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Becoming Instruments of Love, Compassion & Peace 
 

Life in Haïti is humbling. Every day you smack up against your own limitations. The heaviness 

of life’s burdens is felt every day. Suffering is a constant reality. I had such big dreams for our 

humble home for abandoned kids. My mistakes, the uneducated staff, the intensity of the poverty, 

the mindboggling violence, the bitter frustrations of poor Haitians, deadly natural disasters, a 

deeply corrupt government, money shortages, bad roads, protests that blocked main roads with 

burning tires, daily kidnappings, shakedowns by police, power outages, and the language and 

cultural barrier I faced dashed all hopes of implementing my dream, my vision, for the Santa 

Chiara Children’s Center.  
 

Our survival, as well as any chance for change and growth, depended on a different approach. 

Forget the future. We had to get through each day. Long term was tomorrow. In the spirit of St. 

Thèrése of Lisieux, I had to do little things with love for God. This was not easy. Most days, my 

frustrations were greater than my faith. I often oozed more anger than love. My weaknesses were 

laid bare. My spiritual equilibrium often failed me. But somehow, my resolve rarely waned.  Each 

day I simply got up, let the frustrations and defeats of the previous day go, and kept pressing 

forward no matter the obstacles that confronted me. I joked a lot, trying always to be cheerful. I 

felt that a day without laughter would be deadly. I personally survived on hugs from little kids. 

Moments of tenderness, moments of kindness, moments of mercy, moments of prayerful silence 

were the fuel that got me through the harshness of the day.  
 

I seemed to always be on the brink of burnout. In May 2018, it was so bad, I forced myself to take 

a break, and with the help of two Franciscan friars (and priests), one from Ireland, the other from 

America, I spent five days in a friary in Rome where the friars took great care of me, and ten days 

in a private apartment in Assisi. In Assisi I was permitted to dip in and out of a study pilgrimage 

traveling by a charted bus to Franciscan shrines in Umbria and Tuscany. During that trip I was 

able to reconnect to the spirit of St. Francis of Assisi (whose feast day we celebrate today) that so 

inspired me to spend nearly five years writing my book The Sun & Moon Over Assisi, much of 

which was written in that same friary in Rome. I long to return to Assisi one more time to fuel 

what time I have left above ground.  
 

At Santa Chiara (named in honor of St. Clare of Assisi), I tried to walk in the footsteps of St. 

Francis. It was impossible. I failed every day. Yet the Franciscan ideal was always in my heart, on 

my mind, in my eyes. I prayed for the strength not to give up, to keep trying no matter how many 

times I faltered and fell from grace.  
 

St. Francis of Assisi only desired to follow and imitate Christ; he wanted to empty himself of all 

that was inhospitable to Christ. He spent half his time alone in prayer, usually in some 

mountainside cave, far from the hustle and bustle of life below. The other half of his time was 

spent in loving care of those living on the periphery of life, the poor, the outcasts, the suffering, 

the lepers. He was a servant to all those in need. Francis lived a life of utter simplicity, taking no 

thought of the next day. He loathed the cruelty and violence of the Crusades and desired to enter 

into authentic dialogue with Muslims. His life of holiness made him one with all of creation.  
 

St. Francis of Assis became a living instrument of love, compassion, and peace. This is our calling. 



 
The Basilica of St. Francis in Assisi 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 


