
February 28, 2022  

An Hour in the Sun 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

It was really nice to finally spend an hour walking on the Jetty on Sunday afternoon. I sent a few 

photos and short (:10 second) videos to Steph, Baby, Gabens, and a few others. They are always 

amazed at the beauty and tranquility. Of course, concern over the dark clouds of the financial 

situation hovered over the time in the sun. On the flight to Florida, the realization that we would 

run out of funding by the end of March weighed heavily on me. The stack of mail, including the 

many monthly donations, there were a few unexpected larger gifts. A Catholic church in 

Glendale, California sent a check for $5,167 from a Christmas fundraiser for Santa Chiara. A 

monthly donor decided to send their entire years’ worth of monthly donations in one lump sum 

check of $5,600. A parishioner of my former parish in South Pasadena sent $2,000. Two friends 

each sent $1,000. Those five checks added up to $14,767. On the drive from the airport to the post 



office, another Journal reader sent me an email saying he put a check for $10,000 in the mail on 

Friday. So, it takes $25,000 a month to operate Santa Chiara. Suddenly, April was now covered. 

The goodness of God is in the hearts of those who keep Santa Chiara afloat. 
 

 
 

 
 

Before spending time with all the different birds that can be seen on the Jetty, I read a thought-

provoking and imaginative essay penned by a bird watcher named J. Drew Lanham. This is the 

shortened opening paragraph: 



We live in an age where identity, by whatever key, places us in pigeonholes. By race, 

ethnicity, gender/nongender, geography, political affiliation, occupation, and even 

vaccination status, we nest in certain identities where we are accepted by some and 

rejected by others. There are nests we choose but also those that are chosen for us. … It 

is in our identities—chosen and/or cast upon us—that we often worry over how to 

understand past sins, resolve present predicaments, and reweave who we’ve been and 

what we’ve done into better futures. 
 

The essay was titled “Birder to Birder” published in Emergence magazine. The author is a lifelong 

ornithologist and bird-watcher. He is also a black man in a field of study that is predominantly 

White. In the essay, J. Drew Lanham imagines an exchange of letter between two pillars of 

conservation, one of whom owned slaves and the other was abolitionist. He writes: 
 

John James Audubon, the famed “father” of North American ornithology whose painted 

field guide, The Birds of America, serves as a holy text for birding, and who was also an 

enslaver; and Henry David Thoreau, the transcendentalist naturalist of Walden fame, 

whose anti-slavery activism is often whitewashed in favor of more “comfortable” 

narratives about his solitude-seeking ways. Each of them might be called “men of their 

time”—but then one made choices to stay stuck in the sins of the time, while the other 

chose to find a place on the right side of it. 
 

In my daily life in Haiti, I rarely encounter a white person. Even flying to Haiti, I’m usually the 

only white passenger. When I am walking outside my immediate neighborhood, where I am 

fairly well known, I often hear insulting comments hurled my way. When I drive up the hillside 

to the rarified air of Pétionville to shop at the Caribbean supermarket, I encounter many white 

people (from France, the Middle East and Asia), though still in the vast minority of shoppers. 

Essentially, I live in an all-Black community. This immersion in the Black culture changed the 

way I see and experience racism.  
 

On a strictly human level, there is no difference between the races outside of cultural influence. 

There are really smart, intensely compassionate, unflinchingly kind people inside the walls of 

Santa Chiara. There are also uneducated, bitter, cruel people in our midst (though they are slowly 

being removed). What has become crystal clear is that there is not difference between black people 

and white people. There is only the human race. White supremacy is false and stupid. Black males 

in America learn at a young age that the institutions and power structures with which they must 

interact are intent on criminalizing black and brown people. There is an endemic social 

conditioning at work in US racism that results in police offers quickly resorting to using deadly 

force in their encounters with black males. In America we have a long history of callous disregard 

for Black life. The acclaimed essayist Ta-Nehisi Coates observed that White supremacy is “a force 

so fundamental to America that it is difficult to imagine the country without it.” Coates describes 

White supremacy as “an age-old system in America which holds that whites should always be 

assured that they will not sink to a certain level. And that level is the level occupied by black 

people.” 
 

Nonwhite lives simply count less than white lives. 



The famed racial justice advocate and scholar Michelle Alexander moved from her legal career to 

study theology because she no longer believe “we can win justice simply by filling lawsuits, 

flexing our political muscles or boosting voter turnout.” While those things are important and 

must be done, more is needed. She wrote: 
 

Without a moral or spiritual awakening, we will remain forever trapped in political 

games fueled by fear, greed, and the hunger for power. … [White supremacy] is not 

simply a legal problem, or a political problem, or a policy problem. At its core, America’s 

journey from slavery to Jim Crow to mass incarceration raises profound moral and 

spiritual questions about who we are, individually and collectively, who we aim to 

become, and what we are willing to do now. 
 

Paul Farmer knew this. He learned it in Haiti. He wrote that “modern-day Haitians are the 

decedents of a people enslaved in order to provide our ancestors with cheap sugar, coffee, and 

cotton.” Systemic poverty is not an accident or a fate. It is the result of our actions, our 

indifference, our unwillingness to share. In public hospitals in Haiti, treatment is given on a cash 

basis; if you don’t have cash, you won’t find a cure. I have seen kids and adults die because they 

could not pay for life-saving treatment. This is wrong. 
 

The struggle for freedom for all must emphasize the role of religion and spirituality. People of 

faith―and indeed all people of good will―must be at the forefront of an evolutionary advance 

in human consciousness, a consciousness marked by the values of mutuality, relationality, 

communion, and interconnectedness. 
 

Sadly, a mean-spirited sense of divisiveness has taken root in America. Disunity, suspicion, 

deceit, cruelty, violence, and lack of compassion permeates much of public life; moreover, there 

is an unwillingness to engage in authentic dialogue in an effort to find common ground. 
 

We must listen to the voices of the suffering who lack access to healthcare, the voices of the 

marginalized, the voices of the chronically poor and disenfranchised, the voices of the migrants 

and refugees…and the voices of the children who will grow up without hope.  
 

 
 


