
Listening in Silence

One of the things that happened to me last year
was I was diagnosed with hearing loss and I got
hearing aids.

Hearing aids have the advantage of catching and
amplifying sound, and with computer technology,
it has improved a lot. But it doesn’t do as well as
our ears and brain do inn filtering sound, in
helping one focus on a conversation in a crowded
restaurant or in a room where music or television
is on.

So I am learning how to readjust how I process
sounds.  How I listen.

In our practice together in silent prayer, some of
us have already been there and others are
finding it a new experience: to be quiet, to wait, to
listen. That is especially hard for me. I am full of
impulses to react, to speak, to jump ahead in
thought.

Elizabeth O’Connor was a teacher involved with
the Church of the Savior, a collection of
communities in Washington, DC, that highly
encouraged members to discover their gifts and
calling. Her books were often meditations written
by O’Connor as well as excerpts from her
readings across a variety of authors. She
reflected on silence in her book “Eighth Day of
Creation: Gifts and Creativity”which I would like to
share with you:
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“The silence of prayer is the silence of listening. …
We can learn to listen to ourselves and can learn
to listen to each other. What we discover in the
prayer of silence can be used as we listen at the
altar of our own lives. In our wishes, small
urgings, dreams, and fantasies we are given
intimations of the way we are to go. It is our way
alone and cannot be learned by reading books or
listening to scholars or following others. We can
learn our way only by taking seriously the sign
that we see and the small voice that we hear.
These we must treasure up in our hearts and
ponder over. The code we are to decipher is
written into our genes and sent out to us, as it
were, from the core of our being.

Whenever I think that there is a design written into
each life – a blueprint that can be known – I am
reminded of those rubbings that artists make of
stone carvings on buildings and tombstones, I
imagine what it would be like if we would have a
rubbing of our lives, a map that would show us
where we are headed and how to get there.
Sometimes I think I would like that. We would
have no blind alley. Every road would be a royal
road; but there would be no mystery, no work to
do, no obstacles to overcome, and we would not
need each other. After all, what are blind alleys
but God’s way of telling us that we missed
reading of a sign and that to go back and start
again. And what are our hopes and “sighing
after” but rubbings of something deep and
hidden in us.

We listen for the signs and hints in other lives in
the very same way that we listen for them in our
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own. One aspect of our preliminary preparation
for small group meetings in my own community is
meditation on the lives of the members of the
group so that we can begin to hear what each are
saying, and by our listening, help evoke his or her
gifts. A person who listens helps us overcome our
timidity and pulls out of us all kinds of amazing
insights. … In a non threatening atmosphere where
there is warmth and acceptance and someone to
receive what we have to give, creativity begins to
flow.”

Amen.
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