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When the Heart Speaks 
 

The Sabbath as a day of rest is not for the purpose of recovering one’s lost strength and becoming fit 
for the forthcoming labor. The Sabbath is a day for the sake of life. Man is not a beast if burden 
and the Sabbath is not for the purpose of enhancing the efficiency of his [or her] work. 

-Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel 
 

Yesterday I was tied up in knots over my obsession with the Notre Dame Magazine essay and 

my paralyzing concern about its length, as well as worrying about the explosive situation in Haiti. 

This trip had gifted me with three extra days because I left Haiti earlier than scheduled because 

of security concerns. Suddenly, I felt I was running out of time, that I had four days left before 

my flight back to Haiti and I had at least five days of work to do. I was so exhausted on Tuesday 

that my doctor wife ordered me to take a nap at 4:00pm. I said there was too much work to do to 

take a nap. At her insistence, I went to bed. I figured I would simply rest for thirty minutes and 

then get back to work. I fell into a deep sleep and did not wake up until shortly after seven that 

evening. I could not believe I had slept for three full hours.  
 

Yesterday was Yom Kippur which is the holiest day of the year for our Jewish brothers and sisters. 

It is a day of atonement. The entire would needs a day of atonement. On Tuesday I wrote the 

woman who edited my Merton book; I asked her if she would edit the Notre Dame essay. She 

said she would be happy to help me…starting on Thursday as she would not be working on Yom 

Kippur. On Wednesday, I too decided, in the spirit of Yom Kippur, to also take the day off from 

work and worry. (I cheated a little.)  
 

I always found myself in trouble when I allowed the doing of my ministry to override my need 

for stillness in my daily life. While I knew and believe this, I rarely did it. Yesterday, I reconnected 

with the truth that we all need a consistent daily practice to survive the turbulence, hardships, 

and challenges of life.  
 

We live under the tyranny of so many things to do. We are so busy doing what we need to do, 

we forget how to be. In stillness being outweighs doing.  
 

Ministering to myself simply amounted to stopping, sitting, and being still. Icons helped me push 

aside my daily busyness and worry and to achieve an inner sense of calmness during the endless 

storms of living in Haiti.  
 

Get still. In stillness the heart can be heard. The heart will tell you what is most important for you. 

When the heart speaks, listen and act.  
 

My heart tells me Haiti is my physical home…and Assisi is my spiritual home and that I need to 

return to Italy in March to replenish my spiritual life. 
 

A very close friend suggested I write a book with this title:  

Living in a War Zone: 
The Franciscan Way of Being Alive through Surrender and Sacrifice. 


