
A Face in the Window 
Reflections upon leaving Ethiopia 

Dear friends... 

I am back home again from a wondrous fourth trip to Ethiopia and it's 
beautiful, amazing people and its stunning mountain highlands.  
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	 It was raining and dark outside as I left my pension in Addis for the last time and headed 
to the airport leaving Ethiopia. I was sitting in the backseat of  a taxi looking through the moist 
window at the swirl of  people and traffic around me and close to the glass where I was pondering 
the world I was leaving and my impending departure. My white "farangi" face was obvious to the 
observers outside, and at a brief  stop in the traffic my face caught the attention of  a smiling black 
face in the crowd next to the car. Our eyes met and we both nodded to each other acknowledging 
the presence and awareness that we shared. I raised my thumbs-up in a sign of  greeting and 
friendship. He did the same in return. Then together we both folded our fists over our hearts in a 
sign of  solidarity and love and bowed to each to the other as we slipped out of  sight into our 
separate pathways never, I am quite sure, to see each other again.  

	 It was an moment of  deep humanity and common understanding. In that moment was 
the profound acknowledgement that we each shared the human spirit that is the sign of  the 
sacred within us. It passed as quickly as it came and yet, at that moment we both knew without 
doubt our common humanity present in the other and offered those certain signs that are our 
privilege as humans. I carried that moment and its knowledge into the next hours and I carry it 
still, remembering its profound graciousness. I hold as precious a multitude of  all such moments 
repeated in a kaleidoscope of  ways throughout my trip to Africa and the highlands of  Ethiopia. 
Nothing can truly map this territory of  friendship in the human spirit and nothing can replace it.  

	 This deep knowing of  persons, and of  the sacred in the other, is a knowledge of  certainty 
concerning the divine Spirit hidden deep in all selves. It is one of  the reasons I travel the world. 
In traveling I have cemented in myself  the awareness that I am (and we each are) a part of  a vast, 
beautiful, and much larger story in the narrative of  human being. By acknowledging the other we 
each we come to know ourselves as something precious, but in a context that does not center on 
the lone and individual self, but upon the Self  existing in all selves. We come to see our own 
specific life as a thread in a cosmic tapestry woven from and spun into the human spirit from the 
strands of  divine consciousness filling the universe.  

	 I am certain we are on the planet to gain the knowledge that all persons are sacred beings. 
But it cannot be known without all others that make up the world around us. When the 
serendipitous moment comes and we know the hidden spirit within each other, then something 
breaks open and we are left profoundly humbled by that awareness. God knows we need the 
secret of  the certainty of  the sacred within the human heart of  every human being. Without such 
knowledge and this certainty we perish and lose our dignity and common humanity, and the loss 
is profound and creates deep suffering in the world and outbreaks of  rage and violence. What we 
need now more than ever are outbreaks of  profound compassion and caring based on this 
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common knowing--the same as appeared in the face and heart of  the unknown stranger in the 
dark window the other night.  
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