
September 22, 2020 

In God’s Hands 
 

On Sunday, Baby (Orlane) and I went on our usual Sunday morning outing, our father and 

daughter time together to shop for our personal food supplies for the coming week. I also buy 

food for Jarline’s grandmother, sisters, and nieces who live in the apartment adjacent to us. 

Normally we drive to the Caribbean Market in Petionville. Not yesterday. I just did not feel up to 

the 30 to 40-minute drive; I was also concerned about protests, even though Sunday mornings 

are usually immune for violent protests. I opted instead to go to a new market much closer to 

Santa Chiara in Tabarre, not far from the US Embassy. The shorter drive of about 20 minutes takes 

us through a very poor area that has less traffic and is less prone to protests. The drive is less 

tense than the drive to Petionville. As I drove to and from the market, my attention was drawn 

to the vendors who line a long stretch of a narrow road. I felt the harshness of their lives, spending 

long hours under the blazing sun selling small amounts of fruit and vegetables or used clothing. 

They barely eke out enough money to survive. I want so much to walk the street and photograph 

the gritty people sitting on the ground grinding out a living. The future for the chronically poor 

Haitians seems so bleak, so hopeless. Yet day in and day out they go about doing what needs to 

be done to get through that day. For them, tomorrow is in God’s hands. I need to embrace that 

level of trust. I’ve got today to make a difference in the lives of our kids and staff. 

 

Equipped for Ministry 
 

Yesterday morning I read a reflection in Give Us This Day that truly spoke to me. It was from a 

book by Lewis Smedes titled My God and I. Lewis B. Smedes (1921–2002) was a professor of ethics 

and theology at Fuller Theological Seminary and an award-winning author. 
 

I made more than my share of mistakes [as pastor] at Madison Avenue, mistakes which, 

if they were ever aware of them, the good people I worked for were quick to forgive. But 

there was one mistake I made early on that was all but unforgivable. I forgot that the 

worshippers whom I was called to serve were ordinary people—not leaders, not 

educated, not wealthy, just working people—and would never be anything else. I wanted 

them to be leaders, visionaries, educated, wealthy, and in my heart I faulted them for not 

fitting my notion of what I wanted them to be. Then I remembered what my former 

professor of church history told me the night that I was ordained. Walking into the church 

with him, I asked him if he had one last piece of advice for me. “Yeh,” he said, “just 

remember that the people of your church are ordinary people. If you take them as they 

are, you will do OK.” 
 

I did sometimes forget that I was called to serve these people, not the elite Christians that 

I wished they were. When I did forget, I was ineffective, unloving, impatient, wretched. 

As time went by, however, and as I learned more about myself, I knew that I was just as 

weak, just as limited, just as insecure, just as boring, just as frightened—and just as 

sinful—as they were. When I finally got that fact firmly lodged in my soul, I became, I 

think, a passable servant. 
 



As I read that, I realized that I expect too much from my staff, virtually all of whom are 

uneducated and very poor. Most are barely Christians. I can’t get annoyed when they don’t—and 

can’t—live up to my lofty expectations. I am seeing, as Smedes did, that I am just as weak, just as 

limited, just as insecure, just as boring, just as frightened—and just as sinful—as they are. Well, maybe 

not boring. 

 

Worms 
 

Naica, the 10-year old girl who had maggots in her head, came with a novel problem. Yesterday, 

the kids were lined up as I was giving out chocolate/caramel lollipops. When Naica reached me, 

she was crying. I asked what was wrong. The kids seemed to know; they were giggling. Whatever 

was wrong, it has something to do with her bunda—that is her behind. I asked Bency to bring her 

up to the nurse. While in the clinic, Naica went into the bathroom and pooped. Nurse Noussely 

saw a worm in the poop. She gave Naica medication.  

  

The Vaccine Ladies 
 

The public health ladies who come a few times a year to give our kids vaccines showed up. It was 

not a full-scale vaccination visit. The saw only the toddlers. They weighed each child and gave 

most of them some form of oral medicine or vaccination. One 8-month old child who came to us 

a few weeks ago received three vaccines via a needles. Lots of screaming.  
 

 
Clare Marie hates being weighed. She screams the entire time. 

“Dad, put down the camera and get me out of this stupid thing. 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
In the midst of the public health workers visit, our Nurse Noussely administer daily medications. 

 



 
 

 


