
 

Dear Parishioners: 

  In today’s collect we hear what can sound strange, O God, who in the abasement of your Son have raised up a fallen world.  

How in heaven’s name can abasement accomplish raising a fallen world? Its synonyms include, cheapen, corrupt, debase, degrade,  

demean, demoralize, deprave, deteriorate, lessen, poison, profane, subvert, warp, et al. Who would desire to associate with such an 

idea? 

  And yet, Jesus took on this total abasement so that we may join in his glory with the 

Father. We can forget the enormity of the smallest sin. Jesus died for that little white lie 

I told so I didn’t hurt another’s feelings; the dime I stole from my mom’s purse; the 

cheating on an exam in school.  

  Jesus did not suffer his abasement only because someone killed another. He suffered 

and died for all sin. I remember the first time I saw Gibson’s, The Passion of the Christ, 

and the scene of the scourging at the pillar. I kept thinking of all the “small,” sins in my 

life and that he died for them as well. 

  I have included an extended section for the Imitation of Christ by Thomas Kempis. I thought you might be interested in this classic of 

spiritual writing 
 

THE DISCIPLE  

I WILL speak to my Lord, I who am but dust and ashes. If I consider myself anything more than this, behold You stand against 

me, and my sins bear witness to the truth which I cannot contradict. If I abase myself, however, if I humble myself to nothingness, 

if I shrink from all self-esteem and account myself as the dust which I am, Your grace will favor me, Your light will enshroud my 

heart, and all self-esteem, no matter how little, will sink in the depths of my nothingness to perish forever.  

It is there You show me to myself – what I am, what I have been, and what I am coming to; for I am nothing and I did not know it. 

Left to myself, I am nothing but total weakness. But if You look upon me for an instant, I am at once made strong and filled with 

new joy. Great wonder it is that I, who of my own weight always sink to the depths, am so suddenly lifted up, and so graciously 

embraced by You.  

It is Your love that does this, graciously upholding me, supporting me in so many necessities, guarding me from so many grave 

dangers, and snatching me, as I may truly say, from evils without number. Indeed, by loving myself badly I lost myself;  

by seeking only You and by truly loving You I have found both myself and You, and by that love I have reduced myself more 

profoundly to nothing. For You, O sweetest Lord, deal with me above all my merits and above all that I dare to hope or ask.  

May You be blessed, my God, for although I am unworthy of any benefits, yet Your nobility and infinite goodness never  

cease to do good even for those who are ungrateful and far from You. Convert us to You, that we may be thankful, humble,  

and devout, for You are our salvation, our courage, and our strength. 

 

  In celebration of our nation’s birthday let us take some serious time in a prayer 

of gratitude for this country that has done so much good. Are we perfect? NO!  

No country filled with human beings is perfect.  

  On the other hand, our Constitution came up with a system that gave us the  

opportunity to live in the freedom of religion, speech, etc. We still have many 

problems to conquer and it will not be easy. In the past we have shown that  

problems can be addressed, and I have a strong sentiment that we will continue 

to work on our problems. 

  In the meantime, Happy Birthday U.S.A. 
 

  Pace Bene, 

A Letter From Our Pastor... 


