
November 30, 2020 

Living with Angels 
 

Well before sunrise yesterday I was working on my new book on Thomas Merton. Before I began, 

I sent Sunday’s Journal and read reactions to Saturday’s Journal that readers had posted overnight. 

They were concerned that the shocking events of Thanksgiving Day would so discourage me, 

especially in light of the recent staff problems and the bleak financial outlook that might force a 

painful downsizing, that I might be temped to just walk away from Santa Chiara. For sure, that 

temptation is real. Things seemed to be falling apart. I wrote one reader, “I get to work a few 

hours a day on completing the Merton book, so that helps re-center me.” 
 

The new book, which is basically completed, is titled Reading Thomas Merton and Longing for God 

in Haiti: Learning Wisdom in the School of My Life. All that is left to do is try to shorten it a bit, so 

that potential publishers do not dismiss it outright because of its length. So, in the predawn hours 

of each day for the last few weeks, I actually read large chunks of the book. Some days, I trim 

only 150 words. Some days only 50 words. Once in a while, I cut 500 or more words. But them, I 

sometimes add 100 words. Anyway, over the last two months, I trimmed the manuscript by about 

8,000 words. But no matter if I cut only a few words or lots of words a day, the process of reading 

the text over and over again, I enter more deeply into my own journey with the poor. 
 

The book is sprinkled with some of my experiences making more than two dozen films on 

poverty around the world. Put the primary focus is on my life in Haiti, especially during the last 

year. The book ends with a selection of some of my Haitian Journals. This required me to read 

nearly six years of Journals. The following Journal entry made it into the book. Reading it afresh 

yesterday in the wake of the difficult events of the last few days was a ray of sunshine in the 

darkness. Here it is: 
 

Ordinary Time 
 

January 15, 2019: When I woke Naïve up at 5:00am yesterday, I helped her climb down 

the ladder from the top bunk. She does not like the top bunk. I put out my arms and 

said, “I’ll catch you.” I thought she said she had to pee. But when I embraced her, she 

was all wet. She tried to tell me she had peed in the bed. My nice clean t-shirt was wet 

with pee. And so, the day began. 
 

When I left Santa Chiara, backing up slowly through the gate, I paused briefly to look at 

all the kids waving goodbye. I suddenly felt overwhelmed by the sensation that I lived 

with angels. So many of the staff, regrettably, are quick to classify a child as bad. But in 

truth, God dwells within each child and so they are angels…who sometimes behave 

badly for a variety of reasons. It is easy to harshly judge a child. There are a few of our 

kids that can get under my skin. It is those kids that I have to embrace more firmly and 

find the good within them. Santa Chiara is a school of life for me. 
 

Before reading that, I had decided to send the 10-year-old girl back to her mother. I guess I need 

to re-think that decision. When do I graduate from this school? 

 



Tomorrow I return to Florida. It is a short visit. Outside of the two travel days, I’ll have just nine 

days of solitude. Much of that time will be consumed with dreary, draining administrative tasks 

and phone calls to supporters, as well as a visit to the skin doctor. My hope is to submit the new 

book to a publisher before I return to Haiti…and the push to prepare for Christmas. Thankfully, 

a Journal reader sent the funds to enable us to purchase a gift for each child. I will stay in Haiti 

through New Year’s Day. It will be my first New Year’s Eve with the kids and staff.  
 

 
Waiting for Christmas 2017 

 

 
Christmas 2019 


