[image: image1.wmf]  SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1       

[image: image2.png]





The Example of Prayer

Jesus’ problem with the Pharisees was their being long on teaching and rather short on example.  They teach, but they don’t practice.  So, do what they tell you and don’t do what they do.  Jesus offers both teaching and example.  He tells us about prayer and that we should pray always and not lose hope.  

He gave us the Lord’s Prayer as a model to pray.  But then, He offers Himself as a model of prayer.  We see Him at many points in His ministry spending entire nights in prayer after a day of busy activity among the people teaching and healing and so on.  

It was Jesus’ own example of prayer that led his disciples to ask Him:  “Lord, teach us to pray.”      

-Fr. Philip, O.S.B.

 

         What Time Is It?

“What time is it?”  In Spanish, we ask “¿Qué hora es?”  “What is the hour?”  In Advent, the hour is now.  In Advent, the hour begins today.  In Advent, time is not measurable.  In Advent, it is impossible to look at our watches and say, now!  In Advent, all time belongs to God! 
What is the hour?  It is the hour to expect God to come into our lives.  But God will not come as we expect him.  God will come to us when we least expect it.  We are very much like the Israelites who expect God to come like this:  Oh, that you would rend the heavens and come down, with the mountains quaking before you, while you wrought awesome deeds we could not hope for, such as they had not heard of from of old.  Now some of us may experience the quaking presence of God with spectacular experiences.  Some of us may see visions and others among us may witness great miracles.  But for the most part, God does work very quietly and naturally within the human order.  However, what we perceive as God’s absence does not excuse us for doing wrong.  It is now the hour to stop using age as an excuse.  It is now the hour to stop using our aches and pains as reasons to be crabby.  It is now the hour to stop feeling sorry for ourselves because a family member did not call on Thanksgiving Day!  
What is the hour?  It is the hour for us to wait for the return of Jesus Christ.  And as we wait…it is time to do good…to do justice…to do the right thing.  It is the hour to pray this prayer to God:  Would that you might meet us doing right, that we were mindful of you in our ways!

Unless we are bed-ridden and breathing our last, it is still time to do justice here at this place we live in the Benedictine tradition.  Justice, according to the bible, means that we give to the other his or her due.  And when Jesus returns to take us, will he find us doing justice?  This is not a rhetorical question.  It is a question of salvation.  And the answer lies in an attitude check.  As we wait for the slow elevators…what feelings rumble inside our minds and bodies?  When someone rubs us the wrong way day in and day out, what schemes do we plot?  Are we friendlier to an outsider than to someone we live with here at the Villa and the Monastery?  Do we constantly play that broken record of age and aches so that we can continue an attitude of anger and existential angst?  Or how about this scenario- am I that bully in the house bulldozing everyone who gets in my way because I really think that no one knows more than I?  

We often refuse to get dirty about doing good, but we are so good at throwing dirt.  My brothers and sisters, the prophet Isaiah is correct when he says that we are all sinners.  Our deeds in God’s sight are like polluted rags.  We have good intentions but they often fall flat.  We get lethargic…we are slothful.  Take it from someone who wrote the book on sloth!

Thank God then for Advent, because now is the hour!  Now is the hour of hope!  And hope is found in God’s attitude about his creation.  Again in Isaiah’s prayer we hear about the wonderful image of how God works with us.  God’s attitude toward us is like a potter. Isaiah says, O LORD, you are our father; we are the clay and you the potter: we are all the work of your hands.  Think of it- God sits down at the wheel of creation.  God takes us into his hands and plops us on the wheel.  Some of us would like to just stay plopped.  Others want to get moving and get busy.  Then there are others who do not cooperate.  God plops us on the wheel and begins to form us.  Big, short, tall, stout…God spins and moves and works with us until we are formed into living breathing spirit-filled human beings.

What is the hour?  Now is the hour for that attitude change.  Now is the hour--spin and spin and spin until God finishes forming us into a new piece of creation. One day Christ will return to get us and we need to be ready.  Remember that St. Mark’s community underwent great persecution as a Christian community.  Whenever they gathered for the Eucharist, they committed a crime against the state.  So the head of the house churches often posted people in strategic places so that they could warn the community against spies and soldiers.  In the same way, now is the hour to watch our attitudes, to watch and make sure we rid ourselves of snippy comments and snide remarks.  Take it from someone who authored volumes on a wrong attitude!

So, “¿Qué hora es?”  “What is the hour?”  On this first Sunday of Advent, it is the hour for the Eucharist.  In ancient times, every vigil for Sunday, the Christian community would gather and pray and wait for the return of the Christ.  And when Jesus Christ did not return in his glorified body, they would stand and pray the Eucharist.  Now is the hour for the Christ to find us doing right…it is Advent time…and if God does return for us today…then we continue to pray the Eucharist and do good!
-Fr. Becket, OSB

Br.  
In Memoriam

Very Rev. Prior Alban Hrebic, OSB REST IN PEACE

“Hey, gents, I got a 5-minute job for you; just 5 minutes!”  Innumerable times we then younger monks responded to that famous call of Fr. Alban, and most of the time, found the “5-minute” job lasted 2 hours and involved heavy work, but we just laughed at the incongruity and worked with Alban, and during the whole time he joked and teased and we loved spending the time with a dynamic and talented friend and leader.  Alban was an inspiring leader, who made you eager to out-do your previous performance.  He could get people to work on tasks or sing a solo part of such a nature, that for anyone else you would free in the other direction.   He had a charm, a smile, a talent, a dedication that would give you the courage to strive for new things, and a teasing manner (never cruel) that made you attempt any difficulty: “Hey, don’t stand there with your teeth in your mouths—project!”  “Good job, gents, now sing it the way I wrote it!”  It was fun and he developed an esprit-de-corps that bound our generation in trusting friendships that proved beneficial to the community, the church, and our personal growth.

Father Alban Hrebic, OSB priest/monk of Saint  Procopius Abbey, and last Prior at the Chiayi Priory, Taiwan, was born Charles Hrebic on October 14, 1926, of Slovak descent (and he enjoyed being a man of Slovak common sense), in Chicago, Illinois.  He graduated from St. Procopius Academy, Lisle in 1944, entered the novitiate, and professed vows on June 12, 1945.  He was ordained to the priesthood of May 22, 1952.  Father Alban received a master’s degree in music in 1954 from the Chicago Conservatory of Music.

In the ensuing years, Father Alban taught at the college, developed a chorus and orchestra, which included local talent, and directed numerous musicals.  He composed The Paschal Symphony, based on the Gregorian Easter Sequence, Victimae Paschali Laudes, which premiered in the St. Procopius Abbey Church.  He also composed the Oratorio Light for the Darkness, which he directed at Chicago’s Orchestra Hall (a record was produced).  Both these works were greeted with acclaim by the musical world.

After Vatican II, Father Alban embarked on a revision of  the  Divine  Office, the  first  with  John R. Mareck, 
and the second with myself, as editor.  Father Alban was the first post-Vatican II composer who wrote individual settings for each psalm, depending  on the text, the emotion to be conveyed, and the history of the psalm in the Old Testament.  This unique approach brought praise from America magazine, listing Father Alban as one of the leading four liturgical musicians in the country.

In Father Alban’s own words from the Introduction to the Office Books, “The psalms were composed by men who were trying to express the very depth of their souls in praise, thanksgiving and petition. ….Music…must enhance the emotionality of each psalm so that there would be a deeper and fuller appreciation both by the listener as well as the performer….thus, in this new Book of Psalms, each psalm is interpreted according to its own structure, type, liturgical or historical value and emotional content.  Important textual portions of a psalm have been structured musically by a variety of means; a) change of tonality…b) harmonic passages to be sung by a special Schola… c) shifting from text to strict or regular rhythm…d) solo passages as the text demands and all of this possibly with one psalm.”

The major portion of the office was composed by Father Alban.  His students:  Br. Guy Jelinek, Br.Charles Hlava, and Br. Augustine Mallak completed the liturgical work in their own creative compositions.

The Sunday Mass drew hundreds of people—the Christmas Midnight Mass about 1,100, and there was Alban humorously directing the installation of the organ (like a gigantic jigsaw puzzle), straining with us to move pews, helping us print and collate the music (often the night before—Br. Guy and myself spent the night before our professions in a vigil of the sacred texts and music that could be used the next day), and then truly praying the music as we sung it.

Memories of Alban abound---moving pianos, constructing a harpsichord, clearing out storerooms, building shacks, refreshing our strength with pizza, as he laughingly described new projects.

He was a whirlwind of energy and his college students are intensely loyal to his memory.  He brought out their talents, helped them draw on their confidence and courage, inspired them to be successes and made them truly experience the Benedictine motto “Pray and Work”. This was all part of Alban’s monastic witness and apostolic work -- education and inspiration.  His former students are still loyal to the university, loyal to liturgical music, and loyal to the abbey. Alban was loved, and it never made him egotistical.  His talents were for the benefit of others.

After receiving an honorary doctorate, he felt a missionary calling and became Prior at Chiayi from 1978 to his end.  On Taiwan he composed music, taught at Fu Jen University, assisted the hospital Sisters of Our Lady of China, and became loved by hundreds of non-Christians who joined his orchestra and chorus.  Father Alban died peacefully on September 10, 2009 as the Sisters of China sang sacred songs around his bed-side.  Abbot Dismas conducted his burial there.  The abbey had a requiem mass for him, using his music.

After 1990 the composition of the abbey community found it difficult to continue his psalm-music in the office.  His music is still used at Mass.  The use of official liturgical texts at the Abbey today is due to the teaching of Alban.  It was due to Alban that Latin Gregorian Chant has continued in use at the Abbey, and Br. Augustine’s formation of the Abbey Schola was a consolation for Alban in his final years.  Br. Guy and Br. Charles sing the moving Improperia (Reproaches) during the Veneration of the Cross on Good Friday.  Still on his music is his signature, the date, the time, and “Deo Gratias, Alban Hrebic, OSB.”

I will value all the time I spent with Alban on the liturgy, we will remember him with love.  And, I do not doubt that at this moment he is saying, “Hey you Cherubim gents, don’t stand there with your wings flapping, harmonize with the Seraphim that Revelation Canticle!”  Alban has passed now to the Celestial Music of the Spheres.
-Fr. Julian, OSB

Ready? Set? Stretch!

As I reflected on this Christmas piece, I decided to play roving reporter.  I asked some friends:  How has God taken flesh in your lives.  How does God speak to you?  One person said:  God speaks to me through my son, through my wife, the weather and my guardian angel.  Another remarked:  God is incarnate through movies and television shows that I watch.  I find God's voice through the films' stories, characters, settings, sights and sounds, and experiences.  A third person said that she hears God in Mother Nature:  Sunrise, sunset, spring, fall, waterfalls, beaches, and, ah yes, mountains!  Finally, someone sent me a note, someone who loves the Chicago Bears, someone who plays lots of sports.  He said that God speaks to him through blocked punts and coin flips bouncing off of Urlacher's helmet! 

A long time ago, God spoke to  human beings in partial 
and varied ways.  Now God speaks to us through his Son, Our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  But how does God do this?  Do we go into our rooms, close our doors, close our eyes and hope that God will speak to us.  We can.  God will certainly speak to us.  Do we go out into the streets and preach good words hoping that God will speak to us?  We can.  God will certainly speak to us.  Do we volunteer on behalf of the poor and the hungry hoping to hear the voice of God?  We can.  And God will speak to us.  But the best way God will speak to us is through other people.

The Word became flesh and pitched his tent among us.  In plain English, God became one of us.  In Bethlehem thousands of years ago, the Almighty Word of God and Pure Reason and Wisdom entered the womb of the Virgin Mary.  And God walked among us.  God visited his people.  God performed mighty deeds.  God preached love and peace and compassion.  And what did we do?  Well, for one thing, we killed him.  God became human, pitched his tent among us and one by one we pulled up the tent pegs and told God to find someplace else to live.  Does God live in a warring world?  Does God pitch a tent among the rich who rob people of their pensions and their retirement savings?  Is it possible to find God made flesh in countries that oppress and starve their own people?  Of course God can be found in those places, but the noise of our sin drowns out the glory of grace!  

My friends, if there is one thing we learn this Christmas Day, may it be that God continues to speak to us.  The best and highest form of conversation that God will have with us is through other people.  To illustrate:  My favorite Uncle Paul died in March, 1997, and the Irish side of the family fell apart.  One side of the family blamed the other for not calling more, for not enough support, for not caring.  And for the last seven years I lost contact with my godmother and favorite Aunt Dolores.  There was not a day that I did not pray for her and the family.  And then it happened.  God took on flesh.  Three weeks ago, I received a letter from my godmother and favorite Aunt Dolores.  And in this card I heard God calling us to reconciliation.  Written response aside, I called my aunt only to hear her jump at the prospect of lunch.  I drove to the south suburbs to pick her up.  “What happened to us?, “She asked. “What happened between us?” And I responded, “Uncle Paul died and we went into mourning.  Death does funny things to human beings.  And instead of supporting each other we mourned in our own little worlds.”  I told her, “Aunt Dolores, from this day forward, let’s start over.”  She agreed.  When I got home, I wrote her a card and said, “As far as I care, this is Christmas Day.  Thank you.” 

This Christmas God spoke to me and I am quite sure God speaks and walks with many of you.  But there are some among us who struggle to hear to the voice of God.  God pitched a tent among us and we have trouble locating that tent.  Christmastime for some people means loneliness.  A spouse is gone.  A son or daughter is too far away, physically or psychologically.  Family members stopped talking to us.  And loneliness pervades our lives.  To me loneliness is incompletion.  In his Advent letter to his priests, Bishop Sartain spoke about loneliness.  He quoted St. Augustine about how to deal with it.  Suppose you are going to fill some holder or container, and you know you will be given a large amount.  Then you set about stretching your sack of wineskin or whatever it is.  Why?  Because you know the quantity you will have to put in it and your eyes tell you there is not enough room.  By stretching it, therefore, you increase the capacity of the sack, and this is how God deals with us.  Simply by making us wait he increases our desire, which in turn enlarges the capacity of our soul, making it able to receive what is to be given to us.”
God stretched me to embrace my Aunt Dolores.  And God will stretch me when I call my cousins today.  It is a small feat though compared to what some of you might be dealing with in your lives.  However, as Christians, incompletion or loneliness does not command us to give up.  It calls us to stretch.  If God became flesh and pitched his tent among us, then we can allow God to stretch us.  In the words of Bishop Sartain, God can stretch us forward.  God can stretch us outward.  God can stretch us inward.  God can stretch us if we allow God to take flesh within our own skin.  And we can confront loneliness when we decide to move in another direction!

In the past, God spoke to us in partial and various ways.  Now God speaks to us right where we are…here at mass ready to receive the Eucharist.  Notice that God will speak to us here in this chapel with other people even if we are lonely and needy!  Certainly, that is God made flesh!

Merry Christmas!

-Fr. Becket, OSB
…from all of us at the Abbey

Brother Guy Jelinek, O.S.B.
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PLEASE NOTE


Because of increased publication costs and postage/return fees,


REFLECTIONS, in printed/mailed form, will end with this issue.





TO CONTINUE…


receiving REFLECTIONS, check your email.





It will be sent to those who have given us an email address.  If you have not and would like to continue receiving REFLECTIONS, please send your email address to Bro. Guy or to the Abbey website:





www.procopius.org�


If you would like to be removed from our email list, just let us know.  As always, your comments are appreciated.


Thank you.











Don’t forget to email us your address.








