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All the sisters worked overtime, often double time. People said
that St. John'’s operated on a shoestring. The school was the
largest charity of our Franciscan community. For nearly forty
years the sisters had worked without a salary, since that was the
only way the school could survive. For another twenty years we
would be paid a small stipend. No state or Federal assistance was
available for our private school at that time. Hiring an adequate
lay staff was out of the question financially, so the sisters willingly
took on multiple roles. We saw the need for our services, knew
that we were being effective, had compassion for the parents, and
most of all, loved the deaf children in our care.

After teaching all day we took weekly turns supervising on the
playground, in the children’s dining room, in the dormitory
morning and evening, in chapel during Mass, or in playrooms.
Through our constant presence with the children and with

each other we formed close family relationships. I felt that in
the classroom I was respected and loved as a teacher, while at
other times my relationship with the children was more that of a
mother or big sister.

After overcoming initial discipline problems, my favorite job

was supervising the children at play. Sometimes, while watching
the younger boys play basketball in the gym, I would sit on the
sidelines and laugh aloud at their mad scrambling for the ball.
The self-appointed leader of the group, a black lad from Atlanta,
claimed attention by grabbing the basketball and sitting on it.
With all the boys gathered around him, R.P. would share bits of
wisdom: “Play ball. Don't fight!” “Don’t cry. Be tough!” The boys
played with such earnestness and concentration that they seemed
oblivious of my presence.

On the other hand, when I supervised the girls, they never

forgot my presence. They often asked me to join in their games,
interpret a program on TV, or just tell them things I remembered
about them when they were little. One evening at bedtime one of
the girls asked if the group could stay up late that night. Feeling
exhausted and anxious to go off duty, I said, “No!” Gayle was
taken aback by my impatience. The next evening she said to me,
“I'was surprised that you were so crabby last night” Appreciating
her honest remark, I excused my mood with: “Gayle, last night

I was very, very tired” She smiled brightly and said, “Oh, I
understand. Sometimes I'm crabby, too, when I'm tired” We
shared a knowing smile, and our bond of friendship grew
stronger.

I found being on duty with the girls in the dormitory one week
out of each month a pleasant task. It was an important family
time for everyone. The girls were like sisters to one another and
they knew I cared about them and their families. Each girl would
kneel at her bedside for a short night prayer before hopping into
bed, but once Cathy, a hard-of-hearing girl, forgetting I could

hear, prayed aloud in her bed after lights were out. She had just
told her parents good-bye at the close of her weekend at home.
“Dear God, please bless my family. Please carry my kisses to my
family. Here’s one for Mommy (smack). Here’s one for Daddy..”
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We formed lasting friendships with the parents. I felt a deep
sense of responsibility to them, for they relied on us for so

many things: to give their deaf child early understandings of
God and religion, to teach their three-year-old deaf children

to speak for the first time, “I love you,” and to enable them to
communicate via speech, lip reading, sign language and writing,
while also teaching regular school subjects and being caregivers
nine months of the year. Parents often admitted feelings of
helplessness in dealing with their deaf child and I acknowledged
my own frustrations while also sharing successes and precious
moments.

Frustration led me to fulfill one of the greatest dreams of my
teenage years. It would be in my struggle to teach young deaf
children to communicate that my creativity would be forced to
the hilt and beyond. I would do things I had dreamed I would
do, but I started with very small steps.

In school I strove to make each day a perfect one. Failing that for
even a single day, I settled for “as good as possible.” In any case

I had to learn to keep the alert, willing attention of each child.

It was obvious to me that deaf children, in order to learn, must
watch and must want to learn. The most important subject they
had to learn was language, which was key to all other subjects.
They could see things happening all around them, but could not
communicate in speech or sign language what was happening.

I noticed that the children loved wordless comic strips. They
studied each picture of the Julie and Jack comic strip at the end
of our weekly first grade Little Messenger and chuckled with
glee. “That’s the way deaf children see life!” I realized with
sudden insight. They see things happening but don't hear what's
happening. In the comic strip the complete story is told in
pictures so they understand it. Now they need to learn to tell the
story in sign language, speech and writing.

I could hardly wait to try out my new idea, which I did the
following week. I kept group attention by holding up an
enlarged copy of each picture of the comic strip. My students
told me the story, word by word, as I elicited answers to fit
under the blackboard headings: Who, Verb, What and Where.
They followed my every move. At last I had perfect attention!
Teaching expressive language became fun. The Julie and Jack
comic strips became an important part of daily lessons. When I
needed more such comic strips, I wrote to former students I had
taught at St. Josephs, asking whether they had saved their first
grade Little Messengers from past years, and would they give























































The great Novena to St. Joseph had just ended and two girls
came out of the deep portals of St. Joseph’ church into the
starlight. Both were handsome and well dressed, one dark and
the other fair.

“Of course, you prayed for a vocation, as usual, Clare,” said the
dark girl.

“And my parents have given their consent — which is almost a
miracle,” laughed Clare happily. “And what did you pray for -
hardly a religious vocation?”

“Well, for once, I did not pray for myself. There’s a dear little
boy - do you remember the children we met at the Crib on
Christmas Day we would deliver the letters ourselves, and see
that the presents came?”

“Oh yes, I had three notes from three little girls. It was queer
writing, but I managed to guess what they wanted. Poor little
darlings, I wonder where they are now?”

“I am not interested in your three little girls. One of my little
boys was an easy one, for he wanted all the conventional
Christmas goodies and toys that he happened to know about,
but the other one, who, by the way, was no kin to the other
four children, was quite a problem. His poor little letter was
beautifully written and was not addressed to me or to Santa
Claus but to his patron saint, St. Joseph. His name is Francis
Joseph. He did not want anything, alas, in my power to bestow.
He wanted to become a priest! To encourage him in the belief
that the gift was surely coming some day, I bought a beautiful
statue of St. Joseph and some other pious articles and carried
them to Francis Joseph’s house and I have been praying ever
since. Of course, it's ‘up to me; if you will excuse the slang, to
obtain that gift from St. Joseph. He is the only child of very
poor working people and they are quite anxious for Francis
Joseph to be old enough to leave school in order that he may go
to work and add to the meager income. He is ten years old now
and there are two little orphan cousins, much younger, to be
supported”

“That is very interesting, Edith. Are you going to do anything
besides pray?”
Edith turned surprised eyes on her friend.

“I am sure I do not know what else to do. Vocations are gifts
from God, of course”

“Of course,” echoed Clare, “but there is always the practical
side. For instance, you might use your influence with the
parents to leave Francis Joseph in school, and then you might
pay his way through the seminary and make up the financial
loss, in part at least, to his parents.”

“There is certainly nothing small about you, Clare,” laughed

Edith. “That is exactly what you would do. I know Francis
Joseph is very bright and attractive with the sweetest and most
musical of Irish names — Delahanty. Why, already the Novena
prayers are being answered. I can see, in a vision, Father
Delahanty, at the altar in white vestments, and myself a staid,
grey-haired old spinster, fumbling my beads in a dark corner
and thinking of the day when I made it all possible.”

“A very beautiful picture, I am sure;” laughed Clare, “but it
will never be realized in full - for you certainly will not be a
spinster”

“Well, it will not be a mixed marriage, I promise you,” said
Edith with a little toss of her head. “And here I am in front of
my own door. To judge from the brilliant lights across the way,
your sisters are holding a grand reception tonight. I suppose
you will steal to your own room - already half a nun, fleeing
from the allurements of the world”

“They would hardly think me presentable in this sombre outfit,”
said Clare. “They call me the visionary at home, something
rather ornamental than useful. They think it is even rather
pretty and romantic that one should be hidden away in the
cloister. All the professions, save that of the priesthood, are to
be represented by the boys”

With smiles the two girls parted and Edith entered her home.
For the first time in her life she felt really important and for
days she was quiet and grave-eyed. She was the only child of
wealthy parents and could do any deed of charity she pleased.
Accordingly she set to work. It was a more troublesome matter
than she had expected it to be. Mrs. Delahanty threw up her
hands in dismay and incredulity.

“I tell you, he hasn't a mite of a vocation - such a little rascal
you never saw — why I'm in hot water all the time! And the
neighbors come and complain, and I'm mending and patching
and darning all the time. He’s always getting into fights and
climbing trees and breaking windows. It's glad I'll be when I can
set him to work at a trade where he’ll have to keep quiet and
decent and earn a bit”

“I am surprised,” said Edith, summoning all the dignity which
her nineteen years could boast, “that you have not more
appreciation of the beauty and greatness of the call our dear
Lord is making to your boy. Why you ought to be the proudest,
happiest mother!”

Mrs. Delahanty laughed.

“But I've told you, Miss, just what he is. Sure, I don’t mean any
disrespect, but I don't see he’s called, and besides-“

Mrs. Delahanty raised her arms with a triumphant air from













guidance of the God of Love!

The words of the Old Testament which Pharaoh spoke
concerning Joseph of Egypt can well be applied to you: ‘Can we
find such another man, that is full of the spirit of God, or a wise
man like to him?’ (Gen. 41:38). No less is your share in the divine
work of God than was that of Egypt.

You now reign with your foster-Son and see reflected in the
mirror of God’s Wisdom the Divine Will and what is of benefit to
our souls.

Saint Joseph, I thank God for having made you the man specially
chosen by Him. As a token of your own gratitude to God, obtain
for me the grace to imitate your virtues so that I too may be
pleasing to the Heart of God. Help me to give myself entirely to
His service and to the accomplishment of His Holy Will, that one
day I may reach heaven and be eternally united to God as you
are.

Saint Joseph, I, your unworthy child, greet you. You are the
faithful protector and intercessor of all who love and venerate
you. You know that I have special confidence in you and that,
after Jesus and Mary, I place all my hope of salvation in you, for
you are especially powerful with God and will never abandon
your faithful servants. Therefore I humbly invoke you and
commend myself, with all who are dear to me and all that belong
to me, to your intercession. I beg of you, by your love for Jesus
and Mary, not to abandon me during life and to assist me at the
hour of my death.

Glorious Saint Joseph, spouse of the Immaculate Virgin, obtain
for me a pure, humble, charitable mind, and perfect resignation
to the divine Will. Be my guide, my father, and my model
through life that I may merit to die as you did in the arms of Jesus
and Mary.

Loving Saint Joseph, faithful follower of Jesus Christ, I raise my
heart to you to implore your powerful intercession in obtaining
from the Divine Heart of Jesus all the graces necessary for my
spiritual and temporal welfare, particularly the grace of a happy
death, and the special grace I now implore:

(Mention your request).
Guardian of the Word Incarnate, I feel confident that your

prayers in my behalf will be graciously heard before the throne of
God. Amen.

MEMORARE

Remember, most pure spouse of Mary, ever Virgin, my loving
protector, Saint Joseph, that no one ever had recourse to your
protection or asked for your aid without obtaining relief.
Confiding, therefore, in your goodness, I come before you and

humbly implore you. Despise not my petitions, foster-father of
the Redeemer, but graciously receive them. Amen.

Day 4: Faithful Servant

Saint Joseph, you lived for one purpose -- to be the personal
servant of Jesus Christ, the Word made flesh. Your noble birth
and ancestry, the graces and gifts, so generously poured out on
you by God -- all this was yours to serve our Lord better. Every
thought, word, and action of yours was a homage to the love and
glory of the Incarnate Word. You fulfilled most faithfully the role
of a good and faithful servant who cared for the House of God.

How perfect was your obedience! Your position in the Holy
Family obliged you to command, but besides being the foster-
father of Jesus, you were also His disciple. For almost thirty
years, you watched the God-Man display a simple and prompt
obedience, and you grew to love and practice it very perfectly
yourself. Without exception you submitted to God, to the civil
rulers, and to the voice of your conscience.

When God sent an angel to tell you to care for Mary, you obeyed
in spite of the mystery which surrounded her motherhood.
When you were told to flee into Egypt under painful conditions,
you obeyed without the slightest word of complaint. When

God advised you in a dream to return to Nazareth, you obeyed.
In every situation your obedience was as simple as your faith,

as humble as your heart, as prompt as your love. It neglected
nothing; it took in every command.

You had the virtue of perfect devotedness, which marks a good
servant. Every moment of your life was consecrated to the service
of our Lord: sleep, rest, work, pain. Faithful to your duties, you
sacrificed everything unselfishly, even cheerfully. You would have
sacrificed even the happiness of being with Mary. The rest and
quiet of Nazareth was sacrificed at the call of duty. Your entire

life was one generous giving, even to the point of being ready to
die in proof of your love for Jesus and Mary. With true unselfish
devotedness you worked without praise or reward.

But God wanted you to be in a certain sense a cooperator in

the Redemption of the world. He confided to you the care of
nourishing and defending the Divine Child. He wanted you to

be poor and to suffer because He destined you to be the foster-
father of His Son, who came into the world to save men by His
sufferings and death, and you were to share in His suffering. In all
of these important tasks, the Heavenly Father always found you a
faithful servant!

Saint Joseph, I thank God for your privilege of being God's
faithful servant. As a token of your own gratitude to God, obtain
for me the grace to be a faithful servant of God as you were. Help
me to share, as you did, the perfect obedience of Jesus, who came






the religious, and the laity of the Catholic Church, that they may
ever grow in God’s love and faithfulness in His service. Protect
the Church from the evils of our day and from the persecution
of her enemies. Through your powerful intercession may the
church successfully accomplish its mission in this world -- the
glory of God and the salvation of souls!

Saint Joseph, I, your unworthy child, greet you. You are the
faithful protector and intercessor of all who love and venerate
you. You know that I have special confidence in you and that,
after Jesus and Mary, I place all my hope of salvation in you, for
you are especially powerful with God and will never abandon
your faithful servants. Therefore I humbly invoke you and
commend myself, with all who are dear to me and all that belong
to me, to your intercession. I beg of you, by your love for Jesus
and Mary, not to abandon me during life and to assist me at the
hour of my death.

Glorious Saint Joseph, spouse of the Immaculate Virgin, obtain
for me a pure, humble, charitable mind, and perfect resignation
to the divine Will. Be my guide, my father, and my model
through life that I may merit to die as you did in the arms of Jesus
and Mary.

Loving Saint Joseph, faithful follower of Jesus Christ, I raise my
heart to you to implore your powerful intercession in obtaining
from the Divine Heart of Jesus all the graces necessary for my
spiritual and temporal welfare, particularly the grace of a happy
death, and the special grace I now implore:

(Mention your request).

Guardian of the Word Incarnate, I feel confident that your
prayers in my behalf will be graciously heard before the throne of
God. Amen.

MEMORARE

Remember, most pure spouse of Mary, ever Virgin, my loving
protector, Saint Joseph, that no one ever had recourse to your
protection or asked for your aid without obtaining relief.
Confiding, therefore, in your goodness, I come before you and
humbly implore you. Despise not my petitions, foster-father of
the Redeemer, but graciously receive them. Amen.

Day 6: Patron of Families

Saint Joseph, I venerate you as the gentle head of the Holy Family.
The Holy Family was the scene of your life’s work in its origin, in
its guidance, in its protection, in your labor for Jesus and Mary,
and even in your death in their arms. You lived, moved, and
acted in the loving company of Jesus and Mary. The inspired
writer describes your life at Nazareth in only a few words: And
(Jesus) went down with them and came to Nazareth, and was
subject to them’ (Luke, 2:51). Yet these words tell of your high

vocation here on earth, and the abundance of graces which filled
your soul during those years spent in Nazareth.

Your family life at Nazareth was all radiant with the light of
divine charity. There was an intimate union of heart and mind
among the members of your Holy Family. There could not have
been a closer bond than that uniting you to Jesus, your foster-Son
and to Mary, your most loving wife. Jesus chose to fulfill toward
you, His foster-father, all the duties of a faithful son, showing you
every mark of honor and affection due to a parent. And Mary
showed you all the signs of respect and love of a devoted wife.
You responded to this love and veneration from Jesus and Mary
with feelings of deepest love and respect. You had for Jesus a true
fatherly love, enkindled and kept aglow in your heart by the Holy
Spirit. And you could not cease to admire the workings of grace
in Mary’s soul, and this admiration caused the holy love which
you had consecrated to her on the day of your wedding grow
stronger every day.

God has made you a heavenly patron of family life because you
sanctified yourself as head of the Holy Family and thus by your
beautiful example sanctified family life. How peacefully and
happily the Holy Family rested under the care of your fatherly
rule, even in the midst of trials. You were the protector, counselor,
and consolation of the Holy Family in every need. And just as
you were the model of piety, so you gave us by your zeal, your
earnestness and devout trust in God’s providence, and especially
by your love, the example of labor according to the Will of God.
You cherished all the experiences common to family life and the
sacred memories of the life, sufferings, and joys in the company
of Jesus and Mary. Therefore the family is dear to you as the
work of God, and it is of the highest importance in your eyes to
promote the honor of God and the well-being of man. In your
loving fatherliness and unfailing intercession you are the patron
and intercessor of families, and you deserve a place in every
home.

Saint Joseph, I thank God for your privilege of living in the Holy
Family and being its head. As a token of your own gratitude to
God, obtain God’ blessing upon my own family. Make our home
the kingdom of Jesus and Mary -- a kingdom of peace, of joy, and
love.

I also pray for all Christian families. Your help is needed in our
day when God’s enemy has directed his attack against the family
in order to desecrate and destroy it. In the face of these evils, as
patron of families, be pleased to help; and as of old, you arose

to save the Child and His Mother, so today arise to protect the
sanctity of the home. Make our homes sanctuaries of prayer, of
love, of patient sacrifice, and of work. May they be modeled after
your own at Nazareth. Remain with us with Jesus and Mary, so






you are especially powerful with God and will never abandon
your faithful servants. Therefore I humbly invoke you and
commend myself, with all who are dear to me and all that belong
to me, to your intercession. I beg of you, by your love for Jesus
and Mary, not to abandon me during life and to assist me at the
hour of my death.

Glorious Saint Joseph, spouse of the Immaculate Virgin, obtain
for me a pure, humble, charitable mind, and perfect resignation
to the divine Will. Be my guide, my father, and my model
through life that I may merit to die as you did in the arms of Jesus
and Mary.

Loving Saint Joseph, faithful follower of Jesus Christ, I raise my
heart to you to implore your powerful intercession in obtaining
from the Divine Heart of Jesus all the graces necessary for my
spiritual and temporal welfare, particularly the grace of a happy
death, and the special grace I now implore:

(Mention your request).

Guardian of the Word Incarnate, I feel confident that your
prayers in my behalf will be graciously heard before the throne of
God. Amen.

MEMORARE

Remember, most pure spouse of Mary, ever Virgin, my loving
protector, Saint Joseph, that no one ever had recourse to your
protection or asked for your aid without obtaining relief.
Confiding, therefore, in your goodness, I come before you and
humbly implore you. Despise not my petitions, foster-father of
the Redeemer, but graciously receive them. Amen.

Day 8: Friend In Suffering

Saint Joseph, your share of suffering was very great because of
your close union with the Divine Savior. All the mysteries of
His life were more or less mysteries of suffering. Poverty pressed
upon you, and the cross of labor followed you everywhere. Nor
were you spared domestic crosses, owing to misunderstandings
in regard to the holiest and most cherished of all beings, Jesus
and Mary, who were all to you. Keen must have been the
suffering caused by the uncertainty regarding Mary’s virginity;
by the bestowal of the name of Jesus, which pointed to future
misfortune. Deeply painful must have been the prophecy of
Simeon, the flight into Egypt, the disappearance of Jesus at the
Paschal feast. To these sufferings were surely added interior
sorrow at the sight of the sins of your own people.

You bore all this suffering in a truly Christ-like manner, and in
this you are our example. No sound of complaint or impatience
escaped you -- you were, indeed, the silent saint! You submitted
to all in the spirit of faith, humility, confidence, and love. You
cheerfully bore all in union with and for the Savior and His

Mother, knowing well that true love is a crucified love. But God
never forsook you in your trials. The trials, too, disappeared and
were changed at last into consolation and joy.

It seems that God had purposely intended your life to be filled
with suffering as well as consolation to keep before my eyes the
truth that my life on earth is but a succession of joys and sorrows,
and that I must gratefully accept whatever God sends me, and
during the time of consolation prepare for suffering. Teach

me to bear my cross in the spirit of faith, of confidence, and of
gratitude toward God. In a happy eternity, I shall thank God
fervently for the sufferings which He deigned to send me during
my pilgrimage on earth, and which after your example I endured
with patience and heartfelt love for Jesus and Mary.

You were truly the martyr of the hidden life. This was God’s Will,
for the holier a person is, the more he is tried for the love and
glory of God. If suffering is the flowering of God’s grace in a soul
and the triumph of the soul’s love for God, being the greatest of
saints after Mary, you suftered more than any of the martyrs.

Because you have experienced the sufferings of this valley of
tears, you are most kind and sympathetic toward those in need.
Down through the ages souls have turned to you in distress and
have always found you a faithful friend in suffering. You have
graciously heard their prayers in their needs even though it
demanded a miracle. Having been so intimately united with Jesus
and Mary in life, your intercession with Them is most powerful.

Saint Joseph, I thank God for your privilege of being able to
suffer for Jesus and Mary. As a token of your own gratitude to
God, obtain for me the grace to bear my suffering patiently for
love of Jesus and Mary. Grant that I may unite the sufferings,
works and disappointments of life with the sacrifice of Jesus in
the Mass, and share like you in Mary’s spirit of sacrifice.

Saint Joseph, I, your unworthy child, greet you. You are the
faithful protector and intercessor of all who love and venerate
you. You know that I have special confidence in you and that,
after Jesus and Mary, I place all my hope of salvation in you, for
you are especially powerful with God and will never abandon
your faithful servants. Therefore I humbly invoke you and
commend myself, with all who are dear to me and all that belong
to me, to your intercession. I beg of you, by your love for Jesus
and Mary, not to abandon me during life and to assist me at the
hour of my death.

Glorious Saint Joseph, spouse of the Immaculate Virgin, obtain
for me a pure, humble, charitable mind, and perfect resignation
to the divine Will. Be my guide, my father, and my model
through life that I may merit to die as you did in the arms of Jesus
and Mary.
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