
March 5, 2022 

Code Red for Humanity 
 

We live in perilous times: society is collapsing, infrastructure is crumbling, climate catastrophe is 

nearing, both fascism and racism are rising, poverty is spreading, intolerance of diversity 

swelling, incendiary political rhetoric is flaming polarization, war is raging in eastern Europe. 
 

We need to turn down the heat and turn up the civility. We need Lent. We need, individually and 

collectively, to make room in our lives and communities for grace, kindness, humility, and 

listening. 
 

In Florida I’m more exposed the problems in world. In Haiti, my focus is on my survival and the 

survival of Santa Chiara and the well-being of the children and the staff. No time for a honeymoon 

or relaxing. Can’t even take a walk outside our gate. Driving is limited to essential errands. Yet, 

Haiti is paradise compared to the ongoing insanity in Ukraine. I had planned to use this Journal 

on my next to last day in Florida to share some very good news. And I will. But the peace and joy 

in my heart is toned down in these dark days for all of humanity as the stability of the world is 

threatened by one madman. We are grateful for the inspirational leadership of the young and 

untested leadership of the President of Ukraine who is fighting for democracy and the survival 

of his nation. But we know the end of the story in Ukraine will be horrific. Many more deaths. 

More destruction. More refugees. Much more suffering.   
 

Exactly one week ago yesterday, when I boarded a plane in Haiti headed for Ft. Lauderdale my 

heart was consumed with worry about what I might have to do if Santa Chiara collapsed due to 

lack of finances. I had enough of money in the bank to make it to the end of March. My 75th 

birthday on the last day of March which might not be a time to celebrate. Before leaving Haiti, I 

had extensive discussions with Gabens about what course of action we would need to take if we 

ran out of money. We both trusted God would provide, yet we needed to be responsible and have 

a plan of action in mind should funds not arrive. But God does not work alone. People’s hearts 

need to be touched by grace to keep us open. I hoped that would happen. Still, there are increasing 

demands on everyone’s resources as we begin to come out of the pandemic which has plagued 

the world for two years. As Gabens and I thought about all this, it was painful to think we would 

have to move some kids out of Santa Chiara. A few kids have one parent who might be able to 

care for them, but they live in the squalor and danger of Cité Soleil. Most of the orphanages in 

Haiti are disgraceful places run by people more interested making money than caring for 

children; abuses abound in many orphanages. It also troubling to think about letting go of some 

of the staff, whose families depend on Santa Chiara; without us, their survival would be 

threatened. As I crossed the bridge to Hutchinson Island last Friday, I was numb to the island’s 

beauty and tranquilly. There would be no rest, no relaxation. I need to raise about $25,000 to get 

us through April. Most of my neighbors (and all of the really poor in Haiti) live day to day. Santa 

Chiara lives month to month. Over the last seven years, I doubt we ever had more than six months 

of operating expenses in the bank. For the first six years, we ended each year with between $10,000 

and $50,000 in credit card debt. This is called living on the edge. It is exhausting. And stressful. 
 



My amazing driver, Dennis, (who is older than I am), got me to the post office about three minutes 

before the 6:00pm closing time of the lobby with the PO boxes. Dennis knew of my anxiety and 

he did not want me to wait until Saturday morning to collect the envelops that had been sent 

since February 5th. Just a few minutes before arriving at the post office, I received an email from 

a donor who splits his time between Ohio and South Carolina; his message was short and simple: 

“Sent off $10k your way today. God bless.” Wow! That was very encouraging. The envelopes I 

scooped out of our large PO box contained about $16,000. The bulk of it came from just two 

unexpected checks. One came from a Catholic church in Glendale, California. Every Christmas, 

they raise funds for Santa Chiara. This effort is spear-headed by two Secular Franciscans who are 

members of the parish. There was a new pastor in place this past Christmas and he had other 

charities he wanted to help. Nonetheless, my two friends lobbied for us and the church sent $5,167 

to us. A monthly donor decided to send her monthly donation in one big check; she sent $5,600. 

I was stunned by these to checks. Combined it was more money than all the donations for 

January. 
 

So, between what was in the PO box and the 10k check that was on its way, I knew our expiration 

date was pushed back to the end of April. I was grateful for the extra month of breathing room. 

By yesterday afternoon, the total amount donated in the past month was $34,258.09. 
 

But there was more. Much more. In the middle of the week, I received an email from a woman 

who almost single-handedly keep us afloat for the very beginning. At the beginning of every year, 

she sends us a check that covers nearly 50% of our operating budget. As the budget increased 

over the years, so did her donations. I never take her annual gift for granted. We never speak. She 

occasionally sends me an email about a particular journal. I write her once a year, in late 

December, telling her about what we accomplished that year and what our challenges and needs 

are for the coming year. I had a legitimate concern that perhaps this year nothing would come. 

Her email said that within ten days, a check would be sent to us. It was enough to cover six 

months of operating expenses.  
 

The word came on Ash Wednesday. I would be giving up worrying for Lent.  
 

In a flash, we had the funds, barring an unexpected emergency, to get us through October. During 

that time, the normal monthly donations will continue to arrive that will give us a bit more time. 

Meanwhile, we need to secure long-range funding in the form of an endowment fund to insure 

we survive beyond my ability to be physically present in Haiti. I have no idea how to do this. But 

I do know that Gabens Preval and the leadership team he has put together are capable of running 

Santa Chiara. We have at least 20 kids under five years old, two are just one years old. That means 

we need to care for them for at least 10 to 15 more years. 
 

Since Ash Wednesday, I’ve been able to breath, to relax. By God’s grace and the generosity of 

many people, the heavy burden I’ve been carrying has been lifted. When the $10,000 check arrived 

on Thursday from the guy who emailed me before I entered the post office a week ago, I sent him 

a message telling him about the BIG donation and asked him if I could still cash his check. I felt 

he sent it because I was in immediate danger of running out of money…and that was no longer 

the case. He responded: “Of course cash it. You can never get enough!” Amazing grace in action.  


