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TERTIUS ORDO PENITENTIAE LETTER Nº 29
                                                                                                                                  December 22, 2021
                                                Patronage of the Blessed Virgin Mary over the Dominican Order
                                                                                                
Dear Tertiaries and Aspirants,
On this feast of the patronage of Our Lady over our Order we are sending you another text of Fr. Faber, this time from his book entitled Bethlehem. The passage we chose is a meditation on the very centre of the mystery we will celebrate on Christmas night, the birth of Our Lord in the manger. Fr. Faber contemplates what must have been the adoration that Our Lady gave to Him at that moment and in doing so he shows us a perfect model of what our adoration should be when we celebrate His birth. May it help you all to unite yourselves to Mary on this holy night.
                                                                                                                                  In Sancto Patre Dominico
                                                                                                                                  Father Albert
 
NEWS
 
God blessed the Third Order with a number of professions since the last letter :
October 3rd Mr. Drue Sipe (Br. Louis-Marie) at Sanger, Texas 1 ;
October 19th Mr. Don Terpin (Br. John Thomas) at Our Lady of Guadalupe Monastery, New Mexico ;
November 6th Mr. Andrew Krausgrill (Br. Mary Joseph) in East Bendigo, Australia ;
November 12th Mr. Anthony Kaye (Br. Anthony) at Our Lady of Guadalupe Monastery, New Mexico ;
December 16th Mr Juan Vidal (Br. John Massias) at Post Falls, Idaho.
 
Also we have two new novices : Mr. Anselm Kaiser who took the scapular of the Third Order October 2nd in Saint Louis, Missouri and received the name of Br. Vincent, in honour of Saint Vincent Ferrer and Miss Suzanne Sarphie, who took it December 22nd at Our Lady of Guadalupe Monastery under the name of Sister Diana, in honour of Blessed Diana d’Andalo.
 
May God grant all of these new Dominicans the grace of perseverance that is asked for in the official ceremony of profession in the First Order : May God who began this bring it to completion !
 
Thank you for your prayers for my Green Card. Three years and seven days after applying for it, I finally received it in Montreal on September 23rd. On September 27th I flew to El Paso and have taken up residence at the Benedictine monastery of Our Lady of Guadalupe in Silver City, New Mexico.
 
Sister Mary Reginald in Saint Mary’s Kansas informs me that the Little Office of the Blessed Virgin Mary according to the Dominican rite is now being printed and will be available in the New Year. Those of you who wish for a copy can contact her directly at                                 mjgillman@pm.me
 
We include again, as usual, another passage of Fr. Lussiaa’s commentary on the Rule.
 
 
OUR LADY’S ADORATION OF HER SON AT HIS BIRTH 1
A century of church-history is a less event in the chronicles of the Incarnation than the act of Mary’s first worship in the Cave. The supernatural value of our actions depends upon our degree of union with God at the time we do them. But what spirit of angel or soul of man was ever in such union with God as the soul of His blessed and sinless Mother? Neither had there yet ever been a moment in which she had been so closely united to God, as at the moment of our Saviour’s birth. The moment of the Immaculate Conception was indeed a marvellous epoch in the world of grace, momentary in lapse of time, secular in the immensity and durableness of the work. The moment of the Incarnation had been yet more wonderful. Who can say how wonderful? But her union with God had grown inconceivably during His nine month’s residence within her bosom. How could it be otherwise?
Thus at the moment of the Nativity, she was more closely united to God than she had ever been before; for union was the especial distinguishing grace of those nine months; and she was united to Him with a union compared to which the most glorious mystical unions of the saints are but as shadows and semblances. Her ecstasy at midnight was as it were a fresh spiritual rivet to that union. When she saw the Child born, lying on her veil, with hands stretched out to her as if mutely asking to be taken up, He asking, the orphan God, for the embrace of mortal mother’s arms, and when she saw the beauty of His Face, and felt it passing into her soul, was she not immersed in God as never creature had been before? Her first act was an act of love, but it was the highest love, the love of adoration. Although she had languished to see the Human Face of our Blessed Lord, yet now that she gazed upon it, it was His Divinity she saw, rather than His Humanity. To her His Human Nature unveiled, rather than veiled, His Godhead. She saw in Him, and worshipped especially, the Person of the Word, the Second Person of the Undivided Trinity. As none had ever been so near to God, so none had ever worshipped Him so well. The angels, who had been lying for ages in the blaze of the uncovered Vision, saw not so far as Mary, though they saw differently, and while they worshipped with all the capacities of their grand natures, they worshipped not so wonderfully as she worshipped, for they were in shallower depths of divine union and of transforming love, than was she, the Mother of the Most High.
She, as it were, encompassed our Lord with her ecstatic worship. All He was and is and has she covered with her praise, her wonder, her fear, her joy, her love, her jubilee. She, who had more than miraculously compassed Him in her bosom, went as near to compassing Him with the immensity of her worship, as it was possible for a mere creature adequately to compass His illimitable and uncreated glory. His Divine Person, His Divine Nature, His Human Nature, with His soul as well as His Flesh, the passable state in which He had vouchsafed to come because of sin, all these she worshipped, mindfully and tenderly, separately and together, with clearest intelligence with deepest abasement, with sweetest love, with most awe-stricken admiration. All His perfections as God came before her in wonderful order, enchained together, flowing out of each other and back into each other each looking both backward and forward at once. She saw them also as one perfection, as the divine simplicity, and then she saw them as no perfections at all, but as His simple Self, a Self with no perfections but the Act which He Himself is, a Self with no separable attributes but only an eternal life which is ever living in Itself, too simple for thought, too beautiful for speech, too magnificent for love, too jubilant for fear, only to be rapturously adored, with a timidity which transcends all fear, and with a familiarity which far outgrows all audacities of love.
In adoring the divine perfections of the new-born Babe, we may well believe that Mary worshipped particularly those attributes seemingly most opposed to His infant state. The instincts of prayer would lead her that way. The very circumstances of the mystery would suggest it. She adored profoundly the eternity of Him who was but a minute old. She congratulated Him in the boldness of holy love on His having been from everlasting co-eternal with the Father, and at the same time eternally a Son. She exulted in the knowledge that from all eternity her Babe had with the Father breathed forth the Holy Ghost, and had been with the Father the principle from which the co-eternal Spirit proceeded, and was for ever proceeding, and was to proceed for all eternity. It was a joy to her that time, old as it was, was a younger birth than Him whose birth in time was one short minute since. She was abased with sweetest reverence when she looked into His childish Face, and with delighted faith hailed Him as time’s Creator.
She looked upon Him in His weakness and His helplessness. His beauty was so frail that it seemed as if a breath of summer wind might have blown Him away. It was as if He could not lift Himself from the ground on which He was lying, or raise Himself into His Mother’s arms, yet in that weakness she adored His almighty power. She worshipped Him as the unfatigued Creator, who had built up the massive worlds with an act of His will, who held the mountains in the hollow of His hand without the effort of sustaining them, and who directed the earthquakes and the storms, as pliant and docile creatures, where He pleased. She exulted in the boundless majesty of His tremendous power. She congratulated Him that at that moment all creation hung upon Him with its whole weight and that, were He to loosen His hold of it for an instant, it would fall back into that nothingness from which it came and to which through its own finite imbecility it is ever tending. She felt and joyed to feel that she herself was but as the breath of His mouth and that she too was relapsing into nothingness, unless He held her up by the irresistible gentleness of His vast power. She worshipped Him as the God to whom nothing is impossible, and yet whose power works with such facility, such smoothness, and such delicacy, that it makes no sound in its going, feels no effort in its magnificence, and strives not in its career. He upheld all things even while He slept, and yet His features were sweetly relaxed in the graceful abandonment of infantine slumber and upon His countenance there was no sign of care nor strain of labour, no shadow of government, nor semblance of occupation. 
She beheld Him speechless on the ground. Only perhaps an inarticulate cry was rising from His childish lips. But she worshipped Him as the articulate Word of the Father, pronounced from all eternity and even now being eternally pronounced, with most inexplicable articulation. He, who expressed, not to creation only, but to the Father Himself, the whole of His marvellous perfections, He who with unutterable distinctness outspoke the whole mystery of the Godhead, He who pronounced in the language of His co-equal beauty all the hidden things of the Divine Nature, He it was who was lying speechless on the ground; and Mary adored Him in His truth, not in His seeming. He wore the same look of unconsciousness which other infants wear. His life looked the animal life of infantine wants and woes and little jubilees, to be expressed by bright eyes, or by sounds which are language only to a mother’s ear. But in this apparent unconsciousness she not only recognised the mighty reason in full possession of itself, but she also adored that immense and uncreated wisdom, which is in some sense the favourite attribute of the Word. She exulted in the thought that there was no wisdom among angels or men which was not simply a derivation from His wisdom, and that there were no philosophies or sciences which were not the merest scintillations of His uncreated knowledge. All the impenetrable secrets of creation were out of the hidden treasures of His wisdom. The marvellous plans of nature, grace, and glory, countless in number, bewildering in variety, incalculable in their profundity, were all but as the merest surface of His ever-blessed mind. The intricacies of providence, those dark and seemingly contradictory problems which have often driven to wildness or despair the irreverent questioning and profane inquisition of the human understanding, were all calmly evolved by His skill in lucid beauty and admirable sequence. The very unconsciousness of the Babe held a light over all this abyss, and Mary looked down, and saw, and worshipped.
Thus also to the Mother’s eye, His littleness magnified His immensity. He seemed all the more illimitable, because He was so small. He lay upon her veil a mere span of fair human life; but she knew that in truth He was outstretched beyond all possible spheres of imaginary space. She adored the omnipresence of that tiny prisoner, whom a delicate frame of flesh and blood was now containing. For nine months she herself had compassed the Incomprehensible, and now she saw as it were with her bodily eyes the immensity which had lain so long like an unopened flower in her own virginal bosom. She rejoiced with Him in His universal presence, in His immeasurable essence, in His unconfined liberty, in His inexplicable unlocalised simplicity. She congratulated Him that all about Him was boundless not only putting away from itself all the limits of imaginable perfection, but far transcending in its own awful truthfulness, not only all actual existence, but all possible existence. The possibilities of omnipotence far outstrip the flight of created imagination, but to equal the immensity of God is impossible even for God Himself.
 
 
1 – Brother sent us a picture of the ceremony which we have attached to this letter.

1 —Fr. Frederick William Faber, Bethlehem, Burns Oates & Washbourne, London, 1860, p. 152-157. This edition is available on the Internet.

OEBPS/toc.xhtml
		Section 1

		TERTIUS ORDO PENITENTIAE LETTER Nยบ 29





OEBPS/images/image0002.png





OEBPS/images/image0001.jpg





