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Bon Dia! Good day! Here I sit, some nearly three months since returning from the epic adventure that was World Youth 

Day, Rio 2013. Even now I get goose bumps when I recall the electrifying feeling of being one young little human 

amongst 3.5 million. 

[Ŝǘ ƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘŀƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ŦŜǿ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ .9Chw9 L ŜƳōŀǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƭƛŦŜ ŎƘŀƴƎƛƴƎ ǾŜƴǘǳǊŜΧ 

Never before had I been to a WYD. I had always wished to and thought about it, however there was always a reason why 

ƛǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ at the time. WYD Brazil had seemed as though it was equally impossible, until a great many signs 

or internal pinches got me thinking seriously about making it happen this year. One of these signs was hearing about the 

{ǘ ±ƛƴŎŜƴǘ ŘŜ tŀǳƭ b¢ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊ {ŎƘƻƭŀǊǎƘƛǇ ŦƻǊ ²¸5 ǿƘƛŎƘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘ ǘǿƻ ǾŜǊȅ ƭǳŎƪȅ ǾƻƭǳƴǘŜŜǊǎΧǘƘŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴ ǘƻ 

apply, and ultimately the acceptance of this application, was the cherry on the cupcake for me to take the plunge. 

SO, there it began, I was generously granted the $2000 to help me on my journey to Rio! A simple Thank you to St 

Vincent de Paul would be an understatement of my sincere gratitude for helping this dream materialise for me. 

Therefore in addition to my Thanks, I share with you a short, honest and heartfelt account of mȅ ōƭŜǎǎŜŘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ .ǊŀȊƛƭΧ 

I had no idea what to expect from a WYD experience, which both excited and scared me. I would say that I got onto the 

plane to Brazil with a somewhat confused faith: with a feeling of not knowing where my spiritual journey fit into Catholic 

expression of faith. Despite my confusion and apprehension of all the masses I would be attending in the coming weeks, 

I would say I boarded the flight to Rio with an open heart and mind. 

What greeted me on the other end of that flight and bus ride to Sao Paulo, was an overwhelming abundance of 

kindness, hospitality, community spirit and warm embraces. In Sao Paulo, our first destination for Mission Week in 

Brazil, I was entirely blown away by the genuine love without question, trust without knowing, and good wishes without 

wanting that the entire community of Sao Judas (St Jude) gave us. Speaking as a person who loves a good hug, I was 

even a little taken aback by the number of homely, whole-bodied embraces we received by total strangers! It was 

heartwarming. We experienced a beautiful example of this love and hospitality at the welcoming mass at Sao Judas 

church. Pilgrims were asked to come to the front and face the altarΧ what we found when we turned to face the 

ŎƻƴƎǊŜƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎΣ ōŜŀƳƛƴƎ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǎƛƎƴǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜέΣ ŜŀŎƘ ƻƴŜ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳΩǎ 

name ς a total of 8 signs with my name on it! I will never forget the feeling of walking around the church searching for 

parishioners with my name on their sign and once found, being pulled into the warmest embrace and made to feel so 

ǳǘǘŜǊƭȅ ƭƻǾŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜŘΧΦƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜƭȅ ƳƻǾƛƴƎΦ 



 Equally moving was the privilege of meeting this gorgeous woman you see below: Lina, my host mother. Lina could not 

have made me feel more welcomed into her home if she tried. One of the many blessings I received on my journey. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Below are some of the favelas in Sao Paulo that we visited ς an eye-opening and humbling experience.  

             

                       



I would like to share with you a passage that was read to us during one of our reflections at Sao Judas. It resonated with 

me during my time in Brazil, and still does now: 

άSlow down my beating heart, calm my mind 

Decrease my hurried steps with a vision of eternity of time 

Amid the confusion of everyday life, give me the tranquility of the mountains 

Remove the tension of my nerves and muscles with the soothing music  

of the rivers of living water contained in my memories 

Help me to know the grace of emptying  

Make me empty of all. 

 

Teach me the art of delivering 

Reduce my steps to contemplate a flower, 

chat with a friend, 

hold a child, 

read a poem, 

listen to a favourite song. 

 

Calm down my steps, Lord that I may realise in the midst of incessant labor of everyday noises, struggles, joys, weariness 

or discouragement, Thy constant presence in my heart. 

Calm down my steps Lord, 

so I can intone the song of hope, 

smile for my next shut up and listen to your voice. 

/ŀƭƳ Řƻǿƴ Ƴȅ ǎǘŜǇǎΣ [ƻǊŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜ ƳŜ ǘƻ ōǳǊȅ Ƴȅ Ǌƻƻǘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǎƻƛƭ ƻŦ ƭƛŦŜΩǎ ŜƴŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǾŀƭǳŜǎΣ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ƎǊƻǿ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅ 

to Eternal life. 

Thank you Lord, for this moment, the people who pray beside me by his divine presence, especially in my life.έ 

     

¦ǎ ŀǘ Ŧƛƴŀƭ Ƴŀǎǎ ŀǘ {ŀƻ WǳŘŀǎ ƘƻƭŘƛƴƎ άhōǊƛƎŀŘŀέ ό¢Ƙŀƴƪ ȅƻǳύ ǎƛƎƴǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǊƛǎƘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛǘȅ ς a gesture in response to 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ά²ŜƭŎƻƳŜέ ǎƛƎƴǎ L ǎǇƻƪŜ ƻŦ ŜŀǊƭƛŜǊ 

In reflecting on my time in Rio for the World Youth Day Week, I had a mixture of feelings: On the one hand I was loving 

the buzzing energy of being surrounded by thousands of other pilgrims from around the world, and all the craziness that 

came with celebrations on Copacabana beach. On the other hand, I was feeling as though I was intaking so much 

spiritual food that I was craving the space and quiet to digest it all. However, all in all the experience of sharing mutual 

faith and love with millions of others in a country which I came to adore was rich. A beautiful journey shared with an 

incredible group from the NT ς I came to see them as family. 



 

   

Papal welcome on Copacabana Beach 

     

Excited for the sleep-out on Copacabana Beach!  - Then waking up with 3.5 million other happy campers ready for final 

mass with Pope Francis: 'Ú Úäâ  ËÚ ØÚâ ÉÌ ÈÍßÈÑË  ÈØË áÌßæÌ 

 

Sunrise on Copacabana Beach 


