AN -D N

ar & W<

St

-

W ! O RN o

R

N g

7

_CATHOLIC COURIER DIOCESE OF ROCHESTER, N.Y:

v

Nonsehasalwaysbeenabngpartofmy
Llife. With-four'brothers and one sister, the
sounds ofsxlencewere nowhere tobe found .

in my family’s home. The sounds of the” | §

:television, radio, stereo; laughter, fighting,

teasing, game playing and lively conversa-
 tions were the sounds I'grew up with, “Stop .
that rough housing!” was the one.sound )

heard above all others.

During my school years, 1 found it diffi-

cult to do my homiework without music in

‘the background. And somehow it didn’t

seem like a Saturday morning unless I woke
up to the blare of a lawnmower’s engme or
the grunts of football playérs practicing
their drills at our nearby high school.©
Then I had my children. Nothing makes
you crave silence and solitude more thin a
crying newborn. If yoir have an infant with

colic (we did) you may find yourselfm acor-.

ner of the basement or an attic crawl space

in your own fetal posmon pleading for 15

minutes of peace and quiet. =
Soon after parents have made i it through

their toddler’s tears, the whinirig years be- |-
gin.-And you thought you craved silence

when they were babies;. My husband Joe,
who has an extraordinary amount of pa-
tience with-our two children, has a tough
time when it comes to whining. In exas-
perauon one night he started “The Whiny

Patml a group of mvnslble pohce ‘whose -

"mission it is to find the whmers and tickle

them until they stop. It works. There’s still
a lot of noise in our house but at least

there’s less whmmg.
- We live in a'world where we are bom-

- barded by noise. We seem to be uncoin-
fortable wnth qmet, stillness or even a brief

lall in the conversation. Rather than listen-
ing to the rhythms of our souls, we're

* caughtup in the beat of network news, taik ‘-

radio, car phones, the daxly newspaper and

_the hiternet. We're a society of achievers

and doers; not meditators and réflectors.
Our actions are often influenced by our
outside world, which hinders many oppor-

tunities to discovera world inside ourselves.-
Most parents.realize how niecessary it is.

to find a few qmet moments each-day and
at the same time they recognize how near-

ly nnpossxble 1t isto achleve But hs(emng :
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_prayer, reflec_uon and snlence are vntal. In

most conversations, it is only-when we are

quiet that we can really listen to what an- -

other person is saying. And only when we
are still and silent can we open our minds
and our hearts to what God is asking of us.
I think we can give our children a won-
derful gift if we build a little quiet time in-
40" t.helrday Askyourchlldrentospendan
hour in quiet time every afternoon to read,
" to dream, to imagine, to be still and to lis-
ten to theii-hearts. As a mother of two spir- .
ited children, I know this is easier said than
done. On espécially challenging days with
my kids, I often take them to the library. A
library is very appealing to me — a place
where there is actually a rule to be quiet!
It's-also i important for parents to partici-
pate in quiet activities with their children:

- ahike in the woods, a trip to a museum or
- avisit to church. Try to closely mionitor the

noise in your children’s life by limiting the
time spent watching television or playing
video games. We need to let our children
know that we value peace and quiet in the
truest meanings of those words..
_Inadeeply spiritual and s1gmﬁcant work
of nonfiction, Dakota, A Spiritual Geography,
writer and poet Kathleen Norris reflects
on her, almost 20 years spent on the Dako- -

‘taPlains, Ms. NomslsamamedProtestant
-woman who has formed special relation-

ships with the monks and nuns of the Bene-

_dictine communities in the Dakotas.
Ms Norris writes, “Silenceis the best re-

-sponse to mystery ... The silence of the

Plains, this great unpeopled landscape of
earth and sky, is- much like the silence one
finds in a monastery, an unfathomable si-
lence that has the power to re-forin you ...

. It was the Plains that first drew me to the -

monastery, which I suppose is ironic, for
who would go-seeking a desert within a
desert? The irony and wonder of all this is
_that it is the desert’s grimness, its stillness _
and isolation that bring us back to love.
Here we discover the paradox of the con-
templative life, that the desert of solitude .
can be the school where we learn to love
others.”
Silence isn't about isolation. It'sa way to
refresh and restore ourselves so we have the
ability to know our true selves, to-focus on

| what's really important and to discover ways

that we can reach-out to others. The quiet -
moments of our day can help us to appre-
ciate God’s handiwork in a beautiful sun-
set or a perfect spring day. And if we’re re-

* ally lucky, these silent times for prayer and -

reflection might even help us to see the
presence of God in awhining child,

Marx lwes in Lawrenceville, N;]., wzth her

- husband and two chddren.

Creatwe

At left, Ashiéy Wagner, 6, creates an apple carousel with her mother Carol .
during Wegimans’ WKids Saturdays at Strong Museum Oct. 10. They are
parishioners at- Church of the Transﬂguraﬂon, Pittsford. At right, Aaron -
Smith, 2, wore his Halloween costumea few weeks early while visiting the .
museum with his mother Abigail: WKids Saturdays feature live perfor-
mances, craﬂs nfroshlnonts and strolllny eharactm
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