
September 6, 2020 

School Days 
 

For the last month, my heart was pained by the reality I did not have the funds to send any kids 

to an external school. Thanks to protests and coronavirus, our kids have been sequestered with 

our walls nearly a year. Our little one room school was open, but it was focused on the younger 

kids. We showed the older kids lots of educational videos. The kids were eager to get back into 

the classroom. They were sad as they learned the news that I just did not have enough money to 

pay their tuition.  
 

But after a week of discussions, a couple from Texas has generously funded our ability to allow 

38 of our kids to attend an excellent private school. Their donation, over $20,000, covers the 

tuition, registration fees, uniforms, backpacks, and books. I’m especially happy that among the 

kids going to school will be Baby Ruth. I spoke with the school before traveling to Florida and 

told them about our special needs child who suffers from fetal alcohol syndrome. Baby Ruth is 

tough to handle. She clings to me. She has been with me since she was four months old. She is 

now four. I will attend the class with her for the first few days. Hopefully by then she will feel 

safe and secure.  
 

This is how it goes…and has gone for more than five years. Just when I think we can’t do 

something someone steps up and says I can. I’m extremely grateful our kids will be able to go to 

school. At least now from 7am to 1pm, things will be a little quieter at Santa Chiara. I pray the 

protests don’t close the schools again.  
 

Now we have to fund the clinic. The need is relentless and endless.  

 

A Flower Amidst Ruins 
 

Friday was a far too busy day. By the time I got home after completing a series of errands that ate 

up over four hours in the excessive heat, I sat down at my desk to open the mail. A letter from a 

Journal reader moved me to the verge of tears. Enclosed was a check for Santa Chiara. I met the 

writer and her husband many years ago when I gave one of my “poverty and prayer” 

presentations at her church. I want to share with you an abbreviated portion of the letter. I do so 

not out of a self-promoting desire, but because her kind words touched me in a way that let me 

know that my humble efforts of the years (in my film work and book, as well as at Santa Chiara) 

are touching people on a deep level. In Haiti, I see every day the fruit of my labor in the smiling 

faces of the children and in the gratitude in the hearts of the staff. When I write a book and am 

lucky enough to get it published, the book, for me, is quickly forgotten long before it is actually 

printed and released. A heartfelt letter which I’m about to share encourages me to go deeper in 

my writing. The woman wrote about how on any day “the realities of Haiti bring you near 

despair,” but does not crush me. I think my survival in Haiti depends on my ability to continue 

to write, not just about the external journey with the kids and suffering endured by Haitians, but 

more importantly, about my inner journey of transformation. 
 



Hours after receiving the letter, I visited Fr. Dumarsais. He cooked dinner for us. Well, “cooked” 

might be an exaggeration. He put frozen meals in a microwave. He did, however, prepare a 

terrific salad. I told him about the letter and the impact it had on me. More than anyone else, Fr. 

Dumarsais understands the gritty reality of my life in Haiti. He strongly suggested the need for 

me to create a space outside of Santa Chiara where I can go for periodic days of stillness and 

silence…and writing. I revealed to him that I am having the recurring thought that one day I will 

be living full time in Haiti. He recommended caution. I was delighted to hear that he will be 

coming to Haiti in October…and I will meet him at the airport upon his arrival. Fr. Dumarsais 

expressed concern about the rising kidnappings and protests in Haiti. He said that recently 

protestors killed a star soccer player in Haiti, brutally cutting his head off. I told him not to worry, 

that I knew how to zip around the trouble spots. He seemed doubtful. Yesterday, Fr. Dumarsais 

turned 53. I like having young friends.  
 

Here is a portion of the letter: 
 

Dearest Gerry, 
 

May this letter find you well in every possible way and may this gift [the enclosed 

donation] for your work be what is needed for today. … 
 

I am overcome at the moment with emotion…for The Sunrise of the Soul. It has fed me on 

the deepest of deep levels. I feel so privileged to have been exposed to your poverty 

presentations when you were doing them; they bring the enormity of your work into the 

overstimulated lives we all lead, lives here in America where we have so very, very 

much. … Reading your recent book, reflecting with it, crying over it, and remembering 

viscerally your films where I was introduced to Little Moses, Loretta, George, Sam and 

Esther and who when they are not at your very door it is simply too easy to forget. The 

book is a treasure, a map, an inspiration, an absolute jewel. YOUR way with the truth 

resonates for me so completely, for Truth travels best unadorned as you say and you 

pull no punches, your honesty is strength. “A quiet miracle opens our eyes and we see 

everything afresh.” Your memoir and sharing are so revealing, so utterly heartfelt and 

sincere, they awaken in me the fire that is completely the love of our Creator. Thank you 

for your example, your shared reflections are the dis-comfort each day needs coupled 

with the comfort of Love that encourages my continued best on this glorious journey we 

are privileged to share in 2020! 
 

…your capacity to find a flower amidst ruins, your dedication to each who finds you, 

well, it is remarkable—for one man is actually DOING what we are called to, and your 

constitution simply staggers me. THANK YOU for bringing what you do to all of us, 

THANK YOU Gerry for being Gerry. 
 

Being Gerry is not so easy. I’m envious of the unhurried life and wisdom of Fr. Dumarsais. In his 

calm, measured presence I’m comfortable enough to discuss a deepening relationship with a 

friend in Haiti.  
 

In a follow-up email the letter writer sent to me in response to my asking for permission to quote 

from her letter, she wrote: “Your light and message shine Gerry, a very tough sell in today's 



America for sure, thus the truth of it all IN ACTION is beyond inspiring, it compels change, even 

small ones that affect us ALL.” 
 

What hit me while reading the letter was that the woman connected the film work to the work in 

Haiti. She helped me see a continuity in my two ministries. Making all those poverty films in 

slums around the world inexorably led me to living among the poor in Haiti. I really miss filming. 

But I know the reality of producing films prompted me to put the video camera down. I could 

not sustain the effort to make the films…films nobody really wanted to watch because of the their 

brutally real depiction of the suffering endured by the chronically poor. The films made people 

uncomfortable. Haiti was a natural extension of the film work in which the message of the films 

became a lived reality for me. 
 

Talking about Haiti is in itself exhausting. On this trip to Florida (which can’t end soon enough) 

I realized that it is hard to relax because every conversation I have, be it in person or on the phone, 

I must talk about Haiti and answer endless questions and hear endless suggestions. I can’t stop 

thinking about Haiti or the kids. The Yankees current slump offers no diversion. I don’t know 

how to relax. Only once on this trip did I manage to drag my bike downstairs and go for a bike 

ride. I was not riding for even ten minutes when an idea seized hold of me and I turned back, 

lugged the bike up the stairs, sat down in front of the computer and began elaborating on the idea 

that popped into my mind while pedaling. My mind needs a vacation. 
 

I’m truly delighted the kids will be able to go to school. Yet I am deeply concerned about being 

able to keep the clinic open. Raising another $37,000 for the clinic seems daunting. Without the 

clinic, I would have died from Covid-19. It is hugely important to the health and well-being of 

the children. I am also worried about meeting November’s payroll. On Friday, I stood in front of 

a display of laptops at Best Buy. I wanted to get a new laptop as my laptop in Haiti is running a 

fever and seems like it has asthma. I could not understand the differences in the various models. 

The clerk who tried to help me spoke a tech language that was harder than Creole to understand. 

In the end, I was too nervous about spending $1,000. As I left the store empty-handed, I felt 

overwhelmed by all electronics—huge TVs, computers, audio equipment, including an endless 

variety of headsets to block out the noise of modern life. I slowly walked to my car with a desire 

to unplug from everything.  
 

I am crying as I type this…so, I’ll stop. And pray.  

 

Bank Balance 
Late yesterday afternoon, the bookkeeper sent me a financial update…which brought more tears 

and worry. 
 

PetB & SCCC Funds in Bank: $37,144 
  

PetB & SCCC Credit Card Debt: $41,055 
 

Actual Available Funds: (Minus) -$3,911 
 

 



 

 


