Complete and original text
 
There is no thorn without a rose

How painful to think that the lives of many people are simply not lived! They do not live because they do not see. They do not see because they look at the world, at things, at their relatives, at people, with their own eyes. Whereas to see it would be enough to follow every event, every 
thing, every person with the eyes of God. We see if we place ourselves in God and know him as Love, if we believe in his love and think like the saints that “everything that God wills or permits is for my sanctification.”
Joy and grief, birth and death, anguish and exultation, failure and triumph, encounters, acquaintances, work, sickness, unemployment, wars and disasters, a child’s smile, a mother’s love, everything is the raw material for our sanctity.
Around our being moves a world of all sorts of values: a divine world, an angelic world, a world of brothers and sisters, a lovable world and a hostile world, all prepared by God for our divinization, which is our true end.
In this world everyone is a centre, because the law of everything is love.
And if because of the human and divine balance of our life, and by will of the Most High, we must love, always love the Lord and our brothers and sisters, then the will of God, what God allows, and other beings – whether they know it or not – serve us, act out their existence, for love of us. Indeed, for those who love all things work together for good.
With our darkened and unbelieving eyes, we often do not see how each and every one has been created as a gift for us, and we as a gift for others.
But it is so. And a mysterious bond of love links persons and things, guides history, orders the destiny of peoples and of individuals, while respecting their maximum freedom.
But when the soul, which has abandoned itself to God, has for some time made the law of “believing in love” (see 1 Jn 4:16) its own, God shows himself. With newly opened eyes the soul sees that from every trial it gathers new fruit, every fight is followed by victory, every tear flowers in a smile that is new, always new, because God is Life, who allows torture, evil, for a greater good.
The soul understands that the life of Jesus does not culminate in the way of the cross and in death, but in the resurrection and the ascension to heaven.
Then the human way of seeing things fades and becomes meaningless, and bitterness no longer poisons the brief joys of this earthly life. For the soul that proverb so full of melancholy, “There is no rose without a thorn,” means nothing. But because of the wave of the revolution of love into which God has drawn the soul, the exact opposite is true: “There is no thorn without a rose.”
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