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Scabies & Scabs 
 

Yesterday I had a 10:15am appointment with the dermatologist. Patients at this practice have 

serious skin problems—no one comes cosmetic surgery. When I took my shirt off, the nurse and 

the doctor immediately commented on my arms, noting how inflamed and bad they looked. 

When they say my stomach, chest, and back, they took photos. The doctor said that is the crème 

medication (Permethrin) I had been apply to my entire body from head to toes once a week for 

four consecutive weeks had no resolved the problem (when two applications normally does the 

trick), it could only mean one thing: I did not have scabies. This came as a real surprise. I pointed 

to all the little black dots on many of the sores and said that I though the were the dead mites my 

body was shoving out. He said they were scabs that formed after excessive scratching and the 

resultant bleeding.  
 

The doctor explained that cream medication I had been using was basically a pesticide. That was 

not comforting to hear. He said the medication was designed to kill mites that cause scabies. He 

said that because I live in a “strange” place, I had been infested with a different kind of “bug” 

which was impervious to Permethrin. So, we needed a different, strong medication that would 

be taken orally. The medication is tablet called Ivermectin. I need to take five pills on day one, 

and another five a week later. The medication is designed to treat certain parasitic roundworm 

infections. The medication as a long list of unpleasant side effects.  
 

They also took a biopsy to see if they could determine the identity of the bug or if it was some 

other problem. The doctor said he had to find a spot which had not been badly scratched. I said, 

“Good luck.” He seemed happy to find one. Ouch. I have an appointment in three weeks, when 

I’m next back in Florida.  
 

One more thing: He asked if I had been taking hot showers. I said after weeks of cold showers in 

Haiti, I always look forward to hot showers when I’m in Florida. I said I had been taking two, 

long hot showers every day…mostly because it felt so good. He said it might feel good in the 

short run, but it actually made the situation worse. He said I need to take showers that are as cold 

as possible. No problem there…I’m very used to cold showers.  

 

The Santa Chiara Monastery 
 

The following Journal entry was sent on May 22, 2017. It was titled Truly Free. 
 

If you truly believe deep in the core of your being that you came from God and that one day you 

will return to God, then you would be truly free to act as God would like you to act by being a 

manifestation of God’s love. When you can look into the mirror and say with full confidence, “I 

am a child of God,” you will no longer need to conform to the ways of the world, and you can 

bring God’s love to those who are suffering. 
 

I jotted those thoughts down a few days ago in the predawn stillness and silence while everyone 

on the second floor was still sound asleep.   
   



Even though I spent a good chunk of my life in the hustle and bustle of network television in 

Hollywood and New York, I have always been attracted to monasticism. I find the lives of monks, 

both ancient and modern, to be very fascinating. From the Desert Fathers of early Christianity to 

Thomas Merton and Thomas Keating, monks, both eastern and western, never fail to attract my 

attention. For some time, I felt mysticism was most at home in monasteries. Of course, I loved 

that St. Francis of Assisi said that the world was his cloister, choosing to be neither a monk nor a 

priest. Francis found God not in pomp and glory, but in infirmity and foolishness. He found God 

in what we throw away. Francis found the God of endless light hiding in the shadows, on the 

margins of society. More than a physical place, monasticism takes root in the heart. 
 

I am slowly beginning to see this slum in Haiti where I live as my cloister. While Santa Chiara is 

a busy, noisy place (can nearly 50 kids be anything other than busy and noisy?), and I spend many 

hours either driving around an extremely chaotic city or inside dismal and dispiriting hospitals, 

I do manage to carve out many solitary hours where I sit alone in my office a floor above most of 

the activity. I recently wrote in this Journal about my “linguistic loneliness” (not to be confused 

with eating linguine alone), my aloneness is deeper than the contours of language. I can’t spend 

too much time downstairs…it is all too frenetic for me. I do not know how to respond to so many 

kids clinging to me. Most of the 13 younger kids still in diapers are now walking…and falling. 

The really young abandoned infants, like Kenja and Jerome, are still very fragile and in need of 

constant attention. It seems like countless things can go wrong. Moreover, I see so much I would 

do differently, but implementing the kinds of changes I would like to see simply is not possible 

at this time, as I have neither the staff nor funding to make sweeping improvements. Despite all 

we have accomplished, and the lives we have saved or changed, we are still far from being what 

I would like us to be. Reality has a long way to go to catch up to the vision. But we have traveled 

far and are going in the right direction, albeit slowly. Patience is a virtue that I am being forced 

to learn. 
 

My point is…I am able to spend many solitary hours each day contemplating deeper things. 

Merton wrote: “Wherever man [humanity] and society exist; where there are hopes, ideals, 

aspirations for a better future; where there is love―and where there is mingled pain and 

happiness―there the contemplative life has a place.” 
 

Mysticism, I am slowly learning, is also at home in the nitty, gritty and messiness of daily life, in 

the busy marketplace, in the towers of commerce, in the gutters of life. No matter where we are, 

from moment to moment, God is present, making each moment open to an ocean of possibilities. 

Through mystical eyes, we see the interrelatedness of all life and are therefore called to treat all 

life with loving kindness…with the possible exception of mosquitos in Haiti. All of us, including 

people of all faiths, are called to become mystical mirrors of God’s boundless love. The gravity of 

life can only be transfigured by love. 
 

In my little one-room slum monastery, I see more clearly the contradictions of my own life. I see 

how easily I become confused…and depressed. But, paradoxically, I also see more clearly God’s 

mercy. Merton said God’s mercy “in no way depends on the approval of others,” and the 

awareness of God’s mercy is “a kind of liberation.” I would say God’s mercy is a taste of 



liberation. I know I am not truly free, that sin and personal weaknesses still have a grip on me. 

But their grip is nowhere near as strong as it once was. I can taste liberation. I can pray and 

continue to walk toward more full liberation. Meanwhile, it is a joy to help the kids become 

liberated from a cruel, often violent, prison of poverty…that we can give them a ray of hope and 

provide them a chance at the happiness of just being a kid, a place for them to learn and to run 

around and play without the fear of hunger. 
 

Yes…the Santa Chiara Children’s Center is also my monastery. Perhaps you might like to visit 

and play and pray with us. Call Brother Guest Master (that would be me) and schedule a visit. If 

you come, bring mosquito repellent. 
 

Of course, today, visiting us would be unwise and unsafe. In that Journal entry I mentioned a fragile infant 

named Kenja. Less than a month later, she was dead. The events surrounding her death filled up pages of 

the Journal. I sent a very condensed news of the death to an array of people who did not receive the Journal. 

In it, I wrote: 
 

June 19, 2017 was an extremely tragic day at The Santa Chiara Children’s Center. The 

day began with the death of a four-month old infant girl. Her name was Kenja. She had 

been with us for two months. She was very sick when we received her. We took her to 

the hospital for treatment. She spent a week in the hospital, and seemed to be on the 

road to recovery. But at three in the morning of June 19th, Kenja began crying. She had a 

fever and diarrhea. She eventually fell back to sleep. At 7:00am, we began to get her 

dressed in preparation for taking her back to the hospital. When she had on new diapers 

and clean pajamas, the staff left Kenja in her crib in order to get ready to transport her 

to the hospital. A few minutes later, when we entered the baby’s room, the infant was 

dead. Soon, her tiny crib was surrounded by kids crying as they looked her lifeless body. 
 

We had two of Kenja’s older sisters living with us…in fact, they are still living with us. One was 

an 8-year-old girl named Bency. I was in the process of adopting her. She had lived with me as 

my daughter for more than a year. At the end of the day that Kenja died, Bency was abruptly 

dragged away by her deranged, drug-addicted monster of a mother who had beaten the girl badly 

before she had “given” me the child. The child was dragged away screaming. The mother lived 

in the dreadful Cite Soleil slum, in a one-room shack without electricity, running water, or a toilet. 

The walls were made of tin. The roof was a porous canvas. The floor was dirt. The girl I had cared 

for as my daughter would be living in deplorable conditions and be would subject to daily 

beatings. 
 

I knew that Kenja was with God. But Bency was in a horrific slum. At the time, I wrote: “I felt as 

if my heart had been ripped out of my body on that dreadful day. I have within me a profoundly 

deep emptiness. It is hard to focus on the 40 kids still living with us, 12 of who are in diapers.” A 

week or so later, the mother returned Bency to me.  
 

And so it has gone, from crisis to crisis, for more than five years. So much happens each day, it is hard to 

remember it all. This crazy, soap operaesque Journal stands as a historical record of trying to as Christ 



would have us do, and that in doing so we’ll continually encounter the Cross at every turn. Staying faithful 

requires prayer, patience, and an array of supportive friends offering funds and guidance. 
 

When I think that at this moment that our future is cloudy, I realize that for every day for more than five 

years our future has always been cloudy. We’ve been in worse financial shape. We’ve lived through 

horrendous tragedies, such as Tamysha’s brutal removal and subsequent death, to having my own life 

threatened by a gang of protestors intent on setting my car on fire with me in it, to surviving my personal 

encounter with the nasty Covid-19 scourge that had me on oxygen 24 hours a day for seven straight days. 

Day in and day out, it comes down to one thing: Radical trust in God. 

 

Food for Thought 
 

Rainer Maria Rilke (1875-1926), who was one of the most important German-language poets and 

writers of the early 20th century, wrote: “I love the dark hours of my being, for they deepen my 

senses.” 
 

 


