



                       The Prayer of Saint Francis



Lord, make me an instrument of thy peace.
Where there is hatred, let me sow love; 
Where there is injury, pardon; 
Where there is doubt, faith; 
Where there is despair, hope; 
Where there is darkness, light; 
Where there is sadness, joy.

O Divine Master, grant that I may not so much
seek to be consoled as to console; 
to be understood as to understand; 
to be loved as to love,
for it is in giving that we receive, 
it is in forgiving that we are forgiven, 
and it is in dying to self
that we are born to eternal life.














The 23rd Psalm


The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want.
He maketh me to lie down in green pastures;
He leadeth me beside the still waters; 
He restoreth my soul.
He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for His name’s sake,
and, yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,
I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me.
Thy rod, and Thy staff, they comfort me.
Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies,
Thou annointest my head with oil; 
My cup runneth over.
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life,
and I will dwell in the House of the Lord forever.
















From First Corinthians, chapter 13:


Though I speak with the tongues of men and angels, but have not love, I have become sounding bass or a clanging cymbal.  And though I have the gift of prophecy, understand all mysteries and all knowledge, though I have all faith, so that I could move mountains, but have not love, I am nothing.  Though I bestow my goods to feed the poor, and though I give my body to be burned, if I have not love, it profits me nothing.

Love suffers long, and is kind; 
Love does not envy; 
Love does not parade itself, is not puffed up; 
Love does not behave rudely, 
does not seek its own,
is not provoked,
thinks no evil; 
Love does not rejoice in iniquity, 
but rejoices in the truth;
Love bears all things, maintains hope in all things, 
and endures all things.
Love never fails.

And now abide faith, hope, and love, these three; and the greatest of these is love.








From Fra Giovanni


There is nothing I can give you which you do not have; but there is much that, while I cannot give it, you can take.  No heaven can come to us unless our hearts find rest in today.  Take heaven.  
No peace lies in the future which is not hidden in this present instant.  Take peace.

The gloom of this world is but a shadow, yet within reach is joy.
There is radiance and glory in the darkness, could we but see, and to see we have only to look.  I beseech you to look.

Life is so generous a giver, but we, judging its gifts by their covering, cast them away as ugly or hard; remove the covering and you will find beneath it a living splendor, woven of love, by wisdom, with power.  Welcome it, grasp it, and you touch the Angel’s hand that brings it to you. 

Everything we call a trial, a sorrow, or a duty, the Angel’s hand is there, and the wonder of an overshadowing presence.  Our joys too, be not content with them as joys.  They too conceal diviner gifts.

And so, at this time, I greet you, not quite as the world sends greetings, but with a profound esteem, and with the prayer that for you, now and forever, the day breaks and the shadows flee away.
