= the moon and the stars are

~ how a soul wmust trust in our Lord.

shinning, and the stillness of the

darkness seems so frightening. Oh, o
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Escape is determination for the Love
of our Lord, and trying not to be seen.
The door is opening fo what awaits
the other side. Oh, how a soul must

~trust in our Lord. | e
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4" Quietly the door is closed and the

eseape into the night is terrifying,

" and 1o be caught would end it all.
. Was there a second thought?

Oh, how a soul wwst trust in our
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city is opened. In the dead of
night the escape wmoves on. To
feel joy and fear at the same
time. Oh, how a soul must trust
mourLord, ;. owesh
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" What a cross to bear, while

while pushing forward. and

dare not to look back, at the City

of Assisi, where she had grown up.
Oh, how a soul wwst trust in our Lord.
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Therun fo the outer gateof the - |
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Seeing St. Frameisis suicha -~
relief, as if the strugaleis over.”
Changing her beautiful garment
for one of the poor. Cutting the
beautiful hair that is always

a woman's pride. Oh, how a soul
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Into the Monastery she enters, <+ 7 25"
Is the escape now atanendor ... .

just beginning? The Joy and the .~ .~
fear have now become one, I
Clare’s love of God shows to ’
the world the Will of God is -
complete. Oh, how a soul must
trust in our Lord.
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