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The Power of Love 
 

In response to Saturday’s Journal that addressed my personal struggles, as well as those of 

Thomas Merton, one reader wrote: I like your quote of the uncertain Thomas Merton and your 

analogous situation in Haiti. Another reader wrote: The journals have all of us searching our inner selves 

for who and what we are, and what God wills us to be. What God wishes us to be is fully revealed in 

the life of Jesus.  
 

Jesus desired that we do no harm to anyone, that we embrace and support all of life, all of creation. 

Jesus revealed that the creative force of the universe created by God was all-encompassing love. 

Jesus calls us to exercise the power of love to transform our wounded world beginning with our 

neighbors. To love all fully is God’s will. The power of love is unleashed when we earnestly begin 

to live a life of nonviolence, which opens our hearts to the suffering of the poor and outcasts 

struggling for survival on the fringes of society.  
 

Theologian Elizabeth Johnson understands acting with loving compassion to others in need as 

participating in the flow of God’s compassion. In her book Abounding in Kindness, she writes: To 

deny one’s connection with the suffering needs of others is to detach oneself from divine communion. She 

goes on to say: Solidarity with those who suffer, being there with commitment to their flourishing, is the 

locus of encounter with the living God.  
 

Abounding in Kindness: Writings for the People of God 

 [Orbis Books: 2015, 47–48] 
 

 
Man dying of AIDS in Uganda. (Circa 2009) 

 

St. Francis found God not in pomp and glory, but in infirmity and foolishness. 

He found the God of endless light hiding in the shadows, on the margins of society. 



Abounding in Cruelty 
 

Not long after writing the first page of this Journal, I heard the sobering news from Gabens that 

on Sunday in a church not far from us, in Delmas 29, kidnappers grabbed the pastor and two 

members of the church. Their time of worship and praise became a time of abduction and horror.  
 

A radio station reported that the kidnappers in Haiti set a goal of collecting a million dollars in 

ransom from the families of the victims.  
 

Gabens also reported that a well-know man is his neighborhood was found dead; he was shot 

and stoned. He was killed on a short bridge in Girardoville, where I lived for a short time in 2010. 

I know the spot very well. I walked over the bridge many times. During my last trip, I drove over 

the bridge twice. Tomorrow the kids will not be going to school, because it is a strike day, which 

means the people of Haiti will strike against the continued violence. Meanwhile, Gabens and 

Robenson managed to secure (after hours of searching) enough diesel fuel to keep our big 

generator operating for the week. However, gas is still scarce…and we are on the verge of empty.  
 

After the Divine Liturgy on Sunday, a parishioner asked me how things were in Haiti. I had now 

idea how to answer. I said a little something about the violence. As I walked to my car, I knew it 

would be impossible for any to imagine life in Haiti no matter what I said.  
 

It is hard to enjoy this… 

 
…when the suffering in Haiti weighs on my heart. 

 

I try to lose myself in the beauty, 

capturing images that capture me. 

It doesn’t work.  



 
 

 
 

There must be a time 
when a man of prayer goes to pray 

as if it were the first time in his life 
he had ever prayed, 

when the man of resolutions puts his 
resolutions aside 

as if they had all been broken, 
and he learns, a different wisdom… 

Thomas Merton (The Hidden Ground of Love) 


