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In this season of renewed life, it is hard not to be surprised by the beauty that surrounds us.  We walk 
beside the stream and see the trout—I mean precisely this trout, whose fins flutter against the water 
flowing past her; we feel this sunshine, warming our skin; and hear those children, laughing, at play. 
 It’s a perfect time for the spiritual practice of contemplation. 

William McNamara, a 20th century Carmelite monk, described contemplation as "a pure intuition of 
being, born of love.  It is experiential awareness of reality and a way of entering into immediate 
communion with reality."  When asked, “What is reality?” McNamara replied, 
"People, trees, lakes, mountains.  You can study things but unless you enter into this intuitive 
communion with them, you can only know about them, you don't know them.  To take a long loving 
look at something – a child, a glass of wine, a beautiful meal – this is a natural act of contemplation, 
of loving admiration." [1]

As McNamara says, we can contemplate anything.  In our Spiritual Director Internship, as well as in 
our Advanced Training Program for Directors, we encourage participants to contemplate deeply.  

I remember an experience I had during the first class of my own Internship program.  We were invited 
to contemplate something, anything we chose.  I remember sitting still beside a large orange colored 
begonia blossom floating in a bowl of water.  At first nothing happened.  The flower was an object in a 
bowl.  Then I began to notice more and more of its features: texture, tints, iridescent specks.  
Eventually, the intimate communion that McNamara describes happened—in this case, rather 
suddenly.  It was as if I fell into the blossom; there was just one where there had been two.  How long 
it lasted, I cannot say. 

You cannot make contemplative experience happen--it is a Divine gift.  But trust that if you are willing 
and patient, and fully attentive, the gift will come to you in your own unique way.     

In this season of new life, I invite you to make time to quietly and patiently focus on a reality in your 
life.  It could be a flower, a line from scripture, or the Divine—especially the Divine.  Let this ‘other’ 
reveal itself to you, embrace you, and unite with you.   

Oscar Brockmeyer 

[1] quoted in Walter Burghardt.” Contemplation: A long loving look at the real”. New York: The National Pastoral Life
Center, 198.  In Church Magazine, winter 1989 p. 15)
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There’s No Such Thing As No Such Thing 
By Pamela S. K. Glasner 

Ever since I published “Finding Emmaus,” people have been asking me if I truly believe in 
Empathy.  Not the kind of empathy where one feels pity or compassion or sympathy for 
another, but the kind I wrote about in my book: the ability to actually experience the emotions 
of another as though those emotions were your own – and perhaps even the ability to 
communicate with ghosts – spirits – as some of my Empathic characters can.   

I am always a bit concerned about how to respond.  It’s as though I am being asked, “Do you 
believe Harry Potter can fly?” But I’ve had time to reflect and time to experience and – after an 
amazing phone call I received about a year ago – I decided it’s time to come out of the closet.  

So – my answer?  A resounding “Why not?”  Otherwise inexplicable things happen all the time, 
don’t they?  That little voice inside that tells you get home right now – only to find out that 
something wonderful or terrible happened and you were needed there – or don’t drive down that 
road – only to find out later on the news that there was a fatal car crash just about the time you 
would have been in that very spot.  And how many mothers do you know who will swear they 
heard their child crying from way across town, only to call or arrive home and find out that their 
child was, indeed, in distress?  Happens all the time. 

But it doesn’t stop there, at the fanciful or strange, the metaphysical or ethereal.  The 
implausible and incredible continuously invade the world of the concrete and the tangible.  God 
provides, the Universe provides, our own innate or unknown abilities provide – our world is full 
of wonders that we haven’t even begun to discover.   
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My sister–in–law was completely blind for the first 54 years of her life, and then, in December 
of 2009, she was the recipient of an experimental surgery.   It would take several months and 
lots of physical therapy before she’d start to actually see things.  Then springtime came, and she 
and my brother were at the mall when they heard some friends calling their names.  Terry 
turned and saw these things moving about but, of course, had no idea what they were.  My 
brother explained to her that those moving “things” were their friends, and that they were 
waving hello.  Imagine that.  

She called me one day that following August and told me, breathlessly, that she saw a 
helicopter land, and that she had learned what red and yellow and green and blue are.  One year 
later, on Independence Day, my brother took her to Disney World, and for the first time in her 
life, Terry got to see fireworks.   

Outside of a miracle handed down directly from God, would anyone have believed such a thing 
could be possible way back when John Adams was our president?  In fact, you don’t even have 
to go back that far.  We didn’t have cardiac surgery until the twentieth century.   

After my cancer, twenty-five years ago, my right leg was damaged beyond what the doctors 
could repair and I was obliged to wear a brace in order to walk. They said if it did not resolve 
itself in a year’s time, it never would.  It didn’t.  I lived with a brace for five years.  Then one 
night, just before Christmas, I prayed.  The next morning, without thinking, I got up, went to the 
bathroom, and was in the middle of brushing my teeth when it hit me:  I was walking and I 
wasn’t wearing my brace.   One day I needed it, then suddenly I didn’t – just like that.    

In the grand scheme of things, it wasn’t really all that long ago that flat maps used to have 
beautiful and fearsome graphics along their outer edges proclaiming “… and here be dragons.” 
And yet here I sit, one of the several billion humans living on the far side of where those 
dragons were supposed to be.   

Isn’t it, therefore, the very height of arrogance to categorically state that this is it, this is the 
human condition, there are no more discoveries to be made, no more frontiers to explore, no 
more miracles to be had?   

Where do you think humans will be ten years from now?  Fifty?  A hundred?  What do you 
think we’ll be capable of doing?   

One thing I am absolutely certain of: there’s no such thing as no such thing.   
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A Mirror with a Mouth 
A reflection by Karrie Kirchner 
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