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ΑΘΗΝΑ 

 

Letter n°4  

 

“The Christian life is not limited to prayer, but requires an ongoing 

dedication and courage born of prayer.” 

Message of Pope Francis to the young in WYD Rio, 2013. 

 

Dear sponsors, dear friends,  

 

Two months have passed since my last letter and there are so many things that 

I would like to share with you. I hope that everybody is all right and that the spring 

sunshine is in your hearts. A month ago, Irina left our community after 15 months in 

Senegal and 3 here. It was a wonderful opportunity to make a positive observation of 

four months spent in Greece. We gathered almost forty friends in our living room, set 

up as a chapel, for a very emotional thanksgiving mass for Irina’s mission. The joy of 

our friends who came to thank Irina was a testimony of the scope of our presence 

here. So we undertook our first change in the community, as we were separated for 

the first time from one of us and that we had to carry on our way. It was not easy to 

live this for the first time. But, it is life and the mission must go on! The 

communitarian life is a real spring of more and more graces in my mission, given that 

I live it fully, dive totally into it and open myself up, that is to say, as long as I let 

myself being loved first by the people I am living with. How difficult it is to 

surrender, to accept to not always give but also to receive from others! The 

community is a school of life in which we learn from the flaws and qualities of others. 

We cannot hide things or deny them as we are exposed to the others at any time. And 

as soon as I allow myself to be, I discover who I really am. This is when prayer is 

essential. Jesus tells us "Ask, and it will be given to you; seek, and you will 

find; knock, and it will be opened to you. For everyone who asks receives, and the one 

who seeks finds, and to the one who knocks it will be opened.” (Mt 7,7) What a 

wonderful experience it is to ask for the grace to be more open to others, to listen 

better, in other words, to love more intensely. The message of our Pope Francis 

affects me particularly because this is what I live here in a very radical manner. Prayer 

is inseparable from the rest; it is not isolated or reduced to some moments in my day. 

It is a daily experience that I do and I discover that it is in prayer that I find the 

courage to go and visit this friend or to confront such-and-such difficulty in the 

community. It is impossible to disconnect our life of apostolate from our life of prayer 

and of community. Every one is embedded in the others. If I wrangle with one of the 

members of my community, it is also with the friend whom I will visit just after as I 

will not be totally available to live the present moment with him. At first, it is with 

Jesus himself that I wrangle and it is only in prayer that I can be reconciled with 

Jesus, put away my ego in order to be reconciled with my brother. In this mission, I 

realise the real weight of my actions, their consequences. My daily joy is spread 

around me as much as my doubts and my fears.  

 

 

Last Saturday, it was the birthday of two of our friends, Rarhman and Romeo.  

The weekly 
market in 
our street! 



Rarhman is a Muslim friend from Bangladesh who owns a shop close to our house. 

We first met him soon after we first arrived because we passed by his shop very often. 

He invited us in his flat many times for lunch and we now spend time with him in his 

shop regularly. His son and wife are in his country. He opens his shop everyday from 

8 am to 11 pm and takes only half an hour break for lunch. For his birthday, we 

wanted to invite him to our house. Many times before, he refused for an unknown 

reason. We were worried that he would refuse once again but this time, he accepted 

our invitation. On the day, Pia and I went to pick him up from his shop. He was away 

for shopping so we waited for him with his friend Kamal who was keeping the shop. 

We did not know if he had forgotten or if he did not want to come. When he arrived, 

showing off his large smile, all my doubts went away and I understood that he was 

happy to see us. He told us “Ah, you did not forget, you came!” Yes, we had decided 

that this time it would be successful! He looked a bit anxious and asked us to wait for 

few minutes so he could pass by his flat to get changed. On the way to our house, he 

was stressed and barely talked until he entered our flat. He was very touched by the 

beautiful table we had set up and the « Χρόνια πολλά » (Happy Birthday) banner on 

the wall. During lunch, he asked a lot of questions about the mission and about our 

future. He is always worried about our future and is interested about what we studied 

before coming here. It is beautiful to see this deep interest in each of us and his 

paternal concern. Like every time we see him, he asked news about our families and if 

our parents were worried for us. I think that he wonders how our parents can survive 

knowing that we are far from them. He suffers a lot not seeing his son growing up. He 

came to Greece against his will, in order to make a living for his family and he has 

difficulties to understand that we left our country, our nice 

lifestyles and families to come here. He also repeats that what we 

do is beautiful and I think he is one of our first friends who 

understood straight away why we are here. It is always touching 

to receive so many love gestures, which shape my heart and 

teach me how to receive love from our friends more simply. 

Seeing his cake, his first reaction was “it is too beautiful for me”, 

he explained to us that he never celebrates his birthday because 

he never takes anytime for himself as he has to be in his shop. 

What was particularly beautiful was the simplicity with which he 

accepted everything we shared with him. It was such a practical 

lesson of what I talked about at the beginning of my letter. At 

first, he was intimidated but he managed to let us approach him, 

to accept that we do something nice for him, that is to say, to let us love him. I admire 

a lot the strength of this man who has such a difficult life. His strength gives me 

strength; his joy when he sees us coming to his shop brings me joy and his simplicity 

to undertake life makes me want to live mine more simply. Rarhman stayed more than 

two hours at home, feeling very comfortable in our couch. What a joy to see the 

friendship growing “siga siga” (little by little) as Greeks say! It is beautiful because 

even if he is conscious that we cannot do anything for him, he welcomes what we 

have to give with simplicity and the joy we share is enough for him.  

 

 After this nice lunch, we headed up to see Romeo, a Nigerian friend who owns 

a shop in our street. We arrived at his place with our cake and candles ready to make a 

surprise but it was closed! Fortunately, we remembered vaguely where he lives so we 

decided to knock on his door. When he opened the door, he showed us for a second a 

stunned face. With his physical appearance of a security guy from a night club, I 



guarantee you, we were not that comfortable!  But a large smile 

rapidly showed on his face and he opened the door wider to let 

us enter saying “Ouaouuu my friends, it is such a nice surprise, 

I have never celebrated my birthday since I have been here, 

you made my day!” We sat in his room and he shared his lunch 

with us. We were embarrassed and more than full by our own 

lunch but he insisted saying: “don’t worry, it is enough for me, 

I am not angry anymore, I’m filled with joy! You’re not hungry when you’re happy”. 

We went to his shop and stayed with him singing and playing the guitar. He offered 

slices of cake to his friends saying “my friends made me a surprise for my birthday, 

they brought this cake!”  It is very touching because this simple gesture, this little 

attention which is not much, is a great gesture of love which is manifested between us 

and it is a big step in friendship.  

 

“Many times, it was given to us to meet people who suddenly, started to speak about 

the grace of the Work in a surprising manner and allowed us to make leaps in the 

comprehension of the charisma which was offered to us. It seemed that they lived it 

themselves for years, it seemed that it was them who shaped it, and it seemed that they 

were at the same time the instrument and the beneficiaries. These people have made 

us aware, in a very new way, of the immense treasure that we had in our hands and 

we have committed to move forward without tiring. Each of these meetings was a 

miracle ...”  

 

Reading this article « Somebody who surprises others » published in the paper 

“From one Heart’s Home to another” in December 2000, I immediately thought about 

two friends, Destin and Michel-Ange, from Congo-Brazzaville, whom we met at the 

Soup Kitchen of the Sisters of Mother Teresa. Lately we had two intense moments 

together which made me realise the inexhaustible treasure which is this mission. Two 

weeks ago, we invited them to come to mass on Friday morning and after mass, we 

invited them spontaneously to have breakfast with us. They were very touched by the 

invitation. During breakfast, they told us about the very difficult situation in their 

country and the daily violence. We shared a very joyful moment singing and playing 

the guitar. Ludivine offered to Destin to accompany him to pick up his pink card 

which he had dropped on the morning hoping to get three more months authorisation 

to stay here. He was very happy of this proposition, so they left the three of them, 

with Vicentiu and came back three hours later with the precious ticket in the pocket: 

renewal of three months authorisation. After preparing a few songs together, we 

gathered in the chapel, in front of the Blessed Sacrament 

for an hour of adoration. This moment of prayer was 

particularly strong, knowing the strength of Destin’s faith. 

The latter puts every moment of his life in the hands of the 

Lord and this gives him a wonderful freedom. His great 

peace and his authentic calm when he talks about God in 

his life shake me deeply. In Greece for two years, with a 

status of undocumented, very often tormented by people he 

meets… his faith in the Lord and the deep conviction of 

His Holy Presence in every moment are unspoiled. What a 

lesson! After that, I cannot allow myself to doubt “of the 

immense treasure that we had in our hands.” It is the discovery of my real poverty: 

my difficulty to give up myself to God’s will in every moment, as I want to control 



everything. Before leaving, Destin told us “now I know why I stayed two years in 

Greece, to meet you and share this moment together.” A few days later, for Shrove 

Tuesday, we decided to invite them for adoration, Vespers and diner to celebrate our 

last day before Lent. It was beautiful to share a moment of prayer again with them. 

During diner, they surprised me with their simplicity and trueness of speech. They 

shared their difficulties living here and the mistrust of Greek people towards them, 

leading sometimes to verbal and physical violence. Then, Michel-Ange told us that he 

was surprised to hear that we prayed all together with Destin a few days ago. He was 

astonished by that and added “when Destin told me that we were invited tonight, I 

automatically answered yes to the invitation.” It seemed to be very natural for him. 

Destin added “at first, I did not really know what you were doing here, what you 

wanted, but now I know, you are not here to walk the streets of Athens, you pray and 

you are with us.” It was a choc for me, a revelation; I was doing a “leap in the 

comprehension of the charisma.” He was underlining very clearly the heart of our 

mission, its engine: prayer, praying for and with people. In fact, “they were at the 

same time the instrument and the beneficiaries”, because hearing this from our 

friends, in such a simple and obvious manner allowed me to get rebooted in order “to 

move forward without tiring” in the mission. 

 

Dear sponsors, thanks for your thoughts and prayers. Thanks for your emails, 

letters and postcards which make me so happy. I commend to your prayers all our 

friends here, particularly Elleni whom has certainly changed spot as we do not see her 

anymore in the street and Sarah’s family whose situation has not changed. Do not 

hesitate to commend me your intentions of prayer.  

 

With all my love,  

 

Μαρία 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 
Take another look at the world and visit our blog:  

 
http://landofcompassion.com/ 

View from the Mont Lycabeth, Athens  In Romeo’ shop for his birthday.  


