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my times with him, I experienced someone who was equally attentive to and interested in each per-
son, Merton scholar or not. He was first and foremost a monk to all. He was humble. One wonders 
if he would be sought out in a crowd if he were not Merton’s secretary. It would not have concerned 
him. I remember the graciousness he showed when he began withdrawing from Merton public 
events because of his health. I saw him at Gethsemani many times at breakfast before terce, en-
gaged in conversation with someone who had come, not just for a Merton question, but for personal 
advice and counsel. Again, he was trusted and entrusted. He also responded with deep and simple 
gratitude to any gesture of kindness offered him. I also knew Brother Patrick as a Cistercian monk 

and editor, along with Basil Pennington, in their positions at Cistercian Stud-
ies Quarterly when I accompanied one of our Ursuline sisters, a St. Bernard 
scholar, to the Medieval Conferences at Kalamazoo annually for many years. 
“I’ll see you at the Zoo,” he’d wave to me. Here was another side of Brother Pat-
rick, happy and comfortable in the international Cistercian milieu. Thank you, 
Brother Patrick, for bearing the burden of loving and being loved so gently.

Donna Kristoff, OSU is an artist, graphic designer and coordinator of the Cleveland Chapter of 
the International Thomas Merton Society.

* * * * * * *
I first heard the name Patrick Hart early in my research for my biography of James Laughlin, 

publisher of many of Thomas Merton’s books and especially of his poetry. I was faced with describ-
ing Laughlin’s editing of Merton’s Asian Journal after his accidental electrocution in Thailand, 
and that led me to Brother Patrick, who had been entrusted with Merton’s correspondence during 
his travels. As soon as I read his advice to Merton on setting out, I knew that I was dealing with a 
man who combined wisdom and wit: he advised Merton in India not to drink tap water, but to “be 
content with wine or beer with his meals.” Merton promised to follow his advice to the letter! Soon 
I was the recipient of Brother Patrick’s immediate responses to my queries. Editing the Journal 
had been excruciatingly difficult, for in addition to the two main notebooks in which Merton had 
recorded the details of his trip, he had made numerous notations on scraps of paper as he traveled 
on trains and buses across India and up into the foothills of the Himalayas to visit the Dalai Lama, 
notes that he clearly intended eventually to order and amplify, correcting phonetic spellings and 
quick abbreviations. Because of his familiarity with Merton’s handwriting, Brother Patrick was 
given the task of typing a clean copy of every note and passage Merton had written during his jour-
ney. As the book took shape over the course of several years of work by Laughlin, Naomi Burton 
(Merton’s literary agent) and Brother Patrick, the troika of editors met at Laughlin’s Norfolk, Con-
necticut home. “We were having a devil of a time making sense out of a passage that Merton had 
scribbled down during a bus ride,” Brother Patrick told me. “We were baffled. It was late in the day, 
and Naomi said, ‘Do you have any brandy?’ Laughlin rummaged in the kitchen and returned with a 
dusty bottle. Naomi downed a stiff shot and returned to the passage. This time she turned the book 
upside-down – and immediately read off the lines that had defeated us!” Not that there was frequent 
resort to such measures. Laughlin himself was notoriously abstemious, but after a day’s work they 
would stop for dinner, and each person would be served two bottles of beer, never more nor less. 
Brother Patrick entertained the others by playing tunes from Fiddler on the Roof on the piano. My 
last meeting with Brother Patrick was in 2009 when I accompanied my wife, a Merton trustee, to 
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Gethsemani for her business meeting with the abbot, Father Elias. Brother Pat-
rick took me in charge and we walked all over Gethsemani. Together we visited 
Merton’s grave and attended a chapel service at which Brother Patrick was 
singing. I felt the joy with which he embraced his life at the abbey, and, intui-
tively, I understood why Merton so trusted and valued him. Until his final year, 
I continued to hear from Brother Patrick, notes written in his fine clear hand. 

Ian MacNiven is the author of “Literchoor Is My Beat”: A Life of James Laughlin, Publisher of 
New Directions (2014).

* * * * * * *
For the over forty years that I have had the great pleasure of knowing Brother Patrick Hart 

there has always been a special section of my heart that was reserved for him. As a young woman I 
was asked by Naomi Burton Store to be an Assistant to the original Trustees of the Merton Legacy 
Trust, answering some questions they would receive, writing occasional response letters for vari-
ous matters. Along the way Brother Patrick and I were introduced by Tommie O’Callaghan – and a 
happy friendship began. My early and correct impression was that this man who had been Merton’s 
secretary knew an incalculable amount about Merton’s life, scholarship and output. He became my 
go-to person at the abbey for the many years I had received queries that needed answers. We last 
saw each other in the Spring of 2016 when I was visiting the abbey for a Merton retreat. His aging 
was evident, but certainly not his spirit or his great conversational style. We reminisced then about 
one very special long-ago time. He had made a visit to New York and accepted my invitation to 
come to our home for dinner. It was a “just us” occasion – my now late husband Ken McCormick, 
our young son John and myself – and of course Brother Pat, our special guest 
who enchanted the whole family with his stories, questions, observations and 
memorable laugh.  What a privilege to be thinking now about that evening and 
how in the years that followed he always asked me about the family. His not-
unexpected death has silenced much about him – but certainly not the precious 
memories of who and what he was to so many of us. I am so grateful to be part 
of that enormous extended Thomas Merton family.

Anne H. McCormick is former secretary and current member of the Thomas Merton Legacy Trust.

* * * * * * *
When I was writing my MA thesis, “Bells in Merton’s Early Poetry 1940-1946,” I asked Brother 

Patrick if he would mind recording the bells of Gethsemani. Bells and their history had always inter-
ested me and Merton in his poems was acutely attentive to his abbey’s bells. Patrick recorded more 
than just the bells. He had carried a pocket recorder with him through one day and taped all the hours 
of the office for me. The joy of having this recording and Patrick’s hospitality overwhelmed me. My 
first meeting with him was at Pentecost 1984. My husband Christian and I attended Mass, and after-
wards we met Patrick face-to-face. He asked if we wanted to visit Merton’s hermitage. “Well, yes!” As 
we entered the hermitage, Patrick told Christian to take a photo of me sitting in “Jacques Maritain’s 
chair.” Then he directed a photo of me at the foot of Merton’s cross and its wagon wheel outside. As 
we were leaving the abbey, Patrick suggested that I share my thesis with Bob Daggy at the Thomas 

Ian MacNiven

Anne H. McCormick


