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Heart’s Home Saint John of Patmos  

ΠΙΣΙ ΣΗ ΚΑΡ∆ΙΑ                        Marie SMAGGHE 

ΑΦΗΝΑ                                    Athens, 20th of January 2014 

 

Letter n°3 

 

“It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is essential is invisible to the eye.” A. de Saint 
Exupéry, The Little Prince 

 
καλή και άγια σπόνια 2014 ! 
 
Before starting, I would like to wish you a good and holy year 2014! May it be full of joy and love for 

you and your families. I hope that you have spent beautiful family moments and that, back to work or 
studies, you are in the best mood. I am thinking especially about my student friends in this beloved 
exam period! If reading my letter is an excuse to take a break… be my guest!  
This end of year has been very rich for us. Here since only two months, we had the pleasure to spend 
both Christmas and New Year‟s Eve surrounded by people with whom we become closer and closer.  
As I write this letter, words from the fox in The Little Prince come back to my memory “One only 
understands the things that one tames”. The fox says that taming takes time and investment. It is not 

about waiting very quietly that the time goes by, but to be entirely present where I have to be. Here is 
one thing I am learning: to live the present moment and consider every minute of every encounter a 
precious treasure that I would like to discover. 
From the first weeks here, we noticed Φιλιο (Filio=friendship), an old woman who lives alone in a 
basement of a building in our street. One day, we stopped by to „discuss‟ in Greek with her. We 
understood almost nothing but we stayed at her window, next to her for a moment. And I think about 
the fox who says “But you will sit a little closer to me, every day”. That is exactly what it is with Φιλιο. 
Last week, Ludivine and I went to visit her, and as we were not invited to enter her house, we settled at 

her window. She quickly came closer to us and repeatedly cheered us by saying „αγαπη μος‟ (Aguapi 
mou= my love) putting her head sometimes in the crook of Ludivine‟s shoulder, sometimes in mine. 
She often repeated that there is no difference between Catholics and Orthodox and that only God 
matters. She always repeated „δοξα ζηο θεο‟ (Doxa sto Theo= Glory to God) doing the Orthodox sign 
of the cross: from right to left, with three fingers (meaning the Trinity) and three times in a row in a 
very quick way. She pronounced those words while looking at the sky as it is almost the only thing she 
can see from her window, that and with legs of the pedestrians and car exhaust pots. She told us that her 

daughter does not live too far from her and that people bring her food as she does not have money to 
buy any. Φιλιο never goes out of her house because her body is so hurting that she even have 
difficulties to get up the chair to be at the street height when we talk together. I think that this woman is 
beautiful as she keeps faith even with all her sufferings. As I spend more time with her, I want to tame 
her more, to know her more and to „waste time‟ for this „rose‟.  
 
The first time I saw Eleni, she was begging in the street in front of one of the numerous closed shop 
front in a street near ours, and was crying. Vicentiu noticed her first; it was a very cold day. We went 

closer to her and her eyes filled with tears crossed mine, panicked and tensed. She immediately took my 
hand and I sat next to her. Eleni is Bulgarian and sell handkerchief packets to earn some coins and as 
us, does not speak much Greek. We exchanged standard expressions such as „Καλημεπα‟ 
(Kalimera=Good morning) and „Κάνη Κπιό‟ (Kani krio= It is cold). We stayed for a moment sitting 
next to her to look at the pedestrians, as she does it every hour of every day. I realised how people 
looked at her and thought that so often I am like them, feeling awkward and sometimes throwing a 
goofy smile. It was so cold that I asked her if she wanted me to bring her a coffee from home. Vicentiu 
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stayed with her and I came back with one cup of coffee. Little did I know; I did not expect that she 
could be uncomfortable to drink her coffee alone in front of us, without sharing! It is always a moving 
experience to be subject of so much attention when I think that I am the one who is giving attention!  
We stayed at her side a moment. I could not speak with her due to the language difference but I just 

tried to make sure that she has a roof over her head at night. When we left, she tied very strongly my 
hand and covered us with „εςσαπιζηώ‟ (Efkaristo=thanks). She found her smile back and warmed up 
my heart. Yes, it is hard to know that Eleni is in the street but what can I do for her? When I found her 
the day after in the same spot, as she took my hand and smiled at me, she gave me the answer: being her 
friend. Sitting next to her in the street and taking her hand. It may appear very tiny, even useless, but 
when I see her smile as soon as she sees one of us, I think that it is all, and that God sent us here, to be 
at the feet of Eleni and to serve Him in loving her.  
 

I would like to talk to you about Violet, βιολέηα in Greek, one of the residents in the elderly house “Ο 
καλόρ Σαμαπείηηρ” (O Kalos Samaritis= The Good Samaritan) where we go every week. I noticed 
Violet the first time because she was singing Christmas Carols with enthusiasm and smiling. I thought  
straight away that this woman, whom appeared very joyful at first sight, 
certainly did not need a presence of compassion and consolation! But Violet 
allowed me to realise how suffering can be hidden and complex, that it takes 
million of different sorts and that every human being needs a loving and 

friendly presence in every moment in its life. Every time that I spend a moment 
with Violet, she does not let my hand go, hugs me very tight, kisses me and 
takes my cheeks repeating „αγάπη μος!‟ All of these gestures are done with 
such kindness and love even if I barely know her! Violet has arrived in this 
centre two months ago because she fell on the floor in her house. I do not know 
much about Violet but I feel that she waits for visits all the time and that she is 
happy that we can offer this. Every time I leave, she repeats a few times: “You 

will come again, hein, you will come again?” In this elderly house, people are 
very well treated by the sisters and the caregivers. What we bring in addition, 
in our visits is something else. We do not go to do something special with 
them, but to spend some quality time with one person or another, to discuss about their joys and their 
sufferings. Some of these persons, even if they have means to live there, sometimes do not have many 
visits from outside. There, I realise that being loved and looked with tenderness and consideration is not 
reserved to anyone in particular, and that is what Violet needs, as every human being does. This face-to-
face time that I spend with her is precious and, even if I find it always too short, it is already beautiful 

that it is happening in the desire to mutual share and love.   
 
We met Sarah‟s family in Caritas. She arrived in Greece with her twin brother and sister (5 years old) 
and their parents. She is from Syria. There, her parents were working and she had all the toys she 
wanted. As the war became unbearable, her parents decided to protect them, they put all their economy 
to escape and save their lives, with the wish to rebuild a decent one in Europe. For most of the refuges, 
conscious of the very difficult situation of the country, Greece is not 

the dreamed destination; this land is only a bridge between Orient and 
Occident, a passage to rejoin the rest of Europe. As around 300 
refugees, Sarah and her family come every day to take a hot meal in 
Caritas. One day, Nikos, the responsible of Caritas, asked Saleh, 
Sarah‟s father, to give a testimony of their story. As her father was 
talking, Sarah was stuck to her brother, sister and uncle. I got closer to 
them. I smiled at her but I only received back a worried and inquisitor 

smile. I could guess sadness in her beautiful big black eyes which 
testified of a substantial lack of something, of emptiness. I sat on a 
chair next to them and after throwing glances and smiles at her, I 
invited her to sit on my lap. To my surprise, she came and quickly 
introduced herself. As we did not speak any common language, we 
communicated with mime and the help of her uncle whom speaks English. 
Little by little, she spoke more and more and surrendered in my arms. One 

On my knees: Sarah,  in the 

top right corner, her oncle 

and in the bottom right 

corner, Tala, her sister.  
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of the first things she told me was “Mama Norvegia”, miming a plane taking off. Her mom joined 
clandestinely Norway and she is trying to help them come in a way or another. As I understood that, I 
was touched with emotion and revolt. How could these children live knowing that their mother is so far 
away and without any security to see her soon? I was hugging her very strongly, singing her lullabies, 

knowing deliberately that I could never replace the softness and the love of her mother. And, more I 
was smiling at her and sung to her, more she opened up and when she offered me her smile, it was an 
immense gift. When we left, she was still smiling. We had the joy to see them again few weeks later 
and to walk around the city with them. In this beginning of the year, I feel like they are exhausted and 
morose. Saleh is tired to take care of his triplet by himself and not to see his dream to bring his family 
together coming. I particularly entrust to your prayer this family.  
 
καλά σπιζηούγεννα : 

 
How can I omit to talk to you about these intense moments of joy we shared around the birth of our 
Saviour? Everything started when we told our dear friends in the parish that we would spend Christmas, 
here, with them. „But, you are not going back to France?‟, „So, how do your family do?‟ After telling 
them that I still love my family and that I will be sad to be far from them, I explained that it is part of 
our mission: to share moment of sadness as much as moment of joy! For them it was a real revolution to 
see young people getting engage at this point to make a sacrifice of this type. They quickly asked us to 

be part of the choir for the midnight mass. They were so happy that we got invested in this way and we 
were touched to be accepted in their community so quickly. It gave me another opportunity to 
contemplate the grace that we are filled with in this warm welcome we have from everyone we meet 
here everywhere we go. After mass, we met in the „basement‟ of the church for the traditional coffee 
time. What a joyful moment! There were so much more people than usually on Sundays. We talked, 
sung and immortalised this festive moment with few pictures of the group. Christmas is a time that I 
have always loved, a special family moment. The idea to spend it far from my family was not easy at 

first, even if it was not the first time, this time was different. What could appear very weird is that, this 
year, I felt particularly in communion with 
my family, because totally present to the 
people I was sharing this special time with 
and to whom I got engaged to stay with. I 
felt united to them because I was united to 
my sisters and brother of community and to 
the people here.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
Dear sponsors, thanks from the depth of my 

heart for your support. Thanks for your 
wishes cards, your messages, your emails 
and letters which filled me with joy and helped me to carry on the path that I chose to take with the help 
of God.    
Be assured of my humble prayer to you and your families. May this New Year be marked by the seal of 
hope and love! I leave you with this sentence of Mother Teresa which helps me so much: “Do not try to 
do spectacular things, what is important is that you give besides, what is important is the intensity of 

love that you put in the smallest gesture.”  
 
Love, 
 

 

Μαρία 
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SMAGGHE Maria 

ΠΙΣΙ ΣΗ ΚΑΡ∆ΙΑ 
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Our community in front of the Acropolis: Ludivine, Pia, I, Irina and Vicentiu! 

 


