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A Short Story - Sacred Mind 

by Deacon Gerry Palermo 

 

Do not arouse, do not stir up love, before its own time. (Song of Songs 3:5b). 

 

It was very early, too early to perform rounds. A certain peace before the day begins as I slip into 

the Adoration Chapel and enter prayer and contemplation before the Blessed Sacrament. The last 

weeks have been filled with encounters with psychiatric patients dealing with illness and 

addiction. The beauty of person can be seen most clearly when the mind, expressed in 

personality, is not functioning properly. 

 

The mind is a sacred place. It is the reservoir of our reasoning. It is the memory of the somatic 

experience. It is the place of expectation. It is the place of hope. It is the place where the Will 

acts and directs. It is the home of the Soul and the place where we hear the voice of God. 

 

The mind possesses the characteristic of plasticity occurring in natural maturation and by the 

effects of environment influences. The mind as Soul-temple struggles with voluntary and non-

voluntary acts with the power to choose an outcome. It is in this place God in the Holy Spirit 

groans. The Spirit himself intercedes for us through wordless groans. 

 

For in this tent we groan, longing to be further clothed with our heavenly habitation if indeed, 

when we have taken it off, we shall not be found naked (2 Cor 5:2-3). When I think of God, I 

groan; as I ponder, my spirit grows faint (Ps 77:4). 

 

Thus my contemplation and prayer. Each patient’s struggle is not a point in time but rather a 

series of cyclical strength giving way to vulnerability and back to strength again. He looked up to 

heaven and groaned and said to him, Ephphatha (that is, “Be opened”) (Mk 7:24). 

 

Mended 

This heart that has been broken so many times 

And always in a different place 

Has been mended so many times without a trace 

And just because it looks so new your fingers itch to break it too 

I don’t care greatly if you do 

The next in line has mending glue. 

By Marion, 1930 (Inspired, p. 6). 

 

All of this we cannot see. All of this sacred work lives in the mind. The voice of God speaks, 

groans, consoles, and mends. This is a sacred place. 
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I asked what would you have me do, O Lord, for I am powerless in myself. 

 

Then they started to come to the Adoration Chapel, one after another, to be with Jesus. Can you 

give us Communion? Lord, I am not worthy that you should enter under my roof… 

 

Then the one. 

Alone. 

Can you give me Communion? 

Yes. 

My Son died. 

What did he die of? 

Mental illness. 

 

Do not be anxious how you are to speak or what you are to say…  

 

The mind is a sacred place. Beyond what we can see there is sanctification taking place where 

the gentle voice of God speaks to the Soul. While the body fails and the soma shows little 

outward dignity, in the deep-seated sacredness of the mind the Spirit makes a home and brings 

consolation and peace. The thirsting soul drinks deeply from the Consoler. The aroused body and 

mind suffering before its own time sustains damage that cannot be upheld. The path is set toward 

the eternal. 

 

And the Spirit groaned. Jesus groaned. Your Son groaned and was never alone. 

 

Lord, who have brought to this woman 

the wondrous joy of motherhood, 

grant her comfort in all anxiety 

and make her determined 

To remember she led her child along the ways of salvation. 

 

Eternal rest grant unto him, O Lord, and let perpetual light shine upon him.  

May his souls and all the souls of the faithful departed,  

through the mercy of God, rest in peace. 

Amen 

Peace be with you. 

Deacon Gerry 
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Disclaimer – Names, times and places are fictional or obscured to protect the privacy of others 

without distorting the essential truth of the encounter. 
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