September 27, 2020

Out of Balance
On Friday, a series of things pushed me into a dark place. I became overwhelmed by sadness. I
wanted to flee Santa Chiara. I steeled myself by focusing on the fact that I only had three full days
left before I could escape to the solitude of my place in Florida. I was beating a quick retreat to
my office, when I crossed paths with four of the older girls who stopped me. It turned out that
they did not want the food that was being served for lunch. I unexpectedly invited them to come
upstairs where I prepared a special lunch for them. I had them sit at the dining room table and
served them. I pretended I was a famous chef and they were in my restaurant. It was fun. They
loved it. Without realizing it, serving the girls lunch and making them feel special (which they are) was
a way for me to beat back the blues.

It is only through loving and serving your brothers and sisters that real peace can be found.
Sustaining that peace requires the delicate balance between prayer and helping, between time
alone and time for others. I think the core of my problem of late is that I don’t take time for myself,
that is time to do nothing but relax and rest. Most of my “alone time” in my office in Haiti and in
my apartment in Florida is spent working. The pressure to raise funds is constant. The
administrative chores are endless. Keeping track of the cash and checking account in Haiti is allconsuming. The credit card was rejected again on Thursday because we failed to notify the
bookkeeper of recent charges. October’s payroll will be delayed a few days because I don’t’ have
the funds; hopefully donations awaiting my return to Florida will cover the payroll. When I’m
not consumed with Santa Chiara stuff, my focus is on writing a new book.
All of this is a formula for burn-out.
In Haiti, I can’t just get in the car and drive someplace pleasant or go out for lunch or dinner
because the streets are unsafe thanks to protestors who set cars on fire or kidnap people. Tension
is constantly in the air. Last night, I heard gunfire that sounded very close to us. It has been nearly
a year since I spent a day at a beach club about two hours north of us, as the road to it was
extremely dangerous. Inside Santa Chiara, everyone, kids included, are always tugging at me for
something. The kids want a cookie or an apple or a doll or a toy car; the adults need money for a
tap-tap ride home or money for rent or money for a doctor visit for their child. On my last trip to
Florida, I never even went to the beach even though it is a three-minute walk from my apartment.
I was too busy working my way through a long “to do” list that had to be handled in too brief of
a time period.
Doing good is not good if your life is out of balance. My life is way out of balance.
Etty Hillesum wrote: “Every moment gives birth to a new moment, full of fresh potential, and
sometimes like an unexpected present…. One must not cling to moments of malaise…because in
doing so one may prevent the birth of a richer moment. Life courses through one as a constant in
a great series of moments, each having its own place in the day.” That insight was clearly
illustrated in the brief moment when I encountered the four hungry girls and turned it into
something fun.

New Staff Member
Last week I hired a weekend activities director. Her name is Brenda. She worked as the activities
director at an orphanage for four years. Keeping all these kids busy on the weekends is a huge
task. The kids instantly embraced Brenda. Brenda is married to our security guard, Robenson.

Meanwhile, I kept busy by painting a wall. (Photo by Woody)

Nurse Rose brought her daughter to work on Saturday

Detail of my wall painting

Other wall art.

