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TERTIUS ORDO PENITENTIAE LETTER Nº 43








     
Feast of Saint Anne










July 26, 2025
Dear Tertiaries and Aspirants,

In the "Treatise on Obedience" in the Dialogues of Saint Catherine of Siena, God the Father says that our holy father Saint Dominic :"took the office of My Only-begotten Son, the Word" and "sowed the seed of My Word with much truth and light". 

As we begin the novena in preparation for the feast of Saint Dominic, we send you a meditation of the Carthusian Dom Guillerand on the Prologue of Saint John which speaks of this Word 
. This passage is considered so important by the Church that She has us read it every day at the end of Holy Mass. It tells us who Our Lord Jesus Christ really is, at least as far as it is possible in human words to express the Word Himself. As Dom Guillerand says at the beginning of this text, his prologue to his commentary on the Gospel of Saint John, even Saint John didn't go "beyond the edge" of this mystery, which is the foundation of our faith.

The text, therefore, is not easy and so we should not be surprised or discouraged if some things in it remain obscure. However, as Aristotle the Greek philosopher already said, it is better to understand a little of heavenly things than to know perfectly earthly things

May our holy father obtain for us, by his "office of the Word" to penetrate this mystery in our contemplation while we await its plain vision in heaven.








In Sancto Patre Dominico









   
Father Albert
NEWS
The tertiary chapter in Samoa had an important ceremony on the feast of Saint Catherine during which six novices made final profession : Sr. Dominica (Mrs Leung Wai); Sr. Jane of Aza (Mrs Lomana Molia); Sr. Rose of Lima (Mrs Diana Williams); Sr. Imelda Lambertini (Mrs Montez L Wai);  Sr. Louis de Montifort (Mrs Fou Tui Laulu); Br. Martin de Porres (Mr Falaniko Molia). There was also a new novice :Sr Catherine of Siena (Mrs Upu Ngau Chun).
May 10, on the feast of Saint Antonin O.P., at Saint Thomas Aquinas Seminary in Dillwyn, Virginia Mr. Ryan Spelick (Br. George) made his profession in the Third Order of Penance of Saint Dominic.

May 24th, feast of the translation of our Father Saint Dominic, at Saint John Fisher chapel in Fort Wayne, Indiana, Mr. Brice Webster and his wife Bridget entered the novitiate and received the names Brother Peter of Verona and Sister Margaret of Castello.
On June 29th in Our Lady of the BitteRoot chapel in Victor Mrs. Jessica Becker entered the novitiate and received the name of Sister Joan, on honour of Blessed Joan of Aza, mother of Saint Dominic.
IN THE BEGINNING WAS THE WORD
(Jn. 1:1–18)

THE PROLOGUE
This is unquestionably the deepest page of history ever written. The greatest minds—Saint Augustine, Bossuet—have tried to penetrate its meaning. Bossuet bursts forth in cries of admiration and enthusiasm, as if overwhelmed by the horizon he discovers in it. And yet, they remained on the very threshold of the abyss that Saint John contemplated. And even he, the beloved disciple, the eagle-eyed disciple who spent his life facing this abyss—can we truly say that he went beyond its edge?

This must always be remembered when reading Sacred Scripture… and especially this Prologue to the Fourth Gospel, where the most contemplative—because the most loving—of the sacred writers has summarized in a few opening lines the story of Him who is for him “Light and Life.” These lines are only a human garment, a garment far too short—indescribably too short—for realities that forever exceed us all. When they have been deeply meditated on, with one’s whole soul and over the course of one’s whole life, the vistas they open stretch ever farther, and in an ever-growing light—and so fresh and always young—they reveal a world that unfolds beyond all that one sees or says.

This is the joy—at times intoxicating, always sweet and incomparable—of such meditation. What it gives is nothing; what it promises is far more: “They that eat me, shall yet hunger: and they that drink me, shall yet thirst.” That is profoundly true. God—His truth, His life, His beauty, the entire nameless fullness that our words strive in vain to express—is a nourishment that fills without ever sating.

When Saint John begins to write his Gospel, he places us immediately upon these heights, before the Word—He who was when everything began, through whom everything began, and who Himself never began. And he is right: Jesus is, above all, this. He is only truly seen in this light: “That was the true light, which enlighteneth every man that cometh into this world.” It was to contemplate this Light that He invited the beloved disciple, whom Andrew accompanied from their very first encounter. “Master, where dwellest thou?” asked the two disciples of John the Baptist, to whom the Forerunner had said, pointing Him out: “Behold the Lamb of God.” – “Come and see,” Our Lord simply replied.

He brought them to His home. What was that home? The evangelist does not say. His true answer lies in the very first word of his Gospel. The dwelling of Jesus is the Word. It is there that John was introduced from that very first day. He remained there. And it is there that he now leads us in his turn. Let us follow him and remain there with him.

In the beginning was the Word (John 1:1)
This is the first feature of the divine countenance that the evangelist has contemplated and now wishes to paint for us, so that we too may contemplate it... and love it as he loved it: it is eternal.

Jesus, the incarnate Word, the eternal Word before becoming incarnate, overflows our time; He precedes it; He precedes all things that our time measures; He is before them, He is greater than them. When they began, “He was.” (...) 

The Word is outside; He does not move; He abides: “He was.” For Him, there is neither past nor future; He is wholly in the present—but a present that is not ours, so thin and fleeting. Hence that imperfect tense: “He was.” It does not point to imperfection in Him, but in me—in my powerless thought, in my inadequate words. He is greater than I can say or conceive... I exhaust myself in vain pursuing such greatness; I can only believe, fall down in my mind before it... and listen, in that abyss and that silence, to the Word who does not begin and by whom all things began; enter with Him into the immensity where He resounds, which is His dwelling, where He wills that I dwell with him, and that I say what He says!

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God (John 1:1)
The One Whom John knew and loved, by Whom he was known and loved, with Whom he shared intimate relations for three years, Whose constant memory and unceasing contemplation have been his whole life since He ascended to heaven—the One who precedes all things and “was” when they began to be—is the Word: “In the beginning was the Word.”
The Word! That is, the speech of “He who is,” the speech of infinite Being.

For Being speaks; It expresses Itself; It says eternally to Itself what It is; It produces an image that reproduces Its features and reveals them to It.

Being is spirit; It is so necessarily; It is so as much as It is; It is the infinite Spirit as It is the infinite Being.

“Being who is” is infinitely determined—that is the meaning of the word “perfect.” It is perfect because It is completely made. It is all that It can be; It has all that It can have. Therefore, there is no matter in It; It is immaterial, It is spirit, pure spirit.

Now a spirit has a characteristic property: it reflects; it is a mirror. It reproduces the image of what is before it. If it looks at itself, it reproduces its own features. This is what we call its thought, or its word.

The Word is the utterance of the Spirit—the utterance without words, the interior and winged utterance. Words are an exterior and sensible translation for spirits immersed in matter. “Being who is,” the pure spirit, does not use words. Its speech is entirely spiritual, like Itself; it is Its perfect image, reproducing It as It is, which expresses It completely and equals It.
This is what was in the beginning: the infinite Spirit speaking to Itself, eternally saying to Itself what It is, seeing Itself within Itself, in Its Thought, Its Word, reproducing this Word in order to see Itself in It, the One Who is all, and Who sees all of Itself in this Word.

A spirit is a dwelling; the more it is spirit, the more it has an interior, and the more it dwells there. The pure Spirit, the infinite Spirit, proceeds from Itself and completes Itself there. Eternally, It produces within Itself an image of Itself, which is Its Word. Eternally, It places it before Itself, It sees it, It looks upon it, It begets it; eternally, the image abides there and reproduces the One who produces it. Eternally, the Word stays in this dwelling, in this home, in this paternal bosom, receiving the spiritual breath that begets It, and, animated by this breath, returning to and remaining in the infinite immensity which is Its principle.

There is, then, there, in this dwelling (apud Deum), which is the Father's (in sinu Patris), a mutual movement that equals the Being communicated, which is this Being Itself and this dwelling, which proceeds from It as from a principle, which reproduces itself infinitely in a perfect image, infinite and equal to the principle, and which, communicated to the image, received by it, makes it accomplish the gift of self which is the infinite act of the principle. 
The principle sees the image in Himself, contemplates Himself in it, knows Himself by it; He sees that He gives to it all He is, that giving Himself is His very being; He sees it because He sees His image give itself; He sees the movement it carries out and which is His movement; He delights in giving Himself and in the gift the image makes of itself to Him; He delights in this love, He delights in being this love and in pouring it out in the image; He delights in communicating this joy, and in the joy of the one to whom He communicates it. The image turns entirely toward the Father, entirely facing Him, to receive this love, this breath that becomes its being, its love, its life, and it joy, and to reproduce them so that the Father may find them in it, and be gladdened and glorified in them. It receives the movement that proceeds form the Father, that makes it Son, and which proceeds from it to do in it and through it what it does in the Father. 
An immense circulation of love, then, animates this dwelling—is this dwelling—and, in this dwelling which is Being itself, communicates itself to three terms, uniting them with the most complete unity, the unity of Being, while at the same time distinguishing them by all the greatness of this Being in its opposition. These three terms are three Persons; they are spirits; they are uniquely spiritual; their acts are uniquely spiritual acts; they know and they love; they do nothing else: to know one another and to love one another. Knowledge and love are the very movement of their being, and this movement is infinite like their being; it is their very being—but their being in motion in order to give itself. Now, to give oneself, that is their being: each of them is nothing but love and self-gift. They give each other infinitely this being which is nothing but movement and love. Eternally they communicate it to each other; eternally, in the bosom of the Father, it goes from the Father to the Son and from the Son to the Father; eternally the Spirit proceeds from the Father and the Son and unites them by this gift of self which is their mutual gift of self. Eternally they contemplate this gift of self, and they rejoice in giving themselves, in being in one another, through one another, for one another. There is no measure, no restriction in this gift of self which is Being itself and gives itself as it is; no narrowness, no egoism, no limit. It is the infinite Ocean pouring out into itself, by virtue of its infinite spirituality, reflecting itself in an image that reproduces it entirely—and which pours itself into the same shoreless bed. 

Our spirit remains dazzled before this reality; the notion it has of it, the comparisons it tries to make remain at a distance that is infinite in the proper sense of the term. (…)

The infinite lies beyond, in that light which Scripture so aptly calls “inaccessible,” the light to which we have no access. The “home of God,” where the Father eternally utters His Word by communicating to Him His Spirit of love, Who is His entire being and His every act, where the Son eternally responds to Him by the same communication of the same act and the same breath, and gives Himself as He gives Himself, where this mutual, equal, infinite, unchanging gift plunges and retains them in the unity of this same Being and this unique Love: this is a reserved sanctuary, where every effort to enter is in vain, a place only He can open to us—He who came to reveal to us its utterly simple, yet nameless, marvel.

And the Word was God (John 1:1)
This is the conclusion of what precedes. In God, there is only God. God is His own dwelling. The image, the Son, the thought He produces within Him, is Himself. He can only produce Himself. Only an infinite image can represent the infinite. Only a perfect Son can proceed from a Father who is all perfection. The perfect Being accomplishes a perfect act, and the term of this act, the fruit of His generation, is perfect like Him.

But this fruit is distinct from the One who generates. The Son is not the Father. He can have the same being, perform the same act, occupy the same place, possess the same perfection, be equal to Him in all things, be one with Him—but He is not Him; He is necessarily distinct from Him.

Distinct does not mean different. The more a being is, the more it is distinct from all others. A distinguished man is one who is not confused with any other; he possesses the same humanity, but he possesses it in his own way. The Father and the Son possess the same divinity, the same infinite being, but they do not possess it in the same way. One gives it without receiving it; the other receives it and gives it. The Father begets; the Son is begotten. This is what distinguishes Them. And what unites Them is this : They are united in this being They mutually give each other: it is the infinite Being… and there can be only one infinite being. They are united in this infinite unity. “The Word was God,” because the Father is God and as the Father is God. “Et Deus erat Verbum.” 
He was in the beginning with God (John 1:2)
John repeats himself; he takes up his formula again; he feels the need to remain a moment on these heights, to stand facing this reality which for him is everything.

For he lives what he writes; his Gospel is his life. It is his soul he is expressing; he contemplates the One he loves even as he speaks of Him; he watches Him for a long time in the dwelling into which He has brought him; he knows that this prolonged gaze, which proceeds from love, generates light and returns to love where it finds its fulfilment.
Hence the very special movement of his thought: it advances slowly; at times it pauses; it even seems to retreat now and then, as if to return upon itself in order to take firmer possession of its object and to enjoy it more fully. A circular movement that starts from a center as from a hearth, unfolds there and remains there; a movement of life that never strays from its principle, but unites itself to it and develops it by its own development and this union with it.

Our linear minds are at first disconcerted by this. We think that to advance is to go from one point to another… and that is true when the starting point is nothingness or indigence. But when the starting point is Being itself, development can only occur within It, through a communication of Its being accepted more and more.
That is why John returns to his thought, and repeats it, and tells us again without tiring, without fear of tiring us, to draw us after him—and, following the Word Himself—on the road of love: “He was there from the beginning with God.” He was God’s guest, He was there in the dwelling that is God Himself; and He was that dwelling, as He was God… For He was the perfect Image perfectly reproducing infinite perfection. He was what it is; He did what it does; He expressed it; He was its word, its Verbum.

Yet He was not confused with it; He was as distinct from it as He was; He was distinct by His whole being. It was this being that stood opposite, that is, was positioned face to face with itself, and which, flowing from one to the other, held them face to face with each other. In it, They were united and were one. Through it, They were distinct and opposed; through it, They beheld one another and gave themselves mutually to one another.

An eternal gaze, an eternal union, a perfect and infinite unity, and yet (or better, because of this) an eternal and perfect distinction, an eternal and perfect opposition, an eternally opposed positioning, face to face, in order to look at each other, to give each other, to unite to each other.
I too repeat myself… and I do not fear to do so. With God, one must do so. God says but one thing; He does but one thing; He repeats Himself endlessly. When one word says everything, one can only repeat it. When one gives everything in one act, one can only do that act again.

� – Dom Guillerand, Chartreux, AU SEUIL DE L'ABIME DE DIEU : ELEVATIONS SUR L'EVANGILE DE SAINT JEAN.





