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hat is it like to pray for eight days?  

Lƴ ŀƭƭ Ƴȅ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ attempted 

anything quite like this. I have been 

a part of prayer vigils.  I have attended prayer 

workshops and received instruction on the 

theology of prayer.  But pray for eight days?  

Straight?  No, never. 

 And yet, when my friend, Anna Wright, 

recommended the program at the Jesuit Center 

for Spirituality in Grand Coteau, Louisiana, 

something clicked.   Deep within me an inner 

voice spoke upΥ  άThis is the 

next step for you.  This is 

exactly what you need.έ   ¢ƘŜ 

certainty that gripped me is 

unusual.   Rarely am I visited 

with special words or 

messages in my prayer time.  

More often, it is quite the 

opposite; my prayers are 

moments filed with busy 

requests, usually offered up 

on the fly.    Sometimes, my 

own personal version of 

Christian spirituality seems to 

mimic the behavior of a 

pinball, bouncing madly from 

one problem to another.  

When I come before God, I 

am all too often in crisis 

mode.  And even if a still small 

voice spoke to me, how could I 

ever hear it over the noise of my 

own thoughts and ruminations? 

Well, in this case, the still small voice caught me 

by surprise, with my guard down.  I could hardly 

ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ƛǘΦ  .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ LΩǾŜ ƴŜǾŜǊ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ [ƻǳƛǎƛŀƴŀ 

before.    

What would it be like to spend extended time 

ǿƛǘƘ DƻŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǎƻƭǾƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ 

or straightening out a crisis?  I was open to the 

possibility.  In fact I looked forward to it with a 

great deal of hope.  I believe now that the Holy 

Spirit was gently nudging me towards a new 

chapter in my spiritual growth.  The words from 

Revelation 21:5 rang in my mind, ά{ŜŜΣ L ŀƳ 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ƴŜǿΦέ 

In these pages, I seek to give an account of what 

happened to me.  It does not chronicle all of my 

experiences.  You might wonder how many 

things could happen during an eight day silent 

retreat.  Believe me:  a lot 

can happen.  But some of my 

experiences were for me 

alone; they are not to be 

shared.    As well, some 

experiences that have begun 

on the retreat are still 

working themselves out in 

my heart.  They are not ready 

to be put down on paper in 

some final way.   

But I am also very clear that 

God desires me to share my 

experiences with others.  I do 

so not because I want others 

to have the same experience.  

Nor do I want to ς somehow 

ς justify the time I spent 

away from my work and family.  

¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ ōŜ ŀ ŦƻƻƭΩǎ 

errand.  Instead, I simply want 

to let my friends and family know that God does 

indeed change lives.   Even the life of a pastor. 

There is another reason for telling this story:  it 

has forced me to keep a journal.   And this is 

truly something.  To begin with, the act of 

writing is, for me, distinctly unpleasant.   I 

really, really ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǿǊƛǘŜΦ  !ǘ ŀƭƭΦ  Even 

making a grocery list is a chore.   That may be 
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why I am so enamored with photography; I 

prefer recording images than assembling words 

on a page.  Some marvel at my ability to preach 

ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƴƻǘŜǎΦ  ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ 

keeping careful notes is far more difficult than 

speaking without them.   Still, I am persuaded 

that journaling is a good spiritual discipline.  

Just to be clear, though:  I am not adopting this 

as a regular spiritual discipline.  But for eight 

days, maybe. 

'ÅÔÔÉÎÇ 
3ÔÁÒÔÅÄ 

I leave Jacksonville with regret.  

I have never been away from 

my children for this long.  As 

well, I leave Southside with 

some very pressing pastoral 

needs. I hand them over to Dale 

with the knowledge that I am 

leaving the congregation in very 

good hands.  Still, as I cross the 

{ǘΦ WƻƘƴΩǎ ƻƴ L-10, some guilt 

crosses over with me. 

As I drive west on I-10, my 

sense of adventure is not 

building.  After all, I have been this way before.  

I drive past the exit for Columbia Correctional 

Institute (been there, seen that), past Live Oak 

(been there, seen that), past Tallahassee . . . . 

Only one thing seems odd:  the traffic is really 

heavy.   

Beyond Tallahassee I begin to debate the route I 

should take.  Initially, I had planned to swing 

south and pick up Hwy. 98 near Carabelle and 

drive along the coast.  But time is running away 

from me and I calculate that, taking the coastal  

route, L ǿƻƴΩǘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ ƛƴ tŜƴǎŀŎƻƭŀ ǳƴǘƛƭ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

9:00 p.m.  Besides, the sky is turning gloomy 

and grey.  Sunset on the Gulf will likely prove to 

be a steely and muted sight.  Nothing to write 

home about.  By then I will be exhausted from 

the drive and not at all in a peaceful state of 

mind.  I resolve to stay on the interstate.  This 

is, after all, a spiritual retreat and not a 

sightseeing tour.   

Somewhere past Quincy my resolve breaks 

down.  I-10 is maddeningly dull.  The traffic is 

anything but relaxing.  While 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅǎƛŘŜ ƛǎ ǇǊŜǘǘȅΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ 

relax and enjoy it.  ²ƘŀǘΩǎ 

more, I have gained an hour 

now that I am on Central Time.   

I get off I-10 at Defuniak Springs 

and head south for the Gulf of 

Mexico.   

The drive south takes me along 

the edge of the Eglin Air Force 

ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŀǘƛƻƴΦ  LǘΩǎ 

nothing but a big grey blotch on 

the map.  The local scenery is 

typical Florida roadside trash 

and tackiness:  Scrub pine, 

busted trailers, cars on blocks, 

and the faded signs of 

businesses long gone bankrupt.  

A parade of Kangaroo Food stores.  Blah. 

But even though the local scenery is nothing 

short of ugly, I find myself growing increasingly 

buoyant and animated.  I turn the music way, 

way up.  LǘΩǎ ƪƛƴŘŀ nuts.  ²ƘŀǘΩǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻƴΚ   

And then it hits me:  I have never passed 

through here beforeΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ LΩƳ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƛǎ 

not only unknown to me, itΩs positively obscure 

. . .  some alternate county road.  Were it not 
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for the GPS on my iPhone, I would be seriously 

lost.  And that is fun. 

{ǳŘŘŜƴƭȅΣ ǘƘŜ ǊŀŘƛƻ ƛǎ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ŀ ƴŜǿ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ 

ŜǾŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ ƻōǎŎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘ LΩƳ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƛƴƎΦ  

LǘΩǎ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘΣ ά²ƘŜƴ L DǊƻǿ ¦Ǉέ ōȅ CŜǾŜǊ wŀȅ 

(later I read that she is described as 

άbƻǊŘƛŎκ/ŀǊƛōōŜŀƴ-Electro-Fusionέ).  The sound 

and the lyrics are -- to say the least -- unusual.  

The song ends with these lines, 

 ¸ƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŎǳŎǳƳōŜǊǎ on your eyes 

 Too much time spent on nothing 

 Waiting for a moment to arise 

 The face in the ceiling 

 And arms too long 

 I wait for him to 

catch me 

My adventure finally 

begins! 

I realize ς all at once -- 

how familiar my life 

has become.   Perhaps 

too familiar.  For the 

past 18 years Haley 

and I have lived in the 

same part of Florida.  I know most the roads 

and streets.  By now, none of the paths I walk in 

the morning are novel.  I have been over the 

same bridges a thousand times.   

My preaching is ς for the most part ς the same 

as it was 10 years ago.  LΩǾŜ grown a bit, here 

and there aƴŘ LΩǾŜ ǘǿŜŀƪŜŘ ŀ ŦŜǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΦ  .ǳǘ ƛǘ 

is largely the same.   

The food I eat.  The music I hear.  The photos I 

take.  The sins I struggle with.   

The same.  

While contemplating these weighty issues, 

Choctawatchee  Bay opens up before me and I  

drive out over a causeway.   The sun is setting 

with vibrant ŎƻƭƻǊǎΦ  LΩƳ so lost in thought that I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ the weather had cleared up.  LǘΩǎ 

beautiful.   

I drive past a lone pine tree planted ς 

improbably ς on the edge of the causeway in 

the middle ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀȅΦ  ά¢Ƙŀǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ 

ŀ ƴƛŎŜ ǎƘƻǘΣέ L ǎŀȅ ǘƻ ƳȅǎŜƭŦ ŀǎ L ƎƻƛƴƎ Ŧlying past 

ƛǘΦ  άLŘƛƻǘΣέ I think to myself as I pull a U-turn in 

traffic on the causeway.   

Lǘ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ǎƘƻǘΣ Ƴȅ ƭŜƴǎ ƛǎƴΩǘ 

wide enough to take in the entire vista without 

standing in the middle 

of the road.  Traffic on 

the causeway ƛǎƴΩǘ too 

ƘŜŀǾȅ ōǳǘ LΩŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ 

not tempt fate.  Still, 

ƛǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ photo of 

the trip.  That stands 

for something. 

Pretty soon, I reach 

Destin.  Traffic jams, 

condos, strip malls, 

and suburban blight.  It is a mess.  Destin is truly 

ŀ άǊŜǎƻǊǘέ ǘƻǿƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊst sense of the word.  

!ƳƻƴƎ ǘƘŜ άōƛƎ ōƻȄέ ǊŜǘŀƛƭ ǎǘƻǊŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇƻǇǳƭŀǘŜ 

ǘƘŜ ǎŎŜƴŜǊȅΣ L ǎŜŜ ǇƭŜƴǘȅ ƻŦ ǘǊŜƴŘȅ ƴŜǿ άōƛƎ 

ōƻȄέ ŎƘǳǊŎƘŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ ōƭŜƴŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴΦ  9ǾŜƴ ŀ 

Methodist church.  Blah. 

LΩƳ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ 5Ŝǎǘƛƴ ǿƘŜƴ L ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǘƘŜ 

sun, unobscured by clouds now, is quickly 

sinking to the horizon.  The colors are amazing.  

The prospect of a nice postcard shot dangles 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƳŜ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǳƴΦ  .ǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ƴƻ 

place to pull over and no place where I can gain 

ŀŎŎŜǎǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ōŜŀŎƘΦ  LǘΩǎ ǿŀƭƭ ǘƻ ǿŀƭƭ ŎƻƴŘƻǎΦ  L 
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am not at all happy.  Where is the %$#@#$ 

beach??? 

Finally a public park appears.  I scamper across 

ǘƘŜ ǎŀƴŘ ǘƻ ƎǊŀō ŀ ǎƘƻǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴ άƧǳǎǘέ 

dropping below a dune.  Thankfully, God sends 

me a fishing boat to provide an object of 

interest in the shot.   

From Destin I travel through Fort Walton Beach 

and then onto Santa Rosa Island.  My hotel is at 

the other end of the island (about 15 miles) in 

Pensacola Beach.  I make the drive in total 

darkness.  There is no traffic, 

no street lights, no moon, no 

stars . . . nothing.  The 

darkness is absolutely Stygian.  

My headlights only pick up the 

pavement and the blowing 

ǎŀƴŘΦ  LǘΩs spooky.   

And then my motel.  And a 

burger.  And bed. 

 

4ÒÁÖÅÌÉÎÇ 
ÁÌÏÎÇ ÔÈÅ 
'ÕÌÆ #ÏÁÓÔ 

I awake early, with a headache.  Too much 

driving for me.  But ƛǘΩǎ nothing that a coupla 

cups ƻŦ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ǿƻƴΩǘ ŎǳǊŜΦ 

I say the Office of Readings from the Liturgy of 

the Hours.  In my personal devotion I typically 

use two resources:  The Book of Common 

Prayer or The Liturgy of the Hours.   The BCP is 

Anglican and ς while a little stuffy at times ς is 

also theologically close to our United Methodist 

theological heritage.   

The Liturgy of the Hours is Roman Catholic.  

Sometimes its theology is a little too Roman 

Catholic (particularly on Feast Days devoted to 

ǘƘŜ ±ƛǊƎƛƴ aŀǊȅύΦ  .ǳǘ ƻǘƘŜǊǿƛǎŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ 

pattern of prayer.  The scriptures are well 

translated and every day brings a reading from 

one of the early Fathers of the Church like 

Augustine or Ireneaus.   

The crazy thing is that I can read the whole 

thing on my iPhone (yes, as 

ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅΣ ǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀƴ ŀǇǇ ŦƻǊ 

ǘƘŀǘύΦ  LǘΩǎ ǇƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦ  !ƴŘ ƛǘ 

goes with me everywhere.  

Personally, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƻ 

me;  I like to keep my Bibles, 

my prayer books, and 

whatever else LΩƳ ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ƛƴ 

my hip pocket.  Or, in my case, 

on my iPhone.   I am a geek; I 

know it. 

Before proceeding on my 

ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΣ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ōǳǘ ŘǊƛǾŜ 

back out on Santa Rosa Island 

for a few photos.  The stretch 

of road that looked so lunar in 

the dark looks even more 

lunar in the daylight.  For me, this kind of 

environment is a photographerΩs dream.  There 

are mile after mile of tremendous dunes, some 

over two stories tall.  On the beach there are 

lines of erosion control fences that seem to 

recede into infinity.  The ocean, even before 

sunrise, is emerald green.  The white, white 

sugary sand seems to glow.  And I am utterly 

alone.   

LǘΩǎ stunning.   
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But I am also at a loss.  There are too many 

things to shoot.  !ǎ ǘƘŜȅ ǎŀȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƳƛƭƛǘŀǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ 

ŀ άǘŀǊƎŜǘ ǊƛŎƘ ŜƴǾƛǊƻƴƳŜƴǘΦέ  And LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ 

maybe an hour and a half before I need to split 

for Grand Coteau.   

My difficulty stems from the very thing that was 

my source of inspiration yesterday afternoon.  

LǘΩs all new to me.   Too new.  My photographic 

style is all about the familiar.  I will consider a 

shot (of a bridge, a tree, a cityscape) for weeks 

or even months before I get it right.  Sometimes 

after walking past the same scene for years . . . I 

will finally see something new.  But it takes just 

that long for it to 

happen.  

But here I have less 

than two hours, not 

two years.  I take a 

few shots.  Not 

many at all really.  

Only a handful do I 

deem worth 

keeping.  The ones I 

really like are the 

ones that are not 

the typical 

landscape shots:  a dune for instance, speckled 

with asphalt (presumably from road work years 

ago).    LΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƭƻǘǎ ƻŦ ǎƘƻǘǎ ƻŦ ōǊƻƪŜƴ Řƻǿƴ 

fences in the dunes. 

Other than that, there is not much on which to 

focus.  I need some days, maybe weeks, to walk 

along this beach before I really start to see it.  I 

do not have the time.  I give up, pack my gear 

and my bags, and drive off.  But not before I 

make a reservation at the motel for my return 

visit on the flip side of my little adventure.  

Maybe the return leg of the trip will be more 

fruitful. 

On the way to Grand Coteau much of my time is 

spent on the interstate.   It is mostly uneventful.  

I see a giant fireworks store in Alabama and 

make a note of it for the return journey.  

Spencer loves fireworks.  These look to be 

pretty good. 

But as soon as I cross the Mississippi River in 

Baton Rouge, thŜ ǎƪȅ ǳƴƭƻŀŘǎ ƻƴ ƳŜΦ  LǘΩǎ 

coming down cats and dogs and the traffic is 

ōǳƳǇŜǊ ǘƻ ōǳƳǇŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘΦ  LΩƳ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

road weary and so, for my own safety, I pull off 

ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǎǘŀǘŜ ŀƴŘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ άǎŎŜƴƛŎέ ǊƻǳǘŜ ǘƻ 

Gran Coteau.   

What a relief!  Now I 

am taking narrow, 

twisty, and poorly 

paved parish roads 

through tiny little 

hamlets in the 

Louisiana bayou.  

There is no fast 

food, no condos, no 

suburban sprawl.  

Instead, in each 

little farming 

community, I see 

church after little church.  Each of them has a 

graveyard out back.  About every ¼ mile there is 

a beautiful rusted, collapsing barn.  Or a leaning 

patched up house.  Every now and then I try to 

pull over to take a shot.  But the roads have no 

shoulders; there is standing water everywhere, 

and the rain and mist keep me from lowering 

the window. 

By thŜ ǘƛƳŜ L ƎŜǘ ǘƻ DǊŀƴŘ /ƻǘŜŀǳΣ LΩǾŜ passed 

through little towns like Maringouin, 

Courtableau, Chiasson, and Arnaudville.  LǘΩǎ ŀ 

long, long way from urban Jacksonville. 
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I wonder if anyone will understand my English.  

9ǾŜƴ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ LΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ǉŀǎǘ с 

hours, things start to slow down in my mind.  

The world is different here.  LǘΩǎ old and it seems 

more real.   

I am warmly greeted upon my arrival by a 

fellow with a heavy Eastern European accent.  

TǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀ WŜǎǳƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ tƻƭŀƴŘΣ ƻƴƭȅ 

recently arrived in Grand Coteau himself.  

Interestingly, nobody is wearing clerical garb.  

Everyone is dressed casually.  I am directed to 

my room (very small bed, desk, sink, and 

wardrobe, ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭŜŀŘ ǘƻ 

Narnia) and invited to dinner at 

6:00 p.m.  There is no key.  I am 

up on the third floor.  There is a 

tiny elevator to take me there, 

the kind with the wrought iron 

grill that pulls across the 

opening.  Ancient.   The college 

was built for the days when 

there was no air conditioning; all 

of the ceilings look to be about 

12 feet high.   

The building is 1) very old, 2) 

very big, and 3) eerily quiet.  This 

is astonishing when you consider 

that the walls are hard plaster 

and the floors are terrazzo.  A few people move 

ŀōƻǳǘ ƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ 

any noise at all (except for my squeaky shoes).  

Light comes from a collection of floor lamps 

scattered here and there.  The halls are full of 

shadows.  The silent part of the retreat begins, 

officially, in the morning.  But already a hush 

has descended upon St. Charles College.   

The college was built in 1909, after a fire 

destroyed the first building.  Its primary 

purpose was the education of novices for the 

Jesuit order but the school was open to laity as 

well.  In 1922, it was dedicated exclusively for 

the training of the Jesuits.   By the early sixties, 

the facilities needed to be expanded because of 

the large number of students.  But soon after 

that, enrollment fell sharply.  These days there 

are only a dozen Jesuit novices in training.  The 

Center for Spirituality now resides at St. Charles 

College.  It is principally a retreat center. 

As soon as I am squared away in my room I go 

down to the dining room.  I am joined by 

another man at table who turns out to be a 

monk from Opelousas, a town up the road.  He 

is making this retreat to 

determine whether he should 

make his final vows and fully 

dedicate himself to the monastic 

life.  He is the maintenance man 

in his community and originally 

comes from New Jersey.  Prior to 

coming to this community, he 

lived in a monastic community in 

{ǘΦ [ŜƻΣ CƭƻǊƛŘŀΦ  IŀƭŜȅΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ 

town, Dade City, is next door to 

St. Leo.  I am very familiar with 

it.  Small world!   

We have a welcome meeting in 

the chapel following dinner.  The 

priest who presides over that 

ƳŜŜǘƛƴƎ ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ Ƴȅ άǎǇƛǊƛǘǳŀƭ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƻǊέ 

for the next eight days, Father Hernando 

Ramirez.  We make an appointment for our 

sessions together (9:00 a.m., each morning).  

!ƴŘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŀǘΦ  hŦŦ ǘƻ ōŜŘΦ  

$ÁÙ /ÎÅ 

By 4:30 a.m., I am awake; long before my alarm 

clock goes off.  I get dressed and head down to 

the kitchen for some instant coffee and some 
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sugar-free cookies.  Sydney has given me a few 

packets of Starbucks instant coffee, but I have 

to ration them for special occasions.  The house 

coffee is pretty plain. 

As I drink my coffee in the shadowy dining room 

I pull out my iPhone to pray the Office of 

wŜŀŘƛƴƎǎΦ  LΩƳ ƘŀƭŦǿŀȅ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ƛǘ ǿƘŜƴ one of 

the Jesuits walks in to grab a cup of coffee.  He 

just stares at me staring at my iPhone.  I can 

ƻƴƭȅ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎΦ 

I thank God for the silence. 

After that imbroglio, I suit up in jeans, 

sweatshirt, 

gloves, hat and 

coat so I can 

head out into 

the morning 

for a walk.  Of 

course, the 

camera comes 

with me.  The 

very first thing 

I come across, 

in the front 

grounds of the 

campus, is a 

prayer labyrinth made of bricks that circle an 

old oak tree.   

As I wander about the concentric circles, I am 

struck by the ƭŀōȅǊƛƴǘƘΩǎ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ŦƛƴŜ 

subject for photography, especially on this 

foggy morning.  Many decisions about 

composition and camera settings have to be 

made; I am soon lost in the details.  But then it 

Ƙƛǘǎ ƳŜΥ  ²Ƙȅ ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜ ǘƘƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǇǊŀȅŜǊΚ  LǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

ǿƘȅ LΩƳ ƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƭŀŎŜΚ 

Indeed. 

Photography can have that effect on you if you 

catch get the bug.  Everything becomes an 

occasion to pull out a camera and frame a shot.  

L ƘŀǾŜ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ǿƘƻǎŜ Ǉŀǎǎƛƻƴ ƛǎ ƎƻƭŦΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ 

imagine that ς upon walking into a cathedral ς 

they would have to restrain the urge to tee off 

from the altar.  I, of course, want the shot from 

the altar (and from the balcony and from up on 

the ǊƻƻŦύΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ǎƛŎƪƴŜǎǎΦ 

Walking around the campus in the morning 

mist, I start taking postcard shots of the usual 

suspects:  statues, spires, barns, and the 

cemetery.  These are scenes that appeal to the 

casual observer 

and are ς to 

some extent ς 

obligatory.  But 

LΩƳ ƴƻǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ 

delving into 

the landscape 

and making 

connections or 

seeing 

essential 

relationships.  

¢ƘŀǘΩs okay; 

today I am just 

scouting out 

ǘƘŜ ǘŜǊǊƛǘƻǊȅ όǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ ŀ ƭƻǘ of it) and getting a 

feel for things.  Where does the sun come up?  

Where do the ridges and gullies run? How do 

the shadows gather?   

How the hell do I get over all of these barbed 

wire fences? 

Yesterday evening, Father Ramirez gave me my 

first assignmentΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ƘŀƴŘƻǳǘ ŜƴǘƛǘƭŜŘΣ άaȅ 

wŜŀƭƛǘȅ /ƘŜŎƪΦέ  aƻǎǘƭȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǎŜǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴǎ 

that lead me to a spiritual and emotional self-

ŀǇǇǊŀƛǎŀƭΥ  άIƻǿ ǘǊǳƭȅ ŦǊŜŜ ŀƳ LΚ  5ƻ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 

fears and anxieties?  Am I ready to listen to 


