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Mystical rose
Once we wrote: The rose among the Jews was the symbol of perfect beauty. Nothing could be added to it. It was complete, total beauty, beauty before which the eyes were delighted. Contemplating a rose was like a celestial ecstasy. When one wanted to describe the purest, most harmonious, enchanting beauty, the rose never fail. Here is how Wisdom praises it: "From the mouth of the Most High I came forth, and mistlike covered the earth. In the highest heavens did I dwell, my throne on a pillar of cloud. The vault of heaven I compassed alone, through the deep abyss I wandered. Over waves of the sea, over all the land, over every people and nation I held sway. Among all these I sought a resting place; in whose inheritance should I abide? "Then the Creator of all gave me his command, and he who formed me chose the spot for my tent, Saying, 'In Jacob make your dwelling, in Israel your inheritance.' Before all ages, in the beginning, he created me, and through all ages I shall not cease to be. In the holy tent I ministered before him, and in Zion I fixed my abode. Thus in the chosen city he has given me rest, in Jerusalem is my domain. I have struck root among the glorious people, in the portion of the LORD, his heritage. "Like a cedar on Lebanon I am raised aloft, like a cypress on Mount Hermon, Like a palm tree in En-gedi, like a rosebush in Jericho, Like a fair olive tree in the field, like a plane tree growing beside the water. Like cinnamon, or fragrant balm, or precious myrrh, I give forth perfume; Like galbanum and onycha and sweet spices, like the odor of incense in the holy place. I spread out my branches like a terebinth, my branches so bright and so graceful. I bud forth delights like the vine, my blossoms become fruit fair and rich. Come to me, all you that yearn for me, and be filled with my fruits; You will remember me as sweeter than honey, better to have than the honeycomb. He who eats of me will hunger still, he who drinks of me will thirst for more; He who obeys me will not be put to shame, he who serves me will never fail." All this is true of the book of the Most High's covenant, the law which Moses commanded us as an inheritance for the community of Jacob. (Sir 24,3-22).
Here is how the scribe speaks about wisdom and how he speaks as a wise man: “The scribe's profession increases his wisdom; whoever is free from toil can become a wise man. How can he become learned who guides the plow, who thrills in wielding the goad like a lance, Who guides the ox and urges on the bullock, and whose every concern is for cattle? His care is for plowing furrows, and he keeps a watch on the beasts in the stalls. So with every engraver and designer who, laboring night and day, Fashions carved seals, and whose concern is to vary the pattern. His care is to produce a vivid impression, and he keeps watch till he finishes his design. So with the smith standing near his anvil, forging crude iron. The heat from the fire sears his flesh, yet he toils away in the furnace heat. The clang of the hammer deafens his ears, His eyes are fixed on the tool he is shaping. His care is to finish his work, and he keeps watch till he perfects it in detail. So with the potter sitting at his labor, revolving the wheel with his feet. He is always concerned for his products, and turns them out in quantity. With his hands he molds the clay, and with his feet softens it. His care is for proper coloring, and he keeps watch on the fire of his kiln.
All these men are skilled with their hands, each one an expert at his own task; Without them no city could be lived in, and wherever they stay, they need not hunger. They do not occupy the judge's bench, nor are they prominent in the assembly; They set forth no decisions or judgments, nor are they found among the rulers; Yet they maintain God's ancient handiwork, and their concern is for exercise of their skill.” (Sir 38,24-34).  He explores the wisdom of the men of old and occupies himself with the prophecies; He treasures the discourses of famous men, and goes to the heart of involved sayings; He studies obscure parables, and is busied with the hidden meanings of the sages. He is in attendance on the great, and has entrance to the ruler. He travels among the peoples of foreign lands to learn what is good and evil among men. His care is to seek the LORD, his Maker, to petition the Most High, To open his lips in prayer, to ask pardon for his sins. Then, if it pleases the LORD Almighty, he will be filled with the spirit of understanding; He will pour forth his words of wisdom and in prayer give thanks to the LORD, Who will direct his knowledge and his counsel, as he meditates upon his mysteries. He will show the wisdom of what he has learned and glory in the law of the LORD'S covenant. Many will praise his understanding; his fame can never be effaced; Unfading will be his memory, through all generations his name will live; Peoples will speak of his wisdom, and in assembly sing his praises. While he lives he is one out of a thousand, and when he dies his renown will not cease. Once more I will set forth my theme to shine like the moon in its fullness! Listen, my faithful children: open up your petals, like roses planted near running waters; Send up the sweet odor of incense, break forth in blossoms like the lily. Send up the sweet odor of your hymn of praise; bless the LORD for all he has done! Proclaim the greatness of his name, loudly sing his praises, With music on the harp and all stringed instruments; sing out with joy as you proclaim: The works of God are all of them good; in its own time every need is supplied. At his word the waters become still as in a flask; he had but to speak and the reservoirs were made. He has but to command and his will is done; nothing can limit his achievement. The works of all mankind are present to him; not a thing escapes his eye. His gaze spans all the ages; to him there is nothing unexpected. No cause then to say: "What is the purpose of this?" Everything is chosen to satisfy a need. His blessing overflows like the Nile; like the Euphrates it enriches the surface of the earth. Again, his wrath expels the nations and turns fertile land into a salt marsh. For the virtuous his paths are level, to the haughty they are steep; Good things for the good he provided from the beginning, but for the wicked good things and bad. Chief of all needs for human life are water and fire, iron and salt, The heart of the wheat, milk and honey, the blood of the grape, and oil, and cloth; For the good all these are good, but for the wicked they turn out evil. (Sir 39,1-27). 
Here is how the Sirach, rich in wisdom, describes the beauty of the high priest Simon: “The greatest among his brethren, the glory of his people, was SIMON the priest, son of Jochanan, In whose time the house of God was renovated, in whose days the temple was reinforced. In his time also the wall was built with powerful turrets for the temple precincts; In his time the reservoir was dug, the pool with a vastness like the sea's. He protected his people against brigands and strengthened his city against the enemy. How splendid he was as he appeared from the tent, as he came from within the veil! Like a star shining among the clouds, like the full moon at the holyday season; Like the sun shining upon the temple, like the rainbow appearing in the cloudy sky; Like the blossoms on the branches in springtime, like a lily on the banks of a stream; Like the trees of Lebanon in summer, like the fire of incense at the sacrifice; Like a vessel of beaten gold, studded with precious stones; Like a luxuriant olive tree thick with fruit, like a cypress standing against the clouds; Vested in his magnificent robes, and wearing his garments of splendor, As he ascended the glorious altar and lent majesty to the court of the sanctuary. When he received the sundered victims from the priests while he stood before the sacrificial wood, His brethren ringed him about like a garland, like a stand of cedars on Lebanon; All the sons of Aaron in their dignity clustered around him like poplars, With the offerings to the LORD in their hands, in the presence of the whole assembly of Israel. Once he had completed the services at the altar with the arranging of the sacrifices for the Most High. (Sir 50,1-14). In God's creation, nothing, no person is more beautiful than the Virgin Mary. God has clothed Her with his beauty of holiness, purity, candour, charity, love, truth, mercy, every other virtue. Hers is inner and outer beauty. Not even the slightest blemish disturbs this unique and unrepeatable beauty. With this beauty we must all fall in love. With this beauty we must always let ourselves be enraptured.
[bookmark: _Hlk167770096]Today we add that this beauty must be sung unceasingly. But who can sing such divine beauty, before which even the most beautiful rose on earth loses all beauty and becomes like a stone before a pearl of inestimable value? The Only One capable of singing the beauty of the Mother of God is the Holy Spirit. The Holy Spirit has assigned this task to every son of the Virgin Mary. Every son of the Virgin Mary will be able to sing the beauty of the Mother of God and her Mother, if one dwells in his heart and if the Spirit of the Lord envelops him with his divine and eternal wisdom. Many children of the Virgin Mary do not know and cannot even sing the beauty of their Mother and this is attested by the fact that they no longer know how to sing even the most elementary truths of neither the Father, nor the Son, nor the Holy Spirit. Since man's truth is from God's truth, neither can they ever sing. If the song is false - and today every song on the lips of man is false - it is a sign that we are deprived of the Holy Spirit and sing everything from falsehood, lies, darkness, non-science and without any intelligence. Being without the Holy Spirit, the Christian today is no longer his mouth to sing what the Lord has done for his humble Handmaid since the first moment of her conception and what He is doing for Her today in the holy heavens. We see God always standing in contemplation before his stupendous ‘Self-Portrait’ and always adding new brushstrokes of divine beauty and heavenly splendour. In his heavenly picture gallery before this ‘Self-portrait’ of Him, He wants Angels and Saints to remain breathless and after an eternity of silence, all exclaim in chorus: ‘Truly the Lord has made Her beautiful. She is worthy of admiration. Our beauty is little compared to the beauty of the Mother of the Son of God'. May the Holy Spirit always fill us with all wisdom to sing today and for eternity the extraordinary beauty of our God who made our Mother his ‘Self-portrait. Yes, truly, truly Mary is the living ‘Self-Portrait’ of our God. Angels and Saints, intercede with the Holy Spirit so that He may make of us the living ‘Self-Portrait’ of our Mother.                                                                            01 September 2024 
