
September 8, 2020 

Proofreader Needed 
 

In September 3rd’s Journal I wrote about my visit to the podiatrist and my subsequent purchase 

of sneakers would put an end to the pain I experience in my left foot while walking. I meant to 

say how walking without pain would be a great blessing. But somehow “without” became “with” 

and so the intent of the entry was obliterated. One eagle-eyed reader spotted the error and wrote: 
 

“To be able to walk with pain will be a great blessing.”  One of your angels is preparing 

you that your pain might not be solved by a new pair of shoes. You know this better 

than I. Just noting the difference between “with” and “without.”  
 

Each month as I move each Journal entry into a file, I see how the month’s journals are littered 

with little mistakes I failed to spot.  During the pre-publication process of my new book, The 

Sunrise of the Soul, two proof-readers had to work overtime to correct all the spelling and 

grammatical mistakes in the final draft I had submitted to the publisher. It was embarrassing. 

Sometimes before sending out an important message about the ministry, I send it to a friend who 

corrects all the errors. It always stuns me to see how many blunders she finds. 
 

Evening Walk 
 

Last evening, after many days of wearing the sneakers with the special insole and knee-length 

compression socks, I was able to take my first evening walk in many months. When I first got 

back on this trip, I went for a walk and had to turn back after three minutes because my foot hurt 

so much. Last evening, I walked for 20 minutes at a quick pass. I had very minor discomfort, but 

nothing compared to what it had been.  
 

 
 

Heading Home to Haiti 
 

Tomorrow the driver will pick me up at 5:15am for the nearly two-hour drive to the airport in Ft. 

Lauderdale. If all goes smoothly, the flight should touch down in Port-au-Prince at noon. Because 

of the early morning drive, there will be no Journal tomorrow. Stop smiling and clapping. 



In the Midst of Our Ordinary Lives 
 

Yesterday, in the midst of an ordinary task of clearing the clutter in my work area, I uncovered a printout 

of the January 1, 2017 Journal. It made me stop the clean-up effort and to sit down and ponder the message 

which will still resonate in a few months when January 1, 2021 rolls around. Here is the beginning of that 

entry. 
 

It was within the struggle to find my way back to God that I became engaged in the struggle 

against the injustice of poverty. The duel struggles became one. A passion for God became a 

passion for the poor; a passion for the poor became a deeper passion for God. I found God in the 

most unlikely of places, in the midst of ordinary people struggling to just survive. In the heart of 

deadly poverty, I encountered the living God. To look for God in pomp and glory is a waste of 

time. God is found in fragility, infirmity, imprudence, and loneliness. In the dark corners on the 

periphery of society, the God of endless light is hidden in the shadows. In the loud screams of a 

malnourished child, I heard the silent voice of God. In the slums of the world where I filmed, in 

the midst of the chronically poor who lacked the truly essential ingredients to sustain life, the 

Gospel became alive, meaningful, and challenging. Jesus had a profound concern for the poor, 

and through the poor Jesus began to speak to me and I slowly began to see just how radical the 

message of the Gospel was. 
 

The spiritual life doesn’t lift us above the human condition—its misery, problems, confrontations, 

betrayals, pain, disease, and difficulties. The spiritual life plunges us deeply into our humanity, 

into all of humanity. We must help each other out of the ditches into which we fall. In the streets 

of life, in the alleys of commerce, in our own homes, we can encounter God. Because of Jesus, 

everything human is divine.  
 

God the all-powerful is found in weakness. Madeleine Delbrêl (1904-1964), a French woman whose 

radical conversion led her from being an atheist to being passionately committed to serving the 

poor, wrote: “When our weakness itself cries out to God, it becomes the dwelling-place of the 

mighty God.” While it was important for me, it is not necessary to spend time in some horrific 

slum in Africa to encounter God. Wherever we are in the world is a place of holiness for those 

seeking God. 
 

I’m still trying to grasp the deeper meaning of all the filming I did for 15 years and for the last five years of 

caring for abandoned kids in Haiti. Writing the daily Journal is means for me to better understand the 

deeper meaning of my personal journey.  
 

Writing the daily journals documenting the life, challenges, and growth of the Santa Chiara Children’s 

Center in Port-au-Prince, Haiti seems somehow to have become the focal point of my life. It is a huge 

amount of work...for a very small audience. I love and really enjoy writing the journals, and the number of 

readers is not really important to me. If there were no readers, I will still write the journal. I don’t write 

the journal with publication in mind. I write for myself, to remind me of how far we have come and to help 

me more fully realize that God has been with us every step of the way on this journey of mercy. I also write 

for the kids we serve…though it is unlikely that any of them will read it. I often share with them the photos, 

which they love looking at. Perhaps when they are adults, they will read the story of how their battered lives 

changed though the grace of the Santa Chiara Children’s Center…and they in turn will become healers. 



 

 
Bency, Judeline and Tamysha. 

This photo from January 2017 brought back many memories. 

At the time we had an old bus on the property. 

When a staff member (Gerry II) became seriously ill, 

we converted the bus in into hospital room. 
 

 



Gerry II recovered. He no longer works at Santa Chiara, but occasionally visits. 
 

Eventually we dismantled the bus and paved the dirt area to create a play area for the kids. 
 

One more thing, the CMA (certified medical assistant) who drew my blood for the Covid-19 test 

wants to come to Haiti as a volunteer in December.  

She is currently studying to become Physician’s Assistant. 

She has already e-mailed me 

and I sent her a link to fundraising video and the website. 

Her father was from Gaza 

And when she visited there as a teenage 

She was shocked by the poverty. 

She decided to enter the medical profession 

With the goal of being a Physician’s Assistant in Africa. 


