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The Language of the Heart 
 

I spent all day on Tuesday trying to declutter my small apartment. It was a monumental project that was 

long delayed in tackling. I still had boxes of stuff moved from California more than three years ago. The task 

spilled into much of yesterday. I relocated stuff, dumped stuff, and genuinely wore myself out strolling 

down memory lane. Along the way, I sifted through endless scraps of my writing and notes from various 

film and book projects that never were completed. Here is one snippet from a 2014 attempt to pull together 

the spiritual reflections sprinkled throughout my poverty films for a proposed booklet on the work of Pax et 

Bonum Communications. I smiled at the words I had written that stood in stark contrast to the clutter I 

was trying to defeat. I cringed when I thought of all the stuff in the storage unit. 
 

Jesus identified with the poor and the rejected, showing us that God lies waiting where the world 

never thinks to look. Saint Francis reminds me to look at my relationship to everything in my life. 

He makes me take a second look at what “ownership” means. He tells me that everything belongs 

to God, who in His infinite love allows me to use them. This prevents me from clutching to things 

as “mine,” and instead fills me gratitude for the generosity of God who has loaned me I need. 

That shift in consciousness lifts a tremendous burden from my heart. Rather than holding on to 

what I own, I enjoy what has been temporarily loaned to me. Everything is gift; everything is 

God’s. Francis teaches me that I’m merely a humble steward gently holding things in trust, 

enjoying God’s bounty without becoming attached to anything. 
 

Poverty of spirit does not refer to an economic condition. It reflects the human reality that we are 

poor before God and, consequently, we need to radically depend on God alone for true 

fulfillment. We must be on guard not to confuse the necessities of life with what is luxurious. The 

humble simplicity that embodies poverty of spirit stands in stark contrast with the unbridled 

pursuit of comfort, power, pleasure and riches which permeates a society that prizes possessions 

as a good in itself. Poverty of spirit is a means of maintaining a continual attitude of dying to self 

without succumbing to self-hatred or causing a lack of self-esteem. We need to die to self because 

it is the only way to be fully alive to God. 
 

Christ-like transformation is not concerned with acquiring more but in letting go of more, and 

becoming more present to those with less. The best way you can show your love of God is to be 

merciful to others. Every act of mercy and kindness brings us closer to the reality of God. Growing 

closer to God is our real job in life. We need to open our eyes and see the many blessings God has 

given us and then we must share them freely with others. Do not be afraid of enjoying the full 

freedom of giving your life away. In Seeds of Contemplation, Thomas Merton reminds us: “We do 

not detach ourselves from things in order to attach ourselves to God, but rather we become 

detached from ourselves in order to see and use all things in and for God.” 
 

The human heart is drawn to God. The language of the heart is love. Not soft, wimpy, fleeting, 

Hollywood-style love, but a bold, deep, penetrating love that requires openness and 

transformation, a love that perpetually gives itself away. We live in a world of hearts. Sadly, most 

hearts are broken, unloved, and unable to love. God wants to give us new hearts, mystical hearts 

throbbing to love, and to be loved. If you can imagine a world of divinely transformed hearts, 



you will see a world at peace, a world of plenty where no one goes hungry. Such a world begins 

within each of us, if we are able to shake off the countless distractions of modern life and pay 

attention to the silent voice of God. 
 

As I was cleaning, I kept feeling I needed to be doing something else, something more important. I was 

keenly aware of the little time left before returning to Haiti. Yesterday, getting the Covid test ate up two 

how precious hours. But dealing with the cramped space was important. It is hard to organize the actual 

administrative work I must do in the midst of so much clutter. As I sifted through boxes of stored books, I 

often got lost in the pages of some of the books I had once cherished…and still do. It was like visiting old 

friends. Why were they hidden away in boxes at the back of a closet? I wanted to liberate them, bring them 

out into the light of the day. But there was no room to add another bookcase. The only available space was 

too small for a bookcase. But not a crate. I zipped out to a craft store that I recalled sold unpainted or 

unstained wooden crates. I bought four. I stacked them one atop another. Suddenly I had a humble home of 

some venerable books. Even though it looked crazy, I was happy to see my friends liberated from the dark 

closet. 
 

I gotta share something funny that happened last Saturday. Some weeks ago, a friend of Dr. Tony’s (from 

Peru) called me. He had a second home on the western coast of Florida (the gulf coast). On some of his visits 

to Florida he and his wife take a four-hour drive to Ft. Pierce to visit old friends. He called last week to say 

he would be in Ft. Pierce on the coming Friday and Saturday and was hoping to have breakfast with me 

before he drove home. The breakfast conversation was so engaging we were in the restaurant for 2½ hours. 

The restaurant was located on the mainland just before the bridge to the island. I invited them to follow me 

over the bridge to Jetty Park. After a short walk, they came to my apartment as I wanted to give them a 

book and a film. I warned them the apartment was a mess. In fact, they were the first people to actual visit 

the apartment. OK, after that long windup here comes the pitch. I was looking for one film which I could 

not find. I walked into the small kitchenette and opened a cabinet where normal people store dishes or food 

not needing refrigeration. I had I books and DVD’s in one of my overhead cabinets. The wife said: “That is 

something I’ve never seen before.” We all laughed. After they left, I stood in the middle of the mess and 

knew I had to do something. By the time the project was done later yesterday afternoon, I felt really good. 
 

Someday, I’ll tackle all that is in the storage unit, including about a thousand books in boxes. So much for 

Christ’s suggestion to take nothing for the journey. 
 

Yesterday, Gabens drove Dr. Stéphanie and Moïse to the Jerusalem Clinic for a follow-up visit with the 

pediatrician and to get a needed vaccine for him. Later in the day during a video call, Steph pointed her cell 

phone toward a bunch of the little kids. They began jumping and screaming “Papa Gerry” and asking for 

cookies.  

 

 

 


