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My shoulders ache beneath my pack
(1ie easier, Cross, upon His back).

I march with foet that burn and smart
(Tread, Holy Feet, upon my heart).

Men shout at me who may not speak
(They scourged Thy hack and smote Thy cheek).

I may not 1.4 a hand to clear
My eyes of salty drops that sear,

(Then shall my fickle sonl forget
Thy Agony of Bloody Sweat?)

My rifle hand 1s stiff and numb
(From Thy pierced palm red rivers come).

Lord, Thou dldst suffer more for me
Than all the hosts of land or sea.

So let me render back again
This millionth of Thy gift. Amen. ~-Joyce Kilmer

A Poem To Remember,

Gommit 1t to memory whether you're eligible for the draft or have flat feet. Kilmer
sanotified his suffering by offering it in atonement and in unlon with the Blood of
Christ, Redemption came to us from the Cross, Tt will probably come agaln In no
other way. If the wisdom of God is condemning us, our worldly amibtmna , our in-
orﬁinate love of pleasure, we should have sense enough to plead gullty as charged.

It has beon suggested that we got aslde next Fridg,x ag a Day of Atonement to the
Sacred Hoart for our own offonses and sins, Iet's get togothor and pmy togothar
wiexe gettidg together gnd preying togetber coudt most. . . . ot the Altar. When Mary
vamd ug at Fatima to pray and do penance--or elso~=she moant that warning to be
taken to heart by us all without exception. Iet's stop kldding ourselves that she was
serving us notice about that “"other fellow."”

It is time for humility, not buck-passing., Our Lord dldn't mlnce words when he told
ug: "And I eay to you, I say to all, WATCH," That means. , . . PRAY:

Tf we have been asleep, .1t behooves us to keep our eyes wide open and not be like one
who wakes up when the alarm rings, rolls over, and then goes back to sleep. We may
lament world-wlde moral chaos, but let us be perfectly sure our tearful lamentations
are chanted for our personal neglects of divine calls and warnings. If there 1s to be
a Wailing Wall, lot it be the thick wall of indifferonce we have bhullt around our own
atoney hoarts,

Tf we noed a catochism lessow, let ue go back to page one: 'Why did God make me?"

To know, love and serve Him in this 1ifo in order to bo happy with Him forever In tho
next. If it takes a world catastrophy to re-toach us this lesson, then lot us bo
mmblea enough to bo taught and keen enbugh to learn our losson woll,

Prayors: (docoasod) Iriend of Pat Henry (0-C); aunt of Dick Klsay '50; Father of Bro,
Ccman, C.8,0,; fathor of Dan Connell, '51; Grover J. Malone, '20; fathar of Tony Domin-
guas (B~P); Curtis Kioslling, '49; (killed in Korea); Mr, Comnor, Killed in Korea--
Emery Modos,




