a divine goodness, and gentleness.
Moreover there was nothing vague nor indistinct in this heavenly
apparition. It was not a phantom, it was a living reality which the happy
child beheld; and all glorious as it was, it was a real body, living and acting.
Entranced with admiration, the humble child could not believe her
eyes. From the midst of the light, the beautiful Lady smiled most sweetly on
her. She seemed to salute her with her hands, and kindly bent her head.
Bernadette rubbed her eyes, instinctively sought in her pocket, took
out her rosary; and, to protect herself. attempted to make the sign of the
cross but her hand fell powerless. A vague uneasiness took possession of
her. But at that moment, the Lady took, with her right hand, the cross of the
rosary which hung from her left wrist, made the sign of the cross, and by a
smile of ineffable benignity seemed to say to the child: Do as I do. The child
imitated her, and her arm freely obeyed. The Lady clasped her hands and
passed the heads of her rosary between her fingers. Bernadette recited her
chaplet.
Her sister had been watching her for a moment, and saw her pale, with
eyes fixed; she remarked the double movement of her arm, the motionless
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and attentive attitude of prayer. “Stop,” said she to her companion; “look at
Bernadette praying.”
“What an idea to come to pray!” answered the other. “It is quite enough
to pray in church! - Bah! let her do it. She can do nothing else.”
They paid no further attention to Bernadette, and, to keep from being
cold, they began to run and jump, picking up little branches. They passed
there several times while Bernadette was reciting her rosary.
Bernadette was all the time motionless, on her knees, looking at the
mysterious Lady, so sweet and so beautiful.
The Lady, with ravishing grace and goodness, beckoned for her to
approach, without other call than this gesture of her smile. Bernadette dared
not stir. At last, the Lady held out her arms, gently bent her head, smiled as if
saying farewell. . . .
Bernadette saw once more the cold rock, the bare rose bush, heard and
saw her companions playing. The heavenly vision had disappeared.
The Immaculate Virgin Mary (for it was she) had withdrawn into the
impenetrable secrecy of that heavenly world which except by a miracle our
senses cannot perceive here below.
Bernadette arose, bared her feet quickly, crossed the stream, and
approaching her two companions said to them in a voice still much agitated:
“Have you seen nothing?” And as the children quietly answered that they had
not, she was silent; and all three together set out on the road to Lourdes.
However, questioned by her little sister, she finally related to her all the
details of what she had seen, but making her promise to keep the secret. Her
mother having heard of the occurrence, would not believe it, and told
Bernadette that it was all imagination, and forbade her to return to the
grotto. She feared that it might be some snare of the devil for her child.
Bernadette kept silent; but her little heart was oppressed. At the evening
prayers, she burst out sobbing, when she came to her favourite invocation: O
Mary! conceived without sin, pray for us who have recourse to thee. The dear
child did not however suspect that the apparition in the grotto was the
Blessed Virgin; but since she had seen the “beautiful Lady,” she felt an
irresistible desire to return to the grotto, in the hope of seeing her again.
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VI

The Second Apparition
The Sunday following, the 14th of February, Bernadette’s sister, the
little neighbour Jeanne, and some other children, begged Mother Soubirous so
hard that she allowed Bernadette to return to the grotto. The weather was
very fine.
A thought had, however, come into these little heads: might not this
extraordinary apparition be a trick of that devil.?
“Perhaps it is something wicked,” said the children to Bernadette “In
any case, you must throw some holy water on it. If it is the devil, it will go
away. You will say to it: ‘If you come from God, approach; if you come from
the devil, go away.” In the depth of her heart, Bernadette was sure that the
apparition did not come from the devil. She, however, promised to do as her
little companions advised. They started; on passing by the church, they took
some holy water in a little bottle; and reached the grotto.
Nothing was to be seen. “Let us kneel down,” said Bernadette, “and say
our beads.” The holy prayer had no sooner commenced than the face of the
Blessed Virgin’s little friend brightened suddenly, illumined with joy; her
eyes were fixed on the hollow in the grotto with an indescribable expression
of happiness; the radiant Lady was there before her, as the first time,
surrounded with splendour, with smiling face, and the beautiful white and
gold rosary passing silently through her fingers.
“Look!” then said Bernadette, much agitated; “look! there she is!” But
the children saw nothing. Yet Bernadette’s face was so transfigured that they
could not for an instant doubt the reality of the supernatural apparition. “O,
see!” added she, “see; she smiles, and she salutes me.”
Then, one of the children placed the little bottle of holy water in the
hands of the kneeling Bernadette. The latter rose, shaking the holy water
several times, quickly, towards the mysterious Lady. “If you come from God,”
said she, in a loud voice, “approach.” Strange to say, her companions heard
nothing, and did not even perceive that she spoke.
The holy water reached first the rose bush,, then the feet of the Virgin,
who, smiling still more sweetly, advanced to the edge of the niche, bending
towards the child with an expression of ravishing sweetness. Bernadette said
a second time: “If you come from God, approach;” but she dared not add the
rest, so evident was it to her that what she saw could not come from hell.
“See, now,” said Bernadette, “when I throw the holy water, she raises
her eyes to heaven and bends towards me.” And, a moment after: “You do not
see her? she is there; she is looking at us . . she smiles. . . now she turns her
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head. . .see her feet . . . her flowing girdle . . . see, see, she has the beads
rolled round her arm . . . Oh! she is so beautiful . . . Now, she takes her
beads; she crosses herself.”
Bernadette knelt down again, made the sign of the cross, remained
motionless, and artlessly began her rosary. Kneeling, with clasped hands,
her rosary between her fingers, her body extended as it drawn by a power
from on high, pale, with colourless lips, her eyes raised and fixed, she
remained there like a statue of a saint in an ecstasy. Her sweet face seemed
as if of fine wax. She smiled, and bright tears rolled down amidst her smiles.
The Blessed Virgin received the child’s simple prayer, and showed
herself to her, continuing to pass through her sacred hands the beads of her
rosary.
She smiled on her a last time, and disappeared.
That evening, nearly all the town had heard of the wonders which the
grotto of Massabielle had already witnessed twice.
VII

The Third Apparition, and the First Words of
the Blessed Virgin
Good little Bernadette went home, her heart overflowing with joy; she
was wholly engrossed by what she had seen. She did not yet know who her
heavenly visitor was. The other children felt afraid; this supernatural and
unknown being, whom they did not see, made them feel a sort of religious
awe. “We are afraid, Bernadette,” said they to her, “Do not let us go there
any more. What you saw might do us harm.”
Her father and mother did not doubt the sincerity of their pious child;
but they could not believe in the reality of the apparition. “She is a child,”
said they. “She thought she saw it, but she saw nothing. It is a child’s fancy.”
Still the child’s statements were so firm and so simple, the details
which she gave so precise, she so evidently told the truth, that they knew not
what to think. They no longer ventured to forbid her going to the grotto.
On Thursday, the eighteenth, two of them, Madame Millet, and a young
girl belonging to the Sodality of the Blessed Virgin, Antoinette Peyret, came
very early to take Bernadette with them to the grotto. They all three assisted
at the half-past five o’clock Mass, and set out from there to the Rocks of
Massibielle. “It is, undoubtedly, some soul from Purgatory asking for
Masses,” thought they. In this thought, they provided themselves with a taper
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and, lest Bernadette should not understand what was said to her, they took
with them paper and ink.
However, a supernatural strength seemed to animate Bernadette; her
companion could not keep up with her; hence she arrived some minutes
before them, in front of the sacred grotto. She knelt down in her usual place,
a little way from the rock, and began her rosary, watching the cavern, which
was still empty. All at once she uttered a cry of joy; a heavenly radiance
illumined the cavern; a voice was heard calling her; and immediately there
appeared, standing a few paces above her, the admirable Virgin. As usual,
she was smiling and charming. She bent towards Bernadette with a
motherly air, and, by a movement of her hand, signed for her to approach.
Antoinette and Madame Millet then arrived and saw the face of the child
entirely transfigured. They stopped, through a feeling of respect. Bernadette
saw them. “She is there,” said she to them softly. “She signs for me to
advance.” “Ask her,” said the two women, “ask her if she is angry that we
are with you. If so, we shall retire.” After having consulted for a moment the
invisible Lady, Bernadette said to them: “You may remain.” And both knelt
piously beside the child, lighting their blessed tapers.
Bernadette heeded nothing more but the sacred apparition. “Advance
towards her, since she called you, and makes signs to you,” again said the
two women. “Approach her, Ask her who she is; why she comes here? Is she
a soul from Purgatory asking for prayers and Masses? Tell her to write what
she desires on this paper. We are disposed to do all that she wishes, all that
may be necessary for her repose.”
Bernadette was no longer afraid. The smile which had responded to her
little exorcism on Sunday had dispelled all her uneasiness. With implicit
confidence she gave up her heart to the mysterious Lady, today again so
radiant and so sweet. Little Bernadette, therefore, took the paper, ink and
pen, arose and advanced towards the Apparition, holding out these objects.
The two women arose to follow her, and hear what would be said; but
Bernadette, without turning back, made them a sign not to advance, and they
immediately retired, much confused.

“My Lady,” said the little girl with simplicity, “if you have anything to
tell me, would you have the goodness to write here who you are and what
you desire?” The two women did not hear the child speak; nor did they
remark any moment of her lips.
A moment after, Bernadette let her arms fall slowly, waited for a little,
and came back with the paper. “Well; what did she answer?” “Oh!” she
smiled, and then said to me: ‘What I have to tell you, I need not write. Only
do me the favour to come here every day for fifteen days.’ I promised, and she
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‘And I promise to make you happy not in this world, but in the other.’

While Bernadette returned to her companions, the Blessed Virgin followed
her with her eyes, then, for a moment, looked tenderly at Antoinette, who
was a member of the Sodality of the Children of Mary. “She is looking at you
now,” said Bernadette to the young girl, who remained awe-stricken. “Ask
her,” said the two women again, “if it would displease her if we came with
you every day during the fifteen days.” Bernadette put the question; and the
Blessed Virgin, true Mother of Mercy, answered:
“They may return with you; they, and others besides. I wish to see many
persons here.” And she disappeared; and, after her, the celestial light which
had surrounded her also gradually vanished.



To be continued in the next issue of the Flos Carmeli newsletter.
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The Elevation of the Cross
September 14th 1939 - Ave Crux, Spes unica

Hail Cross, Only Hope

“Hail Cross, our only hope!” this is what the holy
church summoned us to exclaim during the time for contemplating the bitter
suffering of our Lord Jesus Christ. The jubilant exclamation of the Easter
Alleluia silenced the serious song of the cross. But the sign of our salvation
greeted us amidst the time of Easter joy, since we were recalling the
discovery of the one who had passed from sight. At the end of the cycle of
ecclesiastical feasts, the cross greets us through the heart of the Saviour. And
now, as the church year draws toward an end, it is raised high before us and
is to hold us spellbound, until the Easter Alleluia summons us anew to forget
the earth for a while and to rejoice in the marriage of the Lamb.
Our holy Order has us begin our fast with the Exaltation of the Holy
Cross. And it leads us to the foot of the cross to renew our holy vows. The
Crucified One looks down on us and asks us whether we are still willing to
honour what we promised in an hour of grace. And He certainly has reason
to ask. More than ever the cross is a sign of contradiction. The followers of
the Antichrist show it far more dishonour than did the Persians who stole it.
They desecrate the images of the Cross, and they make every effort to tear
the cross out of the hearts of Christians. All too often they have succeeded
even with those who, like us, once vowed to bear Christ’s cross after Him.
Therefore, the Saviour today looks at us, solemnly probing us, and asks each
one of us: “Will you remain faithful to the Crucified? Consider carefully! The
world is in flames, the battle between Christ and the Antichrist has broken
into the open. If you decide for Christ, it could cost you your life. Carefully
consider what you promise. Taking and renewing vows is a dreadfully
serious business. You make a promise to the Lord of heaven and earth. If you
are not deadly serious about your will to fulfill it, and you fall into the hands
of the living God.
Before you hangs the Saviour on the cross, because He became obedient
unto death on the cross. He came into the world not to do His will, He speaks
to you in the holy rule and the constitutions of the Order. He speaks to you
through the mouth of your superiors. He speaks to you by the gentle breath of
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the Holy Spirit in the depths of your heart. To remain true to your vow of
obedience, you must listen to this voice day and night and follow its orders.
However, this means daily and hourly crucifying your self-will and self-love.
The Saviour hangs naked and destitute before you on the cross because
He has chosen poverty. Those who want to follow Him must renounce all
earthly goods. It is not enough that you once left everything out there and
came to the monastery. You must be serious about it now as well. Gratefully
receive what God’s providence sends you. Joyfully do without what He may let
you to do without. Do not be concerned with your own body, with its trivial
necessities and inclinations, but leave concern with your own body, to those
who are entrusted with it. Do not be concerned about the coming day and the
coming meal.
The Saviour hangs before you with a pierced heart. He has spilled His
heart’s blood to win your heart. If you want to follow Him in holy purity, your
heart must be free of every earthly desire. Jesus, the Crucified, is to be the
only object of your longings, your wishes, your thoughts.
Are you now alarmed by the immensity of what the holy vows require of
you? You need not be alarmed. What you have promised is indeed beyond
your own weak, human power. But it is not beyond the power of the Almighty,
this power will become yours if you entrust yourself to Him, if He accepts
your pledge of truth. He does so on the day of your holy profession and will
do it anew today. It is the loving heart of your Saviour that invites you to
follow. It demands your obedience because the human will is blind and weak.
It cannot find the way until it surrenders itself entirely to the divine will. He
demands poverty because hands must be empty of earth’s goods to receive
the goods of heaven. He demands poverty because only the heart detached
from all earthly love is free for the love of God. The arms of the Crucified are
spread out to draw you to His heart. He wants your life in order to give you
His. Ave Crux. Spes unica!
The world is in flames. The conflagration can also reach our house. But
high above all flames towers the cross. They cannot consume it. It is the path
from earth to heaven. It will life one who embraces it in faith, love, and hope
into the bosom of the Trinity.
The world is in flames. Are you impelled to put them out? Look at the
cross. From the open heart gushes the blood of the Saviour. This extinguishes
the flames of hell. Make your heart free by the faithful fulfillment of your
vows; then the flood of divine love will be poured into your heart until it
overflows and becomes fruitful to all the ends of the earth. Do you hear the
groans of the wounded on the battlefields in the west and the east? You are
not a physician and not a nurse and cannot bind up the wounds. You are
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enclosed in a cell and cannot get to them. Do you hear the anguish of the
dying? You would like to be an angel of mercy and help them. Look at the
Crucified. If you are nuptially bound to Him by the faithful observance of
your holy vows, your being is precious blood. Bound to Him, you are
omnipresent as He is. You cannot help here or there like the physician, the
nurse, the priest. You can be at all fronts, wherever there is grief, in the
power of the cross. Your compassionate love takes you everywhere, this love
from the divine heart. Its precious blood is poured everywhere soothing,
healing, saving.
The eyes of the Crucified look down on you asking, probing. Will you
make your covenant with the Crucified anew in all seriousness? What will
you answer Him? “Lord, where shall we go? You have the words of eternal
life.” Ave Crux, Spes unica!

† ‘The Hidden Life’ written by Saint Teresa Benedicta of the Cross OCD
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SONG OF THE MYSTIC
By Father Abram Joseph Ryan

I walk down the Valley of Silence ~
Down the dim, voiceless valley ~ alone!
And I hear not the fall of a footstep
Around me, save God’s and my own;
And the hush of my heart is as holy
As hovers where angels have flown!

Long ago was I weary of voices
Whose music my heart could not win;
Long ago was I weary of noises
That fretted my soul with their din;
Long ago was I weary of places
Where I met but the human - and sin.

Do you ask how I live in the Valley?
I weep - and I dream - and I pray.
But my tears are as sweet as the dewdrops
That fall on the roses in May;
And my prayer, like a perfume from censers,
Ascendeth to God night and day.

I walked in the world with the worldly;
I craved what the world never gave;
And I said: “In the world each Ideal,

That shines like a star on life’s wave,
Is wrecked on the shores of the Real,
And sleeps like a dream in a grave.”

In the bush of the Valley of Silence
I dream all the songs that I sing;
And the music floats down the dim Valley,
Till each finds a word for a wing,
That to hearts, like the Dove of the Deluge,
A message of peace they may bring.

And still did I pine for the Perfect,
And still found the False with the True.
I sought ‘mid the Human for Heaven,
But caught a mere glimpse of its Blue;
And I wept when the clouds of the Mortal
Veiled even that glimpse from my view.

But far on the deep are billows
That never shall break on the beach;
And I have heard songs in the silence
That never shall float into speech;
And I have had dreams in the Valley
Too loft for language to reach.

And I toiled on, heart-tired, of the Human,
And I moaned ‘mid the mazes of men,
Till I knelt, long ago, at an altar
And I heard a voice call me. Since then
I walk down the Valley of Silence
That lies far beyond mortal ken.

And I have seen Thoughts in the Valley Ah! me, how my spirit was stirred!
And they wear holy veils on their faces,
Their footsteps can scarcely be heard;
They pass through the Valley like virgins,
Too pure for the touch of a word!

Do you ask what I found in the Valley?
‘Tis my Trysting Place with the Divine.
And I fell at the feet of the Holy,
And above me a voice said: “Be mine.”
And there arose from the depths of my spirit
And echo - “My heart shall be Thine.”

Do you ask me the place of the Valley,
Ye hearts that are harrowed by Care?
It lieth afar between mountains,
And God and His angels are there:
And one is the dark mount of Sorrow,
And one the bright mountain of Prayer.
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On the 24th May 2021 - Whit Monday

Patricia and Garry Conlon
entered the novitiate of the Third Order
of Our Lady of Mt. Carmel & St. Teresa of Jesus

Rev. Fr. King officiated at the ceremony
and chose the following religious names:
Sr. Mary Martin Therese of the Holy Face TODC
Br. Peter Magdala of the Holy Face TODc
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The Carmelite Corner
For your prayerful attention



It is very evident that we live in diabolical times, and I urge you to pray
unceasingly for the consecration of Russia to the Immaculate Heart of
Mary.



Prayers for the conversion of the Pope.



Your special prayers for our Bishops, Priests, Brothers and religious
Sisters, our chaplain Rev. Fr. Juan C. Ortiz, as also Fr. Edward MacDonald,
Fr. Brendon King, Fr. Suneel Pio, Fr. Francois Chazal, Fr. Remi Picot, Fr.
Pierre N’dong Ondo.



Prayers for the Carmelite Sisters in Ireland who have purchased a
property under the protection of St. Joseph and named it Saint Joseph’s
Hermitage. Please keep these good Sisters in your prayers.



I request your prayers for my country Australia please as it seems there is
no leadership of any worth, either on the Federal or State level, and this
has led to chaos. An example, there was a peaceful march of construction
workers held in Melbourne city yesterday. From the opposite direction of
the same street, a counter terror squad appeared and fired on those men
using rubber bullets causing much injury. The previous day an older
woman was knocked to the ground and a young police officer sprayed
pepper spray on her face. Her fall resulted in a fractured skull.



Prayers for the conversion of members of our families who have strayed
from the faith, and also those souls in their last hours/moments of life.



For those souls undergoing persecution for the Faith in various parts of
the world.



Prayers and grateful thanks for the graces we receive daily through the
hands of the Blessed Virgin Mary - our Mother and our Queen.
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