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Lord, Make Me an Instrument of thy Peace

A gquarterly newsletter, whose purpose is helping members
of The Third Order of the Society of St. Francis share
their common journey through news from fellowships

and individuals, reviews of books and tapes, poetry,
stories, essays, reflections, meditations, graphics,
and whatever the Holy Spirit might blow our way.

Lent, 1996

from the editor:

Mea Culpa! The
vent 1issue never got past the
editor's computer, shoved aside
before and during the Holidays by
a blizzard of obligations to job,

intended Ad-

Church, and local non-profit or-
ganizations. My apologies to all!

e This 1issue has come to-
gether based around two reflec-

tive articles from last Summer's
pilgrimage to Assisi, plus a
first-hand account of being pro-
fessed in the city of St. Francis.

a )

Fino Love AND Joy INsiDe!

The middle four pages of

this issue are the 1long-
awaited Formation Letters,
Nos. 21 (“Love: An Expres-
sion of Chastity”) and 22

(“Joy: Our Expression of Obe-
dience”)

A deep debt of grati-
tude goes to former Provin-
cial Chaplain Marie Webner
TSSF for the preparation of
these documents.

These four pages - num-
bered 56a, 56b, 56c¢c, and 56d
- should be removed from this
issue, three-hole punched in
the wide margin, and placed
in your 1loose-leaf Formation
notebook following page 56.
They also may be cut at the
fold, if you wish.

-

4

We are also blessed with a
testimonial to the life of the
written

late Barbara Kelly TSSF,
by her husband Frank.

His words,
under the title of
"Suffering and
Transformation,”
provide a Lenten
theme for this
issue and a point
of meditation for
us all to ponder
during this peni-
tential season.

e By the time you read these
words, a group of tertiaries will
have met to begin the detailed
planning for the Provincial Con-
vocation, which will take place
in New Orleans June 23-27, 1997.

The next issue of The
Franciscan Times will contain as
much pertinent information about
this gathering as possible.

In the spirit of our patron,
it is hoped that each of you has
begun to ponder and discern your
own gifts of time and talent that
you might offer to the Third Or-
der community during this time.

e And speaking of community,
the directory of on-line tertia-
ries is growing quickly. The
electronic communications age has
become a virtual reality!

To get your e-mail address
listed, and to get your copy of
the TSSF e-mail directory, please
contact JOANKIDD@aol.com.

May you have a holy lent.

Pax et Bonum and Aloha!

Robert Durand




Page 2 The Franciscan Times Lent, 1996

THE CHAPLAIN’S JOURNAL

"WHAT Joy It Is!"

(EDITOR'S NOTE: Gary Parker TSSF is the chaplain for United States Military
Forces in the Mediterranean region. He began his journey as a tertiary in Hawai’il
where he was a Marine Corps Chaplain and a member of the Hawal’'i Fellowship. He
later transferred to North Carolina where he became a member of the Servants of San
Damiano Fellowship. By the time he was ready to be professed, he was based in Italy.
He shares here the acount of his unique profession.)

by CDR Gary ]. Parker, CHC, USN, TSSF
25 August 1995

It is only a few hours until my profession at 7 p.m. in the Chapel of the
Minister General’s (R.C.) diplomatic section, which is located in Assisi at the Inter-
national Franciscan Diplomatic Center. Fr. Peter Damien, who heads the American
group, has graciously accepted to receive my vows.

I have been on retreat since late afternoon of August 20 until now, staying at
St. Anthony’s Guest House, operated by the Sisters of the Atonement, a Franciscan
order with roots in the Episcopal tradition. My two books have been “The Way of
St. Francis” by Murray Bodo and “Centering Prayer” by M. Basil Pennington. And
I re-wrote my Rule of Life.

Two days ago, I met with Fr. Damien for an hour and shared my revised Rule
with him. We also went over my journey and his, along with what to do today. He
did not want to have the profession on its own, so we agreed on it happening as part
of the Community Vespers. He allowed me to pick the Gospel reading (MT 16:24-
27) and the hymns “Seek Ye First the Kingdom of God” and “At the Name of
Jesus.”

He told me that we needed a “Festa” for this occasion. So the Community will
be putting on a party afterwards. What joy it is!

This morning at my breakfast table was a single rose and a card from the
Sisters, wishing me a Happy Birthday today and blessings in the Franciscan life. At
the mid-day meal, I enjoyed a great conversation with Fr. Anthony, the novice mas-
ter of the Eastern Province (RC) of the United States, located in Providence, R.I.

During the morning hours, I went down the hill to San Damiano by foot in the
rain in order to pray for the Servants of San Damiano Fellowship of North Carolina.
In St. Mary’s Chapel, they were present with me on this day. What peace and good
is there in this place!

Well, it is almost time ...

9:30 p.m. — The profession was a joyous occasion, with four Friars present,
including one from Malta. Now I’m tired and need to finish packing, as I leave
bright and early in the morning for the four-hour drive back to Naples.

It has been a good beginning for a long journey.

Pax et Bonum,
%
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IN THE FooTsTEPS OF ST. FRANCIS

“We Are All Pilgrims”

(EDITOR'S NOTE: Last summer’s pilgrimage to Italy, “in the footsteps of St.
Francis,” was led by Br. Robert Hugh SSF and Br. Justus Richard SSF. Among the 12
tertiary pilgrims was Lucy Blount, who began the journey as a postulant and finished
as a novice. A resident of Montgomery, AL and the author of three books, Lucy pre-
pared this reflection of the journey for The Franciscan Times.)

by Lucy D. Blount TSSF
A great event occurred last Friday. Our — almost — one-year-old grand-
daughter took 14 steps. We, her audience, responded appropriately. There
were cheers and claps and squeals of joy from her sister, aunt, and grand-

mother.
large, lethargic Labrador.

Frances graciously accepted these dis-
tracting accolades with a smile and immedi-
ately fell down. Never daunted, she jumped
back up and continued her journey; and we,
her adoring audience, continued with our en-
couragement.

As I write to you, another Frances en-
ters my memory. She carries the Italian ver-
sion of the name, which
is Francesca. She is the
four-year-old grand-
daughter of Marcella, our

“NEVER BEFORE HAVE I FELT

She also received an enthusiastic tail wagging from our unusually

I wish you could see the biggest sky I've
ever experienced on the rooftop of Casa Papa
Giovani, our home in Assisi. You'd laugh out
loud as the swallows perform their acrobatic
soars.

I wish you could have skipped and sung
with us down the steep hill from Assisi to San
Damiano to see where Clare lived. On arrival
at the convent, I wish you
could have heard Sister
Mary Philomena’s homily
on “Coming Home.” We

Assisi guide par excel-
lence. Francesca has a
rare disease and can not

SUCH AN AWARENESS OF

THE ‘CLOUD OF SAINTS’
WHICH SURROUNDS US.”

all felt closer to our roots
as she humbly spoke.
I can close my eyes

walk. Her grandmother
told me that she prays ev-
ery day for a miracle as she re-visits the places
of St. Francis.

I believe a miracle is happening, not only
for Francesca but for the pilgrims who have
had the awesome privilege of being guided by
Marcella. I know. I've experienced such a
happening.

I do not want to be overly dramatic. 1
wish I could whisper this article to you in a
tiny chapel like the ones we experienced over
and over again. They were diminutive holy
spaces in hills, in caves, on mountains, and in
valleys. We worshipped, sang, and celebrated.

I wish this lump in my heart could come
forth as a flower like the miraculous thornless
roses we saw growing in the garden at La
Porzuncola.

I wish you could shut your eyes and hear
the daily carols being sung at Grecchio.

and still picture Sister
Mary Philomena and Sis-
ter Mary Dorothea, our only American Poor
Clares, dressed in pale yellow habits, arm in
arm as if two school girls. Their presence
blessed us daily. The community they shared
seemed to spill over onto us and spread.

I'll never forget our celebrating the 40th
anniversary of ordination for Br. Robert Hugh
at San Gregorio Church in Rome. In his ser-
mon, he compelled each one of us to be “au-
thentic” to our individual calling,

I never forget the tears in our eyes as a
fellow Alabamian, Sue Tidwell, noviced me, and
Br. Justus admonished me “to perservere.”

I'll never forget experiencing the eye-wit-
ness-like account given by a young Roman
Catholic Franciscan novice at LaVerna. He
made the drama of St. Francis receiving the
stigmata an indelible etching on my mind.

(continued next page)






