
September 26, 2021 

I Sit Corrected 
 

Most days the daily Journal gets just two or three reactions from the 189 readers. Some days no 

one responds. Once in a while a Journal will spark an outpouring, such as the one this week 

featuring the kids going to school. Readers loved the photographs. One wrote: “WONDERFUL!!! 

In every way! … The children are beautiful. In their faces, minds and hearts reside the hope of 

Haiti.” Another reader wrote: “Gerry, what a huge production…so we’ll organized! I think the 

staff must want to go back to bed after the children are in school!”   
 

And yesterday’s Journal about moving “Lilly” into a better place to live also drew a lot of positive 

reactions. “Such generosity and care. I can only imagine how happy Lilly and her children must 

be. May all be well for them and you.” Another reader forwarded the Journal to a friend with this 

note of explanation: “This journal entry from today describes so vividly everyday life in Haiti for 

many Haitians. Many live in even worse conditions. This entry describes in heartbreaking detail 

why so many Haitians came to our border and were treated like animals.” In a personal note to 

me, the reader said: “This is what greeted me as I sipped my first cup of freshly brewed coffee in 

my comfortable air-conditioned apartment with kitchen cupboards filled with food stuffs. I can 

only imagine the feelings you have EVERY DAY living and working in these conditions and 

seeing at first hand the suffering.” 
 

But by far, the most amazing response to the “Lilly” Journal came not from America but from 

Haiti, from our volunteer doctor, Dr. Deluc Accilus. I hesitated to share this, as it over inflates 

whatever it is I am doing in Haiti; however, I share it because it shows the character, depth, and 

spirituality of so many Haitians. The vast majority of Haitians are good people, hard-working 

people, who just happen to be burdened with a wholly unjust, unimaginable poverty created by 

the insatiable greed for money and power by corrupt politicians.  
 

I took my time to read this heartwarming, novel-like story, a true tale detailing part of 

Lilly's fate. 
 

The series of the first photos make you want to cry, but arriving at the last series it was 

as if we had arrived at the end of the tunnel, it looks like a big phew of relief. 
 

Gerry forgot the grudges, and put his ego aside, putting on his forgiveness cloak like the 

father of the prodigal son (Luke 15: 11-32) to accomplish a work that will have marked 

the life of an entire family. The witnesses to this act of love and forgiveness and self-

sacrifice (I'm talking about Robenson, Baby, Dr Stephanie) and even me reading this 

story. 
 

Like two jews (?) wandering the streets of port au prince, Baby and you got into a car 

with no destination looking for a bedroom for Lilly! Some would say what madness! but 

God in his love and mercy has known how to guide your steps and ensures a happy 

ending to the situation. Yes, it is a great work of grace and charity, made by God and for 

God (Mat 25:40) 
 

In my humble opinion, …you have left all that you knew to come and brave all that there 



is in Haiti and this in a disinterested (?) way, it is that you have a divine mission to 

accomplish here, do not be discouraged by the problems and vicissitudes of this country, 

therefore continue your ministry for the glory and will of God. 
 

Another Journal that garnered a larger than usual response came the day before the “Lilly” 

Journal. It featured quotes from the letters of Henri Nouwen. In one of my commentaries on a 

quote I mentioned the paucity of my prayer life. One reader suggested my prayer life was not 

really lacking. “Gerry, there is no paucity to your prayer life if you broaden its definition to 

include your journaling and your interaction with the Thomas Merton’s, Henri Nouwen’s, and 

John Dear’s of the world. And that is not to mention your acts of love as acts of prayer!” The same 

reader also responded to the Lilly Journal, saying: “Sounds like prayer to me. Pretty good prayer 

life...” Somedays (not many), I feel as if prayer is alive within me. Other days, my prayer life 

seems lifeless.  
 

Another reader offered this comment to the Nouwen Journal:  
 

“Your entry of today was redemptive in that it demonstrates so clearly that our efforts 

in some sense shows that our ‘fountains’ are never truly empty. You obviously are a 

model that there are always ‘a few drops left.’ The puzzler is that we each have to find 

our own way of renewing that fountain. It makes me think of how St. Bonaventure 

describes God's love as a never-ending fountain. Thank you for giving me so much to 

meditate on.”  
 

Instead of unceasing prayer, I find myself engaged in unceasing thinking. Nouwen said: “…we 

can convert our unceasing thinking into unceasing prayer by making our inner monologue into 

a continuing dialogue with our God, who is the source of all love.”  
 

And finally, Lilly sent me a WhatsApp message yesterday: “Thank you. I am happy for the new 

house. Thank you very much.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 


