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For years there is a prenamenon that exausts memore ardmore, vhich | call the » inflation of words.

Countless words are »disgogadt —daily, hourly, by theminute! Everyhirg is mentioned, carmented on ard propegated
hihly topical. We are infomed of shattering events ard catastrahes ard then there is a »News Special« withmany
ard gpinions about than. After that, an erptiness starts to spread, because, in fact, nohirghas really been said.

Wit increasing frequency, it hgpens tat | feel as if saneonehad »vamitedk onme; for exarple, wen | an
shaken by te yourg British Mentber of Parliament woowas massacred. | see her children, her husband, before my eyes
adwods fail me. Yet, in every nenspeper and every news station there fol lows speculations and considerations as
townat tis couldmean forpditics, etc., etc.

Every talk show is an exarple of haw intarperate speedh fill s ourworld, without havirg, in te least, anyhirg
meenirgful and profourd to say.

I f we look at our mmadiate surrourdirgs, often pecple aredoirgall the talking in our circleswo love to
selves, wo expourd on shal low topics without sensing, that theremit be peaple in the goupwom tese topics are
distressingand even painful. After all, such salloamness can feel like scom ardderision for pegple deeply
topics, pehgos of great pain or of greatest value.

In a culture of superficiality, wehave fogotten that there are nowods for the degpest thirgs in life:
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There are nowoids for the degpest things.

Wads becare feeble

wenmystery visits

and prayer moves

into silence.

In post-makm culture

the ceaseless din of datter

Fes killed our acquaintance wit silence.
Consequently, we are stressed and anxious.
Silence is a fascinating presence.

Silence is gy;

it is patient

ard never draws attention to itself.

Witout the presence of silence,

nowod could ever be said orhead.

Our thoudts constantly call up nevwods.
Webecare so taken withwods that we barely notice te silence,
but te silence is aways there.

The best words are bom in the fecund silence
thatminds themystery.

— Jdn ODondue, Etemal Edoes

Rosemarie Monnerjahn
Vallendar, June 22, 2016
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