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Resurrection 
 

Finding signs of resurrection among the miracles of the natural world are easy to spot if our eyes 

are truly opened and our minds are present and not distracted. There is solace to be found in the 

inexhaustible world of nature. 
 

 
 

This dead tree stump in our yard offered me a surprised when I saw new life coming from it. 

Resurrection is happening all around us. I see it in kids and the amazing changes many of them 

are making. 

 

The Little Way 
 

Here is the beginning of an essay Dorothy Day wrote in January 1951. 
 

This last year at St. Joseph’s House of Hospitality we gave out, roughly speaking and 

underestimating it at that, 460,000 meals. Also 18,250 night’s lodgings. This is what the world sees 

and if we wished to impress the world we would multiply this by eighteen years, and the figures 

would truly be impressive.  

 

But suppose a mother would say, in a plea for sympathy, “I’ve put one thousand and ninety-five 

meals on the table this last year. I’ve washed over fifty thousand dished.” 

 

It is easy to how foolish it is to look at things in this light, in this big way. I am sure God is not 

counting meals. He is looking at Tony Aratari, Joe Monroe, Ray Taylor, turning off their alarm 

clocks at five every morning to go downstairs to start coffee and cut the bread. They get no credit 

for being noble. They have no realization of dying to themselves, of giving up their lives. They 

are more often than not abused by friends and relatives for not getting jobs, using their education, 

“supporting themselves,” instead of living on charity. “This then is perfect joy,” St. Francis would 

say. 



We all wish for recognition of one kind or another. But it is mass action people think of these 

days. They lose sight of the sacrament of the present moment—of the little way. 
 

There was a time when I liked to tout the numbers of kids living with us. Or the number of sandwiches I 

made. But the numbers do not tell the story. Each day, we care for one sick child at a time. As I right this, 

Dr. Stéphanie is in the clinic treating Olganitha’s sore throat. We treat one sick staffer at a time. We prepare 

one meal for four dozen kids at a time. We remove maggots from the head of one kid at a time. We give hugs 

to one kid at a time. It is a series of small actions that tell the bigger story. There are diapers to be changed, 

clothes to be washed, floors to be mopped, pots to be scrubbed, vegetables to be chopped up, shopping trips 

to make, propane gas tanks to be filled, water jugs to be moved inside, flowers to be watered, pavements to 

be swept, uniforms to be ironed, beds to be made, cuts to be bandaged, kids to be escorted to and from school. 

Hundreds upon hundreds of small daily actions to be performed every day. I hear the kitchen ladies 

preparing breakfast at four in the morning. 
 

This is what we do. This is who we are. Just doing all the little things that must be done, day in and day 

out, year and year, to help all the kids in our care. 
 

It all began with one child, who is now a young 22-year-old woman who will graduate high school next 

month. Here name is Orlane, but is known as Baby. She works the weekend shift at Santa Chiara. I first 

me her the summer of 2010 and have cared for her as a daughter ever since. 
 

 
 


