
October 16, 2021 

A Limitless Self-Giving 
 

Yesterday, I watched The Patients of a Saint, a film I made in Peru in 2005 that featured the amazing 

work of Dr. Tony Lazzara who operates a home for over 50 sick children. Some weeks ago, I told 

Dr. Stephanie about the film as she hopes to specialize in pediatric medicine. Yesterday she asked 

if she could see. I set up my second laptop (which could play DVDs) on a table in the corner of 

my office. I had not intended to watch the film. But for some reason, I could not play the DVD. 

(OK…I’m technically inept.) So, I tried playing in the DVD player on my desk which is hooked 

up to a large screen TV. In the past, I used to show the little kids cartoons on it. After some 

fumbling, I managed to play the film. I watched it with Dr. Steph.  
 

I always thought it was the sweetest film I made. I narrate the film, but I do not appear on camera. 

No need for me to, as Dr. Tony was able to carry the film. I could not help but watch it. By the 

time the end credits rolled, I was emotionally spent. Everything I felt as I filmed in Peru, the 

moments of pure joy and laughter, and the moments of suffering that so distressed me as I filmed 

that I had to put the camera down and walk away, I felt again. It was an emotional roller-coaster 

ride. I was on the verge of tears a few times. I was amazed how much I filmed over the course of 

16 days living in the home, quiet moments, tender moments, moments of intense struggle. The 

film crew was me. I filmed nonstop. At night I wrote and wrote and wrote. At one point near the 

end, there was a line that so stunned me, I had to write it down. I had forgotten I could locate the 

file containing the script. I kept asking Dr. Steph if she wanted to stop the film or keep watching. 

She always said “keep watching.” At one point she said, “I’m not a saint like him.” I said, “Me 

either.” 
 

To be very candid, watching the way Dr. Tony operated his home, I felt like a complete failure. 

His dedication, his attention to every detail, his endurance, his faith…are all off the charts. The 

kids are so well-behaved. Dr. Tony is in Florida for two weeks for medical visits and to get his 

covid booster shot. I spoke with him last night; he was staying at his brother’s house. We had a 

wonderful conversation. 
 

There is one scene in the film that I always used to begin my all my presentations at high schools. 

It was called “A Dying Teenage Boy.” I filmed him in his slum home just two weeks before he 

died of cancer. As I watched the end of the film yesterday, I was stuck by my narration in which 

I summed up my feelings as I was about to leave. Here is just a portion of what I said: 
 

Dr. Tony Lazzara showed me 

a way of being human in an inhumane world. 

I had witnessed a rare sight indeed: 

a man of genuine goodness 

sacrificing himself 

and 

tenderly caring for others. 
 

The very essence of human life 



can truly be found in sacrifice. 

The very act of love 

is in itself an act of sacrifice, 

a giving of ourselves to another, 

and in loving another 

we confirm their value, 

we give them meaning. 

And in that very act of giving, 

that act of sacrifice, 

we find meaning and joy in life. 
 

During my time with Dr. Tony, 

I became more and more amazed at 

how much of himself he gave away, 

how much of his life he sacrificed 

out of love of the kids. 
 

To me, Dr. Tony exemplifies the kind of love 

Christ desires each of us to have… 

a love that is a limitless self-emptying, 

and on-going crucifixion 

where we die to ourselves 

in order to give ourselves fully to God… 

and each other. 
 

Perhaps the best way we can learn how to love God 

is by loving others, 

especially the least of God’s children, 

those who are the most vulnerable, 

living on the margins of society, 

forgotten and unwanted. 
 

When I look at Dr. Tony, 

I realize how much more I can do, 

how much more I should do. 
 

If you want to see the film, it is available in a digital form that can be downloaded. It is on the Pax 

et Bonum Communications website. www.PaxEtBonumComm.org 
 

As I watched the film. I realized just how much I miss making documentary films. Sure, the films 

could have been shorter, could have been less spiritual, could have not been so tough watch 

thanks to all the suffering I filmed. All of the films in Africa, South and Central America, Mexico, 

the Philippines, and India prepared me for the work I now do in Haiti. I hope to visit Tony in 

Peru in 2022. He is my hero, my inspiration. If you wish to donate to Dr. Tony visit his website at 

www.villalapazfoundation.org 

 



The Return of Elana 
 

 
 

Elana lived with us for about three years. She came with her younger sister, who was so much 

trouble we decided she could no longer live at Santa Chiara. Their mother worked for us. Some 

readers may recall the mother had an infection that was so bad she nearly died. Her lower jaw 

became the size of football thanks to a tooth infection. When I brought her to the dentist, he said 

that she would be dead within a day or two if she did not have emergency surgery. The dentist 

called a hospital in downtown. He spoke with a surgeon. We rushed her to the hospital. The 

surgery was delayed because of a lack of blood that would be needed during the surgery. I spent 

hours at a Red Cross office and was able to get only two of the required three bags of blood. The 

situation was so dire the surgeon said he had to perform the surgery and hope there was enough 

blood. The mother survived and was in the hospital for a few days. The surgery and post-op care 

cost $2,000, which came from our operating budget. It was the single largest emergency cost we 

ever encountered. But it saved a life…and Elana her sister did not lose their mother. Sadly, in 

time the mother’s job performance and attitude forced us to terminate her. Elana had also become 

a problem, and she left with the mother. 
 

Elana contacted us a few days ago, seeking our help. She had gone to live with her grandmother 

in Jacmel. The grandmother recently died and the Elana was forced to return to her mother, who 

lives in Cité Soleil. Elana was asking for financial assistance so she could return to school. Gabens 

and the social worker interviewed her. They asked her to visit the public school near where she 

lived and find out the cost for her to return to school, including books, backpack, uniform and 

tuition. She would then return to us with the information. Even though Elana is now 17 years old, 

the school determined she needed to be in the 7th grade. The cost was $200. We decided to use the 

Compassion Fund to send her back school. I also recommended to Gabens and the social worker 

that we give her a part-time job on the weekend. They rightly felt she should not be interacting 

with our girls. She had more negative life experience than all our other girls and was a bad 

influence on them. I said the job I had in mind for her would not require any contact with the 

other kids. On the weekends, there is no one to clean the second floor. My idea was to have her 

work for two hours on Saturday and Sunday when Sisi is off. This would get her out of Cité Soleil 



for a few hours. She could eat something at Santa Chiara and have a little pocket change. When 

she lived here, I once made her the boss of the upstairs kitchen. At the time we had many kids 

living on the second floor, along with a posse of nannies. The kitchen was always a mess. I even 

taught Elana how to cook chicken and fish for me. I got her an apron. She was very happy to have 

a job.  
 

To be honest, I really have forgotten all the “bad” things she did and have elected to recall her 

true goodness. If we are able to help her, I am happy to give her another chance at striving for a 

better life. When she saw me yesterday, she gave me a very big hug, as if I were her father. 
 

 
 

I close with a photo from yesterday… 

 
Moïse & Sisi 


