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MaristMinute

Our first Marist Minute was written in 2016 and continues to be
distributed once a fortnight, growing from a handful of recipients to
now reach Marist communities around Australia and internationally.

The concept of weaving a short, minute length, reflection into the lives
of Marists was conceived as a point of connection, of commonality, of
shared prayer, to offer formation material that was personal, relevant
and relatable. A combination of deep reflection, journal questions and an
inviting graphic layout ensured that the Marist Minute was well received
and its popularity is attributed to those Marists who desired to share this
good news with their friends and families.

There is no shortage of ministry materials generated by various religious
groups on all platforms of social media yet the Marist Minute stands out
as a personal, spirit led ministry that reaches the hearts of many Marists.
Possibly the grassroots, eclectic and somewhat surprising nature of the
reflections are its point of difference. Whatever it is that attracts you

to the Marist Minute, the feedback tells us that there is a hunger for a
moment of contemplation in a busy world that demands so much.

These reflections invite the Spirit into our lives as we praise and listen
to God in the minutes of our Marist journey. It is about recognising and
inviting God into our everyday moments. In these Marist Minutes, may
you find some sustenance to nourish your journey.

Carmel Luck and Nathan Ahearne
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MaristMinute

Last night - driving home from work on a busy main road, rush
hour traffic, thoughts in my head about where I was going, what
had happened that day, those words I had spoken which were

a bit harsh, what was for dinner, who did I have to pick up — the
usual busyness. All of a sudden, the cars in front put their brake
lights on, a sea of red lights, the car behind me screeching

its tyres trying to stop suddenly. Oh no, I thought, what has
happened? And there in the midst of everyone rushing home was
a little duck, casually crossing the road. All cars halted and drove
slowly until the duck had crossed that road. Made me chuckle,
felt so calm, and I hoped that duck had the same impact on other
drivers. It was a magical moment for me. In that moment God
whispered to me — you are as precious to me as this little duck.

Reflection:

So often we get caught up in the ‘doing’ that we neglect our
‘being. God is with us in our service, our busyness, our rushing
about, our stressing but sometimes provides those red tail
light moments because God just wants to be with us. God

is constantly reaching out to us. So pause to see the beauty
around you, what excites you, what enlivens you, what stops
you in your tracks, what makes you think OMG? and listen to
the message that God whispers in your heart.

What stops you in your tracks? In the busyness of something to do, some-

where to go, someone who needs you, when do you pause?
What have been the ‘red tail light" moments for you?




MaristMinute ;

As I ran up the hill that I ascend most days with my huskies, I noticed a
neighborhood acquaintance struggling with a wheelie bin. My initial thought was
to offer assistance, but my selfishness kicked in as I realised my intended act of

kindness may lead to an unexpected delay. The reason he was strugglingis that

he is wheelchair bound because of his Multiple Sclerosis. He had explained this in
a previous chat and thirty minutes later, I knew all about his family, his battle with
MS, his brand new drone, how his son helped him fly it and what he does o
We have become ‘friendly wavers’ as I run past him, with somewhat of a wid
these days. There is a part of me that says, “Nathan, stop and say hello, he se
lonely — just give him a minute” and this day it seemed obvious that I'should
stop and offer some assistance. Then all of a sudden he took off at full speed
hill, not towards his own house, but up the steep driveway of his neighbour
I couldn't believe it. I was worried about being delayed by helping and havin
and here he was, showing me what genuine kindness looks like.

Reflection:

An Old Boy of the College spends time each week on basic maintenance
as part of his employment pathways and | have been fortunate to witiness =
the great care and love he puts into the watering of each flower. lin contrast;

it made me question how much love | put into the great big things | try to
accomplish each day, those tasks which seem burdensome, frustrating and
overwhelming. St. Therese of Lisieux said, “without love, deeds, even the most
brilliant, count as nothing”.

Where have you noticed people doing small things with great love?

Is there room in your life to focus on the smaller things with greater love?
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MaristMinute

The Magnificat, from Luke’s Gospel 1:46-55. “My soul magnifies the Lord and

my spirit rejoices in God my Savior; because He has regarded the lowliness

of His handmaid; for behold, henceforth all generations shall call me blessed; &
because He who is mighty has done great things for me, and holy.is His name;

and His mercy is from generation to generation on those who fear Him. He has
shown might with His arm, He has scattered the proud in the conceit of theiry,
heart. He has put down the mighty from their thrones, and has exalted the
lowly. He has filled the hungry with good things, and the rich He has sent away
empty. He has given help to Israel, his servant, mindful of His mercy even as he
spoke to our fathers, to Abraham and to his posterity forever.”

Reflection:

[ have many special memories of my Dad. He was a family man. He loved cooking
— Sunday roast and homemade apple pie (with lashings of cream!) were his &
specialities. As an only daughter with three brothers, Dad and | shared a spécial
bond. | spent many hours with Dad as he was dying, chatting, listening to Wusic,
reminiscing. One day we were talking about our faith and in the background; | had
Christian music playing. He stopped chatting and. listening to a hymn, said — that
is my favourite prayer. It was the Magnificat. | never knew that. Dad died. a few
days later but the Magnificat now had a new meaning for me. Everyday | try to
pray and to be like Mary; my soul magnifies the Lord in my words, actions, my
work, my family life; my spirit rejoices in rainbows and sunsets, in my family and
friends; | am blessed and thankful for the great things God has done in my life.

What are your special memories? Or favourite prayers? For he who is mighty has

done great things and Holy is his name. How has God moved in your life? How has
God filled the hunger within? Take time to be still and read slowly the words of the

Magnificat. What words or phrases strike you?




MaristMinute

‘Joy is a net of love by which you catch souls’ Mother Teresa. On
the weekend in the midst of all that heavy rain, I heard laughter. I
opened my front door to the sound of squeals of absolute delight.
Over the road, the two little girls (aged about 2 and 4) were
playing in the rain and water as it collected in large puddles at the
end of their driveway. They were dressed in bright colours with
their gumboots and umbirellas, running and splashing with such
joy and happiness. And there was their mum, sitting under the
shelter of the verandah with the cameral The rain was bucketing
down, the clouds low and misty, the outlook bleak, but their joy
brought a big smile to my face and a deep feeling of peacefulness.
Their joy certainly captured my soul.

Reflection:

Sometimes in Lent, it can feel a bit gloomy. Yes, Lent is a
time of ‘giving up’ or ‘going without’ or ‘giving’ as a means of
turning back to God; a time of fasting, penance and sacrifice;
a time to focus on prayer, to open our minds and hearts to
God who loves us. But Lent means springtime, and, of course,
springtime is a time of great hope and great joy. It is in
denying oneself that we find ourself; it is in seeking God that

we find love and joy. | have come that you might have life and
have it in abundance (Jn 10:10).

Gabriel approached Mary with — rejoice, be glad, be joyful for the Lord is with you.
Where is your joy?

710 S O &  Areyou under the shelter or out in the rain?
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MaristMinute

Mary’s pondering and her intimate connection to the sufferings of Christ

have always been honoured by the Church, as only a mother consumed

by grace could stand by and watch the unfolding of events of Easter.

In her book, ‘The Grace of Yes: Eight Virtues for Generous Living’ Lisa

Hendey posits that whilst our yes to God is important, we must also be

willing to say "no”, no to our own agendas, needs and hopes. Mary knew

from the moment the Angel Gabriel spoke to her that it would require
supernatural cooperation to allow God's plans to play out in her life. HeL,_-- .*"/
response reveals a willingness to accept this invitation, “I am the Lord's
servant. Let everything you've said happen to me” (Luke 1:38). How often
are we tempted to push our own plans onto God, to be in control, allowing
anxiety to dominate our decisions, or slipping into frustration because of
the situations we find ourselves in? For all that takes place in Mary’s life,

we don't hear of such a response. Indeed, she offers the exact opposite, a ’
model of discipleship that was full of grace. Her ‘yes’ is a silent nod to God :
through her life, particularly through the trials of Jesus's passion.

Reflection:

Mary’s life reflects a silent, inward knowing. A pondering which drew the
fragmented pieces of Jesus’s life together in her heart; the celebrations,
healings, laughter and tears, taking it all in, but not taking it on
(Tarrant, 2018). May we join Mary in her humble yes to the Passiom and
participate in the mystery of God’s plan in our lives.
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Where have you noticed your own ‘yes’ to God in the events of your life?
Where do you recognise the grace in your life, where might you invite God more fully?
Does your life reflect a silent, inward knowing, a sense of pondering that which

W,

&y
=
’;;
S
Oog{do
7 Ty WS
Ny

»
X7
%

\)
O

surrounds you?

&,

Q)
)

)
Jas]
L,
o
~2




MaristMinute

Ten minutes of searching under the couches, on top of cupboards, behind
the fridge and in bags has not produced the keys that I desperately
need so I can get to work and teach my class in 20 minutes. I begin

to interrogate my family, “who stole my keys?” and I'm met with
indifference, confusion and distress. My wife doesn’t seem too phased
by the impending disaster, my eldest child is wondering what he'd gain
by stealing the keys and my little kids seem a bit disturbed by the chaos
I'm causing as I turn the house upside down with a tirade of grunting
and crying out loud. I finally discover that the keys are in my own coat
pocket, run out the door and slump into my car with a mixture of relief,
frustration and embarrassment for stealing the peace from my family.

Reflection:

Mother Teresa said “if we have no peace it's because we have forgotten 8

that we belong to each other” and in that moment of tearing my
house apart the focus was entirely on my needs, my class, my.stiess
levels. In his final conversations with the disciples, Jesus graints peace
as his gift to his disciples, “let not your hearts be troubled, neither let
them be afraid” (John 14:27). What kind of peace doesiChrist offer \
us today? His peace is more than the absence of trouble, losing eur
keys is inevitable. Mother Teresa said “the fruit of silence is prayers S
the fruit of prayer is faith, the fruit of faith is love, the fruit of love is
service, the fruit of service is peace.”

How do you respond when you find your heart is troubled or afraid?

Do you seek the face of God in everything, everyone, all the time, and see

His hand in every happening?
In what ways do you live as a contemplative in the heart of the world?



MaristMinute

“Be still, and know that I am God" Psalm 46:10.

John Grisham, an American bestselling writer, writes about
his time as a trial lawyer: “The alarm would go off at 5, and
I'd jump into the shower. My office was 5 minutes away.

And I had to be at my desk, at my office, with the first cup
of coffee, a legal pad and write the first word at 5:30, five
days a week.” Is this similar to our daily lives — the routine
so often repeated, the seemingly endless chores, the long
demanding work hours or study, the ferrying children back
and forth. Even with the excitement, challenges and rewards,
there are moments of fatigue, and even boredom, when the
glamour of what we are doing disappears. We run towards
some future hope or dream, or away from things in our past.
We lose our connection with friends, with life, with ourselves,
with our faith and forget to enjoy the journey.

Reflection:

Lord, | need to remind myself that life is precious. | need

a nudge Lord to ring that friend, to contact my brother,
to enjoy the laughs and listen to my family. Of course,

[ will still be busy, but remind me Lord to pause, be
thankful and enjoy each moment.

What are you running towards? What are you running away from?

Who have you lost connection with? Friends, family, God?

Where do you find time in the busyness of each day, to pause, listen and
know you are loved?




MaristMinute

Saturday morning. Rushed from a hair appointment to the shops. It
was so busy at the supermarket, and a long queue at the checkout.

I was feeling a bit stressed. Putting the shopping in the car I noticed

a piece of paper neatly folded on my windscreen. Oh no I thought,
someone has either run into me or someone is complaining about
my crooked parking. Checked the note. “You have two flat tyres on
your passenger side. ThoughtI'd let you know so you didn‘t get stuck
somewhere on your way home, X". Wow how thoughtful. I called

the NRMA but was told the wait would be two to three hours. But
luckily for me I was at the shopping centre (and not stranded half way
home), so I could stop and have a coffee. Because of that message,

[ wasn't upset or cranky or stressed at having to wait so long for the
NRMA because I felt blessed and uplifted by someone’s kindness. A
big thank you to that person. You made my day. Jesus said ‘love one
another as I have loved you'. A simple note on a windscreen was a
random act of kindness and a message of love.

Reflection:

A stranger had left that note for me. And what's more, he or she ‘
had done it for no good reason. They noticed flat tyres and instead of

walking away, did something about it. | couldn’t wipe the grin off my

face. [ felt so happy. So grateful. | felt blessed. | felt as if | were part

of a community. A secret community of kind, thoughtful people.

Have you ever received an anonymous act of generosity or kindness? How did you feel?
Look for an opportunity this week to pass on a random act of kindness — cook a meal
for a friend who is struggling, send an affirming text, buy a coffee for the person in the
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MaristMinute

As Marists, we seek to find and appreciate the hidden pearls f |
within those people we encounter. It is equally important to o~ v
know that God has also sought, found and appreciated the ; {
treasures that lay within ourselves. Do you face sacrifices with ’ |
the exuberant joy of the men in Matthew's parable (13: 44-53), /

or do you give way to frustration, exhaustion and apathy? We ;
need to be reminded of the treasure that we seek, to reach s 4 :

for the pearls of wisdom contained in the scriptures and the ,— . e b
nourishment of the sacraments. The analogy of the drag netis - padt _;;f.‘-ﬁ

. . o« e o - e I-.F- '
an apt one for those involved in ministry, particularly those in R ) e _;,__.:'\.;---}

schools who gather people from many backgrounds and beliefs.
It can be tempting to seek only the ‘good fish’ and not extend
the invitation to the diverse faith experience contained in our
seas. By narrowing our focus, we risk overlooking the treasure
that exists in both the new and old. X

Reflection:

May we seek the treasure of a comforting kindness, which

manifests as understanding more precious than riches, more
powerful than the oppression of others, with the power
to continually transform our hearts. Let our parable be
manifest in our actions, our kindness, our generosity of time &t p ﬁ
and in our hearts for understanding the needs of the world. | : #®
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g What treasures lay dormant within you?
Could you be broadening your net to become more inclusive?

Do you seek the pearl of great value, for which you are ready to sell all

that you have to buy it?




MaristMinute

When unexpected difficulties arise, we can be tempted to make a mountain
out of a molehill and blow things out of perspective. On a good day, we
see challenges for what they are and navigate our way around them, but
occasionally our blinkers make the problem seem impossible to overcome.
In Matthew 17:20, Jesus tells his disciples that “if you have faith as a grain
of mustard seed, you will say to this mountain, ‘Move from here to there,’
and it will move; and nothing will be impossible to you.” The expression to
‘remove mountains’ was a common Jewish phrase for removing difficulties
and a wise teacher who could solve problems was called a mountain 7 ¥
remover. Each of us need these people in our lives as we face those th'ir'iés
we don't believe can come true or can happen. A mustard seed is one, ot il
the smallest seeds in nature but if properly nurtured, it grows into one

of the biggest trees. No matter how little faith we may have, it can gfow
into something fruitful and beyond anything we can imagine. When the \
mountains appear too tall to climb or the waves look too big to walk on,
we need to trust that God will move them and open new horizons for

Reflection:

Lord, help us to trust that you have a plan and that you will work
miracle to bring us hope and show us that there is a light at the end of

the tunnel. May we have the strength to believe and we ask that you
remain by our side so that we will be able to conquer every mountain
that comes our way and be movers rather than makers.

Where have you seen miracles happen?
Do you take your mountains to prayer? Who is a mountain mover for you?
Whare are some of the mountains of doubt, fear or problems that you

‘Arlvvﬁ
NAD ¢ need help with?
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MaristMinute

Easter Sunday, after Mass, Easter Eggs, brunch, I was sitting by the lake,
listening to the sounds of jet skis in the distance, children splashing at
the water’s edge, dogs barking, water lapping. It was so peaceful there
as I absorbed the sunshine and read my book. All of a sudden a little fish
jumped out of the water - right in front of me. It took me by surprise.

It actually made me stop and think about where I was and how I came
to be there at that particular time. That surprise was a God moment for
me. Pope Francis said in his Easter homily this year “The announcements
of God are always a surprise, because ours is a God of surprises. God
doesn’t know how to make an announcement, a proclamation without
surprising us”. Peter was surprised when Jesus went to wash his feet. The
thief on the cross was surprised at the sudden realisation. The women
and disciples were surprised at the empty tomb. Pope Francis also
spoke of the haste with which the women and the disciples in John's
Gospel responded when they heard news of the empty tomb and Jesus’
resurrection, and he posed a question, asking "what about you?*

Reflection:

Lent was a time of preparation, getting ready, preparing our. hearts
to celebrate the surprise and joy of Easter. May we seek, with open
hearts and minds, God’s healing, perfect love. May we realise that
we have been created out of love, for love. May we humbly encounter
Jesus, allowing Him into our brokenness.




MaristMinute

When was the last time you laughed out loud, giggled until your f
ribs hurt or your mouth ached? My six year old son and I recently
enjoyed a good laugh as we edited a short video of his younger. '
sister riding her bike (with the ‘Jaws’ theme song behind it) as
her first attempts at pedaling were interrupted by an accidental
collision with him! It was a funny candid moment caught on came
and it was enjoyed replay after replay, as he went around showing
the rest of the family, giggling the whole time. Our family enjoys
laughing at the hilarious moments around the home, telling jokes
on car trips, chuckling at cars that look like they have human face
or posing in front of statues for family portraits. a

Reflection:

Laughter and humor are only parts of the fullness of human |
emotion and experience and it is unrealistic to think that we |
can always deliver comic genius or that it is constantly needed .
and appropriate. However, Russian novelist Fyodor Dostoevsky
said, “if you wish to glimpse inside a human soul and' get to
know the man, don’t bother analysing his ways of being silent,
of talking, of weeping, or seeing how much he is moved by noble
ideas; you'll get better results if you just watch him laugh. If

he laughs well, he's a good man... all | claim to know is that
laughter is the most reliable gauge of human nature.”

What has made you laugh recently?

0 QNVV

Do you think God has a sense of humour?

«9,<QN

How can you more fully bring a spirit of joy into your family, workplace

and friendships?



MaristMinute

Hop in the car. The oil light comes on. Then it goes off, so

I did nothing about it for a couple of days. I checked under
the bonnet but not sure which was the dipstick to check. I
would not know how to put oil in. Yes I know what you are
thinking! Qil light continued to come on and off, so finally
I decided to call in at the local service station. One young
man was very helpful. He checked the oil and said, “yes it
does need oil". He then proceeded to show me how to do
that and what else I should be checking regularly. He was
so kind and helpful. I am sure I have been shown that many
times, but it just doesn’t sink in! A bit like God really. How
many times does God remind us how much we are loved
or show us what we need to be doing to regularly check on
our spiritual well-being.

Reflection:

How often do you ‘check the oil and water’? Do you
know when or how to add oil? Do you wait for the
warning light or do you go for the reqular service? Now
is a good time to pause and reflect on our spiritual
health. Jesus promises us new life. Jesus knocks on the
door of our hearts and invites us to fill our hearts with
the oil and water that his love provides.

What are the warning lights in your life telling you?
Who helps you to refill your spiritual reservoirs?

Will you take a moment to pull over and check your levels?



MaristMinute

[ was shopping in Bunnings on the weekend. Not because I love shopping
at Bunnings, but I needed paint. A family with two young daughters was
in the same aisle. I couldn’t help but overhear the conversation between
the older daughter and her mum. “Mum” she said, “mum, I'm not being
sarcastic, but shopping today has actually been fun”. Mum turned to her
daughter with such a warm, knowing, loving look. I smiled to myself. I

am sure we all know the tone of a sarcastic ‘'well this is fun’! I dont know
what made the shopping experience above fun, I can only presume their
time together was priceless. How many times do we do the shopping and
it's not fun. It's what has to be done. How often do we sit in prayer.or

go to Mass, or read scripture or try to live a ‘good’ life and it's hard. But, .'
whether we find these times ‘fun’ or not, I sense that Jesus smiles warmly,
knowingly and lovingly at us. Our time with Jesus is priceless.

Reflection:

Pope Francis says that joy without hope is simply fun, a fleeting &
joy, and that hope without joy is not hope but a healthy optimisia:

Hannah Anderson in an article titled “Beauty will save the World®,
says that it is much harder to hope, much harder to believe and tihe
to live beautifully, to live full of love and joy and peace and gentlenes
means being filled with the love of God. The challenge for us is to see
and hear with fresh eyes, not with sarcasm, but with joy and fun an:
hope in our hearts.

Have you heard that sarcastic ‘well this is fun’ comment? How did you react?
Where do you find the fun in your day to day mundane activities?
Can you think of times when you have experienced that inner joy and hope

\4 S .
ol NI that comes from knowing the love of God?
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MaristMinute

I'was listening to the radio in the car one morning and th
commentator was talking about his young child. A

trying to cook dinner the previous evening his t
grabbing at his legs saying daddy, daddy. But dz
trying to get dinner on the table and he was feel:
with the child. Something made him stop. He pa
the hotplate off, knelt down and looked his you
eye and said sorry I wasn't listening, what do yo
child looked at her dad and said, “daddy I love y¢c
happily. Stop, look and listen; be truly presentin

Reflection:

Aboriginal people practice deep listening, a spik
based on respect, respect for self, respect for ot
for the beauty of nature. Sometimes called ‘dadi
listening awakens our inner spirit, calling us to'v

and take in the wonders of all God’s creation.” Aboriginal®
writer and senior elder Miriam-Rose Umgunme?‘r"—“mﬂm
describes deep listening as follows, “Dadiiri is inn (
listening and quiet, still awareness. Dadirei recognis

deep spring that is inside us. | can find my peace in %
silent awareness. There is no need of words. A big part o

dadirri is listening.” =

Stop: Take time in your busy day to pause, go outside for 5 minutes. Sit in the quiet.
Look: Focus on something, a bird, the grass, the earth, an ant, a flower, the wind, the

)
»
o

sun reflecting on the water, the shape of the clouds, the colours in the bark of a tree, a

child playing. Listen: Be still and listen. What is Jesus saying to you in this moment?




MaristMinute

We were walking along the beach of an evening picking up shells to'add to
our collection and my daugher kept bringing me broken ones, or little slithers
of shells and each time I was saying “no that's not a good one”, or "no that

one's chipped”. After a while she stopped me and asked ‘Mummy, why do %
you only like the perfect ones?”. Absolutely stopped me in my tracks! She. & e i w‘
could see beauty in the imperfect shells or broken pieces and I'was instantly e .::l, .
discarding them because I couldn’t. She taught me so much in that moment . * N
and I hope the lesson stays with me. So, fast forward to the Staff Mass where : v *

I was presented with my wooden cross. I looked down at it and ran myhands .
over, noticing that it was very knotted and rough'in parts compared to the
one my colleague received, which was smooth and ‘perfect’. I couldn’t help
but smile and think that cross was definitely meant for me! 2, 30

-
—,

Reflection: -
: e

What are those areas of your life you are holding on to expectations that ' .
might not live up to reality? For me, it’s usually a relationship: | want

the last say in an argument, or I'm holding on to a friendship that is
unhealthy. Sometimes, it’s a situation: | plan out the perfect gesture and

it just ends up being a big mess instead. | set unrealistic goals for mayself
and instead find myself defeated by my work or nursing my bruises.
Often though, what feels the messiest, is my relationship withh God —
those days | want prayer to be perfect but never feel like I 'have the
“right” words to say.

Consider the areas of your life you are holding on to expectations that might not

live up to reality. In the end, the reality is this: God has control. He created the

universe as we know it and holds it together each and every day. Do you have
faith in knowing that He holds you carefully in his hands as well?




MaristMinute

Garage sales! Getting rid of the junk one has accumulated over

the years. What was I thinking? Lots of happy memories and why -
on earth have I kept that! It is tough having people come and

sort through your ‘stuff’ offering a pittance for your treasures. ~
But oh the people you meet. The elderly lady out for her morning

walk, saw the sign and popped in. She didn’t buy anything but
stayed and chatted for over half an hour. Or the young man with
his little girl looking for something different for his man cave,
sharing his experiences of what he had collected so far. Or the
grandfather proudly showing me photos of his grandchildren as
he described his own childhood growing up in Afghanistan. Or
the preschool teacher looking for craft things for her class. It was
a special couple of hours, meeting different people and making
a connection even in that short space of time. Jesus is waiting for
us to ‘get rid of the junk in our lives’ and reconnect with him - to
make Him the centre of our lives.

Reflection:

Be the Centre - Michael Frye

Jesus, be the centre Be the fire in my heart
Be my source, be my light Jesus Be the wind in these sails
Jesus, be the centre Be the reason that [ live
Be my hope, be my song Jesus Jesus, Jesus

What fires your heart?

Encountering new people, spending time in prayer, offering service?

Is Jesus your centre, your light, your wind, your hope?
What junk do you need to let go of?




MaristMinute

Kayaking is one of my favourite ways to relax and take stock of life. The
gentle nature of paddling on a lake is soothing, but I also yearn for a
return to the rivers and rapids which first lured me in with the fast pace
adventure of this thrilling water sport. My life is similar to river kayaking.
I experience the exhilaration of dropping into rapids, the long arduous
stretches of paddling and the gentle eddies where I can seek rest. As a
teacher and father of four, I find myself being pulled quickly downstream
by the raging waters of my kids activities, marking and school life,
occasionally hitting submerged logs which take me by surprise. I can be
spun around, splashed in the face, flipped over, slammed into rocks and
soaked all before 10am! Life in the rapids happens in the moment, there y
is no time to pause, or hit the undo button. Steering a safe cours‘é:i-?bd{h .
mentally and physically exhausting. Moments of renewal allow the lactic
acid to subside, time to restore, look back, recover, tip the waterout, qet .

out of the boat and discern a path forward. Weekday Mass is O‘TN‘
eddies, it sustains my efforts in ministry and renews my soul. >

Reflection: -

It takes effort to find peace, it will not come on its own, we need to -

deliberately move out of the rapids. Jesus modelled this for his disciples - M -
on many occasions, finding solitude and peace in prayer away from the
crowds, literally paddling across to the other side of the lake (Mark 4:3

How do you navigate through the rapids of life?
Where are your eddies?
What sustains you?
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MaristMinute

Back in 2014, spoken word artist Gary Turk urged the world to
'look up’ from their phone, to give people their love, not their
‘likes” and warned that we were creating smart phones and
dumb people. The other day I scurried along to meet a friend for
coffee at a small shopping centre, I was right on time but didn’t
realise I had no idea where the café was located. I had raced
from one meeting to another all day and was desperate to be ,
on time, but I couldn’t seem to find it. So I googled the cafe and \ _,
it indicated I was a 1.5kms away. Then I heard a familiar ‘hello’ . ‘I‘“. L\ Y

from my friend who was quick to point out that I was actually N\ " N

standing right next to the location! I scolded my phone for 4 : ,I,r
misleading me and realised it would have been better to look up | S — *
at my surroundings rather than switch to autopilot mode. What e~ _

else did I miss as I looked down at that little screen? - X

Reflection:

[ am convinced that God places landmarks in our lives to
help guide our travels. These landmarks come in the form of

places and people who help orientate our direction, support
us from heading into danger and remind us of where we
have been. As the world becomes more digitally connected
we must remember to soak up the physical world that we
live in and we may even become landmarks for others.

\STS OF s .
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In what ways are you a landmark for those around you?

Who or what are the ‘landmarks’ in your life, who helps to lead and

keep you on the path?



MaristMinute

In Luke's Gospel (10:38-42), we read the story of two sisters who took
a different approach to hospitality. Martha was "burdened with much
serving” and “anxious and worried about many things” whereas Mary
simply “sat beside the Lord at his feet listening.to. him.speak«lt:
to identify with busy Martha, running around preparing fo
liturgy, finding volunteers for the service project, chasing p
notes, returning emails, the to do list is unlimited! Jesus r:éq;l
that our actions must be balanced with stillness and coqut'ﬁpl_a
Resting at the feet of Jesus is a critical part of the Christian journ
Imagine Jesus is coming to visit your home today, what WO_.IJ fyou
want to clean up and hide away before he arrives? Mary urﬁ;éfstooa 5
that Jesus wasn't concerned with the mess in her life, she Hﬂ'mbly ah
gratefully sat with the Lord. Like Martha, it is easy to fall into,the trap=-—« .
of trying to have everything sorted out before feeling worthy of God's " it
love. And yet, Jesus simply wants to know us personally.and truthfully 2
as we are, the dishes can be done later. L

Reflection: 2
Dear God, we thank you for the reminder to be still and ki
that you are God (Psalm 46:10). Our prayer-is that we may take —*
time to become aware of your presence in our lives and welcome

you into our homes as Mary did. May our lives be balanced and
fueled by the moments of stillness where we encounter you.

What is your normal state of being: Mary or Martha?

Are there parts of your life that you want to clean up and hide away before

welcoming Jesus into your home?
Where can you make moments to rest at the feet of Jesus?



MaristMinute |

And the people stood by, watching; but the
leaders scoffed at him, saying, "He saved others;
let him save himself if he is the Messiah of God,
his chosen one!” The soldiers also mocked him,
coming up and offering him sour wine, and
saying, "If you are the King of the Jews, save
yourself!” There was also an inscription over him,
“This is the King of the Jews.” Luke 23:35-43

Reflection:

All the kings, queens, presidents, leaders in the
past, have not affected life as much as Jesus
has. Jesus survendered his power rather than
using it for political or personal gain. Where do
you stand at the cross? Mocking and ridiculing?
Ignoring? Deriding? Watching? Helpless?
Witnessing? Asking forgiveness? With Mary?
With John? With the ‘Good thief?’ Jesus looks
down and says ‘I love you! Jesus is my King. |
choose to love rather than hate, to be involved
rather than be complacent, to stand up for my
beliefs, my faith my rights rather than remain
silent, empower others rather than deride.
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Where do you stand today? How is Jesus your King?

As Marists what does it mean to be with Mary at the foot of the cross?



MaristMinute

Every Friday morning, we meet to celebrate the Eucharist as a school
community in the College Chapel. The Chapel is located adjacent to

a bus stop and the sound of young people giggling, bouncing balls,
chatting, and maybe even arguing on their way from the bus to class
drifts into the chapel. At first, I saw this as a distraction, an interruption
to the Mass. One day though, it occurred to me that the backdrop of
these sounds is exactly the right liturgical music for a school Mass. The
Vatican II document, Musicam Sacram, states that “"the unity of hearts is
more profoundly achieved by the union of voices” and what a joy it is to
include the hum of these cherubs in our celebration.

Reflection:

How profound it is that the voices of these little people come to meet
us through the Eucharist (Matthew 14:13-14) and who are we to
hinder them? Most families are anything but quiet, reverent and
removed from the noisiness of life. Our spiritual founder, Marcellin
Champagnat chose to live in the midst of the community he served,
loved and educated. He was intentional about living with his Little
Brothers of Mary and desired a sense of family at the heart of

the ministry. Pope Francis reminds us that we too are called to be
“shepherds living with the smell [and sounds] of the sheep” choosing
to invite young people into the center of our lives.

What can the musical notes of joyous children teach you?
Are you ever tempted to reach for the ear plugs or do you embrace the
cacophony of family spirit?
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MaristMinute

I'm generally an easy going person but there is one shop
assistant who I've actively avoided going near, I've even driven
ten minutes down the road to another shopping centre to
avoid this person. I was recently reminded of St Therese of
Lisieux who lived in community with a particularly difficult
person whom most people gave a wide berth, less they be
stung by one of her prickles. But not Therese, she intentionally
loved this person and wrote, “I tried to do as many things

for her as I could, and whenever I was tempted to speak
unpleasantly to her, I made myself give her a pleasant smile”.
This is what saints do, they move towards people, not away
from them. Jesus, Mary, Marcellin, Mary MacKillop, Pope
Francis witness this simple yet profound gesture of loving
those people that most would avoid.

Reflection:

There is a greeting shared by the Zulu people of South
Africa which starts with “Sikhona”, which means “I am

here to be seen’’; and the other part is “Sawubona’, which
means “I see you’ We must remind ourselves of the dignity
of every person and see past the behaviours, rudeness, and
repulsiveness. Instead of avoiding or shunning people, let’s see
what God is teaching us about ourselves in the encounter.

Who are the people in your life that need you to 'see’ them?

How do you respond to those people that test your patience?




MaristMinute

Many users of the internet have been stopped by the security check

that asks visitors to ‘prove you are not a robot'. You are generally asked
to retype the letters that appear in a box below, select the pictures
containing a tree, or solve a simple mathematical equation. The purpose
is to distinguish between a human visiting the website and a robot
utilising sophisticated software to hack into websites and cause mayhem.
Robots are unable to decipher the image or identify specific characters,
thereby separating them from far superior humans who can easily decode
the visual clues to solve 3 + 6. Humanity proved. Perhaps this level of
proof is suitable for a computer system trying to verify that which makes
us human, but surely an ability to select pictures with trees is not the

only line of division between humans and the world of machines? The
Canadian poet, Father Pier Giorgio Di Cicco writes, “we no longer access
the Web. We are the Web"” and ponders how people will experience the
body of Christ if they do not know themselves as real people. As humanity
is lost, so is Christ.

Reflection:

Jesus offers the best example of the ultimate human, reprogramming
people for love and restoring the code that was written into our DNA.
He broadened the view of what it means to be fully alive, particularly
for those He healed and transformed.
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results become the highest priority for students, parents and teachers?

Do you feel fully alive, fully human? Are there some ‘lines of code’ that need restoring?



MaristMinute

Teachers are known for the speed at which they walk. You could be
mistaken for thinking some of them (including me) were training

to compete in the walking race at the next Olympics. I was recently
reminded of an alternative pace as I weaved my way through the
slow moving students and dodged the oncoming traffic on the way
to my next class. Sneaking into an opening and striding forward, I
noticed a colleague who seemed to be almost crawling along. He
was going so slowly that I felt a little silly sprinting past and offering
a quick hello over my shoulder. To my surprise he asked how my day
was going, but by this stage I was now ten metres ahead and either
had to stop or shout back to him. So I slowed down and waited for
him to catch up. He explained that his serene stride was a conscious
decision to go gently throughout the day and not-allow the frenetic™
nature of school affect him.

Reflection:

A number of Marist Brothers have reminded me to ‘go gently’®
it's been a phrase that | struggle to adopt and one that Saint

Francis de Sales would agree with. He said, “Never bein.ahuiiys.
do everything quietly and in a calm spirit. Do not lose your ey
peace for anything whatsoever, even if your whole world seenss
upset’’ Thank God for the wonderful examples who teach us hows

to slow down.

]

What sort of pace do you set for yourself?

When was the last time you slowed down to ponder life?

Did someone or something stop you in your tracks?
How can you be more conscious of the speed that you go through life?



MaristMinute

Visits to the beach and building sandcastles have always been part of
my childhood holidays and it has been a joy to watch my own children
digging industriously in the sand, creating their own ephemeral
masterpieces. I remember the face of my eldest as we returned to the
beach that had hosted his spectacular creation the day before, to find
not much more than a few lumps of uneven sand. After recovering

from the shock of this atrocity, his attention turned to assigning blame
to vandals, as we gently helped him appreciate the nature of tides. We
didn't make another sandcastle that holiday, he couldn’t see the sen'se':-'-”
in it. However, this experience didn't stop him and his siblings from"
building castles of sand on subsequent summer holidays. The joy of ;
building together simply overruled the frustration of their hard work % e
being washed away by forces beyond their control.

Reflection:

The global community was mobilised against the pandemic

and we witnessed one cancellation after another, reminding us
that our own work is precarious as castles made of sand. Our
events, projects, entertainment, sports, travel were swept away
overnight by a tidal wave of effort to control the spread of
disease. No doubt we will return to our beaches, but maybe our
attention will rest on enjoying time together, rather than what
we leave behind at the end of the day.
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How did the global pandemic impact your life and of those around you?

What new spaces have opened up in your life as a result of the disruptions

to normality?



MaristMinute

I recently caught myself staring too long at a Facebook video of
multiple colours of warm milk zig zagging across the top of a
cappuccino. The barista was forming these seemingly pointless
patterns with the precision of a surgeon and then quickly pulling
them together with a straight line that turned them into beautiful
leaves. There was something hypnotic about the flowing milk that
touched on something far deeper. The zig zagging of my life was
reflected in the barista’s masterpiece, moving from joy to sorrow,
win to frustration, advance to setback, life to death. Yet, as I look
back over the past five months, I notice God moving gracefully
through the middle, drawing the zig zagging events into a
beautiful bouquet, called life. I know my preference is to move
quickly from point A to B, but similar to descending a mountain, I
am gradually slowing down, as I zig zag across uneven terrain.

Reflection:

Mary saw God weaving through the life of Jesus. She
experienced the elation of finding him in the temple, eagerness
to see him recognised at the wedding feast, the pain of the
passion and the joy of Easter. Mary trusted the Lord with all
her heart, and did not lean on her own understanding. In all
her ways she acknowledged him, and he made straight her
paths (Proverbs 3:5-6).

How might God be drawing the zig zagging of your life together? Do you

trust God with all your heart? Do you lean on your understanding?
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MaristMinute

Dodging rocks and loose gravel, dance music thumping
through my headphones, I am descending the
mountainside of my local running track. Then all of a
sudden, silence. My pace slows as I fumble around to
reconnect, confusion gives into frustration and I realise
that I didn't charge my device. Now standing still, I
remove my headphones and am greeted by the screech
of cockatoos landing on nearby branches. In fact,

I'd been surrounded by a symphony of wild sounds,
ignorantly running to my own beat. Turning back to
the track, I discovered that my hearing wasn't the only
sense that had been muted. Two large kangaroos, (only
arm'’s length away) had been observing the scene, N
quietly munching on their breakfast. I began to notice

other sounds and sights, the gentle rustling of parched

leaves and the rise and fall of my own breath.

Reflection:

The digital disruption opened opportunities to
encounter the precious life that surrounded me. What
else had | run past before my stride was intervrupted
and | was brought back to earth?
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Are you running to your own beat?

How many wild and precious moments do you run straight past?

When was the last time you gave into silence?



MaristMinute

After returning from a morning stroll at the beach, I discovered
that I had left my thongs behind. I'd been so caught up in the
beauty and discovery of things that had washed up on the shore
that I completely forgot to collect my footwear. I traced my steps
back to the beach but had trouble remembering where I had left i
them. Then I realised with horror that I'd kicked them off near the -
shoreline and wondered if the ocean had stolen my thongs. AsT .~
combed the beach in search of my beloved ten dollar plugge'Fs;"
instead of being critical of my absent mindedness, I began t‘o-féa;l-isé.'_"
that this was a consequence of slowing down after a 'busy period q'i‘-i'-‘
work and my mind desperately needed to be distracted-by 'na'ture','._._ 5
laughter and carefree activity. After a short period of.wanderihg','I e
was reunited with my thongs and apologised to the ocean for my. g
false accusations. As I made my way back across the sand dun'es,‘ilt—;_'-_ 1
was like taking the exit ramp off a freeway, that feeling of inertia, of = 1.
slowing down from a 100kmph to a slow crawl of 40. . e _

Reflection: i :

These few moments spent alone in my searching allowed my gl

P
O

spirit to catch up with my body. In his homily on.Jesus Feeding £ os 0
the Five Thousand, Fr Peter Gallagher SJ says “in the deserted, v ‘g,
place, where time stands still, we are properly focused on God...

to be alone with God is not to be aloneaat all.”’

What helps you to slow your pace?

When was the last time you forgot yourself in the moment?

Where is your ‘alone’ place?



MaristMinute

Leaving work I became increasingly apprehensive as I drove
closer to my home and could see the red glow that permeated
from behind a mountain range that had no escape. Fear
hugged my body as I drove closer to what has always been

a sanctuary and as the red light filled the sky, thoughts of
destruction filled my mind. I was driving into the glow and the
word ‘burning’ had occupied my mind. The fire was wild and

it had a mind of its own. It was close and the idea of leaving
was real. I prayed that God would intervene. Today I drive
home and as [ gaze out at the same mountain range I can see
it welcoming a draping of tender rain. The sky was filled with
soft shades of grey and the mountains and all living things
were being quenched by life giving water. Fear was replaced
with relief and destruction was replaced with replenish. I give
thanks to God for the opportunity to heal.

Reflection:

This wild: and precious life is.an ever changing and" ~ =" ¢
unpredictable life and | seize the moments to: pray:to '
Almighty God that we may take care of the 'dfe(jé:c;:tge i 1 i
gift of life. e L PR,

What ‘mountain ranges’ have you traversed this year?

When did you last stop to take in the view and enjoy a precious moment

before the next ascent or descent?
What is appearing in the distant horizons today?



Feedback

The Marist Minute has become a valuable prayer resource for the
Warragul Marist community that provides staff and senior students

with a thought provoking and prayerful reflection. At the same time,
strengthening our connection to the wider Marist Association network as
the Canberra community are always in our prayers. James Mazzolini

What a grand idea to have all these treasured Marist gems in one book. I
always look forward to a '#MM ..." popping up in my mailbox! The Marist
Minutes are visually appealing, succinct, thought-provoking and an easy
and gentle way to stay Marist focussed. Also a perfect way to start or end
the day as well as a meeting or Gathering. A wonderful resource — thank
you both, Nathan and Carmel. Gail Coates

I look forward to receiving my Marist Minute. They are usually just a
simple sharing of a reflected moment from the author. The moments that
often pass you by unless you are attentive. Paul Harris

The Marist Minutes provide a brief pause in the midst of what is usually
a hectic and busy day’s teaching. Each one offers a time to reflect, to be
challenged, to connect. Garry McKevett

I find the Marist Minute drops in right at a moment when I could easily
ignore it, but instead, I stop to read it. Then a gem of truth flowers and

I am brought to the present moment, and a reminder of who I am and
what my work is about, and the spiritual family to which I belong. Thanks
so much to the team! Tracey Doublet

oy
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If you would like to send in a reflection simply contact
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ASSOCIATION OF
ST MARCELLIN CHAMPAGMNAT

As Marists, we participate in God's mission, making Jesus known and
loved. We continue to draw on, personalise and interpret the tradition
of Marcellin Champagnat and the earliest Brothers, as a way of being
attentive and responsive to the call of the Gospel and what the Spirit is
asking of us today.

Visit us at maristassociation.org.au or follow on social media

facebook Instagram Ewitter:

FACEBOOK.COM/WEMARISTSAUSTRALIA INSTAGRAM.COM/WEMARISTS TWITTER.COM/WEMARISTS
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