
The Beautiful Hands of a Priest 
 

We need them in life's early morning, we need them again at its close; 

We feel their warm clasp of  true friendship, we seek them when tasting life's woes. 

When we come to this world we are sinful, the greatest as well as the least. 

And the hand that makes us pure as angels is the beautiful hand of  a priest. 

At the altar each day we behold them,  and the hands of  a king on his throne 

Are not equal to them in their greatness, their dignity stands all alone; 

For there in the stillness of  morning, ere the sun has emerged from the East, 

There God rests between the pure fingers of  the beautiful hands of  a priest. 

And when we are tempted and wander to pathways of  shame and of  sin, 

 

'Tis the hand of  a priest will absolve us-not once, but again and again; 

And when we are taking life's partner, other hands may prepare us a feast, 

But the hand that will bless and unite us is the beautiful hand of  a priest. 

God bless them and keep them all holy for the Host which their fingers caress; 

What can a poor sinner do better than ask Him, He Who chose thee to bless? 

When the death-dews on our eyelids are falling, may our courage and strength be increased, 

By seeing raised o'er us in blessing, the beautiful hands of  a priest! 

 

Lord, grant us priests. 

Lord, grant us holy priests. 

Lord, grant us many holy priests. 

A Prayer for Self-Control 
 
Sweet Jesus, ever watchful over me, 
Let not my thoughts be evil, 
Let not my words be wild, 
Let not my acts be wilful, 
Watch the door of  my lips that I may tell no lie. 
Grant me grace to guard my senses 
Strength to keep my temper,  
Courage to deny myself. 
Amen.  
 
Fr. W. Roche, S. J. 
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‘If He Could Do That, Then I Can Do Something’ 

Taken from the book ‘Just Stories’ by Winfred Herbst, 
S.D.S. 
 
A beautiful story to read, especially to children, this Lent.  
 
THE story I am about to tell is touching and sad. 
But it teaches a much needed lesson, a Lenten les-
son in particular. Now, Lent, as you know, is that 
special time of prayer and penance receding Easter 
Sunday. It begins each year on Ash Wednesday 
and lasts forty days, because Jesus fasted forty days 
and forty nights in the desert before He began His 
public life.  
 
Lent is also a time when we are asked to meditate 
often on the bitter sufferings and death of the Sav-
iour. That is why we should be so eager to make 
the Way of the cross and to attend Lenten devo-
tions. Indeed, good Catholics everywhere make of 
Lent a real time of fasting, prayer, and penance. 
Also good children do.  
 
Though children are not obliged to observe the 
prescribed fast, they nevertheless can and do find 
ways of practicing self-denial : they fast from eat-
ing candy, fast from going to shows, fast from 
spending money, so that they may give it to the 
missions. They do all this because it enables them 
to suffer a little with Jesus and for Jesus; and there 
is real spiritual Joy in that when the passion of 
Christ is always before their minds.   
 
But I must get to my story, the story of a negro 
boy who knew how to suffer for Jesus, who is real-
ly a model for us, and who makes one say, "If he 
could do that, then I can at least do something. What 
a coward I am when I compare myself with him!" 
 
Benno we shall call this noble black boy. When he 
first heard the missionary speak about the great 
and good God Who created heaven and earth and 
all things and Who sent His only-begotten Son, 
Jesus, to redeem us and reopen for us the gates of 
heaven closed by the sin of our first parents, his 
heart was strangely moved. Of his own accord he 
often came to hear the missionary speak of that 
dear God of love and kindness; and tears came to 
his eyes when he thought of all that poor Jesus 

suffered, especially when he thought of the scourg-
ing at the pillar. Benno, you see, was a slave; and 
he knew how fearfully the poor slaves were often 
whipped by their heartless masters.  
 
As time passed Benno was fully instructed by the 
missionary and finally made a Christian, a child of 
God, and an heir of heaven. He was baptized. He 
was then ten years old.  
 
But, as I have already said, though so young, he 
was already a slave; and he had a most cruel mas-
ter. This master bitterly hated the missionary and 
the Catholic religion; and when he heard that Ben-
no had been instructed and baptized he was furi-
ous. In great rage he forbade the boy, under pain 
of the lash, ever to go near the missionary again. 
 
For a time Benno did not know just what to do. 
But the longer he reflected the clearer it became to 
him that in order to know his faith properly he 
must attend the instructions given by the mission-
ary; and in order to be strong in that faith and live 
up to it he must assist at Holy Mass and receive 
the holy Sacraments. So, though well he knew 
what it would cost him, he soon found opportuni-
ties to go to the mission, where he edified all by his 
extraordinary devotion and fervour.  
 
Yes; his master found out. In terrible rage he or-
dered the young slave to be brought to him. "You 
have disobeyed my orders and have gone to the 
hated Christians," he said. And before the boy 
could utter a single word he gave his men the 
harsh command, "Tie him to the whipping post 
and give him twenty-five lashes! The cat-o' -nine-
tails!" 
 
Twenty-five lashes with those knotted cords and 
thongs, from the hands of a brutal slave! When it 
was over Benno was writhing in pain and his     
naked body was red and blue and swollen.  
 
"Now what can your Jesus Christ do for you?" the 
heartless master snarled. 
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"He can give me strength to bear this patiently," said 
the tortured boy, in his heart a prayer to Jesus at the 
pillar for strength to suffer with Him. 
 
New fury leaped into his master's eyes.  
 
'Give him twenty-five more" he roared. How awful! 
Now the swollen stripes were cut and torn open by the 
burning lashes. Twenty-five more! Benno was moan-
ing pitiably in his terrible pain.  
 
"And what can your Jesus Christ do for you now?" 
sneered the cruel master, a hellish look of triumph in 
his eyes.  
 
"He helps me to remember that He will reward me for 
all that I am suffering for Him," came from the boy's 

trembling lips.  
 
"Another twenty-five!" roared the enraged tyrant, furi-
ous beyond measure. And, while the hissing lash de-
scended again and again and the martyr boy writhed 
and whimpered in anguish beneath the deadly blows, 
he watched with an unholy joy in his bleared eyes. 
 
When this part of the inhuman scourging was finished 
he again addressed the boy- bleeding, exhausted, faint-
ing. "And what can your Jesus Christ do for you 
now?"  
 
And with his last little strength the dying boy feebly 
whispered, "He helps me to pray for you." And with 
these words on his lips he died true to Jesus to the 
end.  

 

How to be Contented by E. Dunne C.S.sR 

Many women are discontented, and for a variety 
of reasons. Some entered marriage without realis-
ing what the future held. They never dreamed that 
having children could be so painful, uncomforta-
ble and exhausting.  
 
Other women married very young and still hanker 
after the pleasures and freedom of youth which 
they must now forego. Not a few are burdened 
with continual sickness in their families. Others 
are married to men who are struggling financially 
and they have to make do each week with barely 
enough. This is made all the hard-
er if they happen to see a one-
time school friend with a more 
beautiful home, nicer clothes, 
more attentive husband. They 
compare their own living condi-
tions with those of their friend, 
and the comparison hurts. The misfortunes cut 
deep. Brooding creates discontent, even unhappi-
ness.  
 
If you have been feeling discontented, you have 
to face up to the following: Contentment can be 
achieved only through two things.  
1. Having the right attitude.  
2. Making acts of the will. 
 
Having the right attitude  
Realise that happiness for a human being cannot 
consist in having material things. Money is always 
a help, but nothing more. Contentment does not 
flow from television, refrigerators, carpets or cars. 
Nicely spaced children might even be a cause of 
bitter remorse. A woman can have a dream home, 
and be tempted to commit suicide in it. Another 
woman might live in a shed with six children, and, 
although she hopes for something better, she can 
be contented, for the time being at least. It is the 
attitude of mind that makes the difference. Con-
tentment arises from knowing that: 
• You are here and now doing the Will of 

God;  
• You are fulfilling your vocation in life; 
• You are every moment creating or achieving 

something. 
•  Without the right attitude, it is impossible 

to be contented, whether you are fabulously 
rich or miserably poor. 

 
Making acts of the will 
You must count your blessings, not your miseries. 
You have to make an effort to do this, an act of 
the will. Refuse to concentrate on your misfor-
tunes. Thank God for your children. Remember, 
children are definitely not "For Sale." All the gold 
in jewellers' shops could not buy them. They are 
gifts of God. Thank God for the security of a 
husband, the warmth of a home. Thank God for 
the true Faith. Without it your discontent would 
be the thin end of despair. 
 
Make an act of the will and refuse to compare 
yourself with others. God does not compare peo-
ple with one another. Since wealth does not create 
happiness, to envy others only aggravates one's 
discontent. If you must compare, think of the mil-
lions who are poorer than you, the millions who 
face starvation. Frequently unite yourself to the 
Will of God. In sickness, debt, misfortune, fa-
tigue, worry, say: "Blessed be the Will of God." 
Get into the habit of saying as you go about your 
apparently never-ending tasks: "My Jesus, I be-
lieve in Your love for me." St. Gerard wrote out a 
little card, and fixed it on the door of his room: 
"Here is done the Will of God, as God wills it, for 
as long as God wills." Put a similar card in your 
kitchen, so your eyes can see it, and its message 
can go to your heart. Lastly, if you have been 
guilty of mismanagement, lack of planning, if you 
spend carelessly and imprudently, if your children 
tum out badly because you have not trained them, 
you cannot blame your misfortunes on the Will of 
God. But if you have done your best and you are 
still unfortunate, afflicted or unlucky, then face 
your troubles squarely and conform to the Divine 
Will.  
 
After many trials and much unhappiness, Francis 
Thompson finally wrote of God:  
 

"“Is my gloom, after all, 
Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly?" 

‘Brooding 
creates dis-

content, 
even unhap-

piness. ‘ 


