
August 30, 2020 

Some Gets in Your Eyes…and Lungs 
 

If you walk out the front gate at Santa Chiara and turn left…this is what you will see: 
 

 
Walk a few steps and you see how steep downhill the road is… 

 
 
 
 



 
A bit down the hill, someone is burning trash. 

The smoke from the fires blew directly into my office window 

and actually began to fill the room with smoke. 

[These cellphone photos were taken last Thursday.] 
 

As Billy drove me to the airport on Friday, we passed a roadside mountain of smoldering trash. 

It saddened me to see so many people, dressed in rages, picking through the garbage in hopes of 

finding something useful. Some eight hours later I was driving past a beautiful stretch of beach 

made even more tranquil by large, graceful white egrets gliding over the shoreline above happy 

kids splashing about in the water. I’ve said this dozens upon dozens of times over the years: the 

transition from the horrific reality of the slums of Port-au-Prince to the calming exquisiteness of 

Hutchinson Island. As the driver turned in Ocean Village, my eyes were tearing up. I wished I 

could show this island to some of my Haitian family. We are so blessed it is hard to comprehend.  
 

I took a three-hour nap yesterday afternoon. When I woke up, I wished I was in Haiti. I 

understand now, that I need this serene space to relax and reflect in order to better serve and love 

my Santa Chiara community. Patrick called me to say the mother of two kids (Adele and SonSon) 

who had been moved out of Santa Chiara asked if they could come back. I first met Adele when 

she was a day old and her family was squatting in an abandoned building next to our first 

location. Now five, Adele was the first of our kids to require surgery. Speaking from my heart, I 

said yes. 


