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Living for Others 
 

Yesterday was far less dark. The Gospel reading was the familiar parable of the sower from 

Matthew. While few of us are farmers sowing seed, we are all gardens and we are responsible for 

the space around us. If the soil in our garden, the soil around our lives, is rocky, we can make it 

fertile by prayer and sacrifice. Any person who comes into our space, our garden, we are 

responsible for how we treat that person. We can desecrate or consecrate them by our attitude. 
 

After Mass, the MC sisters say a series of prayers, the first of which begins thusly: “Dear Jesus, 

help us spread your fragrance everywhere we go. Flood our souls with your spirit and life. 

Penetrate and possess our whole being, so utterly, that our lives may only be a radiance of yours. 

Shine through us, and be so in us, that every soul we come in contact with may feel your presence 

in our soul. Let them look up and see no longer us, but only Jesus!” 
 

Pope Francis said: “Rivers do not drink their own water; trees do not eat their own fruit; the sun 

does not shine on itself and flowers do not spread their fragrance for themselves. Living for others 

is a rule of nature. We are all born to help each other. No matter how difficult it is…Life is good 

when you are happy; but much better when others are happy because of you.” 

 

Possibility and Purpose 
 

June 14, 2015. The Gospel for today (the 11th Sunday in Ordinary Time) was the familiar parable 

of the mustard seed found in the 4th Chapter of Mark’s gospel. Jesus compares the kingdom of 

God to “the smallest of all the seeds on earth,” yet the insignificant mustard seed grows into “the 

largest of plants,” whose branches attract all manner of birds and provide shade for all. The lowly 

mustard seed is very easy to overlook, yet it is filled with life-giving potential. In Haiti, mustard 

seeds abound, in the form of neglected and abandoned people who are being swept away by the 

ill-winds of severe poverty. But each person, Jesus tells us, contains possibility and purpose. I 

can’t help think of all the small kids in Haiti who are not given a chance to grow into the person 

God created them to become. My prayer is that the Santa Chiara Children’s Center becomes a 

place where those who are small and forgotten are given a chance to grow. 
 

That prayer, penned just over five years ago, has been answered. Our new prayer is that Santa Chiara 

survives its current financial crisis and what has been planted in love is not uprooted. 

 

Darkness Visible 
 

I was concerned that yesterday’s Journal was perhaps too dark for some readers. I hesitated sending it. Still 

some readers thanked me for it. One reader wrote: 
 

Life in Haiti is so dark for so many now.  It is difficult to endure so much suffering. I keep trying 

to find ways to give encouragement and hope to my friends there. I pray you and all my friends 

in Haiti will be well. Grateful you survived your serious health ordeal. God's grace will carry you 

through to do the next right thing whatever that may be. It is and always has been a mystery as 



to why Haiti must suffer so much. We know all the things that contribute to it but why so much 

there? Few of us could trade places with you and live within that reality every day.   
 

Another reader wrote: “Your reflection today was just what I needed to hear. Thank you.” 
 

Another reader sent a message that seemed to be aimed at all the Journal readers, which was originally 

written in poetic form: 
 

In his book, The Sunrise of the Soul ... Gerry invites us to meet him 

in the sacred landscape of  
stillness ... silence ... and solitude ... 
where he longs for God’s forgiving mercy and embracing love ... 
And as ... he lives the unforgiving harsh reality of Haiti that often causes him 
to suffer the dark conflicting struggles he endures ... 
And as ... Gerry frequently is being redeemed by the saving tug-at-the-heart  

persistent joyful noise of Santa Chiara’s precious children ... 
a constant reminder of his YES ... 

And as ... the silent slow grace of conversion 

continues to cost Gerry nothing less than  
         e v e r y t h i n g ... 
 

This casts too fine a light on me. I’ve given up little and have received much. I write about stillness, silence, 

and solitude in order to learn about that sacred trio and to more fully embrace them. 

 

Here are parts of another reader’s comments: 
 

Thank you for today’s incredibly powerful Journal. …  The fatigue and frustration you feel, your 

spiritual exhaustion, darkness and emptiness are akin to a living death. Yes, the dark night of the 

soul, but that’s where saints are formed. When we die all the delights of worldly things are lost 

to us – in a real sense you have already lost all those things. But they’ve been replaced by 

something far more precious and that is the selfless suffering of your ministry to love and care 

for the least of God’s little ones. Whatever the nature of human suffering, it is a cauldron of not 

merely character, but of sanctity. … You have chosen to give everything away and follow Jesus. 

You have done what the wealthy, young man in the Gospel found it so difficult to do. You are to 

be envied, not pitied. 
 

I’m far from sainthood. I’m a sinner just trying to follow Jesus and stumbling many times a day. 
 

Each of us has times of darkness, felling isolated and lonely. For some the darkness lasts for years. These 

are times of testing, times of inner transformation. Each of us must enter the school of our lives. For me, 

Haiti is my most severe and challenging teacher. We must focus on what is most real for us. 
 

We could not find diesel fuel on Friday. We have enough, hopefully, to get us through Friday night and 

into this morning. Then we will unplug some freezers and other energy gobblers. If we can’t find diesel fuel 

today, we will have real darkness tonight.  


