
July 26, 2020 

A Trio of Journal Flashbacks 
 

Too tired to create a new Journal, so I’m resorting to an old trick: flashbacks. While working on a new book, 

I came across three Journal entries from 2015 that spoke loudly to be during this time of crisis. 

 

Blessed Communion 
October 14, 2015 at 6:55am. During my quiet time of reading this morning, I came across this 

cryptic jewel from the prolific theologian Walter Bruggemann: “What we are about is serious 

conversation leading to blessed communion.” You don’t see much evidence of blessed 

communion in the little slice of Haiti where we spend our days. Even in America I see more 

estrangement and division than communion. In his refreshingly open book Notes from the 

Underground: The Spiritual Journal of a Secular Priest, Fr. Donald Cozzens writes: 
 

I’m drawn to it like a magnet because if Christianity is about anything, it is about communion—

communion with God, with family and friends, with creation, with mystery. It’s the existential 

dimension of Jesus’ Reign of God. We are held…in an unspeakable unity with the whole of 

creation and its divine source. When I preach of communion and intimacy, I preach to ears that 

often know more alienation and estrangement than communion and intimacy, to ears that know 

more betrayal and heartbreak than the comfort of human solidarity.  
 

There are graced moments in Haiti when I feel real communion, real moments of unity within 

myself and my surroundings. Here the importance of the common good is crystal clear. I think 

authentic human intimacy happens more easily here. This stuff is all so hard to explain…I just 

simply feel more alive here in Haiti. I even danced with Orlane in the kitchen last night.  

 

A Place of Surrender 
 

December 1, 2015. As the sole white person in a sea of black faces, I am vulnerable to being 

robbed…or worse. In the summer of 2012, I was robbed in Haiti. The thief was a teenage boy who 

got everything: my passport, my credit cards, and all my money. I was thrown to the ground and 

felt totally helpless. The traumatic incident drove home the point that faith grows in darkness, in 

a place of weakness where, according to the apostle Paul, we “fall into the hands of the living 

God.” In darkness and weakness, I realize more fully that God, not me, is in control. When I am 

in control, there is no need for God. Faith requires the ability to see our true powerlessness and 

vulnerability. Of course, our culture teaches us to be strong and independent and to eliminate all 

paradoxes…which is why we see so little evidence of a living faith. 
 

During Advent it is good to remember that each of us is a mixture of light and darkness. Each of 

us is temporal and eternal. Truth requires holding opposites together, and allowing the natural 

tensions to coexist without affirming one side over the other. Faith understands and affirms both 

death and resurrection. Faith allows us to be humble and confident at the same time. Holiness 

grows out of embracing and forgiving the contradictions within us. 
 



The crucified flesh of God on the cross sends a difficult and demanding message, namely that 

weakness is really strength, wisdom is really foolishness, death is really life, matter is really spirit, 

religion is often slavery, and sin itself, when recognized, is actually the path to salvation and 

authentic holiness. Of course, because of our need for the appearance of power and a firm 

conviction that we are right, we don’t want to hear any of this paradoxical stuff. Faith knows and 

does not know at the same time. Doubt is a vital part of faith. Recognizing our inner 

contradictions eventually brings us to a fork in the road: one path allows us to evade God, the 

other, to meet God. Our inner contradictions can bring us to a place where God alone makes 

sense, to a place of total surrender. A place of surrender is where we meet God.  
 

For me, Haiti has become such a place. 

 

Intimate Communion 
 

December 2, 2015 at 5:05am. The wait for the bathroom wasn’t too long this morning. Here in 

Haiti we do a lot of waiting. Everyone is waiting for something. We are patiently waiting for the 

workers to complete the renovations on the new home of SCCC. At the moment I’m waiting for 

the coffee to finish brewing. Yesterday, the homeless woman [who was living with us in the small 

apartment] with three girls left early in the morning to go downtown to some relief agency. We 

think the agency is for people who are HIV-positive. She did not get back until after 6:00pm last 

night. She told me that after waiting all day, she was given $20 in cash for aid. Fortunately, the 

three girls had a safe place to wait for their mother to return. 
 

Waiting, waiting, waiting. Our spiritual lives are a vigil of waiting. We wait with hope for the 

advent of God. Yet as we wait for God, God is already here with us. And we are with God, yet 

not fully so, and so we wait, living with paradox and expectancy. Spiritual transformation never 

ends…it is always new, forever beginning, constantly evolving. 
 

Each of us is on a life-long journey to wholeness. We all want to overcome the fractures and 

divisions we feel within ourselves and among our circle of family and friends. Our lives are like 

puzzle parts and we can’t see the full picture. Wholeness and completeness are ultimately only 

found in intimacy with God. Intimacy with God is only found through desire and surrender. 

When we desire God above all else and when we let go of our clinging egos and destructive 

religions, God is free to enter into intimate communion with us. 
 

I’m happy to be spending another Advent in Haiti. Being with the poor is a great place to prepare 

to celebrate the birth of Jesus who divested himself of his divinity in order to be enter into the 

poverty of humanity. 
 

The coffee is ready. 
 

Billy was able to find diesel fuel yesterday. A nearby gas station called him and told him the 

delivery truck just arrived. 
 

I’ll end with one photo I took yesterday morning…it is the exterior wall of a place of Light for me. 



 
 

Room for one more photo, taken on the road outside our home. 
 

 


