
February 24, 2022 

Letting Go 
 

All of us face the process of letting go at different intervals in our lives. Sometimes, we’re forced 

to start over; at other times, we decide to start over. Either way, it is not easy. I really loved my 

home in Burbank, California. I had lived in it for seven years. I gave it up to move to Florida in 

order to cut down the cost and time needed to travel to Haiti every month. I miss the house very 

much. I moved into a small one-bedroom apartment which required me to dump nearly 2,000 of 

my cherished books. It was like breaking up with a friend or lover. Parting with my books was 

painful. My little apartment is jammed with books. Sadly, for me, at least 1,000 books are in 

storage. I need to let them go. I can’t. I still grieve over the books I left behind in California. I 

suppose it is only a matter of time until I’m able to be blessed by embracing the wound of the 

jettisoned books. 
 

I’m only in Florida for one week a month. The thing I like best about my apartment is it is just a 

two-minute walk to the ocean. I love to walk along the seashore. The ebb and flow of the water 

creates a constant change that is yet changeless. To live so close to the water means living with 

unpredictability. I rode out one powerful hurricane that knocked out the power and flooded the 

parking lot. I sat in the dark for two nights of howling winds. I live with a much more ominous 

sense of unpredictability in Haiti. Any time I drive through the gate of our compound to shop for 

food and supplies or shuttle a kid to a hospital, I take a deep breath knowing that I might not 

return as kidnappings are a common as cold. When I drive to certain parts of the city, I have an 

armed security guard with me.  
 

The best thing about being in Florida for a week is that I can take a 45-minute walk every day, 

either along the seashore or on a trail through a bird sanctuary or on a jetty that stretches out into 

the ocean. The jetty is lined with fisherman and pelicans hoping a fisherman would toss them 

some unneeded bait. The problems of Haiti are minimized as I walk. St. Augustine got it right 

with aphorism solvitur ambulando, it is solved by walking. A rite of passage for discarded books 

would also be hopeful. Walking and writing are natural partners. Often as I walk, sentences pop 

into my head. I stop and jot them down. The worst weeks I have in Florida are always the ones 

in which the administrative workload prevented me from walking. I’ve been slow to learning 

that walking helps lighten the workload as a result of an inner buoyancy that the walk creates. 

When I stand at the end of the jetty and stare off at the horizon where the sea and the sky kiss, I 

feel at one with the wonder of the universe and all the amazing possibilities it offers. 
 

I leave for Florida tomorrow. I hope I remember what I just wrote…and don’t neglect my daily 

walk to renewal. On my last week in Florida, I never took one walk. 
 

Tuesday was Naïca’s 12th birthday. She holds a special place in my heart as I spent so much time 

with her under very difficult situations in hospitals as she struggled with her recurring and 

painful skin problems and her torturous battle with maggots in her scalp. Naïca has been living 

at Santa Chiara since July 18, 2017…nearly five years. We prepared a special lunch for her, as well 

as a birthday party at 4:00pm. 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
     

I can’t imagine this precious child’s life without Santa Chiara.  

She has blessed all of us with her courage, strength, and grace. 


