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Not Having, Not Knowing 
 

It seems that lots of people today not only know God, but they also seem to possess God. They’ve 

got God in their pocket. I once rejected Christianity because, in part, Christians seemed to possess 

God. How is that possible? I mean, how can God be possessed? At best, all we can do, as Merton 

suggested, is wait for God. Once a year, during Advent, we’re reminded of that simple reality. 
 

I certainly feel as if “I have God” in my life. I can talk about God, share my experiences of God 

with friends and strangers alike, but I also must admit at the same time—and this is the really 

tough part—that “I do not have God,” that I too am merely waiting for God. It’s confusing. I have 

God and at the same time I don’t have God. I possess God and I am waiting for God. I know God 

and at the same time I don’t know God. When it comes to God, there must be, as Paul Tillich 

suggests in The Shaking of the Foundations, “an element of not having and not knowing, and of 

waiting.”  
 

Transformation is not possible where we, not God, are secretly in control, arrogantly pretending 

we “know it all.” Prayer brings me face to face with the ultimate darkness. Prayer challenges me 

to enter the darkness. In the darkness I’m able to see my own insecurity. In the darkness I learn I 

need light from Someone else. I cannot provide light for myself. Light is a gift that needs to be 

received. 
 

For the most part, the life of prayer is lived in darkness. 

 

An Escape Valve 
 

Yesterday was a big day for me personally. I felt uplifted. It began at Mass at the MC sisters. 

Actually, it began on a sad note before I drove away from Santa Chiara. As I was backing out of 

our compound, the way was blocked by a parked vehicle. The gateman managed to get the driver 

to clear the way for me. At closer look, the vehicle appeared to be from a hospital. Just before 

driving a way the guy from across the street motioned for me to stop. He told me his sister died. 

I said I was sorry. Then he pointed to the vehicle. I cold clearly see it was what passes for an 

ambulance in Haiti. The corpse of his sister was in the ambulance. She had died overnight in his 

houses. I am embraced my neighbor and expressed my condolences. He thanked me. I drove off. 
 

[After Mass, I visited my neighbor. Patrick came with me to translate. He told us that his older 

sister had a stoke some time ago. Afterward, he had to bathe her and care for her. Recently she 

had improved to the point he no longer had to bathe her. I used to see her just seating on the steps 

of their house. When they went to her room to wake her this morning, she was dead. She probably 

had another stroke while she was sleeping.] 
 

Before Fr. Tom arrived a Missionaries of Charity vehicle entered the compound. I was delighted 

to see the former superior of the house emerged from the car. After Mass she asked how my kids 

were doing. I learned that she was now at another MC house not far from Delmas, 31. She invited 

me to visit. Fr. Tom said to the sister, “We noticed after you moved out that some of the silverware 



was missing.” He never stops teasing the sisters…or me. He told the sisters that during his homily 

I never write anything in my little black book. I said, “I only write things down when you say 

something interesting and of lately you rarely say anything interesting.” And so it went. Until I 

got serious after Tom said I looked tired. I told him about my reaction the day before to the image 

of the Fifth Station of the Cross, featuring Simon the Cyrene helping Jesus carry his cross. Tom 

said we are alike in that we both get frustrated and even angry at the things get done (and not 

done) in Haiti. We talked about the alternating periods of lightness and darkness. 
 

Then I asked Fr. Tom for a favor that I’ve been wanting to ask him for a long time. I asked him if 

I could have a room at his place that I could call my own. He said sure. He would love that. I was 

surprised when he said, “Come now. I’ll show you a few rooms and you can have the one you 

like.” I followed him to his place, which is literally around the block from the MC sisters. 
 

The first room he showed was adjacent to a garden, featuring a statue of St. Francis of Assisi. The 

room is a structure that is detached from the main building. It has two rooms. The one he showed 

me had air conditioning. The room actually had two rooms. The outer room was a living room. 

It had chairs and a table as well as a kitchen sink. The back room was a bed room. Tom had the 

only key to the room. He then showed me a few rooms on the second floor above his chapel. 

Adjacent to the rooms was a nice sitting area. I told him I liked the first room. He said, “It is 

yours.” He would make sure the guards would always give me access to the compound and he 

would make me a key. I was really delighted. I told Tom I really needed an escape valve, a place 

where I could get away from Santa Chiara for a few hours. He seemed happy that I would be 

hanging out there from time to time. 
 

As we were speaking, a UN vehicle drove into Fr. Tom’s compound. Fr. Tom introduced me to 

the guy from the UN as “a good man.” I said, “Tom, I didn’t know you knew any good men.” 

The UN guy laughed. Of course, Tom spends most of his time with murders and gang members. 

The UN guy’s wife is from Peru. I told him about the two films I made in Peru featuring my friend 

Dr. Tony Lazzara. I promised to give him a DVD of The Patients of a Saint. He promised to visit 

Santa Chiara with his wife and kids.  

 

Only Faith 
 

In response to yesterday’s rather dark Journal, a reader wrote: Deceitful people abound for you. 

Last night in our discussion of John Lewis’ book Across That Bridge we talked about how on earth 

he could endure the hate and abuse that followed him and his friends day by day. The conclusion 

was that only faith made it possible. The same is true for you. Only faith will bring salvation to 

SCCC…and you. 

 

 

I end with some photos of my second home in Haiti that I took later in the day 

yesterday just to absorb the gift Fr. Tom had given me. 
 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 
 

 

 

 



 
Fr. Tom’s Chapel 

 
 

 

Final Word: the lawyer could not make it yesterday. But he summarized his findings in regard 

to the adoptions in a phone call to Patrick, and the news was very discouraging.  


