
December 25, 2020 

The Heart of All Reality 
 

The following reflection comes from my film Mud Pies & Kites, which I narrated. It was written during 

my Advent 2010 trip to Haiti. 
 

Advent helps us see the need to pause and contemplate the deep and magnificent meaning of the 

Incarnation: that God, in a supreme act of Self-emptying love, became poor for us, entering fully 

into our flawed humanity in order that we could have the chance to enter more fully into God’s 

perfect divinity. Advent was the perfect time to be in Haiti. 
 

The primary motivation for God’s incarnation is God’s goodness, not human sinfulness. The 

Incarnation is a dynamic expression of God’s overflowing love and mercy, as well as a revelation 

of God’s poverty and humility. Through the Incarnation we find redemption and completion, 

making it the heart of all reality. Christmas is a time for us to see more clearly our own poverty 

and weakness in order to better receive the gift of God’s transforming love. 
 

In Haiti, it was easy to see how Christmas is a time for us to emulate, as best we can, God’s love 

and goodness by sharing the mercy and compassion we have experienced through our lived 

experience of Christ’s birth in the stable of our humble hearts. 
 

In the slums of Haiti, I’m stripped bare of all pretentions, all sense of superiority. I stand in the 

midst of the swirling, turbulent world of overwhelming want, feeling the pain and not knowing 

how to respond. But God says let my eyes, my hands, my mouth become your eyes, your hands, 

your mouth. With my mouth, give a smile to each sad face. To the person who has become 

hardened and hopeless, give them my heart. This is the gift of Christmas: the heart of God born 

afresh within each of us. 
 

The Last Gift 
 

Tomorrow I’ll share photos from our Christmas Eve party. It was a wonderful day. For now, I’d 

like to share with you the one huge surprise that came moments after Santa Claus presented the 

last gift left under the tree. The recipient was a woman staffer. It was a medium size box that was 

very light. It was impossible to guess the contents of box. She ripped the wrapping off the box. 

She opened the box. Inside was a smaller wrapped box. She removed the second box and ripped 

the wrapping from it. What is this? It was a Tupperware food storage container, which was not 

holding food. Inside was an envelope with her name written on it. She opened the envelope. It 

was a sweet, romantic Christmas card…from me. Inside the card was this hand-written question: 

Will you marry me? She was too shocked to respond. We were surrounded by kids playing with 

their gifts. She was the MC of the party…and she had more work to do as the gift distribution 

ended and the focus shifted to serving the meal. Her name is Jarline Marcellus. She showed the 

card to the two nurses, her sister, Baby, and Billy. They were excited. She came up to me and 

whispered in my ear: “Yes.” By the time the meal was over, word had spread. It took some time 

to clean up the party mess. There were lots gift wrappings, torn boxes to pick up and haul to the 

trash. There was spilled food on the ground to be swept up. It was well after 6:00pm before Jarline 

and I sit face to face and absorb the reality of my popping the question. Then we went to Mass.    



 
 

 


