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All Is Grace 
 

“All is grace,” are the last words of a dying fictional priest in France. The priest had struggled 

from day to day strengthened only by the belief that what he was doing was right, and sometimes 

even that abandons him. When I first read those words, written by Georges Bernanos, I could not 

imagine saying them. All is meaningless chaos seemed, at the time, closer to the truth. 
 

Most of the last 20 years of my life have been a struggle to pray and be faithful to the self-

sacrificing love which Christ calls us to do on a daily basis, in the midst of our everyday life. I’m 

often far too harsh on myself. My faith often wavers and wobbles. I often feel an anguished 

uncertainty. I’m slowly understanding that God wants me to be merciful to myself as well as to 

others. This is a hard-won truth. I need to humbly embrace my own humanity. 
 

I love the following passage from Georges Bernanos’ The Diary of a Country Priest in which the 

unnamed parish priest finds God in the very stuff of everyday life, the daily round of concrete 

events and feelings:  
 

“I have not lost my faith. I have found it again, though not in my poor brain…nor my 

feelings, nor even my conscience. It sometimes seems to me that it has withdrawn, that 

it lives on in a place where I certainly would not have looked for it, in my flesh, in my 

miserable flesh, in my blood and in my flesh, in my perishable, but baptized flesh.” 
 

Through the Incarnation divinity entered the physical domain and made them one. Holiness 

comes through our humanness not in opposition to it. All is grace. 
 

In spite of his deep suffering, the Curé carries on, often in doubt and confusion, because of his 

sure, yet elusive, conviction that we are loved by a God who also suffered rejection and loss. 

Incarnation points him toward community and the world—with love, kindness, and respect for 

everything and everyone. His was not a life of cheap grace. He fought every day to overcome his 

faults and failures. Every day we must choose love—over and over again—in daily concrete ways 

in the face of pain, rejection, and despair. The country priest’s flirtations with despair showed 

him that the true meaning of hell was to give up on love.  
 

In Haiti I must face the dark underside of humanity. Every day I see innocence and vulnerability, 

death and loss. The evil that surrounds us can only be transformed by love.  

 

Journal Readers 
 

About 180 people receive my daily Haitian Journal. It is a lot work to put it out each day, and I 

rarely miss a day. I love doing it. They are a living history. Sometimes, I look at old Journals and 

they never cease to amaze me, as I see how far we traveled, how many hardships we endured, 

how many troubles we overcame, how much suffering we witnessed, but the common thread 

through all the Journals is a spirit of love and joy. To be an example nonviolence and mercy in 

such a violent and degrading environment is something I didn’t envision at the beginning. Heck, 

I never envisioned any kids living with us―as it was supposed to be a simple day care center. 
 



Yet I often wonder why people read it every day. Occasionally someone writes to say how a 

specific Journal touched them in a special way. Most days I only get three or four responses to a 

Journal. Actually, I like hearing from readers. It is a form of communion. Still, some days the 

Journals are long, hitting seven to eight pages, which is a lot to read in our fast-paced society 

where messages need to fit in a bumper sticker or be under 20 seconds. Some of the Journals are 

painful to read. I love the fact that many readers know the names of many of the kids. Readers 

love the photographs.  
 

Yesterday I received an email from a Journal reader, which gave me insight why people read it. 

Here is part of the email: 
 

Hope you’re hanging in there! I’m praying for you as your journal seems to indicate a 

dark night of the soul. 2020 is such a nasty year! Please know that I appreciate your 

honesty. … I see your journal as what a journal should be, a bone crunchingly honest 

writing of inner workings - but to share it with so many people, that takes guts. I’m 

inspired every day to carry on knowing the paschal mystery others are living through… 

and you are certainly a witness to the ups and downs of dying and rising!! 
 

Thanks for being you! 
 

Wow. I try to be as transparent as possible in the Journal. When the news about a 10-year-old 

having sex―that she had sex when she was eight, well before she came to us―really shocked 

and disturbed me. At first, I wasn’t going to mention in the Journal. But I eventually felt the 

readers needed to know about it. Children having sex at a young age is a dark part of the culture. 

Still, this news rocked the adults at the exterior school as well as the adults on our staff. I received 

wonderful and helpful responses from readers, especially those with a medical background. One 

reader is a forensic nurse. I never knew there were forensic nurses. She dispelled a myth that lives 

in Haiti. I shared the information with our medical staff.  
 

I’m genuinely happy to be blessed with such wonderful readers, many of whom are donors. They 

were very responsive my personal inner turmoil of late, as well as to our bleak financial forecast. 

Yesterday, I received 10 pieces of mail at my PO Box. Those 10 envelopes contained $20,150 

dollars in donations, one specifically indicated the money was only for Christmas presents for 

the kids. I was deeply touched and felt I could take a deep breathe during my last three days in 

Florida. One reader to me “to let and trust God.” It is hard not to worry about running out of 

money when so many kids and staff depend on me. I am there lifeline. One reader has been 

proofreading the manuscript for my new book. Yesterday he sent me a six-page long file listing 

all the grammatical mistakes and typos he caught and corrected. I would guess there were about 

150 errors he caught. The reader is a retired teacher at an Episcopalian high school in Texas. He 

told me it was like grading student papers…which probably contained far few mistakes than I 

make.  
 

My point: thanks for reading the Journal and caring so deeply about my kids and me.   
 

The country priest in Georges Bernanos’ got it right: “All is grace.” 


