     There is much to be thankful for    


             What about Humility?
      


     By Agnes Helsley




                   By Kathy Wilcox   

                                 In reading a book by Fr.


  In the midst of recovering from an unfortunate fall, I find myself grateful to Almighty God for his great mercy. Little Jack, my grandson, did me in. He loves to cook, imitating his mama perfectly—cracking his plastic eggs against the granite counter, shaking his pretend spices into his very own set of pots and pans. Jack is such a professional chef that he got the blue ribbon at the Barber Center for his 2008 presentation of his chosen profession. He led the Center's October 31 parade in his chef hat, checkered trousers and white jacket carrying one of his very own stainless steel pots—a very impressive sight to be sure.

   To enable this little guy to reach the countertop to cook his little frogs and other sundry recipes, a small stool had recently been placed at the end of the kitchen counter. This unsuspecting grandma, in her haste to clean up after supper one Tuesday, tripped over the little stool and landed on the unforgiving ceramic floor. The resulting pain let me know that this was a serious fall, but not wanting to be thought of as a baby incapable of enduring pain, I proceeded to sit on the floor with Jack and we read books for about forty-five minutes. Needless to say I found it extremely difficult to rise from the floor. I scooted to a chair and pulled myself up and my loving husband assisted me to the car.

   Did I go to the hospital for x-rays? Not on your life. I crawled up the three stairs into the house and with the aid of a walker went 
to my bed of pain. Sensibly, the next morning with a seeming pumpkin growing on my knee, I called 911 to transport me—no sirens, but also no crawling down stairs. What comfort! 

   The comfort sort of left after I learned I possibly had a tear in a tendon which would require surgery or I would not walk again. I also definitely had a broken knee cap which was laying in a good position so it would not require screws. With my son on the staff at Hamot Hospital I really got a lot of attention as the mother of "humorous Scott." Summation:  I was prepared for surgery, but if I was able to life up my leg after the surgeon drained the fluid from the knee, they would immobilize the knee and forego the surgery.

   The night before the procedure I was one nervous gal, so I turned to the only source of real strength—God's Word. He gave me such a promise that I slept like a baby! Here is the Word, "In peace I will both lie down and sleep, for you alone, O Lord, make me to dwell in safety" (Ps. 4:8). 

   I am wearing an immobilizer for six to eight weeks. I cannot bend my knee, but I can bear weight on the leg. There has been no earthquake in Erie, no flood or fire and we have a roof over our heads and I am getting a new upstairs bathroom! God is good, faithful and true. Let us give thanks!     ______________________
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         November 1, 2009

 Raniero Cantalamessa, Sober Intoxification of the Spirit, I came to a chapter devoted to humility. The author explains how important this quality is to spiritual growth. He uses the parable Jesus told of the guests at the dinner table who chose the highest place and were humbled by the host when they were sent to the lowest place. We should, Jesus explained, humble ourselves. But how?
It is easy to admire humility in others. My late mother, for instance, was a very strong woman, but was also very humble. Though she loved her family and others, she preferred to sit on the sidelines at social events. She loved to be the one in the kitchen, serving others so that they would enjoy the party. She never spoke about her prayer life, she felt that it was between her and God. Toward the end of her life, she literally prayed her days. She was a good example, but I always thought that it was her personality that was responsible for this special quality.

   Catalamessa explains that to humble ourselves is to have the desire to serve others with no expectation of financial rewards or personal recognition. According to Cantalamessa, "humility involves negatives like self-denial , sacrifice, renunciation of anything that is wrong in our intentions and our actions, and an abasement of ourselves before we move in the direction of others" (p. 25). Humility is then, according to the author, always a negative virtue, because it "condemns the   
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