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The Light of Love 
 

“Freedom is found in discovering the inner identity of the Soul in us that cannot be enslaved.” 

    -Rumi 
 

I’m certain of only one thing: my certainties were a hindrance to entering more deeply into my 

inner life of the Spirit. Over the last few years, I uprooted many things I once firmly held to be 

true or important. Along the way, things began to look different. I saw traces of love in things 

and people I had overlooked in the past. The air of fear and trauma I breathed for so long had 

created an inner fortress to wall out being wounded was slowly crumbling. Bad memories and a 

lifetime of hurts had to be brought into the light of Love and healed. This seems to be a process 

without end…and it takes a huge effort to undo the damage of a life wrongly lived by 

thoughtlessly embracing the misguided values of society…and even our parents. Like most 

people just trying to make their way in a complex world, I put too much credence and trust in the 

leaders of the Church and State. I passively went along with what was expected of me. 
 

I slowly saw that I had been a prisoner, not free to live in the moment, to fully experience life in 

all its wonder. For most of my life, all that really mattered was getting ahead, moving up, getting 

more stuff and more accolades. That was the predictable result of living in a culture of entitlement 

and greed…and putting others down. All that mattered was me, me, me. Before the advent of the 

cellphone, we were already a selfie generation. The energy that our self-righteousness creates 

permeates all of life and fosters an ever-deepening atmospheres of divisiveness. You are either with 

me or against. If you don’t think like me, I have nothing to learn from you. This is where we are today. 

There is little authentic dialogue, no taste for forgiveness, no openness to new ideas and ways of 

living. I got the truth, so bug off. We are on a fast rack to nowhere. Chaos is the order of the day. 

Harmony and mercy are unknown. Things seem to be spinning out of control. And they are. 

People are looking for the escape hatch. But there is no way out, because we have failed to love, 

failed to evolve and change, failed to work for the common good, to heal the wounded, to free 

people enslaved by war, poverty, and the culture of verbal and physical violence. We have 

become the walking wounded unconsciously seeking to wound others by our words and deeps. 
 

Haiti today is the world tomorrow. Democracy is dying, replaced by autocratic dictators. We are 

all headed for the cliff and a fall into global anarchy.  
 

There is little that I learned as a child and believed as an adult that has not been overturned and 

discarded as not only useless but also as dangerous to my inner well-being. After fourteen years 

of traveling the world making films on poverty in dreadful slums and seven years of serving the 

poor in Haiti, I’m slowly finding a new way of seeing, thinking, and loving. This of course makes 

me an outcast. And open to exploring the unknown seas beyond my shores of knowledge.  
 

The poet Rilke says that we’ve been grasped by what we cannot grasp, and Thomas Merton writes about 

being unsure of where he was going—and then the seas opened before his ship…so notes Paula D’Arcy, 

who goes on to say: 
 

Love does not come as a theory. It moves in bodies, in nature, in the ground beneath us 

and the space between. True Love is not emotional. It is a different nature, waiting in us 



like a secret seed. The illusion is that, by changing a system, an ideology, or our external  

circumstances, things will change. No; freedom is found in discovering the inner identity 

of the Soul in us that cannot be enslaved. It is in realizing that this Love is not a symbol 

or an ideal; it is a living power. 
 

…. 
 

There is a living love that exceeds our circumstances and our conditioning. That’s the 

truth we all must face. The profound problems of hatred, judgment, and revenge, our 

jealousies and our violence, will be solved by love, and love alone.  
 

The emancipation of the heart is to know that we were always free. Moving toward love 

or away from love, we are creating this world. 
 

Life in America is now marked by meanness and division. Life in Haiti is marked by hatred and 

violence. Only genuine and committed love will change the situation in both countries. 
 

At Santa Chiara we are trying to teach the kids a different way of thinking and acting. In the past 

we didn’t do a good job at that, mainly because we didn’t have the staff requires for that lofty 

goal and because just keeping the kids fed and healthy was already a herculean task. But with 

innovative new management and additional professional help, as well as replacing ineffectual 

staff, we are beginning to make modest headway in the direction of giving our kids a chance to 

grow into adults who can make a difference in their families and communities. Hopefully we will 

instill in them the values of compassion, forgiveness, kindness, reconciliation, and nonviolence 

that will make a difference in many lives. We need to change before we can inspire change in 

others.   
 

The Reality of Life 
 

Yesterday I received a response to Saturday’s Journal that deeply touched me. The writer gave me 

permission to share her thoughts if I did so anonymously.  
 

Gerry, Glad you are home safe and sound!! One sentence from yesterday’s journal that struck me 

was that Jesus wanted liberation for people of all that bound them and held them down. I have 

recently recovered from a year and a half depression. I feel liberated again. My husband is in 

chemotherapy for a bone disease. He is 71 and we have had 45 years together. A big part of my 

depression was FOLH. Fear of losing husband…but every day I had your journal to ground me 

to the reality of life for so many…my sisters and brothers in Haiti. Thank you again for your 

perseverance. You have helped me, truly. 
 

 

Wow…45 years together! That’s love. My sister and her husband have been married for 61 years. What the 

woman shared showed my that our ministry reaches far beyond the borders of Haiti. Writing the Journal is 

a major part of my work; writing it is hard work. On days I want to stop writing it, it is messages like this 

one that keeps me thinking and typing.  
 

Last night, a kid with my last name took a nasty fall and required emergency surgery. Dr. Steph did the 

sowing and I did the holding the kid down. Lots of blood and screaming. Baby documented it with cellphone 

photography which I will share tomorrow. 


