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Sister Death!

800 years of the Transitus of St. Francis

SiSter Death' Now, who calls death their

sister? That sounds a bit creepy!

Imagine introducing your family: “This is my
brother, this is my sister... and this is Sister
Death!” Yet that is exactly the strange name St
Francis of Assisi gave to death near the end of
his life.

But Francis wasn't being gloomy or wishing to
die. In fact, there is something very hopeful
hidden in those two words. Francis called death
his “sister” because he no longer saw it simply
as something to fear.

He believed that

when his earthly life

ended, he would

finally be going

home to God.

And this year
those words have
a special
importance for us.
This 3 October marks exactly 800 years since
the death of St Francis in 1226. Eight centuries
later, people all over the world are still inspired
by the way this little poor man from Assisi
lived—and by the extraordinary way he faced
the end of his life.

Franciscans have a special word for that night:
Transitus. It means a passing over. So when we
remember the Transitus of St Francis, we are
not celebrating the fact that somebody died—
that would not be very charitable! We are
celebrating Francis passing from his life here on
earth into eternal life with God.

That is why this 800th anniversary is such an
important moment for the Franciscans and for
the whole Church. Pope Leo XIV has even
proclaimed a special Jubilee Year of St Francis
to mark the anniversary.

Francis had spent his life trying to become more
and more like Jesus. That didn't mean his life
was easy. Far from it Francis experienced
illness, pain, disappointment and suffering. But
through it all, he tried to remain faithful to God.
He trusted that even when life was difficult, God
had not abandoned him.

And when Francis realised
that he was going to die, he

once again looked to
Jesus. Francis had tried
to follow Jesus

throughout his life. Now
he would follow Him one

last time — through
death and into eternal
life.

And perhaps this helps us understand why
Francis could use such a beautiful name: “Sister
Death.” A sister is someone close to us,
someone who can walk beside us and
accompany us on a journey. Francis came to
see death in a similar way. Death was not his
final destination. It was simply the last part of the
journey — the sister who would take him by the
hand and lead him to the doorway of eternal life.

So perhaps “Sister Death” isn't such a strange
name after all.



The Transitus of St Francis

In the autumn of 1226, Francis of
Assisi knew that his life was
coming to an end. He was
seriously ill and suffering greatly
when a doctor finally told him that
there was nothing more that
could be done. Francis would
probably die within a few weeks.

But Francis did something
unexpected. Instead of becoming
frightened, he raised his arms
towards heaven and cried out

joyfully:

“You are most welcome —

“You &relcomost nwyelbome —
welcome,Suyreed&igtet Death.”

Francis had spent his whole life
trying to follow Jesus, and now
he wanted to follow Him through
death into eternal life.

He asked Brothers Angelo and
Leo to sit beside him and sing the
Canticle of Brother Sun. The
brothers were crying, but Francis
wanted them to sing. When
Brother Elias worried that people
might think this strange, Francis
replied:

B%t Redeeg0odBratherHerin
spite /gf- what; . gpdurgy | feel
mysglf 199..1935.10,Gogk that |
cannot hold myself f1om.snging-

hold myself from singing.”

Francis asked to be taken down
from Assisi to the Portiuncula, the
little chapel of St Mary of the
Angels which he loved so much.
As he was carried away, the
dying Francis raised himself on
his stretcher and blessed the city
he was leaving behind.

He had spent so much of his life
around Assisi, and now he was
saying farewell to this most
special place

At the Portiuncula, Francis
began saying goodbye. He
remembered his brothers and
sisters, Clare and her sisters,
his friends, the places he loved
and even the creatures with
whom he had shared his life. He
especially entrusted the little
chapel to his brothers, telling
them that it was a holy place
and asking them never to
abandon it.

He blessed them one by one
and asked that his blessing also
be carried to all the brothers
who were absent. Even as he
was dying, Francis was thinking
of others. He wanted no brother
to believe that he had been
forgotten.

As his final hours approached,
Francis looked once more to
Jesus. Remembering the Last
Supper, he asked for bread,
blessed it and shared it with
those gathered around him.
Then he asked them to read
from the Gospel of John about
Jesus washing the feet of His
disciples.

The following evening, 3 October
1226, Francis knew that Sister
Death had finally arrived.

“Be WEILSHI R Bister Beath,”
he B4 it 18G%heliind fs g6k to
ot s phedd eferHaldifee me

to eternal life.”

Francis asked to be laid upon the
bare ground. As darkness filled
the little hut, he began praying
Psalm 142:

“Wiittirall oy rveicelery out toithe
Lord...” to the Lord...”

The brothers continued praying
around him, joining their voices to
his as Francis grew weaker.
Soon his voice could no longer
be heard among theirs. Then
came a great silence. Francis lay
motionless. He had died.

Then something extraordinary
happened. A great number of
crested larks began circling
above the roof of the hut, their
cries filling the evening air as
though the birds themselves
were mourning the death of their
friend.

At that same hour, one of the
brothers was given a remarkable
vision. He saw a shining star,
carried upon a white cloud, rising
towards heaven—a vision of
Francis’s soul being carried from
this world into the presence of
God.

Francis had welcomed Sister
Death, and now she had done
what he believed she would do:
she had introduced him to eternal
life. His journey home was
complete.



St Francis and the

What would you do if you
knew that you were about to
die and had one final
opportunity to say goodbye to
the people you loved?

For Saint Francis, the answer
was simple: he looked to
example of Jesus.

Francis had spent his life
trying to follow in the footsteps
of Christ, and he wanted to
follow him even in the way he
said goodbye. So, as Francis
approached death and
prepared to leave his
brothers, he turned to the
moment when Jesus had
prepared to leave his own
disciples: the Last Supper.

We often think of the Last
Supper mainly in connection
with the Eucharist. But it was
also a farewell. Jesus knew
that his time with the disciples
was coming to an end. These
were the people who had
travelled with him, listened to
him, eaten with him and
shared his life. Now he had to
leave them.

So what did Jesus do?

He gathered them around
him. He shared a final meal
with them. He spoke to them
about the things that mattered
most. He washed their feet
and showed them that love
means serving others. He
prepared them for the time
when he would no longer be
physically with them. And
Saint John sums up that final
evening with some beautiful
words: “Having loved his own
who were in the world, he
loved them to the end” (John
13:1).

Last Supper

Jesus and Francis show us
that a Christian goodbye is
not simply about saying, “I'll
miss you.” It can be an
opportunity to love someone
well to the end: to thank them,
encourage them, forgive
them, serve them and remind
them of what really matters.
Perhaps it might even mean
sitting down and sharing a
meal together, just as Jesus
chose to spend one of his final
and most important moments
with his disciples gathered
around a table. A goodbye
can become a final
opportunity to give something
of ourselves to the people we
love and help prepare them
for the journey that continues
after we have gone.

Near the end of his life Francis
told his brothers, “I have done
what is mine; may Christ
teach you what is yours.”

Perhaps that is one of the
most beautiful ways to say
goodbye. Francis did not try to
make his brothers dependent
upon him. He entrusted them
to Christ and allowed them to
continue their own journey.

At the Last Supper, Jesus
showed Francis the example
of how to leave those he
loved. And through Francis,
perhaps Jesus can teach us
something about our own
goodbyes too:

When the time comes to leave
someone we love, may we be
able to say that we loved them
well — right to the end.

Years later, Francis found
himself facing the same
human experience. He too
was preparing to leave a
community he loved. His
brothers had shared his life,
his mission, his poverty, his
struggles and his joy. They
would soon have to continue
without him, carrying forward
the way of life they had begun
together and the Gospel
mission that Francis had
entrusted to them.

And so Francis allowed
Christ's farewell to become
the pattern for his own.

He gathered his brothers
around him. He encouraged
them to remain faithful to God
and to the Gospel. He asked
for bread, blessed it and
shared it among them in
memory of the Last Supper.
Then he asked to hear the
Gospel of John beginning with
the story of the Last Supper
as Jesus prepares to leave
his disciples.

Francis was learning from
Jesus how to say goodbye.

Most of our goodbyes will not
be like Francis's final
goodbye. We say goodbye
when someone moves away,
when we finish school, when
a friend leaves, when a family
changes, or when one stage
of our lives ends and another
begins. But whenever the
time comes to say goodbye,
Francis reminds us to follow
Jesus: to leave them knowing
that they are loved.



Liaszl6 Batthyany-
Strattmann 1870-1931

Laszl6 was born into a noble
Hungarian family in 1870.
When he was only twelve, his
mother died. Deeply affected
by her death, Laszl6 decided,
“I will become a doctor and
treat the sick and poor free of
charge.” And that is exactly
what he did. After becoming a
doctor, Laszl6 opened a
hospital and became a highly
respected surgeon and eye
specialist. ~ Poor  people
travelled from many places
seeking his help. He treated
them free of charge and even
provided medicines for those
who could not afford them.
His only “payment” was
simple: he asked his patients
to pray one Our Father for
him. Laszl6 cared not only for
his patients’ physical health,
but also for their spiritual lives
and their dignity. Before
operations, he prayed with
his patients and asked for
God's blessing. Together with
his wife, Maria Teresa, Laszl6
entered the Franciscan Third
Order in 1916. They had
thirteen children and made
prayer an important part of
their family life. LaszIo died in
1931 and was beatified by
Pope John Paul Il in 2003,
remembered especially as
the “Doctor of the Poor.”

Visitus @

Lodovico Coccapani
1849 - 1931

Lodovico Coccapani was born
in Calcinaia, Italy, in 1849. As
a young man he became a
primary school teacher, but
resigned in 1869 when
crucifixes were removed from
classrooms. Throughout his
life, Lodovico devoted much of
his time to charity and helping
others. He taught the faith,
supported Catholic missions
and assisted war orphans. He
worked to protect vulnerable
young women and became
especially devoted to helping
prisoners and the sick. In
1908, Lodovico joined the
Franciscan Third Order. He
was known as a friendly,
cheerful and gentle man, with
a deep relationship with God
nourished by prayer. Yet his
faith was never just something
private. Lodovico tried to
recognise Christ in people who
were suffering. He listened to
them, understood their
difficulties and looked for
practical ways to help both
their physical and spiritual
needs. Humility was one of his
greatest qualities. He did not
seek attention or recognition
for himself. Instead, he quietly
gave his time and energy to
others, particularly the poor,
prisoners, the sick, young
people and orphans.

www.ofsaustralia.org.au

national@ofsaustralia.org.au

www.facebook.com/ofsaustralia

Veronica Antal of
Romania 1935 - 1958

Veronica Antal was born in
Romania in 1935 and learned
the Catholic faith from her
grandmother. As a teenager,
her faith became central to her
life. Each day, she walked
about 8 kilometres to attend
Mass at the nearest church. At
seventeen, Veronica made a
private vow of chastity and
became a Secular Franciscan.
She wanted to enter religious
life, but Communist authorities
had suppressed religious
orders. Instead, she created a
small place for prayer near her
family home, visited the sick
and poor, and helped prepare
children for Confirmation. On
24 August 1958, 22-year-old
Veronica remained behind
after Mass to help clean the
church. While walking home
alone and praying the Rosary,
she was attacked by a man
who attempted to force himself
onto her. Veronica resisted,
and her attacker stabbed her
to death. Her grave soon
became a place of pilgrimage
for many. Sixty years later, in
2018, Veronica was beatified
as a martyr. She became the
first Romanian woman to be
beatified and the  first
Romanian layperson
recognised as a martyr from
the Communist period.




