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Opening Ourselves Up to What Is 
 

As we travel through Lent inching our way to an Easter resurrection, God is inviting us to the 

timelessness of peace and joy and all the qualities of the Spirit. It is easy to miss the invitation 

amidst the relentless march of madness from Ukraine and the endless suffering of many people 

imprisoned by the cruelty of poverty.  
 

God is becoming incarnate in our lives. But our minds are clouded. We are upset over the troubles 

of the world and so we don’t see what is: the ever-present love of God. 
 

Peace has many cousins: serenity, quiet, centeredness, stillness, and silence, to name just a few. 
 

As I write this it is early Sunday morning. It rained all night. The air is cool, crisp. The sun is not 

able to break through the lingering clouds. The wet trees are happy. There is no dust from the 

dirt roads in the air. The birds are singing and no one is shooting gun. The kids are quiet. I’m 

sipping my coffee and feeling at peace.  
 

Finding peace is opening ourselves up to what is. Doing so is often hard because of our craving 

for something that is not here…something we want but don’t have. The craving can be so deep 

they become addictions that rob us of any form of peace. 
 

Peace evolves from silence and solitude. That does not mean we must become cloistered monks 

or nuns. The world can be our cloister. We must come to understand that static noise keeps us on 

the superficial level of life. We need to find inner silence when noise surrounds us. This takes lots 

of work. I’m slowly learning how to live spiritually in my chaotic, busy life.  
 

Because trials, temptations, and frustrations are part of human life, there is a deep human need 

for silence. The silence that gives rise to true inner solitude can be achieved anywhere. Through 

the practice of setting time aside each day for stillness and silence (the length of time is not as 

important as the intentionality of setting some time aside) to cultivate a state of inner stillness 

and stability to sense the presence of God in the events of everyday. 
 

Within everyone there is a magnetism of silence that pulls us toward the source of our being. The 

trick is not to drift beyond the pull of the magnet. Setting just a few minutes aside for silence each 

day prevents that from happening. 

 

My kids know one Italian word: silenzio. 

 

Postscript 
 

On Saturday night around 10:00pm my phone rang. It was my good friend Fr. John Dear. We 

spoke for nearly an hour. It was wonderful. He told me about the memorial service for Dr. Paul 

Farmer in Boston. He said that Bill Clinton grabbed his cell phone to take a selfie of them. Most 

of our talk was more serious in nature. Having spent a week here at Santa Chiara, Fr. John’s 

interest in the home is far from passing. Steph and I woke up late on Sunday. I can’t remember 



the last time I slept until 7:00am. It was possible because it was raining and the kids weren’t 

running around the yard making noise before daybreak. I was in such a good space I was able to 

write the above reflection. A little after nine in the morning, we went downstairs. We were headed 

for the supermarket in Pétionville. I am on a special diet and the different kinds of food I need 

can only be found in the Caribbean Market. On this trip, I’ve lost eight pounds; normally my time 

in Haiti each month I gain that much weight and forced to lose most of it when I’m in Florida, 

where it is easier to get the types of food I need.  
 

As I walked to the car, I heard loud music and voices. It sounded as if it was coming from the 

toddler’s room. I went to the window and looked inside. The room was empty. As I walked past 

the enclosed supervisor’s office, the music and voices grew louder. I asked someone if the radio 

was playing. The staff had a boom box with big speakers. The used it to play music during an 

evening exercise program for the older girls. They know I do not like the music to be played 

loudly. They often ignore my directive. So, I removed the radio. I thought someone had taken it 

from Gabens’ office. But no. I was told the music and noise was coming from a computer in the 

supervisor’s door. I opened the door and was shocked to see at least a dozen kids crowed into 

the small office, huddled around the supervisor’s desk. He was playing a movie on his laptop 

computer. 
 

Any traces of peace were instantly gone. I became angry. I shouted, “Turn that computer off.” All 

the kids ran from the room. I was so angry on the drive it took the entire 40-minute drive for me 

to calm down. Everyone knows I do not want the children exposed to the media. We have a TV 

mounted to the wall in the school. It is not hooked up to the internet. Material is downloaded to 

a memory card from which “educational” material is shown. But it seems other people other than 

the head teacher is downloading material. Often the TV becomes a babysitter.  
 

I removed the TV. It will be reinstalled after strict guidelines are in place. That is, the hours the 

TV can be used, that only material that was previewed and approved by both the head teacher 

and Gabens can be shown to the kids. No one is ever to show any material to the children from a 

computer. The kids need to play and to learn…not spend endless hours watching TV.  
 

Haiti is a tough place. The kids need to be prepared to survive and thrive in a hostile environment. 

That will only happen if we prepare them for the reality of life in Haiti. 
 

I often say to the wind: “All I want is one peaceful day in this insane country.” It never happens. 

 

A Kind Word 
 

Yesterday morning while I was at the market a Journal reader from Montana sent me this 

message: “A beautiful happy post for a Sunday morning smile and then the sadness. Ahh. You 

will never know how powerfully you are impacting your children Gerry but little hints are ever 

present. I love the smiling faces and the individuality of them all. They are thriving, blooming 

before you.” I needed that. 


