hat is it like to pray for eight dag or straightening out a cris?s | was open to the
Ly Fff Y& atbrhpei s L K| @dSsbiti. In fact | looked forward to it with a

anything qute like this.| have been great deal of hopel believenow thatthe Holy
a part of prayer vigils. | have attended prayer Spirit was gently nudginge towards a new
workshops and received instructiam the chapter in my spiritual growth The words from
theology of prayer. But pray for eight days? Revelation 21:5angin mymind, & { SSX L | Y
Straight? No, never. YFETAY3 ff GKAy3Ia ySsoé
And yet, when myriend, Anna Wright, In these pages, | seek to give an account of what
recommended the program at the Jesuit Center happened to me. It does not chronicle all of my
for Spirituality in Grand Coteau, Louisiana, experiences.You might wondehow many
somethingclicked. Bep withinme an inner things could happen during an eight day silent
voice spoke u@g Thisds the retreat. Beleve me: a lot
next step for you. This is can happen. Butmsne of my

exactly what you neeé. « &
certainty that gripped mes
unusual Rarely am | visited
with special words or
messages in my prayer time.
More often, it is quite the
opposite; my prayers are
momentsfiled 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 | come before Godi,

amall too often in crisis _
mode. Andevenif a still small The Center for Jesuit Spirituality at away from my work and family.

St. Charles College, Grand Coteau ¢ KF 0 ¢2dzZf R & dzNBft &
errand. Instead, | simply want
to let my friends and family know that God does
indeed change livesEven the life of a pastor.

experiences were for me
alone;they are not to be
shared. As well, some
experiences that have begun
on theretreat are still

working themeglves out in

my heart. They are not ready
to be put down on paper in
some final way.

But | am also very clear that
God desires me to share my
experiences with others. | do
S0 not because | want others
to have the same experience.
Nor do | want tog saomehow

¢ justify thetime | spent

voice spoke&o me, how couldl
everhear it over the noise of my
own thoughts and ruminations?

Well, in this case, the #itsmall voice caught me _ _ _ _
by surprisewith my guard down. | could hardly There is anothereasonfor.telllng this st.or?'/ it
AIY2NB AGO . SaARSaz LQoS P8 BEHMSR KEGPR ol ﬁ”ﬁ'%'ﬁm-yl-
before. truly something To begin with, the act of

writing is for me, distinctly unpleasant.|
What would it belike to spend extended time really, reallyR2 y Qi t A1 S HEven & NA ( Sc
gAGK D2R GKIFGO gl ayQid I o2 dzi makhdg alyloged list is aldhaBIbt 18ay be

1



why lam soenamored with photography; | route,L 62y Qi | NNAGBS Ay t Sya

prefer recording images thaassemblingvords 9:00 p.m. Besides, the sky is turning gloomy
on a page. Some marvel at my ability to preach and grey. Sunset on the Gulf will likely prove to
gAlK2dzi y203Sao ¢t KS@ R2y Qi baastedyNiEd imlitgt Righti Rlbthing to write
keeping carefuhotes is far more difficult than home @out. By then | will be exhausted from
speaking without them. Stil, | ampersuaded the drive and not at all in a peaceful state of
that journaling is a good spiritual discipline. mind. | resolve to stay on the interstate. This
Just to be clearthough: | am not adopting this is, after all, a spiritual retreat and not a

as a regular spiritual discipline. But for eight sightseeing tour.

days, maybe.

Somewhere past Quincy my resolve breaks

1 A C") C") E ’I‘ g down. 10 madder.lingly dull. The traffic is
anything but relaxing While
3 C)AC)C)A . GdKS OzdzyﬂN£§A§§ A&
i relax and enjoy it? KI U Qa

: more, | have gained an hour
now that | am on Central Time.
| get off F10 at Defuniak Springs
and head south for the Gulf of
Mexico.

| leave Jacksonville with regret.
| have never been awdyom

my children for this long As

well, | leave Southside with
some very pressing pastoral
needs | hand thenover toDale
with the knowledge that | am
leaving the congregation in very
good hands. Still, as | cross the
{ G ® W2-10ystnde gdilty L
crosses over with me.

The drive south takes me along

the edge of the Eglin Air Force
YAEAGENE NBaSNDI (A
nothing but a big grey blotch on

the map. The local scenery is

typical Florida roadside trash

and tackiness: Scrub pine,

busted trailers, carsn blocks

As | drive west on10, my

sense of adventurés not and. the faded signs of
building. After all, | have been this way before. businesses long gone bankrupt.
| drive pasthe exit forColumbia Correctional A parade of Kangaroo Food stores. Blah.

Institute (been there, seen that), past Live Oak
(been there, seen that), past Tathassee . . . .
Only one thing seems odd: the traffic is really
heavy

But even though the local scenery is nothing

short of ugly, | find myself growing increasingly
buoyant and animated! turn the music way

wayup. L 0 QanulsRKRIG Qa 3I2Ay3a 2y
Beyond Tallahassee | begin to débthe route |
should take Initially, | had planned to swing
south and pick up Hwy. 98 near Carabelle and
drive along the coast. But time is rung away
from me and | calculate thataking the coastal

And then it hits me | have never passed

through here before ¢tKS NRIFIR LQY
not only unknown to me, @ positively obscure

. . . some alternate county road. Were it not



for the GPS on my iPhoplevould be seriasly
lost. And thatis fun.

{dZRRSyfes G(4KS NI}IRAZ A&
SOSY Y2NB 20a0dz2NB (KIFy GKS
LGiQa SyuaAadftSRTZ a2KSyYy L DN

(later Iread that she is described as

4 b 2 NRA Ok-Elécinakusion$ I The sound
and the lyrics are-to say the least- unusual
The song endwith theselines,

., 2dzQ@S 32 6nyQudzgedzY 6 S NA

Too muchime spett on nothing

Waiting for a moment to arise

The face in the ceiling

And arms too long

| wait for himto
catchme

My adventure finally
begins!

| realizeg all at once--
how familiar my life
has become. Perhaps
too familiar. For the
past 18 years Haley

Peauti

While contemplating these weighty issyes
Choctawatchee Bay opens up before me and |
drive out over a causeway. The sun is settin

3% &

| (o2 ¥ 2 Rum s Bt

R N‘%}é]? ﬂthe%tét-hgr N&b eufe

0 CSYUSNI wl e

| drive past a longpine tree planted;

improbablyc on the edgeof the causeway in
themiddle2 ¥ G KS ol&d a¢KFG o
I yAOS akKz2iGZé L Wngpasti2 Y&
Al o | thibkRomgséltas | pull atiirnin

traffic on the causeway.

Lid Gdz2Ny&a 2dzi G2 oS Ity
wide enough to take in the entire vista without
standing in the middle
of the road. Traffion
the causewayt a 6@
KSI g& odzi LQR I
not tempt fate. Still,

Al Qa phéetdSof F A NA G
the trip. That stands

for something.

21

Pretty soon, | reach
Destin. Traffic jams,

and | have lived in the
same part of Florida. | knomostthe roads
and streets. By now, none of the paths | kvial
the morning are novel. | have been over the
same bridges a thousand times.

My preaching ig for the most partg the same

as it waslOyears ago.L Qgfb#n a bit, here
andthereay R LQ@S G66StH{SR |
is largely the same.

TSo

Thefood | eat. The music | hear. The photos |
take. The sins | struggle with.

The same.

condos, strip malls,
and suburban blight. Isa mess. Destin is truly

I GNBa2NIé¢ dbemsgofthevord. KS & 2
lY2y3a GKS aoA3 062EE NBGI A
iKS a0SySNes L &aS8SS LX Syieé
02E¢ OKdNOKSa (KIG of SyR

Methodist church. Blah.

LA Vi3 2 6 Y8k Nelazak 58ad Ay
sun, unobscured by clouds wois quickly

sinkingto the horizon. The colo@e amazing.

The prospect of a nice postcard shot dangles
6SF2NB YS fA1S GKS a8GanAy
place to pull over and no place where | @ain

 00Saa G2 GKS o0SIOKo Li¢



am not at all happy. Where ike %$#D#$
beach???

Finally a public park appears. | scamper across
GKS alyR (2 3INIo6 | &aKz2i
dropping below a dune. Thankfully, God sends
me a fshing boat togprovidean objectof

interest in the shot.

From Destin | 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. | make the drive in total
darkness. There is no traffic,
no street lights, no moon, no
stars .. . nothing. The
darkness is absolutely Stygian.
My headlightsonly pick up the
pavement and the blowing

al y Repooky i Q

And then my motel. And a
burger. And bed.

4 OAOA]

Al T1TC
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also theologically close to our United Methodist
theological heritage.

ThelLiturgy of the Hourss Roman Catholic.
SdimétnesitsitiieoldgRisizilititdo Roman
Catholic (particularly on Feast Days devaied

0KS *ANBAY al NBOO® Cdzl 2
pattern of prayer. The scriptures are well
translated and every day brings a reading from
one of the early Fathersf the Church like
Augustine or Ireneaus.
The crazy thing is that | can read the Who
thing on my iPhone (yes, as
GKSe alesz GKSNBQa
GKFGo o LiQa LI2NII
goes with me everywhere.
Personally{i KI 4 Qa A YL} NIi

me; | like to keepmy Bbles,

my prayer book, and

whateverelseL QY NBI RAy 3
my hip pocket. Ornimycase,

on my iPhone. |am a geek; |

know it.

Beforeproceeding ormy
22dzNySex L OFyQi ¢
back out on Santa Rosa Island

for a few photos. The stretch

of road that looked so lunar in

"' Ol £ #T AUU

| awake early, with a headache. Too much
drivingfor me. ButA (n@tfding thata coupla
cups2 ¥ O02FFSS g2y Qi OdzNB o

| say the Office of Readinfysm the Liturgy of
the Hours In my personal devotion | typically
use two resources: THgook of Common
Prayeror The Liturgy of the HoursThe BCP is
Andican andg while a little stuffy at timeg; is

the dark looks even more
lunar in the daylight. For me, thkind of
environment is a photograph& 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 emeld green. The white, white
sugary sand seems to glownd | am utterly
alone.

L Gs@rning



But | amalsoat a loss. There are too many
thingstoshoot.! & (KS& alé&e Ay
I adl NBSG
maybe an hour and half before | need tsplit
for Grand Coteau.

My difficulty stems fromthe very thing thatvas

my source ofnspirationyesterday afternoon.

L siad new to me. Too new. My photographic
style isall aboutthe familiar. | will consider a
shot (ofa bridge, a tree, a cityscape) for weeks
or even months before | get it right. Sometimes
after walking past the same scene for years . . . |
will finally see something new. But it takes just
that long for it to

happen.

But here | have less
than two hous, not
two years. | take a
few shots. Not
many at all really.
Only a handful do |
deem worth
keeping. The ones |
really like are the
ones that are not

On the way to Grand Coteau much of my time is

0 KS speft dniihke iNtBr&ateA it @ Eostly uneventful.
NA AL SFBAMNRY Y Sy (i dbsee 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 | cross the Mississippi River in
Baton Rouge,t8 a1 & dzyf 2l Ra 2y
coming down cats and dogs and the traffic is

0 dzY LISNJ G 2

road weary and so, for my own safety, | pull off
0KS AyGSNadlrGs
Gran Coteau.

FYR GF 18

What a reliefl Now |
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

the typical

landscape shots: a dune for instance, speckled
with asphalt (presumably from road woylears
ago). LQ@S 3204 t20a 27
fences in the dunes.

aKz2i

Other than that, there is not much on which to
focus. | need some days, maybe weeksyatk
along this beach before | really start to seelit.
do not have the time. | give up, gamy gear
and my bags, and drive off. But not before |
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.

community, | see
church after little church. Each of them has a
graveyard out back. About every ¥ mile there is
2 BeaudifilBugtesl yCollapRing Yarn. Or a leaning
patchedup 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 rainand mist keep me from lowering
the window.

Bytf GAYS L 380 Gmss@NI yR
throughlittle towns like Maringouin,

Courtableau, Chiasson, and Arnaudvilleii Qa |
long, long way from urban Jacksonville.

0dzYLISNI ' YR Y2 DA



I wonder if anyone will understad my Fglish.

9SSy (K2dza3K LQ@S o06SSy Ay
hours, things start to slow down in my mind.

The world is different hereL (old and it seems
morereal.

| am warmly greeted upon my arrival by a

fellow with a heavy Eastern European accent.
TdzZNy a 2dzi KSQa | WSadz i
recently arrived in Grand Coteau himself.
Interestingly, nobody is wearing clerical garb.
Everyone is dressed casuallyam directed to
my room gery smalbed, desk, sink, and
wardrobe,g KA OK R2Say Qi f
Narnia) and invited to dinner at
6:00 p.m. There is no key. | am
up on the third floor. Thereis 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 fed high.

g2

SIR

The building is 1) very old, 2)
very big, and 3) eerily quiet. This
is astonishing when you consider

TNRY

well. In 1922, it was dedicated exclusively for

i k& traidingd the deNuitd] KB thel Sarky 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 onlya dozen Jesuit hovices in training. The

Center for Spirituality now resides at St. Charles

College. ltis prinvcigally a retreat center.
t2flyR 2yfte

As soon asdmsquared away in my roongb
down to the dining room. amjoined by

another man at table who turngut to be a
monk from Opelousas, a town up the roade

is making this retreat to
determine whether he should
make hidinal vowsand fully
dedicate himself to the monastic
life. He is the maintenance man
in his community and originally
comes from Newlasey. Prior to
coming to thiscommunity, he
lived in a monastic community in
{00
town, Dade City, is next door to
St. Leo. | am very familiar with
it. Small world!

We havea welcome meeting in
the chapel following dinnerThe

that the walls are hard plaster

and the floors are terrazzo. A few peephove
F62dzi KSNB FyR (KSNB:
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.Thesilentpart of the retreat begins,
officially,in the morning. But already a hush
has descended upon St. Charles College.

o dzi

The college was built in 1909, after a fire
destroyed the first building. Its primary
purpose was the education of novicés the
Jesuit order buthe schoolwas open to laityas

priest who presides over that
YSSGAY3I GdaNya 2dzi (2
Roetye DekteighSdays, Fatrer Herhahd®
Ramirez. We make an appointment for our
sessions together (9:00 a.m., each morning).
l'YR GKIFGQa GKIFdo h¥F

$AU /1A

By 4:30a.m., | am awakdong beforemy alarm
clockgoes off. | get dressed and head down to
the kitchen for som instant coffee and some

[ S25 Cf2NARF®

g2



sugarfree cookies. Sydney has given anfew
packets of Starbucks instant coffee, but | have
to ration them for special ecasions.The house
coffee is pretty plain.

As | drink my coffee in th&hadowydining room

| pull out my iPhone to pray the Office of
wSIFRAYy3a®D LQY Kbredfs | &
the Jesuitsvalks in to grab a cup of coffee. He
just stares at me stargnat my iPhonel can
2yfte AYIF3IAYS 6KIFG KSQa
| thank God fothe silence.

After that imbroglio, | suit up in jeans,
sweatshirt,

gloves, hat and

coat so | can

head out into

the morning

for a walk. Of

course, the

camera comes

with me. The

very frst thing

| come across,

in the front

grounds of the

campus, is a

prayer labyrinth made of bricks that circle an
old oak tree

As | wander about the concentric circles, | am
struck by thef | 6 & NaASyI (diKiicBad
subject for photography, espetly on this
foggy morning. Many decisions about
composition and camera settings have to be
made; | am soon lost in the details. But then it
KAdG&a YSY 2 Keg y20 dzas
gK& LQY KSNB Ay

Indeed.

LGQa

0KA A
GKS TANAI

Photography can havhat effect onyou ifyou
catchget the bug. Everything becomes an
occasion to pull out a camera and frame a shot.
L KIS FTNASYRa& sKz2a$s
imagine thatc upon walking into a cathedra|
theywould have to restrain the urge to ¢eoff
from the altar. |, of course, want the shot from

0 K NE, 823 & (aéoﬂom ﬁ]gb%llgony androm upon

theNE2F0o® LGQa | &aA01y

i K A YWhlking &advind the campus in the morning
mist, | start taking postcard shots of the usual
suspects: statues, spires, barasd the
cemetery. Theseare scenes that appeal to the

casual observer
and areg to
some extent
obligatory. But
LQY y2i
delving into
the landscape
and making
connections or
seeing
essential
relationships.
¢ K b okay;
today | am just
scouting it
0KS G SNNA (20D and getirg NS Q &
feel for things Where does the sun come up?
Where do the ridges and gullies run? How do
I Thé sh&dows gather?

How the hell do I get over babf these barbed
wire fences?

Yesterday eening, Father Raméz gave meny
3 fird Zsdnhdb eSS
Wish XY sa 2 aist B sper G Qa |
that lead me to a spiritual and emotional self

I LILINI A&l tY Gl 2¢ G Nz &
fears and anxieties? Am | ready to listen to

LI a a
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