
        
            
                
            
        


	Endorsements of

 

For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion: 
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For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion is a lovely book based on the Chaplet of Divine Mercy and is rooted in author Meggie K. Daly’s personal conversion story—a story that connects with the reader and the universal need for God’s mercy. Many already use her book, Bead by Bead, to meditate on the Holy Rosary.  Now comes, For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion, incorporating not only the Chaplet of Divine Mercy, but also the Stations of the Cross. Best of all, every scripture passage chosen is heart-felt. A wonderful means of meditation that brings us closer to God. I not only recommend it, I use it!

 

KAYE PARK HINCKLEY

Award-winning author of nine novels, including The Wind that Shakes the Corn and Absence, short stories, and blogger

 

Meggie K. Daly’s new book, For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion, is a beautiful meditational book that will help readers to understand and focus more deeply on the passion and death of Christ via the Divine Mercy Chaplet. Her personal story is inspiring, and the information on St. Faustina and the origins of the chaplet are fascinating. The artwork is breathtaking, and the meditations are spot on. Whether you are someone who has regularly prayed the Divine Mercy Chaplet or are new to this devotion, I highly recommend this book!

 

ELLEN GABLE HRKACH

Author, editor, publisher, past president of the 

Catholic Writers Guild

 

There is no other book like For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion. It’s a most necessary and useful aid to praying the Divine Mercy Chaplet with multiple options of entering the Passion narrative. Part confession, part history, part prayer book—I loved it all.

 

VIJAYA BODACH 

Author of the novel, Bound, Catholic convert, and blogger
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DEDICATION

 

 

 

To St. Faustina Kowalska (1905-1938)

 

In gratitude for the gift of your Diary, in acknowledgment of your prayers for sinners like me, and in honor of your heroic example of redemptive suffering. 
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St. Faustina, pray for us.

 

 

 

 

Oh, if only the suffering soul knew how it is loved by God, it would die of joy and excess of happiness! Someday, we will know the value of suffering, but then we will no longer be able to suffer. The present moment is ours. (Diary, 963)

~ St. Faustina Kowalska
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Throughout the ages, there have been so-called "private" revelations, some of which have been recognized by the authority of the Church. They do not belong, however, to the deposit of faith. It is not their role to improve or complete Christ's definitive Revelation, but to help live more fully by it in a certain period of history. Guided by the Magisterium of the Church, the sensus fidelium knows how to discern and welcome in these revelations whatever constitutes an authentic call of Christ or his saints to the Church. (para 67, CCC)
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INTRODUCTION

 

I started reading the Diary of St. Faustina before the delivery driver returned to the bottom of the long, winding driveway that connected our fourteen acres into County Home Road. After liberating the Diary from its corrugated brown wrapper, I wrote “April 17, 2012” just inside the burgundy leather cover, as if the date was important to document. 

I wish that this book, For the Sake of His Sorrowful Passion, had been written—by someone else, of course—and that I’d read it first to illuminate my literary and spiritual journey through the Diary. 

Nevertheless, I was captivated by the Diary, and upon completion of its 692 pages several weeks later, I began praying the Divine Mercy Chaplet daily. I’ve never stopped. The message of Divine Mercy grabbed my heart then as it does today. 

Some eight years later, 2020 is a year many would like to forget, myself included. Still, positive side effects of the coronavirus pandemic, a diagnosis of breast cancer, and four surgeries in four months were unforeseen pockets of time and a laser focus on my mortality to bring this long-overdue project to completion.

 

The remaining eight chapters of this book fall naturally into three parts: Personal, Historical, and Prayerful. 

 

Part One – Personal begins in Chapter 2 with the story of how I experienced the blessings of the Divine Mercy Chaplet before I knew anything of St. Faustina, her Diary, or the Divine Mercy Chaplet. I believe that the Chaplet of Divine Mercy, prayed on my behalf (and unknown to me at the time), brought me back to Holy Mother Church.  

Jesus encouraged St. Faustina to pray the Divine Mercy Chaplet nonstop and to meditate on His passion and death as she prayed. Chapter 3 explores why the Paschal Sacrifice is so pleasing to God the Father, and the tight coupling of Divine Mercy to the passion and death of the Son.

 

Part Two – Historical starts with my attempt to know, as I would a good friend, the woman whose Diary so impacted me. Who was this Helena Kowalska? Yes, she was born in 1905, died at the age of thirty-three, and canonized as St. Faustina in 2000—but those demographic details tell us nothing of the child, the teenager, the young woman, or the saint herself who inadvertently left us an astonishing and strange Diary. I was mesmerized by this woman’s intimacy with Jesus, as reflected in her Diary. I hungered to know everything about Helena’s life. 

The Diary of St. Maria Faustina of the Blessed Sacrament is not an easy read. Sometimes events that occurred in the past are mixed in with current happenings with the salient dates unspecified.  Any diary or journal is a personal reflection, as it was for St. Faustina. She wrote it to chronicle her inner life for her confessor and spiritual advisor, Fr. Michael Sopocko, S.J. He didn’t have adequate time to spend with this unusual religious sister in the confessional. He needed more information and time to digest what she was telling him. 

Like the writings of all canonized Saints, Sr. Faustina’s Diary is not part of the Deposit of Faith and falls into the category of “private” revelation. Such writings are a useful lens on the saints’ intimacy with God filtered through their unique personality and life experiences. 

Theologians of the Holy See scrutinized her Diary, most notably by Very Rev. Fr. Ignatius Rozycki, an early critic. He became a crucial promoter of the Diary. The Church has declared with ecclesiastical authority that there is nothing contrary to our Catholic faith in the Diary. Based on her Diary and the testimony of others regarding her virtuous life, St. Faustina has been recommended for consideration as a doctor of the Church.1

Two books provided an invaluable background for St. Faustina’s biography in Chapter 4. The first book was published before her canonization, Sister Faustina Her Life and Mission by Maria Tarnawaska.2 The second book was released shortly after her canonization, Faustina: The Mystic & Her Message by Ewa K. Czaczkowska.3 

Although I don’t go into detail in this short book, St. Faustina was devoted to the Mother of God. The Purest of Lilies by Fr. Donald Calloway, MIC., is a detailed study of the impact of the Blessed Mother on her spirituality and highlights the St. Faustina’s mystical experiences with Mary.4 

The Divine Mercy Chaplet is one of five Divine Mercy devotions we find in the Diary, and it is the primary focus of the meditations in Part Three of this book. However, it is essential to understand all five—they are interconnected. Chapter 5 contains background information on all five devotions and describes the promises associated with each, based on Jesus’s words as recorded in the Diary. 

 

Part Three – Prayerful is a resource for meditations while praying the Divine Mercy Chaplet. I wanted to create a meditation guide similar to what I had created for the Rosary in my book, Bead by Bead: The Scriptural Rosary.5 

A young seminarian once told me it only took him seven minutes to pray the Divine Mercy Chaplet—it takes me longer than that. I use the visualization techniques of St. Ignatius of Loyola to place myself alongside Christ during His passion and death. I believe that I can be “present” with Christ in a unique way due to His Incarnation. 

Through the Incarnation, Jesus Christ is fully man and fully God. His human nature allowed Him to participate in time as we experience it—linearly with a past, present, and future. His divine nature includes full participation in the Godhead of the Trinity and allowed Him to exist outside of time, in an ever-present eternity without beginning and end. Our human mind can’t understand eternity or the Incarnation any more than an ant can understand the theory of relativity. Yet we believe this to be true if we are Christians. 

Thus, temporal events that Christ has participated in are “God-events” that took place in history, yet remain ever-present outside of time in eternity.6 Hence we can unite ourselves with the passion of Christ in a mystical way that transcends time. In a related way, the priest re-presents the Paschal Sacrifice during Mass without a re-crucifixion of Christ.

Chapter 6 is a short tutorial on how to pray the Divine Mercy Chaplet for those new to this devotion. It includes the words for required and optional prayers as well as a diagram.

Chapter 7 partitions fifteen distinct events from the passion and death of Christ, for which we have detailed written accounts in Scripture, and breaks them in three chronological Sequences: I, II, III. Each Sequence contains five decades, and each decade contains ten Scriptures coupled with a fine-art image for each decade, thus corresponding to one complete Divine Mercy Chaplet.  

Chapters 8 maps the Stations of the Cross into three Sequences: I, II, III, each with five decades. Each decade has an image paired with the Station of the Cross and short mediations that I have composed. My meditations are suggestive, not prescriptive. Over time you will create your own “songs” of glory, praise, thanksgiving, and petition.

I often combine my Rosary with my Divine Mercy Chaplet on the days that I meditate on the Sorrowful Mysteries. Chapter 9 explains how I integrate my Divine Mercy Chaplet into my Rosary, through the hands of the Blessed Virgin Mary. I share what works for me, perhaps it can work for you, too.

 

 

 

 

 


 

 

 

PART ONE – PERSONAL

 

 

[image: Image]

©Thoom / Shutterstock.com

 

 

If the angels were capable of envy, they would envy us for two things: one is the receiving of Holy Communion, and the other is suffering. (Diary, 1804)

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


Chapter 2
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DIVINE MERCY AND ME

 

I pulled my car up to the parish office and turned off the ignition. The date was April 11, 2012, the Wednesday immediately following Easter Sunday. Perhaps my meeting with Fr. Tony, the pastor at the local Catholic Church, would squelch the nebulous internal nagging that I blamed for being here. 

The appointment was simple enough to schedule; I called one day and got in the next. That was one benefit of living in a small, sleepy Southern town. Maybe the only one. It had been harder than I anticipated to adjust to leaving San Diego behind; a bit like moving from heaven to purgatory—an analogy, testifying to my Catholic upbringing.

Like most driven personality types, I preferred to be in control. I didn’t schedule meetings without knowing the purpose, and with someone that I didn’t know, especially a Catholic priest.  Ambiguity wasn’t welcome in my comfort zone. 

What did it matter if Fr. Tony thought I was crazy? I wasn’t a member of his tiny parish; moreover, I hadn’t attended Mass for almost twenty years, and back then, it was primarily a cultural habit, not an act of worship.

When Neal and I married on the beach in 2005, we were both non-denominational Christians. Neal wouldn’t have married a practicing Catholic, and that, I was not. 

I didn’t want to be early, so I sat in the car for a few minutes with the air-conditioning running. The building that housed the parish office reminded me of a tired, double-wide trailer, a temporary structure that, over time, acquired permanence and some equally unattractive additions.

The parish secretary greeted me warmly as I entered the cramped reception area. The only available chair, which barely fit next to the door, shared premium space with a printer and a couple of file cabinets to my right. I sat two feet from the front of her desk and listened while she phoned Fr. Tony to let him know of my arrival.

What was I going to say to this priest?  What was my game plan? My heart hammered my chest. I started to sweat. Was it hot and stuffy in there, or was I merely nervous?

Within minutes a smiling, portly priest with dark hair and an olive-toned complexion squeezed into the reception area through the door that I had just entered. He introduced himself with a friendly handshake and immediately ushered me into a room adjacent to the reception area and twice its size. 

He closed the door behind us and plopped into the chair behind the large desk that occupied the middle of the room.  

My eyes gravitated to the old-time wood paneling that covered the walls in their entirety. With any luck, the panels had long ago leached their formaldehyde-nastiness into the air. The room lacked any window or natural light; fresh air wasn’t an option.

“My office is just a closet—literally. The Director of Religious Education is out today, so we’re meeting in her office.” 

Fr. Tony pointed to the only other chair in the room pushed up against the wall. “Pull up a chair, so we don’t have to shout at each other.”

I pulled the chair up next to the desk on the side opposite to Fr. Tony and positioned it halfway between where he sat and the door, not too close but not too far away from where Fr. Tony sat. 

“What can I do for you, Ms. Daly?” Fr. Tony’s doe-like, brown eyes smiled expectantly. 

“Please called me Meggie.”

“Excellent. What can I do for you, Meggie?” 

“Um, I’d like to say a prayer before we start, Father. Okay?”

“Sure, go right ahead.” He smiled broadly. I needed some guidance. Badly.

Without making the Sign of the Cross, I bowed my head, closed my eyes, and waited for the words to come. My prayer went something like this:

“Dear Father, I am here today meeting with Fr. Tony because I believe that you called me here. Holy Spirit, guide this conversation to where you want it to go. I ask this in the name of Your Son, Jesus.  Amen.” 

Fr. Tony echoed my Amen. 

When I looked up, Father was smiling with his hand clasped in front of him on the desk. It reminded me of how the Sisters of St. Joseph of Carondelet had taught us to sit in our wooden “sleigh” desks with our hands folded in front of us.

“Okay. Now how can I help you, Meggie?”

“I’m not sure, Father. I just felt like I was supposed to meet with you. That probably sounds weird, doesn’t it?”

I didn’t share the annoying pronouncement that my eldest son, Sean, had made last Thanksgiving. “Get serious, Mom. Do your homework. If you’re going to be a Christian, you’ve got to be Catholic.” 

I prayed daily for Sean to receive the gift of Christian faith, but his academically-motivated declaration kept working its way into my psyche. Sean and I were an awful lot alike, especially at his age, when I thought I knew it all.

“Well, why don’t you tell me about yourself?” Fr. Tony suggested. 

Perfect, I can do that. I explained why Neal and I had relocated to this small rural community, the makeup of our blended family, when we got married, what we did for a living—cocktail party talk—the kind of things that cost nothing to share. 

He shared a bit about himself. He had grown up in Philadelphia, his previous diocesan and pastoral assignments before landing his current position—which he loved because everything was slow and easy, the very things that grated on me.

The priest was gentle, warm, and jolly—like an Italian Santa Claus. He put me completely at ease. 

Without a conscious decision to spill my guts, a calm settled over me, accompanied by a pressing desire to share my story with him. 

First, I warned him, “This will be the most shocking, horrible story you probably have ever heard.”

He said, “I doubt that is the case. I’ve been a priest for a long time.” Was he chuckling? It didn’t matter, everything about Fr. Tony, his face, his body language, his voice, communicated, “Be at Peace, Meggie, I’m on your side.” 

I waded into vulnerable territory—adoptive parents, problems bonding, multiple marriages, finding birth parents, annulments, counseling, and mortal sins that would be hard to share even within the secrecy of a confessional. I morphed into a raw, blubbering, red-faced mess. 

Fr. Tony kept the supply of tissues coming my way and asked a few questions here and there, perhaps to reassure me that he was carefully listening, but mostly he let me talk. Without sparing any details, I shared my pre-conversion life of shame with no excuses, my conversion experience, and my post-conversion life as a non-denominational Protestant. 

The time passed quickly but long enough for me to soak the front of my shirt with tears and create a mountain of snotty tissues in my lap. I asked Father what I had always wanted to ask a Catholic priest about my conversion experience.

 

In my late forties, while successful professionally, I was depressed over the mess of my personal life and saw no way to “fix” things.  I'd no sense of God in my life and certainly didn't believe that Jesus was God. In the proceeding sixteen months, I'd been hospitalized twice for what initially appeared to be heart attacks. The second episode landed me in ICU and nearly claimed my life. None of this drew me to spiritual reformation but oddly seemed to push me further away from God. I sunk deeper into despair.

In January of 2004, less than four months after my discharge from ICU, I had a vision that changed my life forever.  At the time, I was confident that I was fully awake—but maybe it was a dream... 

My bedroom glowed with a brilliant soft light, emanating from a man who hovered above me and to my right. I sat up in bed to make sure I was awake. Everything about his appearance was dazzling, his face, his white flowing garments, his shoulder-length dark hair. He extended both arms out to me, silently and invitingly; His wordless message was, “Come to me.” 

I did not doubt that this person was Jesus Christ. Although I was in a state of mortal sin, there was no condemnation in his gaze. That night, I experienced complete love, acceptance, and forgiveness; an overpowering peace engulfed me. 

Whether a dream or not matters little; what does matter is that I was infused with the knowledge that I'm deeply loved and that nothing I'd done or might do could mar the purity and intensity of that love. In the morning, I fell to my knees and thanked God for the gift of faith. The night ended a lifetime of frightening dreams and the beginning of my journey back into the arms of Jesus Christ, my Lord, and Savior. I've never been the same, praise be to God!

 

“What do you think I saw, Fr. Tony? What happened to me?” Although it had been over nine years since my life had changed one-hundred and eighty degrees, the event that changed my life was still fresh in my mind. 

“I think you experienced the Divine Mercy of God,” Fr. Tony replied without any hesitation. “Would you like absolution for your sins?”

“Did I just go to Confession?

“Yes, you did. You confessed your sins, expressed sorrow for your sins, and tried to make amends to those hurt by your sins.”

Without analyzing if I had satisfied the five criteria for a good Confession, I resounded with a tearful but joyful, “Yes!” At that moment, all I cared about was drinking the cup of mercy that Fr. Tony was offering through Mother Church.

He held up his hand towards me in the gesture of absolution, closed his eyes, and prayed,  “God the Father of mercies, through the death and resurrection of his Son, has reconciled the world to himself and sent the Holy Spirit among us for the forgiveness of sins; through the ministry of the Church, may God give you pardon and peace, and I absolve you from your sins in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen.”

My heart danced as Fr
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