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stance, was both gracious and sensitive to all that they were asking of him. I suspect that he knew 
where true greatness lay, in carrying out the will of God in his life. God is able to accomplish 
wonderful things in each of us as long as we allow the ego to get moved out of center stage so 
that God’s loving presence may become the source of our thoughts and actions. Patrick’s caring 
service gave grace center stage in his life and in this he seemed to find quiet delight. Being the 

instrument of Christ’s caring and compassionate touch was his real calling 
and the number of lives he touched we will never know. Only recently I read 
Discernment: Reading the Signs of Daily Life by Henri Nouwen, in which 
he calls Merton the most outstanding spiritual writer in his own life. As I 
think of Brother Patrick, I cannot but wonder if it wasn’t his quiet labor and 
selflessness in making Merton known that allowed the Spirit of God to gain 
access to countless human hearts, like Nouwen’s, in our world today. We can 
only hope and trust his work will continue to bear abundant fruit. 

Michael Casagram, OCSO is prior of the Abbey of Gethsemani.

* * * * * * *
It was always a delight to visit with Brother Patrick either at the Abbey or on his trips to Lou-

isville. He was always, as far as I was concerned, a great friend, a model monk, and an important 
part of the landscape of literary and intellectual life among American Catholics and a wider in-
terfaith community. I would just mention a couple of special items that come to mind in reminisc-
ing about him: (1) Many years ago (I think it was at the time Bellarmine hosted theologian Karl 
Rahner), we had taken the guest to Gethsemani to address the monks. While we were there, Fr. 
Eugene Zoeller from our theology department approached the abbot and asked if Brother Patrick 
could come up to Louisville when our next guest speaker was appearing the following month. 
“Gene,” the abbot said, “I thought you knew how this thing worked. Of course Patrick will be 

there. He will find out a few days before the talk that his allergies are acting 
up and that he has to come into Louisville to see his allergist. And of course 
while he’s there, he would find his way to Bellarmine.” (2) Brother Patrick 
liked to tell his friends that the abbot (I don’t know which one) had told him 
that when he died, he would go down in history as the monk who had written 
the most blurbs for academic books in the history of monasticism!

Clyde F. Crews, professor of theology at Bellarmine University, was the founding editor of The 
Merton Seasonal and is author of numerous books on Catholic history.

* * * * * * *
Patrick and I were friends for over forty years. We first met in New York City in 1978 at 

a conference on Thomas Merton held at Columbia University. Subsequently we would meet at 
Gethsemani or at various Merton tribal gatherings. Mostly, however, we spoke on the telephone, 
since as secretary to the abbot he had easy access to a phone. We would speak at least once a 
month over the decades, sometimes for business but always prefacing our calls with news from 
Notre Dame, since he never forgot his early years as a Holy Cross religious. A fair amount of my 
writing was due to Patrick’s sending me books to review for Cistercian Studies Quarterly and, 
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at his invitation, when I edited the third volume of the Merton journals (1951-1960). If I were to 
single out a particular virtue of Patrick it would be his generosity. I always looked forward to his 
mailings with gifts of offprints or books as I appreciated the little bundle of Gethsemani goodies 
he would give me on my departure from my visits from the abbey. That generosity helps explain 
the vast web of friends that he had. I was always astounded as he spoke of the people with whom 
he corresponded or had as visitors at the abbey. Patrick loved his monastic community and did 
not stray from it often, except when duty called, but that did not exempt him from engaging in 
the apostolate of friendship about which Thomas Merton spoke in his correspondence with Pope 
John XXIII. He was the embodiment of the Cistercian charism of being a “lover of the Rule and 
the place.” After Patrick went to the infirmary to live, I would get updates on him and his health 
courtesy of Brother Christopher’s kind emails, as our phone conversations were out of the ques-
tion. I would write him with some regularity and he would less regularly write me back. I could 
tell from his shaky handwriting (he had a fine hand) that he was not in the best of health. My 
Advent letter did not get a response so I intuited that his health was failing. When Chris sent me 
a message that Patrick had died I was sad but not surprised. Here is a curious truth: I remember 
Patrick in many settings – up at the Merton hermitage; at the guest dining 
room at the abbey; as a guest at our house on his way home from Kalamazoo; 
at Bellarmine College etc. But when I think of him I first of all think of him 
as standing in the monastic choir in his place and as a member of the schola. 
That memory is my best memory because it best sums up my friend Brother 
Patrick Hart: he was, above everything, a monk, who now is “standing before 
the throne and the Lamb robed in white” (Rev. 7:9).

Lawrence S. Cunningham, John A. O’Brien Professor of Theology Emeritus at the University 
of Notre Dame, is author of Thomas Merton & the Monastic Vision, among many other works.  

* * * * * * *
When I began working at New Directions Publishing in 1975, James Laughlin enlisted my 

help almost immediately in handling his correspondence relating to his role as a Trustee of the 
Merton Legacy Trust, a role he took very seriously. He had known Brother Patrick Hart from the 
time Brother Patrick began working closely with Merton as his secretary, but JL and Brother Pat 
really became close when working on The Asian Journal which was published in 1973. So when I 
came on board, I began corresponding with Brother Pat about various Merton matters relating to 
JL’s work with the Trust, or about new Merton publications proposed by New Directions, or about 
current ND Merton titles. By the mid-1980s, Brother Pat and I had become firm friends by mail but 
had never met. Around 1986 or 1987, my late husband (Robert Sennish) and I were planning to visit 
relatives in Ohio and decided to make a detour to the Abbey of Gethsemani so that I could finally 
meet Brother Pat. He met us at the guesthouse and immediately ushered us into a delicious southern 
fried chicken dinner with all the trimmings. He urged us to go back for seconds (we were stuffed) 
but he eagerly availed himself of the opportunity, saying that the monks didn’t normally eat that 
way, but that when they had guests they were allowed to indulge themselves and he was going to 
take full opportunity. My late husband, a lapsed Catholic who had been an altar boy, couldn’t resist 
asking Brother Pat which of the vows of poverty, chastity and obedience he found most difficult to 
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