
January 15, 2022 

Flashback: The Fly and the Chicken 
 

Monday, January 11, 2016 at 2:48am. Woke up with some bad wheezing. This is getting tiresome. 

Took a few pumps of the maintenance inhaler. Not sure I can go back to sleep. Maybe I’ll go after 

the one pesky fly buzzing around the computer. The chicken is so loud he sounds like he is under 

my desk. I tried to fed it some pudding yesterday, but he was not interested. Perhaps no one ever 

chased him with a spoon before. Between the fly and chicken, this will not be a silent night for 

contemplation. 
 

In the spiritual life we struggle to learn how to hear the deeper sounds beneath the ordinary noise 

of the day, how to see the interconnectedness of life in the chaos of the day. How is God speaking 

to us in the ordinary events of our own unique life? So many speak of knowing or doing “God’s 

will,” but such knowledge is a tricky proposition. I feel God has led me to Haiti, that somehow 

Haiti is part of God’s will for me. But still there are doubts and questions…as well as other viable 

options. I suppose we all must learn how to live with the questions, and to just simply follow 

what we believe is the movement of the Spirit. It takes practice, patience, and stillness to hear the 

still, small voice in the onrushing flow of the day. I often forget to ask myself a simple question 

each day: What is God saying to me today? Moreover, it is not easy to quiet the clamoring devilish 

voice that tries to lead me astray. Today it is so easy to follow a destructive path. Discernment on 

how to move forward with SCCC must be rooted prayer. It is often hard to know when to act and 

when to wait. In the spiritual life there are no easy answers.  
 

I love this quote from Henri Nouwen: “God speaks to us all the time and in many ways, but it 

requires spiritual discernment to hear God’s voice, see what God sees, and read the signs in daily 

life.” Only through daily prayer and checkering our days with short periods of stillness and 

silence can we slowly learn to read the signs of daily life. 
 

As I typed that quote, I remembered something I wrote long ago, way back in my Atheist days. 

In one of my two Atheist books I said something like: I don’t need to hear God’s voice. I’d be 

happy just to hear him clear his throat. Back then, I needed to deny God in order to find God. I 

see now that what I was doing was throwing out all the old, even harmful ideas about God in 

order to find more expansive, more loving ideas of God. We like to put God into a box we can 

easily manage. The God I was introduced to as a child was a stern, judgmental, vengeful God 

who loved to dole out harsh punishments for menial acts of transgression. Does intentionally 

missing Mass on a Sunday deserve eternity in hell?  
 

I think these journals are opening up a new way for me to move forward while at the same time 

reflecting on my past. The journals are forcing me to be more disciplined in my efforts to read the 

signs of my daily life…both here in Peguyville and in Burbank. I’d love to hear from the readers 

of this journal their thoughts on discernment.  
 

It is now 5:20am and Baby and the cook are still sound asleep. I better wake them…as they need 

to prepare breakfast for the kids that will be knocking on the gate in a little while. I love these 

early morning hours of stillness and silence…except for that darn chicken. Perhaps I can get the 

cook to make chicken salad today. Or perhaps I could dress up as Colonel Sanders and that would 

get the chicken to run and hide in silence. 



BREAKING NEWS: Yesterday, Moise took 12 unassisted steps. He walked on his own to the 

refrigerator and tried to open it. Also, the supermarket I often visit in Tabarre (off kidnapping 

alley), gives each customer a number of little slips of paper with your shopper ID on it. The more 

you buy, the more lottery slips you get. On the way out of the story there is a large plexiglass box 

in which you drop your little slips. Once a week some slips are drawn and people win prizes. The 

supermarket called yesterday and we won a turkey. We will serve it to the kids tomorrow as a 

Sunday special meal.  

 

Yesterday, I received an email from the managing editor of the Notre Dame magazine. He shared 

with me a few minor corrections. The piece (The Room Where Vincent Died) will be published in 

the Spring addition of the magazine, along with the excellent profile of me and Santa Chiara 

written by Journal reader Joseph Heil from Wisconsin. These two pieces in the same edition of 

this prestigious magazine should cast a bright spotlight on Santa Chiara…and for that I am 

extremely grateful to Joe Heil, who also edited my reflection on Vincent and greatly improved it. 

 

Why Do I Stay? 
 

During a large percentage of the days since the founding of SCCC every cell in my body screamed 

to get the hell out of Haiti. Yet, I stayed. Why? Hard to say. But I believe I stayed because I loved 

the kids and, perhaps more important, I felt deep down in my bones and my spirit that Haiti was 

essential to my personal human salvation and transformation, that it was in Haiti I would 

encounter the love of God and find mercy and peace…which has not happened yet and may 

never happen. 
 

Still, at this autumnal stage of my life, there really is no other viable option. The quest and the 

struggle must continue. To retreat now would be unthinkable…for at least the remainder of 2022. 
 

I will confess my energy for this demanding work is diminishing and my desire to write is 

increasing and intensifying. There is a story to tell that only I can tell…but I have yet to figure out 

how to tell it. 

 

 

 


