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TERTIUS ORDO PENITENTIAE LETTER Nº 28
                                                                                                                                  September 15, 2021
                                                  The Feast of the Seven Sorrows of the Blessed Virgin Mary
                                                                                                
Dear Tertiaries and Aspirants,
Devotion to the Passion of Our Lord and devotion to His Holy Mother have always been fundamental to Dominican spirituality, a legacy passed on to the Order by our holy Father Saint Dominic himself. These two devotions are found combined in the feast of the Seven Sorrows of Our Lady. We send you therefore this time a passage of the classic book on this subject by Fr. Faber The Foot of the Cross. May it help you to grow in these two devotions that are at the root of all true sanctity.
                                                                                                                                  In Sancto Patre Dominico
                                                                                                                                  Father Albert
 
NEWS
 
April 8th, in Saint Andrew’s Priory in Carluke, Scotland, Mr. Peter Mackin (Br. Martin Mary in the Order) made profession usque ad mortem in the Third Order of Penance of Saint Dominic. Then on September 9th, at the Church of Our Lady of Good Counsel in Nanaimo, on Vancouver Island in Canada, I received the profession of Liam Richardson (Br. Marcel Antoine). May these professions be like an anchor thrown into the final port of Heaven for these two souls, so that in spite of the tempests of these troubled times we live in, they might remain steadfast in God for their own salvation and that of many around them.
 
On September 12th, the feast of the Holy Name of Mary, in the Saint Patrick Parish and Oratory in Waterbury, Connecticut, Mr. Sean Howard was received as a novice under the name of Bertrand. May Blessed Bertrand, one of the companions of Saint Dominic and of whom it was said that he resembled him in many ways, help our new novice come to resemble our holy Father too.
 
I have finally been given an interview at the U.S. Consulate in Montreal on September 17th with regard to my application to receive a Green Card. I recommend this intention to your prayers.
 
P.S. We include again, as usual, another passage of Fr. Lussiaa’s commentary on the Rule. Since a good number of you were not yet with us when we sent the first parts of this commentary, we are including as well the whole text that has been translated so far. If you have Adobe you can make a booklet of it.
OUR LADY’S COOPERATION IN HER SON’S PASSION 1
 
Our Blessed Lord was at once our atonement and our example. He redeemed the world solely by His Precious Blood. By His merits alone are we saved. His prerogatives as our Redeemer are simply unshared by any one. His Mother had to be redeemed as well as the rest of us, though in a different and far higher way, by prevention, not by restoration, by the unmated grace of the Immaculate Conception, not by regeneration from a fallen state. Yet it was His will that His Mother, her office, her consent, her graces, her sufferings, should be so mixed up with the scheme of redemption, that we cannot separate them from it. It was His ordinance that her Compassion should lie close by His Passion, and that His Passion without her Compassion would be a different Passion from what it actually was. Thus He seems to draw her almost within the same law of expiation which surrounded Himself, so that it should be true that there are many senses in which she may be said to have taken part in the redemption of the world. But if this is true of Christ as our atonement, where the union of the Divine Nature with the Human was needful to the infinite satisfaction of the work, much more is it true of Christ as our example. This was an office which she was more nearly competent, through His own grace, to share with Him; and one which the fact of her being simply a creature, and altogether human, would bring more touchingly home to us. Thus we may perhaps venture to suppose that God permitted the dolours of Mary, in order that she might be all the more excellently our example. Sorrow is more or less the characteristic of all human life; and it is one which, while it contains within itself especial capabilities of union with God, also deranges and perturbs our relations with Him more than anything else. It assaults our confidence in Him, confidence is the only true worship. It engenders temptations against the faith, or finds something congenial in them when they come. It leads to a certain kind of peevishness and petulance with God, which comes from the very depths of our nature, from the same depths as love and adoration, and which, while it is secretly alien to both of these, often succeeds in destroying both, and usurping their vacant places. That this petulance is a true phenomenon of the creature’s nature is shown by the surprising manner in which God justifies the petulance of Job, and finds sin that needed expiation in the criticism of his friends upon him, while He, the Searcher of hearts, discerns in Job’s bold querulousness nothing that damages the integrity of his patience, and much that is in harmony both with reverence and love. The endurance of sorrow is perhaps the highest and most arduous work we have to do, and it is for the most part God’s ordinance that the amount of sorrow to be endured should increase with the amount of holiness enabling us to bear it. We must bear it naturally even while we are bearing it supernaturally. There is no sanctity in unfeelingness, or in the blunting of the soul, even when religious interests have blunted it by a superior engrossment and a higher abstraction. Spirituality no doubt hinders us from feeling many sorrows, and no one will say that such indifference is not in many ways a privilege. But it must not be confounded with an heroic endurance of sorrow. To be heroic in this matter, the heart must feel to the quick, and divine love must barb the more cruelly, and drive the deeper in, the shafts with which we are wounded. Now, in all this, Mary is our example, and a purely human example, an example moreover which has as a matter of fact produced such results of exceeding sanctity and supernatural gracefulness in the Church, that we may safely venture the conjecture that it was one of the reasons for which God permitted her surpassing martyrdom. (...)
 
Another fountain, which yielded additional bitterness to Mary’s sorrows, was the knowledge that her dolours increased the sufferings of Jesus, nay, that they were actually among the worst agonies He had to endure. There was not one pain which she would not have given worlds to alleviate. There was not one fresh indignity offered to Him, which did not pierce her soul, and make her bleed inwardly. As blows and blasphemies, insults, derision, and rude handlings were multiplied, it seemed at each new violence as if she could bear no more, as if the sea of sorrow needed but another drop to break in upon the fountains of her life, and wash them away in one terrific inundation. And yet she had to feel that the sight of her broken heart, ever before Him, was more dreadful to our Blessed Lord than the scourging, the crowning, the spitting, or the buffeting. She was made as it were executioner in chief of her own beloved Son. The more tenderly she loved Him, the more fondly she clung to Him, the more willingly she bore her griefs, so much the deeper the iron of them entered into the Soul of Jesus. She knew all this; and yet her grief was not beneath her own control. Her very holiness increased it a thousand fold. It was in vain she strove to repress it. The very effort was anguish, and no calmness of face, no firmness of attitude, no tearlessness of eye, could have hidden from Jesus the secret abysses of her immaculate heart. Who shall tell the torture of all this to her unselfish devotion? O the seeming cruelty of that exceeding great love which had actually insisted on her being an integral and prominent part of His bitter Passion ! How well He knew the plenitude of grace that was in her! How thoroughly He trusted the immensity of her holiness ! Life had not been without joys to Him, not even without earthly joys. His Mother had been a whole world of sweetness to the Man of sorrows; and now, in His love of God, in His love of her, in His love of us, He turns all those sweet waters to an ocean of saltiest bitterness for Himself, and keeps slaking His thirst from it incessantly all through the various mysteries of His tremendous Passion. He knew her love so well, and calculated its fortitude so truly, that He hesitated not to lay upon her a cross so nearly the weight of His own. But what all this was, in spite of the eager conformity of her willing heart, what intensity of misery, what unparalleled kind of woe it brought along with it, it is beyond our power to say. It is very deep sea close to shore, where Mary’s dolours are concerned. 
But is she then to be simply passive? If it is His will that she should be part of His Passion, may she not think that the fondness of her love will really be some alleviation of His pains? She has been too near the Incarnate Word not to comprehend that strange union of intensest pain with intensest joy, which was the normal state of His blessed Soul on earth; and deep down, deeper than the fountains of grief, might not her love be a wellspring of gladness in His heart? The heroic devotedness of the Mother must surely be a most pathetic contentment to the Son. Yet we venture to suppose that it was not so. The analogies of the Passion seem all to point the other way. He shut off from His lower nature the sensible beatitude of the unbroken Vision of God. He stripped Himself by an amazing detachment of all that could have consoled Him, The dereliction of His Father was an abyss into which He purposed to descend. He can hardly have allowed His Mother’s love to have been a consolation and support to Him. He can hardly have kept to shine upon Him in His darkness the greatest earthly joy His Sacred Humanity had ever known. It would be out of keeping with the Passion, with that completeness of bleak desolation which He spread around Himself, the vastest, direst wilderness of soul that ever man had known, worse round Him, the sinless Saviour, than was the homeless earth that lay outstretched, with all its haunting shapes and shadows of terror, before the bloodstained, impenitently remorseful Cain! No! Mary might not think, that in that hour her love could soothe His Sacred Heart. But were there no maternal offices which she might fill towards Him? Alas! only such office as the mother of the Machabees had filled of old. Slowly and incommodiously the blood from the thorns was trickling into His eyes; but she could not reach to wipe away the blood from Him, whose special office it is to wipe away tears from all eyes forever. His lips are parched with thirst, white, bloodless, cracking; but she may not damp them for one moment with her moistened veil, though His blood shall henceforth daily damp the fires of purgatory for a thousand souls. His poor unpillowed head, that beautiful head, to her the most beautiful of created things, — if He leans back the thorns are driven in, if He leans forward His whole body drags from the nails, may she not hold it in her Motherly hands, and let Him rest so for a little while until He dies? No ! neither for Him nor for her is there to be any alleviation. O Mother! rob Him not of one jewel of His perfect Passion; for see how generously He is enlarging for thee every hour the bounds of thy great sea of sorrow!
1 —Fr. Frederick William Faber, The Foot of the Cross, Thomas Richardson and Son, London, 1858, p. 28-31 and p. 37-39. This edition is available on the Internet.
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