
August 13, 2020 

I Will Lift You Up 
 

Tuesday was a wonderful day. Until it wasn’t. I was so happy to be returning to Santa Chiara on 

the feast day of St. Clare of Assisi. The usual over-the-top enthusiastic welcome from the kids 

was a source of true joy. As I walked slowly across the yard to the stairs to the second floor, a big 

smile graced my face. I could feel the love coursing through my veins. I wanted to hug every one, 

but I had to tamper that impulse because I had to set an example in the age of covid and social 

distancing. I could see in her eyes that one long-time employee who lived on the second floor for 

a year in the role of nanny to Peter and Clare wanted, even needed, a brotherly hug. I embraced 

her. Even some of the young men on the staff seemed genuinely happy to see me. I see myself 

very differently from the way others see me. I am neither heroic or saintly. For many kids and 

staff, I am seen as a kind of savior, someone who is saving them from the ravages of poverty; they 

like me for what I give them, be it cookies, apples, or a pay check. 
 

I was happy to be home. I felt energized. After unpacking and setting up my office. Kids kept 

entering, giving me love letters. I went downstairs, just hanging out for about thirty minutes. 

There was lots of laughter and joking. But I was so tired, I returned to my office and I took a two-

hour nap.  
 

Later in the day, a staff member approached me with some information about a robbery that 

happened some months ago. The thief was obviously an insider. The person offered the name of 

someone who has been with us for a long time, a person who seemed beyond reproach. The 

evidence presented was circumstantial, but it seemed to have a high-level of probability. The 

revelation really rattled me. It ruined the day and left me unable to sleep. I’ll be taking a few days 

to decide what I should do.   

 

The MC Sisters and Our Two Sisters 
 

I went to Mass yesterday morning. I was eager to find out if Sr. Immacula was still here or if she 

had left for a new assignment in India. I left the house at 6:00am. The nightly rain had made the 

roads almost impassable. The deep chasms caused by the rain were worse they I’ve ever seen 

them. I entered the small chapel at 6:15am. The chapel was empty except for two elderly sisters, 

one of whom was Sr. Francesca who was seated in her wheelchair at the front of the chapel. I sat 

down and began reading. In a reflection on the poet and visionary William Blake (1757-1827), 

Robert Ellsberg wrote: “As an artist, he had a hard time drawing to please an audience wider 

than himself.” That made me smile, a close friend says my writing has a similar narrowing effect. 

Ellsberg when on to say, “…he felt the churches had emptied Christianity of its revolutionary 

content.” In that regard, I am in harmony with Blake. My reading was interrupted when a sister 

who had entered the chapel caught my attention as she pointed to Sr. Francesca, who was waving 

for me to come visit her. She told me she thought of me the day before on the feast of St. Clare. 

She asked how her namesake, Baby Francesca, was doing. I told her that I’d print out Tuesday’s 

Journal which contained the reflection on St. Clare. 
 



Moments after returning to my seat, Sr. Immacula entered the chapel. I could not contain the 

smile on my face. When Sr. Immacula saw me, she too smiled. After Mass we had a prolonged 

talk about trusting God. Actually, she did all the talking; I simply listened. I asked about two of 

my favorites sisters whom I had not seen in some time. I learned both had been transferred to 

Carrefour, which is some hours outside of Port-au-Prince.  
 

Later in the morning, I went to the market for some “blanc” food. Immanuela came with me, as 

she needed some cleaning materials. She does not speak a word of English. We communicate via 

our own sign language. Late in the day, I learned that Immanuela had a child was she was 14 

years old. The child, a girl named Karen, is now 12 years old; she lives with a family member 

outside of Port-au-Prince. She was visiting her mother today. This is such a sad and all too family 

story in Haiti, that is, young teenage girls getting pregnant. 
 

Baby came to my office yesterday saying she had to talk to me. She said she was able to return to 

school next week. She attends at top-notch Catholic High School in Peguyville. Besides being far 

from us, it is also an expensive school. Baby said she wanted to switch to the night shift in order 

to go to school. I asked about the tuition, knowing I did not have the money. She said the school 

said she and Carla (her sister) could attend for free for three months. That is because I paid for a 

full semester for them last year, but the covid-19 virus cut the year short by three months. Baby 

said the Thelicia would assume her daytime supervisor duties. Billy had approved this. The 

thought was, from Baby’s perspective, was go to school for three months and then see if I could 

come up with the tuition. If not, she would leave school. We still have no heard about the private 

(Adventist) school near us were 28 of our kids attended last year. The parental debate here in 

Haiti is the same as it is in the States…that is: is it safe to send my child to school or not. 
 

Speaking of sisters, my sister, Regina Marie Gerhard, and her husband, Ronald Joseph Gerhard, 

celebrate their 60th wedding anniversary today. Both are in their mid-80’s. They are still very 

much in love and very active. Reg fills her days with community work. Ron does fine woodwork 

and writes novels that he self-publishes. I call them once a week. When I need sound advice, I 

call Ron.  


