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In this Jubilee Year, Pope Francis encouraged us to be ‘Pilgrims of Hope.’ He said:

loved.”

Hope does not expire, because it is based on the fidelity of God. The hope of the Spirit is not even optimism.
Born deeper, it rekindles at the bottom of the heart the certainty of being precious because we are

After being still for a few moments...
How and where do you ...

...... sense this re-kindling

...sense the invitation
..... to a deeper sense of hope
in life...
in the flow of life

in the flow of your own life?
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‘A day (iving in unity with nature is a day

Mgr Donal Lucey

flowing in the interconnectedness of creation.’
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Some suggested reading:

An Altar in the World by B.T. Brown
ISBN 978-0-06-137047-2

Flow...

The body moves by instinct
instead of thought.
Awareness blooms, as the
individual escapes its
confines and becomes part
of something bigger than
itself.’

From 'An Altar in the World by
Barbara Taylor Brown

Earthed In God by C Chapman

ISBN 978 —1-78622-055-4
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‘God’s invitation pours out on all, and to each one, in an
intimate and personal way. This call is attuned to who we
are and where we are. And why we rightly see scripture
as a place of revelation, life too, in all it's complexity, can
become a doorway to awareness of God. *

From ‘Earthed in God’ by C Chapman

God’s Grandeur by .M. Hopkins SJ

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.

It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil

crushed.

Why do men then now not reck his rod?

Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;

and all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;
and wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil
is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;

There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;

And though the last lights off the black West went

Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs
-because the Holy Ghost over the bent

world broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings.




