
December 15, 2020 

Delivering Mother 
 

Yesterday was the feast of St. John of the Cross. He prayed that God let him see in people what 

God saw in each of us that allowed God to unconditionally love all of us. 
 

I arrived back in Haiti filled with love and hope. Within 24 hours I was angry an depressed. There 

are so many problems, so many staff members who are lazy and lack any passion for the work of 

caring for children. I shouted a few times on Saturday and Sunday. For this I was sorry. I found 

it hard to see anything lovable in a few people. I need to pray more in the manner of St. John of 

the Cross.  
 

I needed to rest in Florida. I did not. Too much work to do. I’m just one guy, an old man, carrying 

a load far too heavy. Near the end of my brief time in Florida, I had this fleeting thought: “I don’t 

even know how to relax.” That just about sums up my problem. 
 

When I went to take a shower yesterday morning before going to Mass at the MC sisters, there 

was no water. Perfect joy. Not so much. When I went downstairs, I heard that the reservoir was 

empty. How could that be? Later I heard that one of the guys ran the water pump that supplies 

water to the house at two in the morning. The kids showered before school and used up all the 

available water. I was glad they at least had water.  
 

A friend of my is a master icon painter. Very talented, prayerful guy. He lives in Colorado. He is 

a faithful Journal reader. When he read in the Journal about by talks with the old sisters who sits 

next to me on the bench on the back of the chapel, he felt inspired to “write” an icon of Mother 

Teresa. He sent it to me when I was in Florida. He wanted me to bring the icon to Haiti and give 

it to the old sister. When I unwrapped the icon, it was so beautiful I wanted to keep it for myself. 

My friend later told me that his wife loved it so much, she did not want him to give it away. He 

told her that he felt the Lord telling him to give it to the sisters in Haiti. A few years back, my 

friend came to Haiti with a group visiting Fr. Tom’s ministry. On that trip, the group attended 

Mass on morning at the sisters. He was very moved by the experience, as he had a long-time 

devotion to Mother Teresa.  
 

I was excited to enter the chapel at 6:10am. A usual the old sister was seated alone, reading and 

praying. She smiled when she saw me. I sat next to her and handed her the icon. She though it 

was beautiful and really captured the likeness and spirit of Mother. I told her I thought it was so 

beautiful that I wanted to keep it. Without hesitation she handed it back to me, saying, “You keep 

it.” Of course, I told her I could not keep it. I showed her the personal note my friend, Lewis 

Williams, wrote on the back of the canvas. 
 

The sister stood up. She was holding the framed icon in one hand. Her other hand was on her 

walker, as she slowly made her way to the door at the front of the chapel leading to the sisters’ 

residence. She came back a few minutes later without the icon. She told me she gave it to Sr. 

Francesca, who has been bedridden for months. She loved it. I was happy that Sr. Francesca had 

it. Later, when the superior entered the chapel, the old sister asked her to come with her. They 



went to Sr. Francesca’s room. The superior returned to the chapel with the icon. She brought it to 

the sacristy. After Mass, the superior thanked me for bringing the icon. I told her all about Lewis 

and his love of Mother Teresa. She was happy and asked me to thank him. On Sunday, I carefully 

took some photos of the icon. 
 

 
 

 



 
 

Balaam Knows 
 

The first reading at Mass yesterday was from the Book of Numbers, which is a favorite among 

accountants. It featured the story of Balaam who was a pagan seer. He boldly proclaimed he could 



hear God, sees what God sees, and knows what God knows. The king wanted the all-knowing 

Balaam to curse Israel. Balaam believed God didn’t want to curse Israel. So, Balaam, catching a 

glimpse of the messianic promise, blesses Israel. 
 

Me…I only hear silence and, at the moment, only see darkness. I prayed after receiving the 

Eucharist: “Lord I don’t know what is going on inside SCCC or me. I need help. I need light. I 

need wisdom.” Of course, God, who knows me better than I know myself, knows I need all these 

things, plus a bunch of money. Advent is a season of waiting…prayerfully waiting. Come. Lord 

Jesus.    
 

Amigo 
 

Later in the day Mackenson explained why there was no water in the morning. In one of the 

bathrooms, the toilet was continuing running water. He needed to replace the inner working of 

the tank. I asked him to check other toilets to see if any had similar problems. He found one. I 

had to take him to hardware store to get the replacement parts. On the drive, we encountered a 

police check point. They are checking for kidnap victims. Normally, I’m waived on. Not this time. 

The police officers asked to see my driver’s license and papers for the car. I engaged him in some 

light banter. Then he said, “We have a problem.” The insurance lapse at the end of September 

and had not been renewed. It really isn’t insurance. It is more like a vehicle registration. I told 

him I ran an orphanage for 60 kids and I’ll have someone take care of it immediately. He said that 

a “donation” would make the problem go away…and I could continue on my way. I folded up a 

ten-dollar bill and discreetly place it in the palm of his hand. And off we went. 
 

We hit the same road block, same cops, on the way home. I lowered the window and gave the 

cop I bribed a fist-pump. He smiled and said, “See you, Amigo.” To renew the papers in person 

could take up to six hours. It is madness. Patrick will hire someone to bring the expired papers to 

the government office and get the new papers.  
 

How Did You Do That 
 

Yesterday afternoon I saw Sendi come running toward the back of the house. She was screaming 

and had blood pouring out of her nose. At the same time, Nurse Noussely was coming down the 

stairs to get her. Minutes later, I saw Sendi, still crying, coming down the stairs. The nurse was in 

hot pursuit. Sendi clung to the handrail as the nurse tried to get her back upstairs for treatment. 

Sendi is strong and tough. The nurse couldn’t pry her loose. I walked up the stairs, help out my 

hand to Sendi. She took and we walked back up the stairs to the clinic. I picked her up and put 

her on the exam table. She began to scream and I had to hold her down while the nurse treated 

her. Afterward, the nurse asked, “How did you do that,” meaning to get her to come upstairs 

with me. I told her that I was asked by Grace Hospital (in December 2016) to take her because her 

teenage mother abandoned her. I said she has been with me since she was an infant. For the first 

six months she was with us, she bit me every day. I am all she knows. The nurse then treated my 

nose. I had a huge pimple inside my right nostril that caused a lump and redness of the exterior 

of my nose. If it doesn’t heal, I can play Rudolf the Red-Nosed Reindeer on Christmas.  


