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Presentation

Dearest Sisters,
We are preparing to commemorate the passage of our dearest Prima Maestra to eternal life. Together we want to refresh the memory of
those days, which left their mark on our history, by taking a brief look
at some of the events leading up to the evening of 5 February 1964–the
evening she left us.
***
The first signs of the Maestra Thecla’s physical decline appeared
in February 1962 when she was in the Philippines, on a visit to some of
our communities in Asia. In spite of her precarious health, she visited
the communities of Taiwan, Japan, Korea and Australia. In August,
she once again visited the United States and Canada. On 17 May 1963,
when she returned from a short trip to the Congo, it was clear that
she was very tired. This was her last trip abroad. On the evening of
16 June 1963, while at Alba for a meeting of the General Council, she
experienced a violent brain seizure and received the Sacrament of the
Anointing of the Sick.
Maestra Thecla had begun her long journey of total self-surrender
into the hands of the Father for the sanctification of every Daughter
of St. Paul. We can enter the secret realm of her intimate relationship
with the Master through the pages of her personal notebook, written with a trembling hand, in which she reconfirms her self-offering,
made with full awareness and expanded to worldwide dimensions.
3

14.10.1963 – Lord, thank you for helping me understand that I am the
most backward, the most wretched [of all people]; that I understand very little, and that I am the biggest sinner in the world. With your grace, I have
come to understand that everything is arranged or permitted by you. Being
sick, being weak, being wretched–everything is permitted by you. My Jesus, I
trust in you. I entrust myself to you. Holy Mary, help me.
17.10.1963 – Always greater faith, even if one is in the dark. Don’t claim
to see, to hear. Believe! Lord, increase my faith. My illness is God’s reminder
to think more about myself, to be more united to him. How many graces in
this time! Blessed be the Lord!
31.10.1963 – I take everything from you: good health and bad, physical
and moral sufferings. I am united to you now and always.
10.11.1963 – Everything only for God, through Mary most holy. I entrust myself to the two of you. I am a wretched but penitent creature. My
Jesus, mercy. How many graces! How many absolutions every day this week.
11.11.1963 – To be always ready to die…. Jesus and Mary, forgive me.
15.11.1963 – Lord, I am ready to do your holy will in everything. I can’t
remember things anymore; I can’t remember names; I find it hard to breathe,
but I accept everything for your sake, out of love for you and in [a spirit of]
penance. For all the needs of the Congregation, for the Pope, the Council,
Primo Maestro and the whole Pauline Family.
16.11.1963: Five months have gone by since [the first attack] of the illness
that almost took me to heaven. Today I’m in bed with a cold and Primo Maestro gave me an absolution that covered my whole life. To think only of God,
and with great trust. To do his holy will now and always.
In the last entry of her personal notebook, after many blank pages,
Prima Maestra recopied the words of Fr. Alberione (reproduced here
in bold type) in a note he sent to her in the Philippines after hearing
that she was ill.
Rome, 21.02.1962
Good Prima Maestra…I am worried about your health, which is
clearly not good. Is it prudent for you to continue your trip? At least
spend a little more time in a community where the climate is favorable and where the atmosphere is one of serenity and trust. Rest well
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on the adorable breast of Jesus and in the arms of Mary, in serene
self-surrender. Don’t even bother to pray. Let Jesus inspire you: he
is in us and we are in him. I send you my blessing. Our Father in
heaven loves us. I want frequent news about you. In everything, only
and always: trust. M. Alberione

On 22 November 1963 Prima Maestra suffered a second brain seizure, quickly followed by a third. Informed of this, the FSP superiors
around the world hastened to Rome.
Primo Maestro’s invitation to rest, self-surrender and intimacy
was the light that guided Maestra Thecla to her supreme self-offering–total self-consignment to God with childlike trust.
***
This booklet, which we place in the hands of each sister, is meant
to be a poignant memorial of the last months of Maestra Thecla’s life.
It seeks to capture the feelings with which each Daughter of St. Paul
lived the unforgettable event of her death.
The celebration of this anniversary could be, for all of us, an opportunity to make our Mother better known and loved by presenting
her characteristic traits, her apostolic zeal and her journey of faith–a
faith that allowed her to live situations from a provisional perspective and to patiently take small steps in poverty; a faith that made her
ready to courageously follow the Founder along paths not yet traced
out. Fr. Carlo Tommaso Dragone, ssp, said:
Maestra Thecla was never uncertain; she never doubted. She saw the
Founder as a person raised up by God for a new and special mission.
Only heroic faith explains why she followed him, collaborated with
him, defended him and helped him in a thousand ways for almost
fifty years.

Hers was a faith that can, even today, move the hearts of many
young women to follow the trail she blazed–“a broad, spacious and
luminous path that climbs to the heights.”
Sr. Anna Maria Parenzan
Superior General
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From the Pen of an FSP
Only now do we realize your stature: down-to-earth as bread,
and, like bread, both beneficial and necessary.
Without you, we would never have grown as we did.
Perhaps your death was necessary to help convince us of this.
As long as you were visibly among us–simple, quick and industrious–
we were never permitted to stop and admire you.
You expected us to move ahead, to hasten along the trails you blazed for us.
You incarnated the joy and eternal youth of Christianity
while dwelling in the dimensions of the divine.
You believed in God and in heaven, with a faith more luminous than a bonfire.
Fully aware of what you were doing, you obediently followed in the footsteps
of the man of God, Fr. Alberione.
You loved your big family purely and passionately.
We can all say: How much she loved me!
The overflowing possibilities of love enabled you to love all humanity.
A woman of our times, you loved the world intensely
and understood it.
Your exceptionally sensitive soul enabled you to intuitively understand
and embrace the spiritual needs of all peoples.
As a consequence, you sent out your “couriers”
to bring the salvation of Christ to every person…
onward, ever onward, under every sky.
In all the latitudes of the earth, the Daughters of St. Paul
sing with their lives the glory of God.
They witness to their special consecration
by running printing presses, by using film equipment and microphones,
and by walking–these postmistresses of God and messengers of his goodness.
Bearing the Word that enlightens, vivifies and saves,
the Daughters of St. Paul, your Sisters, proclaim to God and to the world
what your admirable faith and boundless love were able to accomplish.
Sr. Letizia Panzetti, 1964
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Excerpts from the First Biography
of Maestra Thecla1

A Journey Toward the Light
The first serious attack took place during the night. The nurse who
assisted Prima Maestra during the period of her illness recounts:
On the morning of 16 June 1963, Prima Maestra was not feeling well.
However she did not change her schedule for the day, which called
for her to speak to the novices gathered for their spiritual exercises
at Ariccia and then to meet with the General Council to discuss the
admission of the novices to profession.
During that meeting, the councilors could see that Prima Maestra was
not well.
“It was hard for her to speak,” Sr. Assunta Bassi recalls, “almost as if
she had a thick tongue. She frequently repeated words out of context.
We began to worry.”
Prima Maestra’s nurse noted in her diary: “It was the first indication
of a brain seizure, which threatened to lead to a thrombosis. Around
10:00 p.m., the full extent of her illness was revealed.”
The decision was made to administer the Last Rites. During the preparation for this, Prima Maestra uttered a cry, suffered a seizure and
lost consciousness. She had turned deathly pale and her breathing
was labored. The sisters of the General Government were dismayed
at Prima Maestra’s unexpected and rapid deterioration. But at about
3:00 a.m., against all expectation, she rallied slightly. At 5:00 a.m., she
opened her eyes and said to me: “What are you doing here?”
The sound of her voice, after the terrible prospect of never hearing
it again, moved me deeply. A few days later, the crisis seemed to
have passed. But Prima Maestra was physically drained, to the point
that she could not resume her usual activities. Although she suffered
deeply from this forced idleness–something to which she was certain1 O. Ambrosi, La Prima Maestra, Pauline Editions, Rome 1965.
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ly not accustomed–she tolerated the inaction. She was docile to her
doctors, nurses and schedule because she was accustomed to seeing
the hand of God in everything.
From time to time she would visit other seriously ill sisters. She took
an interest in the construction of the new chapel and other extensions
to the Clinic and watched the building activity from the balcony of
her room, saying, “Let’s go sprinkle a little holy water on those walls.”
While Sr. Constantina Bignante, the Clinic’s superior, sprinkled the
holy water, Prima Maestra intoned the antiphon that accompanied
the rite.
During August and September, the FSPs of Rome joyfully welcomed
Prima Maestra among them for a few hours, but she was very tired
when she returned to the Clinic.
On 18 August, she was very pleased to attend a party organized
for her by the sisters of the Clinic. At its conclusion, she personally
congratulated the event’s organizers, giving each one a kiss and her
blessing.
On 22 November, a second brain seizure ended Prima Maestra’s brief
trips to Rome and the Castelli Romani [the zone surrounding Albano], as well as her visits to other hospitalized sisters.
This second crisis began the most painful chapter of her life because it
deprived her of the joy of sharing her thoughts with others. When she
realized she could no longer speak, Prima Maestra wept. Although
her mind remained clear, she could no longer either speak or write.
Her one effort to pen a message failed, to her deep sorrow. At first
she hid the unintelligible scribbles but later she showed the scrap of
paper to another sister. Although unable to speak, she graphically
communicated her message:
“Look, I can only produce scribbles.”
And tears trickled down her cheeks. God had curtailed her speech
and potentials, and now he was counting her days. But even though
she wept, Prima Maestra embraced the divine will wholeheartedly, as
always.
The novena for the Feast of the Immaculate Conception began on 29
November. On the third day of the novena, Prima Maestra was feeling well enough to recite the Hail Marys. Tears of joy and gratitude
ran down her cheeks.
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She often signed to her caregivers that she wanted to be taken to
chapel.
“When?” she managed to say, pointing in that direction.
One day, after the midday meal, when she saw that no one was making a move to take her to chapel, she vigorously motioned that she
wanted to get out of bed.
“Let’s go!” she signaled, turning her eyes in that direction.
It was impossible to resist her determination to spend at least a few
minutes with the Lord. She made it to the chapel, but very slowly,
and she was worn out by the time she got there. Her gaze immediately flew to the Tabernacle. She remained in deep recollection for a
few minutes, then, obedient to the urgent whisper of the nurse, she
returned to her room, satisfied.
From that day on, she always paid Jesus a brief visit after her midday
meal. Traversing the twenty-foot length of hallway from her room to
the chapel constituted her sole walk of the day.
In January 1964, Prima Maestra was transferred to the new wing of
the Clinic. She was pleased with her surroundings and grateful for
everything. But she would enjoy her new room for only a short time.

Death was approaching rapidly but she faced it serenely.
She had always sought the glory of God, saying: “Our whole life
should be spent for God. Everything in us should strive toward God.
Blessed are the steps taken for him, for his glory.”
Prima Maestra deeply felt the urgent need to save souls.
She would tell the sisters: “Let us love God and souls. Let us fill
our hearts with these great loves. If we do this, then everything else
becomes secondary.”
For Prima Maestra, death meant meeting the Father.
In her conversations with the Clinic’s chaplain prior to her second
seizure, she was especially fascinated by what he had to say about the
soul’s meeting with God, the profound meaning of the beatific vision,
and the transformation of our wretched earthly body after it is clothed
in its new garments of resurrection and glory.
Every once in awhile, she would exclaim with childlike wonder:
“What beautiful things! How good Jesus is! My goal has always been
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to work hard and to do the will of God. When I make the Visit to the
Eucharist, I often think of the Father and the Holy Spirit, who are
with Jesus…”
For Prima Maestra, death was the gateway to “the beautiful heaven that
awaits us.”
She sought to encourage a sick sister with the words: “Have courage and be patient. A beautiful heaven awaits us. There we will be
happy forever.” Then she added, “We gain heaven through patience,
and we acquire patience at the Tabernacle.”
The Clinic’s chaplain, Fr. Carlo Tommaso Dragone, ssp, said: “I
can never be thankful enough for having had the privilege of assisting
Prima Maestra during her final illness because I was able to see the image of Christ reflected in her transparent soul. I was privileged to also
catch a glimpse of her heart because she confided in me completely
during our sacramental colloquies and also during our frequent conversations outside my ministerial duties. What treasures of grace she
harbored within her! She used the time of her illness to the full. She
made herself a penitent disciple of Christ and, in so doing, she became
a teacher of penitence to others. She said with great humility: ‘I would
like to receive the Sacrament of the Anointing of the Sick so as to sanctify my sufferings and illness and prepare myself well for death, if this
is what the Lord wills.”
Several days after her first seizure, which had rendered her briefly
unconscious, Prima Maestra said simply and clearly: “I notice that I
am filled with more grace, more inspirations. I feel greater promptings to do good and to remain firmly attached to the will of God. I owe
all this to the Sacrament of the Anointing of the Sick.’”
She wanted to receive absolution every day so as to be better prepared for her meeting with Jesus. “When that time comes,” she said,
“I don’t want Jesus to find anything in my heart that might displease
him.”
During her illness, her entire demeanor took on a greater degree
of gentleness: her face glowed with greater light, her gaze with greater
sweetness and her heart with greater tenderness.
The sisters close to her experienced a foretaste of her sanctity.
Prima Maestra had become a living prayer. The beads of her rosa10

ry slipped ceaselessly through her fingers and she frequently paused
to kiss the crucifix.
Resting in the hands of God and perfectly docile to his will, she
awaited his call serenely and benevolently, seeking only to please him.
She offered her sufferings as a hymn of praise to God, accepting them in him and with him. Her smile reflected his presence and
strength. She had always been a courageous woman, but during this
time her steadfast spirit reached the heights of heroism.
She fully understood the importance of sickness, suffering and
death.
She said to Fr. Dragone: “During my life I worked. Now the Lord is
asking me to suffer. Action must be accompanied by passion, because
during his life Jesus both worked and suffered. He died on the cross.
And we must follow Jesus. We must imitate him. Now I am adding
suffering to the few activities I carried out during my lifetime. I accept
this suffering because it unites me to Jesus on the cross. St. Paul said
he completed in his own body the passion of Jesus. I too want to unite
myself to the suffering Jesus, to the crucified Jesus. May he accept my
sufferings and death. It is death that will unite me fully to him.”
She suffered with love–a love characterized by total self-sacrifice.
She said to her Daughters: “We gave ourselves to Jesus. How can it be
that now we don’t want to follow him to Calvary?”
As she approached the end of her life, she was essentially a mother
who renewed the offering of her life for a sublime ideal. She renewed
her self-offering because she had already made this offering three
years earlier. In fact, on 27 May 1961, in a private letter to the mistress
of novices, she wrote: “Tomorrow, the Feast of the Most Holy Trinity,
I want to offer my life so that all the Daughters will become saints.”
At Christmas, that same year, she made her decision official by
writing to all the sisters: “I want you all to become saints–I have offered my life for this.”
With this offering, Prima Maestra reached the highest point of her
ascent to God.
By now she lived solely by hope, awaiting the moment when she
would fully possess God in glory.
To the priest who assisted her in her final illness she said: “Heaven
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is the state of praising God to the full. There we will no longer have the
troubles we have here. We will be perfect, won’t we? Oh, to rise again–
beautiful, young and vigorous! To rise again–never more to suffer;
never more to die!”
She said these words exultantly, her face transfigured, her eyes
shining with profound and intense joy.
“To rise–to rise in a perfect state, in such a way that there is no longer anything in us that could displease God. To stand in his presence,
sing his praises and resemble him! To please him in everything. And
hopefully he will be completely and perfectly pleased with us.”
This is what Prima Maestra yearned for. These had always been
her sentiments but they emerged with even greater vibrancy during
the last months of her life.
“The beginning was dark,” the Founder said, “but the end was
clear and glorious.”
Recalling Prima Maestra’s last day on earth, Sr. Assunta Bassi
wrote:
On 4 February 1964, we [the General Councilors] gathered at Albano
Laziale to make a number of decisions. Before beginning our work,
we went to see Prima Maestra. She looked as if she had lost weight
but her eyes were shining. Her gaze seemed to be that of an innocent child: a detached, clear gaze no longer concerned with human
thoughts and worries. She looked at us and smiled, almost as if she
had been expecting us. She was not able to speak, but she listened to
us and understood everything. We said:
“Prima Maestra, we’re here to do some work. Pray for us.”
She nodded vigorously and smiled.
We finished our work around midday and Sr. Constantina told us:
“Prima Maestra has already eaten. She’s waiting to see you before she
rests.”
We returned to her room and found her absorbed in contemplation.
Once again I was struck by her joyous, recollected gaze and by her
smile, which was that of a person no longer of this earth, no longer
interested in things here below. I said to myself: “What an expression
Prima Maestra has on her face today!”
It was a sign of what was to come because the following day, at that
same time, she began her agony.
12

In the early hours of 5 February, Primo Maestro came to see Maestra
Thecla.
Although she had been in pain all morning, she continued to smile–a
smile no longer of this earth.
At about 11:00 a.m., Sr. Ignazia Balla stopped by to see her, saying:
“Prima Maestra, I have to go to Rome but I’ll be back soon.”
Maestra Thecla gave her a long, steady look, then smiled and nodded,
as if to say, “Good. Good.”
Sr. Ignazia moved toward the door but the nurse, who was standing by
the bed, called her back because Prima Maestra had made a sign with
her finger that she wanted her vicar to return. Sr. Ignazia came back to
her bedside and leaned over. Without a word, Prima Maestra extended
her arms to her vicar, blessed her, then hugged and kissed her.
Afterward, Sr. Ignazia went upstairs to see a sister who had just undergone surgery. But no sooner had she entered the room than she
received an urgent message: “Prima Maestra has taken a turn for the
worse!”
Sr. Ignazia ran down the stairs and burst through the door of Prima
Maestra’s room, noting that the situation was indeed serious. A short
time later Prima Maestra began her agony. The hug and kiss she had
given her vicar had been her last goodbye to her.
“I’ll never forget that final farewell,” writes the superior of the Clinic,
who had witnessed the scene. “I’ll always remember the last embrace
Prima Maestra gave her Vicar General before beginning her agony. With
that blessing and hug she passed on her legacy: the Congregation.”
Prima Maestra’s agony began at around 12:30 p.m. (Sr. Assunta continues). We gathered around her bedside in prayer. Her face was
the face of the suffering Christ–the face depicted in the picture that
hung above her bed. It had been painted for her by another sister
who was also a patient at Albano. Prima Maestra’s head was turned
in the same direction as that of the painted Christ and bore the same
agonized expression. Her breath wheezed in and out–a death rattle at
times strong, at times weak.
I said to myself: “Dear God, how much she is suffering! But not for
herself…she is dying for someone else….”
Primo Maestro was also at her bedside and he said to us:
“Read the passage of the Gospel about the passion of Jesus.”
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Sr. M. Teresa, Prima Maestra’s niece, opened the Gospel and began to
read. When she reached the words: “And bowing his head, he gave
up his spirit,” Primo Maestro said: “That’s enough. Now recite the
profession formula.”
Prima Maestra’s agony continued, wringing our hearts.
Primo Maestro leaned over the bed and said to her, “Prima Maestra,
offer your life for the Congregation. Offer your life and your sufferings so that all the members [of the Institute] will become saints.”
He paused to clear his throat, then prayed: “Jesus, I hope in you. I
believe in you. I love you with all my heart.”
Silence fell around that bed on which a person overflowing with faith
and love was being immolated.
Prima Maestra’s wheezing became more pronounced, punctuated by
periods of silence. Finally she opened her eyes, closed them again and
stretched out her fingers. Her breathing eased, then ceased. She had
suffered profoundly but her last moment was very sweet.

Prima Maestra sought the perfection of her soul and the full development of the Congregation. She always kept these two goals before
her and because of this she reached complete perfection.
When she died on 5 February 1964, her union with God had
touched the heights of mysticism. She lived to see the expansion of
the Congregation she had guided with love and strength, wisdom
and prudence…. The Decree on the Instruments of Social Communication
indirectly approved the Congregation she had guided so wisely and
prudently. This small document was given to her while she was hospitalized at Albano. Holding it in her hands, she gazed at it with deep
joy, as if to say: “Now, Lord, let your servant go in peace, because
with this official approval I am sure that I have served the Church and
that I am leaving behind me a secure, useful and effective legacy for
diffusing the Word of Christ.”
She was able to read the Decree, and we like to think that as she
did so a joyous Deo gratias! burst from her heart. The promulgation of
the Vatican II document, which definitively recognizes the intrinsic
value of the special mission of the Daughters of St. Paul in the universal Church, was the cause of Prima Maestra’s last, inexpressible joy
here on earth.
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Remembering Maestra Thecla,
we share our thoughts with one another…
Let us take advantage
of this occasion
on which we celebrate
the memory of the
death of Maestra Thecla
to share our thoughts
with one another
on the community level,
recounting various episodes
of Prima Maestra’s life
or significant moments
of her presence among us.
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Suggestions for an Hour of Adoration

Hymn of adoration
Lector: I am the way, the truth and the life.
No one comes to the Father except through me (Jn. 14:6).
The way traced out by Prima Maestra
is a broad, spacious, luminous one
that climbs to the heights of perfection (Fr. Alberione).
Guide: During a moment of silent prayer, let us place ourselves in the
presence and school of Jesus Master with the attitude of Maestra
Thecla, who said:
My God, you are always thinking about me.
You are within me. You surround me.
I am written on your hands.
I surrender myself to you completely, now and forever.
Let us make an appointment to meet at the Tabernacle.
My God, I want to hide myself in you,
lose myself in you,
like a drop of water in the ocean.
Let us pray that every Daughter of St. Paul will imitate Maestra
Thecla and experience and live the beauty and depth of the Pauline vocation, the grace of the unity of our call, her profound mysticism and great missionary zeal.
Let us pray that we too, after the example of Prima Maestra Thecla, will be profoundly convinced that “it is the Holy Spirit who
vivifies, inspires and guides the Congregation” (M. Thecla).
Hymn to the Holy Spirit
G. Prima Maestra believed, prayed and suffered profoundly in silence. And the “tree” of the Congregation grew, developing to the
point that it covered every corner of the earth with its shade.
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Let us entrust to the Lord, through the intercession of Prima Maestra Thecla, all our sisters, all our communities, and the whole Congregation.
Spontaneous intercessions
G. Primo Maestro said repeatedly that Maestra Thecla is not absent
but present. He declared: “Don’t feel that she is far away. Feel her
always close to you. And don’t feel her presence as something
solely emotional: feel her present in your activities, thoughts, will
and life. When she was alive, if she went to Alba, she wasn’t in
Rome; if she was in Italy, she wasn’t in Japan. But now she is everywhere so no one is far from her.”
L. From the Conferences of Maestra Thecla
Sometimes this thought might occur to you: What will the Congregation
be like fifty years from now? If all the Daughters of St. Paul are united,
attached to their Constitutions, to the Congregation, to their superiors,
if they love one another, if they are one in mind and heart as Jesus said,
then they will move ahead well and the Congregation will flourish. Jesus
prayed four times: “May they be one as the Father and I are one.” This
must be our primary concern.
Let us do our best to give everything to the Congregation. Let us give her
all our energies, everything we can, because she is our mother and we
should love her.
May we always be more united. May our various communities be one in
mind and heart. Let us remember to pray for one another. When we hear
that a community is having problems, let us recommend it to the Lord.
G. Let us take a few moments to silently evaluate whether or not our
life is in harmony with the guidelines set down by Prima Maestra.
Examination of conscience
Hymn asking for forgiveness
G. Let us make our own the following prayer of Maestra Thecla:
Divine Master, use this wretched instrument
to do a little good to these souls. I want to be docile.
May you be the one to think, love and speak… not me, you.
18

To have greater faith, even in the dark.
Don’t claim to see, to hear. Believe! Lord, increase my faith!
I want to be completely yours.
By myself I can do nothing, but with you everything is possible.
You are my All. I have complete trust in you.
Jesus, Mary, thank you for all the crosses, difficulties and sufferings you
have sent me. I know they are all acts of love.
May I do the holy will of God always and everywhere.
I want to become a saint. I want to live a Trinitarian life like Mary most
holy. I want to trust the heavenly Father, to love the Son who came to
save me, to entrust myself to the grace of the Holy Spirit. The heavenly
Father is always close to me. He is within me, thinking about me and
providing for everything. Jesus is with me. The Holy Spirit sanctifies me.
I want to live in union with the three divine Persons.
To think often that the most holy Trinity is within me: adoration, union,
recollection and…tender company for such great guests. Since we are all
God’s children, we are all one family in the Trinity.
G. Let us ask the Lord to give us Prima Maestra’s faith so that we too
will confide totally in him and entrust our lives completely to him.
All: Prayer: The Pact
G. Fr. Alberione said: “Without the flame of the interior life, the apostolate is sterile, and without the apostolate, the interior life is unproductive.”
Maestra Thecla made these words of the Founder her own, experiencing them to the point of inner torment, and then communicating them to the sisters.
L. From the Conferences of Maestra Thecla
Our apostolate is to do good, therefore we should feel a great yearning for
souls! When we have something to suffer, let us offer it for them, including the people scattered over the earth whom we don’t know. So many
souls–may they all at least be saved.
The Lord has given us a great grace: he has given us a vocation–the Pauline vocation! What an immense grace this is! And we have his promise
that he is with us…. We must believe this! In our churches, we find the
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words: “Do not be afraid. I am with you.” If the Lord is with us, what
have we to fear? Our vocation is so beautiful, so great!
G. “Do not be afraid. I am with you–individually and collectively.”
This is the certitude that enables us to live and rest in God. Let us
take a few moments to silently savor the gift of the Pauline vocation and respond to the call of the Lord–a response that should be
renewed every day.
Let us offer him our spontaneous prayers of praise, thanksgiving
and supplication.
Spontaneous prayers
G. Prima Maestra always ended every meeting and every time of
prayer by entrusting herself to Mary, Queen of Apostles. Let us do
the same through the prayer “Receive me…”
All: Receive me…
G. Let us thank the Lord for everything he did in Maestra Thecla and
ask him to fulfill her oft-repeated plea:
May our Congregation be one in mind and heart, in the apostolate and in
everything. One in mind and heart, everyone striving to help the “Pauline cart” move ahead on all four wheels–everyone pushing the cart, no
one lagging behind. In heaven, we will all be reunited and all our problems will be resolved. Let us believe this! Time is precious, very precious.
Let’s not lose even a minute of it. Instead, let us spend all those minutes
for God and for souls.
Hymn: The Magnificat
Return of the Blessed Sacrament to the Tabernacle.
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