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Beloved Family . . . Greetings from our new home in Beloit, Kansas!
So many wonderful things have happened since our
last newsletter of Christmas 2020! Those who are able
to listen to our daily podcasts of Mother Miriam Live!
via The Station of the Cross and/or LifeSiteNews are
fairly up to date on our move to Kansas. For those who
are not, here is a brief update . . .

Baptist Church and School, the only Catholic Church in
Beloit, we came for an initial stay just in time for Christmas. Our plan was to spend a few weeks looking for a
home, and then return to our Priory in Tulsa for our furniture, etc.

As is often the case, two to three weeks has turned into
The most Reverend Bishop Gerald Vincke, Bishop of almost a year as I write! Through many generous donathe Diocese of Salina, Kansas, wonderfully surprised us tions, we have been able to purchase the largest house in
with a call last Fall, inviting us to consider coming to his Beloit – 6,000 sq. ft. - which is currently under reconDiocese and taking up roots in the little town of Beloit. struction to become our first Priory in Kansas. We are
After two visits with this truly lovely Bishop and equally currently in temporary quarters through the very generwonderful Father Jarett Konrade, priest of St. John the ous hearts of the Adoratio Foundation who has loaned
us their ministry home for as long as needed.
Our furniture is now in storage in Beloit as we are hopeful of being able to move into our new home by Christmas. We are so very thankful for the many hands and
hearts that are helping with construction costs which are
turning out to be more expensive
than the price of the home! Our God
never fails to complete the work He
has begun and we bless Him for His
beloved army of sheep – here in Beloit and around the world!

Bishop Gerald Vincke

Father Jarett Konrade

Here is a peek at the
reconstruction of our new home . . .

Mother & Sister
Gertrude Marie on
back porch

Front entrance

Prayer & Action Team cleared the land of bushes, dead trees, etc.!!
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The Team at Holy Mass in our Temporary Chapel

Our beautiful (and only Catholic) Church in Beloit

Mother, isn’t Beloit a very small town? Are you
happy there after growing up in New York?! How
about the Sisters?

idly increasing war on the family. Our Lady of Fatima’s
message to Lucia said as much: “The final battle will be
for marriage and the family.”

The Sisters and I are not only happy here, we feel we
are living in a fairytale setting. Beloit’s population is under 4,000, less than one third of which is estimated to
be Catholic. However, it seems that everyone, Catholic
or not, is thrilled that we are here. We have met people
of all faiths and of no faith who are so very happy to see
Sisters walking the streets. Hardly a week goes by without someone, including many families from the parish,
bringing us flowers or meat and fresh vegetables from
their homes or farms, and all sorts of homemade treats!
We are being spoiled! And we are very much enjoying
becoming part of this beautiful community, the parish,
the school, families, and the many beautiful events, including pro-life activities, of this beautiful town.

Mother, how on earth can we fight, let alone win,
that battle? The public schools are destroying our
children. What if we cannot find or afford to send
them to a good Catholic school? I know how strongly
you feel about homeschooling, but many are afraid
to do that; others simply cannot for various reasons.

When your new home is ready, how many women will
you be able to invite and what are the requirements?
Even with all the work being done, we will be able to
take in a maximum of 13 sisters. How I wish we could
receive more. For requirements, anyone is welcome
to read or download our Charism online at: https://
motherofisraelshope.org/wp-content/uploads/CharismBooklet-v6-web.pdf
Is your charism still focused on the restoration of
God’s design for the family?

You are right that I am a strong supporter of homeschooling. Children are homeschooled from the moment of conception, through birth, and through the first
several years of their little lives. I do not believe it is Our
Lord’s plan for parents to turn them over to the world
and its system when they reach the age of 5 or 6, or, in
many cases, even younger. You have taught them their
faith, Catholic values, the virtues and meaning of the
Faith into which they were born and baptized. To let the
world’s influence and thinking shape, or in many cases
re-shape, their young minds is damaging to their faith.
If you or someone you know is the least bit open to
the prospect of homeschooling, or perhaps becoming
part of a homeschool co-op, you might find our Summer 2020 Newsletter helpful – both from those who
have homeschooled and for a good list of ready-made
resources. Here is the link to that newsletter: https://
motherofisraelshope.org/wp-content/uploads/Newsletter_Vol27_MAY2020-v6-web.pdf

Indeed. We truly believe that the family is God’s numWhether or not you homeschool your children, if you
ber one instrument to build His Kingdom and, therefore,
are a parent, Our Lord has given you the vocation and
the enemy’s number one target to destroy.
responsibility of being the primary educator of your
Many parents today are sadly aware of the enemy’s rap- children. Regardless of where they are schooled, it re-
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mains the responsibility of parents to raise their children in the nurture and admonition of the Lord (Ephesians 6:4).
And it seems that Our Blessed Lord has provided such a way to accomplish that – not only for children, but for the
whole family! A blessed apostolate, Voice of the Family, has brought us . . .

. . . a New, Beautiful, Exciting, Doable – and Free – Way to Transform our Lives
and the Lives of our Children, and to be God’s Witnesses to a Lost and Needy World!
I do not know that I have ever been so excited about
and supportive of any teaching of our blessed Catholic
faith than I am of this relatively new, stunningly beautiful, thoroughly orthodox, doable, and free, opportunity
for families to learn and live our Holy Faith and teach it
to their children.

on what appears to be a daunting task of homeschooling, fearing, for one, that they will not be able to truly
impart to their children what they themselves may not
have been taught.

Here, dear ones, is hope – more than hope, a way to
learn the truths of our Faith together with your family. I
Many parents, who do not wish to turn their children would beg you – no, I will beg you – to spend time lookover to the anti-family, and, in many cases, anti-human, ing through this brand “new” teaching of our “old” Faith
agenda of the government and schools, are desperate to – the “Faith once delivered to the saints” and through
find a way to protect, teach and lead their children in the them to every soul.
ways of God. Many, however, have been hesitant to take
Here is just a brief introduction which can be found at: https://olrfamilycatechism.com/

Our Lady of Fatima’s words to the three shepherd children:“I am the Lady of the Rosary”
In 1917 the world was in serious crisis, plagued by war and sin. And so, God
sent His holy Mother to Fatima, to three young children who were firmly rooted
in the unchanging truths of the Catholic Faith to help Her in saving souls. They
gave an unconditional yes, embracing a mission of holiness that would save
countless souls. This mission given at Fatima remains critical in our own day.

Here then is this same mission given and made possible to and for us. . . and
for the very survival of the family . . .

Our Lady of the Rosary Family Catechism
. . . an online video catechism course which provides children and their
families with the unique opportunity to learn the timeless truths of the
Catholic Faith according to the classic Baltimore Catechism.
OUR MISSION IS TWOFOLD:

• to make the timeless truths of the Catholic Faith, as taught in the classic
Baltimore Catechism, easily accessible to all children and families;
• to invite all families to join the mission given by Our Lady of the Rosary at Fatima: to work for the salvation of
souls by striving for holiness in our daily lives.
Drawing on the message of Our Blessed Mother and following the example of the three children at Fatima, Our
Lady of the Rosary Family Catechism has been created for the whole family to deepen their knowledge of the Catholic Faith and encourage the daily living of the truths of our faith.
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All children, younger and older, are encouraged
to participate in the course. Adults, who may
wish to learn the basic teachings of the Catholic
Faith, are also invited to follow the course.
This course is truly a crusade of learning thoroughly the essentials of the Catholic Faith and
is available for free. Filled with beautiful sacred
art and music, as well as the stories of countless
miracles from the lives of the Saints, we hope this
online video course will enable your family to
learn more fully, and to internalize, the truths of
the Catholic Faith, and help you in living more
deeply the unchanging truths that God has revealed. For “Jesus Christ is the same yesterday,
today, and forever.” (Heb. 13:8)

Our Lady of the Rosary Family Catechism is
designed for us to jump in at any time – perhaps
no time better than the start of 2022!

Thank you, Mother, for letting us know of this great program! Would you have additional thoughts of how
we can live in this confusing and sometimes frightening time?

Over 5 years ago, Monsignor Charles Pope wrote the following article which is even more timely and vital for our
lives today: (https://www.ncregister.com/blog/comfort-catholicism-has-to-go-it-is-time-to-prepare-for-persecution).

Comfort Catholicism Has to Go;
It is Time to Prepare for Persecution
“We are at war for our own souls and the souls of
people we love. We are at war for the soul of this
culture and nation. And like any soldier, we must
train to fight well.

“There is a growing consternation among
some Catholics that the Church, at least in her
leadership, is living in the past. It seems there is
no awareness that we are at war and that Catholics need to be summoned to sobriety, increasing separation from the wider culture, courageous witness and increasing martyrdom.
It is long past dark in our culture, but in most
parishes and dioceses it is business as usual and
there is anything but the sober alarm that is really
necessary in times like these.

Jean-Léon Gérôme, “The Christian Martyrs’ Last Prayer” (c. 1863-1873)

forth of the errors of our time, and a clear and loving ap“Scripture says, Blessed be the Lord, my rock, who
plication of the truth to error and light to darkness.
trains my hands for war, and my fingers for battle (Psalm
“But there is little such training evident in Catholic
144:1). Preparing people for war — a moral and spiritual
war, not a shooting war — should include a clear setting circles today where, in the average parish, there exists a
sort of shy and quiet atmosphere — a fear of addressing
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“controversial” issues lest someone be offended, or the
parish be perceived as “unwelcoming.”
“But, if there ever was a time to wear soft garments, it
is not now.
“The Church of the 1970s-1990s was surely well
described as the era of “beige Catholicism” (a term
coined by Bishop Robert Barron, and not by way of flattery either). Those of us who lived through that era, especially in the 1970s, remember it as a time when many
parish signs beckoned people to “come and experience
our welcoming and warm Catholic community.” Our
most evident desire was to fit in and be thought of as
“normal.” Yes, Catholics were just like everyone else; and
we had been working very hard to do that, at least since
the early 1960s when John F. Kennedy was elected. Catholics had finally “made it” into the mainstream; we had
been accepted by the culture.
Church architecture and interiors became minimalist and non-descript. Music and language in the liturgy
became folksy. Marian processions, Corpus Christi processions, many things of distinctive and colorful Catholicism all but disappeared. Even our crucifixes disappeared, to be replaced by floating “resurrection Jesus”
images. The emphasis was on blending in, speaking to
things that made people feel comfortable, and affirming
rather than challenging. If there was to be any challenge
at all it would be on “safe” exhortations such as not abusing the environment or polluting, not judging or being
intolerant, and so forth.
“Again, if there ever was a time to wear soft garments, it is not now. It is zero-dark-thirty in our postChristian culture. And while we may wish to blame any
number of factors for the collapse, we cannot exclude
ourselves. We who are supposed to be the light of the
world, with Christ shining in us, have preferred to hide
our light under a basket and lay low. The ruins of our
families and culture are testimony to the triumph of error and the suppression of the truth.
“More than ever we need to shift toward being distinctive from the culture we have refused to critique and
call to reform. More than ever our faith needs to shine
brightly and clearly in our churches and communities.
“And if a world now accustomed to great darkness
calls our light harsh, so be it. If our light does not shine,
there is no light at all. Our Catholic faith is the sole and
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last hope for this world. It has always been so.
“Simply put, it is time for clergy to prepare themselves and God’s people for sacrifice. Seeking to compromise with this culture is now unthinkable. Our only
recourse is to seek to lance the boils. And the culture
will cry foul. And we who do the lancing will be made
increasingly to suffer. But we have to be willing to embrace and endure such suffering in increasing ways in
the months and years ahead.
“We are at war for our own souls and the souls of
people we love. We are at war for the soul of this culture
and nation. And like any soldier, we must train to fight
well. We must study our faith and be more committed
than ever. We must also know our enemy and his tactics,
and we must be prepared to suffer — and even to lose
our life.
“We have to retool and provide every opportunity
to get clear about our faith. Sermons and other teachable moments must sound a clear call to personal conversion and to battle for souls and to stop treating lightly
the sinful disregard for God’s law in our families and
communities.
“Our bishops especially need to shift into another
mode entirely. Collectively and currently they seem
more interested in protecting what little we have left,
than summoning the Catholic people to battle. Priests
too seem loath to summon people to anything challenging or uncomfortable. The image of Peter trying to keep
Christ from the Cross comes to mind. Peter said, “This
shall never be for you!” And the Lord severely rebuked
him saying that he was thinking as man, not God, and
was in the service of Satan.
“And what of us? The Church cannot even seem
to ask people to attend Mass on a Holy Day if it is on a
Monday or a Saturday. It is apparently too much to ask
people to come to Mass two days in a row. If that be the
case, who will summon them to withstand and vigorously protest unjust and evil laws, even if it means financial penalties or even jail? And blood martyrdom? It
hardly seems likely that most clergy today would counsel readiness for such a thing or even be close to being
ready ourselves. Bishops or priests who do so can expect
to be called reckless and imprudent in shy and soft times
like these. The cry will surely go up, “It is not yet the time
for such things!”
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“But if not now, when?

ing in large numbers. But I wonder: After all these years
“Scripture says, If the trumpet does not sound a clear of “comfort Catholicism”, would the average American
call, who will get ready for battle? (1 Cor. 14:8). It can- parishioner or clergyman be willing or able to endure
not simply be priests who must make this call. Parents such loss?
and other leaders need to sound it as well. Yes, parents “It is time, past time, to retool. It is time to prepare
need to prepare their children for more than a career. for persecutions that will get bolder by the month and
They need now to prepare them for difficult days ahead year. The dark movements that marched in under the
— days that will include persecution and even martyr- banners of tolerance never meant it. And having indom if they decide to follow Christ unambiguously.
creasingly gained power, they are seeking to criminalize
“Am I wrong? I sure hope so. But we can no lon- anyone who resists their vision. No tolerance for us. Reger, as a Church, sit idly by and hope things just magi- ligious liberty is eroding, and compulsory compliance
cally get better. As a culture, and even in segments of the is already here. The federal courts increasingly shift to
Church, we have sown the wind, and now we are reaping militantly secular and activist judges who legislate from
the bench.
the whirlwind.
“Many, these days, like to criticize the Church of
the past for any number of failings. But I wonder how
the future members of the Church will remember the
Church in our times. Columnist Joseph Sobran, writing
over 15 years ago, wondered the same thing and wrote:
[Catholics of the future] certainly won’t accuse us
of excessive zeal. They might be shocked by our
lukewarmness, our cowardice masquerading as tolerance, our laxity, our willingness to countenance
heresy, sacrilege, blasphemy, and immorality, even
within the Church itself, our eagerness to ingratiate
ourselves with the secular world … (Subtracting
Christianity, p. 268)
“Yes, I too wonder. From St. Peter to Constantine
there were 33 Popes. Thirty of them were martyred
and two died in exile. Countless clergy and lay people
too were martyred. It is hard to imagine the Church in
the decadent West being willing to suffer so. Surely our
brethren in many less affluent parts of the world are dy-

“When will we as a Church finally say to the bureaucrats who demand we comply with evil laws: “We will
not comply. If you fine us we will not pay. If you seek to
confiscate our buildings, we will turn maximum publicity against you, but we still will not comply. If you arrest
us, off to jail we go! But we will simply not comply with
evil laws or cooperate with evil.”
“Right now, most of us can barely imagine our clergy standing so firm. Quiet compromises and jargonfilled “solutions” will be a grave temptation to a Church
ill-prepared for persecution.
“Call me alarmist or call me idealist, but I hope we
find our spine before it is too late. It is usually a faithful remnant that saves the day in the Biblical narrative. I
pray only for the strength to be in that faithful remnant.
Will you join me too? Let’s pray and start retooling now.
Only our unambiguous faith can save us or anyone we
love. Pray for strong and courageous faith.

Dear Mother, Where do we start?? There is so much confusion. Can you give us something of a roadmap
to follow?
Let’s give this a try . . . No . . . let’s give it our ALL. There is no other solution:

(1) Live Our Blessed Lord’s two greatest commandments . . . daily, moment by moment, at home, with
friends, in the workplace, school, marketplace and wherever you are:

“You shall love the Lord your God with all your heart, and with all your soul, and with all your mind. This is
the great and first commandment. And a second is like it, You shall love your neighbor as yourself. On these two
commandments depend all the law and the prophets.” (Matthew 22:37-40)

“If anyone says, “I love God,” and hates his brother, he is a liar; for he who does not love his brother whom he
has seen, cannot love God whom he has not seen.” (1 John 4:20)
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“Therefore, putting away falsehood, let everyone speak the truth with his neighbor, for we are members one
of another. Be angry but do not sin; do not let the sun go down on your anger, and give no opportunity to the
devil. . . Let no evil talk come out of your mouths, but only such as is good for edifying, as fits the occasion, that
it may impart grace to those who hear. And do not grieve the Holy Spirit of God, in whom you were sealed for
the day of redemption. Let all bitterness and wrath and anger and clamor and slander be put away from you,
with all malice, and be kind to one another, tenderhearted, forgiving one another, as God in Christ forgave
you.” (cf. Ephesians 4:25-32)
(2) Learn the Faith that you may live it and teach it to your children.

Our Lady of the Rosary Family Catechism is a wonderful resource for you and your family to begin at any
time and follow at your own pace. Many other programs are available as well as reading through the Scriptures,
the Catechism of the Catholic Church and even the lives of the Saints!
The old Baltimore Catechism asks this question: “Why did God make you?” The answer is: “God made me to
know Him, to love Him, and to serve Him in this world, and to be happy with Him forever in the next.”
We cannot love a God we do not know. Saint Jerome wrote that “Ignorance of Scripture is ignorance of Christ.”
I believe we can say the same for the study of our God-given faith. Few will live – or die – for a faith they do not
know and a God they do not love.

(3) “Retool.”
In the words of Monsignor Pope above, “It is time, past time, to retool. It is time to prepare for persecutions that
will get bolder by the month and year. The dark movements that marched in under the banners of tolerance never
meant it. And having increasingly gained power, they are seeking to criminalize anyone who resists their vision.
No tolerance for us. Religious liberty is eroding, and compulsory compliance is already here. The federal courts
increasingly shift to militantly secular and activist judges who legislate from the bench.
“When will we as a Church finally say to the bureaucrats who demand we comply with evil laws: “We will not
comply. If you fine us, we will not pay. If you seek to confiscate our buildings, we will turn maximum publicity
against you, but we still will not comply. If you arrest us, off to jail we go! But we will simply not comply with evil
laws or cooperate with evil.”
“You are the ones who are happy; you who remain within the Church by your faith, who hold
firmly to the foundations of the faith which has come down to you from apostolic tradition. And if
an execrable jealousy has tried to shake it on a number of occasions, it has not succeeded. They
are the ones who have broken away from it in the present crisis. No one, ever, will prevail against
your faith, beloved brothers, and we believe that God will give us our churches back some day.”
Saint Athansius
(4) Have confidence in the Triumph of Our Lady’s Immaculate Heart!
On 13 October 1884, Pope Leo XIII entered a trance after celebrating Holy
Mass in the Vatican and saw Jesus and Satan talking:

Satan: “I can destroy Your Church.”
Our Lord: “You can? Then go ahead and do so.”
Satan: “To do so, I need more time and more power.”
Our Lord: “How much time? How much power?”
Satan: “75 to 100 years, and a greater power over those who will give themselves over to my service.”
Our Lord: “You have the time, you will have the power. Do with them what you will.”
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Pope Leo XIII then went to compose his prayer to St. Michael to be prayed after Masses everywhere.
Fast forward 33 years to 1917 when the Mother of God appeared monthly to three simple shepherd children in
Fatima, Portugal. To these children, Our Blessed Mother revealed warnings about World War II and the future of
the Catholic Church. Her final public miracle at Fatima, the “miracle of the sun” was seen by 70,000 pilgrims.
Several months prior to that miracle, Our Blessed Mother spoke of the Triumph of her Immaculate Heart:

“If my requests are heeded, Russia will be converted, and there will be peace; if not, she will spread her errors throughout the world, causing wars and persecutions of the Church. The good will be martyred, the Holy
Father will have much to suffer, various nations will be annihilated. In the end, my Immaculate Heart will
triumph. The Holy Father will consecrate Russia to me, and she will be converted, and a period of peace will
be granted to the world.”

On May 13, 2020, the anniversary of Mary’s apparition, Pope Benedict XVI said:

We would be mistaken to think that Fatima’s prophetic mission is complete … May the years which separate us
from the centenary of the apparitions hasten the fulfillment of the prophecy of the triumph of the Immaculate
Heart of Mary.

(5) Live, this Christmas and throughout the season, as a People for whom the Savior came to earth and for
whom He died.
Let the world do whatever it does during what has become a manmade, materialistic, over-the-top greedy and
money-wasting season. Spend time with your family, perhaps praying a Christmas novena together (e.g., https://
novenaprayer.com/2020/12/15/traditional-catholic-christmas-novena/); pray the “O Antiphons” together (e.g.,
https://www.catholicculture.org/commentary/o-antiphons-fullness-time/), simply pray the Rosary together
each night, especially the Joyful Mysteries focusing on the birth of our Savior.
Let your children know who they are and Whose they are. Help them to know their heritage, their identity as
true children of God through baptism, and their destiny which has already been bought for them by the Blood
of the Lamb. A better Christmas gift, although rejected by many, has never been given.

I leave you with one of my favorite Christmas stories. May it warm your hearts as it has ours and lead us to
love and serve more deeply the One Who first loved us and gave His life for us.

Where Love Is, God Is
By Leo Tolstoy, 18852
In a Russian city there lived a shoemaker, Martin
Avdyeitch, whose home was in a basement, a little room
with one window that looked out on the street. Through
the window he used to watch the people passing by, and

although he could only see their feet, Martin recognized
people by their boots. He had lived for many years in one
place, had many acquaintances, and few pairs of boots
in his district had not been in his hands at least once.

2 http://www.mywonderstudio.com/level-2/2013/12/6/where-love-is-god-is-also.html; Illustrations by Jeremy.
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Some he would half-sole, some he would patch, some
“Christ has taught us how to live for God,” the old man
he would stitch around, and occasionally he would also replied. “You know how to read? Buy a Testament, and
fit them with new uppers. Consequently, he often recog- read it; there you will learn how to live for God. Everynized his work through the window.
thing is explained there.”
Martin had plenty to do, because he was a faithful workman, used good materials, did not charge exorbitantly,
and kept his word. If it was possible for him to finish an
order by a certain time, he would accept it; otherwise,
he would not deceive—he would tell the person so beforehand. Everyone knew Martin Avdyeitch, and he was
never out of work.

Martin had always been a good man; but as he grew
old, he began to think more about his soul and getting
nearer to God. Martin’s wife had died and had left him
a boy of three years old. As Kapitoshka grew older, he
began to help his father, and would have been a delight
to Martin, but a sickness fell on him, he went to bed, and
died a week later. Martin buried his son and fell into despair so deep that he began to complain to God, and more
than once he prayed to God for death. He reproached
God because He had not taken him who was an old man,
instead of his beloved only son.
Once a little old man came from Troïtsa to see Martin.
Martin talked with him and began to complain about his
sorrows.

These words kindled a fire in Martin’s heart, and that
very same day, he bought a large-print New Testament
and began to read.

At first, he intended
to read the book only
on holidays; but as he
began to read, it so
cheered his soul that
he read it every day.
At times he would
become so absorbed
in reading that all the
kerosene in the lamp would burn out, and still he could
not tear himself away. The more he read, the clearer
he understood what God wanted of him, and how one
should live for God; and his heart grew light. Formerly,
when he lay down to sleep, he used to sigh and groan,
and always thought of his Kapitoshka; and now his only
exclamation was, “Glory to Thee! Glory to Thee, Lord!
Thy will be done.”

And from that time, his whole life was changed. In the
“I have no desire morning, he would sit down to work, finish his allotted
to live any longer,” task, then take the little lamp from the hook, put it on
he said, “I only the table, get his book from the shelf and sit down to
wish I was dead. read. The more he read, the more he understood, and the
That is all I pray brighter and happier it grew in his heart.
God for. I am a
Once it happened that Martin read until late into the
man with nothing night. He was reading the verses in the sixth chapter of
to hope for now.”
the Gospel of Luke.

“You don’t talk “And unto him that smiteth thee on the one cheek offer
right, Martin,” said the little old man. “We must not also the other; and him that taketh away thy cloak forbid
judge God’s doings. You are in despair because you wish not to take thy coat also. Give to every man that asketh of
to live for your own happiness.”
thee; and of him that taketh away thy goods ask them not
again. And as ye would that men should do to you, do ye
“But what shall one live for?” Martin asked.
also to them likewise.”
“We must live for God, Martin. He gives you life, and
He read farther also, those verses where Jesus says, “And
for His sake you must live. When you begin to live for
Him, you will not grieve over anything, and all will seem why call ye me, Lord, Lord, and do not the things which I
say? Whosoever cometh to me, and heareth my sayings,
easy to you.”
and doeth them, I will shew you to whom he is like: he is
Martin was silent for a moment, and then said, “But
like a man which built an house, and digged deep, and
how can one live for God?”
laid the foundation on a rock: and when the flood arose,
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the stream beat vehemently upon that house, and could The Lord Himself, he presumed. If He had come to me,
not shake it; for it was founded upon a rock. But he that should I have done the same way?
heareth, and doeth not, is like a man that
Martin rested his head upon his arms,
without a foundation built an house upon
and did not notice that he fell asleep.
the earth; against which the stream did
“Martin!” a voice sounded in his ears.
beat vehemently, and immediately it fell;
Martin started from his sleep. “Who
and the ruin of that house was great.”
is here?”
As Martin read these words, joy filled his
He turned around, glanced toward the
soul. He put his spectacles down on the
door—no one.
book, leaned his elbows on the table, and
became lost in thought. He began to measure his life by Again he fell into a doze. Suddenly, he plainly heard,
these words, and wondered, Is my house built on the rock “Martin! Ah, Martin! Look tomorrow on the street. I am
coming.”
or on the sand? ‘Tis well if on the rock. Help me, Lord!
Thus ran his thoughts; he wanted to go to bed, but he felt
loath to tear himself away from the book, and so he began to read farther in the seventh chapter. He read about
the centurion, he read about the widow’s son, he read
about the answer given to John’s disciples, and finally he
came to that place where the rich Pharisee desired Jesus
to sit at meat with him; and he read how the woman that
was a sinner anointed His feet, and washed them with her
tears, and how He forgave her. Martin reached the fortyfourth verse and began to read:
“And he turned to the woman, and said unto Simon,
Seest thou this woman? I entered into thine house, thou
gavest me no water for my feet: but she hath washed my
feet with tears, and wiped them with the hairs of her head.
Thou gavest me no kiss: but this woman since the time I
came in hath not ceased to kiss my feet. My head with oil
thou didst not anoint: but this woman hath anointed my
feet with ointment.”
Martin finished reading these verses, and thought.

Thou gavest me no water for my
feet, thou gavest me no kiss. My head
with oil thou didst not anoint.
Again, Martin put his spectacles
down on the book, and again became
lost in thought.

It seems that Pharisee must have
been such a man as I am. Apparently, I have thought only of myself—
how I might have my tea, be warm
and comfortable, but never to think about my guest.

He thought about himself, but there was not the least
care taken of the guest. And who was his guest?

Martin awoke, rose from the chair, and rubbed his eyes.
He could not tell whether he heard those words in his
dream or in reality. He turned down his lamp and went
to bed.
At daybreak the next morning, Martin rose, prayed to
God, lighted the stove, put on the shchi and the kasha,
put the water in the samovar, put on his apron, and sat
down by the window to work.

While he was working, he kept thinking about all that
had happened the day before. It seemed to him at one
moment that it was a dream, and at another that he had
really heard a voice.
Sitting by the window, he was looking out more than he
was working. When anyone passed by in boots which he
did not know, he would bend down and look out in order
to see not only the feet, but also the face.

The dvornik passed by in new felt boots, the water-carrier passed by; then there came up to the window an old
soldier of Nicholas’s time, in an old pair of laced felt
boots, and holding a shovel. Martin
recognized him by his felt boots. The
man’s name was Stepanuitch and he
was required to assist the dvornik.
Stepanuitch began to shovel away
the snow in front of Martin’s window. Martin glanced at him, and
took up his work again.

“Pshaw! I must be getting crazy in
my old age,” he said, and laughed at
himself. “Stepanuitch is clearing away the snow, and I
imagine that Christ is coming to see me. I was entirely
out of my mind, old dotard that I am!”
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Martin sewed about a dozen stitches, and then felt impelled to look through the window again. He looked out
and saw that Stepanuitch had leaned his shovel against
the wall, and was warming himself, and resting. He was
an old, broken man; evidently he had not enough strength
even to shovel the snow.
“I will give him some tea,” Martin said to himself.

Martin laid down his awl, rose from his seat, put
the samovar on the table and poured out the tea. He
tapped on the glass and Stepanuitch came to the window.
Martin beckoned to him and went to open the door.
“Come in, warm yourself a little,” he said. “You must
be cold.”
“May Christ reward you for this!” said Stepanuitch.
“My bones ache.”

Stepanuitch entered and shook off the snow, but staggered while trying to wipe his feet so as not to soil the
floor.
“Don’t trouble to
wipe your feet,” said
Martin. “I will clean
it up myself; I am
used to such things.
Come in and sit
down. Here, drink a
cup of tea.”

Martin lifted two
glasses and handed one to his guest, while he poured his
tea into a saucer and began to blow on it.

“Indeed I have,” Stepanuitch replied

“Well, now, I was reading how He walked on the earth,
how He came to the Pharisee, and the Pharisee did not
treat Him hospitably. Suppose, for example, He should
come to me, or anyone else,

I said to myself, I should not even know how to receive
Him. While I was thus thinking, I fell asleep, and I heard
someone call me by name. I got up. The voice, just as if
someone whispered, said, ‘Be on the watch; I shall come
tomorrow.’ And this happened twice. Well! Would you
believe it, it got into my head? I scolded myself—and yet
I am expecting Him.”
Stepanuitch shook his head, and said nothing. He finished drinking his glass of tea and put it on the side; but
Martin picked up the glass and filled it once more.

“Drink some more for your good health. You see, I have
an idea that—when Christ went about on this earth—He
disdained no one, and had more to do with the simple
people. He always went to see the simple people. He
picked out most of His disciples from among folk like
such sinners as we are, from the working class. He said
that whoever exalts himself, shall be humbled, and he
who is humbled shall become exalted. He said that you
call me Lord, and I wash your feet. He said that whoever
wishes to be the first, the same shall be a servant to all.
Because, He said, blessed are the poor, the humble, the
kind, the generous.”

Stepanuitch forgot about his tea. Being an old man, he
was easily moved to tears, and as he was listening, they
Stepanuitch finished drinking his glass of tea, turned rolled down his face.
the glass upside down, put the half-eaten lump of sugar
“Come, now, have some more tea,” said Martin, but
on it, and began to express his thanks. But it was evident Stepanuitch made the sign of the cross, thanked him,
he wanted some more.
turned down his glass, and arose.
“Have some more,” said Martin, filling both his own
“Thanks to you, Martin Avdyeitch, for treating me
glass and his guest’s. Martin drank his tea, but from time kindly and satisfying me, soul and body.”
to time glanced out into the street.
“You are welcome,” said Martin. “Come in again—al“Are you expecting anyone?” his guest asked.
ways glad to see a friend.”
“Am I expecting anyone? I am ashamed even to tell
Stepanuitch departed; and Martin poured out the rest
whom I expect. I am, and I am not, expecting someone; of the tea, drank it, put away the dishes, and sat down
but one word has kindled a fire in my heart. Whether it again by the window to stitch on a patch. He kept stitchis a dream or something else, I do not know. Yesterday, ing away while looking through the window. He was exI was reading the Gospel about Christ; how He suffered,
pecting Christ, and was all the while thinking of Him
how He walked on the earth. I suppose you have heard
and His deeds, and his head was filled with the different
about it?”
speeches of Christ.
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Two soldiers passed by. One wore boots furnished by
the crown, and the other one wore boots that Martin had
made. Then the master of the house next door passed by
in shining galoshes, followed by a baker with a basket.
Now a woman in woolen stockings and rustic bashmak on her feet passed by the window and stood near the
window-case.
Martin saw she was a stranger, dressed in shabby summer clothes, and with a child. She was standing by the
wall with her back to the wind, trying to
wrap up the child, but she had nothing to
wrap it in. From behind the frame, Martin could hear the child crying, but the
woman was unable to pacify it.
Martin went to the door, ascended the
steps, and cried, “My good woman.
Hey! My good woman!”
The woman turned around.
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a place. I used up all I had. I wanted work, but no one
would take me. They said I am too thin. I have just been
to the merchant’s wife, where a young woman I know
lives, and so they promised to take us in. I thought that
was the end of it. But she told me to come next week,
and she lives a long way off. I got tired out; and it tired
my darling child too. Fortunately, our landlady takes pity
on us for Christ’s sake and gives us a room, else I don’t
know how I should manage to get along.”
Martin sighed. “Have you no warm
clothes?”

“Yesterday I pawned my last shawl for
a twenty-kopek piece.”

The woman took the child and Martin
went to the partition, rummaged round,
and found an old coat.

“It is a poor thing,” he said. “Yet you
may turn it to some use.”

“Why are you standing in the cold with the child?” The woman took the coat and burst into tears.
Martin asked. “Come into my room where it is warm “May Christ bless you, little grandfather!” the woman
and you can manage it better. Here, this way!”
said. “He must have sent me to your window. My little
Astonished, the woman descended the steps and en- baby would have frozen to death. When I started out, it
was warm, but now it has grown cold. And He, the Batytered the room.
ushka, led you to look through the window and take pity
“There, sit down, my good woman, nearer to the stove
on me, an unfortunate.”
where you can get warm, and nurse the little one.”
Martin smiled. “Indeed, He did that! I have been look“I have no milk for him. I myself have not eaten anying through the window for some wise reason.”
thing since morning,” said the woman.
Then Martin told the soldier’s wife his dream, and how
Martin spread a towel on the table, upon which he
he heard the voice—how the Lord promised to come and
put bread and a dish of cabbage soup along with a dish
see him that day.
of shchi.
“All things are possible,” said the woman.
“Eat, my good woman; and I will mind the little one.”
She rose, wrapped her little child in her coat, and, as
The woman crossed herself and began to eat, while Marshe started to take leave, she thanked Martin again.
tin sat on the bed near the infant. The little one kept crying, and in an attempt to silence him, Martin waved his “Take this, for Christ’s sake,” said Martin, giving her a
finger in front of the child’s mouth. The little one looked twenty-kopek piece; “redeem your shawl.”
at his finger, and became quiet; Martin withdrew it, be- The woman made the sign of the cross. Martin did likecause his finger was black and soiled with wax. Then the wise and accompanied
infant began to smile, and Martin was glad. While the her to the door.
woman was eating, she told Martin about herself.
Once the woman left,
“I am a soldier’s wife,” she said. “It is now seven Martin ate some shchi,
months since they sent my husband away and there have washed the dishes, and
been no tidings. I worked as a cook, then the baby was returned to his work.
born and no one cared to keep me with a child. This is He still remembered
the third month that I have been struggling along without the window, and when
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the window grew darker he looked out to see who was
passing by. Acquaintances and strangers passed by; nothing out of the ordinary.

Suddenly an old woman selling apples stopped in front
of his window. Only a few apples were left in her basket,
as she had evidently nearly sold them all. Over her shoulder, she also had a bag full of wood
chips that she had gathered and she
was on her way home. The bag being
heavy, she lowered it onto the sidewalk
and she suddenly noticed a little boy in
a torn cap snatch an apple from the
basket. He was about to make his escape, but the old woman caught the
youngster by his sleeve. He struggled
to tear himself away; but the old woman grasped him with both hands, knocked off his cap, and
caught him by the hair.

“You ruin them that way, the good-for-nothings,” said
the old woman. “He ought to be treated so that he would
remember it for a whole week.”

“Eh, babushka, babushka,” said Martin, “that is right
according to our judgment, but not according to God’s.
If the boy is to be whipped for an apple, then what ought
to be done to us for our sins?”
The old woman was silent, and she
and the boy stood listening as Martin told the parable of the master who
forgave a debtor all that he owed him,
and how the debtor went and began to
choke one who owed him.

“God has commanded us to forgive,”
said Martin, “else we, too, may not be
forgiven. All should be forgiven, and the thoughtless especially.”

Martin threw his awl upon the floor, sprang to the door
and rushed out into the street. The old woman was threatening to take the screaming youngster to the policeman,
and the boy was defending himself.

The old woman shook her head and sighed. “That is so,
but the trouble is that they are very much spoiled.”

Martin tried to separate them, and said, “Let him go, babushka; forgive him, for Christ’s sake.”

lived with her daughter, and how many grandchildren
she had.

“Then we who are older must teach them,” said Martin.

“That is just what I say,” said the old woman. “I myself
“I did not take it,” he said. “What are you beating me have had seven of them—only one daughter is left.”
for? Let me go!”
The old woman then began to relate where and how she
“I will forgive him
so that he won’t forget it till the new
broom grows. I am
going to take the little villain to the police.”

“Let him go, babushka,” Martin pleaded, “he will never do it again. Let
him go, for Christ’s sake.”

“Here,” she says, “my strength is small, and yet I have
to work. I pity the youngsters—my grandchildren—but
what nice children they are!”

The old woman grew quite sentimental and pointed at
the boy. “Of course, it is a childish trick. God be with
him.”
She was about to lift the bag up on her shoulder when
the boy said, “Let me carry it, babushka; it is on my way.”

The old woman nodded, put the bag on the boy’s
back, and side by side they walked off down the street.
The old woman let the boy go and he started to run, but
The old woman even forgot to ask Martin to pay for
Martin kept him back.
the apple. Martin
“Ask the babushka’s forgiveness,” he said, “and don’t stood gazing after
you ever do it again. I saw you take the apple.”
them as they walked
The boy burst into tears, and begged forgiveness.
away.
“There now! That’s right; and here’s an apple for you.”
Returning to his
Martin took an apple from the basket. “I will pay you room, he picked up
for it, babushka,” he said to the old woman, and gave it his awl and sat down
to work again.
to the boy.
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After a little while, it grew darker, so that he could not “Who?” Martin asked.
see to sew, and he saw the lamplighter passing by light“Me. It was I.” And Stepanuitch stepped out from the
ing the street-lamps.
dark corner. He smiled, and like a little cloud faded away.
“It must be time to make a light,” he muttered, so he “And it was I,” said the voice. And the woman with her
prepared his little lamp, hung it up, and returned to his child stepped out of the dark corner. She smiled, the child
work. He had one boot finished, which he turned around laughed, and they also vanished,
and looked at, saying to himself, “Well done.”
“And it was I,” continued the voice. And both the old
He put away his tools, swept off the cuttings, cleared woman and the boy with the apple stepped forward. Both
off the bristles and ends, set the lamp on the table, and smiled and vanished.
took the Gospels from the shelf. He intended to open the
Martin’s soul rejoiced; he crossed himself, put on his
book where he had yesterday put a piece of leather as a
spectacles, and began to read where it had happened to
mark, but it happened to open at another place. At the
open. On the upper part of the page he read:
moment Martin opened the Testament, he recollected his
“For I was an hungered, and ye gave me meat; I was
last night’s dream and it seemed he could hear someone
thirsty, and ye gave me drink; I was a stranger,
stepping behind him. Martin turned and it
and ye took me in.”
was as though people were standing in
And on the lower part of the page he
the dark corner; he was at a loss to
read this:
know who they were.
A voice whispered in his ear,
“Martin—ah, Martin! Did you not
recognize me?”

One more (IMPORTANT) thing . . .

For many years, we happily have been sending our
newsletter to all who have requested it. However, there
are many from whom we have had no word in several
years now and our expense in sending the newsletters
is becoming quite high.
In an effort to remain good stewards of the resources
and gifts we receive, we ask you to return this form if
you would like to continue to receive the newsletter.
We will continue to send it without charge, but only to
those who let us know they wish to continue receiving
it. We thank you in advance for your understanding.

“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto
one of the least of these my brethren,
ye have done it unto me.”

 Yes, I would like to continue to receive your
newsletter. My current address is:
Full Name (Please print)
__________________________________________
Mailing Address
__________________________________________
City_______________________________________
ST_________ Zip____________________________
Email______________________________________
Home Phone________________________________
Cell Phone__________________________________
(Please respond via email or postal mail if you wish to
continue to receive the newsletters.)



We wish you, and all those dear to you, a most holy and blessed Christmastide in the One Who came that we might
have life and have it to the full.
From our hearts to your homes,
Mother Miriam of the Lamb of God, O.S.B.

Thy people Israel.
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Blessed Jesus, true God and true Man, born in the form
of a helpless infant,
Praise and glory be to Thee, forever,*
Blessed Jesus, Who, having the heavens for Thy throne,
didst yet choose a poor stable for Thy abode,*
Blessed Jesus, Who, being God incomprehensible, wast
pleased, in love for us, to be wrapped in swaddling
clothes and laid in a manger,*
Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, because He hath
visited, and hath wrought the redemption of His people.
And He hath raised up to us a powerful salvation in the
family of David His servant.
As He spake by the mouth of His holy Prophets who
were from the beginning.
That He would save us from our enemies, and from the
hand of all that hate us.
To show His mercy toward our fathers, and to be
mindful of His holy covenant.
According to the oath which He swore to our father
Abraham to grant to us.

O Eternal Father, Who, in

compassion to lost men, didst

send Thy only Son to become our

That being delivered from the hands of our enemies, we
might serve Him without fear.

Redeemer from that unhappy state:

In holiness and justice before Him all our days.

who are assembled to acknowledge

Through the bowels of the mercy of our God, the rising
Light hath visited us from on high:

the benefit of it in our souls, in the

To enlighten them that sit in darkness and in the shades
of death, to direct our feet in the way of peace.
Glory be to the Father, and to the Son, and to the Holy
Ghost.
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be,
world without end. Amen.

grant, we beseech Thee, that we,
the mercy of this time, may find

pardon of all our sins. Through the
same Lord Jesus Christ, Who with
Thee and the Holy Ghost art one

God, now and forever, and to ages
of ages. Amen.
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Thank for helping us to fight for the restoration and salvation of the Family!
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We bless God for you, Beloved, and for
your prayers and support in so many ways.
Because a number of folks have asked
about our needs for the reconstruction of
our new home, I’ll mention that we
estimate needing an additional $200,000
for the remaining construction, appliances
and painting, not yet counting the purchase
of cell furniture!

We wish you a most Blessed
and Holy Christmastide and
a Healthy, Blessed and
Holy New Year!

Our Blessed Lord has not failed to provide
for His mission to date. We are so very
grateful for any and every contribution,
financially or in kind, and bless God for
your every prayer!

Click here
TO
DONATE
online
OR mail in this form.

 Mother, please accept enclosed or  charge to our credit card below our gift of: $__________________.
 We would like to begin to support you with a regular donation of $________ monthly $________ quarterly
 Please charge our credit card below, or  send us _____ monthly _____ quarterly reminders.
 Checks may be made payable to: Daughters of Mary, MIH.
 Credit Card #: ________-________-________-________ Exp. Date ______/______ CID (3-digit code) _______
Phone ( _________ )__________________ Email ______________________________________________________
Your Name (Please Print) __________________________________________________________________________
Signature (for Credit Card) _________________________________________________________________________
Mailing Address:  New  Same as previously
Name _________________________________________________________________________________________
Street or P.O. ___________________________________________________________________________________
City_______________________________________________________State___________Zip ____________________

We pray daily for our benefactors, and for all who have need. God bless and keep you steadfast in His love!
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
_____________________________________________________________________________________________________
Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope is a charitable non-profit corporation under 501(c)(3) of the Internal Revenue Code. All donations are tax deductible. God love you!

Print and Mail

(You only need to print page 17)

Mail to: Daughters of Mary, Mother of Israel’s Hope, 500 N Mill Street, Beloit, Kansas 67420

