
October 30, 2020 

The Balcony of the Soul 
 

On Wednesday, the day I traveled back to Florida, I woke up at 3:00am. I had set the alarm for 

4:00am. I could not go back to sleep. I got up. It was way too early. I sent Wednesday’s Journal 

and made some coffee. I mostly sat in silence. My mind, however, was jumping all over the place. 

It had been a difficult, stressful eighteen days. I needed to leave, and happy to be doing so a day 

earlier than I thought. I finished the few things I needed to do by 5:30am. Robenson was coming 

to take me to the airport at 7:30am. Two hours to kill. I never have time to kill time. Time seems 

to be killing me. Rather than kill time, I decided to use the time to calm my travel anxiety. I really 

hate these monthly trips to and from Haiti. I thought I’d read for a half hour and then shower 

and get read to leave. I knew Robenson would be early. Nothing on the shelves of my limited 

Haitian library piqued my interest. I had read most of the books many times. I settled on an old 

favorite, a book I often dip into for inspiration. The book was Anam Ćara by the late, great Irish 

writer and former priest John O’Donahue. I opened the book randomly to page 150. Midway 

down the page was a section titled Sisyphus. That one word told me I was about to read what I 

needed to read. Sisyphus is a figure from Greek mythology who was punished for his sins by the 

god Zeus to the eternal punishment of forever pushing a bolder up a hill in Hell. He would get 

the large stone near the top of the hill and it would roll back to the bottom and poor Sisyphus 

would have to roll it back to the summit. Sisyphus is a symbol of futility.   
 

The lead sentence was: “When weariness becomes gravity, it destroys your natural soul 

protection.” 
 

I could have stopped reading right there. It said it all. I instantly realized my mission in Haiti had 

become a Sisyphean task that has worn me down. I had not really understood just how weary I 

had become. I was in a rut. Further down in the section, on the next page, O’Donahue wrote: 
 

“When you remain in a rut, you become caged behind one window of the mind. You are 

not then not able to turn around toward the balcony of the soul and enjoy the different 

views through the other windows of wonder and possibility.” 
 

In the early days of Santa Chiara, I was filled with “wonder and possibility.” Everything was 

exciting. The kids filled me with wonder. I even imagined having satellite Santa Chiara Children’s 

Centers across Haiti. Perhaps a year or so ago, someone asked me if I saw any hope for Haiti in 

the future. I answered: “No. Haiti is hopeless.” I am pushing a boulder up a hill in Haiti. The 

mountain of problems are without end or solution. Progress is so painfully slow, doubt creeps in 

and frustration mounts. I tried to tap into my belief that as a Christian, I am to live the 

resurrection, that the darkness of corruption and violence in Haiti could not extinguish the light 

of Christ. Sadly, the forces of darkness seem to be winning.  
 

Noting the work of a French philosopher who critiqued the exponential speed of modern life, 

O’Donahue wrote: “Where things are moving too quickly, nothing can stabilize, gather, or grow.” 

An African proverb states that when we moved to quickly, we need to slow down to give our 

spirits a chance to catch up with us. In this moment, that speaks to me. Outside of being confined 



to my couch on oxygen for seven days back in late May, I really never have an actual day off. In 

Haiti, I try to sequester myself in my office on Sundays, but even if I succeed to avoid problems 

that need solving, I am still working. I am determined on this trip not to push myself too hard, to 

take a few days without having to do anything related to Santa Chiara. I want to read, to take 

walks, and “work” on my new book. I but work in quotes because time spent pondering Merton 

is not work. It is relaxing, enjoyable, and inspirational. 
 

Wednesday might, my first night back in Florida, I slept for eight uninterrupted hours. There was 

not a sound to disturb me, no loud music, no gunfire, no barking dogs, no crying kids. Nothing 

but silence. On Thursday after outing to the post office and to vote, I took a two-hour nap. Perhaps 

part of my exhaustion is sleep deprivation. In Haiti, I rarely get more than six hours of sleep a 

night and daytime naps are a rarity.  
 

News from Haiti 
 

Peter’s doctor was still sick on Wednesday, so the surgery will be next Monday. Patrick and Baby 

will bring Fritzson so the doctor can check out his hernia. The 38 kids who will be starting school 

next week had to visit the Adventist school to fill out some forms. Jarline and Rolland escorted 

them to the school. Jarline took some photos.  
 

 



 
 

 


