Precious memories of childhood 
Cell Meeting – July 12, 2010
Reflection from Dcn. Mario on Fr. Mike’s teaching

No one can deny, after listening to the teaching for this week, that our pastor is full of surprises, with more creative sap than those in other parishes.  Perhaps some of you will have a hard time digging up memories of your own childhood in order to offer something to crank up the discussion of your groups.  After all, your recollection may be kind of foggy after all these years of piling up all sorts of life experiences under your belt.  
Let me spill out some of my insights and see if I can push your buttons to make you come up with your own production.  The building blocks that began molding my journey of faith go back to the time when I was about five years old.  The hot and humid weather of the town where I was living with my family in rural El Salvador was severely affecting the health of my grandma (father side) and the decision taken was to move her to a better climate in a little village located in the outskirts of capital city San Salvador.  It was a jewel of a town, truly Spanish colonial with adobe houses and clay tile roofs perched on steep and truly cobblestone streets going up or down but never leveled.  The air which was much colder than in all the surrounding villages was perfect for grandma.
Soon after her departure from the country side town, we went to visit her, and for an unknown reason to me, it was decided that I must stay with her to give her some company since otherwise she would have been alone.  I loved the village and the rented house, which backyard was not enclosed and cows, chickens, and pigs used to come in all the way to the kitchen.  I was initially excited with the idea, but after a few days I began missing my mom, dad, and siblings.  However, grandma was truly loving and caring and her love soothed my longing and separation trauma.  Grandma was a great cook, talkative and with a good sense of humor, and she had magic at night when it was bedtime.

Every night she made me kneel by her side as she made her night prayers, and that time of prayer was surreal to me.  She used to pray a much extended rosary, and she prayed it in a continuous and monotonous tone that was different that her normal voice.  It sounded as Gregorian chant because she blended her breathing in such a way that it seemed she was not stopping for breathing.  I did not know anything about sacred places at that time, but my memories of those moments are of being in a sanctuary with dimmed lights and experiencing a sense of levitation, even tough we were just in the bedroom kneeling on the tile floor between her bed and mine.  It was truly magic to me.
Many years later, during my deaconate formation, my spiritual director was explaining to me the power of going into a deep concentration in prayer, and I remember saying, “I know what your are talking about!” as the image of those moments in prayer with grandma flashed back in my mind.

I recognize that nothing else has impacted my prayer life more than those experiences with grandma, because she was my teacher on deep prayer, even though I did not have a clue what was going on back then.  Thanks granny!
