




     "I was still too small for the long Sunday services, so Mama stayed at home to look after me. On these occasions I was
very quiet and good, walking all the while on tiptoe; but as soon as I heard the door open, there was a tremendous
outburst of joy. Rushing to my dear little sister, I would exclaim: 'O Celine! quick, give me the blessed bread!'
     One day she did not bring any. What was to be done? I could not do without it, for I looked upon this little feast as
my Mass. A bright idea struck me, and I said: ‘You have no blessed bread, well then, make some.’ Celine immediately
opened the cupboard, took out the bread, cut off a tiny bit, and after saying a Hail Mary over it with due solemnity, she
triumphantly presented it to me. Making the Sign of the Cross, I ate it most religiously and fancied it tasted exactly like
the real blessed bread."
   She is alluding to the French custom of blessing bread at the parochial Mass and distributing it to the
faithful.
     She early valued the blessings which our Mother provides for so many
things we have and use. After her first confession she says:

HAVE never known a pupil to come from a Benedictine home of education without having
imbibed at least some liturgical spirit. The little Therese Martin received her education
entirely at the Benedictine Abbey of Lisieux, and it would seem an interesting study to see
how deeply it left this mark upon her soul.
Even before she went to school at all, we find her being formed to a spiritual life based 

directly upon the liturgy. Of the days when she was still too much of a baby to be taken to Sunday Mass, she tells
the following story, showing her interest already awakened in the ceremonies of our holy mother the Church:

     “Finally I passed him my rosary to bless, and came out of the confessional feeling more light-
hearted and happy than ever before. It was evening, as soon as I reached a street lamp, I 
paused, took the newly blessed rosary from my pocket, and examined it carefully, turning it over
and over. ‘What are you looking at, Therese dear?’ asked Pauline. ‘I am looking to see what a
blessed rosary is like,’ I answered”—and the reply caused her sister much merriment.
     How she loved the feasts of the Church! Of them she wrote: “The feasts! What precious
memories these simple words recall. I loved them; and you knew so well how to explain the
mysteries hidden in each one. They were indeed a foretaste of heaven. Above all, I loved the
processions of the Blessed Sacrament. What a joy it was to strew flowers in the path of God! 
But before letting them fall under His feet, I kissed them, threw them high up in the air, and
never was I more happy than when I saw my rose petals touch the sacred Monstrance.”
     When one reads words like that, how one's heart aches for the thousands of small
children in our cities as well as in our rural districts to whom this Wonder Book of the
Feasts (the Liturgy of Mother Church) is entirely unknown; from whose lives this 
beauty is entirely shut out; whose meagre knowledge of their holy Faith presents it to
their minds only under forms of tiresome obligations, and all but unmeaning
ceremonies. What would it not mean to them if we could make the Sundays for them
what they were to the little Therese! Of these Sundays, hear her speak:
     “True, the great feasts came but seldom. Each week, however, brought one very dear to my 
heart—Sunday. What a glorious day! It was Almighty God's feast and the day of rest. First of 
all, the whole family went to High Mass.
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      . . .Those happy days which passed all too quickly, but also had their touch of melancholy! My joy lasted until Compline,
but after that a feeling of sadness took possession of me. I longed for the never-ending Sabbath of our true home.”
     To how many of the little children in this vast country does the word Compline convey anything at all, I
wonder?
      The tiny child lulled to sleep on her father's knee listened each evening with pleasure to the few pages read
aloud by one of her sisters from the Liturgical Year. There is an excellent English translation of this famous work.
It was written by Dom Gueranger, Abbot of Solesmes. In heaven this holy Benedictine must number by
thousands the souls who owe their attraction to the liturgy to his labours.
     The little first communicant, making her retreat in the Benedictine Abbey, tastes already the joys of the
Divine Office. She tells us:
     “With what delight I followed the Divine Office, just as the nuns did!”
     It was at Vespers on the feast of Pentecost that she made her final determination to speak to her father of her
vocation for Carmel.
     Later, in the Carmel, she said to Mother Mary Gonzaga, speaking of her prayer: “Apart from the Divine Office,
which in spite of my unworthiness is a daily joy, I have not the courage to search through books for beautiful prayers.”
     She confided to her little mother that she thought no one could have had a greater desire than she had to say
the Divine Office well. Especially did she rejoice when it was her turn to read alone and aloud the prayer of the
day. She tells us she felt like the priest acting as mediator between God and man: “How happy I was, and how
careful to say the prayers out well and clearly!”
     I know not whether the little Theresa had learned Latin; if not, she had familiarized herself with the
translation of the Psalms she said in choir, for in speaking of the Office she declared playfully that one verse she
always recited with regret, namely, the verse at Sext which says: “I have inclined my heart to do Thy justifications
because of the reward.”
     “I always hastened,” she says, “to assure the good God that this was not so.”
     Even the words of the ordination service for a deacon were not unknown to her. In writing of her joy at
touching the sacred vessels when made sacristan, she says: “I rejoiced also in being able to touch the sacred vessels,
and to prepare the altar linen on which our Lord was to be laid. I felt that I must increase in fervour, and often recalled
these words addressed to a deacon: ‘Be ye holy, ye who carry the vessels of the Lord.’ 
     On one of the great days of her life, the day of her audience with Pope Leo XIII, she drew courage from the
words of the Gospel for the day found in her Missal: “In the Gospel for that day there occurred these consoling words:
‘Fear not, little flock, for it hath pleased your Father to give you a kingdom.’ My heart became filled with confidence.”
     These few thoughts gathered from her life will fill us with confidence too—confidence that the work of the
Liturgical Apostolate will surely find in the little Saint a powerful and interested advocate.
                             
                                                                                                                         MOTHER MARY ELLERKER, O. S. D.
                                                                                                                                                                       Duluth, Minn.

(Originally published in Orate Fratres, a review devoted to the Liturgical Apostolate, 1926.)
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