
October 4, 2020 

A Flashback 
 

Yesterday, I did not wake up until 7:00am. I could not believe I slept so late. As Journal readers 

know, I always get up at 4:00am. Sleeping so late was an indication I was more tired than I 

realized. I arrived in Florida more exhausted than usual. During the three weeks I spent in Haiti, 

I often found I was pushing myself through each day. The mounting problems, the constant threat 

of violence, the tumbling economy, our credit card debt worked together to press me down. The 

burden was heavy and I was weak. Sr. Immacula was in India; I truly missed her daily smile, her 

kind words of encouragement, and her advice to simply trust God. I was feeling very alone, very 

isolated. There was no one to talk to about my inner turmoil, doubts, and confusion. There were 

days my mind wrestled with the idea that maybe I was approaching the end of my Haitian 

journey. The conundrum I faced was clear: I wanted to walk away but I knew I could not abandon 

the kids. In my life at Santa Chiara, there was no joy, no peace. There were only problems. My 

second-floor office felt like a prison. I was often agitated over minor incidents. I snapped at 

people. Being everything to everyone was beyond exhausting. Someone was always tugging at 

me for something. 
 

All of that was a prelude to an email that was awaiting me after waking up so late. The writer 

was responding to the invitation to the Zoom “lecture” I would be giving on Monday night. I did 

not feel up to doing it, and actually was regretting that I accepted the invitation from the 

monastery. The Journal reader did not mention the event. She wrote: 
 

Good Morning Gerry, 
 

I found an email of yours that got buried somehow amongst many old emails.  It is from 

April of 2019.  You wrote this at the end.... 
 

Final Thought: In yesterday’s Journal I wrote: “I guess the actual road we take isn’t 

really all that important, as long as it leads us back to God. Returning to God is the 

destination of our life’s journey.” A friend in Texas wrote to say he wished that last 

sentence had gone on to say, “...and Jesus is our ever-present companion on that 

journey.” My friend was absolutely right. 
 

The Journal reader went on to explain how my words from the past touched her present life. I 

wanted to read the Journal entry so see the context of what I had written. I have all the daily 

Journals saved in files from each month of every year. I pulled up the April 2019 journals. The 

quote came from the journal of April 9, 2019. This is how it began: 
 

April 9, 2019 

Homecoming 
 

About a month ago, we brought Holganita to Grace Hospital. She was very sick, having 

a hard time breathing. When our doctor came to clinic, he told us she needed 

hospitalization immediately. On Sunday the hospital called to say they would release 

her on Monday afternoon. When Billy, Josette, and I walked into the children’s ward, 



Holganita got very excited…she was going home.  Besides some lung issues (which have 

not been clearly explained to me), we were told that we had to take her to a cardiologist, 

as she also has a problem with her heart. Nurse Rose came to the children’s ward to greet 

us. I told her on Sunday a kid cut their foot and I treated the wound, adding that I didn’t 

wear rubber gloves. She hit me.  
 

 
 

Here is another entry in that day’s Journal: 
 

Toilets Galore 
 

Before starting Santa Chiara four years ago I had in my previous 68 years of life never 

purchased a toilet. Wherever I lived, there was always a toilet. Since starting Santa 

Chiara, I must have bought at least ten toilets. The latest one was yesterday. I don’t know 

how kids can break toilets, but they do. We also did another food shopping. Spent 

$1,413.56…which included about twenty bucks for apples. In the midafternoon, each 

child received one apple, except for the toddlers, who each received half an apple. 
 

The journal also included longer spiritual reflections.  
 

Today is the Feast of St. Francis of Assisi. The saint’s radical way of following Christ somehow 

wormed its way into my heart in March 1995 and put me on an unexpected journey into the 

bloated belly of poverty. Back then, I could never have imagined that following Francis and Jesus 

would take me to Africa five times (twice to Kenya; three times to Uganda), take me to India, 

Brazil, Peru, Honduras, El Salvador, Mexico, the Philippines, Jamaica, and Hungary. Or give a 

talk to 5,000 young people in the South of France. The long journey eventually led me to 

essentially make Haiti my primary home.  
 

And now I face the temptation of leaving Haiti.  
 



The Journal reader’s email was like a lightning bolt from heaven. It jolted me into looking back at 

the journey. April 9, 2019 was just one day in a long string of hard days in Haiti. So much happens 

each day in Haiti that it is easy to lose track of the entirety of the journey, how each step along 

the way in each of the distant countries mired in profound poverty took me deeper into the 

unfathomable mystery of God. 
 

Recently, I had been thinking that I was in perhaps in a period of transition that was marked by 

a deep uncertainty. I wondered: a transition to what? Certainly not retirement in Florida. I really 

don’t like Florida. After a week on this beautiful island off the coast of Ft. Pierce I’m eager to get 

back to Haiti. So why all this uncertainty? Maybe I’m not in a time of transition. Maybe I was just 

really tired…physically, emotionally, and spiritually. The last 18 months have been very stressful 

for me and for Haiti. The on-going violent protests are creating deep agitation and frustration 

within the people. During that span of time, my life was threatened twice. On my last trip, a fierce 

gunfight between the police and the protestors really unsettled me. Haiti is a nation of chaos and 

uncertainty. In the past, I used to be able to drive north into the countryside for a day at a beach 

resort that offered a respite from the demands of Santa Chiara. That is no longer possible, as the 

road north is too dangerous. I had lunch with Fr. Dumarsais on Friday. He was planning on 

coming to Haiti with me on October 10th. He said it was too dangerous for him to go. He said he 

could handle the kind of unrest in Port-au-Prince, but he had to go far to the north to visit two 

ministries he supports and the road in that part of the country is experiencing brutal violence. 

Most Haitian say the level of violence that plagues the country is the worst they have ever seen. 
 

On the personal side, I had to deal with removing Ecarlatte from Santa Chiara in March 2019 after 

being confronted with evidence of her misbehavior. For the next year, her attacks on Santa Chiara, 

throwing rocks and screaming dreadful things, upset everyone. I’m happy to say that in the last 

six months see has accepted the new reality in her life and her abhorrent behavior slowly 

dwindled to the point where she no longer threatens me or anyone else. We think she is spending 

a little time in the Dominican Republic. In a phone message she left me yesterday she said she is 

enjoying her life. I wish her well. Nonetheless, the abuse I experience over the two years before 

her removal from Santa Chiara has left its mark on me. I have a new friend who is making life a 

little more pleasant. 
 

The divorce will be finalized on November 3rd. My lawyer will represent me in court. I will appear 

before the judge via Zoom. Ecarlatte has waived her right to appear and has accepted the 

settlement we agreed upon back in December 2019. So, maybe the transition is actually more 

internal. For the first time in nine years I will be free. I can begin a new life. But I am not free to 

leave Haiti. The bond of love for my kids will not allow me to abandon them. In truth, my adopted 

family, which includes many of Ecarlatte’s relatives, is in Haiti. I can’t leave Bency, Naïve, Peter, 

Clare, Teresa, Ruth, Wally, Woody, Izzy, Ally and all the other kids. I feel a deep connection to 

many of the staff. In our hearts, Baby is my daughter and I am her father. When I’m in Florida 

she often writes to me―How are you Dad? She turns 21 on Christmas Eve. I hope some day I can 

bring her to Florida with me. 
 

I need to find way to relax in Haiti rather than take more time away from Haiti. 
 



Sorry for babbling on so… 
 

I’m doing the best I can to keep Santa Chiara afloat. I get some criticism from donors about the 

credit card debt. They correctly point out you can’t sustain a “business” with credit cards. Haiti 

is still essentially a cash society. So, much of what we do is done on a cash basis. I need to preserve 

the cash on hand. Anyway, I’m not a businessman. I’m an artist. If I were a businessman, I would 

never have started Santa Chiara…or would have “cut & run” after the first year. I’m better at 

taking photographs, making movies, and writing books than I am managing a budget. 

Nonetheless, with the help of many supporters, some hard-working, dedicated staff, I’ve created 

something beautiful, a real home named for St. Clare of Assisi.  
 

Rilke said, “A work of art is good if has arisen out of necessity.” 
 

The necessity to care for my kids is a great necessity.  
 

Meanwhile here in the Sunshine State, it has rained every day since my arrival in Ft. Pierce. Here 

are two photos I took on Friday of the road leading from my apartment complex to the front 

entrance of Ocean Village. 

 

 
 

More intense rain is forecast for today. 



 
 

I might soon need a rowboat. 

 

Blessing 
Used by Francis of Assisi 

Number 6:24-26 
 

May the Lord be always kind to you 

and take care of you. 
 

May the Lord show you his favor 

and introduce you into the intimacy 

of communion with him. 
 

May the Lord smile at you 

and introduce you firmly in prosperity 

and in peace. 
 

Translation: Jean-Francois Godet-Calogeras 

inspired by the exegesis of Francesco Cocco 

  

And finally,… 



A Journal reader shared this story from an Episcopal Relief agency’s website… 

 

 

Father William “Bill” Miller with his dog, Nawiliwili Nelson. 

 

My dog usually snores through my sermons. I can’t fault him for being a more action-oriented 
than contemplative critter. Besides, he’s raised more funds for Episcopal Relief & Development 
than I have. 
 
It is said that Saint Francis frequently preached to the animals. His homilies apparently did not 
elicit a single yawn from any bored beast. So poignant and powerful was Francis’ sermon to 
the famed Wolf of Gubbio, the wolf found himself transformed into a dog (even without the 
discovery of a couch). The notorious wolf had terrorized the townsfolk of Gubbio, close to 
Assisi, for far too long -- even devouring livestock and their human stewards. 
 
Rather than threaten the wolf, Francis called him “Brother” and asked him to contemplate the 
cause of his violence toward others. The wolf admitted to Francis that he had been left behind 
by his pack long ago due to an injury, and he found himself frequently starving. As he wasn’t 
much of a hunter anymore, he simply devoured the closest object of his appetite. “After all,” the 
wolf told Francis, “a beast has got to eat.” 
 
Francis, inspired by the Holy Spirit, told the wolf that the townspeople would feed him if he 
would partner with them -- not only to do no harm but to protect them. The wolf calmly walked 
beside Francis back into town, without a leash, and eventually became the most beloved pet in 
the history of Italy. The wolf loved the townspeople and he never hungered again. 

 

Imagine what a beautiful, peaceful, loving world this would be if no one had 
to hunger or wonder from where their next meal would come... 

 


