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Readings: Second Sunday of Advent | USCCB 

 

Day 4, June 6, 2016, 2nd hour of prayer, 1:10pm. 

Scripture: Genesis 2:7 

Grace to pray for: Lord, I beg to be amazed at the particular love you 

have for me. 

Location: Dorm room, sitting on a chair in front of a small table, bible, 

icon of the sacred heart of Jesus, and lit tea light.   

Preliminary thoughts:  

Before entering this moment of prayer, I just fed the fish in the 

small fish tank I was able to smuggle in the retreat center dorm room 

and spent a few minutes feeding and observing the fish. It led me to 

think about how dependent that little fish is on me. I asked the Lord to 

help reach that level of dependence on him. I have also been drawing 

again, it had been a while, and am working on a drawing of Mount 

Rainier as part of my silent activity. In all, I am entering this moment of 

prayer relaxed and at peace, asking Jesus to look at me, to seduce me, to 

help me discover that he cares for me individually, that he has a unique 

love for me.  

Journal entry after prayer:  

 I found myself back inside that dark room again, same one I was in 

on day one of the retreat, in front of that door illuminated by a spotlight 

with no apparent source. I already knew I couldn’t open it so I didn’t 

hesitate to asked Jesus to appear inside as he did for the disciples. I then 

felt a hand on my left shoulder, it was him.  

 

https://bible.usccb.org/bible/readings/120521.cfm
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I said to him: “Jesus, unlock the door, I think it keeps me from you, do it 

for me, I give you permission.”  

Jesus extended his hand, unlocked the door, twisted the handle, 

and opened it. A burst of day light blinded me momentarily but after 

adjusting I saw in front of me the beauty of Mount Rainier in all her 

glory, same mountain I had been drawing.   

He grabbed me by the hand and said: “Alright, let’s go.” 

“Where?” I replied. 

“Hiking!” He said.  

“But I don’t have my gear, not the right shoes or clothes, nothing!” 

“Don’t worry,” he said pulling me outside of that room as he pointed to 

a fallen log where there was a stack of neatly folded hiking clothes and 

backpack with hiking gear, the good and expensive kind too that you 

would find at REI.  

I changed and we started walking towards the trailhead… I walked 

behind him, but nothing else was happening. I felt awkward, didn’t 

know what to say, and he wasn’t saying anything either, so I decided to 

open my eyes and re-read the Genesis scripture passage.  

 “and blew into his nostrils the breath of life…” Was is it like to 

receive the breath of life? I imagined what that would be like, maybe 

feeling a burst of electric energy unlike no other come into your body, 

the kind powerful enough to bring life out of nothing. I went back to 

prayer. 

We finally reached the trail head. He stops and places his hands 

over me. I get excited because I knew he would breathe over me, 

thinking I would get to experience what I imagined the breath of life 

would feel like, getting ready for this superhero energizing type of 
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moment. I closed my eyes, feel the burst of air as he blew directly on my 

face, and waited, waited, and waited, but nothing else happened. I 

opened my eyes to find him looking at me with a mischievous grin as if 

saying “what more did you expect,” gave me an endearing side hug, and 

said. “Well, there you have it. Now get ready, we are about to start the 

hike.”  

We hiked for some time, and he would stop at moments to point 

out different little details and features from our surrounding, from rocks, 

to insects, to plants. The terrain changed from a hike to a level 3 climb 

as I carefully maneuvered through cliffs, preoccupied with where I was 

placing my feet and hands. I looked up, and out of nowhere, Jesus was 

now carrying a big cross, looked heavy.  

“What are you doing? Where did that come from?” I asked confused. 

“This I must carry to the top” he said. 

“Why now? We are enjoying this hike, can you just put it to the side for 

now, make summit, and then you can come back for it later?” 

“No, but it’s all right, you just keep walking.” 

“Am I supposed to have one? Can I get one too so I can join you? 

“You could not bear it,” he said, “it is too heavy.” 

I felt very uncomfortable, couldn’t take another step. He said: 

“I want to carry it for you. Do not worry, that is why I am here, so I can 

bear the weight of your sins, so that you can enjoy the breath of life I 

gave you.” 

 I felt both gratitude and unfairness. They were my sins after all, it 

was my history, my choices, why would he be the one to have to suffer 

for them? I asked if I could at least help him. He gave me a half smile 

which I took as indication I could and grabbed on to the back side so it 
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didn’t drag, though I didn’t really make much of a difference, I could not 

lift it but a few centimeters for short moments. 

 We continued hiking until he stopped and put the cross down. 

“Why are we stopping? We still have a long way to go, let’s make 

summit, let’s just get this over with.” 

I was no longer enjoying this. Finding a place to sit and rest, he calls me 

over to sit by him.  

“We are going to take a break. Don’t be so eager to get to the top, you 

always tend to do that… take on so many things to do, fill you day and 

space with noise, with urgency, and you miss out on the beauty around 

you. Just because there is a cross to bear doesn’t mean you can’t enjoy 

the journey.” 

We sat there in silence, looking at the valley behind us. I felt completely 

and unfairly loved and cared for. I ended prayer saying:  Jesus, thank 

you for what you are doing for me. 

2:10pm, end of second hour of prayer. 

--------------------------------------- 

 Last week we reflected on making God a priority. I think one of 

the difficulties in making God a priority in our lives is because we don’t 

often give God a chance to be personal with us, and that can be difficult 

to understand. After all, Jesus died for all, not just for me… I am just 

one among millions. Besides, there are others with problems so much 

bigger than mine, not to mention there are others with stronger faith then 

me… it is hard to imagine God noticing me, taking time to see me.  

 That was my struggle with prayer at that time, which is why I now 

understand why the retreat director told me to pray for this grace: 

Lord, I beg to be amazed at the particular love you have for me. 
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I was amazed. What amazed at how easy prayer seemed to be, how 

vivid the conversations were in y imagination. I was amazed at how 

Jesus was using those things familiar to me, hiking, drawing, my little 

meditation of a fish… he knew me so well, spoke my language, and 

right to the heart. It was the kind of prayer experiences and conversation 

I had only read about in books of the saints… yet I was able to 

experience it as well.  

It helped me understand what the gospel is highlighting today: that 

all our lives are sacred. Our desires, our quirks, our hobbies, our 

thoughts, our life experiences, our individuality, our historicity, even our 

sins… everything has the potential to manifest the glory of God, God 

can use it all to manifest his unique love for you, and therefore, our lives 

are truly sacred as they are. God cares and notices. 

 I think Luke is making this clear in the gospel. He starts by giving 

us a list of all these important kings and people, the kind of people we 

would expect God to speak to… yet the Spirit of the Lord came to a 

strange, awkward, quirky guy eating locust in the desert, John the 

Baptist, your average joe, who announced the coming of the Lord who 

would make paths straight and mountains low… and all flesh would see 

the salvation of God. All flesh, yes, that means you and I too, can 

experience the voice of God so vividly in our lives. In the letter to the 

Philippians, Paul says that Christ Jesus has a deep affection for us, a love 

so personal that it increases our perception of God’s glory in our lives. 

 If those words are true, and they are there; the question is: have 

you claimed them as true for your own life? Can you perceive God’s 

unique love for your own history? Your past? Present? If not, what 

stands on the way? Maybe you see yourself as too insignificant for God 
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to speak to… maybe you are too focused on the future to appreciate God 

in the present. Maybe you fill your day with so much to do, you don’t 

give God a chance.  

In this second Sunday of advent as we light the candle of God’s 

love, we allow Jesus to open that door for us. What will you see on the 

other side? Each one of us will find something different, to each God 

will speak a different language. It is with this that we end in prayer:   

Lord Jesus, I beg for an amazement at the particular beauty of your love 

for me. Help me accept the reality that you see me, that I am not 

unperceived in your sight. I give you permission to be present in my life 

and open that door, speak to me in my language. Help me understand 

just how personal you want to be with me. 

Amen. 

 

+ Fr. Carlos 


