








17

Remarkable. And Lovely. And a wonder-
ful example of how the domestic reflections of
Merton thatlace his visual and written work hint
ata Word that simmersimmediately beneath the
tender flesh of this world. When we create our
everday lives with care and consciousness, with
trust and intentionality, we are preparing our-
selves for those times when grace, the timeless
Word, intercepts and upends our carefully con-
structed and timebound realities with reminders
of our hidden home and our true names.

For Thomas Merton, an instrument of
ordinary grace, | offer this journal cutting recorded
duringthe final hours of aretreat at Gethsemani
three years ago. It is nothing special — and for
that reason, | think he would like it as a closing
movement to these reflections.

“sun is out and shining, the air is still cool, and
the birds are celebrating their own voices . . .
today won’t be as sultry as yesterday . . . the RUSTY C. MOE

bats flew through the sanctuary during the

6:15 Mass (theirs must be a special novitiate) . . . a difficult sleep last night, one in which | woke
with a sudden wondering of ‘Who is it that's thinking — and knows he’s thinking?’. . . showering,
i had an even greater sense of that awareness: what is it that brings me to this place? who is it that
gives over to such an urge? . . .

“walked to the top of the hill across the drive from the monastery where the statue of Joseph
stands high on its pedestal in the midst of weeds and flowering yucca plants. .. should have done
it sooner...theview! ... plowed fieldslike Zen gardens andlooping hills hazed with the aura of
the day’s heat and aflame with the spice of earth’s cycles . . . three crows circled in the east, one
cawing to the other two, and across Highway 247, | saw the cowherds hoofing it down the hill
toward the edge of the blacktop . . . the bull was with them, black and loose-genitaled . . . this
place exudes a geometry of timelessness ... | walk among the well-tended dead as nonchalantly
as I wander among the living, who carry nothing or a book or maybe coffee in a white cup from
the dining room . . . the bricks of the buildings, shabbied by the years, beckon with a welcome
that’s as fresh as their mortar once was, fresher . .. for a moment, sitting on the bench beneath
Joseph, 1 am unrelated to anyone . .. and then comes the familiar rondeau of thoughts: how is it
that I come to be sitting on a hillside next to a monastery in Kentucky as the sun sets and a cow
lows on the 28th day of june almost 90 years after my grandmother was born? . . . what is it that |
follow through these hills, that calls to me without gesture or word? . .. beneath what I am seeing,
far beneath the words [ have written and read and the few | have spoken, and beneath the
listening and the silence is a spiritual tinder that is responsible for my ignition . .. | have place in
this realm of creation, as surely as do the bugs that have stung me and the humidity that has hung
onme...alone —!haveplace...andproceeding fromthis place, | continue to be created. .. the
ineffable God has been resident in every breath, step and mouthful of food I've taken . . . there is
no existence apart from that . . . none.”



