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Everyone on earth has a cup of suffering; it may come from your spouse, sibling, child, your 
personality defect, etc. Oftentimes, our adversary needs a weakness of one family member to 
embarrass the entire family. God can stop it; however, in His permissible Will, He allows a cup of 
suffering. Many times, these trials do not last; they are for a season. One way of enjoying peace of 
heart is to understand one’s own cup of suffering and then ask for the grace to bear the cross. Thus, 
rather than only sit and weep for Jesus and Mary today, Good Friday, may we, as well, imitate them 
and offer our own cups of suffering unto the Lord. 
 
I choose to share this story now; it happened towards the end of December last year while I was on 
vacation. I didn’t want to share it in January this year because it is not an exciting story for the 
beginning of the year. However, as I mediate today on the tragedy of the death of Jesus, the 
Innocent Son of God from Mary, I have the courage and strength to share this story. A precedent to 
the story is that when I had traveled to Nigeria, one of my brothers who had brought cycles of 
embarrassment to the family, got loose again with drinking. My brother’s case is beyond getting 
drunk. It spiraled into other forms of embarrassment like going into churches where persons respect 
me while he was disinhibited to announce that he is Fr. Ignatius’ brother. It is strange that he did not 
remember any other thing when he was drunk other than he is Fr. Ignatius’ brother. Many persons 
in these areas have heard my preaching and many of them have attended my healing Masses. Some 
of them taunted, “Why can’t he (Fr. Ignatius) heal his brother since he goes around talking about the 
healing power of God.” And similar words. My sister had checked him into a rehabilitation area for 
a few days when I arrived for my vacation, and I thanked her for that. She had also paid for my 
ticket to visit another country during my vacation, and I thanked her for that.  
 
While I was at the airport, after she had dropped me off, I got a distress call from her. She 
mentioned that one of the drivers in the small company she owns had an accident. This driver had 
gone to a party and got drunk. Driving under the influence, he smashed a “keke” driver (cab driver 
or uber). The keke driver died instantly; the mother and the child whom the keke driver was 
commuting also died on the spot. It was great lamentation for all persons who were at the scene as 
blood spilled like a slaughter house. The husband of the woman wept uncontrollably for his wife 
and only child. 
 
My heart sank as I said to myself, “another pain; from one thing to another.” Imagining the 
accident-scene obscured my natural reasoning. It was a case that defied immediate clue and 
sensemaking. I wanted to take the frustration out on the drunk driver; however, my sister conveyed 
how the driver was weeping badly at police custody; by now he was no longer disinhibited, the 
effects of the alcohol had completely left him. Tears! Immediately, a deep impulse came to my mind, 
“can’t you pray right now and turn this this tragedy into moment of grace?” I prayed from the 
depths of my being, “God I offer You the blood of these innocent persons for the healing of all 
who suffer from drunkenness.” I do not say that this prayer healed the pain, however, it was like 
fifty pounds of stress was lifted from my anguished heart right after I had offered this prayer; the 
fury for the drunk-driver was mitigated. God consoled the young man who had lost his wife and 
son. I still pray for him and thank God for strengthening him.  
 
God have mercy. 

Fr. Ignatius Mary 


