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Contrasting Realities 
 

In Wednesday’s Journal I mentioned how on the drive to the airport for the covid test on Tuesday, 

we encountered the road to the airport blocked by rotting garbage in the road that was so high 

drivers were forced to drive in the opposing lane for a short distance. I knew on Tuesday that the 

garbage would still be there on Thursday when I returned to the airport for my flight to Florida. 

And so it was. What I could not have imagined was that the garbage on the road would have 

grown longer. The road was then covered with garbage for ten blocks. Dozens of people were 

sifting through the garbage for anything they could use or sell. It was depressing to see. 
 

On the drive home for the Ft. Lauderdale airport in the late afternoon on Thursday, I snapped a 

few cellphone photos from along Interstate 95 to send to some of the staff in Haiti. 
 

 
 

The contrast of the drive to the airport in Haiti and the drive from the airport in Florida could not 

have been greater. My friends in Haiti could never imagine driving 80mph on a smooth road. 
 

 



Fade Out 
 

The following was handwritten in a black notebook on January 28, 2016. By the end of that year, I made 

the decision to leave California and move to Florida in order to cut the travel time and expense of my 

monthly trips to Haiti.  
 

I don’t want to make another film. 

I don’t want to write another book. 

I don’t want to give another presentation. 

I don’t want to be the head of a nonprofit corporation. 
 

I want to disappear. 
 

Not disappear as in vanish. I just want to fade from public view. 
 

I no longer need the attention that comes with being an author, a filmmaker, or a speaker. 
 

After filming extreme poverty all over the world…I think I’ve encountered Christ in the poor 

in Haiti. 
 

I want to write. I need to write. But I don’t need publication. I like writing my Haiti Journal 

for the 83 people who want to receive my daily scribblings via email. [Now 189 people.] 
 

I don’t even want to blog anymore…checking on how many people visited each day. 
 

I think I prefer Haiti to America. Haiti demands faith. In Haiti, there is no safety net. 
 

Haiti is an invitation to let go, to surrender, to completely trust, to be moved by love. 
 

Haiti is where I can go deeper into the heart of love. 
 

In Haiti, all my familiar props are removed. It is me and God…and a sea of kids. 
 

In Haiti, life is real and raw. 
 

In a filmscript, at the end of a scene, the writer writes “Fade out.” 
 

In the nearly six years since that was written, it has essentially become true. I still try to write books; had 

one published and two rejected since “Fade Out” was written. Lately, I find myself often saying, “I’m a 

Haitian,” mostly because I can do things in Haiti that would have been unthinkable only two or three years 

ago. I’m at home in Haiti. I am at ease in Haiti. In American, I suddenly feel like a stranger, like I don’t 

really fit in. As I write this early on Friday morning, still tired from the trip back, I really miss Moïse and 

Wally and Baby…and many others. The silence in Ocean Village is deafening. On Thursday when the 

driver crossed over the bridge from the mainland to the island, I was overwhelmed by the beauty I saw. I 

thought: “Who would want to leave this place?” Yet in eight days I will be eager to leave, eager to go home. 

Haiti is still teaching me about myself, about God, and about life. I’m still a bundle of contradictions, still 

baffled by confusion about so much. Yet with each passing month in Haiti, I grow and evolve. 



Follow the Ecstasy 
 

“We have what we seek, 

it is there all the time, 

and if we give it time, 

it will make itself known to us.” 

-Thomas Merton 
 

On February 22, 1967, Merton wrote in his Journal: 
 

It is the twenty-fifth anniversary of my taking the novice habit. I have been wondering about 

going back over the years and writing up some of the things I remember. Certainly a great deal 

has changed. In many ways we have swung around 180 degrees from the attitude that prevailed 

when I entered. Good or bad? Both. Neither. The old ways had to be changed but I do not know 

if the new makes sense. I find that I certainly do not believe in the monastic life as I did when I 

entered here when I was more sure I knew what it was. Yet I am more convinced I am doing more 

or less what I ought to do, though I don’t know why and cannot fully justify it.” 
 

From The Intimate Merton: His Life from His Journals 
Patrick Hart and Jonathan Montaldo 

 

Through his years as monk, Merton struggled with his call to monastic life. It was the last sentence in the 

above paragraph that spoke to me about my life in Haiti. I often feel I want to get the heck out of Haiti, but 

I always realize that I can’t leave because of the kids. If I am not there, Santa Chiara would collapse. But it 

is more than a concern for the kids and the staff that keeps me in Haiti. It is the reality that the turmoil and 

uncertainty of life in Haiti forces me to look deeper into myself. It is in Haiti, that I chip away at what is 

not needed, the array of things that stunt my growth, the excess inner baggage that weighs me down. Old 

beliefs and truths I once thought to be true begin to lose their luster under the microscope of deeper 

reflection. New, healthier systems of belief begin to emerge from the rubble of my life. A hidden wisdom 

slowly emerges, born out of a life time of mistakes and misconceptions.  
 

I see the “work of God” very clearly in Haiti. I see it the heroic lives of two friends, Fr. Tom Hagan and Fr. 

Rick Frechette, and in the humanitarian efforts of groups such as Doctors Without Borders and Dr. Paul 

Farmer’s Partners in Health, all of whom are collectively working from the bottom up inspired by the grace 

flowing throughout the divine milieu.  
 

A prayer penned by Merton: 
 

“Good Shepherd, You have a wild and crazy sheep in love with thorns and brambles. But please 

don’t get tired of looking for me! I know You won’t. For You have found me. All I have to do is 

stay found.” [from A Book of Hours] 
 

That is my prayer also. I can easily become lost again.  

 

 


