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Silence
The enormity of life’s tasks weigh and press on the day . . . they

demand and insist on a constancy of attention that is relentless. Ah . . .
but we are fortunate to have night’s solace–in the silence that is created
by the dark.

Night . . . that melancholy time, when the stars remind us of the
silence of God.  Here we can remember the future, and lean into the
unknown, setting aside the oppressive weight of our carefully
constructed version of who we think we are, and release that side of the
pool.  We can remember how to see in the dark . . . with our ears . . .
perceiving the silence in its holy echoing and resonance, its calling forth
a knowing that is from the soul.

This silence sends us on a different pilgrimage.  It guards the
heart’s fire and teaches us to speak from within, with a language that is
imbued with the sacred.  Words thus nurtured in this holy silence fly
forth with the winds of joy, and return to lead us back to the silence
from which they were born.

Cheryl Sanders-Sardello
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For God alone, O my soul,
wait in silence,

for my hope is from him.
Psalm 62:5

Psalm 46
God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.
Therefore we will not fear, though the earth should change,

though the mountains shake in the heart of the sea;
though its waters roar and foam,

though the mountains tremble with its tumult. Selah

There is a river whose streams make glad the city of God,
the holy habitation of the Most High.

God is in the midst of the city; it shall not be moved;
God will help it when the morning dawns.

The nations are in an uproar, the kingdoms totter;
he utters his voice, the earth melts.

The Lord of hosts is with us; the God of Jacob is our refuge. Selah

Come, behold the works of the Lord;
see what desolations he has brought on the earth.

He makes wars cease to the end of the earth;
he breaks the bow, and shatters the spear;

he burns the shields with fire.
“Be still, and know that I am God!

I am exalted among the nations, I am exalted in the earth.”
The Lord of hosts is with us;

the God of Jacob is our refuge. Selah



O my divine Master,
teach me to hold myself in silence before you,

to adore you to the depths of my being,
to wait upon you always

and never ask anything of you
but the fulfillment of your will.

Teach me to let you act in my soul,
and form in it the simple prayer that says little

but includes everything.
Grant me this favour

for the glory of your name.
Amen.
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