
3/20   Sailing Into Uncharted Waters 

As Pastor I just wanted to  check in with you. You have been in my prayers, especially this 

morning as I walked our beautiful grounds. It was quieter than usual without the traffic of folks 

driving to Mass and without the sounds of children playing in the little playground which is just 

south of my office windows. But the silence magnified the beauty of the place, the song of the 

birds seemed stronger than ever before. 

I contrasted their song with the feeling that some of us may be experiencing. The title of the 

book  “Why Does The Caged Bird Sing” by Maya Angelou sprung to my mind 

While the book is well known, what most people don’t realize that she lifted it ( in homage and 

admiration ) from the Poet Paul Lawrence Dunbar’s poem SYMPATHY 

It goes like so…. 

I know why the caged bird sings, ah me, 

When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore, 

When he beats his bars and would be free; 

It is not a carol of joy or glee, 

But a prayer that he sends from his heart's deep core, 

But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings – 

I know why the caged bird sings. 

These days, our prayers are more heartfelt than ever. I received a letter from the Bishop’s office 

today which clarified his thoughts and instructions. 

The one which I find hardest but I totally understand is that the Church cannot be used as 

a place of private prayer. 

The reasoning behind this hard decision : is that the Corona VIRUS can linger on surfaces for 

hours after a person has touched it. Masks and gloves are already in short supply and needed in 

medical facilities, so the only way to slow the spread of contagion is to stop the flow of traffic. 

Consequently as of tomorrow March 21st the Church will be closed. 

But we are still people who can, like the Caged Bird, pray from our core. And the Cathedral of 

the Great Outdoors aka our beautiful parish grounds is a good place to pray. 

One of my favorite Irish Poets Thomas Mc Donagh wrote the following 

I see his blood upon the rose 

And in the stars the glory of his eyes, 

His body gleams amid eternal snows, 

His tears fall from the skies. 



I see his face in every flower; 

The thunder and the singing of the birds 

Are but his voice-and carven by his power 

Rocks are his written words. 

All pathways by his feet are worn, 

His strong heart stirs the ever-beating sea, 

His crown of thorns is twined with every thorn, 

His cross is every tree. 

So, there are vast opportunities for prayer in our Gardens. From the Memorial For the Unborn, to 

statues of Padre Pio, Archangel Michael ,  ( a favorite of Fr Brian ) Catherine Drexel, ( a favorite 

of Fr Philip ). To the most recent installation of the St Brigid of Ireland statue  (you can guess 

whose favorite this is). 

Even though we cannot walk together physically, I plan to write and share over the days & 

weeks, meditations on these holy women & men, so that we can share our spiritual pathway 

together. 

Since the Church will be closed, I plan next week to have it fumigated and cleaned so that it is 

ready to be opened at a moment’s notice from the Diocese. 

It’s a large building so the estimate was for about $1700; but it is worth it. 

Speaking of funds, even though we were much lower in numbers last weekend ( which feels like 

a lifetime ago ).The good folks of St Patrick’s came up with an Offertory Collection of roughly 

$20,000. 

I thank you for your generosity in these troubled times. The Easter & Christmas collections 

traditionally get us through the lean months of summer but I will do the best I can with whatever 

you mail in or donate online. 

I ask for your prayers and patience. These are uncharted waters and unprecedented times. Things 

can change quickly so please check back regularly for updates. 

I look forward to sharing my thoughts and meditations on our Virtual walk through our parish 

grounds 

I leave you with a childhood prayer. 

  



 

God Bless 

Fr Aidan 

 


