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A Sense of Wonder 
 

Time held me green and dying, 

though I sang in my chains like the sea. 
-Dylan Thomas, “Fern Hill” 

 

In recent days, I’ve often spoken about the sense of fear and uncertainty that fills the air in Haiti. 

Over the last few years in occasional private conversations with a few friends I said how I often 

just want to leave Haiti and never come back. When asked why I keep coming back, I always say 

the kids compel me to come back. But a bigger question is how do I stay? I’ve said it is just a 

matter of putting the previous days problems behind me and just keep putting one foot in front 

of the other and keep moving forward. But that reduces it to a high level of determination.  
 

I think something more is happening than concern for the kids and resolve. I try to bring to each 

day a sense of wonder. This often happens in quiet moments on the balcony. At night before bed, 

I often spend a few minutes just looking at the stars. I think about the size and grandeur of the 

universe, and as I do, my problems or anxieties begin to vanish. In the morning, I often watch the 

sunrise while sipping coffee and I’m filled with a sense of hope. A new day has dawned. A new 

chance to make the best of it, to do better. The morning light streaming through my window fills 

me with delight. Watching the kids play fills me with wonder. Now, every gesture that Moïse 

makes amazes me. When I walk through the slum I look past the filth, the agony, and see how 

the people cope with problems that would crush me, how they keep struggling to survive in 

deplorable, unlivable conditions. All of these things fill me with wonder and amazement. Life is 

a miracle. Every breath is to be cherished. Every day is filled with blessings we don’t see or count. 
 

There is quote from Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel that I love: 
 

“Our goal should be to live life in radical amazement…[to] get up in the morning and 

look at the world in a way that takes nothing for granted. Everything is phenomenal; 

everything is incredible; never treat life casually. To be spiritual is to be amazed.” 
 

 

Life deals all of us harsh setbacks and major disappointment. My personal life has dealt me many 

blows. There were two occasions in my life that so distressed me that I no longer wanted to live. 

Friends got me through those dark days and I was able to see the light. There are days in Haiti 

that I am so lonely I want to simply disappear. Sure, I’m surrounded by people all day long and 

well into the night. Some people, some kids, say they love me. Still, this sense of aloneness, much 

of it do to the language barrier, persists. The tree outside my window, the horizon I see from my 

second-floor perch, the birds in the garden, the smile of a child, all somehow make me feel 

connected to everything.  
 

There are ups and downs all though life, all though every day. Tuesday night, I was really down 

over a personal matter. I just wanted to be alone. But problems kept coming to my door. One 

teenage girl was crying because another said nasty things to her. I live at Santa Chiara. I’m here 

24/7. In my frustration on Tuesday night, I said to the night air, “There is no peace for me in this 

place.” But, after resolving the problem (at least temporally) between the bickering girls, I closed 



my office door, took a deep breath and lost myself on a writing project. By 11:00 o’clock I could 

no longer keep my eyes opened. I went to my couch and fell asleep. The sun came up on 

Wednesday morning. I put my personal woundedness aside, placed one foot in front of the other 

and moved through another day. And so it goes. 
 

On Wednesday morning, the kids went to the external school. The yard was quiet. The streets 

had cars and tap-taps, at least those that had gas. The protest strike petered out.  
 

We are still here, still very much alive, and there is so much that we can do, moment to moment, 

to help keep ourselves balanced and open to the world, open to each other, open to opportunities 

to be compassionate, and open to the Spirit. For me I must try hard not to let little things, a 

discouraging word, a failed expectation, throw me out of balance and I fall into old harmful ways.   
 

 
 

All seemed calm until word came around noon that Delmas was hit with violent protests. It 

seemed like a good day to go to the dentist (his office is near us and far from the main road) and 

deal with a nagging problem. The dentist packs handgun under his dental coat. Strange to see. 

Dr. Steph came with me to make sure I didn’t chicken out. I was sure the dentist would take out 

the bad back tooth. But at least there wouldn’t be endless paperwork to fill out. 
 



Much to my surprise, the dentist said the crown on the tooth had a big hole in it. He said he would 

have to remove the crown put in a new one. I said, “That sounds like a big deal.” “No,” he said, 

“it is easy. I’ll fix it now.” Next thing I knew he had some dental tool in my mouth and he was 

breaking the crown. Crunch. Crunch. Gone. The tooth was ragged and only side was still there. 

Before I could say anything, he was putting a new crown in. There was fitting, adjustments, and 

gluing. Fixed. Under 15 minutes. No pain. No drilling. Done. I joked that I used to store food in 

the big hole…”so now what am I going to do?” After he finished the dentist told me I really 

needed to have my teeth cleaned. He said as long I was in the chair…let’s do it. I got the joys of 

flossing lecture. The total cost: $85. Filling out forms at a new dentist in Florida would have taken 

longer than the time I sat in the dentist’s chair. They would have insisted on a full set of x-rays, 

they would have had a crown made for me, and I’d be lucky if the cost was not over $1,000. 
 

I left my phone in the car when I went into the dentist. Gabens had left me many messages about 

protests blocking the traffic on Delmas, 33. He was worried that I was out on the main roads. I 

had not told anyone I was going to the dentist. When Gabens finally made it home, he gave me 

more bad news. They anticipate a severe gas & diesel fuel crisis with a few weeks…with neither 

gas or diesel available. His plan is too stock up as much fuel as possible in the coming weeks. The 

guys had plan to provide power to my office via some battery system. It would mean I was 

independent of the house power system of a combination of solar power and the big generator. 

What they are planning to do is cut down the use of the generator. There will be time in the 

middle of the night when the house will lose some power…but not me. The point is that we have 

to curtail our use of the generator. The solar power keeps things running during the day. The 

other news is the price of gas and diesel continues to rise. People feel the country is falling apart. 

They are increasingly more anxious about the future. 
 

I never thought I’d see the day when the bright spot in a day was a dentist visit.     

 

 
Moise, yesterday, moments after swiping my water bottle. 


