The question 

 “How strong is my Faith?”

Often I think of Mary. She is the answer to this question, with her quiet and humble presence, with her heart opened to the love and will of the Lord. She is the answer; she is my example. “Lord, do onto me,” with her quiet tears at the foot of the cross.  Standing there, she took the pain of His death, knowing it was meant for our salvation. She is Faith.

 Most of my life I’ve juggled with this question, “How strong is my faith? Do I have enough to continue, Lord? I thought at times I had lots of faith; other times I felt it wasn’t enough.  Just as in the dreams of Don Bosco, recently I was led by the hand of Mary, as an observer of my own actions, and saw the power of her presence in my life and, most of all, the power of my FAITH!

This year, on a hot August Sunday, I realized my faith was strong; that God entrusted me with this gift of believing.

As my dear Uncle was slowly dying, I was called to witness the strength of faith and prayers. “Why me, Lord?” I asked, and remembered what someone said to me, “There are no coincidences in this life, just a planned path for each of us to follow.” I knew this path was mine. 

The moment of death is sometimes sudden. We’re not ready, we’re surprised, but the Lord is there and we must have faith. Other times, dying brings agony, suffering, and days of doubt. Reflecting on my uncle’s dying, I remember thinking, “Why now? We still had so much to tell him, we had so much more to share with him.” 

 It was meant to be— God planned for this gentle, strong man to touch our lives, to teach us to be just who we are. In His plan, God had him walking just this far. Far enough, to give his sons a legacy of love and faith to share with their children. Far enough to be in our lives teaching us love, laughter, and much more.  It was hard to see him suffer; it was harder to see him go. I walked this path before, my mother, my own son. How much more could I take, how strong was my faith? 

That morning, silent prayers strengthened in my mind; soon my lips were speaking the prayers of my heart. I felt Mary’s presence, telling me it was okay. She would help me with the pain. She knew; she was quietly there. Without thinking, I was leading the Rosary. I was praying for all of us, and she was there to help. Soon the room, filled with family, began to pray with me. It was time; we were letting him know he had our prayers. He was being born to a new life. 

Don’t worry Uncle Joe, your walk has ended. We are okay, we are strong.

The question was answered.
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