
3. TEXTS AN D PICTURES that helped during the retreat 

 

 

 

 
 

To bless the space between us 

 

This is the time to be slow, 

Lie low to the wall 

Until the bitter weather passes. 

 

Try, as best you can, not to let 

The wire brush of doubt 

Scrape from your heart 

All sense of yourself 

And your hesitant light. 

 

If you remain generous, 

Time will come good; 

And you will find your feet 

Again on fresh pastures of promise, 

Where the air will be kind 

And blushed with beginning. 

 

John O’ Donohue 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Prayer: A special Lenten fast (from CAFOD) 

  

Give up harsh words: use generous ones 

Give up unhappiness: take up gratitude 

Give up anger: take up gentleness and patience 

Give up pessimism: take up hope and optimism 

Give up worrying: take up trust in God 

Give up complaining: value what you have 

Give up stress: take up prayer 

Give up judging others: discover Jesus within them 

Give up sorrow and bitterness: fill your heart with joy 

Give up selfishness: take up compassion for others 

Give up being unforgiving: learn reconciliation 

Give up words: fill yourself with silence, and listen to others.  

 

 

  



 

The Sacrament of letting go…. 

  

 

Slowly 

She celebrated the sacrament of 

Letting Go… 

First she surrendered her Green 

Then the Orange, yellow, and Red… 

Finally she let go of her Brown… 

Shedding her last leaf 

She stood empty and silent, stripped bare 

Leaning against the sky she began her vigil of 

trust… 

Shedding her last leaf 

She watched its journey to the ground… 

She stood in silence, 

Wearing the colour of emptiness 

Her branches wondering: 

How do you give shade, with so much gone? 

And then, the sacrament of waiting began 

The sunrise and sunset watched with 

Tenderness, clothing her with silhouettes 

They kept her hope alive. 

They helped her understand that 

her vulnerability 

her dependence and need 

her emptiness 

her readiness to receive 

were giving her a new kind of beauty. 

Every morning and every evening she stood in silence and celebrated 

the sacrament of waiting. 

 Macrina Wiederkehr 

 

 

 

http://www.annunciationtrust.org.uk/the-sacrament-of-letting-go/
http://www.annunciationtrust.org.uk/wp-content/uploads/2015/05/Winter-trees-2.jpg


 

The better Part 

 

Here at your feet, I sit with you, 

While Martha clatters in my brain 

Muttering her list of things to do 

Saying I’m self-deluded, vain. 

 

Is simply being here enough? 

Its hard to filter out her din. 

The path of fait is surely tough, 

I ought to put some effort in. 

 

I’m all worn out with trying hard 

I’ve come aside to rest awhile 

Duty and fear I’ll disregard 

I’ll sit and sunbathe in your smile. 

 

What happens no is up to you: 

I choose to be, and let you do. 

 

(Mary Lean, Extravagant love, poems) 

  



 

The Prayer of the Examen 
 

 

 
 


