
A Silence That Speaks Louder Than Words

        These past weeks with Papa have been marked by more silence than speech. In
the hospital room, there are long hours of waiting, of listening to the steady rhythm
of the machines, of watching for small signs of healing. In those moments, I realize
that silence often carries more meaning than any words could. Silence becomes a
language of presence, of patience, of love.
       St. Paul reminds us in Thessalonians to “aspire to live quietly, to mind your
own affairs, and to work with your hands.” This quiet life, rooted in love, does not
mean passivity, but attentiveness. It means making room for God to work, for
healing to unfold, for grace to speak in the depths of the heart. In caring for Papa, I



see that love is often most powerful in the quiet tasks—the hand held, the meal
given, the prayer whispered.
       The Gospel of Matthew 25:14-30 speaks of talents entrusted to servants. Each of
us has been given something by the Lord, not to bury in fear, but to offer back in
faith. Right now, the talent entrusted to me is not measured in achievements or
activity, but in faithfulness—being present to Papa, tending to his healing, and
continuing to serve God’s people in whatever small ways I can.
       In the end, silence itself becomes a kind of offering. It is not empty, but full—full
of trust, full of listening, full of surrender. My journey with Papa has taught me that
silence, borne with love, speaks louder than words. Our Blessed Mother Mary is
with us, standing in waiting - walking with us.





























 




