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Secular Franciscan Herald 

Francis Before the Sultan, Francis the Journey and the Dream by Murray Bodo 
   The upward lift of the sea breeze buoyed Francis’ spirit, and he felt expanded, almost inflated with the 
anticipation of seeing his brothers again, despite the rumors that had reached him of deviations from his 
strict Rule of Poverty.  There he was again, thinking of his Rule.  He must remember that the Order was not 
his personal property, or he would end up giving up everything material in order to possess men.  How 
terrible that would be, yet how real a temptation!  And besides, the rumors were probably far worse that the 
real situation.  Anyway, he was still a good distance from the Italian Coast, and he was feeling like St Paul 
returning from a great missionary journey to straighten out some misunderstanding that had developed 
during his absence.  
   As the boat bounced uncertainly on the choppy little waves, Francis caught the staccato rhythm, and he let 
himself relax in the forward bumping of the little boat.  The beating of the waves reminded him of the 
thumping of his heart at the camp of the of the Sultan.  Now, his desire to meet the Sultan face-to-face 
seeded in retrospect rather foolish, but foolishness, after all, was the point of the whole trip.  He had wanted 
as much to impress his brothers with Gospel foolishness as he had wanted to tell the Sultan about Jesus and 
about the peaceful inner cavern he had found. 
   He was terrified when he had finally been ushered into the Sultan’s presence, and he wondered about all 
that equanimity stuff the saints were supposed to have had whenever a crisis arose.  But he marched 
steadily forward, never dropping his eyes and staring openly into the Sultan’s eyers.  Francis was shaken by 
the scowl on the Sultan’s face.  He reminded Francis a little of his own father, that fierce concentration in his 
eyes, the drooping jowls, and the long oval ears. 
   As Francis drew nearer, the Sultan’s expression changed to one of mild amusement.  Francis couldn’t help 
returning the expression.  This seemed to please the Sultan because when Francis stopped in front of him, 
the two were grinning at each other.  The sycophants around the Sultan were also grinning broadly until the 
Sultan turned and frowned; then they frowned back like little mirrors. 
   “Well, little man, I see you have courage.  I watched your nervous walk and steady eyes, and I said to 
myself, him I would like at my court.  He would tell me the truth, and not what I usually hear.”  He 
emphasized the last few words, his eyes roaming coldly over his own courtiers.  Francis said nothing.  “I see 
you also have manners.  I like that.”  There was a long pause, embarrassing only the courtiers who shifted 
from foot to foot and coughed tensely.  “Well, holy man, what do you want of me?”  “Only to bring you 
peace, great one.”  The Sultan smiled.  “But I like war, little Italian.  For Allah I am conquering the world.  It is 
why I was born and why I am Allah’s instrument.”  “But great Prince, I am not talking about peace as the 
opposite of war.  I speak of peace in your heart, a deep satisfaction and joy that flows from within like a rich 
wine.”  “And what, to a warrior, can bring more inner peace than victory on the battlefield?”  “Prayer, O 
child of Allah.”  “Prayer?  And do I not pray every day to Allah?”  “More, I am sure, great leader, than many 
Christians pray.  But I want to share with you a prayer I learned by fighting the great battle with myself, by 
conquering one by one the demons in my own heart.  Your prayer is good, I am sure, but I want to teach you 
a new prayer.”  “Then pray it for me now, here in front of these dullards who infest my tent.” 
   Francis knelt down and lifted up his eyes, beyond the dais to a small opening in the tent that let the light in. 
“Lord, make me an instrument of your peace.  Where there is hatred let me sow love.  Where there is injury, 
pardon; where there is doubt, faith; where there is despair, hope; where there is darkness, light; and where 
there is sadness, joy.  O Divine Master, let me not so much seek to be consoled as to console; to be 
understood as to understand; to be loved as to love.  For it is in giving that we receive, it is in pardoning → 
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 Calendar of Events 
October 2021-month of the Holy Rosary and the 
Holy Angels 
1st-birthday-Pam Geyer 
St Therese of the Child Jesus, Virgin, Doctor of the 
Church, died 1897 
2nd-Feast of the Holy Guardian Angels 
3rd-birthday-Jan Rybaski 
4th-St Francis of Assisi, Founded the Franciscan 
Order,  
died 1226 
7th-Feast of the Holy Rosary 
11th-St John XXIII, Pope, died 1963 
12th-Monthly Gathering-6PM-POTLUCK-Our Lady of 
Lourdes Church Basement, Regional Council 
Visitation 
18th-St Luke, Evangelist, died 1st Century 
20th-St Paul of the Cross, Priest, Founded the 
Passionists, died 1775 
22nd-birthday-Karen Gross 
St John Paul II, Pope, died 2005 
23rd-St John of Capistrano, Priest, Franciscan First 
Order, died 1456 
28th-Sts Simon & Jude, Apostles, died 1st Century 
November 2021-month of the Holy Souls in 
Purgatory 
1st-Feast of All Saints 
2nd-Commemeration of All Faithful Departed 
9th-Monthly Gathering-6PM-Our Lady of Lourdes 
Church Basement 
21st-Feast of the Presentation of Holy Virgin Mary 

Secular Franciscan Gathering –  
Our Lady of Lourdes Church basement 6:00 PM 

   Members present:  Jan Rybaski, Kathy Hoffman 
Tax, Janet Berendt, Charlotte VanRisseghem, David 
Czech and Rita Vosen.  Excused:  Patty Commerford 
and Sue Zenzen.  Absent: Karen Gross. 
   Following a bag lunch by some of the members, 
Jan Rybaski opened the gathering with prayers from 
The Ritual.  Jan read a prayer to the Exaltation of the 
Cross, today’s feast day.   
   Minutes of the last  meeting were read and 
approved.  Treasurer’s balance: $1,040.65. 
   Future ongoing formation will be from a book 
presented by Gordon Walker, “The Road to Interior 
Perfection”, a series of  articles written by a Secular 
Franciscan Servant. 
   Kathy and Tim Taormina will come October 12, at 
6:00 PM for Spiritual and Fraternal Visitation. The 
fraternity members will provide a potluck meal. 
   Kathy Hoffman Tax led Liturgy of the Hours.  For 
ongoing formation, Kathy read from The Word 
Among Us; Mother Terese, Way of the Cross, 
entitled, “I Have Come to Love the Darkness”. After 
many years of feeling abandoned by God, she 
offered her suffering in accordance with Jesus’ 
suffering.  She heard God’s  call to serve the poorest 
of the poor. 
   Jan closed the gathering with prayers from The 
Ritual at 7:20 PM. 

Submitted by Janet Berendt,  ofs, secretary 

→that we are pardoned, and it is in dying that we are born to eternal life.  The Sultan said nothing.  He seemed moved 
by what Francis had poured from his heart.  Yes, it was like a good rich wine.  
   In a soft voice, so that only Francis could hear, he said.  “Oh, little beggar and man of dreams.  I wish in my heart that 
there were more gentle men like you to balance the hatred in the world.  Unfortunately, the world understands only 
tow things: power and violence.  Someday, your prayer says to me, the world will be turned upside down by little folk 
who fast and pray and who die rather than take up the sword.  Till then, God’s will is performed through violent men 
like me.”  “Will you, Lord Sultan, pray for that day?” 
   “I will do more, honest man, I will let you walk out of this camp alive, so that you can pray for that day.  I pray that 
after I am gone from this earth (but not before) Allah will change his mind and use meek instruments like you and that 
this great army of peace-loving beggars will outnumber the forces of hatred and violence.  Go to your dreams, brave 
little man.” 
   Then aloud the Sultan said, “Take this fool from our camp and give him safe passage to his own kind.  I will not lower 
myself by harming beggars and vermin and threadbare Christians.  You can see from the man’s appearance how badly 
we have beaten down the Christians.  Go.” 
   He winked at Francis, and Francis smiled back, and in the strictest adherence to chivalrous conduct, backed out of the 
room.   
   Just then the little boat came about and broke the rhythm of Francis’ thoughts.  His eyes focused in on the horizon 
again, and he saw the blessed land of Italy rising up before him.  He was indeed home again even if, as a pilgrim and a 
stranger, he was not supposed to at home anywhere.  How deep the feelings lie, and no amount of preaching can 
change what is real and good, he thought.   

Jan Rybaski, minister 


