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One Image Is Worth a Thousand Words 
 

 
Woman and Child (Silence) (detail), Jean-Francois Millet, 1855 

Art Institute of Chicago, Chicago, Illinois. 
 

I desperately need silence. The noise in my head is nonstop. Can’t stop thinking about the kids 

and the lunatic fringe of the staff—children in grownup bodies—and the irrational things they 

say that are in reality contrary to their own interest. 
 

But yesterday morning, I heard gentle, consoling, and loving words from a Journal reader in 

Colorado who wrote: 
 

Gerry, we folks on the outside of your life who so much respect and love what you do 

in the world and how you bring it to us in your words, images and videos have a tough 

job too! To encourage you to continue with all you have on your plate or to shrink your 

world to better serve and manage it. I feel most of us don’t really need you to do anything 

we ask, but more hear that we love and are concerned for you, and focus on that fact. It 

is silly for us to even think of trying to tell you what to do. I can’t imagine trying to close 

the door in someone’s face who comes knocking for your help. But in our care for you, 

we see a caring man whose tank is empty and overwhelmed by the immensity of what 

he is confronted with every moment of each day, with no opportunity to get away and 

empty the burden and refill the tank with love and joy. A friend of yours, St. Francis 

spent most of his life beating up on his mule, brother body, and knew in the end that he 

should have offered it a gentler path. At this pace, you can't survive, is all I wanted to 

say, and to do your work, the world needs you to be around a lot longer. And I say it in 

pax et bonum. 
 

Here is the reality. There are days—many days—when I want to leave Haiti and never return. 

However, I know I can’t walk out on the kids…or even the staff. Counting today, I have just five 

days left before I return to Haiti. A few more days of rest would be nice, but I’m fine to go back. 


