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Stepping Stones 
 

It seems as if almost every day I have moments where I doubt just about everything, even, on 

occasion, the existence of God. Faith in God, however, is an adventure into the unknown…kind 

of like my life in Haiti. My Haiti adventure resumes again tomorrow on a JetBlue flight to Port-

au-Prince. Other than the normal mounds of rotting trash, dreadfully bad roads, intense air 

pollution from old trucks and burning trash, as well as protestors using burning tires to block 

traffic, I have no idea what the next few weeks will bring, though I do know that Santa Chiara is 

on more stable ground than it has ever been since we began in May 2015. Outside our gate, who 

knows what will happen. Inside, there are improvement in all aspects of the operation. 
 

Yesterday’s Journal about Gabens triggered an unusually high response from readers. His faith 

guides his life and motivates his work at Santa Chiara. The common thread through all the emails 

yesterday was that Gabens was a gift from God. I would say the same about all the Journal readers 

and donors that make it all possible. Interestingly, even the stream of bad things that have 

happened to me in the last 6½ years in Haiti, I no longer see as bad. I now see they were a furnace 

of transformation as the many difficult experiences pushed me deeper into myself, deeper into 

my spiritual life. What I once saw as bad or hurtful or harmful were all stepping stones to 

something much better and more beautiful, because God was always at my side. Despite God’s 

faithfulness, I have more personal inner work to do.  
 

I’ve been in Florida for only eight days, not counting the two travel days. (Door to door to and 

from Haiti takes eight tedious and tiring hours.) Last night I sent a friend in Haiti my “to do” list 

during these eight days. The list had 39 items, 15 were still left for me to do today. The list does 

not include basic things such as going to the post office everyday and processing the checks. It 

does not include the emails that demand a response or phone calls with donors, the bookkeeper 

and Gabens each day. There was so much work to do, that I was unable to talk a walk along the 

jetty on three consecutive days. All I wanted was one day to do absolutely nothing. Didn’t 

happen. On two days, I feel asleep in the middle of the afternoon. While I did get to see Dr. Bowen 

for a lung check, I never got to see the internist who is my primary care doctor.  
 

I must be the only person who goes to Haiti to rest…and play with the kids. Haiti is where my 

family is. Florida is where I handle administrative chores…and enjoy hot water and air 

conditioning and the beauty of nature. But I do have to remember to stop at stop signs in Florida 

and not to drive on the sidewalk to pass slow drivers. I must suppress my wanting to drive like 

a Haitian. One plus about Florida, no one is going to kidnap or shot me. On my last trip to Haiti, 

I actually ate in a restaurant on two occasions. I never eat in a restaurant in Florida.  
 

Tomorrow’s Journal will feature B&W photos of nature taken in Ft. Pierce in August 2018. I hope 

you enjoy the visual meditation of stillness.  

 


