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Thanks giving *

When the  p r i e s t  walks back from the  a l t a r  to  the  s a c r i s ty  a f t e r  mass, he r e c i t e s  the  
B en ed ic ite , an open-armed, a ll-em bracing  song of p ra ise  and thanksg iv ing .

H@ exhort s a l 1 God * s creatures - -b irds and f i  sh es, whale s and sharks, g la d e  rs and
tem pests , h a i l  and f r o s t —to  jo in  in  o f fe r in g  thanks to  God.

That prayer of happy re jo ic in g  and chiIdliIce tr u st  expresses a s p ir it  that 1 s impor­
tant* I t  i s  si sp i r i t  which makes an Eden o f the commonplace r e a lit ie a  o f the world
because i t  r e la t e s  a l l  th in g s  to  God*

I t  i s  the s p ir it  th a t changes the cente r of the universe from the Ego to  the (3 rent or, 
where the centor belongs,

Nothing is  profane or d isjo in ted  from God to  one who, lik e  8 t , Erancia o f  A s s is i , pos-  
se ssea the spi r i t  o f  thanks g iv in g , because upon everything and in everything there is  
the constant imago and breath of God,

The fe a r fu l, inbred po rson always ask s, *%hy give thanks fo r  what Such & one does 
not appreei&to because ho i s  too s e l f is h  "bo remember, too proud to  acknowledge, too  
puny to  thank*

He i s  u tter ly  unaware of the san ctity  o f thanksgiving.

Whatever I p ossess , o f  q u a lit ie s  o f race, o f fam ily , of country, my h ea lth , my ta le n t ,  
gil 1 my opportun ities, my l i f e  i t s e l f —i s  i t  not &11 God* 23 treasure? I f  my days 21 re
penetrated with the fragrance o f  any v ir tu e , i s  i t  not v irtu e  "gone out from Him?"
Is i t  not ci r e l ic  o f B is l ig h t  and love?

God stands before a l l  good beginnings. Ho draws te a r s  of co n tr itio n  to  3%y ey es . lie
t h r i l l s  me at heroism and beauty and n ob llity*  Bo speaks rich  words o f  consolation
and encouragement in  a l l  my concessions to  His w i l l  *

A ll th at has ovor boon good in  my 11 fe has como from God. The memory o f my past joys, 
is  i t  not but & dram -out colloquy, a hymn of thanksgiving?

But I liv e  in tho present* I am always in  a hurry, broathless with wiId docIres and 
ambitions* I f  I do not r o f lo c t , my past i s  but a vanished dream, a lo s t  happiness, 
a broken r e a lity .

But i f  I r o f lo c t , I know th at in Him a l l  my past i s  kopt for mo# I t  i s  something con» 
sccr&tod, holy and divine *

May I reca ll o ften  that God surrounds me on a l l  s id e s , that nothing i s  ovor lo s t  to  
Him. Let mo always ro a ll 25 o th at 1 have co s t  a God * s rodompti on, and l e t  mo always
f  0 rgot my s o l f i  ah in to  res t , my stingy oal eu lat i  ons, my fa l  s o wi adorn, and my limons 0
s tu p id ity .

Grant me to  people my memory w ith divine images and to  keep tho ro tho heavenly re l i e s , 
tho mysterious pledgee of Your grac0 ,

Make mu understand th at under mo and behind mo in  a l  1 my undertakings tho re i  8 s t i  11
You, and th a t  a l 1 tho keys of my future are in  Your hands *

Your fa ith fu l romcmbranoo o f B u lletin  in ten tion s cro&tos 101 sp ir itu a l treasury upon 
which yon yourse l f  w i l l  some da^TbcTglad to  draw.
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