
September 3, 2021 

A Blanc in Haiti (Part One) 
 

Almost one year ago, I was emotionally in a very dark place. It seemed as if everything I worked 

so hard to create at Santa Chiara was crumbling. Ecarlatte was still harassing me, threatening to 

harm me physically. The divorce process in Florida was complicated because it involved legal 

assistance from a lawyer in Haiti; every week there was another road block to maneuver around. 

Billy was becoming increasing more distant and moodier. I had serious doubts about my personal 

relationship with a woman staffer. The hurtful gossiping and in-fighting among the staff were both 

perplexing and frustrating. I was drowning in sea of problems. I was feeling more and more 

isolated and lonely. I decided to pour out my feelings in a private internal journal. I simply put pen 

to paper to explore my inner turmoil about both the viability of Santa Chiara and the continuation of my 

personal relationship. It was for my eyes only. On occasion I shared an entry with one or both of my two 

closest friends. The effort did not last long, barely a month. The first journal entry was on September 12, 

2020. The last was on October 9, 2020. It consumed 37 pages and 16,367 words.  
 

Yesterday, I was determined to spend the day working on one of my two unfinished books. Of course, there 

was a problem with the wire transfer to the Sisters in Les Cayes that required a few phone calls and messages 

to Haiti to resolve. For reasons I’m not going to bother explaining (as it would eat up too many words and 

makes little sense), we are sending $5,000 now and another $5,000 next week…plus whatever else comes 

in while I’m still in Florida. Another $250 for the earthquake relief arrived yesterday. Anyway, I was about 

an hour into reviewing one of the writing projects when I came across the file of the private journal. I could 

not believe what I was reading. It was as if I had been transported back to the most turbulent of times and 

was speaking to an eye-witness to the madness. Me. At the time I was very agitated. (A feeling of agitation 

and becoming easily angered is one of the common aftereffects of someone who was seriously ill with covid.) 

I often had loud explosions of anger in response to normal problems.  
 

Before sharing four journal entries, I want to share something from the end of a long entry that began the 

Journal. I had been pondering the idea of actually living full time in Haiti.  
 

In Florida, I have a place to live. In Haiti, I have a home—a home I created. In Florida, I 

have a solitary life. In Haiti, I have a family. It is an unusual family to be sure, but a 

family nonetheless. In Haiti I’ve truly experienced life in its fullness, in all its ugliness 

and all its beauty. In Haiti, I’ve known great suffering and great joy. The unimaginable 

carnage after the earthquake is permanently etched into my mind. I’ve seen horrific 

violence and unfathomable compassion. Haiti is real and raw. In Haiti, there is no need 

to wear an emotional mask. In Florida, I have hot water and air conditioning.  
 

Life is more than hot water and air conditioning. 
 

Keep in mind this aborted private journal was written long before Gabens took over the leadership 

management of Santa Chiara. Long before we aware of the systematic stealing of funds by the former 

president. And months before the divorce was approved and finalized. I’m going to divide the excerpts into 

two parts. Part Two (which is my favorite) will come tomorrow. I titled the short-lived journal A Blanc in 

Haiti.  



The Trials of Haiti 
 

I began writing this moving meditation on September 7th in Florida. Two days later I returned to 

Haiti. I was, as always, truly excited to be going home. Once the normal raucous welcome faded 

and I started facing the bleak reality of Haiti I found myself questioning almost everything I had 

written about the possibility of living full-time in the tortured, deeply impoverished nation of 

Haiti. The violent protests had resumed. Cars were being set on fire, people were being 

kidnapped or killed, many streets were blocked with burning tires. I had lived through these 

social eruptions many times in the last 5½ years. Getting sick kids to the hospital and going the 

market for food during these massive demonstrations became dangerous undertakings. My life 

had been threatened on two occasions over the years. The protests trigger severe energy 

shortages, bitter levels of inflation, and sharp price increases. For the last year two million 

children have been unable to go to school because it was too dangerous for the teachers and kids 

to travel to the schools. The Haitian economy has been largely paralyzed. On top of all this, there 

is the daily aggravation of running a home with 60 kids (52 of whom live with us and 8 who 

spend the day) and a staff of 55 mostly unskilled, uneducated people. The problems are endless. 

Crisis management is a daily practice. Plus, there is the worry of constantly being on the brink of 

running out of money. After being back for three full days, I was ready to jump on a plane for 

Florida. Did I mention I really loathe Florida? I much prefer the now burning, apoplectic inferno 

of California. 
 

Do I have the courage to take the plunge and pack up my books, abandon my comfortable 

apartment on a beautiful, tranquil Floridian island and move to this tortured island nation of 

constant agony? At this moment, September 13, 2020 at 4:38 in the morning, I doubt it.  
 

For me to take the plunge I would need to fully believe my personal “salvation” was tied to the 

suffering nation of Haiti. What does that mean? It means what brings me closer to the heart of 

Jesus, what gives me the better possibility of becoming a fuller manifestation of God’s love and 

mercy. What is more beneficial for me and others: my being tucked away in stillness and silence 

writing about the inner experience of God or being thrust into the midst of the injustice of 

immoral, widespread poverty in order to be a light of love and mercy? What makes me a better 

human being? What helps me to become what God created me to become? 
 

Writing or serving: ultimately that is the choice. To do both, as I’ve been trying to do, is not really 

possible. By writing, I’m talking about books. The Haiti Journal is part of serving, as it is the engine 

of fundraising. I was fortunate to recently get a new book published. [The Sunrise of the Soul only 

sold 438 copies.] I have another book—Reading Thomas Merton in Haiti— that really means a lot 

to me and is close to being finished. [It was rejected by two publishers.] There are two or three 

other book projects that are in varying degrees of development. I could walk away from those. 

To really serve takes enormous energy and stamina. And immense patience. I guess the bottom 

line is that I can walk away from all but one unfinished book, but I really can’t walk away from 

any of the kids…even though there are days I want to walk (if not run) away from all of them.  
 

Am I too old for the hardships and trials of Haiti? 
 



Am I more concerned about myself and my needs or am I more concerned about the well-being 

of the kids and the staff? I know how I would like to answer, but I am not sure I can. I’m beat. 
 

To contemplate this in the midst of a pandemic, which has already (as of 9.14.20) taken the lives 

of 195,755 American lives, is tough.  
  

September 14, 2020 

Feast of the Exaltation of the Holy Cross 

 

Hiding in Plain Sight  
 

When we find ourselves in the middle of a crisis, it is an indication some kind of needed change 

is on the other side of the difficulty. My current “crisis” is not visible to anyone but me. My crisis 

is internal. It is emotional…and to a lesser degree physical. I’m not content in Florida; nor am I 

content in Haiti. Something is out of alignment. My days, both in Haiti and Florida, are riddled 

with doubts, confusions, and many unanswered questions concerning both my ministry and my 

personal life. 
 

My hunger for God is partially satiated by succoring the silent agony of the plundered poor. Yet, 

the continual act of helping drains me of the inner light that is essential to guiding whatever 

limited aid I’m able to offer. The soul cannot radiate more light than it receives. The soul is 

reenergized in prayerful stillness and silence, in time apart from the suffering. In solitude, 

inspiration is given a chance to break through the tired mind. My brief respites in Florida are far 

too busy with medical appointments, administrative chores, and personal business to relight the 

candle inside. In Haiti, the constant onslaught of problems and the desperate need quickly deplete 

my aging energy. Worry about a wheel falling off the car courtesy of the unpaved roads or 

hearing gunfire beyond the wall of a hospital where I’m seeking help for a sick child or running 

out of operating funds or dealing with unruly kids and lazy staff, or the constant threat of violence 

and kidnapping or the linguistic isolation I feel and endure every day quickly take their toll. True 

restorative rest and relaxation are not possible inside the walls of Santa Chiara as someone is 

always ringing the bell to my quarters during the day and evening…even on weekends. In 

essence, my problem is I’m running on empty. My physical, emotional, and spiritual tanks are 

drained.  
 

Well-meaning friends can see this. They tell me to take time for myself. They don’t tell me how 

to do it without it hurting Santa Chiara. I feel truly stuck on a not so merry-go-round unable to 

jump off. I need help I am not able to give myself. The darkness is getting darker. I’m sinking into 

an abyss of despair. I’m looking for an exit. I’m looking for God. God is doing a great job of hiding. 

Daily Mass is not helping to draw God out of hiding—it only increases the frustration.  
 

My work for the past 20 years was based on the belief that God is hiding in plain sight in the 

world around us. I believed that to embrace the suffering poor is to embrace a loving God. Yet, 

lately that belief is being smothered by doubt. 
 

… 



Is there some big change coming? Is this a time of transition? If so, to what? A new solitary life of 

writing or a more deeply committed communal life of serving? Or is it something totally new and 

unexpected? [Actually, something new and unexpected is coming. It will keep me in Haiti.] 
 

September 15, 2020 

 

My Dilemma 
 

In the last 5½ years every dreadful thing that could be hurled at me has been…in triplicate. For 

instance, I once had to lift at dead 4-month-old infant out of her crib and put her in a cooler and 

cover her with ice, as it would be days before an undertaker could remove her remains. My car 

was once surrounded by angry protestors, one of whom was holding high a gas can with the 

intention of setting my car one fire with me inside, along with an 8-year-old girl. I was once 

chased by a gang of motorcyclists through crowded streets, forcing me to drive so fast I feared I 

would kill someone. Every year since 2015 there have been many incidents that should have 

compelled me to throw in the towel and zip back to the safety and comfort of my former, ordered 

life in America. Yet I stayed.  
 

Now, staying is in doubt. I want to stay. I’m just not sure I have the stamina, patience, and passion 

to stay. I’m losing my temper over simple things. But then an image of Peter Francis or Baby Ruth 

or Clare Marie crosses my mind and I can’t imagine leaving. This is my dilemma: I want to go 

but I can’t leave. 
 

I guess that I’m getting at is there are no surprises anymore. I’ve seen it all. Yet just two days ago, 

something did surprise me…and frightened me. Just minutes after entering a children’s hospital 

with a very sick four-year-old girl, there was an intense gunfight between uniformed police and 

recently fired police who were protesting. The fired cops were angry and they had guns. The 

waiting area of the hospital is outside the hospital’s main building under a tin roof to shield 

parents and their sick kids from the sun. Between us and the gun battle was a low, thin wall. The 

noise of the guns firing was incredibly loud. People were running and screaming. I hit the floor. 

The terror was over in minutes. After leaving the hospital we could see the damage caused by 

protestors who set a government building on fire. A simple hospital visit landed us in what felt 

like a war zone. 
 

At least once a week, a staff member comes to me seeking financial help due to one crisis or 

another. This week a woman staffer who has been with us from the very beginning came to me 

saying that her landlord was about to evict her and three kids because she didn’t have the rent 

money for the coming year. She needed $200 to avoid being tossed out of her shack of a home. At 

the end of each month, two or three staff members ask me for a few dollars for transportation 

between work and home until pay day on the first of the month. The need is unlimited, while my 

resources are increasingly limited. We are currently projected to run out of funding before the 

end of November. What me worry? Yes!  
 

A good friend of mine said something in a recent weekend Zoom retreat that caught my attention. 

As he spoke, I jotted down the gist of what he was saying: “From our mothers’ womb we are in 



a community of others. And through others we find our salvation.” The point is that we need 

each other to until the day we die. Alone we can accomplish nothing. I’m completely dependent 

upon others—lots of others—to run Santa Chiara. My kids and staff are completely dependent 

upon me. It is this burden of being responsible for so many kids and adults that form our humble 

community of the weak that at times crushes me.  
 

September 16, 2020 

 

The Naked God 
 

It sometimes annoys me. Yet it mostly touches me. I’m talking about kids entering my office 

unannounced. Some of the kids no longer ring the bell to my “apartment.” They slip into my 

office without my being aware of their presence, as my focus is on what I’m writing and my back 

is to the office door. Walencia (aka Wally) would spend the entire day in my office if I allowed 

her. She seems hurt when I tell her I’m working and she needs to go downstairs. Of course, Bency 

and Naïve, because of the years they spent living on the second floor, feel free to come and go as 

they please. When Naïve comes into my office, I know what she’ll say: “Dad, I want something.”  
 

“What?” 
 

“Something.” 
 

“A spanking?” 
 

“No.” 
 

“Cereal?” 
 

“Yes.” 
 

“OK.” And off she goes. 
 

Naïve will eat two or three bowls of cereal a day. She is a very picky eater. She is reluctant to try 

anything new. Bency on the other hand will eat anything, anytime, including hummus and 

guacamole. Bency is always ready for an adventure. 
 

Yesterday afternoon, Naïve came into the office with Woodline. They just plopped down on the 

couch. Soon they were up, snooping around the bookcases looking for something to entertain 

themselves. First, they settled on an old booklet I created during our first year to explain and 

promote Santa Chiara. A graphic artist friend produced a very slick promotional tool, liberally 

sprinkled with photos of the kids. The older kids who have been with us for years love seeing 

themselves and friends when they were younger. Bency at 8 looks very different then Bency at 

12. 
 

After spending time wandering down SCCC memory lane, the girls pulled the pulled the “2018 

McBride Family Calendar.” Every year, my daughter, Adrienne Frances McBride, who lives in 



Phoenix, Arizona, produces and distributes a calendar at Christmas featuring photos of her kids, 

Ryan, Julia, and Alex, taken during the current year.  
 

At one point, Woodline showed me the calendar’s cover photo of the entire McBride family. She 

pointed to my granddaughter and said, “What’s her name?” I paused as I tried to recall her name. 

Before I could answer, Naïve said, “Julia.” It stunned me to realize Naïve knew my 

granddaughter’s name while I couldn’t instantly respond to Woodline’s question. This failure 

was not just memory slippage due to the natural aging process. It has been five years since I’ve 

seen my daughter and grandchildren. Worse, we rarely speak. This pains me. The lack of 

communications has lots of causes. The time differences. My daughter’s super busy life. She 

recently moved from the suburbs of San Francisco to Phoenix. My hyper busy life in Haiti. The 

disconnect between our life choices.  
 

On impulse, I said, “Let’s call Julia!” Naïve and Woodline loved the idea. There was no answer. I 

took a photo of the girls seated on the couch. I had them hold up the calendar so I could see the 

cover. I sent the photo to Adrienne. Later that evening, Adrienne called me. She detailed how 

crazy her life has become now that her kids are not in school and are learning at home via 

computer. “I’ve become a high school teacher,” she said…and she was not happy about it. After 

the call, she sent lots of recent pictures of her kids. I was amazed how they had grown. All three 

were now teenagers. Then Julia called. It was a video call. We basically just starred at each other. 

Julia was suddenly a teenager, probably older than Naïve. There were quick shots of her two 

brothers. I barely recognized them. After the call, Julia sent me a “tictok” video of her dancing.  
 

Recently when I was in Florida, I wished I had the freedom to get in the car and drive to upstate 

of New York and spend time with my sister and brother-in-law, both of whom are in their mid-

80’s. I also wished I could jump on a flight to Arizona to visit my daughter and grandkids. Sadly, 

there is no time. Nor do I have the energy. My Haitian family absorbs all that I am, all that I have. 

I am embarrassed to say I really do not know my grandchildren. This is something my daughter 

does not understand. I suppose it hurts her. She cannot understand what I am doing in Haiti and 

has no interest in visiting Santa Chiara to see what her dad is doing.  
 

Here is a goofy segue way. Yesterday, a staffer said, “I have the flu in my nose.” She had sniffles.     
 

As of the morning of September 18th, the US death toll from Covid-19 was 198,886. Within two 

days, we will hit the mournful landmark of 200,000 dead. 
 

As I finished writing the above early yesterday morning, I received an email from Fr. Dumarsais. 

On September 16th (two days ago), I sent him this document up to that point. I was puzzled why 

he had not responded. I think he read it and had been thinking deeply about it before responding. 

What he wrote touched me deeply. He was speaking the truth. I knew the truth of which he 

spoke…but I did not want to believe it. I looking for an escape. There is no escape. Dumarsais 

wrote: 
 

Dear Gerry: 
 



You once told me: what lead you to Haiti was to go into the belly of lady poverty and 

experience the inner-intertwines of brokenness to find God. It is a journey of many layers 

of transformation, of twists and turns, of drops and sudden take-offs. You have been 

broken piece by piece and the process is painful. This is a land where you have no 

security whether social, emotional or economic. People laugh, cry and dance at any 

circumstance to keep their sanity because life is just unpredictable and harshly hard.  
 

Haiti is already your home. You have Haitian children in your home at Santa Chiara. 

You are not a visitor who leaves when the situation changes. You have purpose and 

goals to achieve. Most of these children would die if you were not there. Papa Gerry is 

not an honorific title, you are a papa with the heart of a real papa. Florida is your 

business place and sometime an escape. Your life is in Haiti and your roots are within 

your children. They have you as the core of their stories, how they have a white dad who 

gives warm hugs and provides for them in the midst of pain and injustices to build them 

to be who they are. You will be amazed at graduation in maybe some years from now.  
 

The restlessness is part of the process of establishment and becoming. You are at a 

carrefour [Creole for intersection] of settlement after maybe years of emotional abuse 

[by Ecarlatte] but you are doing something beautiful. You are staring at lady poverty 

and are delivering strikes and blows, you have carved a path, you have found the naked 

God. The price is monumental and bloody. … God provides and makes ways not as we 

want but as he sees fit for us.  
 

Maybe I need to remind you that I truly admire your courage and your love for God. 

Your endeavors rekindle my faith.  
 

My dear friend, remain in God’s peace! 

Dumarsais 
 

What a stunning message. Dumarsais cut right to the heart of the matter. He understands. It is 

not that I’m too old, too tired, too frustrated to continue. Here is the truth: I’m too scared of what 

is next. I’m at the precipice of totally letting go. In Haiti, there is no safety net. Most Haitians are 

in freefall.  
 

Patrick recently told me that without missionaries, Haiti wouldn’t be here. The sad reality is that 

Haitians go into politics to make money, not to serve the people and protect the nation. The 

process of getting a simple ID card could stretch out for months. If you have money, you can 

bride an official and it will only take weeks to get the ID card. There is one essential ingredient to 

survival in Haiti: patience. Nothing happens quickly. Nothing happens easily. Everything is a 

struggle. 
 

Long ago, I elected to walk down poverty road. There is no turning back now. I was about to 

write that I’m in it for the long haul, but at my age, I must say I’m in for the short haul…maybe 

ten years if I’m very lucky. I’m already very blessed. I may not have much money, but I’m very 

rich.  
 

September 18, 2020 


