
September 5, 2020 

Bumps and Bruises 
 

On Thursday I spent a little time cleaning up the mess on my desk. As I shifted through piles of papers, I 

uncovered the fives sheets of small, lined yellow paper stapled together. I had written on those pages a series 

of random thoughts. I did not recall writing the thoughts. I thought perhaps they were the first draft of a 

Journal entry. I did a word search of the file containing more than five years of Journals. Nada. I did a wider 

search and found a file containing a typed version of the hand-written text under the heading of “Random 

Thoughts from the Last Week in Florida.” Seeing as I didn’t have anything of consequence to share with 

you today, I decided to share the thoughts scribbled on those yellow sheets of paper. If one thought strikes 

you, sit with that thought for a few minutes and ignore the rest. The last sentence really hit me. 
 

If you look closely, you’ll see the presence of grace and divinity in the natural world. 
 

I’m drawn to the spirituality of pilgrimage, of being on a journey, a spirituality of questing. Such 

a spirituality is expressed on the road as we journey through life, pressing on to new horizons, 

new understandings. It is an unfinished, far from perfect spirituality of striving to be better, to be 

holier.   
 

We are not loved by God because we did something good. We simply are beloved by God. 
 

Christ climbed down from divinity to be a human being. He then climbed further down to 

become a slave. Christ’s movement was always downward. We strive to move upward, to climb 

higher and higher on the ladder of success. 
 

We have to let go of our need for prestige and privilege. 
 

I found “home” in Haiti. My family in Haiti have no knowledge of or interest in my 

accomplishments, the network television shows I produced, the films I made, the books I wrote. 

What they like, what they need, is my presence. I am there for them, all of them…and that was 

all that mattered.  
 

What we achieve in life is not important. It passes. What is important is our fruitfulness, which 

will last. 
 

We need to connect our deepest passions to the needs of others. 
 

How do we relate to Jesus?... is a question we need to constantly ask ourselves. 
 

We are wounded healers. Our bumps and bruises are part of the power of love and grace.  
 

In the slums of the world, in places of death, we must dare to believe in God’s power to rekindle 

life. 

 

Some photos from Haiti…. 
 



Erlanda is adjusting nicely to life at Santa Chiara. Her she is with Fabibi. 
 

 
 

  
                                                                         Naïve  



 


