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I settle into my place of prayer, taking time to focus and to become
still. When ready, I read the opening prayer, slowly, savouring those
words or ideas that speak to me.
I share with the Lord the moments for which I want to give him
thanks and praise, the moments when I experienced life, when I
encountered God’s holiness.
I try to enter into the joy of Jesus and Mary when they meet at the
end of Mary’s life.
I may recall people who have died and whom I know – perhaps family
or friends for whom I still grieve. I imagine their joy when welcomed
by Jesus, Mary and so many others. Perhaps they tell me that it is
infinitely greater than we could ever hope for or imagine. Can I begin
to imagine that joy and to look forward to sharing it?
I talk with Jesus, Mary and those whom I love. I bring my prayer
experience to a close by praying the Our Father.

This reading points to Mary as Ark of God’s covenant – the one who gave
birth to the Messiah, but also to Israel – the nation from which the
Messiah was born, and to the Church, called always to bring Jesus to our
world.
I read the passage and then look into heaven with John. I see Israel,
Mary, and the Church, crowned by God for their part in bringing the
Messiah to the world. I contemplate:
 Israel, the source of Jesus’ heritage: belief in one God, totally
good, creator of all that exists, passionately in love with all people,
often forgotten, but faithful and forgiving.
 Mary – mother, formator, disciple, suffering with Jesus, joy-filled in
his resurrection and in her union with him in heaven.
 Christians throughout history – proclaiming and living God’s
word, reaching out to all people, persecuted and mocked.
I watch God crown them. What do I feel? I remember the suffering
of each one, and the sin of Israel and the Churches. I pray for them. I
talk with Jesus about my role as ark of the covenant, and ask him for
what I need and desire.

The proclamation of Mary’s Assumption in 1950, in the wake of the horrors
of World War II, was a proclamation of the dignity of the human body and
the integrity of the human person who will be raised to glory as a whole
human being. It is a statement about each one of us.
I read this beautiful hymn, stopping where I feel drawn.
 I may pray it as Mary, rejoicing in God’s goodness to her, in his
mercy, in his care for the vulnerable, in his fidelity.
 I may pray it in the shoes of victims now in heaven: victims of
genocide, of the atom and other bombs, of all forms of abuse. What
might each part of the hymn mean for them? I try to enter into
their joy. I pray that I may honour the dignity of every human being,
and I pray for an end to war.
 I may pray it as my story. What does it mean for me?
I talk with God about what’s in my mind and heart, and bring the
prayer to a close in my own words.

