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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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their writings. His voice was noticeably weaker, as was his ailing body, but his 
clear eyes radiated the liberating and all-welcoming radiance of love. His last 
words to me that afternoon summed up the salvific duty of our brief life in this 
world: “Shalom, dear friend; let’s keep praying for each other.”

S. T. Georgiou is the author of a spiritual trilogy inspired by Robert Lax: The Way of the Dream-
catcher, Mystic Street and The Isle of Monte Cristo and editor of In the Beginning Was Love: 
Contemplative Words of Robert Lax.

* * * * * * *
It was February of 1972, reading week for students at York University in Toronto, and I was 

spending my first period of time at the Abbey of Gethsemani. I had decided that Merton would be 
the subject of my doctoral dissertation and I was exploring possibilities in that direction when I 
alighted on the William Blake and Thomas Merton connection. While at Gethsemani I wrote a pa-
per for a graduate class I was taking with the Jewish poet-scholar Eli Mandel on the visionary tradi-
tion in English poetry – Christopher Smart, William Blake, William Butler Yeats – and that essay, 
conceived and largely written in Merton’s monastic home and subsequently published in The Ameri-
can Benedictine Review, became the foundational piece for my doctoral research. In all of this, 
Patrick Hart, OCSO was the cordial enabler, enthusiastic helper and inspiring Trappist model for a 
novice scholar. But what I also remember from that first Gethsemani sojourn were the goofy things 
that plagued me. Being unaccustomed to the Trappist eating regimen – less severe than in the pre-
conciliar past but still in play – meant I went hungry for periods of time and my only comfort was to 
be found in the fruitcake provided by the kitchen. I ate generous portions – too generous. Once, af-
ter ingesting a plentiful number of the appetizing filler, I went for a walk in the woods, noticed that I 
was having some difficulty walking in a straight line, found myself chased by a fierce goose fiercely 
defending her goslings, scrambled over a fence that brought me mud-drenched staring at uncom-
prehending cows, only to stumble back to the retreat quarters humiliated, nauseous and perplexed. 
Brother Patrick met me on my return and commented, unflatteringly direct I 
thought, that I looked, well, ghastly. I told him what happened and suggested 
that maybe I was having a breakdown or even a mystical rapture. He inquired 
how much fruitcake I ate and when I told him he observed that its bourbon-laced 
ingredients might best explain my sorry state: no mysticism here. Rather, mild 
intoxication compounded by physical unease generated by climbing over an elec-
tric fence. Patrick Hart grounded me in reality. And not for the last time. 

Michael W. Higgins, Distinguished Professor of Catholic Thought at Sacred Heart University, 
Fairfield, CT, is immediate past president of the International Thomas Merton Society. 

* * * * * * *
Brother Patrick Hart was a monk who could be trusted and entrusted with deeply personal and 

sensitive information, both as an abbatial secretary and as Merton’s. Working with the lives of oth-
ers with great wisdom, tact and organizational skills, he is probably most responsible for guarding 
the truth and scholarship of Thomas Merton as he is known today. Brother Patrick calls Merton a 
Father, a Brother, and a faithful Friend; many can say the same thing about Brother Patrick today. In 
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