
SAINT WENCESLAUS PARISH 

23rd Sunday in Ordinary Time 
September 4, 2016 

 
************************************************ 

 
Father Victor Feltes, Pastor 

P.O. Box 109, Eastman, WI. 54626 
Rectory  (608) 874 – 4151 

victorfeltes@gmail.com 
 

Saturday Evening Mass 4PM - Sunday Mass 10AM 
Confession Available Before Every Mass 

 
************************************************ 

 

Contributions from August 27-28: 
 
Adult Envelopes                                       $1,178.00 
Collection Plate                                                  $289.25 
Youth Envelopes                    $1.50 
Meat Collection:                            $767.00 
 
************************************************ 

 

Mass Schedule: 
 
Mon, Sept. 5 – 8am                               (Weekday) for: 
Albena Sutton 
 
Tue, Sept. 6 – 8am            (Weekday) for: 
Leo J. Martin by Donna Hellenbrand 
 
Wed, Sept. 7 – 8am                               (Weekday) for: 
Bernard Boylen by Janette DuCharme 
 
Thr, Sept. 8 – 8am (Birth of the Blessed Virgin) for: 
Blessings on Bernard Johnson  
by Randy & Anne Kramer 
 
Fri, Sept. 9 – 8am                       (St. Peter Claver) for: 
Jack & Norma Slama 
 
Sat, Sept. 10 –4pm   (24th Sunday in Ord. Time) for: 
Blessings on Ann Fuccii by Ceil Mara 
 
Sun, Sept. 11 –10am (24th Sunday in Ord. Time) for: 
The Living & Deceased of  
St. Wenceslaus & Sacred Heart 
 
************************************************  

 

Upcoming Liturgical Roles: 
 
Saturday, September 10th : 4pm 
Lector:  Gloria Wall   
Ushers:   Art Wall & Derek Wall 
Servers:        Any Available Servers 
 
Sunday, September 11th  : 10am 
Lector:  Chris Wolff 
Ushers:  Tim Sprosty & T.J. Sprosty 
Servers:         Group G: Nathaniel & Zach Martin,  
                Carson & Cohen Redman 
 
Sunday, September 11th  Rosary Leaders: 

               The Tom & Sharon Martin Family 
 

************************************************ 

 

Parish Announcements: 
 
Little Flowers & Little Women 
        Our young ladies groups will be meeting this 
Saturday, September 10th from 9am to 11am in 
Msgr. Baer Hall. 
 
CCD Begins 
        Our new year of CCD classes start next Sunday, 
September 11th at 11am. 
 
Pastoral Council 
        Our parish pastoral council will meet on 
Sunday, September 11th at 6pm in the rectory. 
 
Parish Redbox 
        Over 70 new CDs and DVDs are now available 
in the back of church for checkout. Please return 
any old Redbox items you have at home so that 
other households may benefit from them. 
 
Our TV Mass Broadcasts 
         The Sunday Masses previously recorded  
at St. Wenceslaus will be broadcast at 9:30am on 
September 18th & 25th on ABC “Channel 19” WXOW 
out of La Crosse. 
 
Baptismal Preparation 
        Call Father to join upcoming baptismal classes. 
 
Becoming Catholic 
        Do you or someone you know have an interest 
in learning more about Catholicism or joining the 
Catholic Church? Contact Father for details about 
this fall’s new RCIA program. 
 
Men of the Cross Conference 
        Saturday, October 22nd, come to our second 
annual diocesan men’s conference at Our Lady of 
Peace Parish in Marshfield. Registration is $30 per 
person online or $40 at the door. Lunch is 
included. Register now at menofthecross.org. 
 
Get Your Home Blessed 
        Would you like your house and family to be 
blessed according to the rite of the Church? Invite 
Father over for some evening to sanctify your 
household. 
 
************************************************ 
 

Our Pope’s September Prayer Intentions 
 

General Intention: 
That indigenous peoples, whose identity 

and very existence are threatened,  
will be shown due respect. 

 
Evangelization: 

That the Church in Latin America & the Caribbean, 
by means of her mission to the continent,  

may announce the Gospel  
with renewed vigor and enthusiasm. 

 
************************************************ 

 

September Hospitality Activities: 
     Coffee & Rolls (Sept. 18th)  Group #1 
     Church & Hall Cleaning   Group #6 
 

************************************************ 



Encountering Mother Teresa 
A Saint of Mercy 

By Chris Ruff, Director of our Diocesan  
Office for Ministries & Social Concerns 

 

        I met Mother Teresa of Calcutta twice in 
Rome in the early 1980’s. That’s me in the 
goofy ski sweater. I was a seminarian in Rome 
for a short time, studying with the Oblates of 
the Virgin Mary, when she paid us a visit and 
spoke to us. I still remember lining up with the 
other seminarians to ask for her signature. She 
signed my Liturgy of the Hours book. I treasure 
it now more than ever.  
 

        Another young man and I volunteered 
occasionally at San Gregorio, the Missionaries 
of Charity house in Rome, and that was the 
context of my other encounter. We were out 
front when we saw two of the sisters coming up 
the sidewalk about 100 yards away. The 
sidewalk was 
steeply inclined so 
they came gradually 
into view as they 
ascended, but we 
saw a gap between 
them. At last the 
gap was filled by 
the emerging figure  
of Mother Teresa, 
who was barely five 
feet tall. We got 
excited, to say the 
least, and when the sisters reached us we had 
the privilege of visiting with her before she had 
to go inside the convent to meet with the 
members of her community. We basked in the 
warmth and kindness of her presence, the 
radiance of that wrinkled, smiling face. 
 

        The thing that always struck me about 
Mother Teresa was her simplicity of speech. 
She didn’t need to be clever and sophisticated – 
the world listened to what she said because it 
saw what she did as an angel of mercy. She 
lived daily the words she spoke to her sisters, 
indeed to us all: “Carry Jesus and his light into 
the homes of the poor, especially to the souls 
most in need. Spread the charity of his Heart 
wherever you go. Love cannot remain still. It 
has to get into action, and that action is 
service.” 
  
       And so I overflow with joy on this glorious 
day as Pope Francis canonizes Mother Teresa, 
solemnly declaring that she practiced heroic 
virtue and lived in fidelity to God’s grace, is 
with God in heaven, and is to be venerated 
throughout the whole Church. In the calendar 
of saints, tomorrow, September 5th, is her feast 
day. But there’s more. Pope Francis 
intentionally chose to canonize Mother Teresa 
in this Jubilee Year, making her a kind of 
patroness of the Year of Mercy. And he also 
declared today, September 4th, the Jubilee for 
Workers and Volunteers of Mercy. 

 
        So if you seek to live out Jesus’ mandate in 
Matthew 25 – “Whatever you do for the least 
of my brethren, you do for me” – this is your 
day. Do you volunteer at a food pantry, 
community meal, homeless shelter, pregnancy 
care center, or nursing home? Do you work 
with people with disabilities, visit the 
homebound, bring Holy Communion to the 
sick, or serve as a Leader of Prayer? Do you 
visit the incarcerated? Do you go on mission 
trips to the diocesan orphanage Casa Hogar in 
Peru or to Africa to bring clean water or schools 
to those in need? Do you participate in clothing 
or food drives, contribute worthy items to St. 
Vincent de Paul, Goodwill, Salvation Army? 
Are you on the staff of Catholic Charities or 
another service organization? Or perhaps you 
quietly care for someone in need in your own 
family or next door, in ways the world doesn’t 
even notice. The list could go on and on, but 
the important thing to say to all of you is that 
this is your day.  
 

        This is a day to give thanks to God for His 
Mercy and his call to you to share in that 
Mercy, to be his hands, his feet and his heart in 
a world in need. This is your day to join your 
prayers and your actions to those of Mother 
Teresa and her Missionaries of Charity around 
the world, rejoicing, giving thanks, and asking 
God to continue to pour out his grace upon you 
and the brothers and sisters you serve. 
 

        May God bless and reward you – as He 
surely will – for serving him in the little, the 
poor and the forgotten. As Saint Mother Teresa 
would often say, you are touching Jesus “in his 
distressing disguise.” 
 

*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  *  * 
 

The Works of Mercy 
 

Corporal 
 

 Feed the Hungry 
 Give Drink to the Thirsty 
 Clothe the Naked 
 Shelter the Homeless 
 Visit the Sick  
 Visit the Imprisoned 
 Bury the Dead 

Spiritual 
 

 Instruct the Ignorant 
 Counsel the Doubtful 
 Admonish Sinners 
 Bear Wrongs Patiently 
 Forgive Wrongs Willingly 
 Comfort the Afflicted 
 Pray for the  
          Living & the Dead 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 
Annual Appeal Targets 2016-2017: 
Sacred Heart: $5,522 
St. Wenceslaus: $13,717 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



FOR Nov. 19th-20th  

Msgr. Baer’s Funeral Homily 
Excerpts from Fr. Francis Mulligan’s Homily at St. 

Wenceslaus Church on November 19, 1973 
 

       What shall we say about our friend on this 

occasion? He had the faith and appreciated it. It may 

have come to him through God-given channels of a 

good home, good parents, good schooling, good 

priests and sisters. He has a special vocation: he was 

called to serve God and he answered that call. He 

knew what it meant; he was an adult, capable of 

making a serious decision. There was no turning 

back. 
       I stopped to see him shortly before Fr. Charles 

Brady celebrated his 40th anniversary in the 

priesthood, and because he could not attend, I asked 

him to send greetings. “Just tell him the words of Fr. 
Feber,” he said: “To the noble shrine of love divine 

my lowly feet have trod; I ask no fame, no other 

name than this, a priest of God.” This was his own 

life motto. 
       In these days when the boat is being rocked by 

thoughtless children, we hear much about identity 

and fulfillment, personality and growth. Who would 

dare say that Monsignor Baer did not have all of 

these qualities? … We knew him as a man who knew 

his vocation and loved it. In it he walked the way of 

humility and obedience and dedication. The capital 

sin of pride was not in him, whether he served as 

assistant or pastor. He worked for the salvation of 

people and the honor of the Church of God. When he 

served in the army, he was there to bring men to God. 
His highest rank was that of a priest of God. When he 

was sick and suffering, he bore his pains like a 

Francis of Assisi, knowing it was God’s will, and he 

knew that “Brother Body” would soon return to dust. 
       Father Urban loved the Church, and the Holy 

Father, and his bishop, and all men. He saw the need 

for her attributes of authority , infallibility and 

indefectibility. His theology was that of his Master, 
“obedience is better than sacrifice.” Among his 

theology books were the Holy Bible, the Missal, the 

Breviary, and the Crucifix. Of course he had read and 

learned the decrees of Vatican II. But he knew that 

the purpose of the Council was to make men holy. …        
Fr. Baer loved people—particularly the little people, 
and with them he identified himself. He knew that 

every man has the stamp of God and is a work of art. 
       Fr. Baer: I am here to express our thanks to you 

for all you have done for us. On a few occasions you 

told me that I should preach your homily when you 

died. It was presumptive to say that I would. We 

walked the road together, and walking with you was 

an experience and an inspiration. We met in St. 
Louis, in September of 1925, when we entered 

Kenrick seminary. Four years later we marched up 

the aisle together to be ordained priests. Nervously 

but unhesitatingly we made our commitment: “We 

are here.” We offered our first Mass together, 
concelebrating with Archbishop John Glennon (later 

first cardinal of St. Louis.) After Mass he gathered us 

around him at the altar, where he spoke words that 

were not given to the rest of the congregation. He 

spoke about the priesthood and priestly service, of 

the honor and dignity connected with it. We were 

young, but we were old enough to make a decision 

and know that it meant. Gradually we advanced in 

the knowledge of our own ignorance and proceeded 

to grow up. We became fools for Christ. 
       I watched you work as a curate and saw you serve 

as a pastor where you were sent. It did not take an 

“act of Congress” to change you from one 

assignment to the next. You served in the little 

places, but you knew there were no little people. 
       When you served in the army, you were there to 

bring the men to God. The men knew their padre, 
and your greatest rank was that of Catholic priest. 
They knew you were like them, a civilian soldier. 
When the war ended, you returned to be appointed 

pastor here in the town of Eastman, where you 

served well for 15 years. This was your home, and 

now your body will rest with the people you loved. 
       Here you showed your ecumenical spirit. You 

served in the ministerial association and 

occasionally presided at meetings. You were an 

active member of the American Legion and the 

Veterans of Foreign Wars. But you were always the 

padre and you wore your uniform. 
       You were interested in farmers and farming, and 

you were appointed head of the rural life program in 

the diocese. Your activities branched out far beyond 

the limits of the diocese. I am sure that many here 

today visited farmers’ meetings at which you put on 

your act for better communication. We recall the red 

handkerchief and the corncob pipe with which you 

distracted us sometimes from a heated discussion. 
You were suited for this office, and I know that your 

book of advice on farming adorns a bookshelf in 

many homes. 
       Fr. Baer taught in season and out that every good 

gift comes from above. Of old the farmer had been 

described as a man “with the emptiness of ages on 

his face and on his back the burden of the world.” 

But Monsignor helped to change that idea. For him 

farming was the most dignified profession and the 

one closest to God. 
       For him this was God’s work, and this was loving 

his neighbor. In all of his service to people, he did not 

neglect his parish. First things came first. He 

administered the sacraments faithfully, offered the 

Holy Sacrifice daily, said the divine office for himself 

and all the people, for this was his business. He took 

care of the sick, and buried the dead, and you loved 

him and he loved you. 
       Then came sickness, eight years of sickness, and I 

suppose, loneliness. For he was human and the 

world was busy, and friends were slow to visit the 

sick. He helped where and when he could for a time. 
He accepted all of this as God’s will. He never 

seemed to lose his sense of humor, because, I think, 
humor is a daughter of charity. He knew he was 

dying. Each of us should know this. The sentence was 

passed when we began to live. 
       Today, Fr. Urban, the evidence is all in. Your case 

has been submitted. For you, I think, there will be a 

short hearing. This is your Father’s house. He has 

been waiting. Here is your Brother Christ. You were 

an Alter Christus. You communicated Christ to 

others. And here is Mary from whom the Word was 

made Flesh. Hail her again, as you did so often 

during your life and sickness. You know her, for she 

wears a rosary. And when you look around in 

astonishment at the wonder of it all, take a little time 

out to ask the Mother of God to pray for us sinners 

here below. 
       Fr. Urban, as a member of the Church 

Triumphant, help us who are still soldiering, 
sometimes plodding alone where the mud is heavy, 
and our eyes blinded with filth and the devil’s 

pollution, and our shoulders ache beneath the pack, 
our own and those of the fallen. Help us to keep 

looking up, beyond the margin of the earth, where 



we have not a lasting city, but where we seek one that 

is to come. 
FOR Online:  

 

Msgr. Baer’s Funeral Homily 
 

       This is the text of part of the homily given by Fr. 
Francis Mulligan of St. John Church, Wilton, 
Wisconsin at the funeral Mass for Msgr. Urban 
Baer, former diocesan rural life director, former 
veterans’ chaplain, and former pastor of St. 
Wenceslaus Church in Eastman. Father Mulligan 
was a classmate of Msgr. Baer and he concelebrated 
the Mass of the Resurrection with La Crosse Bishop 
F.W. Freking and other priests in St. Wenceslaus 
Church in Eastman on November 19, 1973. 
 
       What shall we say about our friend on this 
occasion? He had the faith and appreciated it. It 
may have come to him through God-given channels 
of a good home, good parents, good schooling, good 
priests and sisters. He has a special vocation: he 
was called to serve God and he answered that call. 
He knew what it meant; he was an adult, capable of 
making a serious decision. There was no turning 
back. 
       I stopped to see him shortly before Fr. Charles 
Brady celebrated his 40th anniversary in the 
priesthood, and because he could not attend, I 
asked him to send greetings. “Just tell him the 
words of Father Feber,” he said: “To the noble 
shrine of love divine my lowly feet have trod; I ask 
no fame, no other name than this, a priest of God.” 
This was his own life motto. 
       In these days when the boat is being rocked by 
thoughtless children, we hear much about identity 
and fulfillment, personality and growth. Who would 
dare say that Monsignor Baer did not have all of 
these qualities? … 
       We knew him as a man who knew his vocation 
and loved it. In it he walked the way of humility and 
obedience and dedication. The capital sin of pride 
was not in him, whether he served as assistant or 
pastor. He worked for the salvation of people and 
the honor of the Church of God. When he served in 
the army, he was there to bring men to God. His 
highest rank was that of a priest of God. When he 
was sick and suffering, he bore his pains like a 
Francis of Assisi, knowing it was God’s will, and he 
knew that “Brother Body” would soon return to 
dust. 
       Father Urban loved the Church, and the Holy 
Father, and his bishop, and all men. He saw the 
need for her attributes of authority , infallibility and 
indefectibility. His theology was that of his Master, 
“obedience is better than sacrifice.” Among his 
theology books were the Holy Bible, the Missal, the 
Breviary, and the Crucifix. Of course he had read 
and learned the decrees of Vatican II. But he knew 
that the purpose of the Council was to make men 
holy. 
       His theology was not destructive or rebellious. 
Confession before or after first Communion, or 
receiving Communion in the hand or on the tongue 
— these were not disturbing questions for him. 
These were pastoral problems that could easily be 
solved. He also knew that “he who eats the Pope 
dies of ulcers.” 
       He was sad when his friends turned away and 
walked no more with him. He was pleased with 
aggiornamento, which cleaned out the dust of ages 

and made the house ready for renewal. But he was 
violently opposed to those who pull down the house 
because they wish to play with novelty. 
       Father Baer loved people—particularly the little 
people, and with them he identified himself. He 
knew that every man has the stamp of God and is a 
work of art. 
       Father Baer: I am here to express our thanks to 
you for all you have done for us. On a few occasions 
you told me that I should preach your homily when 
you died. It was presumptive to say that I would. 
We walked the road together, and walking with you 
was an experience and an inspiration. We met in St. 
Louis, in September of 1925, when we entered 
Kenrick seminary. Four years later we marched up 
the aisle together to be ordained priests. Nervously 
but unhesitatingly we made our commitment: “We 
are here.” 
       We offered our first Mass together, 
concelebrating with Archbishop John Glennon 
(later first cardinal of St. Louis.) After Mass he 
gathered us around him at the altar, where he 
spoke words that were not given to the rest of the 
congregation. He spoke about the priesthood and 
priestly service, of the honor and dignity connected 
with it. We were young, but we were old enough to 
make a decision and know that it meant. Gradually 
we advanced in the knowledge of our own 
ignorance and proceeded to grow up. We became 
fools for Christ. 
       I watched you work as a curate and saw you 
serve as a pastor where you were sent. It did not 
take an “act of Congress” to change you from one 
assignment to the next. You served in the little 
places, but you knew there were no little people. 
       When you served in the army, you were there to 
bring the men to God. The men knew their padre, 
and your greatest rank was that of Catholic priest. 
They knew you were like them, a civilian soldier. 
When the war ended, you returned to be appointed 
pastor here in the town of Eastman, where you 
served well for 15 years. This was your home, and 
now your body will rest with the people you loved. 
       Here you showed your ecumenical spirit. You 
served in the ministerial association and 
occasionally presided at meetings. You were an 
active member of the American Legion and the 
Veterans of Foreign Wars. But you were always the 
padre and you wore your uniform. 
       You were interested in farmers and farming, 
and you were appointed head of the rural life 
program in the diocese. Your activities branched 
out far beyond the limits of the diocese. I am sure 
that many here today visited farmers’ meetings at 
which you put on your act for better 
communication. We recall the red handkerchief and 
the corncob pipe with which you distracted us 
sometimes from a heated discussion. You were 
suited for this office, and I know that your book of 
advice on farming adorns a bookshelf in many 
homes. 
       Father Baer taught in season and out that every 
good gift comes from above. Of old the farmer had 
been described as a man “with the emptiness of 
ages on his face and on his back the burden of the 
world.” But Monsignor helped to change that idea. 
For him farming was the most dignified profession 
and the one closest to God. 
       For him this was God’s work, and this was 
loving his neighbor. In all of his service to people, 
he did not neglect his parish. First things came first. 
He administered the sacraments faithfully, offered 



the Holy Sacrifice daily, said the divine office for 
himself and all the people, for this was his business. 
He took care of the sick, and buried the dead, and 
you loved him and he loved you. 
       Then came sickness, eight years of sickness, and 
I suppose, loneliness. For he was human and the 
world was busy, and friends were slow to visit the 
sick. He helped where and when he could for a 
time. He accepted all of this as God’s will. He never 
seemed to lose his sense of humor, because, I think, 
humor is a daughter of charity. He knew he was 
dying. Each of us should know this. The sentence 
was passed when we began to live. 
       Today, Father Urban, the evidence is all in. 
Your case has been submitted. For you, I think, 
there will be a short hearing. This is your Father’s 
house. He has been waiting. Here is your Brother 
Christ. You were an Alter Christus. You 
communicated Christ to others. And here is Mary 
from whom the Word was made Flesh. Hail her 
again, as you did so often during your life and 
sickness. You know her, for she wears a rosary. And 
when you look around in astonishment at the 
wonder of it all, take a little time out to ask the 
Mother of God to pray for us sinners here below. 
       Father Urban, as a member of the Church 
Triumphant, help us who are still soldiering, 
sometimes plodding alone where the mud is heavy, 
and our eyes blinded with filth and the devil’s 
pollution, and our shoulders ache beneath the pack, 
our own and those of the fallen. Help us to keep 
looking up, beyond the margin of the earth, where 
we have not a lasting city, but where we seek one 
that is to come. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 

FOR LENT: 

 

A Meditation with Jesus in the Garden 

Part 1 of 4 — The Sadness of Jesus 

 

       A guided-meditation by Blessed Elena Guerra 

(1835–1914) from her manual of devotions entitled 

"Let us Pray." Each part is prayed over 15 minutes. 

 

         Place yourself, oh devout Soul, in the presence 

your most beloved Savior and bring to mind the 

night in which Jesus, having instituted the Holy 

Eucharist to be your food, leaves the Cenacle with 

His Apostles to go to the Garden of Olives, there to 

begin that most crude Passion by which He was to 

save the world. A deathly sadness shows itself on the 

brow and reveals itself in the words of the afflicted 

Jesus. A deathly pallor clouds that Face on which but 

now had shone a Heavenly beauty. Meanwhile the 

sorrowful Savior rests His gaze upon you, as though 

He would say to you: "Dear Soul, who are the cause 

of so much anguish to Me, stay with Me but for an 

hour, and see if there be any sorrow like unto My 

sorrow"..... But know that on the night of My agony I 

sought in vain for one to console Me."I looked for 

one who would comfort Me and I found none." 

         Oh adorable Jesus, can there ever be a creature 

so ungrateful, and so hard of heart, as to refuse to 

pass an hour in Your company, remembering those 

mysteries of supreme pain and supreme love 

accomplished in the obscurity of the night of Your 

Passion, in the Garden of Gethsemane? Oh good 

Jesus, behold me present before You. Deign to reveal 

to me the greatness of Your pains and the excess of 

love which caused You to become a victim for my sins 

and for the sins of all men. 

         "My soul is sorrowful even unto death!" There is 

truly no greater suffering than that which can be 

compared to the pains of death. Now our Savior, 

Who is infallible Truth, to make us understand the 

excess of suffering which came to oppress Him as He 

entered Gethsemane, says that His soul is weighed 

down by a mortal sadness: that the anguish which 

He endures is so severe as could cause His death “My 

soul is sorrowful, even unto death!”. And having 

said this He enters further into the Garden, till, 

reaching the place where He was accustomed to pass 

the night in prayer, He exhorts His faithful Apostles 

(whom He had brought with Him even into the 

Garden that they might be witnesses to His 

sufferings) to watch and pray with Him. Then, 

withdrawing from them a stone's throw, He knelt 

down to begin the most painful and at the same time 

most generous prayer ever made upon earth. 

         The first motive for the sorrow of Jesus was that 

horrible accumulation of outrage and opprobrium 

which in a short time was to rush in upon Him like 

the furious billows of a tempest-tossed sea. In fact, 

He had hardly left His beloved Apostles when there 

appeared before His mind all the frightful scenes of 

pain and blood of His impending Passion - the 

betrayal by one of his apostles, dishonor, scorn, 

calumnies ... moreover a scourging so cruel as to lay 

bare His very bones. But this is not enough. His 

Sacred Head must be tormented by a crown of  

 

thorns, which is to remain fastened thereon even till 

death. Furthermore, blows, spittle, mockeries. Still 

this is not enough. He must bear the infamy of a legal 

condemnation, and see Himself abhorred by the 

great ones of His nation and by His own people. 

Dying then, because of so much suffering, He must 

drag Himself to the mount of sacrifice, with the cross 

on his lacerated shoulders, falling several times half-

dead beneath its enormous weight. He must drink 

the bitter gall. Be  stripped in the midst of an insolent 

multitude. Allow Himself to be nailed hand and foot. 

Hang for three long hours from those iron nails, and 

remain there, suspended between Heaven and earth, 

to expiate by unspeakable pains the iniquities of the 

human race! Yet this is not enough. To these frightful 

pangs must be added the most bitter mockery, the 

most cutting insults and taunts. Then the burning 

thirst, rendered more tormenting by the vinegar. 

The abandonment by His Father. The immense grief 

of His beloved Mother. The terrible and desolate 

death! 

         Redeemed Soul, purchased by the cruel pains of 

Jesus, consider your Savior overwhelmed in an abyss 

of suffering ... and this for love of you ... to save you ... 

to bring you with Him to paradise! Oppressed by so 

much anguish Jesus goes back to the three Apostles 

whom He had charged to watch and pray; but He 

finds them sleeping! There is not one word of 

comfort for Jesus agonizing ... not one sentiment of 

compassion! In the bitterness of His abandonment, 

He turns His sorrowful look upon you, oh devout 

Soul, to see if He can find in your heart a feeling of 

compassion and gratitude. And you? Have you no 

word for the good Jesus? What would you have said 

if you had really found yourself near to Him in the 

night of His agony? Alas! open your heart and do 

now that which you would have done then, for 

equally welcome will it be to Him, since He always 

accepts with pleasure the expressions of affection 

which come from the heart of His faithful ones. 

(Meditate in silence.) 

         Holy Father, Who has so loved the world as even 

to sacrifice Your Incarnate Son for it, in the name of 

all the redeemed I thank You for this act of Your 

infinite charity, offering You in return the most 

perfect holiness and merits of the same Only 

Begotten Son. (Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 

         Holy Father, Who to deliver us from eternal 

perdition has placed upon the adorable humanity of 

Your Only Begotten Son the burden of all our 

iniquities. I offer You the agony of Jesus in 

Gethsemane, beseeching You to grant me the grace 

to enjoy in eternity the fruits of His unspeakable 

torments. (Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 

         Holy Father, Who to reconcile guilty humanity 



with Your offended Majesty, hast subjected Your 

most innocent Son to the rigors of inexorable justice, 

on Whom were laid the pains merited by our sins, I 

offer You the most lovable submission of Jesus in 

Gethsemane, beseeching You to grant the 

conversion and salvation of all sinners. (Our Father, 

Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 
 

A Meditation with Jesus in the Garden 

Part 2 of 4 — Jesus Anguishes Beneath  

the Weight of Human Iniquity 

 

         Already a long hour of anguish has passed for Jesus 

amid the darkness of the night and in the abandonment 

by His beloved disciples. The vivid apprehension of the 

cruel outrages awaiting Him has spread terror and fear 

into His blessed soul. He now feels far more keenly the 

enormous weight of His mission as Savior of the world. 

He sees that the time of His immolation has come ... 

Heaven, earth and hell are already armed against Him. 

He must sustain a great battle, in which all blows will be 

hurled against Him alone. 

         What does Jesus do? Pallid, trembling, He turns to 

His Father and humbly exclaims: "Father, if it be pos-

sible, let this chalice pass from Me." What response will 

the humble prayer of the Son of God receive? Heaven is 

shut...there is no answer! He wishes to endure even this 

pain to obtain for us humble perseverance in prayer, and 

constant patience although Heaven seems closed to our 

supplications. Ah, good Jesus! there is no suffering 

which You have not undergone for our comfort and 

example. 

         But follow your Jesus, 0 my soul, Who, urged by 

love, proceeds further and further on the way of sorrow. 

The frightful procession of all the sins, of all the crimes 

of the sons of Adam present themselves to His mind and 

lacerate His Heart. Yet He sees that He must take on 

Himself this loathsome burden, and appear before the 

most pure eyes of His Father, covered with the filthiness 

of sin. It is impossible for the human mind to 

understand or even to imagine the horrible torture which 

the blessed and most innocent soul of Jesus now 

suffered! Already He had piteously complained, saying 

by the mouth of the prophet: "The wicked have wrought 

upon My back!" Oh, how greatly oppressed is the dear 

Savior under the weight of so many sins!" 

         But surely the Divine Lamb Who is about to 

immolate Himself to Divine Justice so often offended by 

men, after having satisfied for human iniquity in 

sacrificing His precious life upon a gibbet to take away 

the sins of the world, can He not at least hope that men 

acknowledging so great a benefit, will banish sin forever 

and remain always faithful to Him Who suffered so 

much to save them from eternal death? 

         Ah, poor Jesus, would that it were thus! But instead 

... a picture more horrible than the preceding opens 

before His mind. He sees that even after having 

redeemed mankind by so much suffering and having 

washed the earth with His Blood: even after having 

infused the Divine Spirit into His faithful, and made the 

earth a Paradise of Grace through the Eucharist: ah! 

even after so many excesses of charity, He still sees sin 

holding sway in the world. He sees His holy law 

trampled underfoot, His Church and ministers 

persecuted, His grace neglected, His love despised ... and 

weepingly He says: "What profit is there in My Blood? 

Why pour out all My Blood? Why die amid the agonies 

of a gibbet, if men, ungrateful for so many benefits, will 

afterwards give themselves over to the power of the 

demon and to eternal perdition? When will the sway of 

sin end in the world?" 

         And the good Jesus casting His glance upon all the 

ages to come, beholds sin in all the centuries to follow, in 

each succeeding year, every day, and at each moment! 

And the weight of these sins heavily oppress Him, and 

make Him repeat: "The wicked have wrought upon my 

back; they have lengthened their iniquity!" 

         My soul, will you still be among those who length-

ening this chain of sin and, repeatedly putting off their 

promised conversion, wrench from the Heart of Jesus 

that cry so full of righteous sorrow? Oh, how horrible is 

sin after a God has shed His Blood to destroy it! Oh how 

horrible is sin in a soul already cleansed by that divine 

Blood! ....in souls united to the Heart of Jesus by Holy 

Communion! Oh most afflicted Savior, with great reason 

do You lament and weep! 

         But if Jesus with great reason weeps for the sins of 

the redeemed in general, what does He not suffer at 

foreseeing the sins of His intimate friends, of the souls 

consecrated to Him? "Oh beloved souls," He exclaims, 

"souls of My peace, who are the intimate friends of my 

Heart, who live in My house, eat of My bread and 

nourish yourselves at My table, why do you pierce My 

Heart by sin? People of My Heart, what have I ever 

done to you? In what have I grieved you? I have slaked 

your thirst with the Heavenly waters of My grace, and 

you have given Me gall! I have satiated you with the 

precious manna of My Flesh and you have struck Me 

with blows and scourgings! Oh My people, what have I 

done to you? In what have I grieved you? I have 

prepared you a throne in Heaven and you have 

presented Me a gibbet! Dear Soul of my vineyard, 

beloved of My Heart, what more could I have done for 

you that I have not done? What is there that I ought to 

do more for my vineyard that I have not done to it? And 

for so much love you return Me brambles and 

thorns!" (Meditate in silence.) 

 

         Oh my afflicted Savior, I offer You my heart and the 

hearts of all those men who burn with the fire of perfect 

love, to repay somewhat Your own infinite love. Grieving 

for my coldness and that of others, I offer You, oh good 

Jesus, that holy ardor with which the ancient patriarchs 

sighed for Your coming, and that holy zeal by which Your 

Apostles spread Your Name throughout the whole world. 

(Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 

 

         Oh my suffering Redeemer, I offer You that perfect 

and most tender compassion which Your Immaculate 

Mother, pierced in her soul by the sword of sorrow, 

offered You at the sight of Your sufferings; and that most 

perfect gratitude with which, for the whole human race, 

she thanked You, praised You and blessed You in 

acknowledging the infinite benefits of Your Redemption. 

(Our Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 

 



         My agonizing Jesus, I, a wretched creature, not 

being able to give You that comfort which I would, offer 

You the joy given to the Trinity and the Angels of 

Heaven, when You did fulfill, with such pain and with 

such love, the great work of Redemption; at the same 

time beseeching You that all the redeemed may be made 

to understand well this mystery of infinite love. (Our 

Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 
 

A Meditation with Jesus in the Garden 

Part 3 of 4 — The Great Fiat 

 

         Contemplate, Oh redeemed Soul, how your Savior, 

His Heart transpierced by man's ingratitude, falls 

prostrate in agony upon the ground. He is alone, 

abandoned, with no one to aid Him, Who has not refused 

to extend His hand to the weak and the afflicted, and even 

to make a resting place of His Breast for His Apostle, who, 

tired, laid his head upon it! 

         Rise up, faithful soul, the moment has come in which 

to make Jesus suffering a return of love. What would you 

have done if on the night of the Passion you had found 

yourself in Gethsemane close to the agonizing Jesus? 

         My dearest Lord, I wish to raise You up from the earth 

... to offer You my heart, upon which to rest Your 

drooping Head and then to say a word which will console 

You. My most sweet Savior, I love You, I love You, I love 

You! I wish to see love for You, to obtain love for You, to 

have all love You. I wish to consume life itself to have You 

loved, loved greatly, loved always, loved by all Your 

redeemed. 

         My sweet Jesus, I have said that I would spend even 

life itself to have You loved; to make sacrifice for this, no 

matter how great; yet when I meet some slight 

contradiction, some small humiliation, a refusal, a 

reproof an unkindness ... do I bear it? Do I really love 

sacrifice? ... do I rejoice in being able to offer You the 

mortification of passion? ... Good Jesus, I am ashamed to 

answer ... But here close to You; here at the school of 

suffering and love, I wish to learn, my sweet Master, to 

mortify and sacrifice myself in all things and for love of 

You. 

         Meanwhile the hours of His mortal agony pass slowly 

for Jesus ... He, the God of Heaven and earth, languishes 

prostrate upon the ground, and no one is mindful of Him. 

But what are the disciples doing? They sleep!...Ah, Jesus 

on the night of His Passion had to undergo even this pain 

of desertion of His dear ones; and He felt in His Heart the 

whole bitterness of it! That sorrow He then accepted, even 

desired it; but now He does not wish it any longer; rather 

He wants His redeemed to hold vigil around Him, 

meditating on His Passion. But instead the greater part 

sleep the sleep of the ungrateful, which consists in the 

forgetfulness of Him Who loves and benefits us. 

         Oh, what an excess of ingratitude and hard-

heartedness! Oh good Jesus, You are not known; for if we 

but knew You, we would always think of You, and our 

hearts would not beat except for You. 

While Jesus is grieving alone and prostrate upon the 

ground, behold an Angel of Heaven comes to comfort 

Him. With the humility of an obedient son, Jesus receives 

His Father's messenger, ready to submit to His 

Commands. The Angel has come to strengthen Him, but 

not to console Him, nor to lighten His pains, nor to take 

from His hands the bitter chalice. Indeed He encourages 

Jesus to bear up under the battle He is to wage, and to 

receive bravely the blows which Heaven, the world, and 

hell will hurl at Him; Heaven because the eternal Justice 

of the Father was about to punish in Him all the iniquity 

of men; the world, which unable to endure the holiness of 

the Son of God, was preparing a Cross for Him; and hell, 

which through hatred of the Saint of Saints, excites the 

enemies of Jesus Christ to greater cruelty, and more 

spiteful outrage. Wherefore the Angel exhorts Him to 

drink to the very dregs the abominable chalice of human 

iniquity, to become, as it were, cursed for us, to bear the 

whole weight of Divine Vengeance. 

         Meanwhile Justice and Mercy await the fiat of Jesus, 

in which they will be reconciled forever. Heaven awaits it, 

that it might be peopled by holy men; the earth awaits it, 

yearning to see the malediction merited by its first sin 

blotted out by the Precious Blood of the Divine Redeemer; 

the just imprisoned in the bosom of Abraham, await it, 

that they might again become the children of God and see 

the gates of Heaven reopened to them. 

         But how greatly does this fiat cost Jesus. He, the most 

innocent, He, the Holy &  Immaculate One - must put on 

the loathsome garb of the sinner, of the wicked: He must 

appear as the guilty one, and make our iniquities His own. 

Immeasurable is the anguish this causes Him, and makes 

Him repeat: "Let this Chalice pass from Me!" But at the 

same time He sees that we are lost if He does not take the 

guilt of our offenses upon Himself, if He does not consent 

to the scourges of the punisher, and wash away our 

iniquities in His Blood ... Therefore with a most generous 

burst of heroic love, Jesus pronounces His sublime fiat. 

         He says fiat- "Thy will be done," and thus He consents 

to shoulder all our misdeeds, and as if guilty of them, 

accepts, and even calls upon Himself these horrible 

chastisements; wherefore He says fiat to the thorns to 

expiate for our evil thoughts; fiat to the scourging to 

punish in Himself our sins of sensuality; fiat to the 

insults, the spittle and the blows to atone for our pride; 

fiat to the vinegar and gall, in satisfaction for our 

numberless sins of speech and gluttony; fiat to the cross 

and nails, to repair for our disobedience; fiat to those 

three hours of tearful agony on the cross to heal all our 

wounds, to remedy all our evils; fiat to His death to give us 

eternal life! Oh precious fiat which rejoices Heaven, saves 

the world, and overthrows hell! Fiat that breaks so many 

chains, dries so many tears! Thanks be to You, Oh good 

Jesus; thanks for so generous a fiat. I bless You and thank 

You in the name of all men. (Meditate in silence.) 

         Holy Father, Who in reparation for our rebellions and 

disobediences did wish to be honored by the generous fiat 

of Jesus in Gethsemane, I offer You that same fiat in 

expiation for all the offenses which Your adorable Majesty 

has received from my rebellious and stubborn Will, 

beseeching You to grant me perfect docility and 

submission through the merits of the same fiat. (Our 

Father, Hail Mary, Glory Be.) 

         Holy Father, through the glory which the generous 

fiat of Jesus in Gethsemane procured for You, I beseech 

You to pardon me every fault of rebellion and 

disobedience, and to grant me the grace henceforth to 

love fully submissive to Your holy will and to the will of 



my superiors for love of You. (Our Father, Hail Mary, 

Glory Be.) 

         Holy Father, through the generous effort and the 

anguish which the fiat uttered in Gethsemane cost Jesus, 

I beg You to grant to me, to all the souls consecrated to 

You, and to all Christians, the spirit of holy fortitude and 

constancy, united to a generosity which will count as light 

every sacrifice for Your glory. (Our Father, Hail Mary, 

Glory Be.) 
 

A Meditation with Jesus in the Garden 

Part 4 of 4 — The Blood of Jesus & its Fruits 

 

         My Jesus has now uttered His great fiat! But the 

effort causes Him to fall again upon the earth, crushed 

beneath the enormous weight with which He had 

burdened Himself. Oppressed on the one hand by the 

divine Justice, which considers Him as universal victim 

upon whom are to be united all sin and its punishment; 

and on the other hand by His infinite desire to fulfill His 

divine mission as Redeemer of the world, which latter is 

preparing for Him that baptism of blood so greatly 

desired by Him. 

         Ah! in truth, the good Jesus can now be considered 

as choice wheat ground between two millstones, and as 

sweet grapes trodden in the wine-press! Indeed, such is 

the intense agony which oppresses His Heart that He 

begins to sweat Blood from all His members; and this so 

copiously, that it trickles down to the ground! Oh, how 

much has that great fiat cost Jesus! Oh, how much He 

has had to suffer in order to become debtor for our sins! 

And what shame for me who refuse to make even the 

least sacrifice, while I see my God freely become victim 

for love of me. "He was offered because it was His own 

will." 

         But why, sweet Jesus, why torture Yourself thus 

with infinite pain, You Who with one sole prayer, with 

one sigh, with one beat of Your Heart, could have saved 

the world? But a prophet had already said that the 

redemption of Jesus would be a copious redemption. 

And truly it is a copious redemption which He has 

wrought, for by it we are moreover restored to the honor 

enjoyed by the innocent, the just and the saints! 

         Only a God could have accomplished so great a 

work! But Jesus is not yet satisfied; in His 

incomprehensible love He wishes that by means of His 

sufferings there be placed in our hands as some thing 

absolutely ours, the rich treasures of His merits, that by 

them we might obtain every good from the most High. 

         What more could be desired? Yet there are gifts so 

great that man could not have dared to ask for them, nor 

even thought of being able to acquire them. But the 

infinite charity of our Blessed Savior thinks of them, and 

with the voice of His Blood, and the sighs of His afflicted 

Heart He obtains for us from His Father the supreme 

grace of being raised up even to the Embrace of the 

Divinity, by means of the Eucharist which He had that 

same night instituted. And as if this is not enough to 

satisfy a charity which knows no limits, He wishes that 

His Spirit, the Divine Paraclete, be infused and remain 

permanently in our souls. "I shall ask the Father," He 

had said that same night to His Apostles, "I shall ask the 

Father, and He shall send you the Holy Spirit." And now 

here in Gethsemane, suffering and dripping Blood, He 

fulfills such a promise meriting for us the infusion of the 

Divine Paraclete, and thus elevating man to the highest 

degree of happiness, grace and glory. 

         Jesus can now do no more for us; yet there remains 

to Him one more desire. He remembers that His Father 

has said to Him: "Ask of Me, and I will give You the 

nations as Your inheritance;" and raising His 

bloodstained Face to Heaven, He asks that among those 

nations promised to Him as His inheritance, He might 

have chosen bands of espoused souls who will be the 

beloved of His Heart, faithful disciples following His 

example, and upon whom He can pour forth the 

abundance of those graces merited by Him with so much 

pain. "Give Me souls, give Me souls, oh Father, and all 

else will I give You, even My life which will be 

consummated on the cross for them. Give Me souls." 

         And among all these souls Jesus also chooses yours; 

desires it, wants it, asks it of His Father with tears, and 

for it in particular renews the offering of Himself and all 

His boundless sufferings. My soul, my soul, how greatly 

are you loved by that God, Who sweating blood, chose 

you, desired you, embraced you as spouse! 

         And even as in a little while Jesus, from the height 

of the cross, will say to His Mother, "Behold your son," 

and in the person of John will consign to her all the 

redeemed, so in Gethsemane He turns to His Father and 

says: "Behold Your children. I, Your Son by nature, hold 

the place of sinful man, that the sinner might take My 

place and become Your child by grace. For Me, 0 

Father, sufferings; for sinners, pardon and peace; for 

Me death, for him life; for Me, abandonment, for him a 

perfect, blessed and eternal union with Thee ... Behold, 

behold Your children ... embrace them. My Blood 

renders them pure, beautiful, and worthy of You. 

Father, I wish (Jesus had never before said "I wish," but 

now He says it). I wish that the souls which You have 

given to Me, may be one with Us, united to Us, as I with 

You. Remember, oh Father, that I have abased Myself to 

become man, that man might be raised up even to God 

reigning in Your own glory for all eternity." 

         Behold the incomprehensible mysteries of love 

which operate in the Heart of a God Who sweats blood 

for men! Behold the admirable fruits of the Blood of 

Jesus! Silence, admiration and generous love; these, oh 

redeemed Soul, Soul espoused to a God become man, is 

the only return you can make to the Great, and Holy, and 

Infinite Love, Who immolates Himself for you! (Meditate 

in silence.) 

         Holy Father, with a heart penetrated with the most 

vivid gratitude, I thank You in the name of all men, for 

giving us a Redeemer so good and so generous, through 

Whom, with infinite advantage, we have recovered the 

blessings lost by original sin. I offer You for the salvation 

of all the redeemed, the Blood which He shed, 

beseeching You to grant that the fruits of the redemption 

be as copious as the redemption itself and that the good 

Jesus be known, loved and blessed by all the children of 

Adam for all eternity. (OUR FATHER, HAIL MARY, 

GLORY BE.) 

         Holy Father, I offer the Precious Blood of Jesus to 

obtain from Your mercy the exaltation and increase of 

the Catholic Church, the conversion of all infidels, 



heretics, and sinners, the perseverance of the just, and 

the liberation of the souls in Purgatory. I offer It to You 

for the greater good of my superiors and all my dear 

ones. Moreover, I offer It to You for the sanctification of 

my soul and to obtain ... (here one petitions for all the 

graces desired.) (OUR FATHER, HAIL MARY, GLORY 

BE.) 

         Holy Father, Who has so loved the world as even to 

sacrifice Your only begotten Son amid great torment for 

it, grant that the world will now exceedingly love Jesus, 

show whole-hearted gratitude to Him, bless and exalt 

Him; and that the souls may be many who are perfectly 

united and constantly faithful to Him, and that among 

that number may also be found my own poor soul. Holy 

Father, I offer You the sighs, the prayers, and the agony 

of Jesus in Gethsemane, together with the Blood He 

shed, that You may reawaken most vividly in the hearts 

of all Christians devotion to the admirable mysteries of 

the Redemption; and with it that true and generous 

spirit of sacrifice, which makes the soul so like to Jesus. 

(OUR FATHER, HAIL MARY, GLORY BE.) 

 

CONCLUSION 

One more glance at your Jesus, oh my Soul, oh Soul of 

His love and pain. The long hours of the Agony in 

Gethsemane have already passed to give place to a day of 

outrage and to the final three hours of torture on the 

cross. 

Behold Judas comes to betray Him ... and Jesus like a 

meek lamb, goes to meet him! Ah, my Jesus, am I to see 

You in the arms of a traitor? Ah, no! rather come to my 

embrace; even into my heart, oh good Jesus, for I no 

longer wish to offend You, but always to love 

You. 

 

FRUITS TO BE REAPED FROM THE HOLY HOUR 

1) To stamp upon one's heart the sufferings of Jesus 

and to often meditate upon them. 

 

2) To excite oneself to a generous love for Jesus and 

to refuse Him no sacrifice. 

 

3) To reflect that Jesus is no longer suffering upon 

earth, and no longer having need of loving services, 

has left us the afflicted in His place; wherefore He 

wishes that we give to our neighbor that sympathy 

and aid which He (to suffer the more) renounced 

during His Passion, being certain that He will 

consider as done to Himself that which we do to our 

brethren, “for whatever you do to others, you do to 

me.” That this reflection will make charity increase 

within us. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


