
September 10, 2020 

Back in Haiti 
 

In my Journal on Tuesday I wrote about typos and walking. The bit about walking had a typo. I 

wrote about being able to “walk at a quick pass.” Of course, I meant “a quick pace.” A kind Journal 

reader pointed out the mistake by saying: “Don't worry about the typos, etc. It's the content of 

your journals that matters.” Very sweet. 
 

The trip back to Haiti hit a snag. Everyone one on board by 9:55am for the 10:06am flight. Yea! 

An on-time flight, we’ll land early. But there was some kind disturbance with one passenger. Her 

ticket had been canceled. Much loud talking. It took 15 minutes for the woman to leave the plane. 

Seconds after the door closed, the Captain made and announcement: because of lightning in the 

area the ramp was closed. We sat for two hours. We took off at 2:25pm. There was the usual 

raucous greeting when I got home. Many kids said: “Dad, where are your sandals?” They miss 

nothing. Within an hour, 13 girls were in my office. Photos at the end of the Journal. 

 

A Spirituality of Hope 
 

If anyone had a reason to hate, it was Etty Hillesum. Her refusal to hate the Nazis even as they 

murdered her people, and her insistence that, in spite of the horrors of the camps, “life is glorious 

and magnificent,” make the diaries of Etty Hillesum, who died in Auschwitz in 1943, one of the 

most extraordinary testimonies of the twentieth century. Etty writes: “I try to look things straight 

in the eye, even the worst crimes, to discover the small, naked human being amid the monstrous 

wreckage caused by man’s senseless deeds.” 
 

There are so many senseless deeds in Haiti. Sometimes it is hard not to respond in anger and 

hatred. After five and a half years in Haiti, I think I catch a glimmer of what Etty says about trying 

“to discover the small, naked human being amid the monstrous wreckage.” I’m not saying I 

succeed at this, and what disturbs me in Haiti is nothing compared the horrors Etty saw and 

endured in the concentration camp. But her heroic, saintly existence in such a horrific place is an 

example of how we can transcend anything if we stay focused on God.  
 

I’m reading a book titled Etty Hillesum: A Life Transformed. It was written by Patrick Woodhouse; 

he is an Anglican priest from Great Britain. The back cover describes the book with these words: 
 

On 9 March 1941, a 27-year-old Dutch Jewish student living in enemy-occupied 

Amsterdam made the first entry in a diary that was to become one of the most 

remarkable documents to emerge from the Nazi Holocaust. Over the course of the next 

two and a half years, an insecure, chaotic and troubled young woman was transformed 

into someone who inspired those with whom she shared the suffering of the camp at 

Westerbork and with whom she eventually perished at Auschwitz. Through her diary 

and letters, she continues to inspire those whose lives she has touched since: an 

extraordinarily alive and vivid young woman who shaped and lived a spirituality of 

hope in the darkest period of the twentieth century. 
 



I became drawn to Etty’s short life at least a dozen years ago. Perhaps it was because her spiritual 

transformation took her away from “the critical, rational, atheistic bit that is part of me...” to a 

spiritual consciousness that few reaches. Her unorthodox faith drew her to a vocation to care and 

to write. Her habit of kneeling was not a position for pleading or interceding; it was to listening 

to “the deepest and best in me.” For Etty, listening was a way of believing. She wrote: “Against 

every new outrage and every fresh horror, we shall put one more piece of love and goodness, 

drawing strength from within ourselves.” 

 

A Letter to Merton 
 

Last week in Florida, I spent some time sorting out things in my storage unit. I dumped a lot of 

stuff. I found an old Toshiba laptop computer. I bought it home, mostly to see if it worked and 

what was on it. The computer had been replaced in 2015. Taped to the lower left-hand corner was 

a faded piece of paper which I later realized I had clipped from the Tablet, an independent 

Catholic publication in England. It was a quote from a letter Dorothy Day wrote to Thomas 

Merton. Here is the quote: “My constant prayer is for final perseverance—to go as I am trusting 

always the Lord himself will take me by the hair of the head like Habakkuk and set me where he 

wants me.” 
 

Where does God want me to be? I believe in Haiti.  
 

The quote came from this book: 
 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

Besides jumping on the couch, pulling everything and anything off the shelves, 

Looking at the photo albums starring the kids, and 

“doing” my hair. 
 

 
The protests have begun again. The violence has been confined mostly to between Delmas, 2 and 

Delmas, 10, which is near downtown. There has been shooting. Not sure how long it will take to 

reach Delmas, 33. We had to take a different route home from the airport because Patrick was 

told there would be trouble along the way we normally use. 


