
Vultus Christi - Dom Mark Kirby, Benedictine Monk 
  
O my beloved Jesus, 
I bring Thee the poverty of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst enrich them. 
I bring Thee the emptiness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst fill them. 
I bring Thee the coldness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst warm them. 
I bring Thee the loneliness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst embrace them. 
I bring Thee the sorrows of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst console them. 
I bring Thee the illnesses of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst heal them. 
I bring Thee the impurities of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst wash them clean. 
I bring Thee the nakedness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst clothe them. 
I bring Thee the silence of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst speak to them. 
I bring Thee the brokenness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst repair them. 
I bring Thee the infirmities of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst heal them. 
I bring Thee the nothingness of Thy priests that Thou wouldst be their all. 
I bring Thee the darkness of Thy priests, that Thou wouldst illuminate them, 
I bring Thee the bitterness of Thy priests, 
     that Thou wouldst give them to taste of Thy sweetness. 
I bring Thee the struggles of Thy priests,  that Thou wouldst be victorious in 
them. 
I give Thee the blindness of Thy priests that Thou wouldst give them clear 
vision. 
I bring Thee the weariness of Thy priests that Thou wouldst be their rest. 
I bring Thee the thirst of Thy priests that Thou wouldst quench it. 
I bring Thee the fears of Thy priests that Thou wouldst give them confidence. 
I give thee Thee the doubts of Thy priests that Thou wouldst strengthen their 
faith. 
I bring Thee the despondency of Thy priests that Thou wouldst infuse them 
with hope. 
I bring Thee the sadness of Thy priests that Thou wouldst be their joy. 
I bring Thee all Thy priests, especially those in their last agony, those who are 
locked in spiritual combat, and those being tempted to sin against faith and 
against hope. 
I bring Thee the death of Thy priests that Thou wouldst be their life eternal. 
I bring Thee all those priest of Thine for whom Thy presence in the Most Holy 
Sacrament 



has become a matter of indifference, of routine, and of neglect. 
Beloved Lord Jesus, have mercy on those priests of Thine whose minds have 
grown dark, 
whose hearts have grown cold, and who have succumbed to the enticements 
of the world, 
the weariness of the flesh, and the deceits of the devil. 
Deliver them all, O Jesus, for they are Thine, and Thou wilt not deny Thine 
own. 

Amen. 
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