CELEBRATION IN HONOUR OF

BR HENRI VERGES

8 MAY 2005

Here is some material for a celebration in honour of Br Henri Verges. We encounter either Henri’s own thoughts or the testimonies of persons who lived with him. The texts allow us to become familiar with two aspects of Henri: the man before God and the man before men, tightly knit together in the texture of the life.

Henri before God

1- Without being a Trappist, he was always up before dawn, to give to God what was returned to him as grace.

2- Community prayer in chapel was next. He would not have missed it for anything in the world. It was his way of taking up contact with community life again, after rising, at the same time as he resumed contact with God. This time was for him the spiritual start of his day and it was essential, like going to eat…

3- His joy was the Eucharist, when it was available. In any case, he rediscovered in the tabernacle his Master, who was there to remind him in the secrecy of the celebrations of that real presence which was the whole of his being. His spiritual life shows in the thread of his notebooks, which are so many seals of his contemplative life. Henri Verges was much too humble to consider himself a spiritual master. He did not have the learning of a theologian, but he had the experience. He trusted not in his own power but in God’s.

4- The flame of his faith in Jesus Christ burned in his heart radiating through his whole being. His face was full of life and spoke of goodness and welcome. Everything had its source in him in a hunger for the Eucharist.

5- May the risen Christ shine out by means of our lives, through which the cross continues to rise up on our paths like a beacon.

6- The measure of our sufferings is the measure of our action on souls. To his friends, Jesus offers his cross. The cross is identified with Christ. To be truly for Christ. To live so from him and in him that the souls who come into contact with us come the same way into contact with Christ.

7- Jesus in the Host, center of my life; to prolong my thanksgiving all morning; in the afternoon to prepare for tomorrow’s communion.

8-To make of Jesus

My friend

My brother,

My holiness, 

The Whole of my life.

May he be my Life,

My Breathing,

My Strength:

May He be the one whom

The souls I am responsible for meet.

9-Lord Jesus,

I give myself to You

To be given by You

And with You,

Entirely to the Father,

In the Love of the Holy Spirit.

May my will be

The Father’s will on me

And may it be done

Day after day, to the end.

10- To be transparence to the Gospel, transparence of the Gospel. To be a grain buried in the world of humanity from which will burst the leaven of the Gospel. To let myself be transformed each day a little more by the living Word of the Gospel: not to let it lose its edge through routine, distraction, comfortableness. May it ceaselessly cause the new man to grow in me. To be continually more a Gospel word. To be awakened: this Word does not at all accord with the bewitching discourse of modern propaganda! To return ceaselessly to the source.

11- The Virgin Mary is the most beautiful expression of divine Love. The Virgin Mary is the most beautiful human response to divine Love.

12- Since the incarnation everything comes to us through Mary: Mary has given us Jesus. Now she gives him and makes him grow in each of our souls. The irreplaceable educational role of the Mother.

13- After work, with the students gone, we would go to the chapel to say Vespers and the rosary. One evening he confided to me that this moment, when he abandoned himself into the arms of Mary, was the dearest to his heart, and he spoke of our Mother with great tenderness, slowly, softly. His eyes shone with joy. The spiritual richness of his soul moved me and was contagious. It was against the wall of this chapel, of the tabernacle, that his body collapsed from the deadly shot. P 72. Andree Ghillet.
14- I try to let shine through a little what should be the life of one of the baptized, radiation of a Presence which transforms everything into love. It has happened that I have discovered, marvelling, all the ways of God’s gift, in one or other of our Moslem brothers.

Henri before men

1- Why in Algeria? Because there is God’s mysterious plan for the people of Islam, a temple of his presence where he invites me to enter, a mutual opening to promote, a dialogue between believers to pursue and develop, our paths to God can only converge. Because God sends his Church to all the people of the universe, a simple presence which purifies itself, which allows itself to be challenged by the Word and which challenges, liberates itself and liberates, which leaves to God the choice of times for a more explicit revelation of the gospel of his Son journeying with all mankind in this world.

2- To be close to the poor

It is necessary to share their misery,

The have suffered from hunger,

From thirst

From nakedness, 

To have walked kilometers,

To have experienced waiting,

Crowding on the bus.

How to know poverty

If  I let myself be corrupted by money

And all the compromises it entails?

If I live the condition of the poor,

I will hasten the work of justice among men.

There will be one profiteer the less.

I would better understand the demands of the deprived

As well as all there can be

Of egoism, envy, harshness

In the reaction of certain unfortunates.

3- The poor were truly your brothers. You welcomed them without a murmur because, in your eyes, it was the Lord in person who was knocking at your door. At the social secreteriat where I was then working, the needs did not always allow me time for lunch. You would knock discreetly, with a plate of fruit or cakes, you did it with love. With you, one could not be sad. You were a little light of love, peace, hope, in this Casbah which was in great need of it.

4- His life as Marist religious educator became a life in Moslem Algeria, for the Algerians and with the Algerians. The mounting tide of dangers, of which he was aware, changed nothing of this fundamental orientation, but added a desire for spiritual solidarity with Islam and with Moslems the full sense of which the Ribat
 would help him bring out. When violence took Henri from us, it seemed to us that it struck in him our vocation in its most perfect expression.

5- With Henri, it was also a study of Islam which never ceased to let itself question, from the inside of a search for God always on the alert. “I let myself be questioned, I question, I unbalance the other a little, and the other unbalances me… It is like Mary, I don’t understand, but I keep [in my heart]. What the little ones have grasped, it’s marvelous. The experts (of Islam, implied) block matters for me.”

6- At each of our levels it is necessary to listen to and reply to the expectations and the searching of the other. I ask Him to complicate our meetings as little as possible.

7- It is not a question of convincing, but of being Christian, whatever it costs, of showing love. If one cannot dialogue, at least one can start, and that is essential.

8- I perceived in the account he gave me of his work a real passion, passion for meeting, passion for service of the young, passion which lead him to this land. He went right to the end of this passion.

� The source of the texts is the book, A Christian in the House of Islam, Robert  Masson, eds. Parole et Silence, November 2004.


� This is how he was seen by his friend of 20 years, and probable spiritual director, Christian de Cherge, prior of the Trappist monastery of Tibhirine, who was killed two years later with six of his monks.


� A Christian in the House of Islam, p 56.


� Ibid. p 75. Testimony of Br Michel Voute, his confrere at the time of his martyrdom.


� This quotation and the ones following are taken from Chapter xxiv of the book, pp 145-154.


� Ibid p 93 – Jean-Benoite Fanjaud, a friend of Henri.


� The Ribat (bond of peace), a prayer group of Christians and Muslims which met at the Trappist convent at Tibhirine. Henri had been part of it from the beginning.


� Ibid. pp 10, 13-14. Mgr Henri Teissier, archbishop of Oran.


� Ibid. pp 136-138: Christian de Cherge.





