
November 18, 2020 

Looking Back to See Today More Clearly 
 

In Haiti, a day feels like, at least for me, a week. So much happens it is hard to process it all. 

Yesterday (11/17), as I sat in the silence of the MC sisters’ chapel before Mass, I scribbled a few 

scattered, unfiltered thoughts. 
 

Tumultuous five days 

So much lying 

Easily agitated 

Poor communications 

Lots of misunderstandings 

Frustration level high 

Still…this is home 

Must relax and re-center 

Can’t let go 

Can’t walk away 

Merton book is my retreat from the chaos 

Writing it (and reading it) is healing 

So easy to lose focus 

So easy to succumb—or better put to entertain—the pull to walk away 
 

Before I left for the Missionaries of Charity, I was looking for a specific book when I came cross a 

black, blank book. I pulled it from the shelf. It was a book I carried with in 2016 to jot done 

thoughts. A few pages into the handwritten notes, an entry written on January 28, 2016 arrested 

my attention. It was written in an empty church in South Pasadena, California. The piece was 

titled “Fade Out.” 
 

I don’t want to make another film. 

I don’t want to write another book. 

I don’t want to give another presentation in a church or school. 
 

I want to disappear. 

Not disappear as in vanish. I just want to fade from public view. 

I no longer need the attention that comes from being an author, a filmmaker, or a speaker. 
 

After filming extreme poverty all over the world…I think I’ve encountered Christ with the poor 

in Haiti. 
 

I want to write. I need to write. But I don’t need publication. I like writing my Haiti Journal for 

the 83 people who want to receive my daily scribbling via e-mail. 
 

I don’t even want to maintain my Blog anymore and checking on how many people visited each 

day. 
 

I think I prefer Haiti to America. Haiti demands faith. There is no safety net.  



 

Haiti is an invitation to let go, to surrender to completely trust, to be moved by love. 
 

Haiti is where I can go deeper into the heart of love. 
 

In Haiti, my familiar props are removed. It is me and God…and a sea of kids. 
 

In Haiti, life is real and raw. 
 

In a filmscript, at the end of a scene, the writer writes: FADE OUT. 

 

The next entry was written in Haiti. It simply said: “It is great fun to ignore stop signs.” 
 

There were pages concerned with the power outages in Peguyville, where the home was located 

at the time. According to one entry, the power was out for 13 hours. I wrote: “For me part of the 

hopelessness in Haiti is due to a lack of infrastructure. Bad roads, unreliable electricity combine 

to make life very difficult…and the poor have no way around these daily problems. Big 

companies and the rich can afford huge, powerful generators to insure a steady flow of 

electricity.”  
 

There was an entry written in the airport in Port-au-Prince on October 18, 2016. “I cried. 

Emotionally, leaving the kids is always hard, but this time the hugs & kisses really touched me 

on a deep level. During the kissing and hand-shaking, I cried.” I went on to mention some of the 

little girls by name. They are no longer little girls. Some have moved on. The entry went onto say 

how the flight was delayed and I missed my connecting flight to Los Angeles. I had to wait many 

hours and for a late-night flight to Las Vegas, wait more, then catch a morning flight to L.A. I 

arrived 14 hours late…the next day.  
 

Reading all this let me know how hard this journey has been, that I rarely have had a full day off, 

that it is clear I’m on the brink of burnout. 
 

Yesterday, when I can home from the sisters, Peter Francis and Clare Marie where jumping up 

and down alongside the car door before I could open it and get out. They wanted kisses. They 

followed me upstairs. With 38 kids in school, the yard is empty. The babies and toddlers are 

inside. It is quiet. When we reached the kitchen, they both climbed up on a small chair to better 

watch me pour the juice. They both drank their cups very quickly. I gave them each a cookie. I 

said, “Bye, bye.” They turned and headed for the door. Clare now says, “Bye, Bye.” I watched as 

they hopped down the stairs…and I smiled. 
 

I am not going to let the employee disputes bother me or stress me. Patrick and Billy will handle 

the messy details of terminating four women. In an hour-long shouting match with Billy and 

Patrick (with me standing silently against the downstairs’ office wall) one woman convinced us 

she was innocent. Everything she said was a lie. Three collaborating witnesses told a different 

story. Nurse Rose said that if they all weren’t fired, she would quit, adding the there will be no 

progress for Santa Chiara if they remain. A new labor guide manual provided by the government 

had revised the compensation employers must pay employees if the are terminated. The old 



guidelines indicated I had to pay one the fired staff five months pay. The new guideline said I 

had to pay only two months salary. We will also file papers against each employee if they don’t 

accept the legal compensation. We will have a lawyer draw up the papers. The four employee’s 

total compensation will come to $1,160. It is a high price to pay to ride ourselves of four divisive 

staff members who sowed seeds of mistrust and division. 

 

Protests. Yesterday, the protests resumed in earnest. Most of the road blocks of burning tires 

where confined to downtown, but some blockades were sprinkled across parts of Delmas. On 

Monday, two Haitian engineers were kidnapped. The thugs broke into their office and pulled 

them out. Today is some kind of historic day, so large scale protests are anticipated. I went out 

yesterday to a supermarket near the American Embassy, as the road to that area is less prone to 

be a target of protestors. Haiti remains a dangerous place to be. Bad things can happen to anyone 

at any time. On the upside, it is a bit cooler at night. In Haiti, you hang on to any speck of good 

news. 

 

 
 



 
 

 
This an informal settlement. They are all over the city. 

 

 


