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published in Prison Voice magazine. Many of  my poems are 
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 Wings of  Prayer |   13

Foreword

In the quiet of  prisons, where hope seems dim, 
A voice arises, a hymn for Him. 
From cold, silent walls to hearts contrite, 
Flows a stream of  love, pure and bright.

Amid the shadows, a voice takes flight, 
A beacon of  hope in the darkest night. 
From hearts that serve with faith profound, 
These poems arise, where grace is found.

Each word a testament, each verse a flame, 
Of  lives transformed in Christ’s holy name. 
Through the hands of  one so vibrant and wise, 
Fr. Francis Kodiyan let’s hope arise.

A co-founder, a guide, a visionary true, 
With a heart for the lost, his mission grew. 
Meticulous planning, his every stride, 
With love and purpose as his guide.

Eighteen books, a legacy grand, 
Each a reflection of  God’s own hand. 
This newest gem, a treasure to hold, 
Stories of  mercy, compassion untold.

Through shadows and pain, through sorrow's veil, 
Comes a ministry steadfast, that will not fail. 
With hands extended and hearts aglow, 
It reaches the places where mercy must go.

This book you hold is more than art, 
It’s the cry of  the soul, the beat of  the heart. 



14   I     Wings of  Prayer

From volunteers whose voices blend, 
A symphony of  service without end.

Each poem a candle, each word a spark, 
Lighting the path through the deepest dark. 
Their love and labour, their sacrifice, 
Bring freedom unseen to hearts confined.

At the helm of  this mission, one man stands tall, 
Fr. Francis Kodiyan, answering the call. 
A co-founder, a shepherd, with vision so clear, 
A pioneer of  mercy, bringing God near.

Brilliant in thought, meticulous in deed, 
He sows the Gospel’s living seed. 
From planning programs with a vibrant zeal, 
To touching hearts that yearn to heal.

Eighteen books now, a treasure untold, 
Each a witness to love, steadfast and bold. 
This newest creation, a beacon of  grace, 
Revealing God’s work in every place.

Through these pages, the volunteers speak, 
Of  journeys made to serve the weak. 
Their words inspire, their actions renew, 
Showing what faith and love can do.

Prison walls crumble, not by force, 
But by compassion’s gentle course. 
Through every visit, every prayer, 
God’s mercy flows, tender and rare.

Fr. Francis, the architect of  this dream, 
Builds bridges of  hope, strong and serene. 
His wisdom and passion, a guiding flame, 
That magnifies Christ’s holy name.
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So, as you read, may your heart be stirred, 
By each tender thought, by every word. 
This book is a call, a challenge, a plea, 
To join the mission, to help set free.

May these poems echo through time and space, 
A testament to God’s boundless grace. 
For the lost, the forgotten, the world cast aside, 
This ministry restores their dignity and pride.

Let us celebrate this noble feat, 
Of  Fr. Francis, whose work is complete. 
A brilliant mind, a heart so pure, 
His legacy of  love will forever endure.

Let this foreword shine as a prayer, 
For Fr. Francis and the work he dares. 
A tireless soul, brilliant and bright, 
Illuminating prisons with Christ’s light.

So open these pages, let your heart receive, 
The fruits of  a mission in which we believe. 
May this book inspire, may its message be clear, 
That love conquers all, and God is near.

As you turn these pages, take time to reflect, 
On the power of  love, on lives it affects. 
For this book is not just ink and line, 
It’s the voice of  God, eternal, divine.

Sr Amala DC 
PMI National Secretary
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Preface

Wings of  Prayer is a stirring collection of  poems that delves 
into the world of  prisons, prisoners, and those who dedicate 
their lives to prison ministry. This compilation brings together 
diverse voices, each sharing unique perspectives on the 
complexities of  captivity, redemption, and the human spirit. 
Within these pages, you'll find powerful expressions of  hope, 
resilience, and transformation. The verses crisscross the 
struggles of  detention, the power of  faith, and the unwavering 
dedication of  those who serve. From the depths of  despair to 
the heights of  deliverance, these rhymes capture the intricate 
tapestry of  life behind bars.

This assemblage is a testament to the transformative power of  
words, crafted by individuals from various walks of  life. Some 
are prison ministers and others are advocates for justice. Their 
voices weave a narrative that is both heart-wrenching and 
inspiring. As you read these lyrics, may you be moved by the 
stories of  struggle and triumph, gain insight into the lives of  
those affected by incarceration, be inspired by the resilience 
of  the human spirit, depth of  faith and redemption in healing. 
This anthology is dedicated to those who have experienced the 
harsh realities of  prison life, and to those who tirelessly and 
diligently work towards restoration and rehabilitation. May 
their stories spark empathy, understanding, and hope.  Bring 
me out of  prison, so that I may give thanks to Your name (Ps142:7)

This collection of  poems was conceived by Fr Francis 
Kodiyan, MCBS, the co-founder of  Prison Ministry India, 
and the present National Coordinator of  PMI, Bangalore. 
We extend our gratitude to the contributing poets, who have 
heroically shared their experiences and perspectives. Your 
words have created a powerful testament to the human spirit. 

Sr Santan Nago FS
RRDC Director 
Prison Ministry India
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Appreciation

Wings of Prayer is a poignant and evocative collection of  
poems that deeply embodies the compassion, empathy, and 
unwavering dedication of  its esteemed author, Dr. Fr. Francis 
Kodiyan MCBS. As a priest, social worker, and devoted 
advocate for the welfare of  prisoners, Fr. Francis pours 
his heart and soul into this remarkable book. His poems, 
meticulously crafted over the years, offer a profound glimpse 
into the world of  Prison Ministry India (PMI) and its tireless 
efforts to bring hope, healing, and rehabilitation to those 
incarcerated.

With sensitivity and depth, Fr. Francis explores themes of  
redemption, forgiveness, and the transformative power 
of  prayer. Each poem is a testament to his unwavering 
commitment to his divine calling and his passionate pursuit 
of  serving others. The title, Wings of  Prayer, is aptly chosen, 
capturing the essence of  Fr. Francis' message: that prayer has 
the power to uplift, empower, and liberate us. The poems 
invite readers to soar on the wings of  prayer, to find solace in 
faith, and to embrace the boundless beauty of  compassion.

Through his poems, Fr. Francis illuminates the deep grief  
and agony of  the incarcerated, illustrating how even those 
who have fallen can rise again through prayer and sacrifice, 
ultimately becoming promising citizens. This collection 
serves as a beacon of  hope, showcasing the compassionate 
work of  Jesus Christ, who came to seek and save the lost. 
It features a rich tapestry of  poems and reflections, many 
eloquently contributed by Prison Ministry India volunteers 
and celebrated in various competitions and publications.
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With a blend of  profound insights and celestial inspirations, 
Wings of  Prayer invites readers to reflect deeply on the 
betterment of  prisoners, their victims, and their families. It 
stands as a testament to the enduring power of  dreams, divine 
providence, and the unwavering spirit of  those devoted to 
the noble cause of  prisoner reformation. This book elegantly 
bridges the distance between dreams and reality through 
steadfast action, proving that one person's dedication can 
indeed change the lives of  many.

I extend my deepest gratitude to Fr. Francis for sharing his 
extraordinary gift with the world. Wings of  Prayer is a treasured 
keepsake that will inspire, comfort, and motivate readers to 
make a positive difference in the lives of  others. May this book 
be a blessing to all who read it, and may Fr. Francis' remarkable 
work continue to touch hearts and transform lives. May these 
poems liberate and transform readers, drawing them closer to 
God Almighty and bearing fruit for the world.

Fr Anto Puthuva MCBS 
Councillor for Eucharistic Apostolate & Media 
MCBS Param Prasad Province
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A DREAM AT MONDO MIGLIORE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In the dawn's gentle light, 
the morn of  September seventeen, 2000 

At Mondo Migliore, 
where the world is serene, 

By Albano Lake, at Rocca di Papa’s embrace, 
A dream took flight in a picturesque place.

In my slumber, Ligimol's voice did softly weave, 
"Why not publish your poems and prayers, believe?" 
Though written, never thought to share or compile, 

This gentle nudge brought forth a grateful smile.

At eleven, in the park so fair, 
Behind Mondo Migliore, 

with time to spare, 
The dream recalled, 

I began to write, 
Inspired by the morning's tender light.

The leaves whispered tales of  dreams anew, 
Encouragement blossomed, 

like morning dew. 
With pen in hand, 

my journey found its start, 
A compilation born from the depths of  my heart.

Thus, on that day, 
by the tranquil lake’s gleam, 

A dream awakened, 
a writer’s dream.
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WINGS OF PRAYER
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Even when hearts have deeply fallen, 
Mistakes engraved, sins too tall, 

Redemption calls, in faith we're lifted, 
On wings of  prayer, we rise above all.

In the depths of  despair’s cold snare, 
A spark of  hope, prayer’s gentle flare, 

Change is possible, spirits bright, 
Prayer’s embrace brings forth the light.

Wings of  prayer, a holy flight, 
Connecting us to divine might, 

Struggles fade as we ascend, 
In faith, our sorrows start to mend.

Though fallen hard, forgiveness near, 
In prayer’s path, redemption clear, 

Through Jesus’ blood, our sins are freed, 
His Cross’s passion plants the seed.

Prison Ministry India, steadfast, true, 
Helping fallen souls, life renew, 
Volunteers fast, sacrifice, pray, 
So every heart can find its way.

Rising on wings of  prayer, we see, 
New lives unfold, spirits free, 

With faith, hope, and love’s embrace, 
We find in Christ, redeeming grace.
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DREAM REALIZATION
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In the quiet moments of  the night, 
When dreams take flight on wings of  light, 
The heart whispers secrets, pure and true, 
A vision of  what we are meant to pursue.

Concrete Dream – Visualisation, 
See it with your mind’s own eyes, 
A Green Signal, a path laid clear, 

Faith – Believe drives away all fear.

Speak Out, let your dream take flight, 
Hard Work turns darkness into light, 

Constant Prayer, a guiding star, 
Open to the Spirit, near and far.

Thank God in Advance for what's to come, 
With gratitude, our hearts become one, 

For in the dance of  dreams and fate, 
Life's greatest wonders patiently wait.

Dreams are the language of  the divine, 
In their pursuit, our spirits shine, 

With faith and courage, we shall see, 
The world conspiring for our destiny.

Hold your vision, clear and bright, 
With every step, bring it to light, 
For in these stages we embrace, 

Our dreams take form, and leave a trace
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PRISON LIFE: A GREAT LEVELLER
Fr Stan Swamy SJ

Inside the daunting prison gates 
All belongings taken away 
But for the bare essentials

‘You’ comes first 
‘I’ comes after 

‘We’ is the air one breathes

Nothing is mine 
Nothing is yours 

Everything is ours

No leftover food thrown away 
All shared with the birds of  the air 

They fly in, have their fill and happily fly out

Sorry to see so many young faces 
Asked them: “Why are you here”? 
They told it all, not mincing words

From each as per capacity 
To each as per need 

Is what socialism all about

Lo, this commonality is wrought by compulsion 
If  only all humans would embrace it freely and willingly 

All would truly become children of  Mother Earth
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JOYFUL MOMENTS IN DONGRI
Mrs Lili P Vaz

Dongri Observation Home is a shelter in Mumbai, 
Where children in conflict with the law have to reside. 

Far from their families they are full of  despair, 
Longing for a bit of  tender loving care.

Sad and forgotten, alone and dejected, 
Isolated from loved ones by society rejected. 

For these lonely children Prison Ministry is a saviour, 
Our volunteers comfort them and wipe many a tear.

In their pain and suffering we want them to know, 
We empathise with them, a new person we want them to 

grow. 
We help them to regain their lost identity, 

Through loving guidance, we give them a sense of  dignity.

All through the week we visit Dongri, 
We go there in groups of  two or three. 

We don’t mind the journey in a packed local train 
Nor the blistering hot weather or the pouring rain.

Just to see their smiles, hear their welcoming voice, 
That warm tight hug, oh it feels so nice. 

“What are we doing today?” they are eager to know, 
Forming a close circle we all squat on the floor.
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We begin our session with prayer and meditation, 
Then art and craft or cooking or value education. 

Maths and computers and beauty course too, 
And counselling for some to begin their life a-new.

It gives me great pleasure and tremendous joy, 
That a mother I can be to that lonely girl or boy. 
So be a ‘Love Bomb’ - let it explode - not to kill, 
To heal the broken hearted – hearts bitter and ill.

We are on a pilgrimage it’s Jesus I see, 
“What you do to the least you do it to me.” 
I thank my God for this golden opportunity, 

To serve the lost, the least and the last through Prison 
Ministry.



 Wings of  Prayer |   27

HEART BEATS OF A PRISONER
Sr Sherly Kidangan OSB

Who can be the master of  destiny 
It’s Almighty, our creator 

Life cannot be taken as causal 
Within the four walls of  a prison

Amidst of  suffering and pain 
Mental agony merged in loneliness 
Unwantedness and harsh treatment 

Without the oil of  love and compassion

We are left alone, and all alone 
Amidst of  thousands of  people like us 

No water can quench the burning bush of  our heart 
Which you and me call PRISON

No one to understand, no one to listen 
The deepest cry of  our heart 
No one to assert or convert 

To turn our failure into success

Our hopes swirl around in the air 
Dreams shattered into pieces 

None with us to sprinkle seeds of  compassion 
To lead us to possess greater heights

Who will keep our hopes alive 
Bring sparkles to our meaningless life 

Who will give a new identity for us 
To graduate from this school of  suffering

We are still in the prisons 
Hungry, tattered, battered and poor 

Who will make us qualified candidates 
In the school of  hope.
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PRISON OH PRISON
Sr Vandana SCC

Why you exist, why you exist 
You are fearful, you are scary 

You are dangerous, you are arrogant 
You are harmful, you are shameful 

Why you exist, why you exist?

Even You took my Lord to yourself  
The innocent the truthful 

The Son of  God, The lamb of  God 
The creator, the protector 
The saviour, of  the world 

What crime has He done to you?

He served, he only healed 
He made lame to walk 
He made blind to see 
He made deaf  to hear 

He made paralysed to walk 
He made dead to rise.

My master is still there oh prison 
Behind your bars in dark cells 
to be understood, to be cared 
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To be consoled, to be loved 
To be forgiven, to be accepted 

To be empowered, to be enlightened.

You take them to reform, remould 
But you know they are broken 

They are rejected, they are separated 
They are condemned, they are abandoned 

They are lost, they are ignored 
They are humiliated, they are dejected.

Can you change, can you change 
Can you leave the innocent free? 

Can you stop your arrogance? 
Can you give just judgement? 

Can you give them redemption? 
Can you lead them to freedom?
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DEATH ROW PRISONERS' REDEMPTION
Mrs Lili P Vaz

A criminal, a murderer, a bad guy am I, 
Languishing on death row, condemned to die. 

Despised by friends, forgotten by all, 
Family hates me, not a letter, never a call.

As I gaze upon this stark prison-cell wall, 
Memories of  my past I sadly recall. 

My family, my parents, and siblings three, 
Steeped in poverty, but happy and carefree.

Then my life changed drastically when the devil took over, 
I gambled, I smoked hash, I was hardly ever sober. 

A craving for wealth and luxuries crept in, 
I turned to crime, thus began my life of  sin.

Petty thefts, burglaries and robberies too, 
Drug peddling and chain snatching just to mention a few. 

The last straw came while wielding a knife, 
Plunging it deep, I snuffed out a life.

For murder I was convicted, so here am I, 
Wretched and miserable, waiting to die. 
Angry and bitter, violent and hateful, 

I had evolved into a monster, cruel and dreadful.

And then appeared this angel, a prison ministry volunteer, 
Whose kindness and compassion bowled me right over. 

Introduced me to God, our Father up above, 
And taught me about His unconditional love.
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This wonderful God who forgave all my transgressions, 
And washed me clean through his great compassion. 

As a death row convict, my future was bleak, 
Lord to you I turn, your mercy I seek.

I was a sheep that had gone astray, 
But you rescued my soul and showed me the right way. 

My time is done, my death is near, 
In your loving embrace I have nothing to fear.

Forgive me Father, I have sinned against you, 
Remember me in your kingdom, Father please do. 
With joy in my heart, I commend you my spirit, 

I’m your child now my Lord, no longer a convict.

Praise you God, this sick heart you have healed, 
You are my redeemer, my saviour, my shield.
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BEYOND THE BARS
Michael Patrao

Behind the bars, a heart still beats, 
With dreams and fears, and love it seeks, 
A longing glance through barred-up eyes, 

Betrays a hope that never dies.

The chains may bind, but can't contain, 
The human spirit's boundless flame, 

With every breath, a spark anew, 
Of  hope, of  change, and skies of  blue.

For every story, untold pain, 
A chance for grace, for healing rain, 

With open hearts, we bridge the divide, 
To see the human soul inside.

So let us cast aside the blame, 
And see the person, not the shame, 
For in each heart, a world unfolds, 
A tale of  dreams and fears untold.
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POWER OF POSITIVE SPEECH
Sr Maria Rakkini

Authentically, we are called to be trustworthy to our brothers 
and sisters. 

Bravely we teach people to be courageous. 
Conviction to face the challenges on the behalf  of  prisoners.

Discernment: Teach the prisoners to choose between right 
and wrong. 

Encourage the prisoners to pursue good morality. 
Freedom to be part of  the teaching and learning in life.

Generosity to be practiced in the whole world. 
Honesty is to be every one’s policy. 

Inspiration of  the heart to be followed from the innocence 
of  childhood.

Justice is to be done to every prisoner fairly. 
Kindness and compassion to be shown to our prisoners in life. 

Love and affection are to be shown to every living being.

Morality of  life should be taught to our prisoners. 
Nobility of  humble and simple living to be practiced. 

Optimism has to be a way of  daily life.
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Purity of  heart allows to see God and the reality of  our life. 
Queries on prisoners’ life situations to be known to the society. 
Responsibility of  prisoners’ helplessness to be shared in our 

daily life.

Serenity of  mind and soul to be practiced. 
Tolerance towards the prisoners’ situation must change them. 

Understanding the prisoners and to accept them as our 
brothers and sisters.

Vision the future of  the reconciled prisoners. 
Wisdom to make sound judgment by the prisoner is ensured. 

Christmas joy is the outcome of  their hope of  life.

Youthfulness is the best part of  human life to be productive 
in moral life. 

Zeal to be with our prisoners and their families.
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THANKSGIVING PRAYER OF A PRISONER
Sr Shanti Pulickal SCC

The Lord is ever merciful, 
Shows the path to those who stray. 

He heals the broken hearted, 
Fills their hearts with hope and courage.

I was like a fruitless tree, 
Growing by a waterless stream, 

My leaves were never fresh or green, 
Cursed by all as a useless tree.

I wasn’t rooted in the Word, 
It wasn’t my buckler or my shield, 

I found my strength in money power, 
Which I got through muscle power.

Lured by evil, wicked friends, 
Looting, killing, selling drugs. 

“Hide from police”, warned my friends, 
But who can hide from Jesus, my true friend.

My dreams were shattered on that day, 
When by police I was caught. 
Ten full years I spent in jail, 
Labelled as a criminal core.
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Then there came true friends of  God, 
Counselled me to the ways of  God. 
I repented; read the Word of  God, 

And I turned a prisoner transformed.

Now I’m like a fruitful tree, 
Bearing fruits in honest, hard work. 

The Lord has filled me with his Word, 
And I help the needy, poor and weak.

All glory to my God, who saves, 
His mercy endures for e’er and e’er. 

He turns sinners back to him, 
Let his name be praised for e’er and e’er.
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ENCOURAGING PRISONERS
Sr Irene D’Souza UFS

Four brick walls and a steady bed 
Wishing you were anywhere else instead 

Plenty of  time to think what you have done. 
Wanting to turn back time and run.

Run from your problems 
Run from your past 

Run from your people that 
Want to hold you back.

Being inside changes you in many ways 
Being depressed and hoping for better days 
Writing long letters to the people you love 

Pictures of  loved ones on the wall.

Ringing home with just one phone call 
You can change your life 

When you are inside. 
Beyond these walls your spirit flies.

In your thoughts, freedom lies 
In your heart, dreams unchain 

Beyond bars, beyond pain 
Where your spirit remains.
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Chapter Two

Prison Ministry India
The Love Bomb	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
The Root	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS 
My Journey with PMI	 Sr Amala DC
PMI -A Call to Holiness	 Mrs Lili P Vaz
Wake Up, O PMI Volunteer	 Sr Marina Gulati CSJ
PMI Dream	 Sr Marina Gulati CSJ
Prison Ministry Sunday	 Rozelle Rebello
Search, Serve and Save the Lost	 Sr Carmina RNDM
Prison Ministry	 Sr Merceline SMMI
Prison Ministry: A Commitment	 Sr Lidwin Sequeira, OSS
Search and Save the Lost	 Sr Sherly OSB
Hail Prison Ministry India	 Sr Renate Kodiyan SJSM
Vocation	 Sr Julia MPV
A Beacon of  Hope	 Sr Amala DC
Ray of  Hope: The Grace in PMI	 Sr Marina Gulati CSJ
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THE LOVE BOMB
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

On 8th Dec 1981 at St Thomas Apostolic Seminary, 
Two brothers, Varghese and Francis, stood tall.  

After evening tea, while others play,  
They’d answer phone calls, their duty begun.

In the phone cabin, they’d often discuss, 
Science, genetics and rockets, without any fuss.  
One day, the topic was bombs and their dread, 

Varghese spoke with a nod of  his head.

"The world," he said, "is weary and torn, 
By atom bombs, hydrogen, and neutron. 

What we need is a bomb of  love, 
An ‘L bomb’ sent from the heavens above."

Francis agreed with his friend’s grand notion, 
"A love bomb could heal, set hearts in motion. 

For Jesus on Calvary, His love did explode, 
The greatest love bomb, the world ever showed."

"When Hiroshima and Nagasaki faced doom, 
Thousands perished in the deadly mushroom. 

Blind, deaf, and lame from radiation’s cruel sting, 
Destruction and death those bombs did bring."
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"But Jesus' love bomb," Francis began to explain, 
"Brought life from death, an end to the pain. 

From crucifixion’s site, new life arose, 
Divine radiation, a cure for all woes."

"His love brought light where darkness reigned, 
Justice where injustice had stained. 
Truth where there was once deceit, 

Life eternal, death’s defeat."

In unity, they felt, like Christians of  old, 
One heart, one mind, a vision bold. 

With a handshake, a pact they sealed, 
To be love bombs, for hearts to be healed.

“To explode with love, not death’s cruel art, 
To mend the broken, heal each heart. 

Together we'll work, with light and with life, 
To banish the darkness, to end the strife.”
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THE ROOT
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In summer's warm embrace, '83, 
A retreat to seek his destiny. 
Francis found his call within, 

In silence, a journey would begin.

To Elijah Ashram, he did go, 
In Niravilpuzha's humble glow. 

Welcomed by Valerian, Stanley too, 
Amidst hills and brooks, a sacred view.

Where coconut, pepper, coffee grew, 
And cardamom kissed the morning dew. 

There stood an Ashram, quaint and small, 
With a Chapel, where he gave his all.

From dawn till dusk by Sacrament's light, 
With Bible in hand, in prayers' plight. 

On 11th eve, the sun did set, 
In Chapel's calm, his soul was met.

A voice within, a challenge grand, 
"Convert the sinners, take a stand. 
For many serve in different ways, 

But few for sinners' souls do raise."
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"How," he asked, "a sinner am I,  
To lead this path, to even try?"  

Instant came the call divine,  
"I call the weak, my light to shine."

A call within, a powerful root,  
To search, to serve, a truth absolute.  

Inspired by this divine decree,  
Francis sought the lost sheep endlessly.

Through valleys low and mountains high,  
In every soul, he saw the sky.  

With love and faith, he’d not refute,  
He found his purpose, found his root.

On this experience PMI was rooted, sprouted,  
And brought forth innumerable fruits.  

This was the beginning, the sacred start,  
Of  Prison Ministry India, touching many hearts.



 Wings of  Prayer |   43

MY JOURNEY WITH PRISON MINISTRY INDIA
Sr Amala DC

In the silence of  prayer, my mission took flight, 
Inspired by Jesus, saints, and Vincent’s light. 

Their stories of  suffering, redemption, and grace, 
Became my compass in this sacred space.

Born in faith on a December day, 
By Fr. Francis and Fr. Varghese, who showed the way. 

Under CBCI, this mission grew wide, 
Touching 1,330 prisons, with God as our guide.

To reach, release, reform, and renew, 
To rehabilitate, reintegrate lives anew. 

Redeeming the lost with mercy profound, 
In prison's shadows, hope can be found.

With Fr. Francis, a journey I’d share, 
In his wisdom and faith, I found God’s care. 
Serving the broken, the forgotten, the least, 

At the heart of  this mission, Christ’s love increased.
I’ve witnessed lives bloom from sorrow and pain, 

Through love and action, we break the chain. 
Jobs for the hopeless, education for all, 

Helping the fallen to stand tall.
Prisoners reconciled, their dignity restored, 
Families united, hearts healed by the Lord. 

Kolbe and Van Thuan, homes filled with care, 
Jeevodaya and Premodaya, love’s presence is there.

Children’s futures no longer confined, 
By walls of  despair, but dreams redefined. 

We’ve served the lost, with faith as our cure.
Prison Ministry, a beacon so bright, 

Guiding the forgotten through the darkest night. 
In this mission of  mercy, I find my role, 
A journey of  love that redeems the soul.
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PMI - A CALL TO HOLINESS
Mrs Lili P Vaz

Prison Ministry is a vocation all volunteers are blessed with, 
We are chosen by God, it's a call to holiness. 
Our goal is to become more like Christ Jesus, 

The Good Shepherd, the Saviour, the one who redeems us.

Our ministry needs no diploma nor a high degree, 
Just follow Christ's teachings and set the captives free. 

Serving the prisoners should be our one mission, 
Unconditional love requires no qualification.

So let's seek the lost, the least and the last, 
And help prisoners forget their turbulent past. 
Our presence adds a spark in their pathetic life, 

A life riddled by fear, anger and strife.

For years altogether some have not seen the sun, 
Not a visit from family, friends or anyone. 

Steeped in misery they are so hard to console, 
Our visits act as a balm to their bruised soul.

As Prison Ministry volunteers let's reach out to all prisoners, 
Help mitigate their pain and stop their tears. 

Our regular visits help them realise with time, 
That God loves and forgives them no matter their crime.

Charged with Christ's love let's fulfil this mission, 
To search for the lost ones and bring them salvation. 
With the grace of  Jesus as we serve them with love, 

God's blessings will rain down on all volunteers from above.
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WAKE UP O PMI VOLUNTEER
Sr Marina Gulati CSJ

Wake up, wake up, wake up 
O Prison Ministry Volunteer 

Wake up to the falsely detained 
Wake up to the dungeon Cell 

Wake up to the chained hands.

Wake up to the cells of  the prisons 
Wake up to the innocents incarcerated 

Wake up to the death row criminals 
Wake up to search, Serve, 
Wake up to save the lost 

Wake up to reform release and rehabilitate.

Wake up to ignite the light within 
With the radiance of  the Eucharist 
Wake up to return to inner strength 
Wake up to listen to the intuitions 

Wake up to create a new world.

Wake up to your good will around you 
Wake up to cheer till the end of  the day 

Wake up to the graces around you 
Keep waking up till the Paradise Lost is found.
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PMI DREAM
Sr Marina Gulati CSJ

Pondering dreams, a whisper came, 
"Catch hold of  dreams, lest they wane." 

Run, run, with tireless zeal, 
Chase the dreams, make them real.

A discordant voice, full of  doubt, 
"Dreams aren't true," it tried to shout. 
Confused, strident, I stood my ground, 

Determined, my dreams profound.

A sarcastic voice, a challenge posed, 
"What is your dream?" it cruelly proposed. 

Oh, gracious moment, to reveal, 
The dreams within, so real, so ideal.

"I dream of  love, a bomb to explode, 
A love so vast, to lighten the load." 
"How?" the satirical voice inquired, 

"Through the dance of  prayers," I inspired.

O blessed dreams, precious and rare, 
I’ll never let you go, my soul’s fair. 

Thank you, dreams, priceless and true, 
With a group dance of  prayer, I promise to pursue.
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PRISON MINISTRY SUNDAY
Rozelle Rebello

Locked behind these prison doors, 
A life once free, now lost, implores. 

Loneliness stares, unblinking and cold, 
As days, months, and years unfold.

Friends are few in this dark place, 
Daylight rare, a fleeting grace. 

The warm sunshine, you long to feel, 
Or gaze upon the sky, so real.

Prison visitors bring a spark, 
Hope’s light shines through the stark. 
Letters from loved ones, your lifeline, 

Reflecting on the crime, the whys entwine.

Yet like the rainbow after rain, 
This too shall pass, not in vain. 

One day at a time, you must proceed, 
With prayer and faith, your soul to feed.

Courage, my friend, as night turns to day, 
Let kindness guide you, come what may. 

In every act, let love extend, 
Until your time in shadows end.
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SEARCH, SERVE AND SAVE THE LOST
Sr Carmina RNDM

God sought Adam and Eve in Eden's shade, 
Hid in shame, their wrongs displayed. 

Lost their peace, their freedom's worth, 
In the garden where sin had birth.

Freedom, a right for all God's creation, 
Yet circumstances cause its ablation. 

God's love for the world so vast, 
Gave us Christ, a bond to last.

Chosen by God, like His Son's embrace, 
To seek the lost, to bring them grace. 

A life set apart, to serve the least, 
Those in chains, seeking release.

To bring souls back, to Him anew, 
None lost on redemption's avenue. 

Grant wisdom on this journey's quest, 
To find the lost, to give them rest.

Give patience to serve the lonely and pained, 
Frustrated brethren, in bars contained. 
Give courage to save, to guide and lift, 

In your light, a divine gift. 
Let Your light guide each step we take, 

Be the beacon, in darkness' wake. 
To bring light to the lost, to lead them home, 

In Your love, let them no longer roam.
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PRISON MINISTRY
Sr Merceline SMMI

The little brothers two dreams; 
Dreams of  the love bomb, 

The great love bomb that blasts, 
Blasts that bomb on Calvary!

The blasted love bomb on the Cross, 
Shed blood and water - 

Washed the sinner, purified Jesus, 
my Lord the great king.

The thief  who recognizes, the sinless criminal 
The criminal proclaims to the world Jesus, 

the sinless man, an innocent, Jesus, 
the redeemer of  the world.

Oh! The confession of  the sinner, 
What a wonderful transformation, 

Powerful proclamation of  the Saviour 
The glorious gain of  Paradise.

A loving, liberating ministry 
Foundation of  a life-giving ministry 
Heaven gaining, wonderful, precious 

Our Prison Ministry.
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PRISON MINISTRY: A COMMITMENT
Sr Lidwin Sequeira, OSS

Call of  God for a unique mission 
For all those with godly vision 
To free those strongly bound 

To be freed from wrong doings found

PMI family is set apart 
Not our choice God chose to start 

With our weakness and hurdles we get out 
To love God's people with His spirit in our hearts

While stretching our hands in action 
We need to pray for God's intervention 

Remembering each His instrument 
Being ready for this lasting commitment

Jesus you loved, healed and empathised 
We do the same with the agonised 

Believing your presence for the 
mission to be fulfilled.

And the same in the presence you are glorified 
Love in action is the prelude to worship 

Let’s do it with earnest care and friendship 
Push ourselves behind prisoners' success ahead.

And guide them in God's presence to 
His holy abode. 

Oh, holy Trinity undivided unity 
Make us holy with all sincerity.

Never to make our service a show 
But to the glory of  God we ought to know.
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SEARCH AND SAVE THE LOST
Sr Sherly OSB

Seek the will of  God 
Listen His cry for His people 
Be a shepherd and tend them 
To embrace new life in Jesus

March ahead to be with our brethren 
In love, concern, support and care 
Energize, motivate and strengthen 

All for our Divine Master

Pour out optimism with a positive outlook 
Adorn with values of  our Lord and Master 

Anoint their hearts to forgive and forget 
And liberate them to a new horizon

Be a love Bomb in the confined walls 
Love to be exploded in our brethren 

Let our love conquer their minds 
To be happy and find strength

Let them proclaim Jesus and instil hope 
To transform and transcend their lives 

Oh! Jesus in you they find refuge 
The creator of  heaven and earth

Launch into the deepest sea 
To treasure out the pearls 

Renewed and recycled 
They become Ambassadors of  Christ

Jesus is born in our brethren again 
They are found and redeemed 

Repented, reintegrated and rejuvenated 
They resemblance Jesus in them.
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HAIL PRISON MINISTRY INDIA
Sr Renate Kodiyan SJSM

In the heart of  India, where shadows fall, 
There stands a beacon, answering the call, 
Prison Ministry, with hands stretched wide, 

Releasing, healing, standing by the side.

Through iron gates and bars so strong, 
They sing of  hope, of  righting wrong. 
With love and care, they pave the way, 

For broken souls to see the day.

They don’t just release, but heal and mend, 
With grace and mercy, they transcend 

The wounds of  past, the pain, the strife, 
Renewing hearts, restoring life.

In the quiet halls of  rehab centers bright, 
Prisoners find a future, free of  night. 

For children left behind in tears, 
Homes are built to calm their fears.

Through scholarships, they light the way, 
For the young who dream of  a brighter day. 
An employment scheme to bring new hope, 

Helping men and women learn to cope.
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A housing plan, a loving hand, 
To help families make a stand. 

A settlement, a new beginning’s call, 
Where once was darkness, now stands tall.

Releasing schemes to end the fight, 
A path to freedom, clear and bright. 

In every project, every deed, 
Prison Ministry plants a seed.

It’s not just justice, it’s mercy’s grace, 
It’s lifting up, it’s setting pace. 

A story of  redemption, hope renewed, 
Of  lives transformed and hearts imbued.

So let us honour the work they do, 
For the lost and broken, they make anew. 

With compassion, they lead the way, 
Bringing light to a brighter day.
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VOCATION
Sr Julia MPV

Your call is precious Lord 
To know and love and follow you 

How passionate your love is! 
To find the least and the lost.

You want me to be with you 
To learn to seek the will of  God 

You who are meek and humble Lord 
Teach me to be like you.

Your presence is evident Lord 
In my trials and troubles 

You give me courage and strength 
Not to fear anymore.

To you O Lord, I surrender my life 
To make me an instrument of  your peace 

To you O Lord, I give my heart 
To fill me with your precious love.
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A BEACON OF HOPE
Sr Amala DC

In shadows deep where silence reigns, 
Behind cold bars and heavy chains, 
A flicker of  hope begins to glow, 

A sign of  love the world must know.

Through locked doors and hearts confined, 
You bring a light, both warm and kind. 

With hands extended, spirits high, 
You teach the broken how to fly.

The walls may echo pain and fear, 
Yet through your work, God's voice is near. 

A whisper soft, a gentle call, 
To lift the lost, to break the fall.

Each visit brings a healing touch, 
To souls forgotten, needing much. 
You see in them what others miss, 
A chance for grace, a life of  bliss.

Oh, volunteers, with hearts so true, 
The world is brighter because of  you. 

Your steps bring faith, your smiles restore, 
You open paths to something more.
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For every tear, for every prayer, 
For every moment spent in care, 

Your mission sows the seeds of  peace, 
And bids the storms of  guilt to cease.

In Christ’s own name, you serve with zeal, 
Through love, forgiveness, hearts will heal. 

Prison walls can’t cage the soul, 
Your ministry makes the broken whole.

So carry on, you bearers of  light, 
Through darkest days and longest night. 

Your work is holy, your purpose clear 
To bring the lost to God’s embrace near.
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RAY OF HOPE: THE GRACE IN PMI
Sr Marina Gulati CSJ

The river of  grace flows gently and swiftly, 
Like a Rubik’s cube with twists and turns, 
A melodic rhythm in its jumping waters, 
Constantly guiding souls to meet Christ.

The river of  grace flows in PMI, 
Awakening rays of  hope for forty-three years. 

Sometimes it hits the stone hearts of  prisoners, 
Rough currents battling violence inside prison walls.

Then rests in the compassionate hearts of  volunteers, 
Showing paths of  hope in all directions. 

Grace flows persistently against odds of  injustice, 
Flowing even in obscurity.

Mysteriously entering the closed 
And broken hearts of  the incarcerated, 

With a clear aim: to awaken beams of  hope. 
To become pilgrims of  hope.

Yes, the river of  grace flows in PMI, 
Redeeming and radically transforming 
Burning hearts of  anger and hatred, 

Consistently flowing under dark clouds.

Persevering to inspire and bless with streams of  hope. 
As a pilgrim walks in hope towards the shrine, 
Lord, let me walk in hope and flow like a river, 
Until I meet You and become one with You.

Lord, let the mission of  PMI grow, 
With trust and hope in the river of  grace, 

Let the river of  grace flow in PMI, 
Until PMI is fully immersed in its grace.
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Chapter Three

PMI Spirituality
PMI Spirituality	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
PMI Experiences	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
PMI Lifestyle	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Whose Hand Do You Hold?	 Michael Sequeira
The Oyster	 Unknown
Covid 19: An Uninvited Titan	 Rolphy Patrick Christy
The Rising Sun	 Sr Marie Ange BS 
Remember Women	 Sr Jenny UFS 
Strength and Courage	 Unknown 
When To Be Silent	 Sr Arockiamary DMI 
Human Life	 Sr Carmina
Women	 Unknown
Crisda Rodriguez: 
A Life Revisited	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
The Paradox of  Life	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Corona	 Sr Gertrude SCS
Ten Commandments	 Ven. Francis Xavier Van Thuan
The Hymn of  Humility	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Beatitudes	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
The Essence of  Love	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
A Winter's Dream	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
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PMI SPIRITUALITY
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Overwhelmed by the Love of  God, 
A love so vast, it breaks all chains, 

Redeemed by the Precious Blood of  Jesus, 
A sacrifice that cleanses, a saviour who reigns.

Led by the Holy Spirit, a guiding light within, 
Empowered by the Word of  God, strength in every verse. 

Nourished by the Sacraments, graces that renew, 
Enlightened by Spiritual Exercises, a soul’s deep converse.

Fortified by Ascetical Practices, discipline and grace, 
Adorned by Virtues, shining in each face. 

Enriched by Fraternity, in community we thrive, 
Enthralled by Seeking and Saving the Lost, keeping hope alive.

In God's boundless love, we find our place, 
A redemption story, a divine embrace. 

Led by the Spirit, in truth we stand, 
Empowered by the Word, guided by God's hand.

Nourished in the Sacraments, with grace we're filled, 
Through spiritual exercises, our hearts are stilled. 

Ascetical practices, our souls fortify, 
With virtues adorned, we reach for the sky.

In fraternity's bond, we find our strength, 
Together we journey, go to great lengths. 
Seeking the lost, with hearts full of  love, 

Guided by heaven's light from above.

This divine path we tread, a sacred quest, 
To bring back the lost, to give them rest. 

In every step, we feel God's embrace, 
In every soul saved, we see His face.
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PMI SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCES
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

God Experience 
In the stillness, His presence we feel, 
A whisper, a touch, His love so real. 

Guiding our hearts with a gentle grace, 
In every moment, we see His face.

Fraternity Experience 
In brotherhood's embrace, we find our kin, 

Sharing the load, through thick and thin. 
With hearts united, we walk this road, 

In fraternity's warmth, our spirits flowed.

Holy Spirit Experience 
A rush of  wind, a fiery flame, Holy Spirit’s touch, 

we are never the same. 
Inspire, empower, guide us true, 

In every breath, we feel You.

Seeking the Lost Experience 
Through shadows and night, we seek the lost, 

Bearing love’s light, whatever the cost. 
In every heart, a hope we ignite, 

Bringing them back to His radiant light.

Divine Providence Experience 
Trusting in God’s generous hand, 
In every need, His blessings stand. 

Through scarcity or abundance, our path He charts, 
With Divine Providence, we find our parts.
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Prayer & Fasting Experience 
In quiet prayer, our souls take flight, 

Through fasting’s journey, day and night. 
Strengthened in spirit, steadfast we stand, 
With hearts uplifted, held by His hand.

Saving the Lost Experience 
With open arms, the lost we embrace, 

Guiding them back to God’s grace. 
Every life transformed, every soul renewed, 

In His love, we find our fortitude.

Inconvenience Experience 
Embracing hardships, we do not shy, 
In service to others, we learn to fly. 

With each inconvenience, our hearts refine, 
In selfless love, our souls align.

Faith Experience 
Faith, our anchor in stormy seas, 
A trust in God that never ceases. 

Through every trial, our spirits soar, 
In faith’s embrace, forevermore.

In these life experience, our spirits grow, 
Through God’s love, our hearts overflow. 

PMI’s mission, a testament of  grace, 
In every step, we see His face.
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PMI LIFESTYLE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Mantra – "Thank You, Jesus," we proclaim, 
A heart of  gratitude, in His name. 
With every step, in grace we tread, 

By His blessings, we are led.

Weapon – Prayer and Fasting, our might, 
In faith and sacrifice, we find our light. 

Against all odds, we take our stand, 
With folded hands and hearts so grand.

Action – Search, Serve, and Save the Lost, 
A mission divine, no matter the cost. 

In prisons' shadows, we bring the light, 
Guiding souls from darkest night.

Bank – Divine Providence, our trust, 
In God's provision, we find our thrust. 

No earthly wealth, no foreign aid, 
In His abundance, we are arrayed.

Style – Maximum Inconvenience, we embrace, 
In serving others, we find our place. 
Comfort forsaken, love our guide, 
With Christ's example, we abide.
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Mode – Begging and Blessing, humble and true, 
No foreign funds, only local, we pursue. 

Community's strength, together we stand, 
In unity, we lend a hand.

Goal – Saving the Lost, our aim, 
To bring them back in Jesus' name. 

With every act of  love and care, 
We show them God’s mercy there.

Through gratitude and prayer, we find our way, 
In service and love, we work each day. 

Guided by faith, in God's embrace, 
We bring hope and grace to every place.
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WHOSE HAND DO YOU HOLD?
Michael Sequeira

Man can’t live like an island alone 
Friends can’t teach him to live life till he’s old 
That’s the moral of  life as one man dies alone

He lives life each day for tomorrow can be better he’s told. 
So what is happiness and what pleasures are sold 

What worth can power, money and fame buy if  sold.

At what cost does one live life with pain within his soul 
There is a sacrifice called ego and that is what man upholds 
So one day’s joy is worth a thousand sad days in the cold.

A man journeying through a desert one day hopes to find his road 
As direction at times is what children lack as parents can’t unfold 
No one knows what destiny he pays for wrong things he told.

So make rich not a beggar for he may only need a coat 
Give him not a banquet in case he asks for drink to hold 

Build him not a castle to show what good you’ve done to God.

As all men need food, shelter and clothing to live a dignified life 
But a friend is all one needy person needs whose hand you hold.
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THE OYSTER
Unknown

There once was an oyster 
Whose story I tell 

Who found that some sand 
Had got into his shell.

It was only a grain 
but it gave him great pain. 
For oysters have feelings 
Although they’re so plain.

Now, did he berate 
the harsh workings of  fate 

that had brought him 
To such a deplorable state?

Did he curse at the government 
Cry for election 

And claim that the sea should 
Have given him protection?
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‘No,’ he said to himself  
As he lay on a shell 

Since I cannot remove it 
I shall try to improve it.

Now the years have rolled around 
As the years always do 

And he came to his ultimate 
Destiny stew. 

And the small grain of  sand 
That had bothered him so 

Was a beautiful pearl 
All richly aglow.

Now the tale has a moral for isn’t it grand 
What an oyster can do 
With a morsel of  sand? 

What couldn’t we do

If  we’d only begin 
With some of  the things 
That get under our skin.
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COVID 19: AN UNINVITED TITAN
Rolphy Patrick Christy

The titan was ought to be born, 
Coz the humans made nature mourn. 
It is a virus that entered our existence, 
Time passed and became a resistance.

We dreamt somehow, we could dance, 
But the government and virus gave us no chance. 

Happy all were! Before the situation, 
But it just came and started human elimination.

The virus flowed when people congregate, 
Noting could be done; it was nature’s fate. 

Government closed all the shops, 
The GDP of  India eventually drops.

Schools were off, no proper education, 
Lack of  attention, loss of  concentration. 
This pandemic gave us a very big pain, 

God give us our life back again.
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THE RISING SUN
Sr Marie Ange BS

Lo! A light in the darkness 
Pointing to its source Divine 

Spreading its many coloured rays 
Has begun to shine & shine!

It is the light of  the Rising Sun 
Who has come into this world 

As a new born babe Divine 
Oh! Adore Him! The beloved Son of  God!

Heaven and earth to Him belongs 
Yet for your sake He gave up His greatness 

And came down to this earth, bringing forgiveness 
Took the form of  an infant so very helpless!

He has come to this sinful world 
To redeem it from the bonds of  sin 

He is the promised Saviour of  this mankind. 
See in Him the tremendous love Divine

He is there to give His heavenly gifts 
Of  love, joy and lasting peace 

And forgiveness to all repentant sinners 
Out of  His love, mercy and kindness!
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He brought good news to the lost and the least 
And said that God is a loving Father 
Who forgives every repentant sinner 
And draws him close to His breast!

He spent His life-time on earth doing good 
Drove out demons who tormented mankind 

Raised to life who had died 
Taught all who listened, the teachings so sound.

He is The Way, The Truth and The Life 
He is The Light and The Love 

He is the true Wine and Bread from Heaven 
So, let us love and follow Him, our Saviour Divine!

Once again it is, “A Happy Christmas!” 
The day has dawned to celebrate the birth of  Christ 

So, to one and all, “A Happy Christmas! 
And A Happy New Year, with all its best!”
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REMEMBER WOMEN
Sr Jenny UFS

Remember, women, you were born. 
Life giver, miracle creator, magic maker. 

You were born with the heart of  a thousand mothers, 
Open and fearless and sweet.

You were born with the fire of  queen and conquerors; 
Warriors blood you bleed. 

You were born with the wisdom of  sages, 
No wound, can you not heal.

You were born the teller of  your own tale, 
before none should you kneel. 

You were born with an immeasurable soul, 
reaching out past infinity.

You were born to desire with passion, abandon, 
And to name your own destiny. 
Remember, women, remember, 
you are more than you can see.

Remember, women, remember, you are loved endlessly. 
Remember, women, your power and grace, the depth of  

your deep-sea heart. 
Never forget, you women divine, 
as you have been from the start.
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STRENGTH AND COURAGE
Author Unknown

It takes strength to be firm. 
It takes courage to be gentle. 

It takes strength to stand guard. 
It takes courage to let down your guard.

It takes strength to conquer. 
It takes courage to surrender. 
It takes strength to be certain. 
It takes courage to have doubt.

It takes strength to fit in. 
It takes courage to stand out. 

It takes strength to feel a friend’s pain.

It takes courage to feel your own pain.

It takes strength to hide your own pains. 
It takes courage to show them. 

It takes strength to endure abuse. 
It takes courage to stop it. 

It takes strength to stand alone.

It takes courage to lean on another. 
It takes strength to love. 

It takes courage to be loved. 
It takes strength to survive. 

It takes courage to live.
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WHEN TO BE SILENT
Sr Arockiamary DMI

Be silent - in the heat of  anger (Prov 14:17) 
Be silent - when you don’t have all the facts (Prov 18:13) 

Be silent - when you haven’t verified the story (Deut 17:6) 
Be silent - if  your words will offend a weaker person (1 Cor 8:11)

Be silent - when it is time to listen (Prov 13:1) 
Be silent - when you are tempted to make light of  holy 

things (Eccl 5:2) 
Be silent - when you are tempted to joke about sin (Prov 14:9) 

Be silent - if  you would be ashamed of  your words later 
(Prov 8:8)

Be silent - if  your words would convey the wrong impression 
(Prov 17:27) 

Be silent - if  the issue is none of  your business (Prov 14:10) 
Be silent - when you are tempted to tell an outright lie (Prov 4:24) 

Be silent - if  your words will damage someone else’s 
reputation (Prov 16:27)

Be silent - if  your words will damage a friendship (Prov 16:28) 
Be silent - when you are feeling critical (James 3:9) 

Be silent - if  you can’t say it without screaming (Prov 25:28) 
Be silent - if  your words will be a poor reflection of  the 

Lord or your friends and family (1 Pt 2:21-23)

Be silent - if  you may have to eat your words later (Prov 18:21) 
Be silent - if  you have already said it more than one time 

(Prov 19:13) 
Be silent - when you are tempted to flatter a wicked person 

(Prov 24:24) 
Be silent - when you are supposed to be working instead 

(Prov 14:23)

“Be still, and know that I am God” (Ps 46:10).
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HUMAN LIFE
Sr Carmina RNDM

Human life beautiful creation of  God 
Lived in freedom and glory 

We become slaves of  our mind 
With the clutches of  life situation.

Why me is the question that I ask 
When life throws at me it’s tougher side 

Where I am to hide myself  is the thought 
But life has its plan to sail the boat in the troubled water.

Life has given opportunity to grow into a human with emotions 
To live for the other human 

To come out of  my clutches and set myself  free 
Oh how good is God who works wonders!

Let me be free to set others free 
Let me be love to lead others into love 
Let me be light to brighten others path 
Let me be way to guide others to God.
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WOMEN
Author Unknown

Every woman who has walked with God has a story to tell you. 
Sara will tell you: “Nothing is too difficult for God”. 

Hagar will tell you: “Even in the desert, God is there”. 
Rahab will tell you: “God can use anyone”.

Hannah will tell you: “My God answers prayers”. 
Ruth will tell you, “It’s not over until God says it’s over”. 

Esther will tell you: “God is able to transform an unworthy 
into a noble”. Elizabeth will tell you: “Even if  your age is 

advanced, you will give birth to a great man”.

Mary will tell you: “It will be done to you according to the 
word of  God”. 

The woman with the blood issue will tell you: “When all has 
failed, God never fails”. 

Mary and Martha will tell you: “Dead things can come back 
to life” 

Dorcas will tell you: “God never forgets what we do for others”.

And Eunice will tell you: “It’s never in vain to pray for our 
children” 

Dear Woman, it’s a great pleasure walking with God. 
It pays a lot. 

Walk with God so that you too can tell us your own story.
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CRISDA RODRIGUEZ: A LIFE REVISITED1

Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In the garage, the world’s finest car once stood, 
Now I travel in a wheelchair, if  I could. 

Designer clothes and shoes, my house brimmed with flair, 
Yet in a hospital sheet, my body laid bare.

Money in the bank, more than I could spend, 
But now, its value lost, no help it could lend. 
A palace-like home, with grandeur and pride, 

Yet on a small hospital bed, I reside.

Five-star hotels, from one to the next, 
Now lab to lab, my days perplexed. 
My signature once on many a note, 

Now it’s the doctor's, on my health's remote.

Jewels for my hair, seven to adorn, 
Now no hair left, my head feels worn. 

With a jet, the skies I could roam, 
Now two hands guide me to the patio’s dome.

Feasts I could afford, but now pills and salt, 
For all my wealth, this life comes to a halt. 
Furniture, accounts, reputation so grand, 

None can relieve, or hold my hand.

The true essence of  life, in Jesus found, 
In His love and service, we are bound. 
He is the answer, the way and the light, 

In Him alone, our souls take flight.

For all the world’s treasures, they fade and rust, 
But in Christ’s love, we place our trust. 

His grace alone can satisfy, 
In serving Him, true life we find, and never die.

1.	 Inspired by an article written by Crisda Rodriguez the world’s most famous fashion 
designer and writer.
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THE PARADOX OF LIFE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In this grand tapestry of  existence, 
lies a paradox so profound, 

We spend with reckless abandon, 
yet possess less joy around.

Our carts overflow with treasures, 
yet our hearts enjoy them less, 

We build mansions reaching heaven, 
yet find our homes in emptiness.

Conveniences stack high, 
yet time slips through our grasp, 

Degrees adorn our walls, 
yet common sense eludes our clasp.

Our knowledge vast, judgment scant, 
in the forest of  our minds, 
With experts all around, 

yet solutions hard to find.

Our medicine cabinets brim, 
yet wellness stays afar, 

We burn the midnight oil, 
yet wake to mornings marred.

Books gather dust, screens aglow, 
our prayers a fleeting call, 

We amass endless possessions, 
yet our values start to fall. 

We chatter on, love scarcely shown, 
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our hearts heavy with spite, 
Crafting lives of  busy days, 

yet miss the art of  life.

Years we add, life subtract, 
each breath a hollow cheer, 

We traverse the globe, 
yet find it hard to greet the neighbour near.

Outer space we conquered grand, 
yet inner space remains, 

Larger deeds we’ve achieved, 
yet greater good abstains.

Atoms split, prejudices persist, 
our planning left in vain, 

We rush through life, 
yet patience lost, in technology's chain.

And so this paradox persists, 
in lives both rich and poor, 

A reminder of  the beauty missed, 
in simplicity’s pure core.

For life’s true wealth is not amassed 
in objects or acclaim, 

But in the love, the peace we cast, 
in every heart we claim.
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CORONA
Sr Gertrude SCS

Corona, oh Corona, why did you, come to the Earth? 
Yes, I came to the earth, to teach you a lesson! 

How weak are you, how feeble are you? 
Although the creator, given, power over all 

All things on Earth, even, how weak are you?

You thought, that, your power is strong, 
Your Position is strong, your religion is strong 

Your caste is strong, so, you are strong. 
I am here, to remind, that 

You are all one, and, same you are

There is only one, power, power of  the Creator 
There is only one, position, position of  God’s child 

There is only one, religion, religion of  humanity 
There is only one caste, and the caste of  love 

I am not your enemy; I am your reminder

I have no partiality!!! 
Prisoners or freeman, rich or poor man 

Hindu, Christian or Musselman 
Neither, any political party, 

I am your reminder, do I remind you

Surrender yourself  at the feet of  your creator 
He will heal you, He will save you 

He will be with you, He is your Creator. 
He is, waiting for you, He is your father 

So, surrender yourself  at the feet of  your father 
Thus allow me go back, go back to my home.
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TEN COMMANDMENTS
Venerable Francis Xavier Van Thuan

I will live the present moment to the fullest. 
I will discern between God and God’s works. 

I will hold firmly to one secret: prayer. 
I will see in the Holy Eucharist my only power. 

I will have only one wisdom: the science of  the cross.

I will remain faithful to my mission in the Church and for 
the Church as a witness of  Jesus Christ. 

I will seek the peace the world cannot give. 
I will carry out a revolution by renewal in the Holy Spirit. 
I will speak one language and wear one uniform: charity. 
I will have one very special love: the Blessed Virgin Mary.
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THE HYMN OF HUMILITY
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

If  there be comfort in Christ our Lord, 
Consolation from love, in one accord. 
Partnership in Spirit, tender and kind, 

With affection and sympathy, hearts aligned.

Make my joy complete, be of  one mind, 
In love and unity, true peace you'll find. 

Do nothing from selfish ambition or pride, 
In humility, let others' needs be your guide.

Look not to your own interests alone, 
But to those of  others, love freely shown. 

Let the same mind be in you, pure and just, 
That was in Christ Jesus, whom we trust.

Though He existed in the form of  God, 
He did not cling to His heavenly facade. 
But emptied Himself, in love so grand, 
Taking the form of  a servant's hand.

In human likeness, He came to be, 
Humbled Himself, for you and for me. 

Obedient to death, a sacrifice vast, 
Even death on a cross, love unsurpassed.

Therefore, God exalted Him on high, 
With a name above all, in earth and sky. 

At the name of  Jesus, every knee shall bow, 
In heaven and earth, His glory we avow.

In heaven above, on earth below, 
Every tongue His name will show. 

With hearts united, in grace we sing, 
Praising our Savior, our risen King. 

Philippines 2, 5-11.
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BEATITUDES
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Blessed are the poor in spirit's grace, 
For heaven's kingdom, they shall embrace. 

Blessed are those who mourn in grief, 
For they shall find a comforting relief.

Blessed are the meek and mild of  heart, 
For earth's inheritance shall be their part. 

Blessed are those who hunger, thirst for right, 
For they shall be satisfied in the light.

Blessed are the merciful, kind and just, 
For mercy granted, in this they trust. 
Blessed are the pure in heart so clear, 

For in their sight, God's face shall appear.

Blessed are the peacemakers, gentle and bright, 
For sons of  God, they'll be called in His sight. 

Blessed are those who, for righteousness, suffer, 
For heaven's realm, their souls will buffer.

Blessed are you when men revile, 
And persecute you for a while. 

Uttering evil, false claims they bear, 
On my account, your faith declare.

Rejoice and be glad, lift your gaze above, 
For great in heaven is your reward of  love. 

As prophets before, endured the same, 
In God's embrace, your steadfast flame. 

(Mt 5, 3-12)
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THE ESSENCE OF LOVE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Love is patient, love is kind, 
In envy or pride, love does not find. 

Not boastful, arrogant, or rude, 
Love seeks the good, not the crude.

It does not insist on its own way, 
But looks to others, every day. 

Not irritable, nor bearing a grudge, 
Love delights in truth, not in a judge.

It bears all burdens, believes the best, 
Hopes eternally, in trials, finds rest. 

Love endures, never fades away, 
Prophecies end, but love will stay.

Tongues will fall silent, knowledge cease, 
But love remains, in endless peace. 
We know in part, our vision dim, 
Yet love’s fullness rests in Him.

As children speak and think with care, 
As adults, we grow to share. 

In mirrors dim, our reflections see, 
In time, face to face we’ll be.

Faith, hope, and love, these three remain, 
But love’s the greatest, in joy and pain. 

In every heart, let love abide, 
In love's embrace, we find our guide. 

(1 Cor 13,4-13).
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A WINTER'S DREAM
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Choian's city, cold and bleak, 
A blizzard set in, fierce and meek, 
A boy with papers, shivering tight, 

Longed for warmth on a frigid night.

To a policeman, he humbly asked, 
"Where might a poor boy find warmth to bask? 

I sleep in a box, just down the alley, 
It's cold tonight, I need a rally."

The policeman, with a kindly gaze, 
Said, "Go to that big white house, where it stays, 

Knock on the door, and when they greet, 
Say, 'John 3:16,' and you'll find heat."

So up the steps, the boy did tread, 
Knocked on the door, his heart full of  dread, 

A lady answered, kind and sweet, 
"John 3:16," he said, feeling the beat.

"Come in, my son," she warmly spoke, 
By the fire's glow, a kindling hope. 

In a split-bottom rocker, she placed him near, 
As warmth embraced him, he shed a tear.

"John 3:16," he thought, amazed, 
"I don't understand it, but it keeps me raised, 

A cold boy warm, in this harsh night, 
It's a beacon of  love, a guiding light."

"Are you hungry?" she asked with care, 
He nodded, "A little, I could use some fare." 
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In the kitchen, a feast awaited his gaze, 
He ate with joy, in a heartfelt daze.

"John 3:16," his thoughts proclaimed, 
"I don't understand it, but I'm no longer shamed, 

A hungry boy, now fully fed, 
With warmth and love, my heart is led." 
To a bath she led him, warm and pure, 
A luxury he'd never known for sure, 

As he soaked, he pondered the phrase, 
"John 3:16," in a reflective gaze.

"I don't understand it, but it makes me clean, 
From the grime of  life, a serene sheen, 

A dirty boy, now fresh and bright, 
In the warmth of  love, a pure delight."

Tucked into a bed, so soft and deep, 
He drifted to dreams in a restful sleep, 

Snow fell gently, the night serene, 
"John 3:16," in his heart, a glowing beam.

"I don't understand it, but it makes me rest, 
A tired boy, now feeling blessed, 

With peace and love, my fears allayed, 
In the warmth of  grace, my heart is stayed."

Morning came, with the same embrace, 
She led him again to the fireplace, 

With a Bible open, she began to tell, 
The story of  Jesus, a love that excels.
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"Do you understand John 3:16?" she asked, 
He shook his head, his heart unmasked, 
"The first I heard was last night's plea, 

From the kind policeman, who guided me."

As she spoke of  Jesus' love and grace, 
In the warmth of  the fire's tender embrace, 

He gave his heart to the Savior's call, 
"John 3:16," a love for all.

"I don't understand it," he softly sighed, 
"But it makes a lost boy feel safe inside, 
A world of  warmth, in a heart so cold, 

In God's embrace, a story told."

"For God so loved the world," she read, 
"That He gave His only Son," she said, 

"That whosoever believes in Him, 
Shall have eternal life, not dim." 

"I don't understand it," he confessed, 
"But it makes life worth living, blessed, 

In God's love, I find my place, 
In John 3:16, a saving grace."
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Chapter Four

Jesus Who Came to Seek and Save the Lost
The Word Became Flesh	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Lord, You Have Set Us Apart	 Sr Lidwin
Jesus: Prisoners’ Saviour	 Sr Irene D’Souza UFS
I See Jesus Everywhere	 Mrs Lili P Vaz
Do You Love Me	 Fr Dion Isaac
Freedom in Christ!	 Michelle Lopez
Search for God	 Sr Rema Rani SD
Agony of  the Heart	 Sr Sherly Kidangan OSB
Jesus the Shepherd and the Judge	 Sr Shanti Pulickal SCC
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THE WORD MADE FLESH
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In the beginning was the Word, 
With God, the Word was heard. 

The Word was God, in light and grace, 
In the beginning, in God's embrace.

All things through Him came to be, 
Life in Him, the light we see. 

The light that shines in darkest night, 
Unconquered by the void's deep blight.

He was in the world, the world He made, 
Yet by the world, unknown He stayed. 
He came to those who were His own, 

Yet by His people, was not known.

But to all who received His name, 
Believed in Him, to them He came. 
He gave the power, children to be, 
Born not of  flesh, but divinely free.

The Word became flesh, dwelt among us, 
In His glory, we placed our trust. 

The Father's Son, full of  grace and truth, 
In His light, eternal youth. 

(Jn 1, 1-14).
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LORD, YOU HAVE SET US APART
Sr Lidwin

Lord, you have set us apart. 
From our mother's womb to be your mission part, 

To pray and serve from our hearts. 
To make our brethren life wholesome smart.

We plead you for those in the jail, 
To liberate them without fail. 

Lord we too are weak and frail 
Seen unseen selfishness prevail.

Let our conscience be clean and hale. 
Lord we are bound by the worldly ways. 
By our limitations and self-willed ways. 

Make us instruments for the future days.

Gracefully prepare for which doesn't pay. 
Within the four walls our brethren a suffer. 

None to speak and to heal none to offer 
Lord make us worthy to help to open up.

With your grace may they gracefully come out. 
You alone know the core of  our being lean us, 

heal us before engaged in doing. 
Free us from all that prevents our noble mission.

Grant us humble attitude and clear vision. 
Thank you, Father, for your love that made us free. 

From all obstacles of  our prison ministry. 
Keep us humble with much capacity.

Strengthen us with all gifts of  the Holy Spirit. 
Make us worthy with faith and mission spirit.  Amen
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JESUS: PRISONERS’ SAVIOUR
Sr Irene D’Souza UFS

Jesus will come and save you 
Loaded down by the misery 

I forgot I was alive. 
The enemy was upon me.

I hoped Loneliness would end me 
And send me to my grave 
I cried to God for mercy 
Then Jesus came to save.

I confessed I was a sinner 
That my life was dark and lost 

Rebellion is as old as Adam 
And death is what it cost.

Salvation is what I needed 
Faith has set me free 

Belief  in the one and only 
Who died upon the tree.

JESUS is my saviour 
My soul is in his hands 

At the end of  a solemn journey 
Before him I will stand.
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I SEE JESUS EVERYWHERE
Mrs Lili P Vaz

In these terrible times of  anxiety and fear, 
We fear for our lives, so precious and dear. 

Unable to have a sleep that is sound, 
Cause there’s dread and panic all around.
Millions are confused, scared and angry, 

Not knowing when the end to this pandemic will be. 
About this illness, so little we know, 

Something the world has never experienced before.
Yet amidst all this helplessness and uncertainty, 

We see Jesus in the many faces of  humanity. 
Yes Lord, you are present in the doctors dressed in green, 

In the tired nurses in uniforms starched and clean.
So, sacrificing and utterly exhausted in the emergency room, 
Attending to the ill, bringing hope where there’s misery and gloom. 
They are away from their families, they are caring for ours, 

Treating the sick for many days and long deary hours.
Yes Lord, you are there in that truck painted yellow and green, 

Disposing our trash, keeping our town clean. 
You are there Lord in that sweeper so laboriously at work, 

Cleaning our streets, hard work they don’t shirk.
You are there Lord in the folks selling fruits and vegetables, 

In the grocery stores selling everything edible. 
You are there Lord in our priests who for the world they pray, 

And the police patrolling empty streets night and day.
You are there Lord in the people helping the needy, 

Distributing ration and food to the poor and hungry. 
In this state of  panic when the future is uncertain, 
Lockdown has caused depression and frustration.
Take each day as it comes, we are in this together, 

We’ll bounce back slowly and steadily my sister and brother. 
So, let’s focus ourselves on Our Father up above, 

And with HIS help, we shall overcome every hurdle with love.
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DO YOU LOVE ME
Fr Dion Isaac

Jesus asked Peter “Do you love me”?
Peter answered him, ‘Yes Lord, you know that I love you’.

Jesus said, “Feed my sheep”.
The same Lord is asking me “Do you love me?”

My answer is ‘Not sure, I think I love you’.
He corrects me saying search the lost souls behind the bars.

Second time Jesus is asking me “Do you serve me?”
I think I am serving you at the altar.

Jesus answers me saying serve the lost souls behind the bars.
Third time Jesus is asking me “Do you save souls”?

I think I am doing that.
Jesus answers me save the lost souls behind the bars.

PMI moto is the same.
Search, serve and save the lost souls.
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FREEDOM IN CHRIST!
Michelle Lopez

One day the prison gates shall unlock, 
And I will be released. 

Leaving the friends I made behind, 
To pursue all my dreams.

As I anticipate a future for me, 
I know I need a fresh start. 

Will I be welcomed by my family and friends? 
Or will they ask me to depart

Are there employment opportunities 
Especially for a man like me? 

Or will the life of  crime drag me in? 
Getting a job doesn’t seem easy.

The fears of  uncertainty grip my heart, 
And I don’t know where to go. 

Suddenly I hear the voice of  Christ, 
– ‘Son take it slow’.

Hearing the comforting voice of  Jesus, 
All my fears began to fade. 

He said; ‘Son, all your sins are forgiven, 
Don’t carry unwanted weight’.

I live no more in doubt and fear, 
For I know that Jesus Christ is always near. 

When the enemy tries to discourage me, 
I’ll always remember, Christ has set me free.
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SEARCH FOR GOD
Sr Rema Rani SD

I am walking in the path 
Which is full of  darkness, 
That I have chosen in life 
At every step I feel thorns 

Tell me O Lord where are you 
Where can I search for you?

People are crying behind the bars 
In their affliction, pain and grief  

Abandoned and in loneliness 
I am incomplete without you 

Tell me oh Lord where are you 
Where can I search for you?

I see you in the tears of  man 
I seek you in the broken heart 

I see you in the face of  the faceless 
I am incomplete without you 

Tell me, oh Lord, where are you 
Where can I look for you?
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AGONY OF THE HEART
Sr Sherly Kidangan OSB

Oh! My soul arises; awake 
Soar high, fly high. 

My soul rebuffed to be consoled. 
Yonder words so deep.

My cry resembles in the wilderness. 
No one to heed, no one to care 

I am disregarded, unsolicited, and left alone. 
Is there anyone who eavesdrops on my cry?

Why am I here to languish behind 
What have I done to be thrown out? 

Where are the seekers of  truth and wisdom? 
Whose verdicts brought me here unjustly?

My soul seeks the truth but in vain 
Perpetrators enjoy life beyond 

Blood suckers, white washed tombs 
I never know the agony of  my heart.

Reprobate, they call me and glare at me often. 
Cast me out in the dungeon. 

My eyes shed no tears but blood. 
That oozes from my innocent heart.

Who will know my burning heart? 
A heart that has turned out to be a charcoal 

No hope no life no sense no beauty 
Restless, weary, drained, and unresolved.

Oh! My bleeding heart, listen to me. 
Amidst agony and turmoil 

Challenge confronts and finds solace 
Jesus, who loved you eternally.
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JESUS THE SHEPHERD AND THE JUDGE
Sr Shanti Pulickal SCC

The Lord is my shepherd and my judge, 
To him my life I truly pledge, 

He judges in favour of  those who trust, 
And forgets not his people in prison.

He enters the fold through path of  love, 
Calls my name, to him I bow, 

Leads me to pastures, gives new strength, 
For works of  mercy, with his strength.

The thief  comes through the path of  hate, 
Comes to steal, kill and eat, 

Creates jealousy, envy, enmity, 
Steals my life of  peace and unity.
My shepherd gives his life for me, 

From thorny bushes lifting me, 
I go to him for protection, 

In loneliness, pain and rejection,
When negative thoughts and harmful ones, 

Scatter my mind as sheep by wolves, 
My shepherd fights and brings me home, 
To his fold of  peace and forgiving love.

My shepherd Lord has chosen me, 
To bring good news to the poor, 

Heal the hearts depressed, despairing, 
Bring release and hope to captives, prisoners.

Lord, you have sheep in other folds 
Help me bring them to your own fold, 
Listen to your voice and find new life, 
For you are the Way, the Truth and life.

Lord, let your love and goodness follow me, 
Show your mercy for I am weak, 

Come not as judge but merciful Shepherd, 
Let your sheepfold be my home forever!
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Chapter Five

PMI Rehabilitation Centres and Homes for 
Children

Kolbe Home: An Abode of  Love	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Van Thuan Home: 
A Harbor of  Hope	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Sneharshamam, Vettukad: 
A Habitat of  Hope:	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Sneharshamam, Monvila: 
A Sanctuary of  Renewal	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Integral Human 
Development of  Prisoners	 Sr Sherly Kidangan OSB
Give us One More Chance...	 Sr Snehal SHM
Transformed	 Terence Monterio 
I Thirst for Forgiveness	 Mrs Lili Vaz
Jesus - My Love Bomb	 Sumita Reid
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KOLBE HOME AN ABODE OF LOVE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In the heart of  India, a beacon bright, 
Kolbe Home stands in the light, 

A sanctuary for young hearts to grow, 
Where compassion and care endlessly flow.

For children of  prisoners, a haven true, 
Where dreams are nurtured, skies of  blue, 

Here, intelligence and wisdom bloom, 
In classrooms that banish all despair and gloom.

With spirits uplifted, souls pure and bright, 
They learn of  love, of  wrong and right, 
In the gentle hands of  nuns who care, 
Life’s lessons taught with tender flair.

Maximilian Kolbe, a patron brave, 
Who in Auschwitz, his life he gave, 
For a fellow prisoner, a selfless act, 

His legacy in Kolbe Home, a guiding pact.
Spiritual growth and moral strength, 

In every child, at every length, 
Emotional maturity, social grace, 

In Kolbe Home, they find their place.
A school of  love, a cradle of  hope, 
Teaching hearts and minds to cope, 
With life’s challenges, big and small, 

In this home, they conquer all.
With every smile, with every tear, 

The children know they’re loved here, 
Their journey of  growth, a joyous climb, 
In Kolbe Home, love transcends time.

So let us honour this noble cause, 
And cheer for Kolbe Home, with applause, 

A sanctuary of  love, where angels tread, 
And every child is compassion-fed.
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VAN THUAN HOME A HARBOR OF HOPE
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In honour of  a Cardinal's strength and grace, 
Van Thuan Home stands, a nurturing place, 

For those released from prison's hold, 
With nowhere to turn, no hand to unfold.

Venerable Van Thuan, a beacon bright, 
Who endured thirteen years in solitary night, 

His spirit unbroken, his faith unfazed, 
In his name, a sanctuary raised.

To Van Thuan Home, the weary come, 
Those with no place, no family, no sum, 

PMI volunteers, with hearts so kind, 
Welcome them in, peace of  mind.

Skill training offered, a new path to tread, 
Employment sought, hope is spread, 

Reintegration, the goal so clear, 
To family and society, they draw near.

A home of  compassion, a place to heal, 
Where broken souls, new strength can feel, 

In every gesture, in every plan, 
Lies the legacy of  a noble man.

Van Thuan Home, a beacon of  light, 
Guiding the lost through their darkest night, 

With love and care, they rise again, 
In the spirit of  Van Thuan, free from pain.

So let us honour this sacred ground, 
Where hope and humanity are profoundly found, 

A testament to the power of  grace, 
In Van Thuan Home, they find their place.
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SNEHASHRAMAM, VETTUKAD 
A HABITAT OF HOPE

Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Vettukad, Thrissur's serene embrace, 
Stands Sneharshamam, a haven of  grace. 

Since 1991, on St. Therese's day, 
A beacon of  hope, lighting the way.

The first of  its kind, a noble start, 
A center for those seeking a fresh part. 
Under Kerala Catholic Bishops' care, 
And Claritian Fathers' love laid bare.

A mission of  reformation so pure, 
For those released, seeking to endure. 

Spiritual renewal in every heart, 
A moral reformation, a brand-new start.

Skill training for hands that seek to build, 
Hope rekindled, hearts gently filled. 
Inmates reconcile with God above, 
With family, victims, society's love.

Facilitating jobs, finding their way, 
Settling in families, brightening the day. 

Reintegrating in society's fold, 
A story of  redemption, courage bold.

Sneharshamam, a name that sings, 
Of  love and care that healing brings. 

A school of  compassion, a nurturing land, 
Where broken lives find a helping hand.

Here, faith and hope intertwine, 
In every soul, a light divine. 

In the heart of  Kerala, it stands tall, 
Sneharshamam, a sanctuary for the Lost.
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SNEHARSHAMAM MONVILA 
A SANCTUARY OF RENEWAL

Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Monvila's gentle, nurturing embrace, 
Sneharshamam stands, a sacred place. 

Since 1992, on a mission grand, 
A beacon of  hope in Kerala's capital.

For women released from prison's hold, 
A new beginning, stories untold. 

Under Kerala Catholic Bishops' care, 
And Venerini nuns, with love laid bare.

A focus on spiritual renewal bright, 
Where hearts find peace and souls take flight. 

Moral reformation, a guiding star, 
Skill training, leading near and far.

Inmates reconcile with God above, 
With family, victims, society's love. 
A path to healing, a journey clear, 

In Sneharshamam, no need to fear.

Jobs are found, marriages arranged, 
Lives rebuilt, futures changed. 

Settling in families, hope regained, 
In society's fold, they are sustained.

A school of  compassion, a wellspring of  grace, 
Sneharshamam, a life-saving place. 

In Thiruvananthapuram's loving care, 
Released women find a haven rare.

So let us honour this noble cause, 
And celebrate Sneharshamam, with applause. 

A sanctuary of  renewal, where dreams come true, 
In the light of  love, lives are made anew.
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INTEGRAL HUMAN DEVELOPMENT OF 
PRISONERS

Sr Sherly Kidangan OSB

What a gorgeous thought 
Integral human development 

It touches all spheres of  human life 
Social, political, economical, cultural, spiritual

Life is a challenge towards integral growth 
Motivation and aim in life are significant 

To accomplish greater heights in its richness 
Dignity and honour in abundance

Everyone is born to seek fulfilment 
Common goal of  every human being 
Adversity as a growth to opportunity 

Not to deviate from honest living

Life is an art to live in love 
To be integrated in one’s own life 

Life in prison makes life hard 
Correctional education swerve life situation

Ensure constructive relationships 
Cultivate self-esteem and morale 

Adapt cognitive behavioral programs 
Counselling and psychological treatment

Remedial, moral, spiritual and sport-based approach 
Refresh the mind and bring forth new oomph 

Skill training and educational programs 
Widen the horizon of  their stance in life.

Leading busy life in prison 
Creating work experiences with planning 

Reduce depression, frustration and loneliness 
Foster willingness and self-support.
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Give them respect and dignity with love 
Affirmative regard between prisoner and staff  
Create an environment to lead law abiding life 

Reform, restructure and recuperate them.

Engrave in their hearts to regain the courage 
To reintegrate themselves in to the society 

Generate self-support employment opportunities 
To build up life in the main stream of  society.

Life is a wholesome one to maintain 
It’s the higher state of  perfection and individual growth 

To bring forth sustainability and security 
And to realign the values of  life.

Rehabilitation is the sign of  times 
Those whom society rejects and families liability 

Nowhere to go and none to acknowledge 
Never make them crazy again.

Post release and supervision 
Is a matter of  great concern today 
Nevertheless they tend to become 
Prey to tantrums of  the society.

Become a bridge between prisoner and family 
Acceptance, care, forgiveness and love 
Dissolves completely the past grudges 

And recreate life anew with new insight and from past 
learning.

Enhance mental strength and support 
Instil passion to restructure life 

Shape their hearts to be positive and alter the way of  
thinking 

Confront life with all its beauty.
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GIVE US ONE MORE CHANCE...
Sr Snehal SHM

We live in human society, 
We live in a world of  love. 
We have family and friends. 

But somewhere we went wrong 
and somewhere circumstances went wrong.

Don’t know how many relationships were broken 
because of  our small and big mistakes 
Due to which we lost all our respect. 

But the reality is that not everyone is guilty here 
Some became guilty even though they were innocent. 

Give us one more chance...

We want to get our rights and respect and 
We want to correct all our mistakes. 

Give us one more chance... 
to live with our family and the world of  yours. 

We have already been punished for our mistakes.

Please give us one more chance... 
to become reformed and transformed. 

Now we want to go home, 
Now we want to go home. 

Please give us one more chance 
to live in a world of  freedom.
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TRANSFORMED
Terence Monterio

My tears fill the vale below, 
Tears, not of  grief, but of  joy! 

Like water that flowed from You, 
From your side, from your heart.

You have spoken to your servant, Lord, 
My soul rejoiced in thanks and praise! 

For that great sacrifice you made, 
On your amazing cross!

I feel your blood and water flow, sweet Jesus, 
I see your peaceful face that radiates! 

A heart forgiven, bathed in love, 
O it flows like a waterfall, a torrent.

O Lord, I was born of  my mother here, 
Her flesh and blood in me, 

But when you enter in, dear Lord, 
I am transformed, yes transformed!

My flesh cleansed by your perfect body, 
My blood sanctified by yours, precious, 

My hands, feet, face, eyes, organs, 
My heart, soul, mind and spirit.

What more can I ask, Lord? 
You have filled me up!!
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I THIRST FOR FORGIVENESS
Mrs Lili P Vaz

I’m a hardened criminal a man condemned, 
A monster in confinement, waiting for my end. 
Enclosed by high walls I’m in a prison you see, 

Incarcerated for life, no longer free.
My screams resound in this dark and deary cell, 

Save me someone from this living hell. 
And then appeared this angel from heaven above, 

A Prison Ministry volunteer who spoke of  God’s merciful love.
An awesome God so full of  compassion, 
Ready to forgive my every transgression. 

With no one to comfort me I turned to God, 
“Forgive me Father,” I cried out to my Lord.
I need you sweet Jesus, I need you so much, 

I crave for your gentle healing touch. 
Darkness surrounds me I find no light within, 

You alone my Lord can redeem me from my sin.
Pour out your peace and love over me, 
From this burden of  sin set me free. 

In you I find healing restore me to wholeness, 
Envelope me with your grace and goodness.

Mend my broken heart I pray, 
Ease the storms that come my way. 
I’m so weary, take me in your arms, 
My troubled heart you doth calm.

I put myself  into your loving hand, 
In my darkest hour beside me do stand. 

Thank you, dear Lord, for just being my friend, 
Your love is beyond measure it has no end.

Let the warmth of  your love reform my soul, 
Your presence my Savior, makes me whole. 
And at the hour of  my death, I pray to thee, 

Merciful Father, into thy kingdom reintegrate me.
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JESUS - MY LOVE BOMB
Sumita Reid2

Just as Moses entered the Red Sea and caused an exodus;
May Jesus enter your hearts and cause an explosion!!

May Jesus be your love bomb!!
Just as the fire in Daniel’s 3 men caused a holy fusion
May faith in Jesus chase away every life’s confusion

May Jesus be your love bomb!!
Just as God made various creatures and saw that it was good
May we carry the love bomb to every corner and see that it 

is good!
May Jesus be your love bomb!!

Just as the prophets spoke of  JESUS’s coming
May we too confess, proclaim and declare
His name in all the places we are going!

May Jesus be your love bomb!!
With Joshua’s faith and Samson’s strength let’s break all 

barriers
Let’s all put on the whole armour of  God and be great 

Prayer warriors!!

2.	 Inspired Fr Varghese Karippery & Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
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Chapter Six

PMI Patrons and Saints
Francis Xavier Van Thuận: 
A Beacon of  Faith	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Charles de Foucauld: 
A Soul's Journey	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Hymn to St. Maximillian Kolbe	 Sr Gertrude
Auschwitz Birkenau 
Concentration Camp	 Sr Marina Gulati CSJ
Maximilian Kolbe Spirituality	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
A Tribute to the Founders of  PMI	 Sr Hilaria Kodiyan SSPC
The Tale of  Jephthah	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
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FRANCIS XAVIER VAN THUÂN: A BEACON OF 
FAITH

Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Huê's serene and ancient land, 
A child was born by divine hand. 

Francis Xavier Van Thuân his name, 
Destined for a life of  faith and fame.
From early years in seminary’s care, 
He learned to lead, to love, to share. 

To Rome he travelled, wisdom to gain, 
A doctorate in law, his spiritual reign.

As priest, he guided with gentle might, 
Shaping souls with heavenly light. 
A bishop of  Nha Trang, he rose, 

With God’s love, he faced life’s throes.
Imprisoned long by unjust decree, 

Nine years in solitary, yet spirit free. 
In darkest cells, his faith did bloom, 
A beacon bright amidst the gloom.

A cross he crafted, two woods combined, 
In soap concealed, faith’s design. 
Upon his heart, it stayed secure, 

A symbol of  hope, steadfast and pure.
Released yet still by chains confined, 

Rome welcomed him, faith enshrined. 
A cardinal’s red, his soul adorned, 

For justice and peace, his spirit warmed.
In councils, synods, his voice did sing, 
For love and hope, an eternal spring. 
His life a testament, grace unfurled, 
In God’s embrace, he left this world.
Now venerable, his path made clear, 

A guide for us, his legacy dear. 
Francis Xavier Van Thuân’s name, 
A shining star in faith’s great flame.
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CHARLES DE FOUCAULD: A SOUL'S JOURNEY
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In France, a noble child was born, 
Charles de Foucauld, a life to adorn. 

From soldier's path to explorer's quest, 
In deserts vast, his soul found rest.

Orphaned young, yet spirit bold, 
Raised by kin, a story told. 

Saint-Cyr's halls, with youthful fire, 
Yet restless heart, sought something higher.

Through Morocco's sands, his journey sped, 
In Muslim faith, a spark was fed. 

Back to Christ, his heart returned, 
For a deeper love, his spirit yearned. 
To Trappist silence, he did retreat, 

In poverty, his God to meet. 
Yet still he felt, a greater call, 

Beyond the cloistered, monastic wall.

As "Charles of  Jesus," he took his name, 
To Algerian sands, his mission came. 

Among the Tuareg, he found his place, 
In their hard life, he saw God's grace.
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With love he served, no sermon grand, 
In quiet acts, with tender hand. 

He learned their tongue, their ways embraced, 
In simple deeds, Christ's love he traced.

Martyr's death, a life laid down, 
In desert's heart, a hidden crown. 

His legacy, a light so bright, 
Guiding souls in love's pure light.

Religious bands, his spirit lead, 
In paths of  peace, his teachings spread. 

Beatified, his name revered, 
A saintly life, by love endeared.

Charles de Foucauld, a beacon high, 
In humble service, drew us nigh. 
To find in simple, faithful deeds, 

The path to God, where true love leads.
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HYMN TO ST MAXIMILLIAN KOLBE
Sr Gertrude

St. Maximilion Kolbe our patron. 
St. Maximilion Kolbe our father. 

You dived into the deep, to the love of  Christ, and 
You practiced His word in your life.

“There is no greater love for a man, than 
Lay down his life for his friend’’ 

You laid down your life for friend, 
Prisoner, saved his life and family

St. Maximilion Kolbe our patron... 
St. Maximilion Kolbe our father... 
You are great, you are wonderful 
You are the role model of  life.

PMI is Your Ministry, 
Prisoners are your sheep 

We are here your haired shepherds 
Bless us oh...St. Kolbe.

St. Maximilion Kolbe our patron... 
St. Maximilion Kolbe our father... 

This is your home, and we are your children 
Bless us and lead us St. Kolbe.
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AUSCHWITZ BIRKENAU CONCENTRATION 
CAMP

Sr Marina Gulati CSJ

O blessed Auschwitz Prison where lived a holy soul 
Yes, a holy soul of  St. Maria Maximilian Kolbe 

Thick walls of  Auschwitz were not a prison for Kolbe 
“Yay” because his heart was free from hatred far away.

A hero of  the Holocaust he was in the Nazi Death Camp 
His heroic act of  martyrdom at Auschwitz 

Where the love of  his heart exploded 
With heart throbbing gave new life 

to Franciszek Gajowniczek an inmate friend of  Kolbe

Like we see our true image in the mirror 
Kolbe saw the souls of  all the fellow inmates 

Where hidden the image of  God 
Behind the mask of  hatred and cruelty they faced.

O Holy saint you did not die you gave your life for a brother 
A way of  earing eternity where you live for ever in peace. 

O blessed saint I feel you live no more among us now 
Yet You live with us perpetually and ever more.

From deep within o blessed saint I pray 
A touch of  grace that has a celestial space 

Saturate me in the grace o holy saint. 
So that I may give myself  for others 

As you did my dear saint.
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MAXIMILIAN KOLBE SPIRITUALITY
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Through suffering to glory, Christ's path we tread, 
With crosses to bear, by His Spirit we're led. 

Maximilian's words, a beacon so bright, 
For Jesus, he suffered, embraced the night.

Kneel at the altar, in reverence true, 
Let others see, in you, the worship you pursue. 

Against indifference, let love blaze, 
Praise God fully, in all your days.

Mary Immaculate, our Mother so dear, 
With Christ as our Brother, ever near. 

In the Eucharist, God's presence we find, 
A school of  love, His heart entwined.

Love the Virgin, fear not too much, 
Her love surpasses, Christ's gentle touch. 

If  angels could feel envy, it would be, 
For Holy Communion, our unity.

A single act of  love, souls revived, 
Through the Immaculata, sainthood derived. 

Christian perfection, our will aligned, 
With God's will, our hearts refined.
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Love's essence lies not in sweet word's grace, 
But in steadfast will, in God's embrace. 

Holiness in duties, simple and pure, 
Towards God, self, others, we endure.

In every fall, a chance to rise, 
To higher perfection, under God's skies. 
Humility gained, from pride we're freed, 

In every stumble, God plants a seed.

Love lives through sacrifice, nourished by giving, 
Without it, no love, no true living. 
Christ crucified, the ultimate guide, 
In His sacrifice, our hearts abide.

Courage in mission, with prayer we embark, 
Winning souls, even in the dark. 

For loving the Virgin, fear not the cost, 
In her embrace, we're never lost.
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A TRIBUTE TO THE FOUNDERS OF PMI
Sr Hilaria Kodiyan SSPC

On a December day, the eighth, so bright, 
Two visionaries stepped into the light. 

Bro. Francis Kodiyan and Bro. Varghese Karippery, 
With hearts of  compassion, to set prisoners free.

In the depths of  darkness, where hope seemed thin, 
They saw the broken souls locked within. 

With faith as their compass, and love as their guide, 
They birthed a movement, a beacon worldwide.

Under the banner of  the Catholic Bishops' call, 
They reached to the margins, to the least of  all. 
With courage and vision, they sowed the seed, 

A ministry of  mercy, a ministry of  need.

From 1981, the journey began, 
Bringing healing to the broken man. 

A mission of  redemption, so bold, so true, 
To restore the fallen, to make them new.

Fr. Francis and Fr. Varghese, with wisdom profound, 
Lifted the oppressed, turned lives around. 

With hearts full of  mercy, their work has grown, 
Building a future for those once overthrown.
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Through prisons’ cold walls, their light shone bright, 
Bringing forth warmth, and guiding the night. 

With projects and programs, they opened the door, 
To a future of  dignity, hope, and more.

They’ve led with grace, with a holy fire, 
Igniting in others the same deep desire - 

To serve the forgotten, to heal and restore, 
To open the prison, to offer much more.

So let us raise voices, and give thanks in song, 
For these founders who’ve journeyed so long. 
Fr. Francis Kodiyan and Fr. Varghese, so kind, 

In their legacy, the lost find peace of  mind.

In their vision, we see the divine, 
A ministry rooted in love’s pure sign. 

With the Catholic Bishops’ Conference in tow, 
Prison Ministry’s work continues to grow.

Praise be to the founders, whose hearts led the way, 
Bringing light where darkness once held sway. 

Their dream lives on, and shall ever be, 
A testament to faith and the power of  mercy.
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THE TALE OF JEPHTHAH
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Israel's ancient, troubled land, 
Oppressed by Ammon's fierce command, 

God’s chosen people faced despair, 
In need of  one who'd lead with care.

Again they sinned, again oppressed, 
By Ammon's yoke, they were distressed. 

With heavy hearts, they cried to God, 
"Forgive our sins, spare Your rod."

Judges ten records their plea, 
A humble cry, "Rescue, set us free." 
They cast away their gods of  stone, 
To serve the Lord, and Him alone.

An army formed, a battle planned, 
Yet lacked a leader to command. 

In search of  one, they turned their eyes, 
To Jephthah, a warrior wise.

Jephthah's tale in chapter eleven, 
A man of  might, by God was given. 
Born to a woman, "other" named, 

His father's wife, she was not claimed.
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Theologians debate his mother's role, 
Was she a harlot, or a soul, 

Whose story, more complex in plight, 
Yet Jephthah's strength was clear, his might.

One tough warrior, 
The Message tells, 

In battles fierce, he would excel. 
From rough beginnings, he arose, 

To lead his people against their foes.

Called forth to lead, despite his past, 
Jephthah's courage held steadfast. 

For Israel, he'd fight the fight, 
With faith in God, and righteous might.

Thus, Jephthah's tale inspires today, 
A story of  redemption’s sway. 

From humble start to leader’s call, 
God's grace can lift us from our fall.
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Chapter Seven 

PMI Prayers
Prayer for Prisoners	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
PMI Golden Jubilee Prayer	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Prayer to End Death Penalty	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
The Prayer of  Jabez	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
Thank You Lord	 Sr Shiny Zacharias SMMP
Prayer to St Maximilian Kolbe	 Unknown
Prayer for Prisoners’ 
Rehabilitation Centers	 Fr Varghese Karippery
To Be - PMI Volunteers Prayer	 Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS
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PRAYER FOR PRISONERS
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Lord, our Loving Father, we sing, 
Praise and worship to Jesus, our King. 

Who taught us to visit the incarcerated, 
And through His sacrifice, our sins abated.

We glorify You for Your Son's decree, 
Proclaiming liberty, setting captives free. 
Through His unjust suffering and loss, 
Saving us with His death on the Cross.

Merciful Father, grant us the grace, 
To see Your face in every prisoned place. 

Help us remember, as though we were there, 
In their sorrow, their burden to share.

Beloved Father, into Your hands we trust, 
Our imprisoned brethren, precious, just. 
Sanctify them with Your blood so pure, 

Holy Spirit, anoint, hearts assure.

Illuminate their spirits to embrace, 
Traumatic trials with Your grace. 

Repentance, forgiveness, may they find, 
In family, society, hearts kind.

Fill us with Holy Spirit's gifts, 
To share Christ’s love, souls lift. 

Bless prison staff  with gentle care, 
Kindness and understanding, ever there.

Sanctify victims, in Your light, 
To reconcile, make wrongs right. 

Mary, Mother, hear our plea, 
For reformation, set brethren free.

Through Christ our Lord, this prayer ascends, 
Amen, in love, forever it blends.
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PMI GOLDEN JUBILEE PRAYER
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Almighty, ever-living God, we sing, 
Praise for Your Son, our Savior, King. 

He sought the lost, bore sin’s great cost, 
On the cross, salvation’s love embossed.

Father, we glorify Your name, 
For founders, Fr Francis and Varghese’s flame. 

They sparked the light, a movement’s start, 
Prison Ministry India, with loving heart.

Approaching Jubilee's golden light, 
We thank You for blessings bright. 
On brethren behind bars' embrace, 
And PMI volunteers, Your grace.

Bless all incarcerated souls, 
Their families, victims, through life’s toll. 

Authorities and those who serve, 
Bishops, priests, lay volunteers, we preserve.

Sanctify leaders, founders’ creed, 
National, regional, in their need. 
Staff  and forces, centers pure, 

Seminary coordinators, intentions sure.

For benefactors, partners too, 
In redeeming prisoners, hearts true. 

Merciful Father, forgive our fall, 
For unfaithfulness and sins' thrall.

Sanctify us, with blood divine, 
Holy Spirit, fill, align. 

Strengthened by Your Word, Eucharist too, 
To Your mission for the lost, stay true.

Bless hard work for Jubilee's aim, 
Assist us, glorify Your name. 

Through Christ our Lord, this prayer ascend, 
Amen, our voice, till worlds end.



122   I     Wings of  Prayer

PRAYER TO END DEATH PENALTY
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Merciful Father, bless our way, 
To build a life where love holds sway. 
Hear our prayers for all who've been, 

Touched by death’s cruel, unseen hand.

We pray for lives, in every phase, 
As children of  Your love, always. 

For victims lost, their families’ plea, 
Find comfort in eternity.

For those condemned, on death row laid, 
Let lives be spared, innocence weighed. 

Guilty hearts, may they confess, 
Seek Your grace, find redress.

Families in sorrow, facing dread, 
May Your love their hearts embed. 

For leaders guiding civic right, 
Commit to life, end death’s night.

Compassionate Father, wisdom share, 
With hearts of  love, guide our care. 

Work we shall, with fervent zeal, 
To cherish life, this promise real.

In Your Son, Christ's name we plea, 
One God, forever, eternally. 

Amen.
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THE PRAYER OF JABEZ
Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

In Chronicles, his story's told, 
Jabez, more honourable than most, 
Born in pain, his name bestowed, 

A heartfelt prayer, his humble boast.

“Oh God of  Israel, hear my plea, 
Oh, that You would bless and guide me, 

Enlarge my territory, let it be, 
That I may serve Your will, faithfully.

Let Your hand be with me each day, 
Guide my steps, show me the way, 

Keep me from harm, 
So, I may live free from pain, to You I pray.”

Blessings flow from God alone, 
Not the world's elusive tone, 

In God’s grace, my heart finds home, 
In prayer, my faith is shown.

Not just land, but spiritual gain, 
Jabez sought to break the chain, 

Claiming hearts in God’s domain, 
His lineage in holy reign.
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Guide my life, O gentle hand, 
Lead me through life’s shifting sand, 

Blessings great, Your commands, 
Protect me, Lord, by Your demand.

Born in pain, yet seeking grace, 
His prayer, a heartfelt embrace, 
Vulnerable, he found his place, 
In God's love, he saw His face.

Transform my pain into Your glory, 
Let my life tell Your story, 

Guide me through life's allegory, 
In Your name, I seek victory.

Thus, Jabez prayed, with faith so strong, 
God’s mercy sang a blessed song, 

His request was granted, life made long, 
A legacy of  faith, where hearts belong.
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THANK YOU LORD
Sr Shiny Zacharias SMMP

I thank you Lord for saving my soul from sins of  this world.
This world of  sins that I so detest and puts me to the test
I once was a baby on my knees and you were at my side

All the mess l now confess there’s no way to hide.
Now l am a boy who thinks he is tough

and has no place to go and all roads seem so rough oh God!
How you came into my life ....

I will never know.!
I am a man who can understand my wife.

As now you came into my life to wash my sins and cleanse 
my soul

So, I thank you Lord once again for sending your son;
your only son Lord Jesus Christ to pay for all my sins and 

made me whole.
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A PRAYER TO ST MAXIMILIAN KOLBE
Author Unknown

O Prisoner-Saint of  Auschwitz, 
help me in my plight. 

Introduce me to Mary, the Immaculata, 
Mother of  God.

She prayed for Jesus in a Jerusalem jail. 
She prayed for you in a Nazi prison camp. 
Ask her to comfort me in my confinement. 

May she teach me always to be good.

If  I am lonely, may she say, “God is here.” 
If  I feel hate, may she say, “God is love.” 

If  I am tempted, may she say, “God is pure.” 
If  I sin, may she say, “God is mercy.”

If  I am in darkness, may she say, “God is light.” 
If  I am unjustly condemned, may she say, “God is truth.” 

If  I have pain in soul or body, may she say, “God is peace.” 
If  I lose hope, may she say: “God is with you all days, and so 

am I.” Amen.
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PRAYER FOR 
PRISONERS’ REHABILITATION CENTRES

Fr Varghese Karippery

Lead us, O Lord
From the world of  killing to the world of  life

From the world of  suffering to the world of  happiness
From the world of  lock to the world of  lock-lessness
From the world of  walls to the world of  wall-lessness

From the world of  stealing to the world of  sharing
From the world of  despair to the world of  hope

From the world of  revenge to the world of  forgiveness
From the world of  authority to the world of  service

From the world of  hatred to the world of  love
From the world of  worry to the world of  providence

Lead us, O Lord.
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TO BE 
PMI VOLUNTEERS PRAYER

Fr Francis Kodiyan MCBS

Help me, O Lord

To be the wheat fallen 
To be the vine pruned 
To be the reed holed 

To be the wood chiselled

To be the stone rejected 
To be the stone rolled 
To be the body broken 
To be the blood shed

To be the lamb of  God 
To be the lamp of  the world 
To be the salt of  the earth 
To be the ransom for many

Help me O Lord.




