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Each Moment 
 

We begin each day 

without knowing 

how it will end. 

But in that very beginning 

we see the promise, 

see the road to fulfillment. 
 

In Haiti, I often sit 

on the balcony 

in the pre-dawn darkness 

sipping coffee 

and watching the sunrise 

slowly and faithfully bringing 

the fresh promise 

of new hope. 
 

The radiant hope of God’s light 

is truly present 

at the dawn of each new day, 

yet we are often 

too sleepy 

or too distracted 

to see it. 

Each moment 

of the coming day 

is a rebirth, 

each moment 

a Christmas miracle. 
 

And each moment 

presents us with 

an opportunity 

to become more Christ-like, 

to respond to every person, 

especially every poor or suffering person, 

and to every situation, 

with love and compassion. 
 

Each moment 

gives us 

an opportunity 

to be instruments 



of grace and peace. 

Each moment 

offers us 

an opportunity 

to reject our 

culture of death 

and promote 

a culture of life. 

Each moment 

presents us 

a chance 

to transform our hearts 

and our society. 
 

Each moment 

gives us an opportunity 

to be embraced by 

the tenderness of God’s love, 

an abundant love 

that is generously extended 

to all beings 

without exception. 
 

All of creation is 

 one Holy Family,  

which we, 

in our pride and selfishness, 

have torn asunder. 

As God’s children, 

we are, as Paul says, 

“holy and beloved,” 

and we are called to express 

“heartfelt compassion, kindness, 

humility, gentleness and patience” 

in our relationship 

with each other 

and all of creation. 
 

But we do not. 

I do not. 

But that is 

the goal of our journey. 

Each day 

we need to 



redirect our efforts, 

check the maps 

of our inner lives. 

I do so by scribbling down 

some of the avalanche of thoughts 

that dot my days 

and the meager periods of 

stillness and silence 

that I try to carve out of each day. 

I record my scattered thoughts 

primarily for myself. 

I need them. 

Desperately. 

It is so easy for me 

to forget the lessons 

I have learned, 

so easy to forget 

the gentle whispering 

I faintly and occasionally hear 

in the stillness of 

prayer and contemplation. 
 

And, perhaps more shockingly, 

it is often easy for me to forget 

the pain and suffering 

I’ve seen in the many horrific slums 

I’ve filmed around the world 

and that I see every day 

here in misery-plagued Haiti. 

I need to be constantly reminded 

of the self-emptying love of Christ, 

which I am called to imitate 

in my own halting, clumsy, limited 

way. 

 


