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The Medjugorje Story
the parish of Medjugorje and the world. All six still
claim apparitions, though only three of them now on
a daily basis, and each of the six says that he or she
has received, or is in the process of receiving, ten
secrets. The first of the secrets is to be revealed to
the world through Mirjana Dragicevic, and the third
is said to be concerned with a permanent sign that
will authenticate the apparitions and be a help to
conversion, and will be evident to all at Medjugorje.
The visionaries say that Our Lady identifies herself
to them as the Queen of Peace.
As a result of these claims, more than forty million
people have visited Medjugorje from all over
the world and there have been many assertions
regarding remarkable signs and wonders, cures
and spiritual healing. There is no doubt at all that
those millions of people have found a pilgrimage to
Medjugorje one of the most spiritually significant
experiences of their lives.

On the evening of 24 June 1981, in the
parish of St James in Medjugorje, six
young people claimed to have seen the
Blessed Virgin Mary on Podbrdo Hill.
The next day four of the six alleged another meeting
with Our Lady, and said they spoke with her. On this
occasion, the four teenagers (three girls and a boy)
were joined by another young boy and a teenage
girl. These six became the definitive visionaries
in Medjugorje; they are Ivanka Ivankovic, Mirjana
Dragicevic, Vicka Ivankovic, Ivan Dragicevic, Marija
Pavlovic and Jakov Colo.
Since 1981, these six young people have been the
centre of world attention, and medical and scientific
studies. Their principal claim is that practically every
day to the present time, our Blessed Lady has been
appearing to one or more of them, and that from
her they have received thousands of messages for

We acknowledge and accept that the authority regarding the authenticity of apparitions, locutions and related messages as well as
all private revelations from Our Lord, Our Lady or any Saint rests with the Holy See of Rome whose final judgement we will respect
and obey. We also affirm our total allegiance to our One, Holy, Catholic and Apostolic Church, our Priests and Bishops and our Holy
Father, Pope Francis.
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THE MEDJUGORJE MESSAGE
THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY PROPOSES A SIX-POINT PROGRAMME:
1. Faith - Belief in God and in the supernatural. It is your true vision. Therefore live by it.
2. Commitment to God - Let Him direct your life. Begin by turning away from sin in true
conversion and repentance.
3. Prayer - Regular Mass, monthly confession, daily rosary and dedication to the Sacred Heart of
Jesus and the Immaculate Heart of Mary.
4. Fasting - Bread and water on Fridays (and Wednesdays) if you can. If not, at least cut back or
practise some other form of self denial.
5. Peace - In your own heart, in your family and neighbourhood and workplace, in all your human
relations and reaching out to the war-stricken world.
6. The Holy Bible - We should read part of the Holy Scripture every day.

THE MESSAGES OF MARY ARE ADDRESSED NOT ONLY TO CATHOLICS
BUT TO THE WHOLE HUMAN RACE, REGARDLESS OF BELIEFS OR RELIGION.

Our Lady’s Messages
May 25, 2019
“Dear children!
God permitted me, out of His mercy, to be with you, to instruct and lead you towards the way of
conversion. Little children, you are all called to pray with all your heart for the plan of salvation to be
realized for you and through you. Be aware, little children, that life is short and eternal life waits for you
according to your merit. Therefore, pray, pray, pray to be worthy instruments in God’s hands.
Thank you for having responded to my call.”
June 25, 2019
“Dear children!
I am thanking God for each of you. In a special way, little children, thank you for having responded
to my call. I am preparing you for the new times that you may be firm in faith and persevering in prayer,
so that the Holy Spirit may work through you and renew the face of the earth. I am praying with you
for peace which is the most precious gift, even though Satan wants war and hatred. You, little children,
be my extended hands and proudly go with God.
Thank you for having responded to my call.”
July 25, 2019
“Dear children!
My call for you is prayer. May prayer be a joy for you and a wreath which binds you to God. Little
children, trials will come and you will not be strong, and sin will reign. But, if you are mine, you will
win, because your refuge will be the Heart of my Son Jesus. Therefore, little children, return to prayer
until prayer becomes life for you in the day and the night.
Thank you for having responded to my call.”
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From the Editor:
Dear Friends of Medjugorje News,
Many blessings to all our wonderful readers. We have received
many blessings and graces from Our Lord since the last magazine.
What an amazing time had at the Eucharistic Convention,
all three of us were able to attend, and we had my husband
Noel and Miriam’s husband Steve in attendance as well. What a
wonderful retreat with like-minded Catholics listening to words
spoken about our Lord. Look forward to the Convention next
year.
Our Catholic family is very precious to me, I love our gatherings
at Mass as well as after church on Sunday, a time to share words
over a cup of tea before we go out into our secular society.
I remember a protestant man saying that you need fellow
community members to help keep the fires burning, you can
not keep the flames going alone. Over the years I have come to
realise how true this is, you need others on the same journey to
give a helping hand. You realise that these people are gifts from
God, who come into your life when most needed. What a wonderful and faithful Lord
we have.
On the home front, pleased to report our daughter is due to have her second child,
and what other date could there be in December but the 25th, due date. What a great
blessing and so looking forward to another Gift from God.
Sarah Moran
regular basis, usually once every 1-2 months. Can you
help?
There will be absolutely no cost to you, Divine Mercy
Publications/Trust will cover all expenses including
sending funds via the prison Chaplain approximately
twice per year to help the inmates purchase food,
toiletries, medicines, clothes and in some case pay a
portion of their children‘s school fees to prevent them
becoming ‘street kids‘.
All you need give is your time and mercy to these
needy souls.
If you would like to know more please contact us.
Thank you for your consideration of this important
request.

Visiting those in prison –
by writing
Would you like to become involved in a very
special work of mercy by writing to long-term
prisoners in a foreign country? Divine Mercy
Publications have set up a team of letter writers
to correspond with the inmates of a maximum
security jail in Zambia, central Africa. Most of
these are Catholics/Christians to whom we send
reading and prayer literature as well as clothes
and toiletries.
The requests for pen pals are growing; the prison we
write to has over 400 inmates, most of whom are in
desperate need of consolation and encouragement.
They are served by an Irish Catholic priest, whom they
see 2-3 times per month.
We wish to continue this important work of mercy
and need helpers to ‘adopt’ a prisoner and write on a

Divine Mercy Publications Trust
Christchurch. PO Box 20266,
Bishopdale, Christchurch 8543.
Ph/Fax 03-359 2087
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Excerpts from
Children of Medjugorje
From Sister Emmanuel - http://www.childrenofmedjugorje.com/

Five Simple Messages
Sr. Emmanuel is the founder of Children of Medjugorje,
a lay missionary organization dedicated to delivering five
simple messages from Our Lady in Medjugorje:

aFasting
aPraying of the Rosary
aScripture Reading
aHoly Mass
aConfession

Son is alive. Therefore, my children, apostles of my love,
may prayer show you the way and the means of spreading
the love of my Son – prayer in the most exalted form. My
children, also when you strive to live the words of my Son,
you are praying. When you love the people whom you
meet, you are spreading the love of my Son. It is love that
opens the doors of Paradise.
My children, from the beginning, I prayed for the Church.
Therefore, I am also calling you, apostles of my love, to
pray for the Church and her servants – for those whom my
Son called. Thank you.”

Dear Children of Medjugorje, praised be Jesus and
Mary! Hallelujah! Since yesterday, May 12th, 2019, we
are under the shock of the News, the wonderful News
that has already spread all around the world: Pope Francis
has officially authorized pilgrimages to Medjugorje! A
foundational event in the history of this Shrine that has
been attracting huge crowds since June 1981, when it all
started. Joy has seized our hearts, so we warmly thank our
Mother of Heaven, the Queen of Peace, for allowing this
great opening on the part of Rome, which we were waiting
for, in trusting prayer and with eagerness. Let us continue
to pray that heaven will continue its wonders in this place
of grace, which John Paul II called a “Centre of spirituality”
and wished so much to visit himself.
Today, May 13th, we celebrate the first apparition of
Mary in Fatima, and it so happens that Medjugorje is the
continuation of what the Mother of God began through
the secrets she conveyed in Fatima (message of Aug.
25th, 1991). We are truly living in a time of grace and
mercy, even amid the whirlwinds and storms that the
enemy provokes. Let us not weaken in our fight against
the darkness, greatly encouraged by this wonderful step
forward from the Vatican, which will certainly also attract
many priests and bishops to Medjugorje!
May God’s blessing be upon you all! Hallelujah!

The Feast of Corpus Christi will be celebrated on
June 23rd. If I were to share all the testimonies of
conversions, sometimes totally unexpected, of people who
experience the Real Presence of Jesus in the Eucharist, I
could write a whole book! People who come to Medjugorje
without believing in the Real Presence can only marvel at
the thousands of faithful gathered around the Rotunda in
the evenings when the Blessed Sacrament is exposed on
the altar.
Even demons know WHOM they are dealing with! They
have no doubt at all about the Real Presence of Christ in
consecrated hosts! Why would they tremble in front of a
little piece of bread? It is not uncommon to hear inhuman
cries uttered by some people who are possessed and who
shout profanities during Adoration, especially during the
final Eucharistic Blessing. Far be it from me to quote these
blasphemies here, but as recounted in the Gospel, Satan
and his fallen angels manifest themselves concretely,
terrorized by the One who defeated them on the cross.
The same is true during Mary’s apparitions to Mirjana on
the 2nd of the month. Quite often, hell manifests itself
when she arrives, she who has received the power and
the mission to crush the head of the serpent. I know
many unbelievers who, overwhelmed by the evidence and
harshness of this spiritual struggle, started to believe in
God.
Some mystics have received intimate knowledge of the
presence of Jesus. At Châteauneuf de Galaure (France),
a priest brought Holy Communion to Marthe Robin, the
mystic. When he got there, after a simple greeting, Martha

On May 2nd, 2019, Mirjana received her monthly
apparition at the Blue Cross, surrounded by a large
crowd of pilgrims. After the apparition, she conveyed this
message:
“Dear children, with a motherly love I am calling you
to respond to the great love of my Son, with pure and
open hearts, with complete trust. I know the greatness of
His love. I carried Him within me, the Host in the heart,
the light and the love of the world. My children, also my
addressing you is a sign of the love and tenderness of the
Heavenly Father – a big smile filled with the love of my Son,
a call to eternal life. Out of love, the Blood of my Son was
shed for you. That Precious Blood is for your salvation, for
eternal life. The Heavenly Father created man for eternal
happiness. It is not possible – for you who know the love
of my Son and who follow Him – to die. Life triumphed; my
5

and for her personal edification. These inner locutions
often went hand in hand with inner visions of Our Lady and
of Christ. (This grace is different from the one received by
the 6 visionaries who physically see the Blessed Mother).
One day, Jelena was leaving the church after Mass when
she saw Jesus. It was during His Passion, and He was
covered in wounds, His coat all stained with blood, and
His eyes expressed a deep sadness. He said to her, “When
people receive me in Holy Communion, they go back to
their seat, they make a sign of the cross and then they
dismiss me!” Who will understand the sadness of Jesus
when He is ignored or dismissed? Doesn’t He come to give
Himself entirely to us and fill us with His graces?
Jesus went so far as to say to Sr. Faustina: “I enter certain
souls as if to relive my passion” (1598). Indeed, the
instruments of His passion are not so much those of his
executioners at that time, but our sins. If Jesus finds a soul
that receives Him unworthily, never renouncing sin and
trampling on His commandments, He finds in that soul the
torture of His passion. That is why Our Heavenly Mother
never ceases to invite us to renounce our sins through a
sincere confession so as to purify our hearts. May all our
Holy Communions be true feasts for Jesus!

said to him, “Father, Jesus is not here!” The priest reassured
her that Jesus is in the little pyx he carries with him. But
Martha insisted: “No, father, Jesus is not here!” The priest
then wanted to prove to her that Jesus was indeed there,
he opened the pyx and had to apologize to Martha: he had
taken the pyx but had forgotten to put the host into it!
His knees failed him! In Medjugorje, when the apparitions
took place in the Rectory, a priest from New York,
dear Father Albert Shamon, obtained father Slavko’s
authorization to attend the apparition with the visionaries.
In truth, he was skeptical about the authenticity of these
apparitions. He carried the Holy Sacrament with him, as he
used to visit the sick. When the Blessed Mother appeared,
he wanted to kneel down, but to no avail. Despite his best
efforts, his knees wouldn’t bend. He was very intrigued,
especially since during Mass, his knees were fine. This
strange phenomenon continued over the next two days. On
the third day he asked Our Lady why his knees remained
stiff during her apparition, and Mary explained: “I do not
want my Son to kneel before me!” Father Shamon was
then convinced of the authenticity of what was happening
in Medjugorje.
On June 6th, in a tiny chapel of perpetual adoration in
Reconquista, Argentina, there was a woman, Elena, who
is known to our friends and who prayed in silence. She
was a very simple, fervent and humble woman. She
wanted to film the Blessed Sacrament on display in the
monstrance and let her camera run as she bowed her head
in adoration. It was 11:15 p.m. At the time, she didn’t
notice anything. But when she left, she discovered with
surprise an incredible phenomenon: On several occasions,
the host threw out rays of powerful light and pulsated, as
this little film shows.
After an investigation, my friends in Argentina assured
me of the authenticity of this phenomenon; however,
everyone remains free to believe it or not. Lest some
people start to criticize - sometimes without having studied
the phenomenon closely. There is always the danger
of keeping quiet about the signs given by God so I am
publishing this one to bring joy to many!
In the run-up to the Feast of Corpus Christi, it is good
to recall a few words Jesus spoke to his best friends,
the Saints.
“Write for the benefit of religious souls that my delight is to
come to their hearts in Holy Communion...” (§1682)
“I desire to unite Myself with human souls; My great
delight is to unite Myself with souls. Know, My daughter,
that when I come to a human heart in Holy Communion,
My hands are full of all kinds of graces which I want to give
to the soul. But souls do not even pay any attention to Me;
they leave Me to Myself and busy themselves with other
things. Oh, how sad I am that souls do not recognize Love!
They treat Me as a dead object.” (§1385)
Jesus shows Himself to Jelena Vasilj. In the 1980s, Jelena
was still receiving messages for Medjugorje’s prayer group

On July 2nd, 2019, Mirjana received her monthly
apparition at the Blue Cross, surrounded by a large
crowd of pilgrims. After the apparition, she conveyed this
message:
“Dear children, according to the will of the merciful Father,
I have given you, and will still give you, evident signs of
my motherly presence. My children, this is a motherly
desire for the healing of souls. This is a desire that every
child of mine may have true faith, to live to see wondrous
experiences, drinking from the spring of the words of my
Son – the words of life.
My children, my Son, by His love and sacrifice, brought
the light of faith into the world and showed you the way
of faith. Because, my children, faith elevates pain and
suffering. True faith makes prayer more sensitive, and does
acts of mercy – a conversation, a gift of alms. Those of my
children who have faith – true faith – are happy despite
everything because they live the beginning of heavenly
happiness on earth. Therefore, my children, apostles of
my love, I am calling you to give an example of true faith,
to bring light where there is darkness, to live my Son.
My children, as a mother I am telling you: you cannot
go on the way of faith and follow my Son without your
shepherds. Pray that they may have the strength and the
love to lead you. May your prayers always be alongside
them. Thank you. “
The Church is in agony. There are many mothers among
us. Some suffer from what is happening with their children
when they have taken the wrong path. Some are even
crushed with pain. I see their faces tormented by anxiety.
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In private, they confide to me their sorrows; they weep
and ask me to pray. A son in prison, another on drugs,
an alcoholic son, a daughter in the midst of a divorce...
What can a mother do when she is suffering like this? With
maternal love, she weeps and prays. She intercedes with
her whole wounded heart and her love for her child never
ceases. She doesn’t shout from the rooftops the vagaries
of her child.
What does the Mother of God do when some of her sons
of predilection – the priests – no longer follow the path
of her Son Jesus and stray into sin? First of all, we have
to remember that the majority of priests are good and do
everything in their power to serve the Lord and the faithful
the best they can. The media do not give these priests
any recognition! For the others, those who have become
the subject of bad news and scandals, she weeps, and
she prays. She asks her faithful and the “apostles of her
love” to sympathize and to pray with her. She doesn’t list
the sins of her priests and she doesn’t turn this into public
scoops.
The Church is the bride of Christ and has received from
His very mouth the promises of eternal life. But there is
a difference between the Church, and the servants of the
Church. They shouldn’t be confused! The holy Cardinal
Journet said: “The Church is without sin, but not without
sinners. She is without sin in the sense that, despite the
unworthiness of her ministers, she offers me all the help,
all the graces of sanctification for my eternal salvation: the
Mass, the sacraments, the love of the Blessed Virgin Mary
and the saints, the magisterium, etc. That is why I keep
my trust in the Church”.
The Blessed Mother said last year: “The Church is my Son”.
It is also written that those who have been redeemed
“follows the Lamb wherever he goes”. (Ap 14,4). And what
did the Lamb go through in the days before his resurrection?
During his agony, he was unrecognizable, disfigured. His
swollen face was covered in blood, mud, spit...It barely
looked human. (Isaiah 53,14). Now, the Church has to
configure herself to Him and live that similarity with her
divine Bridegroom! So, to criticize and judge the Church
and its servants is to turn away from Jesus Himself, it is
like saying to him: “How disfigured you are, Jesus, how
ugly you are! Away from me, I cannot look at you! I’m
leaving you because I cannot stand you anymore!” To
reject the Church is to reject Christ. To love the Church is
to love Christ.
Mary invites us to be one with her motherly soul, especially
in these difficult times when so much misery has spread
within the Church itself. It is not a question of denying
them, but She invites us to suffer with her out of love for
Jesus, in the deep silence of true compassion. Her maternal
heart, pierced by a sword of pain as old Simeon had
prophesied, is awaiting the Resurrection. We are invited
to weep silently with her and to hope, as she does, for the
moment of victory that is coming in leaps and bounds. If

the Church is in agony today, that is a good sign, because
then her restoration is very near!
This is not the time to jump off the boat! This is the time
to imitate the saints in their perseverance.
When Ivan the visionary is in Medjugorje, he
welcomes priests who wish to pray with him in his chapel
at the time of the apparition. Last month, one of our priest
friends came back radiant. He had been suffering from
severe anxiety. This anxiety left him during the apparition
and he could taste the air of heaven.
Of course, these graces are neither automatic nor magical,
for God gives what he wants to whomever he wants
and when he wants. However, it is always good to ask
for Mary’s intercession! Her Son Jesus cannot refuse her
anything, for she herself has never refused Him anything.
Like Jesus, Mary knows what we need most, and when it is
best to give it to us. A sincere prayer is always answered,
in God’s own time.
Our Lady’s Message to Mirjana on August 2, 2019.
“Dear children! Great is the love of my Son. If you were to
come to know the greatness of His love, you would never
cease to adore and thank Him. He is always alive with you
in the Eucharist, because the Eucharist is His Heart. The
Eucharist is the heart of faith. He has never left you. Even
when you tried to go away from Him, He has not [left] you.
That is why my motherly heart is happy when I watch how
you – filled with love – return to Him, when I see that you
are coming to Him by the way of reconciliation, love and
hope. My motherly heart knows that when you set out on
the way of faith, you are shoots – buds. But along with
prayer and fasting you will be fruits, my flowers, apostles
of my love; you will be carriers of light and will illuminate
all those around you with love and wisdom.
My children, as a mother I am imploring you: pray, think,
and contemplate. Everything beautiful, painful and joyful
that happens to you – all of this makes you grow spiritually,
so that my Son may grow in you.
My children, surrender yourselves to Him, believe Him,
trust in His love, let Him lead you. Let the Eucharist be the
place where you will feed your souls, and afterwards, will
spread love and truth – will bear witness to my Son.
Thank you.”

Dearest Gospa, you are the one we want to live
with this summer! Queen of Peace, more than
ever, please manifest your maternal presence in
our lives, free us from the fear of the future and
teach us to find true rest in the Heart of your
Son!
Sister Emmanuel +
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faith has been kept alive in the most trying of circumstances.
He encouraged us to be leaven in our communities, by
our cheerful disposition, our genuine friendship that is a
transforming power, affirming actions, smiles and deeds
that others need when they are down.
Fr Neil Vaney presented a superbly crafted view of the
future of the Church in New Zealand based on our Blessed
Mother. ‘She was not powerful, not the person who called
the shots; she was the person of deep prayer, clear vision,
the person who saw what needed to be done and brought
it to the attention of her Son.
Other highlights of the convention were Youth Night which
was attended by a large number of young and not-so-young,
the testimonies of people who had converted to Catholicism
and the availability of teas and meals provided by Mother of
Divine Mercy Refuge for a donation. The fellowship that it
created around the lunch table was something very special.
Unfortunately, the Eucharistic Procession intended for the
streets of Glen Innes had to be curtailed because of the
inclement weather. The procession around the corridors
of the College was a more than satisfactory tribute to the
Eucharist.
The intention to use the convention to evangelise in a small
way by inviting attendees to bring a ‘friend for free’ was
reasonably successful in that a small number of friends
came along.
The organisers would like to thank the many people who
attended the convention, supported the convention with
donations large and small and who worked tirelessly for the
success of the event.
Mark Rivalland

Review of the 2019
Eucharistic Convention
The 2019 Eucharistic Convention was held at Sacred
Heart College from Friday 12 July to Sunday 14 July.
The Holy Spirit was very much in evidence through
the fine weather that was provided for the BBQ, the
number of people who participated in praying the
Divine Office and the Rite II Reconciliation.
This was the first Convention under a new director; the
first to be held away from Divine Mercy Sunday, the Second
Sunday of Easter, and a change of venue, returning to Sacred
Heart College after a hiatus of a few years. The number of
attendees was down on previous years and the hope is that
the number of attendees will grow in forthcoming years.
The Convention provided to a mix of presentations, musical
worship and activities which appear to have been welcomed
by those who attended. Much positive affirmation of the
programme has been received.
Fr Tom O’Loughlin, the professor of Historical Theology at
Nottingham University provided us with one of the most
telling concepts. The Holy Eucharist is not reserved for
those who are pure, it is meant for the impure who are on
the journey towards God because it draws them closer to
him through the sacrifice of his Son.
Fr Roger Landry proved to be a very dynamic speaker and
kept attendees focused on the Theme of the Convention,
‘Take courage, I have overcome the world.’ He encouraged
us at every turn to take the example of the saints, the lay
people who have overcome many obstacles to ensuring the

God’s hands. Really being able to see and know God has a
plan for each of us is a gift in itself.
As in previous years the guest speakers present their topic
on the theme which this year was Take Courage “I have
overcome the world”. With each speaker I realise there
is so much I don’t know and I love and am inspired with
what they share. This is my time of growth in my faith.
God’s blessings are endless.
My sincere thanks and gratitude to the previous and new
organisers and all those who work so hard to make this a
truly beautiful gift of God to His people.
Bernadette Isaacs

THE GIFT OF FAITH
Greetings and our Lady’s love and peace to all.
July 12-14 saw the yearly Eucharistic Convention at a
new venue, Sacred Heart College and at a later date than
previous years.
This is a pilgrimage I look forward to and make it yearly
with others from my parish. It’s a beautiful time of retreat,
a time of being together, learning together, being blessed
together and to enjoy the blessings God gives. It so exciting
to be with those that have been attending for many years
and this is the time we get to catch up as we all live so far
apart. I retreat from my busy life, work and all that gets in
the way of being still and totally with God.
This time of prayer, Mass, reconciliation, adoration is at a
pace that is restful and allows me the time I need to reflect
and make changes.
We heard testimonies from both lay and religious. I was in
awe as to see and hear how God’s guiding hand brought
them into the faith and their ministries. These testimonies
give me much hope, they strengthen, give courage and
give me the ability to leave my difficulties and worries in

And behold,
I am
with you
always,
to the end
of the age
Mt 28:20
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TESTIMONY OF
BAPTISM IN THE
HOLY SPIRIT
Surprisingly, the first time I ever heard of the term
“Baptism in the Holy Spirit” was actually after I had
already experienced this profound grace in my life. By the
grace of God, I was baptized as an infant, but did not
get confirmed until the age of 23. My encounter with the
it was the most beautiful thing I had ever heard leave my
Holy Spirit first began in a jail cell when I was 17. This is
mouth. This experience of praying, speaking, and singing
when I “met the Lord” and began the journey of ongoing
in tongues lasted about 3 minutes. This encounter was
conversion. This encounter with the Love of God lead me
to earnestly seek to follow Him and discover the fullness also accompanied by a profound interior joy and a release
of my Catholic faith. Moreover, this led me down the path of graces I could not even began to try to explain. Up
of living a Sacramental life, which made me realize I was to this point, I had never even heard of the Charismatic
still missing the Sacrament of Confirmation in my life! After Renewal or the Pentecostal Movement. As you could
significant reflection, I would have to say my encounter imagine, the next few years included a deep theological
of Baptism in the Holy Spirit was two-fold in nature. I and spiritual search to understand and seek more of what
believe my life in the Spirit first unfolded upon reception of I had previously experienced. Knowing what I know now, I
Confirmation, and was again augmented by what I call a believe my experience of being Baptized in the Holy Spirit
(with no one praying over me) was due in part to the
“Personal Pentecost.”
Before being Confirmed, I always struggled reading the Sacramental grace released by my Confirmation and an
Word of God. I could not understand what I was reading, “actual grace” that was given to me in the encounter, which
and to be honest, I had a distaste for Sacred Scripture. was also accompanied by a release of Charismatic gifts. It
Immediately, again I say immediately after being Confirmed was not soon after I began to experience the operation of
the Spirit in words of knowledge and wisdom, prophecy,
I received the gift not only to understand what
healing, and a newfound gift of faith. The
I was reading, but there was instilled in me a
“there was
Lord also began to use me in new ways which
profound hunger to read the Word of God.
instilled
in
me
I had never even new was possible.
It was not uncommon for me to delve into
After this Pentecostal encounter I could not
the Scriptures for 2-4 hours a night for the
a profound
stop thinking about what happened. At this
next three months following my Confirmation.
hunger
to
point in my life I was already discerning the
It was almost as if the words were jumping
off the page. It seemingly reminded me of read the Word Priesthood, but could not find the courage
to move forward pursuing the call on my
the movie Jumanji. Who would have guessed,
of God.”
life in which I knew the Lord was asking
now I am currently a Franciscan Priest with
five College degrees, and have the ability to read Sacred of me. Without a doubt, it was my experience of this
Scripture in their original languages; Hebrew and Greek. infusion of graces from the Holy Spirit that gave me the
Not bad for a High School dropout! My boast is in the Lord. strength, courage, and confidence to trust more fully in
the Lord and answer my call to enter religious life and
May He be glorified in all we do!
So as far as my “Personal Pentecost” goes, well it happened the Seminary. Without the Baptism in the Holy Spirit,
about two weeks after my Confirmation. From time to time I would not be a consecrated religious, nor a Priest.
as I was able, I frequently visited our Lord in the Blessed Although my religious community is not a “Charismatic
Sacrament. Fortunately, I often found myself alone with Community”, the Charismatic Renewal and the graces to
Him in the Chapel at my local Parish. One night I found be had in the Baptism of the Holy Spirit are of supreme
myself as usual praying before the Blessed Sacrament importance in my daily journey, ministry, and personal
on my knees. I was praying a rosary of thanksgiving and spirituality. In particular, the charism of celibacy I received
praise on the beads, offering Him Glory by vocalizing a “for the sake of the Kingdom of God” by the Holy Spirit,
Biblical name of His on each bead, e.g. you are the Most would definitely have to be the greatest gift I received
High, the King of Kings, my strong tower, my refuge, etc. through the Baptism in the Holy Spirit. Come Holy
Unexpectedly, in an instant I began to glorify the Lord in Spirit! “Would that all the Lord’s people were prophets,
the Spirit with praise from on High! (I would now refer to that the Lord would bestow his spirit upon them all.”
this experience as tongues of jubilation). I began to speak (Num. 11:29).
Fr. Roch Mary Greiner CFR
in a tongue that was foreign to me, but at the same time
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allows the vault of our heaven to collapse. He allows the
blue skies of our paradise to turn black. And He makes us
feel a hunger that no food can satiate. In a moment of stark
disillusionment, the prodigal’s restless heart was convicted
of its vanity.
What he never expected to find standing hungry and lonely
over a pig sty was given to him, unasked for, unlooked for:
This greatest of all parables is a response to a the Grace of repentance. With the stench, the flies, the mess
complaint: “Now the tax collectors and sinners were of a muddy pig pen before him, the runaway remembered
all drawing near to hear him. And the Pharisees and
his father. At the moment when he found himself prepared
the scribes murmured, saying, “This man receives
sinners and eats with them”(Lk 15:1-2). Jesus justifies to eat garbage, nostalgia for his father’s house seized him.
the coming of “undesirables” to Him as a kind of Unlike the former mirage of a distant dreamland, the
long-overdue homecoming. Drawing on images of journey home would overwhelm all his expectations, landing
a strayed sheep and a mislaid coin, the Lord sets him in his father’s arms, because “the free gift is not like
the stage for the story of a lost man who returns the trespass” (cf. Rm 5:15). The son who had squandered
home, a dead man who comes back to life. If the
everything will receive back more than he had lost: “the
retrieval of livestock and money calls for rejoicing,
then this man’s restoration to his family is not only free gift following many trespasses brings justification” (Rm
worth celebrating with feasting on earth, but also 5:16). And he, and we, are left to “wonder at and rejoice in
the gift which God makes us of being able to call ourselves
occasions an incomparable joy in heaven.
his
children” (Christ is Passing By, no. 64).
“I tell you, there will be more joy in heaven over one sinner
who repents than over ninety-nine righteous persons who But the story doesn’t end there, and we need it not to end
need no repentance” (Lk 15:7). To know that God values our there.
conversion that dearly makes every detail of the parable of The Older Son
the Prodigal Son resonate, as though it were our life story. Families not infrequently have a child who never seems to
“Human life is in some way a constant returning to our do anything right, and another who seems to do nothing
Father’s house,” St Josemaria agrees. Indeed, “the story wrong. One sibling can’t handle money, relationships, or
of the prodigal son repeats itself in our lives,” as often as hold down a job, the other does everything on schedule
“every day, and even repeatedly during the twenty-four with money in the bank. As much as we can relate to a
hours of the same day” (cf. Christ is Passing By, nos. 64, 91; straying son, we might also see ourselves in the resentment
of the elder brother. Our Lord uses him to bring out the
Friends of God, no. 214).
Having shown His critics how anxious they would be for greatness of the father, the poverty of the prodigal son, and
lost possessions, Jesus sets before them an irresponsible a wrong attitude that might be within all of us.
young man—the younger of two sons, someone easily The older son refuses to take part in the festivities occasioned
written off as a ne’er-do-well. He was restless at home. by his brother’s return. But he knows that his father will
But in a faraway place, with different people, he thought come out to try to reason with him. The same father who
he could be an anonymous rogue—with money to burn, no went out to meet the prodigal son won’t fail to go out to
consequences or responsibilities, and no one looking over meet the troubled older brother. He knows his father is
his shoulder. He went out looking for paradise, and when he good. But he cannot imitate his father by advancing beyond
arrived, he thought he had found it, and gave no thought mere goodness to mercy, to a love which pours itself out
without thinking about what might be coming back as a
to the future.
return on the investment. How hard it is for us to love that
When Reality Strikes
Whenever people are discontent with what they have freely, to love “blindfolded” and hands tied behind the back,
at home—with the place itself or those with whom they as it were, so that we can’t receive a reward!
live—they often imagine running away. The world looks like Then the older brother opens his mouth, and what might
such an inviting place—full of excitement and pleasures it sound like? He has heard the news and he says, There is
that never grow old. But as the Victorian poet Matthew no way I’m going to go in there to celebrate. What do you
Arnold observed in his famous poem Dover Beach, the want from me? Am I supposed to go in, get a plate of food,
world cannot give what matters most: “…the world, which enjoy the music, sit down and ask my brother where he’s
seems to lie before us like a land of dreams, so various, so been for the last six months? To be honest, I was kind of
beautiful, so new, hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light, hoping he would never come back. Do you want me to go
nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain.” The prodigal in and pretend to be happy, to be interested in the stories
son thought that he had all of those things in his hands for he has to tell?
The father, for his part, leaves the decision in his older son’s
a while.
Then reality struck. All of a sudden he had no money, no hands. He is a great father! He raises his boys to be free
food, no friends. Because God is our merciful Father, He men. He let the younger son go his way; he lets the older
10

The Gift is not Like
the Trespass:

A Reflection on the Parable
of the Prodigal Son

son choose his own path. He says: I’m not going to force
you to come in; I’m not going to force you to rejoice; I’m
not going to force you to forgive. You are always at my side.
Everything I have is yours. But your brother had everything,
lost everything, and now he’s recovered everything. He
knows what he has now because—get this—it has been
given back to him without his having earned it. Everything
has been given back to him without cost.
The older brother cannot yet understand that kind of
transaction. He is a hard and consistent worker. But he’s
also keeping track. He punches his time card and knows
what’s coming to him. He wants to earn so that he won’t
have to rely on the goodness of another. He wants to take
ownership of all the wrong things.
Once We Have Come Back
So is the message of the parable of the Prodigal Son this:
No matter how irresponsible you are, no matter what you’ve
done, God will take you back. God will say: Everything is
okay now. We’ll pretend it never happened? Yes and no.
Yes, God will always take back with open arms anyone who
returns to Him with even a little humility and contrition:
“A broken and contrite heart, O God, you will not reject”
(Ps 51:17).
But everything is not instantly okay. Once we have come
back, we must learn to be content by the father’s side.
This is now the “project” of the prodigal son: to grow in

his relationship with the father. We must learn to be still
and to know our God. We must learn to be sober. We take
ownership of our sins, not blaming anyone else, but saying,
I was the one who abandoned my Father. And He brought
me back. Or: I was the one who worked for years in my
Father’s house, but for myself. And now I have learned to
share my Father’s goodness.
The younger son has a long road ahead of him. It is the
road of recovery. It is a road all of us have been on and are
on. The older son also has a road to recovery, and it is also
our path. The two brothers are on the same road together,
each learning in his own way to be content by the Father’s
side, each learning to receive a gift that goes far beyond
their ability to repay.
Rev. John Henry Hanson, O. Praem.

build my testimony. I love getting in religious conversations
with them, because I feel the Holy Spirit and it is just a
Why are you Catholic? That is a question that I think most
wonderful feeling to share my beliefs with other Christians
people take for granted. Most people choose to shrug it off
and disciples of Jesus.
saying, “I’ve always been Catholic”, or “That’s just what I
‘Well if that’s true, how do you know that the Catholic
believe.” But the beauty of the Catholic faith is something
Church is the right one for you?’ you may ask. My revelation
that has become a part of me, and I’d like to share that
was basically in the form of a series of questions. Could you
with you today.
give up your beliefs that are stated in the Nicene Creed?
Like most Catholics, I was baptized as an infant, and grew
Could you deny the Papacy? The Saints? The Virgin Mary?
up going to Mass every Sunday, and a Catholic School for
The answer was no. I discovered that I love, love with all
nine years. But the most influential people in teaching me
my heart, mind, and soul, everything about my faith. And
my Catechism were my parents, priests, teachers, and I ask anyone who has doubts about their faith to ask those
particularly, my grandparents. These people taught me same questions.
how to pray and love God. And because of this, God played Now this doesn’t mean I’m perfect or a saint. Who is? But
a large role in my life. Through both good times and bad, I this does mean that we can renew our relationship with
could feel God’s presence in my life, even if I always didn’t the Heavenly Father. But our faith is filled with those who
deserve it. And when I felt isolated or alone, persecuted or can help. We have our Heavenly Father who loves us and is
forgotten, my faith and relationship with the Lord is what willing to forgive, we have Jesus, our brother and advocate
always got me through.
who was willing to sacrifice the ultimate sacrifice – himself,
Now, my life has been quite blessed overall. I have a we have the Holy Spirit, to give us strength and hope, and
wonderful family, devoted friends, and an extremely we have Mary, the angels, the saints, the clergy, and the
supportive boyfriend, who although he isn’t Catholic, loves laity, including you, to be an example and to help others
and respects my faith, and I know he was sent to me from come to love the Trinity and to grow closer to the Lord.
the Lord. You see, despite going to a parochial school, “For I know the plans I have for you,” says the Lord. “Plans
I had very few Catholic friends, particularly, practicing for good, and not for evil, to give you a Future and a Hope.”
Catholic friends. But I do have many Protestant friends, Jeremiah 29:11
(taken from Why I choose the Catholic Road)
who also love and respect my beliefs, and have helped
11

GOD LOVES YA!!!

My Journey from Islam
to Christanity
My legs started to go to sleep as I sat on the floor
of my bedroom in the middle of the night. The
Qur’an rested on the small table in front of me. Its
Arabic script was elegant and familiar, yet utterly
meaningless to my Turkish mind. I could read the
words, but their meaning escaped me. I was around
12 years old. My father had left us for another
woman, and my world was collapsing around me,
shattered like thin glass, impossible to clean up.
I was taught from an early age how to say my prayers and
how to turn to Allah in times of crisis and darkness. He
was, after all, omniscient and omnipotent, the unreachable
Creator of the world, but he was also merciful to the cries of
his slaves. Wasn’t I pleasing to him?
Night after night, I read the Qur’an and said my prayers, all in
Arabic. I fasted from dusk until dawn, without a bite of food
or a drop of water. I prayed five times a day, my forehead
on the ground. There was no reply. All I could sense was
the darkness. The seed of doubt that was sown when my
parents’ marriage fell apart grew in the quiet of the night.
The grief of my child’s heart in the middle of desperation
wanted to believe, but questions kept nagging: “Their love
was false. What if everything else they told me were lies,
too?”
Children of divorce tread on shaky ground. Every step is
insecure, every decision full of questioning. My parents’
marriage was never perfect, but it was an anchor to society
for my brother and me. As a little girl, I didn’t understand
that my mother was crushed under the burden of full-time
work and the responsibilities of a family without the help of
a husband. She worked hard all day, only to come home and
cook a three-course meal. She hand-washed the laundry
on her days off. My father was not physically abusive, but
he often cheated on my mother. He was a man, and men
had “different needs” than women — or so I was told. As
long as he kept it quiet, my mother turned a blind eye to
his infidelities. Theirs was not a happy marriage, but when
the unhappiness reached the bitter end of divorce, I was
suddenly cut loose.
Up until then, I believed what I was taught because as
children of God, we all yearn for the transcendent. Deep
down, we know that there is more to life than living and
dying. The more I learned about Allah and the “one true
religion,” Islam, the more I wanted to please him. One of
the subjects hammered into us the most was that of doubt.
A true Muslim should never doubt or question. Perfect
obedience and submission to Allah’s will are paramount.
We are nothing but slaves. How dare a slave question his
master? How dare you presume to understand Allah’s ways
or his will? A Muslim can claim no relationship, no proximity,
and no familiarity with Allah.

What a mighty wall that servile fear builds around a human
being! If, by merely doubting, the gates of hell open wide
for you, how can you even approach the wall of fear to see
what is beyond?
But my parents’ divorce cracked a big hole in my wall of fear.
When that seed of doubt took root, and I dared to read for
myself what kind of man Muhammed was, I understood why
that fear was necessary. The wall was flimsy. All it took was a
crack, and questions buried the years of indoctrination under
the rubble of violence, inaccuracy, and inequality that Islam
taught. As I sat in front of the book that had claimed so
many days of my life, I decided to see whether my parents
had lied to me about their religion as well.
For the first time in my life, I read the origins of Islam and
the life of Muhammad with a critical eye. The nagging fear
that I was blaspheming never completely left me during
that time. That deep-seated threat of a fiery hell for simply
questioning my religion often visited me, but I read on. The
Hadith and the Sunnah (the life and sayings of Muhammad)
have always been passed on to us by imams or elders as
being devoid of any wrong-doings on the part of the perfect
man, Muhammad. We were all encouraged to imitate him
in every way we could, for he was free of sin and perfect in
the eyes of Allah. When I read the Qur’an in Turkish for the
first time and dove into the Hadith, the man I found was far
from perfect.
Instead, he was just another man, desiring power, money,
and women, like countless others throughout history.
Muhammad practiced and promoted polygamy. Every time
he desired a woman, a new verse came down from Allah,
sanctioning his conduct. He was betrothed to a six-year-old
girl and consummated his “marriage” to this child when she
was nine, still playing with dolls. Domestic rape and rape of
captured non-Muslim women were all acceptable practices
for Muhammad and his men. An open-eyed reading of his
life from Muslim sources will reveal Muhammad’s lust and
how he fulfilled his carnal desires, using fear and reward.
The violence Muhammad and his followers perpetrated
was another appalling aspect of Islam that I was never
taught. The imams, elders, and religious teachers always
whitewashed the bloody details of Muhammad’s military
ventures. The truth was that the messenger of Allah attacked
without reason, conquered everyone along his path without
discrimination, and murdered without mercy. Opposition to
him and his religion would leave you skewered by the sword
of one of his followers. All this and more I read in the Qur’an
and the Hadith.
How could I possibly emulate this man?
His life was riddled with lust, blood, and greed. For the
first time in my life, I believed I could see the truth that
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was hidden behind that wall of fear. No wonder doubt and deep end.
questions were discouraged! Once that seed is sown, the Very few college students worked in Turkey, but we all
ground Islam stands on collapses faster than a house of needed money. When I saw a flyer for a job tutoring an
cards.
American lady in the Turkish language, I was excited.
However, once I turned my back on Islam, I had nowhere to A few days later, at the age of 19, I stood at the entrance
go. Gradually, a few others who had claimed their freedom to Therese’s apartment, staring at a verse from the Bible,
from the lies of Islam became my companions in reading cross-stitched and framed right across the door:
and learning. None of us had ever heard of any God other And there is salvation in no one else, for there is no other
than Allah, who sat upon the heavenly throne as the master, name under heaven given among men by which we must be
whose whims could change at any moment. Allah could saved. Acts 4:12
neither be reached nor understood. For a Muslim, Allah Oh great! She was a Christian.
can’t be eternally unchangeable since that would place It was sad, really. The poor woman had grown up in a country
unnatural limitations on his divine power. Such a deity, where science and technology were advanced, but she still
where consistency and immutability are constraints, though, believed in fairy tales like God and angels. As an enlightened
was not compatible with natural science. As it happened, woman, it was my duty to help her see through the darkness
the natural world and its study became a new interest of of religion. Little did I know, Therese had been raised in an
mine, so much so that eventually evolution
atheist household and had become a Christian
and science turned into the media by which I
“it made sense after leaving for college. Upon graduation
interpreted human existence.
from college, she and her husband had moved
that such a
A word about Islam’s teachings on Christianity
overseas to spread the Gospel.
benevolent
might be useful here. We had always been
From our first tutoring session, Therese
taught that Jews had corrupted the message
Supreme Being discovered that I was not shy about talking
Allah sent them through the Prophet Moses would be willing of religion and politics. After all, what else
and that Christians corrupted the message
was a worthy topic of conversation? I was a
to
create
an
order
that was sent through the Prophet Jesus.
missionary atheist; I wanted people to see
through which the light and live the truth, no matter how
The Bible was changed by men in order to
fit Allah’s message to their human agenda. I
His creatures unsatisfying it was. For three years, twice a
was also told in my religious education classes
week, two and a half hours a day, Therese and
could
come
to
that Christians believed in three gods: Father,
I conversed, argued, and gritted our teeth at
know Him.”
Son, and Mother. The concepts of Trinity and
each other.
Incarnation were not only incomprehensible
The God Therese talked about was completely
but even blasphemous to Muslim ears. At this stage of my different from Allah, who was not bound by consistency or
life, as far as I could see, all of these religions believed in goodness. According to Islam, something was bad or sinful
the same God, thus suffering from equal incompatibility with because Allah said so. The absolute was fluid. Contrarily,
reality and science.
the Creator of the Cosmos whom Therese believed in was
The only moral compass of my life came from Islam, and consistent, pure, and good. This was utterly crucial for me
with the rejection of my parents’ religion, I began to live a because this Christian God could be compatible with science.
life free of moral boundaries. Getting drunk and smoking He would be above and beyond science, of course, but it
while my friends and I made fun of all things supernatural made sense that such a benevolent Supreme Being would
became a new lifestyle for me. Middle and high school years be willing to create an order through which His creatures
flew by as we met often to play chess and polish off a few could come to know Him. At the end of those three years,
bottles of cheap wine. We were a small circle of outcasts, but Therese had convinced me that there was a possibility that
these friends were my new family, while my mother became God existed.
depressed and unresponsive in the wake of her divorce.
This posed a serious dilemma for me. If there actually
This misfit group of friends was my escape from a was a God, and eternal life was real, then this short life of
meaningless life in our small town. Thankfully, despite my ours, where we could make our own decisions, was utterly
disconnectedness, the Lord had blessed me with a quick unique. If there was a God, He was all-important. However,
mind that helped me gain entrance to good universities.
the question remained: was He truly benevolent? What kind
By the time I moved to Ankara, the capital city, for my of a good and powerful being would allow so much evil into
studies, I was a staunch atheist who had no qualms His creation?
about sleeping around, regularly getting drunk, and The problem of pain is a difficult one to solve. It is inherently
even experimenting with drugs on occasion. Thankfully, intertwined with the problem of sin and the infinite
however, I understood that I had to work hard to finish consequences of man’s sinful nature. Since Islam neither
college. That sense of responsibility — and no doubt accepts original sin nor has a coherent understanding of man
the Lord’s gentle nudging — kept me from going off the and his separation from God, I never comprehended what
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death after sin would mean. As an atheist, I blamed mankind Paul respected their parents and feared them, but that fear
for all the evils of the world. It was always someone else’s stemmed from love. They did not want to disappoint their
fault, of course. Society was oppressive; the bourgeoisie was parents. The family functioned in harmony; problems were
greedy; sexual norms were too constricting; religion was solved together. It was beautiful to watch their daily life.
suffocating. It was never my fault.
The love in that home was tangible, so much so that I found
At the end of my second year in college, our Buddhist myself wanting to stay longer than needed. The questions
professor assigned us a chapter titled “Grand Inquisitor” from I had been struggling with for three years were not simply
Dostoyevsky’s The Brothers Karamazov. English is painful. I intellectual exercises. Their answers required a radical
spent an entire night poring over this chapter that was about change, and in this family’s life, I saw what that change
the atheist brother trying to convince the Christian brother would entail: selfless love. I had loved and been loved. I
that religion was false.
was also blessed to have good boyfriends who cared for me.
In this chapter, Christ stops by the Spain of the Inquisitions. However, in those relationships, I invariably expected my
He walks amongst the crowd, heals people, and raises a boyfriend to satisfy all my needs — an impossible task for
girl from the dead. The Grand Inquisitor, a plainly dressed anyone. In Jerome and Martha’s marriage, I saw that the
cardinal, arrests Him and puts Him in jail. When the first person they loved was Christ, and everyone they met
Inquisitor visits the Son of God in His cell that night, he tells bathed in the warmth of that love.
Christ that He should have accepted the devil’s offers in the I wanted that love, but I did not want to give up the prospect
desert (see Matthew 4:1–11). Jesus should have turned the of a good government job. Converts to Christianity are
stones into bread because men only desire earthly security perceived as threats or traitors in Turkey. What would my
and earthly friends. Freedom and heavenly bread are not fiancé think? What would my atheist friends think? Would I
welcome. Jesus also should have accepted the
be alone? Would I ever “belong” again? So
power Satan offered to show men amazing “I realized that I many questions, but their answers eluded
signs and wonders, instead of giving mere
was the little girl, me. I could not let go. I agonized over the
mortals a chance to follow their hearts freely.
decision of becoming a Christian. I could not
Lastly, Jesus should have established a universal and the precious eat; I could not sleep. Despite all my thinking
state to create absolute order because men gift was Christ’s and worrying, I could not choose Christ over
always crave security. Christ does not respond sacrifice, offered my earthly concerns. The Holy Spirit sighed,
because He has already said everything through
and facepalmed in heaven.
that I might have probably,
His death and resurrection. When the Grand
One morning, I was shuffling towards my
eternal life.”
Inquisitor opens the gate to set Christ free, He
early morning class. There were only a few
simply kisses the man and leaves.
other souls wandering around. In front of one of the gray
For the first time in my life, I came face to face with my own buildings, in my mind’s eye, a scene appeared. A little girl
sinfulness. The sinfulness of my parents changed my life. My with a white dress sat in the middle of a meadow. She was
selfish and inconsiderate ways impacted many others. No preoccupied with toys in her lap and was not concerned
man was an island, after all. Day after day, sin after sin, we with the great outdoors or the formidable mountains in the
knit an intricate tapestry where one’s actions affect countless background. While she played, two hands reached down to
others. I realized that I was infected and incapable of healing offer her a gift. The owner of the hands was so huge that
myself. That night of too many cups of tea and weird English the mountains seemed small in comparison. The beautifully
words was the night when my intellectual objections to wrapped gift glowed from within. It was obvious that its
Christianity broke down. I had read many books about Christ contents were precious beyond imagination. But the little girl
and the genesis of Christianity and had concluded that Christ was so busy that she did not realize she was being handed
was a real historical figure; most of the Apostles had died for such a gift. Finally, she looked up for a moment and said:
their faith. Now, I knew that Someone would have to pull me “No, thank you, I have these little things to play with.”
out of the dark pit of sin.
“Are you stupid?” was my first thought. “How could you
Summer came shortly after this realization, and Therese possibly compare your measly toys to that gift?” Then I
would be moving to the US for a year. I still had two years realized that I was the little girl, and the precious gift was
left at the university and was once again in need of gainful Christ’s sacrifice, offered that I might have eternal life. The
employment. After a few months, I started to teach Peter light bulb finally came on.
and Paul, the small children of a couple named Jerome and The following day, I told Martha that it was a good day to
Martha. This was the first time I was truly immersed in the become a Christian. They prayed the prayer for me to accept
lives of Christians. With Therese, either I was not around Jesus Christ into my heart. That day, my life changed forever.
her family enough to observe them or I was too blind to see I read the Bible, joined studies, and started to meet other
the difference. But in Jerome and Martha’s marriage, I saw Turkish Christians. I was not the only one, after all. Slowly, I
something new: a partnership. They demonstrated selfless joined different ministries and made friends. But the worries
love and served each other and their children. Peter and I had before all came true. I broke up with my fiancé. I
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ended the relationship because he had become intolerant
of my new life and beliefs. I lost many friends because
conversations became awkward, and our common interests
vanished. Instead of a government job, I decided to get a
doctorate and teach in a university. Looking back, none of
these developments seem like sacrifices, but the devil used
my earthly worries to keep me from reaching for heavenly
treasures.
I knew so little about Christianity that, for the first few
months, all I did was read whatever Christian literature I could
find. The more I learned, the more sense Christ’s sacrifice
made. But there remained a few persistent questions. I
did not understand sola Scriptura, the doctrine of the Bible
alone. Christ, after all, never wrote anything, and the New
Testament canon was not formed for another three hundred
years after the Resurrection. Similarly, it did not make sense
that the Man who suffered and died for us, who knows us
better than we know ourselves, would just leave us without
having established some authority. He knows that, left to our
own devices, we bicker and divide in an instant. Then there
was sola fide, faith alone, which was not to be found in the
Bible, even though it was a major tenet of the Christianity
that I was taught. Did the Lord take away our free will as
soon as we said the Sinner’s Prayer? Lastly, creationism was
defended so vociferously that I couldn’t help but wonder
whether our entire belief system would fall apart if, one day,
evolution was proved to be true beyond doubt. Surely, the
Lord could have used any means He wanted to bring about
humans. But I pushed all these questions away, thinking that
I just didn’t know enough to understand them.
Then, the unthinkable happened. A good friend of mine
named Anthony became Catholic during his studies at Notre
Dame. Anthony and I had become good friends through the
Christian teenage ministry we were both part of. When he
told me he was becoming Catholic, I was astonished. Most
Muslim countries are awash with anti-Catholic propaganda.
The Crusades are often brought up as proof of the greed and
violence of Christians. All the bad guys in old Turkish movies
are deviant and decadent Catholics. It did not help that the
Protestants around me were strongly anti-Catholic.
My agnostic roommate and I had met Anthony for lunch in
Istanbul. When I returned to Ankara, I was determined to
prove him wrong, prove that Catholics added a bunch of
weird unbiblical stuff, like praying to the saints or the papacy
or the Eucharist.
However, the only book on Catholic theology in my university
library was written by somebody named Joseph Cardinal

Ratzinger. Well, this Mr. Ratzinger’s arguments had better be
ready to be taken apart by my mighty, new-convert intellect!
As you can imagine, I could not get past the introduction. I
put the hefty tome back onto its shelf with profound respect.
When I returned to my dorm room, I found a package from
Anthony with a much smaller and much less intimidating
book by Mark Shea: By What Authority? Reading this little
book was the beginning of the end of my experiment in
Evangelical Christianity. Shea, a former Evangelical himself,
used passages of Scripture to demonstrate just how biblical
Catholic doctrines really are.
As I read further and deeper about Catholicism, I realized
that everything I had swept under the rug — sola
Scriptura, sola fide, creationism, and the rest — found
their answers in the Catholic Church. To begin with, sola
Scriptura and the lack of an external ecclesial authority
after the Ascension of Christ had never made sense to me.
I found it very hard to believe that the Lord would not leave
us a guiding light. Additionally, the “Bible-alone doctrine”
seemed flimsy because of the ever-increasing division
among the Protestant denominations. Their disagreement
ranged from whether homosexuality is morally acceptable to
the meaning of Baptism. These are no simple matters. How
is it possible that the same Holy Spirit, who is supposed to
be guiding every individual, could lead to so much confusion
and quarrel?
The Bible itself never claims to be the only authority, nor
do the Scriptures ever say man is saved by faith alone (see
James 2:24). On the other hand, Our Lord time and again
emphasized the importance of unity, which can only be
acquired through one universal Church. Without a leader or
a visible structure, how could there be only one universal
Church?
All of these questions lead to Peter. It was clear that Christ
had singled out Peter to be the leader of the disciples, not
because Peter was perfect, but because he was given the
charge of leading the Lord’s sheep.
Establishing a hierarchical order among the disciples and
the faithful and putting the seal of the Holy Spirit on the
Church were two acts of Christ that showed the existence
and importance of the Magisterium (the Church’s teaching
authority). Through this authority, eventually the canon of
the Bible would be recognized and the unity of the Church
would be protected — that is, until schisms and reformations
tore the Body of Christ apart.
I found the fullness of truth in Mother Church and could no
longer ignore the call of the Eucharist because for the first
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time the words of John 6 made sense. Without apostolic
succession and transubstantiation, Christ sounds like a
lunatic who was willing to lose a majority of his followers
over a parable or an analogy.
However, the idea that a miracle occurred during every Mass
was not easy to swallow. When I read the innumerable
accounts of Eucharistic miracles over the centuries, occurring
even today, that disbelief diminished, and I started to yearn
for the heavenly Bread. I was ready to cross the Tiber.
I spent over a year in a tiny parish in Ankara, going through
the Gospel of St. Matthew with other catechumens. Not long
before my confirmation into the Church, I had to move to
England for my graduate studies. As it happened, I was to
go through a second RCIA (catechumenate) and wait almost
another year before I could receive the Eucharist, but the

wait was worth it. During the Easter Vigil of 2008, in St.

FROM IGNORANCE TO
PASSION FOR THE FAITH

never heard of Humanae Vitae, either. An MSU biology class
convinced me that an unborn baby — a “fetus,” as they called
it — was not really alive because it had no memories or
thoughts and simply survived off the body of another. Thus,
when a roommate planned and followed through with an
abortion, it seemed unremarkable, business as usual.
Every Sunday, I thought about Mass, but rarely bothered to
go. There were times, however, when I felt darkness in places
where God was not, such as at a gay bar with friends and an
introductory class to transcendental meditation. Surely, there
was a divine shield wrought by the prayers of my parents and
my own sparse moments that ultimately repelled me from
such places.
Mark’s parents were teachers and converts to the faith,
although their conversions seemed light on Catholic teaching,
and they were very liberal politically. Mass was hit-and-miss
for them, too. They were nomads, having lived in three states,
Mexico, and Guam, while raising Mark and his two younger
brothers. Mark graduated from the University of Oregon with
a degree in political science.
The Peace Corps: After college, we both joined the Peace
Corps and were sent to the Marshall Islands. Mark was an
agriculture volunteer on an outer island, growing a vegetable
garden where tropical fruit and seafood abounded. The
islanders had no interest in vegetables. Mark had been fed
poisoned fish while there, as a way to test whether he had
intentionally broken a social custom or not. If he lived, he
was innocent, and if he died — and it seemed he brushed up
against it — then he was innocent.
At his earliest opportunity, Mark escaped to the main island of
Majuro, the district center, and got their ill-functioning radio
station in better shape. He trained locals as disc jockeys,
to read the news, and announce the ship schedule. That is
when we met. I was a youth worker; organized a women’s
softball league, taught exercise classes for senior citizens and
a first aid class to young mothers. Mark became one of my
softball umpires. Ultimately, the bureaucratic Peace Corps

Cuthbert’s Church of Durham, England, I received Our Lord
in the Eucharist for the first time. Since that day, I have
discovered an endless ocean teeming with life in the Catholic
Church, with her saints, theology, and liturgy. When I became
Protestant, I had simply got off the train one stop too soon.
While studying in England, I met my husband and moved
to the US. Nine years and four children later, my days as a
Muslim and an atheist sometimes feel like a dream. With His
grace and love, the Lord healed my wounds and brought
something wonderful out of a broken past.
And he who sat upon the throne said, “Behold, I make all
things new.” Revelation 21:5
Derya Little
(taken from the Catholic Coming Home network.org)

My husband, Mark, and I were never “cafeteria Catholics.”
We were simply on a diet; a reduced information one.
Ignorance was the problem. And maybe some spiritual
sloth. We occasionally prayed and less occasionally attended
Mass. But as Peace Corps volunteers in the Marshall Islands,
Micronesia where we met, that seemed evidence enough
that we were among the good ones.
Born in the mid-1950s, we were Baby Boomers, bringing
up the rear, where Catholic values started to go into
hiding as our generation breathed in the exhaust of 1969
Woodstock’s cultural fumes: sex, drugs, and rock ’n roll. It
was the Age of Aquarius, where hedonism set the stage for
the next generation: prayer removed from public schools,
the birth control pill, wide disregard for Pope Paul VI’s 1968
encyclical Humanae Vitae, radical feminism, abortion, and
Phil Donahue’s talk show. These were the manifestations of
a redefined morality.
Childhood: I grew up in Dearborn, Michigan, where my Dad
worked as an engineer at Ford Motor Company, and my
mom stayed home like all the other mothers did in our St.
Alphonsus parish neighborhood. One-car garages and big
families meant we all walked to school and all our friends
lived nearby. It was small-town living in a big city, just like all
the other Catholic neighborhoods.
By 1975, when I graduated from high school, most of the
nuns were out of their habits and many out of their vocations.
There were less of them to staff Catholic schools, but in
symmetry, less students were going to Catholic schools by
then. After a year of journalism at the University of Detroit,
I switched to social science at Michigan State University. I
was shocked in a humanities class to learn for the first time
about the Church selling indulgences. I had never heard of
such a thing. I also knew little to nothing about the Rosary,
Eucharistic Adoration, and much of Catholic doctrine. I had
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ruled that Mark had to go back to his outer island or leave.
In the meantime, we fell in love and within a couple of weeks
decided we would get married (which we did a year later.)
For a couple months before we decided to return to the U.S.,
Mark continued to run the radio station as an employee of the
Marshall Island government.
Marriage and Family: My husband and I were both
“somewhat Catholic,” loved adventure, and believed we
were destined to be together. We married at St. Alphonsus
parish in Dearborn, Michigan, then settled down in Portland,
Oregon. Mark worked at a news radio station, I worked in
a medical billing office and got a master’s degree in public
administration. Our marriage preparation consisted of
listening to speakers on six Sunday evenings. Neither of us
can remember anything about it. We thought we were living
the great American romance and did not need to listen to
anyone’s advice on marriage.
Our son Aaron was born two years into our marriage. With
three-month-old Aaron in tow, we became Jesuit Volunteers
on the Flathead Indian Reservation in Ronan, Montana. I was
the program manager of the Folkshop, a sheltered workshop
for the developmentally disabled, and Mark helped run their
satellite recycling and firewood store in St. Ignatius, fifteen
miles away. We loved being parents and part of another
adventure, although we were learning that marriage was not
the piece of cake we expected. There were ups and downs,
which continued for many years. As Jesuit volunteers, we
pledged to be committed to the four values of spirituality,
social justice, community, and simplicity. Again, we patted
ourselves on the back for obviously being good Catholics, but
we still didn’t know what that really meant.
From there, we became group home parents of a home for
delinquent teenage boys in Kalispell, MT. Our second son,
Luke, was born there. After him, two years later, Tyler. After
the third year, we left the group home and lived in town. Mark
worked in radio, and I started freelance writing. Were three
little bundles of joy enough? I thought so.
Contraception Delusion: Mark was not so sure, but didn’t
want to pressure me. I decided to have a tubal ligation. Two
days prior to the surgery, during the pre-op exam, the doctor
explained that the failure rate was only 1 in 500. Not bad
odds for the lottery, I thought. A failure could result in a lifethreatening tubal pregnancy. I had a bad feeling and decided

not to go through with it.
The next plan was birth control pills provided by my new
physician, who was also our parish priest. Yes, you read that
correctly. He was a priest who later received his bishop’s
permission to also become a doctor. He was preaching heresy,
however. “It’s not reasonable to expect couples to follow the
Pope’s teaching on birth control,” he told me.
Well, he should know, I thought. After only a couple of weeks,
I had problems with the pill, so I stopped taking them. The
following month I was pregnant. When Mark learned of
this, he announced, “I’ve been praying for this!” I wanted to
know if he meant that figuratively or had he prayed behind
my back? He really was literally praying for more children!
Regardless, as a die-hard baby lover, I immediately began
looking forward to another baby.
Mark was then laid off from his radio job. They could not
afford two newsmen. Expecting a baby, with no insurance
and no job, changed our outlook on life. We began to pray in
a different way for the first time in our lives. Instead of asking
for Mark to find a job, we prayed for God’s will to be done.
We asked God to direct Mark to whatever job was his will.
The only thing we asked was that it would be a place where
we could grow spiritually and would be a good environment
to raise our children. We suddenly had an inkling that God
was in charge, not we. It was the beginning of our real faith
journey.
Without his applying, Mark received a job offer from a radio
news director in Bismarck, ND, who had heard about him.
(The Associated Press had named Mark Broadcaster of the
Year in Montana.) So we moved there.
Jacob was born in Bismarck, on May 13, the anniversary date
of Our Lady of Fatima’s first appearance in Fatima, Portugal.
It was also Mark’s birthday and Mother’s Day. Mark, too, had
been born on Mother’s Day thirty-three years earlier. Happy
Birthday, Mark — from God!
During this time in our lives, I read about various Marian
apparitions, and we were inspired for the first time in our
lives to pray the Rosary — after we learned how, that is. We
stopped missing Sunday Mass, and both started reading about
the faith. We even started going to Confession, something we
had not done since before college. Still, you don’t go from
point A to point B in one step. We were not yet fully converted
— particularly when it came to family planning. I insisted that
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Mark have a vasectomy, thinking that four pregnancies were
enough in today’s world. Mark resisted at first, still wanting to
be open to life, but finally relented.
Initially, I was oblivious that we had done anything wrong.
But as I started making occasional visits to the Tabernacle
at church, continued praying the Rosary, and desiring to do
God’s will, I came to understand internally, without reading or
hearing anything, that I was wrong to have pressured Mark.
I would later understand that the Church, which Christ had
founded to guide us, had been given authority to teach on
spiritual matters, which included procreation — and that that
teaching had remained unchanged since apostolic times. I
shared these thoughts with Mark. “You were like Eve,” he
stated. “You are right,” I agreed. “But Adam was kicked out
of the garden too.”
Reversing a Wrong: We prayed in contrition and desired to
be open to whatever God wanted in our lives, actually hoping
for a failed vasectomy. But one night, I had a dream in which
I saw two babies; one blonde and one dark-haired. I felt an
intense love for these babies, as if they were my own. At the
end of the dream, I understood that these were babies God
had planned for us, but because we had taken matters into
our own hands, they would never be born. I woke up feeling
like a mother who just lost her babies. I knew the only way
to get to them was to convince Mark to have a reversal of his
vasectomy. When Mark came home from work the next day,
I approached him with the idea of a reversal. “No way!” he
said and announced the subject was officially closed. I could
not get in another word about it. Now, it was my turn to pray
behind Mark’s back. “I want to do your will, God,” I prayed.
“I can’t change Mark’s mind, so I’m putting everything in
your hands.” Then, I just kept praying, often before the
Tabernacle. A couple months passed. Then, one morning
after Mass, Mark casually wondered how much a reversal
operation would cost. “$10,000,” I announced. Before Mark
had shot my idea down, I had called the doctor’s office and
had all the information. “Well, I can’t get off from work this
month (December),” Mark said, “but next month I could get
it done.” I was shocked and thrilled. “But what changed your
mind?” I asked. His answer took my breath away. “I had a
dream last night,” Mark said. “I saw two babies that God had
planned for us.” “Mark, I had that same dream,” I said. “That
was the reason I wanted you to have a reversal.” We were
in awe as the immensity of what had happened sunk in. God
had made his will known to us! We did not have the money
to pay for the reversal, but we decided that we could not let
money stop us from getting the babies God had planned for
us. We determined that we could probably make payments.
(By the way, insurance covers sterilizations, but guess what
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they don’t cover?)
Two months later, we were expecting a baby. We both
independently had a strong feeling that it would be our first
girl, and that God wanted us to name her Mary, after the
Blessed Mother, who had interceded for us. We had never
before considered that name. Our blond-haired baby girl,
Mary, was born on December 22, 1993. A few months before
her birth, we inherited from Mark’s grandmother the exact
amount of money we needed to pay for the reversal in full.
Dark-haired Teresa was born on my birthday, April 18, 1996.
I thought we must be done at six children, now that we
had the babies from our dream. But Mark had often said he
thought ten would be a good number. While praying about
it, I recalled that, when St. Maximilian Kolbe was young, he
received a vision of our Blessed Mother. She showed him
two crowns of roses: one of red, representing martyrdom,
and one of white, representing purity. She asked him which
he would choose. He chose both. I wondered if, like St.
Maximilian, we could volunteer to take on more than God
asked? We prayed and remained open to life. John was born
on August 31, 1999 and Isaac on his sister Mary’s birthday,
December 22, 2001. There could be no greater blessing on
our family than our children. The older ones delighted in their
younger siblings, and the love was mutual.
Kenya Connection: As for Mark’s frequent refrain that he
thought “ten” would be a good number of children, he got
his wish. Our next two blessings came to us from Kenya.
Our friend Evan came to our home for dinner during a midservice break from his work as an English teacher in Kisii,
Kenya — mission work sponsored by our Bismarck, ND
diocese. “Is there anything you need?” Mark and I wanted
to know. A sly grin crossed Evan’s face. “As a matter of fact,
there is,” he began. “I have a boy who desperately wants to
go to school in the United States. Would you consider taking
him in?” “We can’t,” we said. We could barely afford our eight
children ranging from a one-year-old to a nineteen-year-old
in college. “I knew that,” Evan said, “but your name kept
coming up when I asked others. One said, ‘Have you asked
the Armstrongs? They have so many they won’t notice one
more.’”
Then Evan brightened. “What if I got a family or two to help
with the expenses?” He then told us about this boy, Calvin.
“He is a good boy. His parents had died of AIDS, and he
was living with his two brothers. I found out that he often
went hungry and walked a long way to school. I invited him
to stay at the school with me during the week so he could
eat properly. He wanted me to bring him back with me to
the U.S., but I am almost seventy years old, so that would
be impossible.” At that point, it seemed unlikely that Calvin
would actually get permission to leave the country. He was
fifteen, had no birth certificate, and needed a passport and
visa. We would have to become his legal guardians, and
our medical insurance needed to cover him. St. Mary’s high
school, where our teenagers attended, would need to accept
him on scholarship. There were so many hoops to jump
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through, it all seemed unlikely. “We’ll pray about it,” we told
Evan. “If it’s God’s will, it will happen.” We never actually said
yes. But each hurdle was overcome and in July of 2002 Evan
sent an email: “Calvin just got his visa. He’ll be there in two
weeks.”
I had thought we were being good Christians, but when
I heard the rest of the story, I realized that we were the
ones who had been blessed. God had chosen us to answer
a seemingly impossible prayer. Years earlier, Calvin had read
a novel about a boy who left Africa to go to school in the
United States. It started a dream that Calvin began to pray
for with the trust of a child, even though at thirteen, his
childhood seemed to have been lost. Both his parents had
died of AIDS, leaving Rogers, fifteen; Calvin, eleven; and
Joash, nine, among Kenya’s 650,000 AIDS orphans. Calvin
had no money, no parents, and only two pairs of pants. Yet
on his long walks in the morning to St. Patrick’s Elementary
School, usually on an empty stomach, he often prayed to go
to school in the United States. When we learned of Calvin’s
prayer after he was already with us, we were in awe that God

Deliver Me!

I had a difficult manager in my new job, who seemed
to find fault with my work all the time. Though our
relationship had started out well during the first three
months, things changed after I received praise by senior
management on one of my projects. Since then, my
manager began to exhibit passive forms of aggression
towards me, which greatly troubled me at work.
I became very frustrated and reached a point of utter despair.
I almost fell into depression and seriously contemplated quitting
without a job, even though I was the sole breadwinner of my
family. There were very few alternative job opportunities for me
at the time, and I felt cornered with no clear way out of my
predicament. A couple of recruitment consultants contacted my
wife with job opportunities for her, but she held back as she did
not want me to feel like a failure in supporting our household.
This was when three miracles took place very quickly within a
very short period of time, which changed our lives completely
and truly showed us the Lord’s love for us and how He watches
over us.
The first miracle came in the form of a three-week reservist
period. As I was very close to a mental breakdown by this time,
I was very grateful to the Lord for this window of rest during
which I had a much-needed respite from work to compose
myself. During this period, I remember praying very fervently
to the Lord every day to deliver me from my situation. I was
like the woman in Matthew 9:20 who had haemorrhages for
12 years and merely wanted to touch Jesus’ cloak to receive
healing – except that I was desperately clinging on to the Lord’s
cloak, and in tears every day.
The second miracle came soon after. While my wife did not
follow up on the job opportunities that came her way, she
prayed to the Lord and said that she was willing to give up
all of her opportunities if I could receive a job opportunity in

had chosen us to answer such a seemingly impossible prayer.
Three years later, his younger brother, Joash, joined us. That,
too, is an amazing answer to prayer, in which Joash missed
Calvin and said his first Our Father, hoping to one day join
him. After Joash joined us, although he had pledged never
to try running again after two embarrassments (he went out
for soccer the first year in Bismarck), by the time he left for
college, Joash had broken all but one cross country record in
the state. Both boys from Kenya are now married, each with
one child. Calvin is a doctor and Joash has a science degree
and is in the Marines.
As we look back — the youngest is a junior in high school now
— our life has truly been an adventure. But growingly deeply
in the faith and accepting so many children, has brought us
blessings we never would have received otherwise. We went
from missing Sunday Masses and not knowing how to pray
a Rosary to doing both daily. And with the ups and downs in
married and family life, we believe that it has been our faith
that keeps getting us through to higher ground.
(taken from The Coming Home network.org)

turn. Within a week of my wife’s prayer, an ex-colleague of mine
informed me of a job opening in her company. This was a newly
created role which was ideal for me, and the office location was
also close to my home. This was, to me, a tremendous blessing
from the Lord!
Every time I find myself beginning to worry and despair over
something, I am reminded how the Lord is always gracious and
how He delivered me from the darkness that I was in.
The third miracle concerned the job interview process and the
terms of how I secured my role. Within a short span of four days
from the time I learnt of this new role, I completed all of my
scheduled interviews with local and overseas stakeholders. Two
days later, I received a job offer! Given my situation, I was very
desperate to change jobs and would be perfectly happy to do
so with a huge pay cut. However, through our Lord’s abundant
generosity and love, the new company offered to maintain my
current salary and included an additional transport allowance
too.
I subsequently quit my job, and started in my new role. The
stream of opportunities which my wife received previously, dried
up almost overnight. This was a clear affirmation that the Lord
listens to our prayers and answers our cries for help.
I have been in this new job for close to two years, and am doing
well despite the normal work challenges.
My wife and I are very thankful to the Lord for His blessings.
This episode of my life serves to remind me that nothing is
impossible for God (Luke 1:37), and that I need not fear for
He is with me at all times (Is 41:10). Every time I find myself
beginning to worry and despair over something, I am reminded
how the Lord is always gracious and how He delivered me from
the darkness that I was in.
Gary
(taken from Catholic stories.com)
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when we read the Scriptures using the approach through
lectio divina, we must set aside sufficient time and slow
down! When we bring our time of the business of our
lives and apostolates into our time of lectio, it could easily
be difficult for one to have a fruitful encounter with the
word. We might need to take some prayer time before to
be able to have the proper disposition that is willing and
ready to receive His living water. We must also recognize
that we might not always feel like we received anything
during our prayer time, but any time spent with God and
the Scriptures is time well spent. Regardless of what we
feel, Christ is always at work when we read His word with
sincerity. It would also not be a surprise to me that our
driest time of reading the word is often the time in which it
is bearing the most fruit for our souls and for the kingdom
of God. We can read the Scriptures time and time again,
and not even in a thousand years would we exhaust what
the word of God offers us.
Faith: throughout Scripture, we see the need for faith. We
see in the gospels Christ healing many people. When we
see Him heal, at times He heals with a word. Not just any
word but He who is Himself the “Word of God” as we read
in Rev. 19:13. God says in Gen. 1:3 “Let there be light,” and
there was light. When He heals a leper He says “I will it, be
clean,” and instantly he was made clean. He brings back
to life the daughter of a centurion by the words “Rise,”
and immediately, she arose and walked. He casts out a
legion of demons by the simple word “Go,” and they fled.
Isa. 55:11 says “Every word of God that goes forth from
my mouth; it shall not return to me empty, but it shall
accomplish that for which I intend it, and prosper in the
thing for which I sent it.” The thing that I would like to
highlight is the fact we must read the word of God with
expectancy and mountain-moving faith. Believe that it can
heal us, teach us, deliver us from evil, illuminate our minds
and hearts, increase our faith, and give us perseverance
for our life’s journey. We must come to believe and know,
like the figures we read about in the gospels, that we too
can experience this and become a living witness to the
transformative power of Christ through his word. The most
important thing of all to remember is that God himself
has a desire to speak to us, to me and you personally;
to continue to transform and change our lives; to help us
grow in faith, hope, and love; to lead us into deeper union
with His very self; and to share intimately in his very being.
Let us then pray for one another, that with, in, and through
the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, in the power of the Holy
Spirit, crying out to Abba Father, along with looking through
the eyes of St. Francis and following in his footsteps, we
many enter more profoundly into the word of God, with a
new faith, a profound hope, a patient gaze, and a listening
contemplative stance that will continue to be drawn by the
voice of our Beloved, that is, into the Heart of Christ.
Br. Roch Mary, CFR
(Most Blessed Sacrament Friary, Newark, NJ)

God will not allow
you to be lost
if you persist in
your determination
not to lose Him
Padre Pio

THE TRANSFORMATIVE
POWER OF THE LIVING
WORD OF GOD
One thing I must always remind myself of before I prepare
to read the word of God is how much of a necessity it is
to beseech the Holy Spirit for His help and light. I would
like to share a short story about an experience that I had
early on in my conversion. When I was about 20 yrs. old,
I started to come back into the Catholic Church and even
went to daily Mass when I could. Although I was now
receiving Jesus in the Eucharist and even going to frequent
confession, every time I went to open up the Bible or when
I would hear the word proclaimed at Mass, I had absolutely
no idea what was going on. At this point I had still yet to
receive the Sacrament of Confirmation. Needless to say,
the next step I took was to get confirmed, to bring my
baptismal grace to completion along with bringing to full
operation the sanctifying gifts of the Holy Spirit. Almost
instantaneously after I received my confirmation, the word
of God became absolutely alive to me. It became real,
tangible, and approachable. I can remember staying up
half of the night more than a few times not being able to
put down my Bible and having no idea how many hours
passed or what time it was. The Prophet Jeremiah tells
us in chap. 15:16 “When I found you words O Lord I
devoured them, they became to me the joy and delight
of my heart.” Now I could truly identify with this passage.
What a treasure I had found, or rather, what a treasure
that had been given to me by a loving Father, desiring to
lead his prodigal son into His light and truth.
Now, if I could simply highlight a few things in regards
to this experience and offer some brief reflections. To
acknowledge that when we read the word of God, we
must read it with a true hunger. We must seek the face
of Christ, listen for the sound of His voice, and desire a
real encounter with the living God whom we love through
His word. Some things that I have found helpful to aid
this are as follows: We should approach the Scriptures
with faith, expectancy, and patience. We recognize that
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Sister. (Once I heard a priest say that like Mary, our angels
give us our “annunciation” of the vocation God has chosen
for us. I believe that moment was my annunciation.)
Lovely as the story is, I must admit, it was not long before I
turned away from my Beloved Lord and His call. A series of
events and problems led me to despair and reject an intimate
life with God. By the time I was out of high-school, I had
rebelled against the Lord and had abandoned prayer. By the
age of 20, my life was a disaster and my family was suffering
the consequences of my sinfulness. At the lowest point of my
life, I knew I had nowhere else to turn but to God. Everything
was black and I felt alone. I went to confession to a priest
who lovingly welcomed me back into the Church. For my
penance, he asked me to find a work of service that I could
do in the Church to draw me back. I decided to become a
CCD teacher.
It was not long after this that I heard about the alleged
apparitions taking place in Medjugorje, Yugoslavia. I was
intrigued, and using some money I received for my 21st
birthday, I bought Wayne Wieble’s book about Medjugorje.
Our Lady used that book as an instrument to change my life.
As I felt too weak to face Jesus alone, Mary took me in her
arms during the next few months and brought me to her son.
The miracles and the drama of the next two years would take
an entire book to write! All, I can say is that today, sixteen
years later, I am a Sister of St. Francis of Perpetual Adoration,
and I am preparing to profess my final vows this fall. My
consecration to Jesus through Mary has been my security
and a great source of perseverance. The road has not been
easy, but it has been beautiful and has served to glorify God.
The greatest sweetness in my life, is my relationship with
Mary. The greatest passion in my life is my love for Jesus in
the Blessed Sacrament. I thank our Heavenly Father for the
great gift of life He has given me over and over through the
Sacraments of the Church. They are my greatest source of
peace. How much more I could say in praise of all He has
done for me in my life! How much more I could say about the
fidelity of My Heavenly Mother in my life!
Why did I choose the Catholic road to Jesus? It is because
of the gift of the Sacraments - most especially the Eucharist,
and the gift of our Lady, which is not offered to me in
other Christian denominations, beautiful as they may be...
Through the power of His Spirit, may all come to find the
great treasures of joy and truth present in our Holy Catholic
Church!
Sr. Marie, OSF
(taken from Why I choose the Catholic Road to Jesus)

Jesus chose it for me.
I responded with the help of Mary, our Heavenly
Mother. My spiritual awakening began in my
early teen years. I remember coming back from
Communion and sitting in my pew with my family.
Suddenly the thought occurred to me, “What am I
doing here? What is Communion...really?”
Not long after that I befriended a Franciscan Sister who
worked in my high school. She invited me to go on a retreat
to her “motherhouse.” I was intrigued. It was that retreat at
the age of 15 that I first remember hearing God’s call. These
Franciscan Sisters were the Sisters of St. Francis of Perpetual
Adoration. Their main charism was to adore the Eucharist
and as a community, to always have two Sisters praying in
their motherhouse adoration chapel before the exposed Host
in the monstrance.
When I arrived at the motherhouse with a number of other
young high school girls, we were instructed about the
importance of this charism. We were told that we could pray
at any time of the day or night in the adoration chapel, as
long as we were reverent. At about 2am in the morning, after
the other girls had finally fallen asleep, I sneaked upstairs to
check out this chapel. The whole atmosphere of the convent
seemed beautifully mysterious to me, and I wanted to tap
into the “secret.” I entered the adoration chapel shocked to
discover that there were no Sisters praying there...or so I
thought! I was stunned! I couldn’t believe that after nearly
150 years of commitment to this charism, I walked in when no
one was there! Surely there must have been some mistake!
I decided to help the Sisters out and stay there until the
someone arrived. (Little did I know that there was a balcony
upstairs where the Sisters were quietly praying behind me!)
I knelt in the pew and started to leaf through the many little
booklets I found there. Was I overjoyed to find the Sisters’
custom books and other precious spiritual treasures! Surely,
I was getting close to understanding the “secret” of the
convent. I found myself particularly interested in a pamphlet
on Our Lady of Fatima and the Holy Scapular. As I was
reading this little brochure, I was unaware of what the Lord
had in store for me at that moment. Suddenly, a glorious
event occurred in my soul that I could never explain with
human tongue. I felt as if I were being lifted up and thrown
into the Heaven. My soul seems to remember a Light, my
mind remembers only the sight of the golden monstrance
and the Pure White Host. I was happy beyond any happiness
I had ever known. I was steeped in the Love of the Divine. I
knew beyond all doubt that there was a God. I had touched
Him. He had touched me. The next day, as I was preparing
to leave the convent and the Sisters were hugging all the
girls good-bye, I heard a voice in my heart say, “Aren’t they
beautiful?” I knew at that moment, God wanted me to be a

In New Zealand and Australia

Over 200 Catholics are offering Catholics “B & B” for $35.00 one person, or $30.00 per person for 2 or more
persons per night, includes continental breakfast. This is a wonderful way for Catholics to meet and enjoy the
company of other Catholics. If you wish to become a host or if you wish to purchase a book with all the details of
hosts, the cost is $15, includes postage, contact or order from Marie Anderson, 2 Brent Place, Christchurch, 8053.
Phone: 03 3595 541, email: marie.ian@xtra.co.nz.
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sore tempers. We need to be well grounded to protect both
our soles and souls on the slippery slopes and rocky roads
of relationship.
#6. Pay attention to the small things in life. Small
stones can cause big blisters. A few words can cause huge
arguments. We need to nip little problems in the bud, even
if that may slow us down a bit.
#7. Our Lord is the God of small things. No problem,
no pain is too small for Him who made us in His image and
likeness. His angels walk among us, carrying seeds of hope
on the breath of His Spirit. We are surrounded by beauty.
#8. So don’t forget to delight in the Lord! “You have
turned my mourning into dancing; you have clothed me
with joy, so that my soul may praise you and not be silent. O
Lord my God, I will give thanks to you forever.” (Ps 30:11-12)
#9. We do not walk alone. “Those who pass by us, do
not go alone, and do not leave us alone; they leave a bit
of themselves, and take a little of us.” (Antoine de SaintExupéry)
What Next? 16 days and 310km later, on the feast day
of St Anthony of Padua, we arrive in Compostela, “sound
at the end of our road, enriched with grace.” We venerate
and give thanks to Sant Iago (St James in Galician) and
receive his blessing at the Pilgrim’s Mass. The incense from
the giant botufumeiro infuses us with the aroma of Christ,
and we hug and kneel and cry with joy and relief — and
incredulity and sadness that it is suddenly all over.
But we are not quite done yet. St Catherine of Siena said:
“We are pilgrim travellers in this life, with no permanence
in time, running on toward our in ending in death… So we
need the light of faith in the most Holy Trinity if we would
reach our goal without the darkness getting into the way”.
We go (by car!) to the real end of the Camino at Finisterra
(Land’s End) on Galicia’s Costa da Morte (the Coast of
Death). We see where the medieval pilgrims would have
picked up scallop shells from the beach and saw, in them,
the rays of the sun setting on their old lives. The next
day, when they turned around to “return home healthy
and full of worthy virtues,” they saw the rays of the sun
rising on a new hope and a new beginning. We too see and
understand. “Few human joys are as deep and thrilling as
those experienced by two people who love one another and
have achieved something as the result of a great, shared
effort.” Pope Francis, Amoris Laetitia, 13
We cannot wait to write the next few Chapters of our Book
knowing that the Good Shepherd watches over us. We
believe it will end: “And they all lived joyfully ever after.”
Thanks be to God.
Frances was born under a wandering and wondering star.
She has walked many ways in the world, but with only one
man and one God.
Discovering Self, Faith in Action

THE CAMINO DE
SANTIAGO:

A Metaphor for Marriage
The Camino is neither a hike nor a holiday, but
a journey into ourselves through the Gate of the
Sheepfold, the Way to Life. (Fr Augusto Losada
Lopez, Parish of Santiago Peregrino de Triacastela,
Galicia)
So is marriage. It is the Year of Faith 2013, and my husband
and I decide to walk the Way of St James in thanksgiving for
25 years of fidelity to each other, and to God for all His gifts,
including our three wonderful children. We are halfway
through our Book of Life. Part I is finished. My spiritual
director consoles me: “50 is the old age of youth — but it’s
the youth of old age!” We ask the Author, “Quo vadis?” He
gives us His answer. And so, together with our younger son,
then 21, we set off on our own journey to the West.
We dedicate Part II of our Book to Our Lady, Virgin of the
Camino, at her chapel in Leon Cathedral. The Blessing for
Pilgrims reads: “Dear Lord Jesus Christ, bless these

children of yours who, for the love of your name, are
on a pilgrimage to Compostela. Be for them their
companion on the way, their guide at the crossroads,
their shelter on the road, their shade in the heat,
their light in the darkness, their comfort in weariness
and their resolve in intentions. So that through your
guidance, they may arrive sound at the end of their
road, enriched with grace, and return home healthy
and full of worthy virtues.” The Way reminds us of our
journey into ourselves and our vocation
#1. Travel light. Our journey will be long and our load
will be burden enough: we let go of non-essentials to make
space for better, lighter stuff.
#2. Good speed is your speed. We take our time, pace
ourselves according to our own capabilities, and resist the
temptation to compare our progress (or lack thereof) with
others’. If we find ourselves left behind, we are not afraid,
for we know we are always ahead of someone else behind
us.
#3. Don’t panic! When the struggle becomes uphill and
the road long and winding, we can find direction from the
most unlikely people and in the most surprising places…
“Whether you turn to the right or to the left, your ears will
hear a voice behind you, saying, ‘This is the way; walk in
it’.” (Isaiah 30:21)
#4. Take breaks and hydrate.
Even the best of travellers need to refill with living water,
and to take their eyes off the road. If we look up from the
road, we can see the path ahead, and that God is there
already.
#5. Wear good shoes.
“For your feet, put on whatever will make you ready to
proclaim the gospel of peace” (Eph 6:15). Sore feet lead to
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MY SOUL IS THIRSTING FOR YOU, OH LORD - Volume II – by Willy Vermeulen
Available for $5 plus $1.40 postage, 4/8 Elizabeth St, Tauranga 3110 or e-mail willyv@kinect.co.nz

Questionnaire
WE REMIND READERS THAT, IN ORDER TO REMAIN ON OUR MAILING LIST, THEY SHOULD CONTACT
US AT LEAST EVERY TWO YEARS.
We would appreciate it if all readers WHO HAVE NOT DONE SO would fill in the questionnaire below. Any
comments, requests or criticisms will be welcome.
AS OUR MAGAZINE IS FREE, THIS IS NOT A REQUEST FOR DONATIONS, but to ensure that it is actually read.
(If those who reply wish to give a financial contribution, we would be very grateful, but this is not essential.)

c Yes, I wish to continue receiving the ‘Medjugorje News’.
c No, please take me off your mailing list.
c My address has changed and is now:
Name ...........................................................................................................................................................
Address (if not on back or if changed) .............................................................................................................
.....................................................................................................................................................................
.....................................................................................................................................................................
Comments .....................................................................................................................................................
.....................................................................................................................................................................
.....................................................................................................................................................................
.....................................................................................................................................................................
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4 The Rosary with Medjugorje with Luminous mysteries on CD $15.oo
Contact:
4 Books:
Souls in Purgatory – donation

Phone/Fax 09-4183428
Contact: Myriam Media Ministries,
To order, phone or write to above address and ask for our free catalogue
10 Park Ave, Birkenhead, North Shore City 0626. Phone/Fax 09-418 3428

*Important reminder*
When writing to us or sending us new names and/or addresses, please:
- Include your Return Address
- NAMES & ADDRESSES MUST BE IN CAPITAL LETTERS, BLOCK LETTERS

a Have you enjoyed reading this issue? a Is it helping you in your spiritual life?
a Do you think others would benefit from reading it?
What about passing it on to someone or leave it in any church porch/foyer or anywhere else,
so others can read it too.

New Zealand
Permit n° 57399

From: PO Box 287, Dargaville, 0340
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