THE BEGINNING OF THE LEGEND OF ST. CLARE, VIRGIN
(taken from “The Legend of St. Clare” by Thomas of Celano)
st
1 Reading

When the vision of faith was faltering in the darkness, and the footing of
morals was slipping away, God, the Lover of humanity, raised up the venerable
virgin Clare, and enkindled in her a brilliant light that shown through the darkness.
Clare took her origin from an illustrious lineage in the city of Assisi. Her
father was a knight. Her home was well endowed, and had abundant means. Her
mother, Ortulana, who would give birth to a fruitful plant in the garden of the
Church, was herself overflowing in no small way with good fruits. While pregnant,
and already near delivery, Ortulana was attentively praying to the Crucified before
the cross to bring her safely through the dangers of childbirth, when she heard a
voice saying to her: “Do not be afraid, woman, for you will give birth in safety to a
light which will give light more clearly than light itself.” When the baby was born,
she ordered that the child be called Clare, hoping that the brightness of the
promised light would in some way be fulfilled according to the divine pleasure.
In her tender years, little Clare began to shine in the darkness of the world
through the propriety of her conduct. From the mouth of her mother she first
received the fundamentals of the faith, and with the Spirit inflaming and molding
her interiorly, she became known as a most pure vessel, a vessel of grace. When
her family desired that she be married in a noble way, she would in no way
consent, but, feigning that she would marry a mortal at a later date, she entrusted
her virginity to the Lord.
Hearing of the then celebrated name of Francis, who was renewing the way
of perfection forgotten by the world, she was moved and immediately desired to
see and hear him. No less did he desire to see and speak with her, impressed by
the wide-spread fame of so gracious a young lady. He whispered in her ears of a
sweet espousal with Christ, persuading her to preserve the pearl of her virginal
purity for that blessed Spouse Whom Love made man.

Burning with a heavenly fire, the virgin did not withhold her consent for very
long. Palm Sunday was at hand, and it was on this night that the man of God
planned to receive the young Clare. And so, obeying the saint, that night Clare,
leaving behind her home, city and relatives, ran to Saint Mary of the Portiuncula.
There the brothers received the virgin with torches, cut her hair, and placed upon
her the habit of holy penance before the altar of the blessed Virgin, and the
humble servant was married to Christ.
She would move to San Damiano. There, as if casting the anchor of her
soul in a secure site she no longer wavered due to further changes of place, nor
did she hesitate because of its smallness, nor did she fear its isolation. In this little
house of penance the virgin Clare enclosed herself for love of her heavenly
Spouse. In this confined retreat for forty-two years, she broke open the alabasterjar of her body so that the house of the Church would be filled with the fragrance
of her ointments.
Remaining enclosed, Clare began to enlighten the whole world and her
brilliance dazzled it. The fame of her virtues filled the chambers of noble ladies,
reached the palaces of duchesses, even the mansions of their queens.

The

highest of the nobility stooped to follow her footprints and left its race of proud
blood for her holy humility. After the invitation of Clare was made known, not a
few, worthy of marriage to dukes and kings, did severe penance, and those who
were married to rulers imitated Clare in their own way. So many of these seeds of
salvation did Clare bring to fruition by her example, that in her that prophecy was
seen fulfilled: Many are the children of the barren one more than of her who has a
husband.

Please stand for our Opening Hymn.
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Place your mind before the mirror of eternity!
Place your soul in the brilliance of glory.
Place your heart in the figure of the divine substance!
And transform your entire being into the image
of the Godhead Itself through contemplation.
So that you too may feel what His friends feel
as they taste the hidden sweetness
that God Himself has reserved from the beginning
for those who love Him.
Totally love Him.
He, Who, gave Himself totally for your love.
Whose beauty the sun and the moon admire.
Whose rewards are without end;
I am speaking of Him
Who is the Son of the Most High,
Whom the Virgin brought to birth.
He Who is the Truth has said:
Whoever loves me will be loved by My Father,
and I too shall love him,
and We shall come to him
and make Our dwelling place with him.
Cling to Him, therefore, with all your heart,
since it is He Who is the splendor of eternal glory,
the brilliance of eternal light
and the mirror without blemish.
Gaze upon that mirror each day,
and continually study your face within it.
Indeed, blessed poverty, holy humility,
and inexpressible charity are reflected in that mirror,
as, with the grace of God,
you can contemplate them throughout the entire mirror.
Look at the border of the mirror,
that is, the poverty of Him Who was placed in a manger and wrapped in swaddling
clothes.

Then, at the surface of the mirror,
Consider the holy humility, the blessed poverty,
the untold labors and burdens that He endured for the redemption of the whole
human race.
Then, in the depth of this same mirror,
contemplate the ineffable charity
that led Him to suffer on the wood of the Cross
and to die there the most shameful kind of death.
Gaze upon Him …
Consider Him …
Contemplate Him …
As you desire to imitate Him.
If you suffer with Him, you will reign with Him
If you weep with Him, you shall rejoice with Him
If you die with Him on the cross of tribulation,
You shall possess heavenly mansions in the splendor of the saints
And, in the Book of Life,
your name shall be called glorious among men.
From this moment, then, let yourself be inflamed more strongly
with the fervor of charity.
As you further contemplate eternal riches and honors,
and sigh for them in the great desire
and love of your heart,
may you cry out:
Draw me after you, Lord,
and I will run in the fragrance of your perfume,
I will run and never tire.

Taken from St. Clare’s Letters to Agnes of Prague

3rd Reading

