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Ian and Aaron 
 

As of six in the morning yesterday, the wind was still howling, with gusts topping 40mph. As 

Ian crossed Florida it inflicted a huge amount of damage from wind and rain. This photo was 

taken on the Jetty in Ft. Pierce on Wednesday by a photographer for a local newspaper.  
 

 
 

I was a 14-year-old boy living in New York City in 1961 when NY Yankee Roger Maris hit his 61st 

home run, topping the Babe Ruth’s record of 60 home runs. 61 years later, on Wednesday night 

when all eyes were on Florida, Aaron Judge hit his 61st home run in a game in Toronto.   
 

 



The Whistling Wind 
 

Sunrise yesterday revealed the massive extend of the damage in the wake of Ian’s path across 

Florida. The part of the causeway to Sanibel Island was washed away, a roof of hospital was 

blown off, homes destroyed, roads rendered unpassable, and downed power lines left millions 

without electricity. A slight shift in the trajectory of the hurricane before hit land spared some 

cities and decimated others. At least nine people were killed; the death toll could go much higher. 
 

As I watched some of the early morning news coverage, it drove home to me the fragility, 

randomness, and uncertainty of life. Of course, I see that clearly in Haiti. As I looked around my 

small, humble apartment, I saw so many things I treasure―books, art, icons, photographs, and 

memorabilia―I wondered how I would feel if the next hurricane to hit Florida comes ashore on 

the island where I live and rips the roof off my apartment and all the things I treasured were lost. 

Of course, we can’t live in fear of losing our home and all we have, yet the fear of losing people 

we love and things we cherish always lurks in the back of our minds. We also fear getting a 

catastrophic illness. All of this should focus our attention on what we really love and value…and 

perhaps letting go of things that we deem unessential.  
 

As I write this at 8:42 on Thursday morning, the wind is loud whistling as it blows the light rain 

sideways. I’ve muted the TV, so all I hear is the wind. What is the wind saying to me? On the 

beach last night [Wednesday], the wind nearly knocked me over. So many things in life can knock 

us over. I’ve been knocked about many times since I first landed in Haiti. Saw many dreadful 

things. A child I loved died. People close to me lied to me, cheated me, stole from me, and even 

threatened me. The wind is blowing me back over the last dozen bruising years. I feel a sadness 

rising within me. I’ve tried letting the bad stuff go, but reminders of the abuse and betrayal keep 

cropping.   
 

10:45am: the sun just peeked through the clouds for a few seconds. The wind is whistling a softer tune. It 

reminds me that in the last year there has been sunlight rising in my darkness. Thomas Merton reminded 

us that we were created to be “manifestations of divine beauty” in a world that is “absolutely transparent, 

and the divine is shining through all the time.” 
 

Some Christians say that suffering is a momentary infliction preparing us for eternal glory. I 

question that view. They even say the experience of suffering is the fullest expression of God’s 

love. That too sound like convoluted and unsubstantiated reasoning. I do not see the suffering 

I’ve endured as a ticket to heaven. Good works should not be a bargaining chip for a better seat 

in eternity. Suffering is a toll for learning. Suffering is an effective teacher. Suffering teaches us 

about the life-giving dimension of mercy. Suffering prompts us to look inward. “One may have 

a blazing hearth in one’s soul,” wrote Vincent van Gogh, “and yet no one ever comes to sit by it.” 

Suffering helps us sit…and perhaps feel the warmth of our soul’s burning hearth fired by God’s 

love. 
 

Everything in my life, the good and especially the bad, brought me to this moment…and made 

me who I am right now. Hildegard of Bingen wrote that “God has built the human form into the 

cosmic structure; all things are arranged in consideration of everything else.” My friend the late 



Irish priest and writer Daniel O’Leary wrote: “The contemplative heart grieves at the greed that 

hacks across these fragile lifelines of universal wholeness.” The greed of a few in Haiti is hurting 

many Haitians; they do not see the connectedness between themselves and the poor. They know 

nothing of mercy, nothing of love beyond their own small circle.  
 

Under the dark clouds of Florida, we can sense the brooding presence of the Spirit if our hearts 

are open. The divine mystery is part of the fabric of the human condition. Politicians in America 

routinely lie and sow seeds of mistrust and division thereby splintering the wholeness we seem 

unable to reach. 
 

“We belong to a reality greater than our own,” writes the Irish Catholic priest and author 

Diarmuid O’Murchu in his book Evolutionary Faith, “and it is now time to embrace the cosmic 

and planetary context within which our story and the story of all life unfolds.”  

 

Switching gears: Yesterday Steph’s Grandmother, who is 83, and the youngest of her two 

younger brothers, Wade, who is 15, visited Santa Chiara. Grandmas played with some of 

the kids and then the family sat together on the back bench with Moïse. Grandma is 

wonderful, animated, and funny. She is always smiling. I have encouraged her to spent 

time at Santa Chiara as the kids need a grandma. Bency took the photo. 
 

 
 

 


