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February 2026 
Day of Reflection
Poverty/Immigrants

On February 14, 1964, under the leadership of Sr. Timothy Marie Flaherty, the FSSH began to wear the San Diamino crucifix that we have today. The cross is the ultimate poverty of giving oneself totally for others. This Jesus did for us. 
Voluntary Poverty in the Franciscan tradition is a conscious choice to live without personal possessions, reflecting a deep trust in God’s providence. Inspired by St. Francis, this practice emphasizes reliance on God for all needs, fostering spiritual freedom and solidarity with the poor. It is not about destitution but about simplifying life to focus on spiritual richness and service. By embracing voluntary poverty, Franciscans aim to live out the Gospel values of humility, generosity, and compassion.                                                                                                                                                                                      The Franciscan Center www.franciscancentertampa.org>simplicity-and-poverty 
This poverty led our Sisters in Germany to be faced with homelessness. “When it was learned that the group was more than an association of Secular Franciscans, an edict dated February 23, 1876, required all the Sisters to disperse.” C 1-2
Possible readings
Our Rule Prologue (bottom p 2) “Father, I wish that where I am they too may be and that they may see my glory (Jn 17:24) in your kingdom (Mt 20:21).”
Poverty Ch II R5 and R6 and Ch VI R22
Our Constitution C 1-8 In Franciska Bischler (Mother M. Anastasia), we find the one who emerged as a leader when the edict of suppression came to the group at Trettenhof. With trust in God and with courage, she led a group to the United States, founding the Franciscan Sisters  of the Sacred Heart.
C 1-3: C 2-5 to C2-9: C 4-1 to C 4-4.
Silent time for reflection  



Closing
Intercessions
We praise and glorify You, O God, Holy One, and we pray:                                                                                                                                                        1. Through Jesus we learn the poverty of the cross; - convert our hearts through contemplation of this mystery.                                                                                                                                                                                                                 2. Through Jesus we learn obedience; - help us to persevere in doing good.                                                                                      3. Through Jesus we learn forgiveness; - enable us to forgive, so that we may truly love all others as sisters and brothers.                                                                                                                                                                                                             4. Through Jesus we learn to love with undivided hearts; - keep our hearts focused on you, our true home.                                                                                                                                                                                                   Franciscan Morning and Evening Praise, page 793


Seeking and Finding                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        by Joyce Rupp
I search for God,                                                                                                                                                                                            elusive, hidden God,                                                                                                                                                                                               I long to dwell                                                                                                                                                                                                   in the heart of Mystery.
I search for my true self                                                                                                                                                                                                                        more of who I already am,                                                                                                                                                                         knowing there’s so much                                                                                                                                                                                   yet to be discovered.
I search for love,                                                                                                                                                                                            the unconditional love                                                                                                                                                                                    that enfolds me                                                                                                                                                                                         and asks to be shared.


I search for vision                                                                                                                                                                                            in the shadows of my soul,                                                                                                                                                                         impatiently awaiting                                                                                                                                                                                           the moment of lighting.
I search for a quiet heart                                                                                                                                                                                                     amid life’s harried schedule;                                                                                                                                                                      my soul cries out,                                                                                                                                                                                                yearning for solitude.                                                                                                                                                                                               
I search for compassion                                                                                                                                                                                   in a world gone deaf                                                                                                                                                                                                     to the cries of the hurting,                                                                                                                                                                                  and the pleas of the powerless.
I search for Home,                                                                                                                                                                                                always for Home,                                                                                                                                                                                                             unaware, of course,                                                                                                                                                                                          that I am already there.
  
                               Pages 81 - 82


Response: You are our home. 
You are worth the constant search in the fields of life for a glimpse of your truth and a touch of your love…
You are strength in times of sorrow, hope in times of unhappiness, comfort in times of confusion, safe harbor in the storms of life…
You are worth whatever we need to leave behind or to let go of in order to grow in wholeness…
You are the home where our true self resides. You urge us to believe in this sacred place of goodness…
You seek us, yearn for us, believe in us, love us unconditionally. You wait for us and welcome us home when we have been away…                                                          Page 90
Excerpted: May I Have this Dance? by Joyce Rupp. Copyright date 1992 by Ave Maria Press, P.O. Box 428, Notre Dame, IN 46556. Used with permission of the publisher.                                                                                                                                                              
Closing Prayer: O God, you give us life, love and hope. Be with us always. Home is where you are. You fill us with all good, spiritual and corporal, with all we hope for and need. May we know the difference between want and need. Guide us to be poor so others may live. Help us see the good we can do for our environment so all may be healthy and prosperous. May love guide our every thought, action and word as we welcome all your people especially the immigrant and downtrodden. May the poverty of Jesus inspire us to trust in You. Following in Jesus’ footprints may we be with You, Father, Son and Holy Spirit for all eternity with all Creation in heaven. Amen.
Possible Songs (from Breaking Bread):    312 v 4 Table of Plenty     319 The House that Love Is Building     337 v 3 Taste and See     339 v 4,8,13,15 Supper of the Lamb  
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DISPERSE
And with the edict came to dissolve.  The Sisters dispersed leaving them homeless.
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