We need not be very old in this world to realize

there are few days in which “Everything’s
going our way!” To be genuinely happy, we
must be able to take all the trials of life with
stride, calmness and even joy. If you suffer,
you may be bitter, wonder why you must be
afflicted and feel that God is punishing you.
You are a burden to others and that is painful
for you. If God is Good, why must you suffer?
The pagan cannot explain suffering. To him, it
is cruel, stupid, unmeaningful and without any
possible value. If we wish to keep our equilibrium
in this world, we must learn to face quietly
and calmly sickness, pain and death.
Job was not a sinner, but a just man; yet, he

suffered. We see then that suffering is not a
question of our sins, but an opportunity to
make reparation for the sins of others, satisfy
Divine Justice, and prepare the way for a new
outpouring of Divine Mercy upon our brethren.
Suffering plays a large part in our sanctification.

To be a child of God, we must cease to be

children of the earth. To be a citizen of Heaven,
we must relinquish our citizenship here below.
We must become holy for only the holy can
see God. In the face of suffering, do we recoil
and say to God: “No, no, I am quite content
as I am; I do not cherish any dizzy ambition
to be a saint. Don’t cut and hew, and grind
and polish me!”

How to become
a butterfly?
The seed is transformed into a

plant. The birds of the air hatch
from an egg. We, too, are destined
for a lofty future. We must adapt
ourselves to the divine world, and
learn a wholly supernatural mode
of living. The pleasures of this
world are transient and bring no
lasting happiness. When we are
sick, we can hardly live for the
things of this world. We have
seen the lowly caterpillar clothe
itself in the dark cocoon or chrysalis, only to
emerge into a lovely butterfly. We are born
natural men, with natural faculties with an
inclination to satisfy ourselves with earthly
goods. St. John the Baptist said, “He must grow
and I must decrease.”
Our life here on earth, with its arduous duties,

self-denial and unending trials, is a kind of
death, a mortification or dying, and may aptly
be compared to the chrysalis. If we are sick, we
must submit to the law of spiritual growth
already at operation in us. Meanwhile, the Germ
of a higher life, Sanctifying Grace, is planted in
our souls. The law of Grace attracts us ever
more to the Love of God and the things of God.
We have scarcely begun to enjoy this world when
we must begin to give up its pleasures. Yet, how
many are forcefully attracted to the goods of this
world? Love of the world swiftly and disastrously
ends in our ruin. The most painful suffering of a
soul is not so much the separation of loved ones
but their total loss of affection and concern. Our
love for them must be changed, transformed
and divinized. After a brief separation, we look
for the resurrection and eternal life.

God, Our Heavenly Father exhorts

us: Be still, little caterpillar! Enter
into the deathlike cocoon which
is spun by suffering and trial;
soon you will emerge equipped
to fly! Be patient, little nugget of
unrefined gold, while the dross of
earthly affection is purged from
you by the fire of affliction; in this
way, you will become a vessel
capable of receiving the Godhead.

“Whom the Lord loveth,
He chastiseth!”
Stand firm unyielding stone, while the Divine
Sculptor, using the sharp sufferings of life,
chisels and carves you into a veritable saint!
By means of this heavy sorrow, you, a child of
man, are being changed into a true child of God!
Try, O try, to look
to the glory ahead.
Say with St. Paul:
“Eye hath not seen,
nor ear heard,
neither hath it
entered into the
heart of man, what
great things God
hath prepared for
them that love Him.”

lmighty and most merciful God, I humbly beseech Thee to support me in my illness
and, if it is in accordance with Thy Holy Will, to restore me again to health that I may labor
for Thy Glory and the attainment of more perfect sanctity. Compassionate Lord Jesus, have
mercy upon me now, but especially in my last sickness, and upon all those whom Thou hast
visited with sickness unto death. Blessed Mother of God and all ye holy Saints, intercede for
me that I may pass through this time of trial so as to purify my soul from the smallest faults
and, thus, at the hour of my departure from this world, be worthy to enter the joys of a
glorious eternity. Through Jesus Christ Our Lord.
Amen.

