
December 14, 2020 

Ft. Pierce Flashback 
 

On Saturday afternoon I was showing Jarline photos on my cell phone from Jetty Park. She was 

amazed at the size and oddness of the pelicans. Here is a photo that gives a sense of the size of 

the pelican’s wing span. 
 

 
 

But what drew her interest the most was the man fishing. 
 

 

 
 



First you must keep in mind that the Jetty Park photos are far, far beyond the experience of a 

Haitian. They can’t imagine something so beautiful, fun, and free. She asked, “Can anyone fish?” 

Sure, just get a fishing pole and some bait and walk along the jetty to a spot where you want to 

fish. “Do they sell the fish to the supermarket?” I would guess, I said, that most people take the 

fish home to cook and eat. But they might sell them to people near the jetty. I used my photoshop 

program to zoom into a closeup of the fish.  
 

 
 

“Wow,” she exclaimed, “that is a really big fish.” The local Haitian fish they sell at markets in 

Port-au-Prince are really small. I told her the fish the man caught would be considered small. 

When I zoomed in (not to a meeting with my LA pal Paul Robie) she could see more detail of the 

fish. “It is beautiful.”  
 

When I’m in Florida I often send Baby and a few others photos of the ocean and jetty park via 

WhatsApp. I love seeing their amazement in their responses. It breaks my heart that I can’t take 

Baby or Bency or Naïve or Jarline with me to Florida on my monthly week in paradise. There 

world is so small, so restricted, so filled with ugliness and suffering. Baby responded to the 

pelican photos with a series of questions: “What is their name?” “They can stay in the water?” I 

told her they dive into the water to catch fish. She wrote back, “Wow they eat fish.” She said it 

was “crazy” how such a big bird could fly. Then she added, “I think I watch more documentary.” 

I assumed she would goggle “pelican.” For me, sharing photos from Florida with members of my 

Haitian family is part of expanding their horizons, encouraging them to read and explore the 



larger world beyond the chains of Haiti. I dream of getting a visitor’s visa for some of my family. 

The current administration has literally banned granting visitor’s visas to Haitians.   
 

Advent Reflection 
 

“We are called to incarnate Christ in our lives, to clothe our lives with him, so that people can see him in 

us, touch him in us, recognize him in us.”  

-Catherine de Hueck Doherty 
 

“Christmas isn’t automatic, it can’t be taken for granted. It began with Mary, but each of us is asked to 

make our own contribution to giving flesh to faith in the world.” 

-Ronald Rolheiser 

 

The Sounds of Joy 
 

Early on Saturday morning, as I sipped my delicious Haitian coffee, I could her the girls singing 

downstairs. It sounded so beautiful, so joyful. Santa Chiara was waking up and singing. I often 

mention the ugly sounds of gunfire, but the sounds of kids having fun are more plentiful, so full 

of life and happiness. I miss those joyful sounds when I’m in Florida.  
 

I often mention the exuberant greetings I get from the kids upon my return, but on Saturday 

among the joyful smiles of some of the staff, one reaction to my return stood out. Rolland was at 

the back of the yard when he spotted me walking toward the stairs. He waved to me. Then he 

began to walk quickly toward me. I turned and walked toward him. Smiling broadly, he shook 

my hand. Then he pointed to the new garden. While I was away, he put a lot of work into the 

garden. He was beaming with pride. I knew he liked gardening, which is why I made him the 

Executive in Charge of Flowers. He was thrilled to be part of the beautification project. Rolland 

is 56 years old, and, as I’ve mentioned, he is Ecarlatte’s half-brother. I believe Rolland is truly 

happy to be part of Santa Chiara, that he has a beautiful, hopeful, peaceful place to be each day. 

He only makes $120 a month. He walks the kids to and from the external school. He organizes 

getting them out the gate on time. He is responsible for organizing the distribution of breakfast 

and lunch. I learned over the weekend that Rolland comes in his day off to spend an hour or two 

working on the garden. This is not a job; this is a labor of love.  
 

Santa Chiara is more than helping kids. We are providing a new life, a new hope, for more than 

50 adults who count on us to get through each month and keep their families safe and secure. I 

thank God for giving me the grace for this work, which is often very stressful, but also, filled with 

real joy, real wonder. Thank you for helping us through another difficult year. We are all 

extremely grateful for allowing us to be a little light in the darkness of Haiti. He can’t let that light 

be extinguished in 2021. 

 

Disturbing to Read 
 

Yesterday I was reading the July 18th edition of an independent Catholic magazine published in 

Great Britain, when I came across a very brief snippet of news in their News Briefing section. 



(You can see how far behind I am in my required reading when I’m reading a nearly five-month-

old “news” magazine.) Here is the quote in its entirety: “Haitian bishops have denounced a draft 

decree of President Jovenal Moïse, which they say attacks the culture and values of the Haitian 

people. The proposed new penal code legalizes abortion and lowers the age of consensual sex to 

15.” Having a corrupt government legalize abortion did not shock me, but saying a 15-year-old 

capable to have consensual sex is really disturbing. It has been my reading of Haitian culture that 

an abortion is not something women elect to do. But having been recently really awakened to the 

reality of pre-teen girls have sex, this lowering the legal age for consensual six is not only shocking 

but contra productive to protecting the innocence of Haitian children. 
 

From Teen Sex to Teens Making Shampoo 
 

On Saturday, Madame Brenda taught the kids how to make shampoo. With all she is teaching 

these kids on the weekends they will soon be able to open a supermarket selling only things that 

they have made themselves.  
 

 
 


