Too much light and too much beauty – a summer reflection
A man underwent surgery to restore his sight after several years of blindness. He longed to stroll through his neighborhood and enjoy the sights. After a few minutes he rushed back home, threw himself on the bed, and buried his face in a pillow.

When his wife asked him what happened, he said, “I couldn’t take any more. The light hurt my eyes, but it wasn’t that so much as the beauty…trees and flowers and birds and clouds and the sky. I couldn’t stand any more. I couldn’t absorb so much light and so much beauty.”
Deaf and blind Helen Keller went for a walk with her friend in the springtime. Helen used her fingers to feel a slender birch tree and the vibrations of a bird singing on its limbs. She felt flowers and leaves begin to sprout. She felt the stones in a cool brook.

On their return she asked her friend who could see and hear what she had seen. “Nothing in particular,” she said. Helen found all around her persons who were blinder than she was. Few could really describe the face of a close friend.
A man is seated on a train absorbed by everything he sees: the lines of houses, the wire-connected poles, the rolling clouds, the children at play. He exclaims to a woman beside him, “See, hay going into a barn. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“What’s so wonderful about a hay wagon?” she asks.

He gently replies, “Last week the doctor told me that I have only three months to live. Ever since, everything has looked so beautiful, so important to me. I feel as if I have been asleep and have only now awakened.”

God’s gifts to us in this too wonderful world of ours absolutely boggle the mind. Thomas Merton once wrote, “By the reading of the scripture I am so renewed that all of nature is renewed around me. The sky seems to be a deeper blue, and the trees a deeper green; the whole world is suddenly charged with the glory of God.”

The poet in us trembles as we awake to the gift that is our lives in this season’s beauty. Even the night sky boasts of God’s bounty as trillions of stars surround us. We have only learned to identify a few.
May you have a blessed summer!
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