
December 21, 2020 

Filled with Everything 
 

Though vested in divinity, Jesus took on human flesh. Though possessing all power, Jesus entered 

into our weakness and became powerless for us. Jesus entered into our nothingness so we could 

be filled with everything, with eternity. He entered into our frailty and futility, our sin-filled 

humanity and blessed us with countless hidden graces to help lead us to our true home with God. 

But, for the most part, we look away, and go our own way, just pretending to be a friend of Jesus. 

 

Going Nowhere Slowly 
 

Yesterday, in predawn darkness, I received a WhatsApp message from Baby, who lives in an 

apartment adjacent to Santa Chiara and turns 21 in a few days. She said her refrigerator was 

empty. “Dad, I need some bread, juice, macaroni, burger meat, and chicken to cook.” I had 

planned to sit alone most of the day and work on completing this book. It had been a stressful 

week. The violence and killing had accelerated. Our generator and my car both needed repairs. I 

needed a day apart. A day to be silent. Suddenly, I had to squeeze in a shopping trip, which 

would eat up about three hours. To be honest, before Baby wrote to me, I thought about going to 

the Caribbean Market because I knew they would be giving out a free turkey or ham. I had 

decided that a free turkey was not worth the drive. After Baby wrote, I knew I could use a few 

things which I can only get at the Caribbean. So, off we went, leaving at 8:20am. 
 

About half way up the mountainside, there is choice to make: take the main road or the back 

roads. The back roads, with its endless turns, are longer, but often quicker as the main road often 

has choking traffic. I tool the main road, because normally early on Sunday morning the traffic is 

light. I failed to realize that on the last Sunday before Christmas, the main road would be jammed. 

I just get a bit jittery when I feel trapped on this road. If there is an eruption of violence, I have no 

way of escaping it. We made it without incident. 
 

As we were checking out, one of the market supervisors came up to me and wished me a Merry 

Christmas. He asked for my Caribbean discount card. He said he would get me a gift. I told him 

I would prefer the ham over the turkey as I thought it was easier to cook and carve. As the packers 

were boxing up our stuff, the supervisor put our gift in the box. When we got to the car, the 

packer said, “Oh, you got two gift bags.” One was a 12-pound turkey and the other was a huge 

piece of ham. Without saying anything, he doubled the gift because he knew I had a lot of kids to 

feed. Nice.  
 

We took the back roads home. At one busy intersection, we were stuck in traffic without moving 

for about 15 minutes. When I turned up the narrow road leading to the even more narrow road 

to our place, a disabled car blocked the way. It looked like there was a problem with one of the 

front wheels. I had to back up a good distance and circle around to another road that is really 

bad. Half way up, a car was coming down. Once again, I had to back up. The road is very narrow 

and runs alongside a cliff…a little slip and I’d end up on the roof of the shack below. Going to 

the market in Haiti can be a real adventure. I said to Baby, “I’m running out of patience with these 

roads. Why did you decide to live in such an unreachable location?” She laughed. 


