9/10/06

Last week, the IrishMessenger@aol.com received two emails about the bulletin. One liked it; the other did not. Someone suggested adding the daily reading list, and *poof* there it is! It’s right under the “Church” in St. Patrick Church. Tell me what you think through email or by calling me, and all opinions are welcome. Now, let’s talk about today’s Gospel reading…

When we got into the car after Harry’s first visit to the ear specialist, I started to cry. The doctor had said it was only a matter of time before Harry lost his hearing completely. He suggested learning sign language and had no hope for hearing aids helping for more than a few years. Sobbing, I said, “Oh, Harry, I’m so sorry!”

“What for?”  he replied calmly. Harry is the yin to my yang.

“He said you’re going deaf!”

“So? What are you upset about?  If you can’t change something, there’s no use in being upset. Besides, I like the quiet. All those annoying noises bother me anyway.”

(Hmmm...I wonder if he meant me?)

That settled it. He’s right, of course. You can’t change what is meant to be. You must accept it. But that didn’t stop me from asking for a miracle. Just like the friends who brought the deaf man before Jesus. They asked him to lay his hands on him, and I pray that Jesus will do the same for Harry. Jesus made it look so easy. He just made a little mud paste and looked up to heaven. In seconds, the man could hear and speak plainly.

So far, Harry’s hearing hasn’t been restored, but maybe that isn’t the miracle we will receive. Maybe it’s a state-of-the art hearing aid that is only a seed being planted in some genius’s mind. It could be the surgeon in medical school who skillfully will do a cochlear implant (for free). Maybe the miracle is about me learning patience when I have to repeat things more than once. Maybe the miracle is watching this man accept God’s will with grace and dignity, especially when he knows that some people make fun of his inability to hear.  Maybe he’ll get a little more extra time than the doctor estimated.

I won’t stop praying, because I know from experience that every single prayer I utter is answered in one way or another. I wait patiently, knowing that God’s time is not my time.

In the meantime, I thank God for showing me the gift of acceptance in yet another lesson. And I’ll just talk a little louder. 

