
December 10, 2021 

The Struggles of the Saints 
 

A Secular Franciscan friend from California who is a Journal reader had a surgery on November 9th and 

her post-op recovery was longer and more difficult than she imagined. And so, for two weeks she just wasn’t 

up to reading the Journal. So not long ago, she binge-read two weeks of Journals in one sitting. As a result, 

she gained a new insight into the Journal-reading experience. Here is just half of what she wrote:  
 

Hi there, I finally have the energy and coordination of brain cells to respond to the journals from 

my surgery of 11/9 to around Thanksgiving.  
 

Reading that 2-week span at one sitting gave me a perspective I'd never considered before. You 

write so eloquently about not being a saint (I'll agree with that—none of us are, some less than 

others, myself included), but have you ever thought about all the saints over the ages, Francis 

included, despite the detail, analysis etc. of their lives, you really don't get the down and dirty 

actual living out that journey to God, as [Saint] Bonaventure described it in a mystical and 

spiritual way. Your heartfelt descriptions of the pain and struggles you encounter daily, the 

doubts, frustration, anger, joys—all the emotions and responses that make us human—are there 

for us to share with you. They provide a reassurance, and grace if interpreted and acted upon by 

us, that our journey with its roadblocks and struggles is not so very different. Your continued, 

sometimes humor-filled strength to "keep on trucking" was exactly what I needed to get through 

this recovery period. I am presently reading Michael Crosby, OFM Cap. Spirituality of the 

Beatitudes. It is bringing Beatitude spirituality, which for us Franciscans is central to our Rule, in 

line with your musings. I can really relate to the many authors from Merton to the poet Rumi (I 

love his writings!) you cite to bring those long past struggles of the saints into a present 

perspective.  
 

 



 
 

Armed gangs occupied the Martissant police station in Haiti on Monday and banned access to 

that area of the Haitian capital. The gunmen set fire to the building that the Haitian National 

Police (PNH) had abandoned a year ago. Over the last year driving through Martisant was 

considered extremely dangerous. It is estimated that 19,000 residents of this commune of Port-

au-Prince were forced to move because of their fear of the gangs. One of the main roads that 

connects the northern and southern halves of Haiti passes through Martissant. Don’t take it. 
 

Outside of downtown, most of Port-au-Prince has been relatively calm for a few weeks. (Though 

as I typed these words on Wednesday night, I heard volley of gunshots from the slum below us.) 

On Tuesday, I actually found a gas station without a long line and was able to fill my gas tank. 

On Wednesday, Dr. Steph and I had to drive downtown to take Naïve to an eye specialist and we 

did not encounter any trouble. The worst part of the trip was waiting for two hours to see the eye 

doctor. Naïve has some sort of eye infection. Dr. Steph gives her medication twice a day through 

an eye dropper and the doctor said the condition is improving. We must take Naïve back in a 

week.  
 

Happy Birthday!!! 
 

Tuesday was Herlanda’s 2nd birthday. She came to us as infant. I remember the day. I had to meet 

the mother at a nearby location. She was fleeing a gang. The father of the child was in a rival gang 

and they were trying to hurt him. The mother fled Cité Soleil in the middle of the night. 

Herlanda’s older sister is Walencia. There is a third sister living with us. I was just trying to keep 

the kids together and allow the mother to flee. The mother has only visited her kids 2 or 3 times. 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 


