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Color Blind 
 

On Tuesday evening as I was surrounded by the SCCC medical team of two doctors and a nurse 

I realized how lucky I was. The team was going to give their all to make sure I recovered...not just 

because I pay them but in deep gratitude for what I am trying to do for the kids and for and for 

our Haitian staff...for ignoring the hardships and violence and walking with them through their 

suffering and pain.  
 

These are all really good people, caring, kind, compassionate. They see in Santa Chiara a glimmer 

of hope in the darkness and violence of Haiti.  
 

I am truly blessed to have them in my life.  
 

They are icons of the truth that Black lives matter just as equally as all life matters to God. 
 

For sure there have been far less noble people in Santa Chiara who have tried, out of jealousy, 

fear, or ignorance, to destroy the beauty of Santa Chiara with their mean-spirited gossiping, back 

stabbing, and stealing but even their lives matter also. This also happens in America and 

everywhere as divisiveness abounds around the world in all spheres of life, especially politics 

and religion. All of this “us versus them” denies the reality that we are one.  
 

When I watched the opening of my film Rescue Me the other day, I was struck by the reality that 

most of the homeless people in the Skid Row section of downtown Los Angeles were black. I an 

now far more sensitive to their plight than when I filmed them 18 years ago. It hurt me more 

deeply than I imagined. Same is true of my time in Uganda and Kenya during my five trips to 

Africa. After nearly 6½ years in Haiti I’ve become color blind. 
 

Puppy Love 
 

On Tuesday night, a fierce storm hit Delmas, 33. The thunder was extremely loud. I thought that 

it must have really frightened Bene. About 20 minutes later, I could hear her yelping at the gate 

atop the stairs to the second floor. Sure enough, the thunder so scared her that she jumped from 

Walencia’s bed (fortunately Wally is on the lower bunk, so Bene didn’t break her a leg in the leap 

from danger) and rain directly to back stairs. When I opened the door, she jumped all over me. I 

was up late because after sleeping most of the day on Tuesday, I simply wasn’t tired. Bene was 

on my lap as I wrote yesterday’s Journal. I went to bed at midnight, and Bene slept on top of me. 

I woke up at 3:45am. I sensed Bene was looking to pee. I carried her downstairs. I was barefooted. 

I felt my sense of balance was a bit askew, but I had no sensation of dizziness. The dog peeped 

and we went back upstairs. As I sat at my desk typing, Bene was on my lap, sleeping.  
 

Around 6:45am, I decided to take her downstairs for the day, as I walked to the apartment door, 

Wally entered the apartment. When she saw Bene, Wally’s face exploded into a huge smile. She 

had been worried about Bene. I handed the puppy to her. Bene did not object or struggle to be 

free. Wally has had a very difficult life before entering Santa Chiara. I think it is really good for 

her to have Bene to care for. There is a rumor that Wally’s father, a notorious gang leader, was 

shot and killed. I have not been able to confirm this, but if it is true, she will need to refocus her 



love. Bene could the recipient of the goodness within Wally. Wally’s emotions are all over the 

map. There are days, she loves me, smiles when she sees me; and there are dark days when she 

completely ignores me, will hardly look at me. Wally is very smart. And very damaged. 

Hopefully Santa Chiara will continue to be a place of healing for this tough but sweet girl.   

 

Suffering in Solidarity 
 

Yesterday morning I came across an essay from the pen of Dietrich Bonhoeffer that I found in Dietrich 

Bonhoeffer: Meditations of the Cross edited by Manfred Weber {Westminster John Knox Press, 1998-pg 25] that 

spoke to me. 
 

It must be clear to us that most people learn only through personal experience occurring in their 

own bodies. First, this explains why most people are remarkably incapable of ant sort of 

preventive action. We keep thinking that we ourselves will be spared when disaster strikes—until 

it is too late. Second, it explains our insensitivity toward the suffering of others; solidarity with 

suffering arises in proportion to our own increasing fear of imminent doom. Much can be said to 

justify this attitude. Ethically, we wish to avoid meddling with fate. We draw the inner strength 

for action only from an actual and present crisis. We are not responsible for all the injustice and 

suffering in the world, nor do we wish to judge the whole world. Psychologically, our lack of 

imagination, sensitivity, and inner readiness is balanced by a kind of unwavering calmness, and 

undisturbed ability to work, and a great capacity for suffering. From a Christian perspective, 

though, none of these justifications can conceal that the real issue is our hears’ lack of 

magnanimity. Christ avoided suffering until his hour had come; then, however, he went to it in 

freedom, seized it, and overcame it. Christ—so scripture tells us—experienced all the suffering of 

all human beings on his own body and as his own suffering (and incomprehensibly lofty notion!), 

and took it upon himself in freedom. We are certainly not Christ ourselves, nor are we called to 

redeem the world thorough our own actions and our own suffering, nor should we burden 

ourselves with the impossible and then castigate our own inability to bear it. No, we are not lords, 

we are instruments in the hand of the Lord of history. Only to an extremely limited degree are 

we really able to join with other human beings in suffering. Although we are not Christ, if we 

want to be Christians we must participate in Christ’s own magnanimous heart by engaging in 

responsible action that seizes the hour in complete freedom, facing the danger. And we should 

do it so in genuine solidarity with suffering flowing forth, not from fear, but from the liberating 

and redeeming love of Christ toward all who suffer. Inactive ‘waiting-and-seeing’ or impassive 

‘standing by’ are not Christian attitudes. Christians are prompted to action and suffering in 

solidarity not just by personal bodily experience, but by the experience incurred by their fellows 

for whose sake Christ himself suffered.” 

 

Personal Health Update 
 

First, I am grateful all the prayers for my recovery. I felt much better yesterday. I had no fever, 

no dizziness. My lung saturation rose to 95. My coughing was milder and les frequent. But I over 

did it in the morning, catching up on work not done on Tuesday. By 11:30am, I had to take a two-

hour nap. Afterward, my coughing increased and I was spiting up much mucus. I was busy filling 

out a grant application for the medical clinic and I had to go downstairs to consult with Gabens. 



On my way back to my office I had a coughing spell as I passed the clinic door. Moments later 

Dr. Stéphanie knocked on my office door to say she heard me coughing. Suddenly my breathing 

was labored. It was decided I needed to take one vial of Budesonide via the nebulizer. Moreover, 

I needed to do this twice a day for a few more days. 
 

I have so many medications to take, at different times and amounts, that I figured I’d never get it 

right without some kind of simple procedure to follow. So, I set up my own medicine distribution 

center with easy-to-read instructions. I took a photo and sent it to Dr. Deluc.   
 

 
 

 


