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One Person 
 

During the past week, I reconnected with someone I had not communicated with in any way for 

at least ten years…and probably much longer. Even though we only met in person no more than 

three or four times, the person had played a pivotal role in my life. In fact, if it hadn’t been for 

this person, my life would have been dramatically different during the last 22 years. None of my 

other six “spiritual” books would have been published; heck, they would never have been 

written. The long stretch of years during which my life was spent to the fullest making 

documentary films on excruciating poverty would never have happened. So much of who I am 

was dramatically influenced by what I saw, felt, and learned while traveling with pen and camera 

to India, Africa, South & Central America…to eleven poverty-stricken nations in a 10-year period 

of time. I even traveled to Istanbul on a journey throughout Turkey with a Muslim filmmaker in 

hopes of learning about each other’s faith. During that memorable trip, we became brothers. 
 

None of that extensive travel would have happened without this one person; she opened the door 

to all the unpredictable things that occurred. Moreover, without this person, my becoming a 

public speaker, giving more than 250 talks at churches and schools all across America, as well as 

in Canada, France, Italy, and Hungary, would have been far beyond my imagination. Even more 

improbable, giving a retreat to a group of Missionaries of Charity sisters in Haiti and a 

presentation to Trappist monks in Kentucky would have been inconceivable. Even this person 

could never have imagined that the book I submitted to her for publication would have been 

named the Best Spirituality Hardcover Book of the Year by the Catholic Press Association, beating 

out some best-selling authors who were high-profile priests. Because of this person, I traveled far 

beyond the limits of my desires.  
 

I list all these accomplishments not out of a sense of pride but out of a sense of amazement and 

disbelief, and in humble recognition that none of it would have happened except by the grace of 

God. I’m not a saint or a hero. I’m old and tired…just another lost, battered, and bewildered soul 

searching for crumbs of meaning along the road of life. My days are littered with doubts and 

anxieties. The extent of my knowledge could fit into my grandmother’s thimble and have room 

left over for a swarm of Haitian flies. I shake my head in incredulity at the crazy journey that took 

me through the most horrific slums on earth and to the violence and chaos of Haiti…and a little 

home that struggles day-to-day to be a beacon of hope, healing, and peace in the midst of the 

turbulence of a nation on the brink of collapse.  
 

In Haiti, I live a hidden life. Except for a few people, no one in Haiti really knows anything about 

all these “accomplishments” or my past life as a television producer in Hollywood and New York 

City. I live alone amongst a sea of kids and staff, unable to communicate with more than three 

kids and four adults. They know nothing about the things that really interest me. They don’t read 

Thomas Merton; they never heard of Gandhi or Vincent van Gogh or listen to Vivaldi. They don’t 

sit around thinking about spirituality, theology, the efficacy of prayer, or matters of peace, justice, 

and the integrity of creation, as well as interfaith dialogue. They are hungry. They are desperate, 

hoping to survive the day. 
 



In Haiti, my heart was enlarged…and broken. I no longer make films; I now make sandwiches.  

And in the dead of night, I write books that no publisher wants.  
 

How did all this happen? 
 

One person. A stranger, no less. And the entire course of my life changed…along with the lives 

of many others, people I had not yet known. There are kids in Uganda, Kenya, Peru, Brazil, and 

the Philippines whose lives improved because of one of my films. I think of some homeless kids 

in Los Angeles, Detroit, and Philadelphia that touched my life. Even some kids in Mexico, 

Honduras, and El Salvador have been helped. The kids in Haiti who are my lifeblood—Peter, 

Clare, Teresa, Moïse—would never have survived infancy. The scores upon scores of other kids 

who passed through the gates of the Santa Chiara Children’s Center, troubled, abandoned, and 

abused kids, kid’s whose unusual names sweetly roll off my tongue with ease and wonder—

Bency, Naïve, Walencia, Isnaida, Dieuvena, Djoumica, Malaika, Winsay, Naica, Guerlancia, 

Hadassa, Anaica—whose lives and future had been transformed by Love. Sadly, two of my young 

kids—Tamysha and Kenja—died. I still mourn their deaths.   
 

The person’s name is Lisa A. Biedenbach. She accepted to publish The Sun and Moon Over Assisi. 

Before submitting the fat manuscript to St. Anthony Messenger Press (now Franciscan Media), 

where Lisa worked as Director of Product Development, at least a half dozen other publishers 

rejected the book. Had Lisa not taken the risk of publishing a very long and unusual book on St. 

Francis and St. Clare, none of what happened over the last 21 years would have happened. That 

book catapulted me into an entirely new life, a Franciscan life dedicated to serving the poor.  
 

Thank you, Lisa. 
 

And finally: A former classmate and MD colleague of Dr. Deluc was kidnapped on Sunday. 

Last evening, Dr. Stéphanie told me that the pastor of a church in downtown was shot and killed 

in his church and his wife was kidnapped. This is the insanity that makes life so maddingly 

unpredictable and extremely hard.  
 

 

On Thursday evening (9/30/21) at 6:00pm, a group of Secular Franciscans will be gathering 

together via Zoom for a half hour of prayer for Haiti. Praying for Haiti is the sole reason for their 

meeting. No other agenda. Word about Santa Chiara has come to the attention of some leaders 

within the Secular Franciscan community. They are doing what they know, what they can…they 

are praying. That they are doing so for Haiti touches me deeply and gives me hope.  
 

 

 Bonus photos on next page… 



 
Yesterday afternoon I sat on the back bench to edit this Journal. 

 

 
My task was not easy with Peter and Bene at my feet. 

 

 


