
August 23, 2020 

Random Thoughts on Stress in a Time of a Pandemic 
 

On Friday, reality once again slapped me in the face. The bookkeeper sent me distressing financial 

news. Again. I mistakenly thought I had a little breathing room. Turns out to be much less 

breathing room than I thought. I’ll spare you the brutal details. 
 

The news really stressed me out. Then some things happened here that I should have taken as 

just a normal part of life. One of those things was a loss of power due to a fuse burning out. I 

found myself becoming angry at the way the situation evolved. My anger made things worse. 
 

I had spent nearly an hour on the phone earlier in the day with my friend Fr. Dumarsais. I kept 

repeating, “I can’t do this anymore.” He alone really understands the pressures and demands of 

life in Port-au-Prince with its insane levels of chaos, violence, and suffering. I realized that I had 

ignored the warnings and had crossed into burnout. 
 

I had to face the reality that I needed to accept the unknown, that I am not able to plan very far 

ahead. 
 

We are facing many difficulties. There are many tough decisions to be made. 
 

I need to breathe deeply. I need to live in the now. I need to feel God’s presence, to know God is 

here now. By accepting these spiritual realities, I will in turn be more open to the creative work 

of the Spirit.  
 

Where am I going? I need time for reflection to answer that basic question. 
 

I need to stop in order to carefully consider where I am going, where Santa Chiara is going.  
 

I need to journey into my own heart to better understand why I’ve become more agitated lately. 
 

I need to become more calm, to look more deeply into my own heart, to become a more centered 

person, to be the person God is calling me to be. 
 

Growing old in Haiti is not easy. As I get older, I realize that life is not so much a journey but is 

more of a pilgrimage. A pilgrimage forces one to answer hard questions. What can I let go of? 

What can I simplify? 
 

For me, I need to more aggressively pursue positive thoughts, to banish negative thoughts. It is 

generally accepted that our thoughts control our reality. I need to feed the positive thoughts and 

let go of the negative ones. 
 

The most fundamental question I must answer is: Where is my heart in all this? 
 

Santa Chiara, I believe, is my destination. I need to face the challenges that life in Haiti is 

presenting to me at this moment. I can’t worry about 2021 right now. I mut first get through 2020. 
 

What is happening now…this very moment? 
 

The moment is telling me to let go, to lighten up. To travel lightly. 
 



What do I really need to do? What can I leave undone? What can I let go of? 
 

So much of what I do is time-consuming, yet not a top priority. Time is short. I need to put my 

hand to the plough and plant the seed that is really needed…the seed of inner silence. 
 

I need to slow down interiorly, to pay attention to what is going on inside me.  
 

I need to take the time to examine my own thoughts and emotions. 
 

Why am I so short with so many of the staff at this time? 
 

On Friday night, Dr. Stephanie asked my why I was raising my voice. She lacked the English 

vocabulary to say “shouting.” I could have offered her a long litany of frustrations from that day 

alone, but I just walked away. 
 

The great Orthodox theologian Alexander Schmemann said something about virtue being the 

gateway to kindness (my paraphrasing). God is kind to me, accepts me where I am. So, I too must 

be kind to others and accept them just as they are, where they are.  Yet, of late, I forget that basic 

spiritual principal.  
 

What is loud inside of me is drowning out the silent voice of God which is the source of all 

authentic peace, joy, and hope. As a result, I feel little peace, little joy, and little hope. Some days, 

there is none of those essential, life-giving traits. Some days I feel Santa Chiara is on the verge of 

collapse.  
 

In a monastery, the daily schedule includes time for quiet. In a crazy place such as Haiti, I must 

force myself to take time for stillness in order to quiet my anger and create more calmness.  
 

I need to clean up my own messes, to be kinder to the staff that annoy me.  
 

God is here with me right now.  
 

God is in other people, which is where we meet God. 
 

Of course, helping kids is why I am in Haiti. Yet, caring for kids is not what brought me to Haiti. 

God brought me to Haiti so I could grow closer to Her by caring for kids. I really don’t know 

anything about running an orphanage. When Sr. Immacula tells me to trust in God, what she is 

really saying, I think, is to stay on the spiritual plane and not be consumed by the practical 

realities to carrying out the task God has given me. God knows what I need and when I need it. 

If I keep my focus on God, God will cover the all the details.  
 

None of this stuff is easy. If it were, we would all be saints.  
 

A monastery is not an answer either. If you listen to monks who have lived a cloistered life of 

prayer for more than 50 years, you will hear how they still struggle with some basic issues. 

 

 

 

 

 


