
Walking Sacred Stones

       Pilgrimage is never just about reaching a destination—it is about walking the
path, stone by stone, step by step. In Medjugorje, on Apparition Hill, pilgrims know
the rocky path well. Each stone beneath the foot is uneven, sharp, sometimes
slippery, sometimes even painful—but each one is sacred, for it leads to an
encounter, every stone leads to grace, every painful stone leads us to Our Lady, who
in turn always points us to Christ. 
      (Perhaps the stones we experience in Dubrovnik are no different: they too bear
witness to the weight of history, to the footsteps of saints and sinners, to prayers
whispered in the quiet of dawn and the cries of those seeking refuge behind its
walls. Polished smooth by centuries, they remind us that even the hardest surfaces
can be softened through time, perseverance, and the passing of countless lives
poured out in faith).
      In a very real and unique way, Papa and I have been walking such a path
together. His health journey has been like climbing over sharp stones—hospital
stays, uncertainty, waiting on doctors, moments of exhaustion. Yet each sharp stone
is also sacred, because each one is carried with faith, supported by your prayers, and
softened by God’s grace. This pilgrimage of hope, healing, and heart is not just
something that is happening abroad—it is also unfolding right here, in my own
family, in our daily walk of love.
     Walking the painful stones of this pilgrimage path, one quickly learns the lesson
of humility. You cannot walk too fast, or you will stumble - and you will leave our
companion behind. You cannot walk without care, or you will lose your footing. You



must bow low, steady yourself, and take one step at a time. The stones themselves
demand a kind of reverence. We walk every step with the breath of prayer - prayer
with our Blessed Mother, a prayer to her Son Jesus.
     This is the wisdom Sirach teaches us today: “Conduct your affairs with humility, and
you will be loved more than a giver of gifts… humble yourself and you will find favor with
God.” On this pilgrimage of hope, healing, and heart, I see this truth reflected in
Papa’s journey. His illness has humbled us both — stripped away certainties, slowed
down our pace, and taught us that we cannot do this on our own. And yet, in this
humbling, God draws near.
     The Letter to the Hebrews reminds us that we are not alone in our climb. We are
not just facing hospitals and test results — we are walking toward Mount Zion, the
heavenly Jerusalem, and with us are angels, saints, and the prayers of all who love us.
Every prayer offered for Papa, every quiet word of encouragement, is like a hand
stretched out to steady us on the stones. 
     And in the Gospel, Jesus reminds us of the banquet prepared for the humble — a
table where the poor, the crippled, the blind, and the lame are given the seat of
honor. In our weakness, we find that God’s table has already been set for us. It is not
about strength or prestige, but about opening the heart to receive mercy.
     So as we walk these sacred stones — Papa in his healing, me in my care for him,
and all of us in this pilgrimage together — we learn that humility is not defeat, but
the privileged posture of grace. Each step may be smaller, gentler, slower… but
perhaps that is exactly how God leads us back home.
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