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“My most beautiful invention is My Mother”
Fr. Michel Quoist (France, 6/18/1918-12/18/1997)

My most beautiful invention, says God, is My Mother.

| lacked a Mother and | made one.

| made My Mother before she made me.

It was safer.

Now | am truly a man like all other men.

| no longer have anything to envy them, for | have a Mother.

A real one. | was lacking one.

My Mother's name is Mary, says God.

Her soul is absolutely pure and full of Grace.

Her body is virgin and pervaded by such a light that on earth

| never tired of looking at her, listening to her, admiring her.

My Mother is beautiful, so much so that even if | have left the splendors of Heaven,

| have not found myself lost near Her.

| know well, God says, what it is being carried by Angels;

well, that is nothing compared to the arms of a Mother, believe me...

Mary my Mother died, says God.
After | had ascended to Heaven,
| missed her and she missed me.
She reached me, with her soul,

with her body, directly.

The fingers that touched God could not freeze.
The eyes that contemplated God could not become rigid.
That most pure body that had given a body to God

could not go rot mixed with the earth.

Now men have a Mother in heaven

Who follows them with her eyes, with her eyes of flesh.

In Heaven they have a Mom who loves them with all her heart,
with her heart of flesh.

My most beautiful invention is My Mother.



