
January 1

May we start on this new year with a fi rm conviction 
that, having enrolled ourselves and pledged our lives 
under the glorious standard of the holy Cross, we must, 
to the last breath, further or check its progress accord-
ing to how we fi ght vigorously or cowardly the battle in 
which we are engaged.

—Edward Sorin

A FEW DAYS after 9/11, I was home with my family in Rhode 
Island. My niece Amy, a fl ight attendant on United 175, 
had been killed when her plane went into the second tower. 
Things at home were in a frenzy, much of it fueled by inces-
sant media attention. So, two of my brothers and I did what 
we had often done growing up when we wanted to “escape.” 
We got into my brother’s boat and headed off. A few miles 
out, we turned off the engine and sat bobbing in the waves. 
From that distance everything on shore looked peaceful. One 
of us remarked how great it would be just to stay out on the 
ocean forever, but after an hour or so we knew it was time to 
go back into the fray.

That event reminds me of what God’s call is to each of us 
regarding our discipleship: We belong in the fray. Jesus used 
to take essential time away for prayer, but he always came 
down off the mountain. The fi rst disciples used to go fi shing 
when things got rough, but they always came back ashore to 
be renewed by Christ’s embrace. Fr. Sorin, a man who knew 
much about having to start over when a fi re destroyed his life’s 



work and beloved university, believed that Divine Providence 
calls us not to be passive observers, keeping pain a safe dis-
tance away. We are, rather, to start each year, each day, with 
new courage and bold footsteps, fully engaging our hearts and 
minds in the lives of others because that is what Christ has 
commissioned us to do.

Peter Jarret, C.S.C.

January 2

“Come, follow me.” It was the Lord Jesus calling us.
—Holy Cross Constitutions

I FIRST DISCOVERED my vocation to the priesthood when I 
was a mere sophomore in high school, but it was not until 
my senior year in college that I decided to act on my call-
ing. During those in-between years, I routinely entered into 
“confi dential” meetings with my parents to see about the 
feasibility of living my life as a priest. Every time I would 
become convinced that Jesus was calling me to the priesthood, 
I would back off, believing it to be too hasty, too different, too 
frightening.

After countless late night conversations, I fi nally had 
enough courage to leave home and visit Moreau Seminary at 
Notre Dame for the fi rst time. When I was just a few blocks 
away, I pulled over to the side of the road and called home. 
Upon answering, I told my dad that I was going to return 
home because the seminary just wasn’t for me. Being a wise 



father of six, he responded, “They’re priests for goodness sake. 
Please go and hear what they have to say.” I went. And now I 
am a priest in the Congregation of Holy Cross.

So often we are tempted never to leave what is comfortable 
or what is familiar in our lives. Yet we are challenged to trust 
that God is always guiding us along the right path. Trust is 
an absolutely essential part of our spiritual lives because it 
triumphs over fear, anxiety, and popular opinion. By willingly 
following the Lord’s call in our lives, we most clearly demon-
strate our trust for the One who is always true. “Come,” he 
beckons, “follow me.”

Peter McCormick, C.S.C.

January 3

Our consecration is a public one, for we are called to 
stand forth in service and witness. It is desirable there-
fore that we ordinarily be known and seen as members 
of the congregation. The symbol of the congregation, 
the cross and anchors, is worn to identify us as members 
of Holy Cross.

—Holy Cross Constitutions

HAVING THE CROSS and anchors as our congregational 
symbol leads to confusion at times. People see us wearing it 
and ask, “Are you in the Navy?” I am often glad they at least 
ask because it gives me the opportunity to explain who I am 
and what the symbol means. Our cross and anchors are an 



image of our motto: Ave Crux, Spes Unica—Hail the Cross, 
Our Only Hope. The cross stands upright with two anchors 
laid over it, the anchors being an ancient Christian symbol of 
hope.

In refl ecting on our congregational symbol, I have always 
been more intrigued by the anchors than the cross. I have 
wondered frequently why exactly anchors have been a long-
standing symbol of hope for Christians. Anchors keep ships 
secure amid stormy seas. They are immensely heavy and 
sturdy and yet seem so small in comparison to the objects 
they hold in place. They have two arms reaching out to grasp 
the ocean fl oor to resist the force of the unstable ship. O how 
much like hope they are! Hope settles us amid the turbulence 
of our lives. Hope weighs heavily on our hearts and yet seems 
so insignifi cant when our worries and cares are larger than 
life. Hope is our arms grasping for anything that will root us 
against the forces moving us away from God. As Christians, 
our hope in the Cross is all of this and the fi rm comfort that 
through our faith, this Cross leads to the resurrection.

Gregory Haake, C.S.C.

January 4

Imagine, when kneeling enraptured before the Crib, to 
see the Blessed Mother offering you the Divine Child to 
hold in your arms for awhile, as she did to some favorite 
saints; the marvel would be as it always was to my mind, 



how such a favor could be borne and not burst instantly 
the poor human heart.

—Edward Sorin

I CAN TELL that mothers are nervous whenever I hold their 
children. I’m afraid of dropping them, and they fl op around 
in my arms and on my lap like a loose sack of potatoes. I 
imagine that’s how most of us would accept the Christ Child, 
awkwardly and hesitantly. It is more responsibility than we 
desire or merit.

The kid in my arms quickly grows nervous and scowls 
before beginning to cry, but the Christ Child didn’t wail even 
when he was handled roughly. God entrusted him to us, and 
we rejected him. Mary continues offering him to us even after 
we return him limp into her arms. The image rends the heart 
even more poignantly than our meditations upon the selfl ess-
ness of the Father’s original gift.

We usually pray cognizant of ourselves as God’s children. 
We constantly ask that he watch over and guide us. We would 
be better off imagining ourselves charged with the responsibil-
ity of holding the Christ Child and keeping him safe. If we 
live instead as if God is in our care, then the fundamental 
dynamic of our lives ceases to be a constant struggle against a 
parent’s authority and becomes one of yearning to protect the 
gift we love most by devoting ourselves to its every need. It is 
awkward to switch roles, but the more we learn to embrace the 
Child rather than simply hold him, the more he trusts us and 
our hearts beat together as one.

James B. King, C.S.C.



January 5

A soldier of the Cross expects to rest only when under 
the sod. Indeed, a very serious task stands before us to 
meet the views of Divine Providence.

—Edward Sorin

WE IN HOLY Cross have never been particularly good at 
waiting around for God to get something done. This is not 
to say that what we have accomplished and what we con-
tinue to endeavor has not been, from beginning to end, from 
inspiration to completion, primarily God’s work. It’s just that, 
seemingly, we like to try to quicken God’s hand from time to 
time.

We have taken our cue from Abraham, who through love 
of his people and faith in God’s goodness, bargained regularly 
with God. Memorably, as God prepared to destroy Sodom, 
it was Abraham who got the Lord to hold off in the name of 
forty, then thirty, then twenty, then ten just people. Moses 
later would follow suit, changing Yahweh’s intent to destroy 
the stiff-necked Israelites with a last-minute plea bargain. We 
spend our days and nights like Jacob, wrestling with God’s 
angel, demanding that God bless our work, then limping 
off—but often with blessings in hand. Perhaps one of our 
patronesses should be the woman in Luke’s Gospel who 
refuses Jesus’ refusal to heal her daughter. Instead, she stands 
before Jesus and, as Notre Dame professor Frank O’Malley 
once said about the task of any great teacher, “demands to be 
engaged.”



The life in Holy Cross into which we seek to invite those 
entrusted to us is one of holy impatience, of restlessness. 
Passivity—not to say contemplation or gentleness—is not 
an option for all soldiers of the Cross. We are restless in our 
pursuit to make God known, loved, and served. All the while, 
we recall that “unless the Lord build the house, they labor in 
vain who build” (Ps 127:1).

Timothy Scully, C.S.C.

January 6—Br. André Bessette

Let the doors of our houses, and still more the doors of 
our hearts, be ever open to the pallid countenances of 
the poor. Should we even be poorer ourselves than they, 
still let none be ever turned away from us hungry.

—Edward Sorin

“THE DOOR IS always open.” This is something we say to 
convey our willingness to assist someone in need. Jesus, the 
only door through which we may achieve salvation, revealed 
his Father as the very Being of openness: “Knock, and the 
door shall be opened to you” (Mt 7:7).

Br. André Bessette, C.S.C., was a man who knew how to 
open doors. He spent most of his life welcoming the stranger, 
the lost, the sick, and the suffering. But this remarkable porter 
didn’t just open doors made of wood or metal. He opened his 
heart to whomever he encountered, and he invited them to 
open the doors of their hearts as well. Whereas many religious 



served as teachers, pastors, and laborers, Br. André served 
faithfully for years in the ministry of porter. He spent his life 
at the door of a school in Montreal and welcomed others in 
need. He talked to people and listened to them as they waited 
to do business or receive guidance from the priests. Soon 
his reputation spread as a healer and a spiritual guide—so 
much so that hundreds and then thousands started coming to 
Montreal to see him.

Whenever anyone asked Br. André for a cure or for an 
answer, he would get a little angry and say, “It is not I who 
heals. That comes from God alone. Go, ask St. Joseph to 
bring your petition to God.” Like St. Joseph, Br. André was 
completely opened to God’s will. He believed that, through 
service to our brothers and sisters in need, we are, indeed, 
serving God. Through the grace and intercession of Br. André, 
we pray that we may also open doors for one another.

Bill Wack, C.S.C.

January 7

Not a day could pass without bringing us nearer to the 
Mother of the Savior. My confi dence in her was great 
before, now it is boundless. May her sweet name be 
forever on our lips and in our hearts.

—Edward Sorin

IT IS NOT a mistake that my desk is located where it is in my 
offi ce on the thirteenth fl oor of the library at the University of 



Notre Dame. All I have to do is turn around and look out the 
window, and there Mary is atop the Dome, enshrined in gold 
as Fr. Sorin always wanted. I say to her often, “This is your 
place. We call it ‘Notre Dame, Our Lady.’ We have some very 
tough decisions to make regarding your place. And, you need 
to help us, giving us both the vision of where to move and the 
courage to go that way. We look to you for that help.”

Not a day passes that I do not feel the presence of Our 
Lady because as I look out my window, there she is. I hope 
that some day I will meet her, and she will say that Notre 
Dame is a wonderful place, and that she is glad that we asked 
her for help as it grew from a small log cabin in the woods 
to a great university, the greatest Catholic university in the 
world. But we did not build this university for personal glory 
or for pride. We did it because we were working for Mary and 
for her glory. And all Christians who dedicate their work to 
the sweet name of Mary can be assured that the glory of their 
labors will be the glory of her Son.

Ted Hesburgh, C.S.C.

January 8

When I turn from the Crib to the Tabernacle and the 
Communion Table, I understand. Bethlehem, indeed, 
was the beginning of the manifestation of God’s love for 
humanity; the Last Supper in the Upper Room was the 
crowning of that infi nite love of God for me.

—Edward Sorin



SINCE I AM a priest and professor at the University of Notre 
Dame, the cribs I most often look upon are in the Basilica of 
the Sacred Heart, at the Grotto, and in Corby Hall—the Holy 
Cross community residence on campus. The tabernacles and 
communion tables to which I turn to celebrate the Eucharist 
are also on campus, usually in some student residence or in 
the chapel of Malloy Hall where my faculty offi ce is located. 
There, in the image of the Infant Jesus and in the sacred bread 
and wine of the Eucharist, I behold with awe the manifestation 
of God’s infi nite love. The love I see, even though I see it in 
these particular places, is without conditions or limitations. It 
is universal, not only for me, not only for the students, faculty, 
staff, and friends of the Notre Dame family, but for all those 
of the human family, especially the poor and powerless.

I believe that God’s disclosure of love is always an invita-
tion. For me, it is a call to serve our students in the classroom 
and residence halls, to teach them so that their minds are 
informed and their hearts infl amed, and to render this loving 
service with all my mind and heart. For the worldwide family 
of Holy Cross, and indeed for all people of good will, God’s 
self-communication in Christ is a call to work lovingly for the 
welfare of all. It is a call to receive God’s love with gratitude 
and to embody it, without conditions or limitations, in our 
mutual relations and in our search for truth, beauty, and 
goodness.

Gene Gorski, C.S.C.



January 9

Once in their life the shepherds and the Magi beheld 
Him in the Manger; but I, every day, poor sinner, receive 
Him, not in my arms, but in my own bosom, in my very 
heart, so that I may say with St. Paul: “I live: no, not I, 
but Christ lives in me!”

—Edward Sorin

I HAVE OFTEN taken the daily reception of the Eucharist 
for granted. It becomes quite easily just another routine 
component of the Mass. More often than not, I get the most 
meaning from the well-read epistle or gospel, the nicely 
crafted and well-delivered homily, or the beautifully moving 
music. And then, on cue I rise and follow the crowd to take 
nourishment. Regrettably, there are times when all this hap-
pens and I am completely unaware of the monumental value 
of the moment.

But when I am focused, it is then that I am overwhelmed 
with awe by the gift that Christ is giving to me and that I am 
receiving. The body and blood of the Lord, once shed for me 
on Calvary’s height, now dwell mysteriously within my very 
heart, transforming all who receive him and myself into his 
body—the Church. The concept is so awesome, so divinely 
generous, that it completely escapes not only my reason but 
my power truly to believe it. And yet it is real—it was and it 
will always be.

Perhaps it would have been eminently better for me to 
have been present with the shepherds and Magi—physically 



to have witnessed the Savior incarnate in the world. Perhaps 
in that one spectacular event, I would have believed totally. 
But even now, Christ lives and breathes and transforms me. It 
happens each time I receive his body and blood in bread and 
wine. Ever so slowly, it is not I who live, but Christ who lives 
in me.

Philip Smith, C.S.C.

January 10

Fidelity to our vows is the basis and the whole foun-
dation of the whole structure of Holy Cross, in which 
each one of us has become both a living stone and the 
builder.

—Basil Moreau

FOR MANY YEARS at Moreau Seminary we had a table in the 
refectory known as “Table #1.” It was the table where some 
of the older brothers regularly sat. The ones I knew best were 
Br. James Edwin, C.S.C., Br. James Lakofka, C.S.C., and Br. 
Chet Ziemba, C.S.C. They taught me as much about fi delity 
as anyone.

They were men of work. I can still see Br. Chet in his 
overalls, caring for the grounds at Fatima Retreat Center and 
feeding the squirrels peanuts. I remember Br. James Edwin 
huddled in his old brown coat, walking to work in the winter 
at Ave Maria Press. To this day, Br. James Lakofka still visits 
his little offi ce at the seminary, shipping vials of Lourdes 



water across the country. They were men of prayer. Every day 
began with 6:40 a.m. Mass. Br. James Lakofka read, and Br. 
James Edwin was sacristan and server. His challenge each day 
was to light the two altar candles with one match. They were 
men of simplicity. Br. Chet spent his stipend on bird seed and 
peanuts. Br. James Lakofka would treat the seminarians to 
ice cream. Br. James Edwin turned his stipend back in to the 
superior each month. They wanted for nothing. They were 
men of community, always at Table #1. There was never a 
compelling reason not to be. They loved it when we joined 
them there, and they were always interested in what we were 
doing.

They taught me that fi delity in life, whether to the vows or 
any other commitment, is really about faithfulness to the little 
things. These gentle and kind men became saints, I believe. 
They were truly living stones and builders of Holy Cross.

Patrick M. Neary, C.S.C.

January 11

And opening their treasures, they offered Him gold, in-
cense, and myrrh. What shall we offer, in imitation of 
the Magi? It is to be wanting in devotion, says a saint, to 
adore God and present Him no offering; for it is written: 
“Thou shalt not appear before me with empty hands.” 
Fortunately, by our profession we have given all we had, 
and we have done it cheerfully.

—Edward Sorin



WHEN JESUS INVITED the young man to take all that he had 
and give it to the poor, he was not suggesting that the young 
man live the rest of his life with nothing. Jesus was inviting 
him to come, follow him, and be part of a community. Our 
life in the Congregation of Holy Cross is a treasure beyond 
measure, more than gold, incense, and myrrh. Whatever gifts 
we have to bring before God, we bring as a community. In 
every part of the world, there are schools fi lled with students 
who want to learn from us, churches fi lled with the faithful 
who want to pray with us, sickbeds fi lled with people who 
want to feel the healing touch of Jesus through our touch.

None of us who bears the name Christian, however, 
appears before Christ alone or with empty hands. United 
together in Christ, we give him our time by giving it to those 
who need a few moments to bend our ear when we would 
much rather be doing something else. We give him our hearts 
by loving those who cross our paths every day. We give him 
our minds by opening them to thoughts and ideas that will 
expand our horizons. We together give him our souls by being 
men and women of faith, believing that if we do what we do 
in his name, Christ will speak in our name when we come 
before God for judgment. This is the peace of Christ. What a 
treasure beyond measure we all receive in return for so little.

Steve Gibson, C.S.C.



January 12

Far from me be the thought of attributing to myself the 
merit of the truly providential works which have just 
arisen under my direction. After God, who alone is the 
author of all good, it is to the devotedness of my fellow-
priests and to your own that we owe what can be seen 
today at Holy Cross which astounds everybody. I have 
been but a simple instrument which the Lord will soon 
break that He may substitute for it others more worthy.

—Basil Moreau

RECOGNITION, CONGRATULATION, AFFIRMATION—these are 
the moments in life we usually enjoy the most. It is reward-
ing to have our accomplishments, ideas, and suggestions 
acknowledged and acclaimed. But there is more here than 
just the fl ash of good feelings we may experience at being 
the center of attention. Such recognition provides us with 
valuable information about our attitudes or actions that have 
been noted by others. These experiences remind us that we are 
valued and appreciated, that our lives have meaning and can 
make a difference.

There is, however, a danger in getting caught up in others’ 
praise. Their affi rmations can become a narcotic and dull our 
sense of God at work in and through us. We can begin to think 
of ourselves as self-contained and solely responsible for all the 
good that we accomplish. Fr. Moreau knew what it was like to 
be praised with superlatives; yet, he still thought of himself as 
a simple instrument in the hands of God. It is an intriguing 



image because the effectiveness of any instrument is gauged 
by how well it does what needs to be done. And ideally, it 
becomes a seamless extension of the one who operates it.

Whatever we achieve in life refl ects God’s grace at work in 
us and through us; it also refl ects the many ways we benefi t 
from all that others generously share with us. Like Fr. Moreau, 
we are all challenged to become simple instruments in the 
hands of God, to become extensions of God’s very self in the 
world.

Joel Giallanza, C.S.C.

January 13

After seeing and adoring the Infant Savior, oh! for His 
sake, for the sake of our holy Faith, for the sake of our 
beloved family, we, too, shall return from the stable by 
a different road.

—Edward Sorin

AFTER THE MAGI reached Bethlehem they had every reason 
in the world to be overjoyed. They fi nally had found the new-
born Jesus whom they had been seeking and presented him 
their wonderful gifts. In fact, we might think they were also 
deeply satisfi ed and ready to declare: “mission accomplished.” 
But instead, as Matthew’s gospel recounts, they were scarcely 
halfway through their long journey. Having received instruc-
tions in a dream to avoid King Herod, they returned home by 
a different road.



Fr. Sorin plainly saw a signifi cant lesson in this episode 
from Christ’s nativity that applies to us as well. The command 
that we go back differently than the way we came puts us in 
the position of the Wise Men, who saw and believed, and 
who now carry the good news of God’s presence among us, in 
place of gold, incense, and myrrh. But this obligation to take 
another route also resonates with the great arc of the biblical 
drama, which begins in an earthly garden and, after taking a 
surprising path from the tree of knowledge of good and evil 
to the very wood of the Cross, ends in a heavenly city. The 
paths we are called to follow are often strange and new, teach-
ing us to trust in the Spirit. They bring us into contact with 
unfamiliar people who enrich our knowledge of the image of 
God. These roads often confront us with diffi cult choices and 
challenging situations, which become so many opportunities 
for a new epiphany as we follow the Way, the Truth, and the 
Life.

Patrick D. Gaffney, C.S.C.

January 14

We pray with the church, we pray in community and 
we pray in solitude. Prayer is our faith attending to the 
Lord, and in that faith we meet him individually, yet we 
also stand in the company of others who know God as 
their Father.

—Holy Cross Constitutions



I LOVE PRAYING the liturgy of the hours, the daily prayer of 
the universal Church that marks the day—morning, midday, 
evening, and night. As a vowed religious, I am committed 
to praying it daily, and my faithfulness to this obligation has 
become an important part of my life. The hours force me to 
stop what I’m doing at different parts of my day and to pray, 
acknowledging that all of those things that have been keeping 
me so busy don’t mean much unless I am offering them to 
God for his greater glory. This rhythm of prayer is a hallmark 
of religious life. We may be tired or distracted, we might be 
experiencing dryness in our prayer, but we pray anyway. We 
may be busy or even overwhelmed by the demands of our day, 
but we pray anyway. Prayer is non-negotiable.

But our prayer lives, whether as priests, religious, or lay 
men and women in the Church, aren’t just about ourselves. 
We offer our prayers together as a Church, the people of God 
trying to lead each other closer to heaven. Our prayer will 
never be perfect, and often it will even be frustrating. But we 
trust that God will speak to us in the liturgy, in our common 
prayers, and even in the silence. So we’re called to make that 
extra effort to spend time with the Lord each day, however 
imperfect it may be. Because whatever imperfect prayer we can 
offer—as individuals, as a community, and as a Church—God 
can use it to transform our hearts and our world.

Steve Lacroix, C.S.C.


