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“I felt a silent separation from everything that I’d been related to before so that I could enter, alone, into the immensity of the One that I possessed for the first time....At the moment when I received Jesus Christ, it was as if all that I had seen on earth -- even my mother -- was no more than a passing shadow.  It seemed to me that my eyes were closing on all that I had known so that they could open on the One who alone was my “all.”  Lost in my God, my soul forgot all the rest….
(1841, Notes Intimes, No. 178)

Christmas 1829:  Twelve year old Marie Eugenie makes her first communion in the church of Saint Segolene in Metz.  She has barely been prepared for it, but for her it becomes a very strong spiritual, even mystical, experience.

Such intense experiences are quite rare – the comings and goings of God in our lives are more often like a “gentle breeze.”  And yet, from time to time, we do have the certitude that “It is the Lord!” 

How would it be if today I remembered some of those moments when God touched me, those moments that are like a light for my path?
