
January 16, 2022 

Flashback: A Wounded Healer 
 

It is hard to believe, but the following Journal was posted just three days short of exactly six years ago. It 

was posted on Tuesday, January 19, 2016 at 4:45am. We were in the first full month of our second home in 

Peguyville. The day before there was an electrical fire in the power lines outside our gate that left us without 

electricity for 13 hours.  
 

The fan was still on when I woke a few minutes ago. That’s a good sign. Yesterday was a bit odd 

with the prolonged blackout. When the power outage first ended, I immediately went into the 

apartment to check my e-mail. It was really a hot and exasperating day. I needed to cool off a bit 

in front of the fan. The day had its moments of tensions, as some of the children were not on their 

best behavior. One child spoke in a disrespectful manner to their mother, and a staffer strongly 

admonished the child. I didn’t fully approve of her tone, which sounded too harsh. I felt someone 

was stealing food. For me, every day is littered with irritating moments. The mess in the 

refrigerator always triggers unkind thoughts. The point I’m struggling to make is that yesterday 

I was especially edgy. I felt powerless to pull myself out of a little funk…which even electricity 

couldn’t have helped. Even the calmest staffer seemed on the threshold of frustration. Perhaps I 

was just tired…or felt imprisoned in this enclosed space. It was in this context that I took refuge 

in the quiet of the office, seated near the cooling breezes of the fan.  
 

One of my e-mails was the automatic posting of my blog. I am embarrassed to admit I don’t know 

how to even log into my own blog if I am away from my home library in Burbank. Before leaving 

for Haiti for these two weeks, I preset a spiritual reflection to be posted every three days. Because 

I was stressed for time, everything I set to be posted came from old material, stuff I had written 

long ago. Suddenly I was into recycling. I opened the blog posting. It was titled “The Messiness 

of Life.” it was as if I had read it for the first time…or more precisely as if someone else had 

written it, someone really cool like Nouwen or Merton. It hit me like a ton of bricks. 
 

We live in a world that is filled with pain. The planet is covered with people who are 

overwhelmed by suffering. Wars, monstrous acts of terrorism, famines, economic 

injustice, chronic poverty, drug addiction, diseases, and natural disasters are killing 

people every day.  We are impotent when it comes to making the pain go away. Life is 

hard and messy and painful. Hurt abounds and hope is in short supply. Jesus did not 

clean up every mess or relieve all the pain He encountered. Jesus simply told us to take 

the pain and the mess of our lives and place them before God. Even then, the answers to 

the riddles of our lives are not always perceivable or even obtainable. Jesus teaches us 

to live with the questions, to live with the pain. Peace, He suggests, is found in faith. God 

is bigger than we are; and we, in our weakness, need to lean on the strong arm of God. 

Cures and answers may not come to light, but faith, hope, and love changes who we are 

and how we deal with the messiness and pain of life. 
 

I really can’t fix all the problems at SCCC. Yesterday, I felt as if this entire venture was on the 

verge of collapse. I felt I had taken on an insurmountable task. There were just too many 

problems, too few people helping, too many divergent personalities, not enough resources. And 



step outside the gates and there is a world of hurting in the midst of whirlwind of chaos, 

pollution, filth, and people screaming at each other. The noise is relentless. Yesterday, I wanted 

to be anyplace but here. Last night, I just wanted to left alone, wanted to crawl into a hole and 

cover it. I did not even want to have our nightly Three Stooges screening. It was late, everyone was 

tired, Baby was sick. I canceled the screening. The girls seemed very disappointed, adding they 

said they didn’t have that many more nights to see Moe, Larry, and Curly. I was busy trying to 

post yesterday’s journal entry, hoping I could send it before there was another power failure. As 

soon as I sent it, I announced we could watch one episode. Baby and Lysa were very excited. 

Within five minutes the room was filled. We actually watched two of the old, short films 

produced in the 1930’s. The second film was loaded with crazy mayhem as the Stooges totally 

ruined a classy dinner and turned an elegant home into a disaster area. They roared with laughter. 

Even young Laura, who just turned four, laughs at the slapstick stupidity. In one of the films 

Curly asked Moe to hand him a “rooster bar.” Moe said it was a “crow bar.” Curly said, “Well, 

roosters crow don’t they.”  
 

This morning I woke up thinking about yesterday’s blog posting. I knew I had to immediately 

read it and absorb it…and listen to what it was telling me. I need to take my doubts, confusions, 

and frustration and place them before God. I can’t do SCCC without God. I must live with the 

endless questions without hardly ever having any good answers.  
 

Here is the take away: Life is messy. I am weak. God is strong. Pray and keep working. 
 

God really is not asking me to be productive or even successful. God is asking me to be faithful. 

I just glanced at the burning St. Clare candle I bought yesterday. I thought of all the hours I spent 

inside the Basilica of Santa Chiara in Assisi on my knees before the San Damiano Crucifix…the 

very one that St. Francis knelt before in the abandoned, dilapidated Church of San Damiano 

located on the hillside below the ancient town of Assisi during a confusing time in his life. I 

fervently prayer back then for some sense of direction in my life, some real purpose. I lose track 

sometime of the journey I’ve been on over the last twenty years, with all its twists and turns, all 

the exhilarating moments and all the moments of disappointments and crushing despair, 

especially during my final months at the San Damiano Foundation, which were deeply painful. 

Yet, here I am in Haiti surrounded by wounded kids, doing my best to be (to use a Nouwen term) 

a wounded healer, even though I can’t even heal myself. 
 

Reading this account six years after it was written was extremely poignant. The problems, tensions, 

frustrations, and irritants keep rolling along, day after day, year after year. Mercifully it no longer feels 

like a tsunami. With Gabens shouldering the bulk of the problems, my daily frustrations have been 

downgraded to a mild storm. Yet my sense of fatigue after seven years of relentless eruptions of problems, 

I am easily knocked off center. My own hypersensitivity turns even the most insignificant problem into a 

destructive force from which I want to flee. Thankfully, I am no longer alone, and I have Stéphanie at my 

side to calm me down and get me through the upsetting moments and tedium of the day. She really takes 

care of my physical and emotional needs. I buy her ice cream. I simply want to write. The immigration 

lawyer we were supposed to see last Monday is sick. We have another appointment on Monday. Delay is a 

Haitian reality. Every day is an Advent of waiting, a struggle to stay hopeful.  


