A Mother's Story

My story begins early in 1982 when my husband and | were happily
married with five sons and a daughter, all of them growing up healthy and
well.

But then our youngest boy, Chris became discontented at school and
from there on everything seemed to go wrong for him. He left school and
started working in a men's outfitters, but even then | felt he was uneasy
with himself. We tried to get to the bottom of his problem and the doctor
said it was just a growing-up thing. Well, he went out to work dressed in
his good jacket and a new pair of shoes that he had bought a couple of
days previously. God help us, it was the last time we saw of him alive.

He took his own life out at a local beauty spot, not far from where we lived.
From then on, our lives were tumed upside down, each of the family
searching for the answers and the reasons why this tragedy had happened.

| thought I would finish up in a mental hospital. | really was heading that
way. The pain, the grief and the blame were hard to handle. My hushand
and | drifted apart and our lives were in pieces. One day | was lying in
bed after working a night-shift at the hospital, when the phone rang. It
was a friend asking if | would like to go to Medjugorje. What had | to lose?
| had tried everything else.

| went to Medjugorje, hardly knowing what day it was, walking around in
a daze and blaming God for my terrible loss. But our Blessed Mother was
truly a mother and seemed to take me under her mantle and comfort me.

While in Medjugorie, | had a dream about my son Chris. We were both
sitting on a staircase in what seemed like a school. He was sitting one
step above me and | said to him: "Son, Il take you home from this," and
he replied: "Mum, I'm okay."

| said the same thing three times but after the third time Chris answered:
"Mum, I'm fine, and | love it here.” The dream was so real -perhaps it was
- but after that | really felt that Chris was in our Blessed Mother's care. |
spent the rest of the week in Medjugorje in silent prayer and shed many
tears, but they seemed to be tears of relief. Our Lady had shown me that
she was a true mother.

My husband died in 1993 (R.I.P.) and please, God, I will be back to
thank our Blessed Mother in person this year. | have always wanted to
return to Medjugorje and now this seems to be the right time. May Our
Lady's special care be with us all as we walk through this life and meet
again in our heavenly home.

From Me ugorje Herald, Ireland

Editor's note: When | went to Medjugorje for the first time, in 1994, | was still mourning for two of my sons who both
committed suicide, five and a half years apart, and both aged 29. | was crying every day and could not find the peace of
mind | so much needed. | found that peace in Medjugorje, and there, | knew within my heart that my children were in
Heaven with Our Heavenly Mother. May all parents who have gone through the same ordeal know God's infinite Mercy

and be assured of their salvation. Paul F.
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Jesus is here!

Sr. Briege McKenna tells a story that she witnessed in some Latin American
country. She was there to conduct a healing service, as part of a Mass. The
locale was unusual, in that it was in the midst of a city dump, where most of
these people lived, and from which they scraped and gathered whatever they
could to keep body and soul together.

The altar was a large cardboard box, and five priests concelebrated the Mass.

Just before the consecration, a litle woman made her way to the front,
carrying what looked like a bundle of rags. She placed the package right there
on the makeshift altar. Briege was shocked to discover that the rags
contained a tiny baby, and the baby was so badly burned that there was a
stench of burned and rotting flesh. She looked towards the priest beside her,
who assured her that he had no problem, and to allow the baby remain there.

At the consecration, there was a spontaneous outburst of acclamation from
the vast gathering, who had nothing of this world's goods, but who had living

faith in the Eucharistic presence. 'Viva Cristo Rey! Viva Cristo Rey!',
they repeated again and again.

Briege had her eyes closed and she was experiencing profound
emotion in the midst of such an outburst of faith. When things
quietened down, she opened her eyes and, at once, she noticed that
the baby had been removed from the altar. A short distance away,
the mother held the baby, as tears rolled down her cheeks, and the
people around her began to look in her direction. Briege took a few
steps forward and, to her amazement, the child was totally healed,
and all the signs of the burns had disappeared. With a deep sense of
awe, she asked the mother what had happened. The mother looked
at her, and without the slightest hesitation, or any great sense of
puzzlement, she simply whispered: 'Jesus is here.’

Jack McArdle in'And that's the Gospel truth'

The call of the modern prophet

An anonymous student poet put it well:
- | will do more than belong - | will participate.
- I will do more than care - | will help.
- | will do more than believe -I will practise.

- | will do more than be fair-l will be kind.
- | will do more than forgive - | will love.
- | will do more than earn - | will enrich.
- | will do more than teach - | will serve.

- | will do more than live - | will grow.

- | will do more than be friendly - | will be a
friend
Harold Buetow, in 'God still speaks: Listen'
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