MY SOUL PROCLAIMS THE GREATNESS OF THE LORD
The hungry he has filled with good things
Hunger and thirst are two main needs of man. Without water and without bread, our body consume its vital energies and dies. One may even resist some weeks without bread. Without water, after some days, one is already in death. The same law is true for our soul. It must be nourished with God, who is its bread and its water. God gives Himself to man with grace and truth, Word and sacraments. He gives Himself personally to man with every other gift of knowledge, wisdom, prudence.  With God who comes into us, also all his divine and eternal good things come. Nothing lacks to man anymore. He has everything, for he has his God who is Everything for him. However, man must not feel satisfied with God, for God wants man never to feel satisfied with Him. This is why he is called to always hunger and thirst. He must be perennially thirsty for his God and hungry for his Lord. Here is how the Psalm proclaims this hunger and this thirst for God: “As the deer pants for streams of water, so my soul pants for you, my God. My soul thirsts for God, for the living God. When can I go and meet with God? My tears have been my food day and night, while people say to me all day long, “Where is your God?” Why, my soul, are you downcast? Why so disturbed within me? Put your hope in God, for I will yet praise him, my Savior and my God. (Cf Psal 42 (41) 1-12).  And also:  “You, God, are my God, earnestly I seek you; I thirst for you, my whole being longs for you, in a dry and parched land where there is no water. I have seen you in the sanctuary and beheld your power and your glory. Because your love is better than life, my lips will glorify you. I will praise you as long as I live, and in your name I will lift up my hands. I will be fully satisfied as with the richest of foods; with singing lips my mouth will praise you. On my bed I remember you; I think of you through the watches of the night. Because you are my help, I sing in the shadow of your wings. I cling to you; your right hand upholds me.”  (Cf Psal 63 (62) 1-12). 
Every man must thirst for God as the bridegroom is thirsty for the bride and the bride for the bridegroom. Thus is this thirst manifested and revealed in the Song of the Song : “I am a flower of Sharon, a lily of the valley. As a lily among thorns, so is my beloved among women. As an apple tree among the trees of the woods, so is my lover among men. I delight to rest in his shadow, and his fruit is sweet to my mouth. He brings me into the banquet hall and his emblem over me is love. Strengthen me with raisin cakes, refresh me with apples, for I am faint with love. His left hand is under my head and his right arm embraces me. I adjure you, daughters of Jerusalem, by the gazelles and hinds of the field, do not arouse, do not stir up love before its own time. Hark! my lover-here he comes springing across the mountains, leaping across the hills. My lover is like a gazelle or a young stag. Here he stands behind our wall, gazing through the windows, peering through the lattices. My lover speaks; he says to me, "Arise, my beloved, my beautiful one, and come! "For see, the winter is past, the rains are over and gone. The flowers appear on the earth, the time of pruning the vines has come, and the song of the dove is heard in our land. The fig tree puts forth its figs, and the vines, in bloom, give forth fragrance. Arise, my beloved, my beautiful one, and come! "O my dove in the clefts of the rock, in the secret recesses of the cliff, let me see you, let me hear your voice, For your voice is sweet, and you are lovely." Catch us the foxes, the little foxes that damage the vineyards; for our vineyards are in bloom! My lover belongs to me and I to him; he browses among the lilies. Until the day breathes cool and the shadows lengthen, roam, my lover, Like a gazelle or a young stag upon the mountains of Bether. (Sg 2,1-17). 
On my bed at night I sought him whom my heart loves - I sought him but I did not find him. I will rise then and go about the city; in the streets and crossings I will seek Him whom my heart loves. I sought him but I did not find him. The watchmen came upon me as they made their rounds of the city: Have you seen him whom my heart loves? I had hardly left them when I found him whom my heart loves. I took hold of him and would not let him go till I should bring him to the home of my mother, to the room of my parent. I adjure you, daughters of Jerusalem, by the gazelles and hinds of the field, Do not arouse, do not stir up love before its own time. What is this coming up from the desert, like a column of smoke Laden with myrrh, with frankincense, and with the perfume of every exotic dust? Ah, it is the litter of Solomon; sixty valiant men surround it, of the valiant men of Israel: All of them expert with the sword, skilled in battle, Each with his sword at his side against danger in the watches of the night. King Solomon made himself a carriage of wood from Lebanon. He made its columns of silver, its roof of gold, Its seat of purple cloth, its framework inlaid with ivory. Daughters of Jerusalem, come forth and look upon King Solomon In the crown with which his mother has crowned him on the day of his marriage, on the day of the joy of his heart. (Sg 3,1-11). 
Ah, you are beautiful, my beloved, ah, you are beautiful! Your eyes are doves behind your veil. Your hair is like a flock of goats streaming down the mountains of Gilead. Your teeth are like a flock of ewes to be shorn, which come up from the washing, All of them big with twins, none of them thin and barren. Your lips are like a scarlet strand; your mouth is lovely. Your cheek is like a half-pomegranate behind your veil. Your neck is like David's tower girt with battlements; A thousand bucklers hang upon it, all the shields of valiant men. Your breasts are like twin fawns, the young of a gazelle that browse among the lilies. Until the day breathes cool and the shadows lengthen, I will go to the mountain of myrrh, to the hill of incense. You are all-beautiful, my beloved, and there is no blemish in you. Come from Lebanon, my bride, come from Lebanon, come! Descend from the top of Amana, from the top of Senir and Hermon, From the haunts of lions, from the leopards' mountains. You have ravished my heart, my sister, my bride; you have ravished my heart with one glance of your eyes, with one bead of your necklace. How beautiful is your love, my sister, my bride, how much more delightful is your love than wine, and the fragrance of your ointments than all spices! Your lips drip honey, my bride, sweetmeats and milk are under your tongue; And the fragrance of your garments is the fragrance of Lebanon. You are an enclosed garden, my sister, my bride, an enclosed garden, a fountain sealed. You are a park that puts forth pomegranates, with all choice fruits; Nard and saffron, calamus and cinnamon, with all kinds of incense; Myrrh and aloes, with all the finest spices. You are a garden fountain, a well of water flowing fresh from Lebanon. Arise, north wind! Come, south wind! blow upon my garden that its perfumes may spread abroad. Let my lover come to his garden and eat its choice fruits. (Sg 4,1-16). 
I have come to my garden, my sister, my bride; I gather my myrrh and my spices, I eat my honey and my sweetmeats, I drink my wine and my milk. Eat, friends; drink! Drink freely of love! I was sleeping, but my heart kept vigil; I heard my lover knocking: "Open to me, my sister, my beloved, my dove, my perfect one! For my head is wet with dew, my locks with the moisture of the night." I have taken off my robe, am I then to put it on? I have bathed my feet, am I then to soil them? My lover put his hand through the opening; my heart trembled within me, and I grew faint when he spoke. I rose to open to my lover, with my hands dripping myrrh: With my fingers dripping choice myrrh upon the fittings of the lock. I opened to my lover - but my lover had departed, gone. I sought him but I did not find him; I called to him but he did not answer me. The watchmen came upon me as they made their rounds of the city; They struck me, and wounded me, and took my mantle from me, the guardians of the walls. I adjure you, daughters of Jerusalem, if you find my lover - What shall you tell him?- that I am faint with love.  How does your lover differ from any other, O most beautiful among women? How does your lover differ from any other, that you adjure us so? My lover is radiant and ruddy; he stands out among thousands. His head is pure gold; his locks are palm fronds, black as the raven. His eyes are like doves Beside running waters, His teeth would seem bathed in milk, and are set like jewels. His cheeks are like beds of spice with ripening aromatic herbs. His lips are red blossoms; they drip choice myrrh. His arms are rods of gold adorned with chrysolites. His body is a work of ivory covered with sapphires. His legs are columns of marble resting on golden bases. His stature is like the trees on Lebanon, imposing as the cedars. His mouth is sweetness itself; he is all delight. Such is my lover, and such my friend, O daughters of Jerusalem. (Sg 5,1-16). 
Where has your lover gone, O most beautiful among women? Where has your lover gone that we may seek him with you? My lover has come down to his garden, to the beds of spice, To browse in the garden and to gather lilies. My lover belongs to me and I to him; he browses among the lilies. You are as beautiful as Tirzah, my beloved, as lovely as Jerusalem, as awe-inspiring as bannered troops. Turn your eyes from me, for they torment me. Your hair is like a flock of goats streaming down from Gilead. Your teeth are like a flock of ewes which come up from the washing, All of them big with twins, none of them thin and barren. Your cheek is like a half-pomegranate behind your veil. There are sixty queens, eighty concubines, and maidens without number - One alone is my dove, my perfect one, her mother's chosen, the dear one of her parent. The daughters saw her and declared her fortunate, the queens and concubines, and they sang her praises; Who is this that comes forth like the dawn, as beautiful as the moon, as resplendent as the sun, as awe-inspiring as bannered troops? I came down to the nut garden to look at the fresh growth of the valley, To see if the vines were in bloom. if the pomegranates had blossomed. Before I knew it, my heart had made me the blessed one of my kinswomen. (Sg 6,1-12) 
Magdalene is thirst for Jesus in her heart. She does not stop seeking until she finds Jesus the Lord: “On the first day of the week, Mary of Magdala came to the tomb early in the morning, while it was still dark, and saw the stone removed from the tomb. So she ran and went to Simon Peter and to the other disciple whom Jesus loved, and told them, "They have taken the Lord from the tomb, and we don't know where they put him." So Peter and the other disciple went out and came to the tomb. They both ran, but the other disciple ran faster than Peter and arrived at the tomb first; he bent down and saw the burial cloths there, but did not go in. When Simon Peter arrived after him, he went into the tomb and saw the burial cloths there, and the cloth that had covered his head, not with the burial cloths but rolled up in a separate place. Then the other disciple also went in, the one who had arrived at the tomb first, and he saw and believed. For they did not yet understand the scripture that he had to rise from the dead. Then the disciples returned home. But Mary stayed outside the tomb weeping. And as she wept, she bent over into the tomb and saw two angels in white sitting there, one at the head and one at the feet where the body of Jesus had been. And they said to her, "Woman, why are you weeping?" She said to them, "They have taken my Lord, and I don't know where they laid him." When she had said this, she turned around and saw Jesus there, but did not know it was Jesus. Jesus said to her, "Woman, why are you weeping? Whom are you looking for?" She thought it was the gardener and said to him, "Sir, if you carried him away, tell me where you laid him, and I will take him." Jesus said to her, "Mary!" She turned and said to him in Hebrew, "Rabbouni," which means Teacher. Jesus said to her, "Stop holding on to me, for I have not yet ascended to the Father. But go to my brothers and tell them, 'I am going to my Father and your Father, to my God and your God.'" Mary of Magdala went and announced to the disciples, "I have seen the Lord," and what he told her.” (Jn 20,1-18).  Mary of Magdala lives quenching her thirst for Christ Jesus.
In the Gospel we find two beatitudes about the hunger and thirst for God: “Blessed are they who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they will be satisfied.” (Mt 5,6). “Blessed are you who are now hungry, for you will be satisfied. Blessed are you who are now weeping, for you will laugh.” (Lk 6,21). There is also the explicit invitation of Jesus to approach Him and quench thirst: “On the last and greatest day of the feast, Jesus stood up and exclaimed, "Let anyone who thirsts come to me and drink. Whoever believes in me, as scripture says: 'Rivers of living water will flow from within him.'" He said this in reference to the Spirit that those who came to believe in him were to receive. There was, of course, no Spirit yet, because Jesus had not yet been glorified.” (Jn 7,37-39). Jesus thirsts for his Father on the cross: “After this, aware that everything was now finished, in order that the scripture might be fulfilled, Jesus said, "I thirst." (Jn 19,28). In Paradise we will eternally be satisfied enjoying our God in whom we will be immersed. "They are accomplished. I (am) the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end. To the thirsty I will give a gift from the spring of life-giving water.” (Rev 21, 6). “The Spirit and the bride say, "Come." Let the hearer say, "Come." Let the one who thirsts come forward, and the one who wants it receive the gift of life-giving water.” (Rev 22, 17). 
What does the Virgin Mary actually proclaim in this hymn of praise in honour of her God? Her God, if He becomes our God, too, will satisfy us, he will nourish us giving us his own life to eat. He will quench our thirst with his blood. He will nourish us with his body. He will fill us with every divine, supernatural, heavenly gift. He will be the eternal tree of life and we will enjoy perennial satiety. We will never feel hungry and we will never feel thirsty, on one condition: that we are always hungry and thirsty for Him, for his truth, for his Word, for his Gospel, for his grace, for every other divine gift. Hunger and thirst for God must never be faded in us. Every day they must be more imperious. The desire for Him must consume us. He must always be sought. The pursuit of God must be the purpose and the goal of our existence. Only for a few seconds does God let Himself be found by us. They, He disappears again, for we may seek Him again and we may find Him again. Becoming used to God is already falling into the idolatry of the thought or of the image. A God that one no longer seeks is never the true God, for the true God is endless and will never be acknowledged, caught totally by our heart and by our mind. God is not a thing. God is the Eternal Immensity. He is the Divine Infinite. He is the Reality without space, without limit, without time. How can one contain such a great Eternal and Divine Reality in our mind or in our heart? Here is why we must always hunger and thirst for Him, for He is beyond, infinitively beyond everything that He has already given to us. He is beyond his grace, beyond his Word, beyond his gifts, for He is beyond our capacity of body and of spirit, of soul and of mind. God is what man can never say to be satisfied with. Not even eternity is enough to be satisfied with God. If eternity satisfied us with Him, it would be an eternal boredom. It would not be eternal life. Instead, it is eternal life for it is perennial enjoyment of God without ever be fulfilled and ever be altered.  
Lazarus’s sister, Mary, is never tired of listening to Jesus. She is hungry and thirsty for his Word. In the Word of Christ Jesus, the heart of Christ is revealed and given and in the heart of Christ the heart of the Father is revealed and given. In the heart of the Father is the heart of the Holy Spirit who is manifested to us: “As they continued their journey he entered a village where a woman whose name was Martha welcomed him. She had a sister named Mary (who) sat beside the Lord at his feet listening to him speak. Martha, burdened with much serving, came to him and said, "Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me by myself to do the serving? Tell her to help me." The Lord said to her in reply, "Martha, Martha, you are anxious and worried about many things. There is need of only one thing. Mary has chosen the better part and it will not be taken from her." (Lk 10,38.42). Today we must confess that many disciples of Jesus no longer hunger and thirst for Christ Jesus. We must also admit that today the world wants to eliminate Jesus the Lord even from the books of history. Not even does one no longer desire Him as a character belonging to history. One wants Him to be reduced to pure thought, to an idea of some men of the past. If He is a simple idea, a simple idea is also the living and true God who is the Father of the Lord our Jesus Christ. Then, man can live as he pleases. There are no bounds with eternity, neither with the eternity of the past, nor with the eternity of the present and nor with the eternity of the future. One lives the moment in pride and in concupiscence of the eyes and of the flesh and everything ends up in dust and ash. We are beyond the prophecy of Amos: “Yes, days are coming, says the Lord GOD, when I will send famine upon the land: Not a famine of bread, or thirst for water, but for hearing the word of the LORD. Then shall they wander from sea to sea and rove from the north to the east In search of the word of the LORD, but they shall not find it.”  (Am 8,11-12). We are beyond because today we do not thirst for the living and true God. Virgin Mary, Mother of the living and true God, Angels and Saints, give us this thirst and this hunger. Do not allow that we may never say to be satisfied with our God and Lord.  05 March 2023
