
October 20, 2020 

Storm Clouds 
 

 
 

For a week, it has rained virtually every night between 7:00pm and 8:00pm. 
 

 



A Place of Forgiveness, Pain, and Conflict 
 

The following is from my private journal (A Blanc in Haiti); it was written on September 25, 2020. 
 

Earlier I mentioned that I went to morning Mass at the MC sisters because I was seeking a sense 

of fellowship. It was more than that. I wanted to be part of their community. I wanted Santa 

Chiara to be a family, which is the most elemental form of community. It is disappointing that 

Santa Chiara, despite my wishes and efforts, never really became either a family or a community. 

It is a collection of individual adults, all with different dreams and goals. The common thread 

among them is poverty [and for most of the staff a lack of education]. It is also a collection of 

“clicks,” each with negative assessments of the other clicks and the people who comprise them. 

Instead of the pulling together for the common good, they spread nasty gossip about each other.  
 

Community is a place where we learn to care for each other, which makes community a place of 

forgiveness. Community is a place where the ego dies, which makes community a place of pain. 

Because each of us carries our own inner conflicts into community, and so community becomes 

a place of conflict. The values of the world are in conflict with the values of community. In 

community we learn to move from independence to togetherness. In community we give others 

the space to grow into what they were created to be.  
 

I’ve spent enough time inside religious communities in the States and especially in Italy to know 

how community is supposed to work. It doesn’t always work thanks to human weakness. 
 

I am on a solitary journey amidst lots of people who see me as an important figure in their 

survival. They depend on me. I’m far from the experience of community for which I desired. At 

the moment I feel isolated and very alone. I have one lady friend who is a lifeline from complete 

lonesomeness. She keeps me in touch with real humanity.   
 

Since that was written nearly a month ago, I see more clearly the divisive nature of the non-stop gossiping. 

Sadly, the staff is not pulling together as a team. I am starting to hear how some long-time staff members 

are sowing seeds of disunity because they hold old grudges or perceived slights. Patrick told me that as soon 

as he walked through the gate on Saturday morning, he heard a commotion over one person taking another 

person’s juice. The argument ended with one of the two throwing the juice at the other. Patrick assumed 

they were talking about two kids. But no, the juice fight was between two adults. Later in the afternoon, 

there was another loud, angry exchange between two staffers. It took some time to get to the bottom of the 

problem. One staffer simply did not want to do what she was told to do, namely clean the toddler’s bathroom 

after another staffer had given the youngest kids a bath. For me, the fracas was discouraging. Finding 

funding is hard enough; squelching squabbles is draining.   

 

 

What is not draining are the kids. 

Sure, they can be tiring, but they are the hope. 

Some photos of a few kids follow. 



 

 



 

 



 

 

Finally…on Sunday I had to fire one of our newest and youngest employees. She had been 

warned many times about her refusing to follow orders, but on Saturday it became clear she stole 

some meat. She had received many chances because we knew her uncle. 


