A Marian Church:

In the In-between Time

Hello.  This is Father Edwin Keel.  I am a Marist priest and the Promoter for the Marist Way.  This is the twenty-second in our series of talks on Marist spirituality.

We are meditating on a poem by Marist Father François Marc entitled “A Marian Church.”  In this talk I would like to comment on the tenth and eleventh stanzas of the poem, which read:

True, we are still in the ‘in-between time,’

the time of human history.

And what a sad history it is!

Yet, every evening, at the end of evensong,

the church sings the Magnificat.

For the church knows where her joy resides.

And look:

God has not found our world uninhabitable;

he has not found uninhabitable the wounds of the world,

the violence of the world, the wickedness of the world.

Precisely there is where he meets us.

And there, on the cross, we have seen it…

mercy,
the open heart of our God.

We are in the in-between time.  It is a time of “already” but also “not yet.”  The Messiah has come, he has died and risen, and we already have within us the seed of eternal life.  But the Messiah has not yet come in glory when he will raise us up and “make our bodies like his own in glory.”  The Kingdom has come into the world in Jesus.  As he tells us in the Gospel of Luke, the Kingdom is already among us and within us.  But we do not yet experience its full flowering.
Our poet goes on to observe that every evening, as part of evening prayer in its Liturgy of the Hours, the Church sings Mary’s song, the Magnificat, because, he says, “the church knows where her joy resides.”  Mary knew, and the Church learns from her, that our true joy is found only in God.  Only God can satisfy the longing of our hearts.  St. Paul tells us that the Spirit prays within us with sighs too deep for words.  Mary was in touch with those sighs of the Spirit.  She experienced her soul, her spirit, caught up in the joy of the Holy Spirit as she reflected on what God had done for her and was doing for His people.
So yes, while the Kingdom has come in Jesus, we yet inhabit a world that has not submitted to the Kingdom.  We still find ourselves in a wounding world of violence and wickedness.  Yet we sing the Magnificat, we sing of our joy in the Lord.  Because Faith tells us that, contrary to appearances, God is confusing the arrogant and putting down the mighty while lifting up the lowly; he is feeding the hungry while sending the rich away empty; and he comes to the aid of his faithful people.  And Hope tells us that God is ever faithful to his promises, and the Day of the Lord will come with vindication for God’s faithful people, for the Anawim, the poor people of God, those whose trust is in the Lord their God.

And the touchstone of our Faith, the reason for our Hope, is, as our poet tells us, that God has not found our world uninhabitable.  No, our God has come to dwell among us.  He comes to meet us in the midst of this very world of violence and wickedness.  In the midst of our woundedness we find Him, on the Cross, wounded for us, wounded by us, and it is by his very wounds that we are healed.  Far from taking vengeance on us for our sins, our God has opened His heart to us, he has poured out his love upon us.  In the Cross of Christ we have found mercy, undreamed of, unearned, in such abundance that it washes away even the worst of our sins.
We are God’s people.  But we are also aware of our sin.  Especially during Lent we look deep within ourselves to discover the roots of our infidelities, and to do penance for our transgressions.  But we do this not in a spirit of despair; we do it within that environment of mercy that is the heart of our loving God.

So even in this most sorrowing of seasons, the Marian Church, the Church imbued with the spirit of Mary and her Magnificat, cannot but praise her God daily with joy and thanksgiving.  This is Mary’s way.  This is the Marist Way.

