STORY:
There is an old story about a workman on a scaffolding high above the nave of a cathedral who looked down and saw a woman praying before a statue of Mary. As a joke, the workman whispered, "Woman, this is Jesus." The woman ignored him. The workman whispered again, more loudly: "Woman, this is Jesus." Again, the woman ignored him. Finally, he said aloud, "Woman, don't you hear me? This is Jesus." At this point the woman looked up at the crucifix and said, "Be still now, Jesus, I'm talking to your mother."

REFLECTION:
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"Whether or not anyone has any affiliation or devotion to the mother of Jesus, I have come to believe that everyone can find their struggles and sadness hidden in the folds of Mary's robe of sorrows. Whether Mary is approached as a historical or symbolic figure of compassion, the heartaches and sorrows of her life contain a message of strength and encouragement for those who hurt.

I have personally found much hope and inspiration when I have discovered my own struggles reflected in the sorrows of Mary. I have felt comfort and kinship in knowing that Mary has been there before me. In this Mother of Sorrows I have found a woman of compassion and courage whose life experiences give me strength to weather my own tribulations.

It is with this conviction that I approach the seven sorrows of Mary. May you be given what you need for your own life's journey as you find your sorrows reflected in those of Mary."

The Heart of Compassion
Compassionate God,
your generous presence
is always attuned to hurting ones.
Your listening ear is bent
toward the cries of the wounded
Your heart of love
fills with tears for the suffering.

Turn my inward eye to see
that I am not alone.
I am a part of all of life.
Each one's joy and sorrow
is my joy and sorrow,
and mine is theirs.
May I draw strength 
from this inner communion.
May it daily recommit me
to be a compassionate presence
for all who struggle with life's pain.

---Joyce Rupp
The Act of Contrition
My God, I am sorry for my sins with all my heart. 
In choosing to do wrong and failing to do good, I have sinned against you whom I should love above all things. 
I firmly intend, with your help, to do penance, to sin no more,
and to avoid whatever leads me to sin.
FINAL PRAYER:

Lord, as we contemplate Mary, the lowly virgin of Nazareth now assumed in heaven, we celebrate all the lowly people of the world who are lifted up before our eyes. We think of those who face difficult situations with courage, do not let themselves be overwhelmed by the evils they experience, find time and energy to celebrate the gifts you have given them, are nourished by the faith that whatever life has in store for them, they are safe in your hands. Lord, we thank you in the name of all these Marys, those of today and those of the past, we proclaim your greatness, and our spirits exult in you, our Saviour.

Lord, we pray that our Church communities will be your dwelling place on earth where the lowly ones of the world  - the poor, the aged and the children, those who are shunned by the wider society, strangers, immigrants, refugees, minorities from different religious or ethnic groups – are welcomed; where they will exult because they are called blessed, and the great things you have done for them are celebrated
MARY WOMAN OF FAITH 

Luke 1:39-56    The Message:

Mary didn't waste a minute. She got up and travelled to a town in Judah in the hill country, straight to Zachariah's house, and greeted Elizabeth. When Elizabeth heard Mary's greeting, the baby in her womb leaped. She was filled with the Holy Spirit, and sang out exuberantly, You're so blessed among women, 
 and the babe in your womb, also blessed!  And why am I so blessed that the mother of my Lord visits me? 
The moment the sound of your greeting entered my ears, The babe in my womb skipped like a lamb for sheer joy. Blessed woman, who believed what God said, believed every word would come true! 

And Mary said, I'm bursting with God-news; 
 I'm dancing the song of my Saviour God. 
 God took one good look at me, and look what happened — I'm the most fortunate woman on earth! 
   What God has done for me will never be forgotten, 
the God whose very name is holy, set apart from all others. His mercy flows in wave after wave 
 on those who are in awe before him. He bared his arm and showed his strength, scattered the bluffing braggarts. He knocked tyrants off their high horses, 
 pulled victims out of the mud. The starving poor sat down to a banquet; the callous rich were left out in the cold.  He embraced his chosen child, Israel; he remembered and piled on the mercies, piled them high. 
 It's exactly what he promised, beginning with Abraham and right up to now. 

Mary stayed with Elizabeth for three months and then went back to her own home. 
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Hail Mary, full of grace.
Our Lord is with you.
Blessed are you among women,
and blessed is the fruit of your womb,
Jesus.
Holy Mary, Mother of God,
pray for us sinners,
now and at the hour of our death.
Amen.
