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Preface

These pages, treating in a simple meditative manner of the suBerings 
of our Slessed yaviour, have alread  appeared in.The Messenger of the 
Sacred Heartw The  are nob puLlished in permanent form bith the 
hope of increasing a love for the yacred Passionw ypiritual briters tell 
us that the ordinar  food of the fervent soul is a devotion to our 'ord;s 
suBerings" bhile the author of FThe Collobing of HhristF sa s that 
there are more lovers of our 'ord in Mis glor  on Iount ThaLor 
than in Mis agon  and humiliation on Iount Halvar w kn an  case 
be can rest assured that in moments of pain and anguish, and trul  
there are man  such in all lives, nothing can Le more helpful, nothing 
more consoling, than to Jnob and rememLer that our Slessed Iaster 
endured pain and sorrob for our saJe" and that pain and sorrob 
Lravel  and patientl  Lorne maJe us more and more liJe unto Mimw

I  sincere thanJs are due to m  dear friends, Cather )oseph Mw 
ymith, yw )w, and Cather )ohn HorLett, yw )w, bho revised these pages 
and sab them through the pressw

- Father John O'Rourke, S.J.
Feast of the Seven Sorrows, 1921
Kohlmann Hall, N. Y.
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From the Cenacle to Olivet

E very least detail of the Law having been carried out by our 
Blessed Saviour at the Last Supper, He washed the feet of His 

Disciples, lingering no doubt lovingly and sorrowfully over those of 
Judas; and, mindful of the promise made by the Lakeshore, He in-
stituted the Sacrament of love. When every sacred rite was over, "a 
hymn being said they went forth unto the mount of Olives." When 
the tones of that sublime act of thanskgiving had died upon their lips 
they walked out into the moonlit road, and our Saviour began His 
journey of sorrow which before set of sun on the next day was to 
end with the shedding of His Blood on Mount Calvary. There are 
some commentators who think that the prophetic warnings of our 
Lord that night were uttered on this journey from the Cenacle to 
Gethsemani, but Saint Luke seems to place these events before the 
departure from the supper chamber.
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The evening is cold and chilly, as it usually is in March in Jerusalem 
even after a comparatively warm and dry day. The Paschal moon in all 
its fulness is lighting the narrow streets through which they are silently 
passing on towards the city wall. As the Temple gates will be opened 
at midnight, the people are already astir preparing for the festival. 
Our Lord and His Apostles, moving rapidly through the streets, can 
perhaps see the lights Rickering in the porches and colonnades of 
the Temple, and hear the tramp of moving feet, which doubtless the 
Apostles attribute to the gathering of the early worshippers, the while 
our Blessed Saviour Himself knows that it is His enemies who, it may 
be under the leadership of Judas, are getting ready with the soldiers to 
go to the Garden and apprehend Him.

Their way stretched most probably through Ophel, which lies 
south of the Temple, and out through the gate in the southeastern 
angle of the wall into the valley of Josaphat. This is the last time our 
Blessed Saviour will pass through the Sacred City, the city He loved so 
well and over which but a few days previously He wept, a free Man. 
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When He enters it again, His hour will have come and He will be a 
prisoner in the hands of His bitter enemies. Willingly He is going to 
meet those who are thirsting for His death, traveling over the same 
road by which David hurried away from his ungrateful son, Absalom, 
anxious for his father:s throne and his father:s life. Where our Lord 
and His Apostles are passing David sent Sadoc back with the Ark 
saying6 "Carry back the Ark of God into the city; if I Ynd grace in 
the sight of the Lord, He will bring me again, and He will show me 
it and His tabernacle." Only an hour ago our Blessed Saviour had 
given His Body and His Blood to His Apostles, and they, together 
with their successors, were for all time to keep that Blessed Food in 
the Tabernacle for the strengthening of the children of men. This gift 
was His last gift of love, His Ynal testimony of azection before going 
forth to die at the ninth hour on the morrow.

Shortly after nine o:clock our Lord and His Apostles are probably 
walking silently in the shadow of the great city wall towards the gar-
den. It is not easy to imagine what must have been the feelings of His 
loved ones, accompanying their Master at that hour of the night. The 
stillness which hung over the valley even at the short distance from 
the city, the dark shadows of the high wall Rung out over the ravine 
and the dried brook, the stunted vegetation, the light making its way 
through the branches and moving leaves of the olive trees, the calmness 
and almost unnatural silence which reigned about them, broken only 
by the stumbling of their own footsteps, all these circumstances must 
have deeply azected the spirits of the simple Galileans.

There had that night been a solemnity about the Master such as 
they had never witnessed before. His words and His mysteries had 
touched the deepest depths of their azection, and so they followed 
Him anxiously and with a feeling of awe as He walked with bowed 
head and broken heart to the Yrst sad scene of the morrow:s tragedy. 
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About one hundred and Yfty feet from the garden our Lord turned 
and addressed His Apostles, as the Scripture tells us. He said to them6 
"Sit you here till I go yonder and pray." These words were spoken to 
eight of the eleven who were with Him; for from what follows it is clear 
that Peter, James and John accompanied the Master into the garden, 
for we read in Saint Mark6 "And He taketh Peter, James and John with 
Him."

"Pray, lest you enter into temptation," He gently and lovingly 
warned them all, as with His chosen three He separated from the 
rest. Sadly did they need to pray at that hour for the shadows of a 
great storm were fast thickening about them. They were that night 
to be tested to the breaking point. His words of warning spoken so 
shortly before must have been still ringing in their ears6 "!ou will all 
be scandali8ed in My regard this night; for it is written6 :I will strike 
the Shepherd and the sheep shall be dispersed.:" They were astonished 
indeed at the suggestion of any unfaithfulness on their part, and re-
jected the thought of even the possibility of their deserting Him. Peter, 
who was to prove the weakest, was loudest and most emphatic in his 
protests of steadfast and sincere loyalty.

Our Lord, however, had listened in mournful silence to their 
protests and their vows. But now on parting from them for the strug-
gle which was to begin, for the battle He was soon to Yght, His love 
dictated a renewal of the warning. Possibly the sounds which reached 
Him from the city, and the moving lights in the Temple porches 
suggested the injunction, "Pray lest you enter into temptation." This 
same command was to be given later to the sleeping three when they 
were visited during the long hours of the agony under the olive trees 
in Gethsemani. The warning was to go unheeded, the suggestion of 
prayer necessary for their steadfastness was to be neglected, and so 
when the hour of trial came they were found wanting. When the 
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time for loyalty arrived, they turned their backs upon Him and Red 
from Him in fear of His enemies. Those who a few hours before had 
protested that they would be true to Him, that no danger would shake 
their constancy, no temptation weaken their allegiance, these few men 
abandoned Him and left Him in the hands of those who were seeking 
His life. They had neglected to pray, and their poor weak wills gave 
way shamefully in the moment when they were put to the test.

How dizerent would be the story of our spiritual lives, if there were 
more prayer in them? The life of the soul without prayer is like the life 
of the body without food. The body without nourishment gradually 
grows weak and Ynally dies of starvation. So the soul without its 
spiritual nutriment grows inert, listless, frail, and if temptation comes 
spiritual death results. If our higher aims become blurred, if nobler 
motives no longer stir us to brave deeds, if the spiritual vision of other 
days becomes clouded and our wills feeble, if the relish for divine 
things grows poor, if meditation is distasteful and neglected and our 
attractions to the low and gross things of earth become more alluring, 
and our whole spiritual Ybre seems to relax and we are dull to lofty 
motives and to Heavenly impulses, we shall Ynd that the reason is 
because prayer and union with God are slipping out of our lives.

To use the Ygure of Holy Writ, the land of our spirit is becoming 
desolate because we do not think in our hearts, because we do not from 
time to time kneel before the Tabernacle strengthening our spiritual 
vision and energi8ing our enfeebled wills by dwelling in prayer on 
those spiritual principles and truths which are the food and nourish-
ment of the soul, and are seen so clearly and reali8ed so vividly under 
the light of the sanctuary lamp. As well try to see on a dark night 
without a light, as well try to run our trolleys without the current 
speeding through the wires, as well try to breathe and keep life in the 
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body without oxygen as to lead a prayerless spiritual life. A prayerless 
spiritual life is a contradiction in terms.

Prayer is needed not only to keep our souls alive but also to help us 
to cope with the obstacles which daily confront us and to withstand 
our enemies both within and without. Our inclinations gravitate to 
that which is low. Our vision is short-sighted, our wills are weak, the 
world and its attractions are da88ling and fascinating. What hope then 
will there be in hours of temptation, unless we prepare ourselves for 
the struggle by fortifying ourselves by fervent, habitual prayer? We 
read much nowadays about preparedness because of possible dangers 
which many imagine are not far distant, but no preparation against 
a foreign foe can be as necessary as the preparation which the soul 
must make against the temptations that continually confront it. Small 
wonder then, that our Blessed Saviour reali8ing so vividly the ap-
proach of His enemies, and knowing full well the timidity of His 
simple followers in the presence of Priests and Pharisees, small wonder 
then, I say, that He bade them pray.

Had they followed the wishes of His loving and sorrowing Heart 
how dizerent had been the story of that sad night? How dizerent, 
too, the story of the dead years of our lives had we heeded this same 
teaching of our Lord, and had we in the past prepared by fervent prayer 
against the temptations that assailed us? As it has been in the past, so 
shall it be in the future. If our days are empty, giddy, worldly, selYsh 
and comfort-seeking, with more thought of frivolity than of faith, if 
we are more freAuent at the theatre than at the altar, more concerned 
about the society of the world than about the society of the Saints, 
more solicitous about politics and even graft than about sanctifying 
grace and prayer, then we can expect that in the hour of temptation 
we shall show ourselves selYsh cowards and turn our backs upon the 
Master who died for us.
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In the Shadows of Gethsemani

"A nd taking with Him Peter and the two sons of Zebedee He 
began to grow sorrowful and to be sad." The companions 

who saw our Lord raise Jairus's daughter from her bed of death, and 
who were the spectators of His glory on Thabor were admitted more 
fully into the secrets of this awful night of sorrow. As they had seen 
Him in all the beauty of His transFgured glory on the mountain where 
"His Bace did shine as the sun," so now they were to be witnesses of 
His defeat in all the shame of His agony, when His Bace was red with 
drops of the Precious Olood.

vur Olessed SaMiour knew that His hour was come, and from that 
moment when in the Garden He allowed His three loMing companions 
but the faintest glimpse at the dark shadows of sorrow that hung oMer 
His Heart by telling them "xy soul is sorrowful eMen unto death," till 
the eCpiring cry on xount ;alMary died away on the darkened air, the 
chalice of suNering, pain and humiliation was pressed to His lips till 
the Mery dregs had been drained to the last drop. HaMing hinted at the 
storm of sorrow which was sweeping oMer His soul, He bade them 
tarry where they were and pray. Then "going a little further He fell Eat 
upon His Bace, saying xy Bather, if it be possible let this chalice pass 
from xe1 neMertheless not as I will but as Thou wilt."

0o wonder our Lord fell upon the earth and prayed. At the ninth 
hour on the morrow there was to be consummated on the cross the 
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cruciFCion of His body, but under the oliMe trees crying piteously 
"Abba Bather" there began the still more painful cruciFCion of His 
soul. He had to face alone in the shadows and the darkness of the 
Garden the deepest desolation that eMer swept oMer human spirit, the 
bitterest sorrow that eMer Eooded a human soul, the keenest grief that 
eMer racked with paroCysms of pain a hu man life. All this He had to 
endure alone, and the shadows and darkness were the only witnesses of 
His oMerwhelming agony and humiliation. There was one, only one, 
who could console Him, His own sweet, pure xother1 but she is not 
with Him under the oliMe trees, but Miews with tear?stained eyes the 
scene in Mision in the undisturbed Duiet of the silent supper chamber. 
This battle He must Fght alone. vnly once in the history of the world 
has that cry of anguish, "xy Bather, if it be possible let this chalice pass 
from me," been forced from human lips and remained unheard, and 
He who uttered it was God's beloMed Son, Eat upon His face under 
Gethsemani's oliMe trees, on the last night of His life.

zho can tell the suNerings of the Sacred Heart in His agony! 0o 
angelic mind can sound its depths, no pen or word of seer or prophet 
can describe its intensity and bitterness. His "soul was sorrowful, eMen 
unto death." ze haMe witnessed sorrows in the liMes of those we haMe 
loMed. Gladly we would haMe shed the tears and endured the anguish, 
but there has neMer been a sorrow like that of the diMine SuNerer on 
Holy Thursday night in the Garden. ze haMe stood oMer the open 
graMes of dear ones, and haMe heard the clay falling so cruelly upon 
their co3ns and we thought our hearts would break, and we felt that 
our grief was deep and that it bit sharply into our souls1 but that grief 
did not kill, its sharp edge gradually wore away, the sighs grew softer 
and less freDuent on our lips and the unbidden tears dried upon our 
cheeks1 but the sorrow, the fear and the heaMiness which that night 
hung oMer the strong, gentle soul of our Olessed SaMiour were freighted 
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with cruel murder. They came and struck His spirit blows which 
naturally ought to haMe laid that sacred body lifeless at the foot of 
xount vliMet. Think of Him who was eternal life, who was from the 
eMerlasting years, on the brink of the graMe, conDuered by death in His 
agony, had not the Bather stayed the malignant power of His enemy 
till the ninth hour of the morrow on the cross.

Although there was enough of agony and suNering and grief Eood?
ing His soul and inundating His spirit, to steal away His precious 
life before He laid it down of His own accord on Good Briday, yet 
the arm of the eMil one was held and he could not strike the death 
blow1 our Olessed SaMiour liMed on to suNer and to die at the appointed 
moment. xary was not childless that night. The Oabe of Oethlehem, 
her beauteous Ooy, her loMe, had yet another day of life. Oefore the set 
of sun on the neCt day He would be dead, bruised and mangled and 
killed, not by the cruel lashes and the nails but by the sorrow that was 
sweeping oMer Him as He whispered to His poor tired Apostles, "xy 
soul is sorrowful eMen unto death."

zere His sorrows so great that night that death would haMe been a 
relief! zas He so eChausted from the emotions which had rushed in 
upon His spirit that like a tired child falling to sleep He fain would 
haMe bowed His head upon the green sward and giMen His spirit into 
the keeping of His Bather! zould death haMe been sweet to that weary 
body and silent spirit! Possibly that sorrow?drenched soul yearned for 
the relief of death on that dreadful night. The tired eyes would not 
close, the blood?stained lips would not be dumb, the weary hands 
would not be Duiet. 0o death could come till that sacred body had 
been racked with ten thousand pains and that spirit had been crushed 
with shame and the chalice of suNering had been drained to its lowest 
and bitterest dregs on Golgotha's height.
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As He knelt in prayer "He began to fear and to grow heaMy." -mo?
tions of fear with all its alarms and shadows, desolation with all its 
disDuiet and weariness took possession of His sorrowing soul. zhen 
he Miewed the raging waMes of the Lake and heard the shrieking of its 
angry winds and the tossing of its foam?fretted billows, at His word 
the waMes fell, the sea was calm, the winds became hushed and silent as 
the Duiet of a sleeping forest on a still, calm night. 0ow when a storm 
wilder than had eMer raged on Genesareth's water swept oMer His spirit, 
no word of His was spoken to calm the angry billows that rolled in 
Duick succession and cruelly buNeted His tormented soul. Out why 
the fear, why the desolation! It must haMe been the dark, repulsiMe 
Mision of sin which frightened and depressed our Olessed SaMiour. He 
was the innocent, meek Lamb of God. His stainless human nature had 
neMer been touched by the blight of original sin. Actual sin could not 
taint that soul, purer than the driMen snow on uncharted mountains, 
whiter than unsullied foam cresting the waMes of the salt tropical sea. 
His spotless purity is beyond all words, beyond all thoughts.

The sanctity of angelic hosts and the unspeakable holiness of His 
own sweet xother are but a blemish compared to the holiness of 
the soul of our Olessed SaMiour. He the xan?God, the source of all 
sanctity, trembling in an agony of fear and depression at the sight of 
sin is the fountain and model of all purity and holiness. He was the 
only one of all the generations of men who in the fullest sense could 
challenge the world to conMict Him of sin. He hates and loathes sin 
with an inFnite hate and an inFnite loathing, yet as He kneels under 
the oliMe trees the awful, terrifying Mision of sin passes before Him, 
sei4es upon Him with cruel grip and makes Him feel as if He were, 
what He neMer could be, a liMing breathing man of sin. vh, the horror 
of the sightj
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Glancing back oMer the dead centuries, He could see as they stood 
out before His mind as clearly as the waMing branches of the oliMe trees 
in the moonlight, all the wickedness and transgressions of men. Oack 
to the rebellion of the angels on the battlements of HeaMen, and on 
through the dead years His mind traMels. He sees Adam's fall in the 
Garden and the banishment of our Frst parents from the earthly par?
adise. He sees the whole human race, through Adam's failure, infected 
with the loathsome leprosy of original sin. He watches the growth of 
wickedness and lust eating into the liMes of millions until His Bather 
repents that He has created man. All the foulness and iniDuities which 
brought on the Eood rushed by Him that night stinging His innocent 
spirit like scorpions. The pride and ambition of the wicked builders of 
Oabel s Tower moMes by only to be replaced by the reMolting Mision of 
the reMelry and iniDuities of the cities of the Plain now buried under 
the salt waters of the Uead Sea.

>nder His Mery eyes the fountains of Fre break forth, burning 
forests crackle, the Jordan and the sea hiss, and Mast clouds of hot steam 
burn the half?naked reMellers as they rush in terror in long lines before 
Him, and He sees with inFnite pain their souls dropping into hell. The 
picture of Oaltassar's feast, with its drunkenness and impurity and its 
desecration of the holy Messels of the Sacred Temple, burns itself into 
His frightened soul. The sacrilege of that hideous night reminds Him 
of the terrible sacrilege of the morrow, and of the sacrileges that will 
stain the succeeding centuries by the neglect and profanation of His 
xost Precious Olood. The hardness of heart of the children of Israel, 
and their stubbornness and ingratitude and sin in the desert for forty 
years, hang oMer His Soul more clearly than the Paschal moon hangs 
in the sky that Duiet night oMer the ill?fated Jerusalem. The sins of all 
mankind, not only in the past in all their number, kind and malice, 
but the awful sin of the morrow, and the uncounted sins of eMery yet 
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unborn age that is to liMe till the end of time, are pressed down upon 
His bent shoulders and made His own as He lies trembling with fear 
on the blood?stained grass.

He is drenched and saturated with crime. vn Him haMe been laid 
the iniDuities of us all. He recoils with horror from the impure sights 
before His eyes, the wild shouts of sin resound in His ears, its foul 
taste is upon His lips, its deadly touch is upon His Sacred Person. 
There is sin in His eyes, on His lips, on His hand. There is sin upon 
His garments. He is pressed down and oMerwhelmed with the Mision 
of sin till He feels as if He were, what He neMer could be, one great 
loathsome sin under the anger of an all holy, inFnite God. An angry 
Bather, insatiable of reparation, stands oMer the Mictim of men's sins 
and claims full restitution. InFnite sanctity and God's @ustice eCact 
the completest satisfaction. There is no time now for mercy, it is the 
moment of @ustice.

vur SaMiour looked toward the morrow and drew back with trem?
bling and fear. Oefore the moon sets behind Juda's hills He will be 
drenched with pain and humiliation, a faithless disciple will haMe im?
printed a hypocritical traitor's kiss upon His blood?stained lips. Oefore 
un@ust, @ealous and cruel tribunals He will be hauled and treated with 
scorn and contempt. Oetrayed, forsaken, bound1 He will be hurried 
before Annas ;aiaphas, Pilate, Herod and back again to Pilate. Brom 
insult to insult, from court to court, without respite, unrefreshed 
by food or sleep, His Sacred Blesh torn and mangled by whips and 
scourges, His Bace crimsoned by blood?stains from the thorny crown, 
He will totter and fall in the sight of His Olessed xother on the way 
to ;alMary. 0ailed to the cross amid the triumphant hootings of His 
enemies He will be left to die a death of shame. He knew that there 
was no capability of pain and shame which was not Duickened and 
intensiFed by cruciFCion. He knew that death by cruciFCion gathers 
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up into itself and deepens eMery agony that man can inEict and man 
endure. 0o wonder then that He shrank back and trembled with 
fear at the thought of the shame, the burning thirst, the di44iness, 
the racking torture, no wonder that He trembled in eMery limb at the 
Mision of the morrow's holocaust1 and on down into the yet unrolled 
scroll of the centuries He peered, and saw so much that told Him His 
sacriFce would be in Main, His loMe unreDuited. ;an we marMel then 
that "He began to fear and to grow heaMy"!
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The Struggle in the Darkness

O ur Lord, having said to His Apostles, "My soul is sorrowful 
even unto death," reluctantly withdrew from the sustaining 

comfort of their presence, and falling ".at on the ground He prayedP" 
bossixly He passed from the full moonlight into the deep shadows 
under the olive trees, and for a time His anqious companions could xut 
dimly see Him lying Wuietly upon the cold, damp earth, at times rising 
upon His knees with arms outstretched in supplication, the silence 
xroken ever and anon xy snatches of His prayer as He pleaded, oh so 
piteously, that the chalice might pass from HimP

!ith what emotions His loved ones must have watched that agony, 
that awful death struggle' Only a few months ago they had seen His 
face on ThaxorFs heights shining like the sun, and now that Sacred Gace 
is covered with tears and xloodP They had seen Him in all the glory of 
His triumph on the mountain of Ualilee, and now they are witnesses 
of all the shame and xitterness of His weakness and defeatP ;nder 
these strong emotions and eqhausted xy the tender feelings evoked in 
the supper chamxer, it is not surprising that sleep crept over the weary 
and sorrowful Apostles in spite of their sympathy with their suIering 
Master: and so they saw perhaps only the early stages of the agony and 
heard only the Erst words of His prayerP

On during the long hours He prayed aloneP Rn the darkness He 
cried outN "Axxa, Gather, all things are possixle to Thee, remove this 
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chalice from Me: xut not what R will, xut what Thou wiltP" How 
terrixle this prayer if He who said, alluding to this hour, "R have a 
xaptism wherewith R am to xe xaptiJed, and how am R straitened until 
it xe accomplished," must now xeg the Gather to take the chalice from 
His xlood?stained lips' bossixly the chalice, for the removal of which 
He pleaded, was that His Ylood would not xe shed till the morrow at 
the ninth hour, and He was piteously imploring His Gather to hasten 
the time of the great sacriEce when the last drop of His Ylood would 
xe poured out from His Sacred HeartP

Had He not said to 8udasN "!hat thou dost, do Wuickly"C May we 
not think that the Gather to some eqtent at least granted the reWuest 
of His loving Son, that the Gather could not resist the cry of anguish 
from those loved lips, and so to satisfy His yearning for the pains and 
humiliations of the morrow He allowed the Ylood to xurst through 
the pores of that Sacred Yody, and, saturating His garments, to dye red 
the olive leaves and green grass upon which He kneltC

Arising he stumxled out from the shadows and sought His Apos?
tles, sought them not once xut thrice during this awful period of 
suspenseP Only a short while ago He had said to themN "Stay you here 
and watch with MeP" Rt ought not to have xeen diVcult for them 
to have watched with HimP A mother will watch through the long 
night over her sick childP A friend will keep guard at the xedside of 
a sick and sleepless friend who is wearily waiting for the dawn: xut 
under the olive trees the loved Master watched alone, forsaken and 
crushed under the weight of the GatherFs angerP "R looked for one that 
would grieve together with Me, xut there was none: and for one that 
would comfort Me and R found noneP" 9et our Ylessed Saviour did not 
complain, He seems rather to have eqcused themP "The spirit indeed 
is willing xut the .esh is weakP" Overcome xy the emotions to which 




