
We	must	be	shown	something	bigger	

Psalm	19	



Our	 life	 is	a	 faint	 tracing	on	
the	 surface	 of	 mystery,	 like	
the	 idle	 curved	 tunnels	 of	
leaf	miners	on	 the	 face	of	a	
leaf.	We	must	somehow	take	
a	 wider	 view,	 look	 at	 the	
whole	 landscape,	 really	 see	
it,	and	describe	what's	going	
on	 here.	 Then	 we	 can	 at	
least	wail	 the	 right	quesBon	
into	 the	 swaddling	 band	 of	
darkness,	 or,	 if	 it	 comes	 to	
that,	choir	the	proper	praise		Annie	Dillard	



God	gives	us	the	
gold,	but	he	gives	it	
to	us	in	a	mine	that	
we	might	dig	for	it.	

Jonathan	Edwards	



If	 we	 strive	 to	 be	 happy	 by	
filling	 the	 silence	 of	 life	 with	
sound,	 producBve	 by	 turning	
all	 life’s	 leisure	 into	work,	 and	
real	 by	 turning	 all	 our	 being	
into	 doing,	 we	 will	 only	
succeed	 in	producing	a	hell	on	
earth.	 	 If	 we	 have	 no	 silence,	
God	 is	not	heard	 in	our	music.		
If	 we	 have	 no	 rest,	 God	 does	
not	bless	our	work.	 	If	we	twist	
our	 lives	out	of	 shape	 in	order	
to	 fill	 every	 corner	 of	 them	
with	 acBon	 and	 experience,	
God	 will	 seem	 silently	 to	
withdraw	 from	our	hearts	and	
leave	us	empty.			

Thomas	Merton	



A	 Ch r i s Ban	 w i t hou t	
meditaBon	is	 like	a	solider	
w i t hou t	 a rms ,	 o r	 a	
workman	 without	 tools.	
Without	 meditaBon	 the	
truths	of	God	will	not	stay	
with	us;	 the	heart	 is	hard,	
a nd	 t h e	 memo r y	 i s	
slippery,	 and	 without	
meditaBon	all	is	lost.		

Thomas	Watson	



Pray,	 even	 if	 you	 feel	
nothing,	 see	 nothing.	 For	
when	 you	 are	 dry,	 empty,	
sick	 or	 weak,	 at	 such	 a	
Bme	 is	 your	 prayer	 most	
pleasing	 to	 God,	 even	
though	you	may	find	 liLle	
joy	 in	 it.	 This	 is	 true	of	all	
believing	prayer.		

Julian	of	Norwich	



I	hate	to	say	most	of	these	
prayers	wriLen	by	saints-
in-an-emoBonal-state.	You	
feel	you	are	wearing	
someone	else’s	finery	and	I	
can	never	describe	my	
heart	as	‘burning’	to	the	
Lord	(who	knows	beLer)	
without	snickering.	

Flannery	O’Connor	



“Flannery’s	Confession”	
And	so	I	limit	myself	to	the	saints	

who	are	sensible,	the	ones	who	wear	flats	
to	a	party,	prickly	wool	skirts	and	pink	
shirts	with	a	Peter	Pan	collar.	I	think	

too	much,	my	mother	claims.	SBll,	it’s	my	aim	
to	talk	to	God	in	a	voice	that’s	just	my	own,	

not	one	on	loan	from	a	lonely	nun	
or	a	love-starved	Spanish	priest.	The	least	

I	can	do	is	try	to	be	true	
though	oVen	my	words	betray	me.	Like	just	

now.	I	tried	to	read	Thérèse	of	Lisieux	
but	couldn’t	choke	down	all	the	icing,	a	feast	
for	the	sweet	tooth	where	my	soul	loves	salt.	
I	know.	I’m	a	sinner.	I	know	it’s	my	fault.	

	
	

Angela	Alaimo	O'Donnell	


