
Visitation 
 
 We finish the month of May with a nice feast of our Mother: her 
visitation to her cousin Elizabeth. We call it visitation, a formal name, but it is 
more three months of living together. Our visitations are too quick; we are not 
supposed to stay overnight. Just a cup of tea or coffee. We don’t have much 
time for others. We place so much emphasis on our time, that we avoid 
spending time with others. We think it is a waste of time. I was surprised at 
my first black wedding in South Africa. At the time that it was supposed to 
start, there was nobody. I thought I had made a mistake, but after an hour 
people began to arrive. The wedding started two hours later. They told me: 
“You have watches, but you don’t have time. We don’t have watches, but we 
have plenty of time.” And they were right. 
 Tradition places this scene at Ein Karim, 6 kilometres from Jerusalem, 
150 kilometres from Nazareth. It used to be a village for priests assisting at the 
temple, so close to Jerusalem. There are two churches in the town: the church 
of the Visitation and the church of Saint John the Baptist, where he was born. 
The one of the Visitation is on top of a hill; to reach the church you need to 
climb up a step path of carved steps. When blessed Alvaro went there, he was 
in his eighties and they told him that it was only 15 steps; so as the good 
engineer that he was, he counted 48. Sometimes life is bit like this. We don’t 
expect it is going to be easy, but once we are there, we keep going. We always 
represent the Visitation with Elizabeth coming out to meet Mary, following 
the norms of Jewish hospitality. We too should come out of ourselves to meet 
our Mother. 
 Outside the church you have the words of the Magnificat written in 
many languages. You try to figure out what they are, to see how many 
languages you recognise. Mary praised God in the Magnificat, acknowledging 
her lowliness, proclaiming her nothingness before God. This 
acknowledgement is an essential part of the virtue of humility. It is not of her 
faith, nor of her charity, nor of her immaculate purity that Mary is proud of, 
but because God “has regarded the lowliness of his handmaid.” 
 Spiritual authors are of the opinion that Saint Joseph accompanied her 
in this trip, even though the Gospel doesn’t mention him. It was a three or 
four day journey of around 150 kilometres. Saint Joseph wouldn't had left her 
alone in the mountains. He was surprised at Mary’s haste, when she told him 
that her old cousin was expecting a child. He didn't know that Mary was 
pregnant and was very surprised to see her extremely happy. Mary looked at 
him with tender love, saying to herself: he doesn't know what is coming; this 
baby is going to change everything. 
 Elizabeth asked an interesting question: “Who am I that you should 
come to me?” This is a question we ought to ask ourselves whenever we 
receive Jesus in the Eucharist. We are not worthy of him coming to us. Today 
we ask our Mother to come to visit us, as she did her cousin. We are much 
worse than Elizabeth, more in need of her help. We are not pregnant, but we 
are anxious, worried, depressed, down. We need her to bring us Jesus, to 
remind us that Jesus is waiting for us in the Eucharist. 


