
 

 The honeymoon is over. I am sure there are psychologists who have studied and written about the natural 

cycle of human emotions; the anxiety and excitement of a future event, the honeymoon phase where one finally 

enjoys the anticipated moment while at the same time exploring the newness of that reality, followed eventually by 

the routine of the “ordinary” life where the mantra of “I hate Mondays” seems to echo from place to place. Most of 

us live, I believe, in the “I-hate-Mondays” reality and there is probably some danger in trying to prolong the other 

parts of the cycle, that is, trying to maintain a life that is always looking for the excitement of the “next big thing,” 

while desiring an eternal “newness” to our reality; the perpetual weekend. This last month here in Ratisbonne I 

have entered the final “stage” of this emotional cycle which I will call Monday. The newness and exploration of the 

city has lost a bit of its novelty and I am fully immersed in the monotony of a semi-monastic life. I wake up at the 

same time (when I don’t hit the snooze), eat at the same time, pray at the same time, go to class at the same time, 

play sports at the same time, study at the same time, go to bed at the same time, etc. You get the point. It’s 

probably similar to my parents’ life in Florida. My personality, for one reason or another, seems to embrace this 

kind of life without much push back. I find much beauty in the routine. In our Scripture class we speak often about 

how God brings order to chaos, both within the created universe and the human person, represented by the 

construction of the Temple and the giving of the Law. It seems that we can best imitate God when we use our 

reason and free will to bring order to our chaotic lives. I am well aware that we don’t control every aspect of our 

lives, but I have realized again how much control we actually do have. This month has really been a month of 

“putting into order” that which is most important: an authentic relationship with the One who knows me better 

than I know myself. Each month seems to take on a “theme” and I have been consumed this month by a line from 

Psalm 46; Be still and know that I am God.   

 In October we had the opportunity to drive to the northern part of Israel to the city of Dan, which is described 

in Scripture as the northern most point, the nation stretches “from Dan to Beersheba.” These trips always bring two 

major emotions; appreciation for the opportunity to witness a piece of history and the struggle to not dwell on the 

fact that we just traveled two hours to look at a bunch of old stones. The remedy to reconcile the two emotions is to 

allow for my imagination to transport me back to the place when these ancient altars, city walls and other “old 

stones” were in fact teeming with life. Our ancestors sacrificed on these altars, physically built these walls to 
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defend their city and ate and drank in these homes. I have come to appreciate very much the gift of our 

imagination, especially since I have grown up in a generation where unfortunately our imagination has become a 

bit suppressed. A very intelligent brother in our house, with a hand on a stack of biblical commentary said half-

jokingly, “I have the desire to read all of these but there are just so many movies, a new one every week.” And this 

is our struggle. We are very attracted to the fruits of the imagination but settle many times for someone else’s. The 

producers of movies, Netflix series and video games are very creative people, but when their imagination on the 

screen replaces our own, it leads to a numbing of our own creative potential. The opportunity for silence over 

here these months has really awakened a love to engage the imagination. Of course, we must be a bit careful 

because the use of the imagination, just for the sake of imagining, many times will lead to different fantasies, some 

of them sinful but for the most part they are useless and void of any connection to reality. During these months my 

imagination has been strengthened and filled with the knowledge that has come from the study of Theology, 

History, Scripture, Tradition and my own personal experiences. The ancient reality for me is becoming something 

very real in the present day. The mystery of God is not just something of the past but is more and more becoming a 

reality to be pondered and experienced in the day to day life.  

 There are many things that one is faced with as he or she sits in silence. What is ordered on the outside by the 

religious practices of piety or day-to-day routine is contradicted at times with the great turmoil that is found within 

the soul. I believe, and it seems to be validated by the Tradition of the church, that the external routine and 

intentional ordering of our lives through discipline allows for the space where we can be “transformed by the 

renewal of your mind” (Romans 12:2) It is a great challenge to be still, for it requires me to do more than just 

refrain from speaking, but to really remain motionless, quiet, open to the God who has promised to be with us 

always. Over this past month, it has been a really fruitful experience to strive to remain perfectly still during our 30 

minutes of meditation. No cracking of fingers, coughing, moving positions, not even reading or writing. The 

stillness of the body does not lead automatically to the stillness of one’s thoughts, but gradually it is possible to 

control and “put in order” that which swims around in the brain. Little by little I’m able cooperate with God in 

the ordering of my “universe,” which allows me, in fact, to imitate Him, in a very limited way of course, but 

none the less very real. God works somehow or another in the midst of all of this. Throughout the Christian 

tradition, Saints have been transformed by a single word, others were given clarity to understand and follow the 

will of God with complete trust and still others found peace in being reconciled with issues from the past that 

plagued them. Who knows what will happen. Sometimes it’s scary to think about what God can do. The Saints did 

not have easy lives. But none of this I can control. On the other hand, the discipline of getting into the chapel, 

learning about the Faith, training my body to be still and increasing the desire to use my OWN imagination and not 

settle for that of someone else’s, are all things that I do control. My Christian life cannot be lived passively. There 

is much work that must be done.  



 I am not a monk, nor am I a hermit, even though I pretend sometimes as I walk around this cold monastery in 

the early mornings with my hood up trying to be as silent as possible. I am a Salesian. I am called to live in 

community and I have really found a home over here. I love my brothers. Some I get along with better than others 

but we have all shared many beautiful moments; community days, prayer, excursions, sports, card games, sharing 

Ethiopian food and even making trips to Putin’s Pub, where we can find a really good beer for a descent price.  

None of us chose to be here. Yet we are here. I am here. I think most of our life is learning to recognize what is 

really present. There are times this year that I have had a small glimpse of the deep and spiritual connection that we 

share together as humans. It is almost as if each soul is connected. In our religious consecration as Salesians, I 

believe that bond has grown stronger. It is difficult, of course, to feel sometimes; even harder to act on, but there 

exists something very profound that I am unable to put into words. This “connected presence” requires a change in 

my mindset. It would be very easy for me to focus only on MY prayer and studies, leaving the community on the 

back burner knowing that I won’t see most of these brothers again after these four years. With today’s technology 

we will be able to communicate but we all know how that goes. Ask my sisters how good I am at keeping in touch. 

This is the reality of the Salesian life that will always be present. How will I help build an authentic loving 

community knowing that I might only be present for a short period of time? It’s crazy to think that in 4 years, God 

willing, I will be ordained a priest. How am I going to live out that priesthood? What kind of witness will I give? 

That depends on what happens over these four years. My Christian life really does rely on things that I CAN 

control. God has given me all I need to fully live this life. We have exactly what we need to live an authentic 

Christian life modeled on that of the first disciples; grace, prayer, community, service. But, I’m lazy and a bit 

stubborn, prone to sit in my room and stare at the computer rather than go out and spend time with a human being. 

When all becomes routine, how will I recognize the beauty of the spiritual reality that is much closer than I think? 

Mondays aren’t really that bad. 

 If any of you are worried that I will be missing Thanksgiving, do not fear, we have been invited to attend a 

Thanksgiving feast organized by a Priest from the States, who runs an ecumenical ministry and uses the holiday to 

throw a big party; faith, food and fellowship. As Thanksgiving approaches know that I am EXTREMELY grateful 

for you in my life. Please pray for me and I will do the same for you. If you have any prayer requests or want to 

talk don’t hesitate to email me: brothersteve24@gmail.com  

 I leave you with a quote from St. Augustine that has brought great consolation for me as I continue strive for 

a deeper and more authentic religious life, in which prayer is essential. “Our Lord and God does not want to know 

what we want (for he cannot fail to know it) but He wants us rather to exercise our desire through our prayers, so 

that we may be able to receive what he is preparing to give us.”  
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Below: An ancient altar in the city of Dan, northern Israel. The metal bars are the replica of how big the altar would have been at that time. It would 

have been a crazy sight to see all the animals being sacrificed on that altar.    

 

Below: Group of the brothers as we celebrate community day…sports, games, food, fun, and prayer. It was a beautiful day!  



 

Below: My day spent with the students from our Salesian Sister school in Palestine.   

  

Below: Our soccer team…we won our school tournament! I still got it, but the recovery time is MUCH longer.  

 



Below: The first-year students and some teachers went to the Museum of David which offers a history of Jerusalem.  

 

 

Below: This is the soccer field in the Armenian quarter where we held the tournament. It is always interesting to find places like this. The old and the 

new, religious and secular all mixed together.  

 



Below: Could be the oldest synagogue in Israel…found in a place called Gamla which is in northern Israel by the Golan Heights.   

 

Below: Celebration of Our Lady of Palestine…always an eye-opening experience to see so many Palestinian Christians. It was a beautiful Mass and 

procession.   

 

 


