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b set out to practice our newly learned language on &e 

D live on Mt. Fuji, Japans highest peak, (12,395 ft.). 
later we were back in Tokyo nursing our blisters but ' 

ceremonies at Haneda airport on August 27; we left 
Kits small people amidst the tears of our new found 

cries of W.U.S., W.U.S., and the refrain of Old Lam 

t a n ~  of thee Blessed Virgin contains many inspiring and 
bestowed'by the Church on Mary Immaculate. These 

r under which Mary is invoked unfold before us M a d s  

J ,  1 - - 
k t i h  bestowed upon our Blessed Laiy would be a dif- 

for the love and devotion of Catholics have prompted 
ntly to invent new ones. The Church and the faithful, the 

@ the titles with which we adorn Mary, the title of the 
1 God is the most magnificent. Here we touch the source 

of dl her sanctity. All the mysteries of our Lady's life, 
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If God. 

We readhy-k how she is thi Mother most pure, the 
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of God in her heart? 

her liturgy identifies her counsel with that _of Divine Wisdom. 
whole life illustrates the far-flqg affects of ordinary actions 

repercussions in their efficiency. It was in no sma 
to the little hidden prayers and good works of Our 

It is her greatest privilege to which all the rest are com 
mentary-that Mary is the Seat of Wisdom, the abode of 
Incarnate God. Her Immaculate Conception, unique 
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Of all the lemons deductible from the life of Mary, perhaps 
is none more encouraging than this-that the commonplace 

SISTER MARGARET MARIE, S.S.M. 

ON GETTING UP 

There she stands, in front of me. She’s beautiful. She has a 
perfect figure. She smiles. She comes toward me . . . Then my ribs 
practically shatters beneath a sharp fish. 

“C‘mon. Get up! It’s five after seven.” 
Oh God, Oh God, someday I’m going to kill him. 
“C‘mon! C‘mon, you big squid. Get up.” 
I roll over. I open one eye. 
“What time is it?” I ask. 
“Five after seven; I just told you that.” 
“Wednesday,” he says. 
“Oh yeah,” I mutter, my head under the clothes. “What day 

“Rolls. C‘mon, get up!” 
“What we got for breakfast this morning?” 
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