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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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keep. Brother Pat replied that poverty was not a problem, as he had never had much anyway; then he 
said that chastity wasn’t a real problem either, as the urges went away over time; ah, but obedience, 
now that one was really hard to take. Then we toured the chapel and Brother Pat took us to Merton’s 
hermitage where we were each allowed to sit in his rocking chair, a very special privilege for both 
of us. Throughout, Brother Pat made us feel that we were the guests he had been waiting for; his gift 

was his undivided attention to the moment he was in. Although we continued 
to correspond until Brother Pat no longer could, and though I had the great 
pleasure of his company on several more occasions on visits to the Abbey after 
I became a Trustee of the Merton Legacy Trust, I still recall that first visit and 
the impression that Brother Pat left with me of someone who was content and 
fulfilled by his life and uplifted by grace and the power of his faith.

Peggy Fox is former editor-in-chief at New Directions Publishing Co. and a member of the Thom-
as Merton Legacy Trust.

* * * * * * *
Brother Patrick came into my life when I was seeking to publish my first book on Robert Lax, 

The Way of the Dreamcatcher. At first, there was little interest, but through friends the manuscript 
reached Brother Patrick, who had met Lax on Patmos in 1992 and had corresponded with him. 
He contacted me by phone soon after receiving Dreamcatcher – the first of many conversations 
(and brief letters) through the years. His thoughtful, precise voice was centered, uplifting, patient, 
most kind – and filled with enthusiasm. He wrote a wonderful foreword to the book which led to its 
publication by Novalis. Months later, when I met him at the 2001 ITMS conference at Bellarmine 
University, he exuded a contemplative joy that especially focused on Lax and Merton. He exclaimed 
how Bob was “the real deal,” a poet who had a deep connection to love divine, a natural-born soli-
tary, a man of peace and inner radiance. Like Lax, Brother Patrick had the gift of knowing when 
to gently pause in conversation, that is, to draw back, inviting me to go forward and complete the 
shared thought. In this manner of “conversational co-creation” he prayed himself into brief yet 
meaningful responses, a trait reminiscent of Lax, a spiritual minimalist who understood how “less 
is more.” In the summer of 2005, Br. Patrick attended the Fiftieth Jubilee Celebration of the Abbey 
of New Clairvaux in Vina, CA. When we met there I saw that he had grown a full white beard; 
he jested that he was getting ready for Mt. Athos (or wanted to look a little like Lax!). I recall how 
he and I (and my mother and sister, invited by Brother Patrick) happily strolled through the fields 
together. Every so often we paused to let the words and light sink in, then continued down the vine-
yard lanes. I met with Brother Patrick a final time during the Merton Society conference at Bellar-
mine in 2015, the centenary year for both Merton and Lax. With mutual friends I attended Sunday 
Mass at Gethsemani. As the brothers processed into view, I saw Brother Patrick – despite his now 
frail health – among them. For a moment, everything seemed timeless, mysteriously suspended, 
caught up in a kind of transcendent glory, an ecstasy of Spirit. I thought of our lengthy friendship, 
our discussions on life, faith and art, our inspirational Laxian memories that we had shared in stel-
lar (and challenging) times. After Mass we met with him and like a devoted grandfather he spoke 
patiently and lovingly with us. It was something of a full-circle reunion in Christ, a synaxis, honor-
ing one who knew (and had worked with) both Merton and Lax and inspired us to keep studying 
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