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From Through Seasons  
of the Heart  

by John Powell, S.J., p. 103

 If we were made by God to be fully 
alive, why do we so often find ourselves 
reduced to making the best of a bad 
thing?  Obviously, in our lives and in 
the lives of so many others something 
needed for the fullness of life is miss-
ing or at least is not being recognized 
and enjoyed. Somehow, somewhere, 
something has gone wrong.  Somewhere 
along the way the light has failed many 
of us.  In his verse “Out of Order,” 
Andre Auw describes his reactions when 
he comes upon the scene of a young 
mother trying to explain to her four-
year-old boy that the popcorn machine 
cannot give out its contents:

“You can’t get any popcorn, Child. 
The machine is out of order.  See, 
there is a sign on the machine.”

But he didn’t understand.  After all, he 
had the desire, and he had the money, 
and he could see the popcorn in the 
machine.  And yet somehow, some-
where, something was wrong because he 
couldn’t get the popcorn.

The boy walked back with his 
mother, and he wanted to cry. And 
Lord, I too felt like weeping, weeping 
for people who have become locked-
in, jammed, broken machines filled 
with goodness that other people need 
and want and yet will never come to 
enjoy, because somehow, somewhere 
something has gone wrong inside. †

The best way to show that a stick is crooked is not to argue about it or to spend time denouncing it,  

but to lay a straight stick alongside it.     –  D. L. Moody

Three Powerful Words We Need to Use  
by Steve Goodier
 Mahatma Gandhi once said, “Freedom is not worth having if it does not include the 
freedom to make mistakes.”  Are you free to make mistakes, or do you deny yourself that 
liberty?
 Not everyone feels free to make mistakes.  A funny story is told about General George 
Patton from his World War II days.  He once accepted an invitation to dine at a press camp in 
Africa.  Wine was served in canteen cups but, obviously thinking he was served coffee, Patton 
poured cream into his cup.  As he stirred in sugar, Patton was warned that his cup contained 
red wine and not coffee.
 General Patton, whatever his obvious strengths, could never, never be wrong.  Without 
hesitating he replied, “I know. I like my wine this way.”  And he drank it.
	 Of	course,	none	of	us	ever	likes	goofing	up,	and	it	isn’t	easy	to	admit	when	we	do	happen	
to blunder. 
	 I	believe	that	three	of	life’s	most	difficult	words	to	say	are”	I	was	wrong.”		And	particularly	
in families and among good friends, these are three of the most powerful words we can utter.  
“I was wrong” breaks down barriers between people.  It brings estranged people together.  
And	it	creates	a	climate	where	intimacy	and	love	may	flourish.		You	may	be	surprised	at	how	
positively many people respond to the words those simple words.  They are words we need to 

use more often.
 Naturally, it is a risk.  But to admit when you 
are wrong is not to imply that you are a “bad” 
person.  Simply an honest one.  And true friends will 

appreciate you all the more for it.
 Mahatma Gandhi gives us more help here.  He 
says, “I claim to be a simple individual liable to err 

like any other fellow mortal.  I own, however, that I 
have humility enough to confess my errors and to 
retrace my steps.”

 Yes,	it	takes	humility	to	admit	fault.		And	maybe	
more to retrace your steps - to make it right.  

But people are happier when they use those 
three powerful words and allow themselves 
the	occasional	freedom	to	be	wrong.		It’s	
a gift they give themselves.
 It is really okay to slip up, especially 
if you own up.  † 
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Tom walks into his boss’ office and tells him, “Sir, I know things are going the best around here but I 
have three companies that have contacted me recently. I would like a raise.”
 His boss agrees and after debating the amount for a while they agree on a 5 percent raise.  
When Tom gets up to leave his boss asks him, “What companies contacted you?”
 Tom smiles and says, “The cable, electric, and water company.”

 James Finley is someone who 
incarnates the truth that the suffering 
we carry is our solidarity with the one, 
universal longing of all humanity, and 
thus it can teach us great compassion 
and patience with both ourselves and 
others. Here he shares the intimate 
truth of his own suffering. I invite you to 
witness Jim’s experience with tenderness 
and love:

Mysticism doesn’t really come 
into its own and isn’t really 
incarnational unless it becomes 

integrated into the sometimes-painful 
realities of our daily lives.  I think I 
relate so deeply to Christian mystic John 
of the Cross who wrote soulfully about a 
kind of dark night of faith because I was 
raised in a home with a lot of trauma—
physical, sexual, and emotional abuse—
and I was very fragmented by all of it.  I 
graduated from high school, ran away 
from home, became a monk, and joined a 
monastery.
 When I entered the monastery, I 
thought I had left the trauma behind 
me.  I was in this silent cloister, with 
Thomas Merton for my spiritual director.  
I was walking around reading John of 
the Cross, and I felt like I had it made, 

Invincible Preciousness      

(Adapted from James Finley, Intimacy: The Divine Ambush)    

really.  And then I was sexually abused 
by one of the monks, my confessor.  It 
completely shattered me.  I never thought 
it was possible.  I didn’t see it coming.  I 
decompensated and became extremely 
dissociative.  All the stuff that I lived with 
growing up came out as feelings of fear 
and confusion over which I seemed to have 
no control.  There was no refuge for me.  I 
didn’t tell anyone what had happened.  I just 
left.  I started a new life as a way to bury all 
the pain and move on.
 Years later, I found myself in therapy 
and all hell broke loose. But with prayer and 
gentle pacing, I learned to see, feel, accept, 
and find my way through the long-term 
effects of the trauma I had to endure in my 
childhood and adolescence.  It was in this 
process that I came upon what I call the 
axial moment in which our most intimate 
experience of who we are turns, as on a 
hidden axis of love, down through the pain 
into a richer, more vulnerable place.  It is 
in the midst of this turning that we discover 
the richer, more vulnerable place is actually 
the abyss-like, loving presence of God, 
welling up and giving itself through our 
healing journey.  When we risk sharing what 
hurts the most in the presence of someone 
who will not invade us or abandon us, we 
unexpectedly find within ourselves what 

Jesus called the pearl of great price: the 
invincible preciousness of our self in our 
brokenness.
 In the act of admitting what we are so 
afraid to admit—especially if admitting 
means admitting it in our body, where 
we feel it in painful waves—in that scary 
moment of feeling and sharing what we 
thought would destroy us, we unexpectedly 
come upon within ourselves this invincible 
love that sustains us unexplainably in the 
midst of the painful situation we are in.
 As we learn to trust in this paradoxical 
way God sustains us in our suffering, we 
are learning to sink the taproot of our heart 
in God, who protects us from nothing even 
as God so unexplainably sustains us in 
all things.  As this transformative process 
continues, we find within and beyond 
ourselves resources of courage, patience, 
and tenderness to touch the hurting 
places with love, so they might dissolve 
in love until only love is left.  This for 
me is a very deep, contemplative way to 
understand that Christ’s presence in the 
world is being bodied forth in and as the 
gift and miracle of our very presence in 
the world.  †

“...with prayer and gentle pacing, I learned 
to see, feel, accept, and find my way through 
the long-term effects of the trauma I had to 
endure in my childhood and adolescence. “
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Afterword 
by Anne Godfrey 
(from Count Your Blessings,  
by Robert W. Bly)

 The paradox of our time in history is 
that we have taller buildings, but shorter 
tempers, wider freeways, but narrower 
viewpoints.  We spend more, but have less; 
we buy more, but enjoy less.
 We have bigger houses and smaller 
families; more conveniences, but less time; 
we have more degrees, but less sense; more 
knowledge, but less judgment; more experts, 
yet more problems; more medicine but less 
wellness.  We drink too much, smoke too 
much, spend too recklessly, laugh too little, 
drive too fast, get too angry, stay up too late, 
get up too tired, read too little, watch tv too 
much, and pray too seldom.
 We have multiplied our possessions, 
but reduced our riches.  We talk too much, 
love too seldom, and hate too often.  We’ve 
learned how to make a living, but not a life; 
we’ve added years to life, not life to years.

{Editor’s note:  With gratitude for all those who work a 12 Step Program}

COURAGE TO CHANGE (p. 95)
 I used to love the stillness of early morning, but over years of living with an alcoholic, I 
stopped noticing it.  Instead, I woke up the same way I went to sleep—frantic.  Before I was 
out of bed I already had a long list of crises that needed my attention.  So no matter how 
early I got up, I was already late.  Sometimes I was so overwhelmed, I couldn’t get up at all.
 My life has changed.  I heard someone in an Al-Anon meeting say that when they open 
their eyes in the morning, they also open their ears.  Now as I awaken, I listen for the birds.  
I choose not to review my plans for the day until I’ve had my breakfast.  I prefer to take 
time to appreciate my favorite part of the day.
 Al-Anon is helping me to clear my mind of my burdens so that I am able to enjoy the 
wonder of the moment.  I am beginning to enjoy a childlike awe about the splendor of 
nature, to see the beauty all around me, to let my face break into a smile spontaneously, to 
laugh, to love, to live again.  Today I can say, “Good morning, God,” instead of “Good God, 
it’s morning.”
 Today I’ll be keenly aware of my senses.  I will think about what I am experiencing at 
this moment.  I won’t let the beauty of this day slip by unnoticed.   † 

Remember to spend  
some time with your loved 
ones, because they are not 
going to be around forever.  

No Use of Force 
by Peter Lord from Hearing God

 The way in which Jesus presents 
Himself to us is the epitome of 
gentleness….
 When our Lord Jesus was here on 
earth, He never forced Himself upon 
people.  If they didn’t want Him 
around, He left.  This even happened 
in His own hometown, as we can 
read in Luke 4:16-30….
 As in the days when He walked in 
the flesh, our Lord does not force His 
way into your life.  Since He desires 
a relationship of love and trust, He 
never attempts to coerce you, though 
He has the ability to do so.  He seeks 
you, and offers Himself to you.  
Whether you recognize and welcome 
His approach is up to you. †

 We’ve been all the way to the moon and 
back, but have trouble crossing the street to 
meet a new neighbor.  We conquered outer 
space, but not inner space.  We’ve done 
larger things, but not better things.
 Remember to spend some time with 
your loved ones, because they are not going 
to be around forever.  Remember to say a 
kind word to someone who looks up to you 
in awe, because that little person soon will 
grow up.  Remember to give a warm hug to 
the one next to you, because that is the only 
treasure you can give with your heart, and it 
doesn’t cost a cent.
 Remember to say “I love you” to your 
loved ones, but most of all mean it.  A kiss 
and an embrace will mend hurt when it 
comes from deep inside of you. Remember 
to hold hands and cherish the moment, for 
someday that person will not be there again.
 Give time to love and share the precious 
thought in your mind.  † 



From the  Writings of the Founder
April 20, 1844 letter to Father Honorat

 …  What’s this!  Was it not with the resolution to face any 
adversity for the sake of settling in Kingston (diocese) that 
you sent Father Telmon to Bytown?  I believe I made myself 
sufficiently clear about the establishment of Bytown.  Not 
only have I accepted this mission, but I thank God a 
thousand times for having chosen us to serve it.  So 
much do I insist on this mission’s being ours that 
I wish to over-ride all difficulties.  If there is op-
position, pay no attention to it.  If the beginnings 
are painful, do not be deterred by them but offer to 
God the privations and suffering that may have to 
be endured.  Become established at Bytown—that is 
all….
 … What do I intend by this reflection?  It is that you must be worthy of your 
vocation, truly apostolic men devoted to the service of the Church, fully zeal-
ous for the salvation of souls and above all, saintly as regards yourselves and your 
brothers.  This degree of perfection is the normal state of the missionary.  Fidelity 
to your rule is sufficient to bring you to this state and maintain yourselves in it….

Set Yourself Free 
by Edmund O’Neill

 Set yourself free from anything that might 
hinder you in becoming the person you want 
to be.  Free yourself from the uncertainties 
about your abilities or the worth of your 
dreams, from the fears that you may not be 
able to achieve them or that they won’t be 
what you wanted.
 Set yourself free from the past.  The 
good things from yesterday are still yours 
in memory; the things you want to forget 
you will, for tomorrow is only a sunrise 
away.  Free yourself from regret or guilt, and 
promise to live this day as fully as you can.
 Set yourself free from the expectations of 
others, and never feel guilty or embarrassed 
if you do not live up to their standards.  You 
are most important to yourself; live by what 
you feel is best and right for you.  Others 
will come to respect your integrity and 
honesty.
 Set yourself free to simply be yourself, 
and you will soar higher than you’ve ever 
dreamed.  † 

The Strong Are Gentle 
by John M. Drescher (from God’s Treasury of Virtues)

 Insecure, weak leaders, in the world or church, usually try to rule with an iron hand.  They 
cannot afford to have their opinions and conclusions challenged.  They develop a dogmatic 
disposition and delight in docile disciples.  Such are afraid of free discussion or trusting the 
group in decisions because they fear the weakness of their own viewpoints.  Or they 
quickly label other viewpoints in order to escape dealing with contrasting concerns.
 On the other hand, one who is strong is gentle and gracious.  This does not 
mean he has no firm beliefs.  It does not mean he is spineless or wishy-washy.  
Persons who have spiritual strength and assurance and know what they 
believe and why, can most easily stand differences of opinion and 
voices which challenge their own viewpoint.   They can be gentle 
because they, like God, are strong in love and the desire to help.
 The gentleness of God enables us to become better persons.  
When we sense how strong God is, we see how gentle He 
is to us in all our sinfulness and helplessness.  When 
we sense this great gentleness, we rise to new 
spiritual stature and strength.  
 So also it is the gentle Christian who 
restores the erring, who helps others to 
God, who brings out the best in others….  
Correction can be given in a way which 
discourages and drives a person to 
depression and despair.  Correction 
can also be given in the spirit of 
gentleness which sets a person 
upon his feet with new 
courage and determination 
to do better.  Meekness is 
the spirit which makes correction 
a stimulant and not a depressant.   † 

 

RIDDLE:
 Three men were told by God, “ If 
you step on a duck, you shall marry 
the ugliest woman.  However, if you 
do not step on a duck, you shall 
marry the most beautiful woman 
in all the land.”  The three men 
accepted.  

The first man stepped on a duck 
from not paying attention.  The 
second man accidentally stepped 
on a duck in his son’s room.  The 
third man never stepped on a duck 
and was then married to the most 
beautiful woman he’s ever seen.  

But why was he really married to the 
beautiful woman?

Answer:  
The woman stepped on a duck…
(Sorry.)


