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Sleeping Birds 
 

On the first day of the New Year, I opted for a solitary 40-minute walk at a bird sanctuary. But it 

seems the birds were up very late the night before celebrating the New Year and were sleeping 

late as I did not see one bird.  
 

 
 

 
This man and his young daughter fishing were the only humans I encountered. 

I wish Bency and Naïve and other Santa Chiara kids could experience this place. 



 
 

 
A reflection of God’s creative love. 

 

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.  



 
During my last week in Haiti my breathing became more labored 

due to all the burning of garbage. My week in Florida gives me a chance to recover. 

Clean air, hot water & air conditioning are the troika of pleasures unknown in Haiti. 

But now, those pleasures are subdued because I miss Stéphanie so much. 

She has a meeting with an immigration lawyer on Friday. 

Meanwhile on my April and May trips to Florida, I will spend fewer days here. 
 

Extending compassion to all people, even our enemies, is the very heart of the Christian faith. Jesus makes 

it abundantly clear that compassion is to be our central spiritual practice. And through compassion, we are 

better able to control greed and work together for the equitable distribution of the resources of God’s creation 

through the fullest utilization of humanity’s creative ingenuity, so that one day soon there will be no hunger 

on planet Earth, and that everyone will be able to fulfill the basic human desire to live fruitfully. 
 

For St. Francis, all of creation was his brother or sister. In his exquisite Canticle of Creation, which was the 

saint’s poetic summation of his spirituality, written near the end of his life when he was exhausted by 

fasting and illness and was completely blind, he cried out to the Lord. He felt God told him that his 

sufferings were nothing compared to the immeasurable treasure waiting for him in heaven. Francis was 

instantly filled with joy, as if a brilliantly bright sun had risen in darkness of his soul. Being a poet and 

lover of song, Francis responded to the message with a poem meant to be sung. In the poem, he calls the sun 

his brother, the moon and stars his sisters. There is Brothers Wind and Air, Sister Water, Brother Fire, and 

Sister Earth who is our mother. He ends the poem by praising Sister Death. 
 

Francis had left his self by integrating his entire being into everything he could see, hear, touch, fell, and 

smell. All of creation was united in the mind of God, in the heart of Jesus. Francis was telling us that all of 

creation is united with God, the creator of all, and the essence of that mystical union is best expressed and 

fully realized in the spirit of fraternity in which all of creation forms an unseen oneness. The canticle 

eloquently expressed saint’s attitude of grateful dependency on all things as gifts from God. All things: 

good and bad. For Francis, the sacred had electrified the cosmos and the cosmos was manifested within him. 

For Francis, there could never be a separation between the Creator and the creation. 


