
TRANSITUS: Celebrating the Passing of Francis and His Love of Mother Earth 
 
Leader and Readers Script 

 
Make  Me  An  Instrument  Of  Your  Peace    Marty Haugen 

    
1.  (Cantor) Where there is hatred,   (All) let me bring love;     
(Cantor) Where there is injury,   (All) let me bring pardon;    

(Cantor) Where there is doubting,   (All) let me bring faith.  (Refrain) 
 

(Refrain)  Lord, make me an instrument of your peace; 
Lord, make me an instrument of your peace. 

 
2.  (Cantor) Where there is despairing,   (All) let me bring hope;    

(Cantor) Where there is darkness,   (All) let me bring light;   
 (Cantor) Where there is sadness,   (All) let me bring joy.  (Refrain) 

 
3.  (Cantor) O Master, grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled as to console. 

To be understood as to understand, to be loved as to love.  (Refrain) 
 

4.  (Cantor) For it is in giving   (All) that we receive; 
(Cantor) and it is in pardoning,   (All) that we are pardoned; 
(Cantor) and it is in dying,   (All) that we are born.  (Refrain) 
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Notes to Leader: 
You need to have chosen three readers: Reader One, Reader Two, and Quotation Reader 
You need a loaf of bread. And it would look nice for the Scripture readings to be out of a Bible. 
 
 
Leader: This evening we are celebrating the Transitus, the “passing over” of St. Francis of 
Assisi from his earthly-based life into eternal life. This is also the 35th year anniversary of St. 
Francis being named the Patron Saint of Ecology. We will focus then on the death of Francis 
and his teaching us about the power of resurrection, while high-lighting his care for creation 
and finding Christ alive in every iota of each creature. Francis can be a model for us today 
on positively viewing death -- and life! 
We are all familiar with the words Francis heard from the Cross at San Damiano, “Francis, 
go, rebuild my house.” In their book titled Care for Creation: A Franciscan Spirituality of the 
Earth, Franciscans Ilia Delio, Keith Warner, and Pamela Wood tell us regarding the word 
“ecology” that eco comes from the Greek word oikos. Oikos means “house,” so actually the 
word “ecology” can be thought of as “study of the house.” 
These authors add that for Francis ‘ the “house of God” is, first, the human person. The 
Word dwells in human flesh not in stone buildings. As the Word dwells in the human 
person, so too the same Word dwells in creation. The Word who is made flesh in the person 
of Jesus Christ is the same Word through whom all things are made. fish, water, trees, birds, 
air, wind, fire—all are created through the Word of God. What Francis heard originally, “go, 
rebuild my house” became much larger for him; it became the entire oikos…’ 



 
Leader: Note that the capitalized words are for us to read together in unison. Slowly and 
prayerfully…  
Let us bless the Lord and God, living and true. 
TO GOD WE OFFER ALL PRAISE, ALL GLORY, ALL HONOR, ALL BLESSING, 
AND EVERY GOOD FOREVER. AMEN. (The Office of the Passion) 
 
Leader: So let us enter then into the spirit of this holy night as we begin in the name of our 
gentle God    who is Creator, Son and Holy Spirit. Amen.   
 
 
Quotation Reader: From the Encyclical Letter of Brother Elias, General Minister written in 
the year 1226: 
 I, Brother Elias, a sinner, send greetings to my beloved friends in Christ; even before I 
begin, I sigh, for that which I feared has overtaken me and has overtaken you. 
 On Saturday, October 3rd, in the twelve hundred and twenty-sixth year of our Lord, 
Francis, our brother and father, went home to Christ. Beloved friends, let us give way to 
tears since we are deprived of so wonderful a father.  For our comforter has been taken away 
from us.  And he who carried us like lambs upon his shoulders, has set out abroad for a far 
country… 
 In truth, in every truth, the presence of Francis, our brother and father, was a light not 
only to us who were close to him, but also to those who heard of his example when he 
preached the kingdom of God.  He made ready for the Lord a new people.  May God the 
Father of orphans comfort us all.  
 
Reader One:  St. Francis was lying grievously ill and in pain in the Bishop’s house in Assisi, 
when a doctor was called for the last time. He said to Francis: 
Reader Two: “I must tell you, that according to our science, your malady is incurable and in 
my opinion you will die at the end of September or the beginning of October.” 
Reader One: Raising his arms to heaven, the sick man joyfully cried out: 
YOU ARE WELCOME; WELCOME, MY DEAR SISTER DEATH. 
Reader One: Then turning to a friar he asked that Brothers Angelo and Leo be called to help 
him share this good news by singing beside his bed. In spite of their tears, the two friars 
began to intone the Canticle of Brother Sun. 
ALL CREATURES OF OUR GOD AND KING, 
LIFT UP YOUR VOICES, LET US SING: ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
BRIGHT BURNING SUN WITH GOLDEN BEAMS, 
SOFT SILVER MOON THAT GENTLY GLEAMS, 
O PRAISE GOD, O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
 



Leader: Quietly find a person next to you to partner with. Picture in your imagination the last 
time you felt Brother Sun warm your face and skin. In the next three minutes describe to 
your partner where you were and how it felt.  
 
Reader One: The friars sang the Canticle many times a day to comfort Francis’s failing 
spirit, and sometimes through the night as well. Not all were pleased. Finally Brother Elias 
came to Francis and said: 
Quotation Reader: “Well-beloved Father, for my part I rejoice that you should be joyful; but 
I fear this city, which regards you as a saint, may be scandalized to see that you do not 
prepare yourself for death in quite another manner.” 
Reader One: The saint smiled and replied: 
LEAVE ME, GOOD BROTHER, FOR IN SPITE OF WHAT I ENDURE, I FEEL 
MYSELF SO NEAR TO GOD, THAT I CANNOT HOLD MYSELF FROM SINGING. 
 
Reader One: Responding to the desire of Francis, Brother Elias arranged for him to be 
carried to the Portiuncula… At the Portiuncula, St. Francis was given a tiny hut in the forest 
near to the Chapel of St. Mary of the Angels. Again he sensed the solitude of this beautiful 
place so often visited by the Spirit of God, and he rejoiced as he heard from within the 
chapel the friars singing: 
SWIFT FLOWING WATER, PURE AND CLEAR, 
MAKE MUSIC FOR YOUR LORD TO HEAR, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
FIRE, SO INTENSE AND FIERCELY BRIGHT, 
WHO GIVES TO US BOTH WARMTH AND LIGHT, 
O PRAISE GOD, O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
 
Leader: Each of us has a special place in our memory where we have experienced God alive 
in Sister Water. 
Turn to your same partner and tell them about that place where you go to sit to look at water. 
 

Reader One: The forest setting of the hut was the right setting for Francis’s “passing over” to God. 
THIS IS A HOLY PLACE. HOLD IT EVER IN VENERATION AND NEVER ABANDON IT. 

Reader Two: In honor of his Lady Poverty, he asked that he be laid naked on the ground. 
MY TASK IS DONE, MAY CHRIST TEACH YOU WHAT IS YOURS TO DO. 
Reader One: His friars begged him to forgive them for any offences, and to bless them again. 
This he readily did, placing his hand successively on the head of each. 
ALL YOU WITH MERCY IN YOUR HEART, 
FORGIVING OTHERS, TAKE YOUR PART, 
O SING NOW: ALLELUIA! 
ALL YOU THAT PAIN AND SORROW BEAR, 
PRAISE GOD AND CAST ON GOD YOUR CARE: 
O PRAISE GOD, O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
 



Reader Two: Nor did Francis forget Sister Clare, who he 
learned was weeping at the thought of losing her father and 
friend. He sent a message to Clare whom he called his 
“little spiritual plant.” 
I, THE LITTLE BROTHER FRANCIS, WISH TO 
FOLLOW TO THE END THE POOR WAY, WHICH 
WAS THAT OF OUR LORD AND OF HIS MOTHER. 
AND I CONJURE YOU, MY DAUGHTER, NEVER TO 
BE SEPARATED FROM IT. 
Reader One: Francis also sent a message to his friend, the 
Lady Jacoba of Rome, that she should come in haste with what was needed for his burial… 
Lady Jacoba arrived, carrying with her all that was needed for the saint’s burial, and a box of 
almond biscuits, which Francis tried to, but could not eat. More and more often the Canticle of 
Brother Sun was heard from the hut, with the new verse Francis had composed in praise of what 
he called “our sister Death of the Body.” 

AND YOU MOST KIND AND GENTLE DEATH, 
WAITING TO HUSH OUR FINAL BREATH, 
O PRAISE HIM, ALLELUIA! 
YOU LEAD BACK HOME THE CHILD OF GOD, 
BY WAY THAT CHRIST THE LORD HAS TROD: 
O PRAISE GOD, O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
 

Leader: Now in silence, remember a person you have known personally in your life who has died—     
   a person who taught you about respecting creation….. [one minute of silence] 
What did that important person you just recalled teach you about Christ? [another minute of silence] 

 
Reader Two: On Friday the second of October, Francis asked for bread, and he blessed it 
and, like Christ at the last supper, distributed it to all present, while the Gospel of St. John 
was read beginning at the Passion.  
[bread passed, with this prayerful Gospel reading at the same time in the background] 
Quotation Reader: “Now before the feast of the Passover, when Jesus knew that his hour had 
come to depart out of this world to the Creator, having loved his own who were in the world, 
he loved them to the end. And during supper…knowing that the Creator had given all things 
into his hands, and that he had come from God and was going to God, rose from supper, laid 
aside his garments, and girded himself with a towel. Then he poured water into a basin, and 
began to wash the disciples’ feet, and to wipe them with the towel with which he was girded. 
He came to Simon Peter; and Peter said to him, “Lord, do you wash my feet?” Jesus 
answered him, “What I am doing you do not know now, but afterward you will understand.” 
Peter said to him, “You shall never wash my feet.” Jesus answered him, “If I do not wash 
you, you have no part in me.” Simon Peter said to him, “Lord, not my feet only but also my 
hands and my head!” Jesus said to him, “The person who has bathed does not need to wash, 



except for their feet, but that person is clean all over; and you are clean, but not all of you.” 
For he knew who was to betray him… 
 
When he had washed their feet, and taken his garments, and resumed his place, he said to 
them, “Do you know what I have done to you? You called me Teacher and Lord; and you 
are right, for so I am. If I then, your Lord and Teacher, have washed your feet, you also 
ought to wash one another’s feet. For I have given you an example, that you  also should do 
as I have done to you. Truly, truly, I say to you, a servant is not greater than he who sent 
him. If you know these things, blessed are you if you do them.” 
 
Reader One: At dusk on the next day, “she to whom no one willingly opens the door,” 
presented herself, and Francis saw her enter. The little poor man received her courteously: 
BE WELCOME, MY SISTER DEATH. 
Reader Two: And he begged a brother to announce as a herald of arms does, the solemn 
arrival of his expected guest; for he added: 
IT IS SHE WHO IS GOING TO INTRODUCE ME TO ETERNAL LIFE. 
 
Reader One: They placed him on the ground in a coarse sack-cloth to honor the sombre 
guest; his head was covered with ashes and dust. Then with failing voice Francis intoned 
Psalm 142, and those around him continued with him: 
Quotation Reader:  I cry out loudly to GOD, loudly I plead with GOD for mercy.    
I spill out all my complaints before God, and spell out my troubles in detail: 
As I sink in despair, my spirit ebbing away, you know how I’m feeling, 
Know the danger I’m in, the traps hidden in my path. 
Look right, look left—there’s not a soul who cares what happens! 
I’m up against it, with no exit—bereft, left alone. 
I CRY OUT, ‘GOD, YOU’RE MY LAST CHANCE, MY ONLY HOPE FOR LIFE!’ 
O LISTEN, PLEASE LISTEN;  I’VE NEVER BEEN THIS LOW. 
RESCUE ME FROM THOSE WHO ARE HUNTING ME DOWN; I’M NO MATCH 
FOR THEM. 
GET ME OUT OF THIS DUNGEON SO I CAN THANK YOU IN PUBLIC. 
YOUR PEOPLE WILL FORM A CIRCLE AROUND ME  
      AND YOU’LL BRING ME SHOWERS OF BLESSING! 
 

[See sample homily below if you wish to include a reflection. It has great material and is well 
worth using. Suggestion: invite a Sister, Lay Brother, or Secular to give the reflection.] 

 
 
Reader Two: There was a great silence. Evening had already stolen into the hut. Francis lay 
motionless. The final stage of his Transitus had begun. One of his biographers wrote: 
Quotation Reader: “He died singing, in the forty-sixth year of his age, and the twenty-fifth of 
his conversion.” 



Reader One: Immediately a multitude of crested larks flocked, wheeling about the roof of 
the hut, with their sad chirping they bewailed the loss of their friend. At the same hour, a 
Brother, one of no small fame, saw a shining star, borne on a white cloud, mounting towards 
heaven.  
LET ALL THINGS THEIR CREATOR BLESS, 
AND WORSHIP GOD IN HUMBLENESS, 
O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! 
PRAISE GOD THE CREATOR, PRAISE THE SON, 
AND PRAISE THE SPIRIT, THREE IN ONE; 
O PRAISE GOD, O PRAISE GOD, ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! ALLELUIA! 
 
Leader draws the service to a close with a blessing, and perhaps the Sign of Peace. 
 



[sample homily:]      “Dying, as a Franciscan” Transitus Homily by Michael Cusato, O.F.M. 
 

The men and women of the Middle Ages had a word, a phrase, to describe us: each one of us was a homo viator 
– a human person on the road, on a journey (from one place to another). The story we have heard this evening – 
the two stories intertwined with each other into one – is the story of such a journey. And we have been 
privileged to catch a glimpse of that journey as it nears its endpoint, during the last weeks and days of the lives 
of Francis and Clare. That journey speaks to us not just because we are all, in some way, Franciscans; but 
because we are all human beings on a shared journey of life. 

Many, if not most, of us have heard these readings before. Heard, however, in the context of our gathering 
this weekend, perhaps fresh details might have leapt up into your imagination. Three themes in particular 
impressed themselves upon me; I’ve crystallized them into three phrases. 

 
1. The first theme is the disheartening discovery of our own fragility. The deaths of Francis and Clare were both 

preceded by prolonged periods of illness and decline. As such, they presage or portend what will be for many of 
us – though not all of us – our own journeys into that good night. For, at the end of the day, we are all rather 
fragile persons: we get sick, we age; our bodies and our minds begin to break down, to fail us, to fool us, to 
embarrass us. Sometimes the mind goes before the body; and sometimes it’s the other way around; and there’s 
no way of telling which will come first. We wound; we bruise; we bleed; we become overwhelmed, depressed 
and withdrawn. We scale the heights of strength, agility and acumen; but then start to fade and stumble in 
decline. This is a grace that is unwelcome; but it allows us to discover a hitherto unacknowledged aspect of our 
creaturehood as our journey begins to bend back toward God while we are yet here. 

 
2. And then, in the midst of this dismaying discovery of our fragility, we are given a second grace: the presence and 

the care of our brothers and sisters. Virtually in every scene this evening, our sister Clare and our brother 
Francis were surrounded and comforted by their brothers and sisters – and sometimes even both: men and 
women, companions on the common journey of life and faith, who gathered around, sometimes in silence, 
sometimes in prayer, sometimes in song, as companionable, faith-filled presences in our time of need, in our 
time of fear, in our time of contrition, as we prepare for the moment of our passage. Just as each one of us has 
been accompanied by others on our journey of faith from our earliest years in the community, so now it is one 
of the greatest gifts we can give to one another to accompany each other at this sacred time of life. Sometimes, 
we gather because we have been close companions; sometimes, because we simply share the bond of a common 
vocation; and sometimes, too, we who have been estranged from or have estranged the other gather in vigil, 
willing to put aside the hurts of the past in the service of a higher calling: fraternal or sororal accompaniment. 

 
3. And not long thereafter, a third and final grace is given: the grace of a faith-propelled act of surrender. Both 

Francis and Clare died as they had lived: as persons of real and living faith. Beyond reporting on their illnesses 
and the experience of their physical decline, our hagiographers do not tell us if they, like so many of us, 
experience inner doubts and fears at the moment of passage. What we do know is this: that they made of their 
final moments a profound act of surrender, asking the Lord, in the words of the Psalm, to lead them forward 
into the loving hands of God. We, too, if given this opportunity, can transform our lives into a final moment of 
prayer: make of our lives an act of faith-propelled prayer: placing in the hands of the Lord the pain of our 
decline, the sinfulness that has been unacknowledged and yet un-atoned, indeed the totality of our whole lives, 
trusting that the Lord will accept the simple offer of our complex gift as our final act of love and fidelity. 

 
Thus, this is a privileged time of grace. Because we share the human condition, we all walk the same journey. 
Because we share a life in common, with sisters, brothers and associates at our sides, we do not walk this 
journey alone. And because we share a life of faith, the journey we walk is never aimless, never a dead-end. It 
is, rather, always a transitus: a journey from here to there, from our human life together to our life with God 
forever, when the beating of our hearts will stop only to be taken up, lovingly and assuredly, into the beating 
heart of God. 
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