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¨LOVE IN TIME OF CORONAVIRUS¨ 
 

Rejoice greatly, Daughter Zion! Shout, Daughter Jerusalem! See, 
your king comes to you, righteous and victorious, lowly and 

riding on a donkey, on a colt, the foal of a donkey.   
                            Zechariah 9, 9  

         Today I reaffirm that if you want to make God laugh ... Tell Him all about your plans.  
           I had been preparing to go to my appointment with God. I had planned that after my radio program, we would go to Lake 
Gull, where I would rent a boat and after sailing for a while, we would eat a Subway sandwich and have our usual conversation, 
however, the Bookkeeper arrived and it was good to take advantage of clarifying some pending issues that were urgent and it was 
necessary to resolve them as soon as possible. The result was positive, but it delayed my plans.  
           I told God that I was very sorry to delay our appointment and He, very understanding, told me that it was alright, that He 
understood the urgency of the matter, because He, Himself helped it all turn out well. I made Him understand that with the delay 
we could no longer go to the lake, and He told me that it was not necessary, it is why He had brought me to this Parish that has 
such beautiful landscapes. 
          We went up the hill looking at each of the Stations of the Cross wanting to identify with His suffering, but the artist who 
drew each station, probably did not want to demonstrate such cruelty and painted in each one of 
them a very handsome Christ who seemed not to be affected by the blows that angelic looking 
soldiers gave him.  
          We reached the top and sat on a rock looking at the cross formed by two tree trunks of what 
was an Aspen Tree that fell a few years ago. I lit a cigarette and reminded Him of my childhood 
fantasies when I dreamed of being present during His ascent to Calvary in order to defend Him 
from the blows and free Him. He smiled and told me that I had done it after all. That I have been 
present to support those who have been falsely accused, that I have helped Him carry the cross, 
that I have cleaned His face, that I have helped Him to get up when I had seen him fall and that I 
had comforted his Mother before His death. Surprised, I said: Ah, geez! When? He smiled benevo-
lently and told me that every time I had done it for one of my parishioners , it was Him I did it for. 
Well that's the mission of every Priest, I replied, that's why You called us to your service. Yes, He 
answered me, but there are many who, although they want to, do not know how and have even been bored in this time of quaran-
tine instead of taking initiatives, while others have died after helping the Sick, and giving encouragement to Doctors and Nurses.  
             I told him that my desire has always been to be a martyr and die for Him, to which He replied that it is better to live for Him.  
             I told Him the story that my friend, Hortensia, had sent me, of a donkey, who arrived home happy to tell his Mom how well 
people had treated him when he went to the city, how they spread capes out on his path and threw flowers at the same time that 
they applauded. His Mom told him to go back to town. On his return, the donkey told her disconsolately how he had been mis-
treated, insulted and pushed, to which his mother made him see that if he did not take Christ with him, he was only a donkey.  
             I told God that was how I felt on Holy Thursday night and Easter Sunday when riding in the topless jeep I took the Blessed 
Sacrament through the streets of Mammoth Lakes and I was impressed by how people came outside along the way throwing flow-
ers, kneeling, ringing bells, playing musical instruments, clapping and running to another avenue to see Jesus, in the Blessed Sacra-
ment. It was impressive for me to see and I could understand the great honor of being the donkey that carries Christ  
             Lord; during these 39 years of Priesthood, I have experienced Your love and Your loving correction. I emerged as a wild and 
spirited colt that refused to be tamed. Trusting that I was prepared and that I knew what I was doing to make it better, but You, 
with a firm and loving hand, have been taming me and continue to do so in order for me to accept being taken where You want to 
go. I do not remember that the Gospel mentioned that You rode a horse, but allowed me be the 
donkey at your service to go where you wanted to take me and be a witness to the immense love 
that You profess for each of Your children that come Your way.  
           Today, Lord, I renew to You my promise that I made to You 39 years ago at my ordination : 
 
  Here I am Lord, to do Your will.  
 
   Just let me flourish wherever you plant me  
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