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Perhaps you watched the New York 

Yankees vs the Chicago White Sox play in 

Dyersville, Iowa, last Thursday evening. 

The location was in the middle of nowhere 

and amongst the tall-standing, emerald 

green corn stalks. The field, bleachers, and 

refreshment stands were all created for the 

night by the MLB. The site, of course, was 

the location where the movie Field of 

Dreams, starring Kevin Costner, was filmed 

in 1989.  

 
There was something magical about this 

baseball game. Of course, in addition to 

baseball, there were hotdogs, apple pie, and 

even Chevrolet trucks. The evening weather 

was picture perfect and the sunset was 

majestic. There was something so pure 

about the night. The scoreboard was 

wooden and the runs and hits were put up 

on cards by hand. The home run balls 

soared out into the cornfield and no one 

went looking for them. 

 
We always think somehow that things were 

simpler in the past, easier, and more 

innocent. While technology, the internet, 

cell phones, and social media are great gifts 

in our time, they often can be great 

distractions and quite addictive. Life was 

simpler without all of that stuff back then, 

but that life still had its ups and downs. 

Certainly the World Wars and the Great 

Depression were very challenging times to 

live through.  

 
We sometimes dream about a different life 

back then. Or we dream about how our 

lives could be less complicated and 

cluttered. Or we dream about how our 

global family could one day live in peace 

and harmony, treasuring the sacred dignity 

of every single human being. 

 
Our sisters and brothers in Haiti have 

dreamed so hard for so many years for a life 

that is free from natural disasters and 

political corruption and disruption. They 

dream about simply providing the basics of 

food and shelter for their loved ones. Those 

dreams struggle to become reality still 

today. 

 
The dreams of our sisters and brothers in 

Afghanistan have been shattered. Certainly 

progress had been made in affirming the 

sacred dignity of girls and women across 

that land. Yes, education is a basic human 

right. Yes, the opportunity to have a career 

is a right for all women. Have these dreams 

been put on hold or even destroyed?  

 
Our dear veterans, serving so faithfully so 

far away from their homes and loved ones, 

over the course of twenty years, had dreams 

for the people of Afghanistan, too. They met 

them, they worked alongside them, they 

knew them as good people with fierce 

hopes. Whatever the outcome under the 

new rule of an extremist Islamic group, 

what our men and women did in those 

individual moments to affirm and 

encourage ordinary people can never be 

erased. For a time, so many people were 

beginning to live their dreams. Those holy 

moments were real and transforming. We 

are grateful to our women and men who 

served. We pray for those who gave their 

lives to create so many sparks of hope.  
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We pray for their families and friends who 

grieve their deaths.  

 
Father Henri Nouwen once said, “Most 

prayers are prayers of grieving.” 

 
My prayers this week have centered around 

connecting with my brothers and sisters 

who are grieving in Haiti and Afghanistan. 

There is a heavy sadness. The key is to ask 

the Lord to give us a renewed desire to 

dream again. 

 
Terence Mann’s speech in The Field of 

Dreams is maybe a good way to end our 

reflection. Terence was a fictional character 

played by James Earl Jones in the movie. 

 
They’ll come to Iowa for reasons they can’t even 

fathom. They’ll turn up in your driveway, not 

knowing for sure why they’re doing it. They’ll 

arrive at your door as innocent as children, 

longing for the past...And they’ll walk out to the 

bleachers, and sit in shirt-sleeves on a perfect 

afternoon. They’ll find they have reserved seats 

somewhere along one of the baselines, and it’ll be 

as if they’d dipped themselves in magic waters. 

The memories will be so thick, they’ll have to 

brush them away from their faces...The one 

constant through all the years, Ray, has been 

baseball. America has rolled by like an army of 

steamrollers. It’s been erased like a blackboard, 

rebuilt, and erased again. But baseball marked 

the time. This field, this game - it’s part of our 

past, Ray. It reminds us of all that was good, 

and it could be again. Ohhhhh, people will come, 

Ray. People will most definitely come. 

 
Let us dip our hearts into the magical love 

of the Lord. Let us remember all that is 

good. Let us pray for our sisters and 

brothers who are struggling to experience 

the Lord’s hope, peace, and strength. 

 
By the way, the White Sox eked out a 

victory against the Yankees by a score of 9 

to 8. 

 


