
"The Lord Yahweh has given me the tongue of a disciple to speak a word of encouragement 

to the weary... The Lord Yahweh has opened his ear to me, and I have not resisted nor 

turned back" (Is. 50, 4..., Liturgy of Palm Sunday). 

That is what I would like, my God, "the tongue of a disciple", to be able to relate my path strewn 

with flowers and thorns, with beauty and fatigue, with hope and pain, because of the covid19. To 

be able to relate it, with my memory clear of hindrances, a year away. To tell, sharing a piece of life, 

not sought after, but lived as something that had to happen. Wasn't this also your experience, Jesus, 

as you set out for Jerusalem? Your words "if it is possible for this cup to pass" say that You would 

have preferred to avoid the moment. But with the same force you communicate to your friends that 

"for this hour I have come...". 

Yours were always encouraging words, and they remain so today as they were then. They were for 

me a year ago, in that hospital bed, struggling between life and death. They were so through those 

"surreal" weeks, when, hospitalized, life in the body seemed to have stopped, allowing the spirit to 

"breathe" free, led by the song that accompanied the people of Israel: "The Lord is my shepherd...he 

maketh me to lie down in green pastures...he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness. Yea, though 

I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I fear no evil". The encouraging word, in the silence 

of sickness, resounds louder! 

In addition, it was you, Lord, who "opened my ear". Your palpable presence, your uninterrupted 

consolation, that assiduous communion... my fragile state would never have been able to enjoy 

them if the free grace had not come from You alone. It may seem unreasonable, but if "to lose one's 

life is to gain it", I can say that I have lived this experience surprisingly when my body was ready to 

be destroyed by illness: the field is all yours, the condition of a child in need touches your heart of 

a good Father, and I, a fragile daughter, feel myself invaded by a light that leads me to abandon 

myself, to enter "into the joy of your Lord". 

Yes, "I did not resist, I did not turn back". Neither in pain, nor in consolation. Neither in the danger 

of losing my life, nor in welcoming the time had you still in store for me. I do not want to resist 

today, nor back down, when my strength is known to be diminished and fatigue is a faithful daily 

companion.  

Even so, I have returned to my usual occupations and my, "I" is the protagonist of many tasks, which 

perhaps steal space from your palpable presence. Forgive me, Jesus! We think we are important 

and it seems to us that life needs "ours". Grant me, in spite of everything, that I too may say "a word 

of encouragement". In this suffering humanity, wounded by a cruel pandemic, sometimes tired, 

disoriented, discouraged... may my confidence nourish the hope of those who are falling, may I be 

the "lamp on the candlestick" that illuminates the house. And give me, Jesus, the humility of one 

who is unceasingly grateful, because "he has nothing that he has not received". 

 

 


