
March 8, 2022 

Me and My Camera 
 

Note: this entry is in the form of stream of consciousness penned over the course of a few days. It is extremely 

frivolous and you can feel free to skip it or delete it if being inside my addled mind is too scary for you.  
 

It is 8:15 at night on Saturday, March 5, 2022. I gotta get up at 3:00am to get ready for the two-

hour drive to the airport in Fort Lauderdale to catch my flight back to Haiti. Outside of the two 

days to get to Florida and back to Haiti, I had only eight days to “rest and relax.” I did neither. 

Too many administrator chores to do. Not to mention the constant worry about running out of 

funds by the end of March. I had 35 items on my “to do” list; only two of them did not get done. 

I managed to squeeze in hour-long walks along the Jetty, where my pelican friends hang out, at 

the end of five days, just before sunset. The story I’m going to tell you might make me look stupid. 

I am what I am. Stupid, not Popeye.  
 

I’ll begin by saying I really don’t know how to rest or relax. Or do nothing. I know, this is not 

good. (We’ve all lost the meaning and importance of the Sabbath as a day ot rest from worldly 

concern and to focus on God. Now the Sabbath is just another shopping day.) I’ve been going 

nonstop for seven years. Took just one vacation. Nearly four years ago, a Franciscan priest friend 

feared I was headed for burnout. He made me an offer I couldn’t refuse. I could tag along on a 

ten-day pilgrim to Assisi he was leading back in May 2018. I could participate in the program and 

much as I wanted and, conversely, as little as I wanted. He even arranged for me to get (for free) 

an apartment overlooking the lush valley below the ancient walled city. All I had to do was book 

and pay for the flights to and from Rome. (Thank God for credit cards.) I called the head of the 

Irish friars (the provincial), and asked him if I could stay for two nights with the Irish friars in the 

heart of Rome, within walking distance of the Vatican, before the pilgrimage began. He said no. 

I could only stay if I would spend five days with them. And so, it came to pass…15 days in Italy. 

Just me and my camera and a computer to keep sending my Haiti Journal each day.  
 

I needed to be recharged and renewed in my spiritual home…Assisi. I don’t think the Irish friars 

would have treated St. Francis any better. Back in the late 90’s when I was writing The Sun & 

Moon Over Assisi and teaching my month-long course on writing for film at the Pontifical 

Gregorian University in Rome, I lived with the Irish friars at Collegio Sant’ Isidore in Rome for 

two months. One year I lived there for nearly four months, spending much of my time in their 

immense, locked library of Franciscan material. (I knew where the key was hidden.) Moreover, 

the friars took an unused small room attached to the church which was once used to store 

janitorial supplies and converted it into a private hermitage for me. It was outside the main friary. 

I kept my stuff in there year-round. One especially hot summer in Rome, the number two friar in 

residence called me in California and asked me if he could use my room. My room was 

sandwiched between the high external wall of the church and a high wall that enclosed the 

property. The sun never touched my small room. It was always cool. Which is why the priest 

wanted to use it for a few nights. His asking for permission to use “my” room really made me 

smile. Still does.  
 



Sorry. I wandered off the point. Probably why the books and films were too long to sell. This 

story is supposed to be about my camera. It got off the track when I wrote about not knowing 

how to relax. There is one exception: when I am holding my camera. I once told someone that I 

pray best with my camera. That is the most incredibly true thing I’ve ever said. In fact, I don’t 

think of myself as a writer or filmmaker. God knows I am not qualified to run an orphanage. 

(Notice how God seems to like picking extremely unqualified people to do the hardest tasks. I 

was tempted to delete this parenthetical aside because I have no idea if God has anything to do 

with my being in Haiti.) Running an orphanage was not anything I ever had in mind for myself. 

Sorry…back to the camera.  
 

A cell phone is not a camera. It is a phone that can take simple photographs (mostly selfies) and 

short videos that can easily be shared with friends via social media or email. I hate social media. 

I tolerate email as it is an essential means of communicating in this technological age that creates, 

as a byproduct, high levels of stress while refusing to honor the essential need for stillness and 

silence. (By the way, it is now 8:56pm. I wanted to be in bed by 8:00pm. Yet, I am relaxing as I 

type these humble words.)   
 

BREAKING NEWS: I just had an insight. Writing is also a form of prayer for me, though at a 

much lower level than photography. Whether I am holding a camera or a pen, I enter another 

realm. In the corner of my eyes at this moment (9:03pm), I see the TV and the insanity of what is 

happening to Ukraine. Many of the refugees (if they are not dark skinned) are streaming into 

Hungary. (Even in the midst of an unjustified war, racism raises its ugly head.) I spent a week in 

Budapest (stayed with the Jesuits), some of it spent photographing inside a homeless shelter. It 

broke my heart. It is a beautiful city with an ugly history of racial intolerance. 
 

This is really crazy to admit: I would love to be in Ukraine photographing the destruction. As I 

type this, I am listening to Ukrainian sacred music performed by a choral choir in Kyiv. It is 

transcendentally beautiful, yet sad at the time to realize those performers giving voice to ancient 

spiritual music might not survive the madness of a heartless man who has no spiritual core…yet, 

if we are to believe Jesus, God is hidden within him. It is so much easier to get lost in mindless 

entertainment than in God. Another insight: at heart, I’m a war correspondent covering the 

hidden, undeclared war against the poor, the refugee, the undocumented migrant, and people of 

color…even by alleged Christians. Poverty is a tragic, man-made reality in need of open 

heartedness and open handedness…as Gustavo Gutiérrez believed in the core of his being. 
 

When I returned to God following an epiphany in an empty church in Rome (nearly 30 years 

ago), Fr. Gustavo’s writing inspired me; he made the words of Jesus real and understandable. I 

soon realized that most Christians ignore Christ’s central message, especially when it comes to 

the poor and the marginalized. Fr. Gustavo helped me see the harsh, difficult truth in the essential 

message of Christ. According to Gutiérrez, the disciple follows Jesus by loving the least and the 

last, the lowest members of the human family living on the periphery of life. We are to liberate 

them from their suffering. This is revolutionary and extremely hard to follow. 
 

Oh God, please keep me from wandering from the story I am struggling to write about my camera helping 

me focus on your created majestical world…and wandering from You, oh Merciful One and Love supreme.   



 

Note to reader (if there are any): I am going to stop and go to bed. (It is 9:29pm) I’ll continue this 

tale signifying nothing in the morning and during the trip to Haiti…unless I decide to throw it 

out. To be continued.  
 

OK…it is 4:05 Sunday morning, March 6th. I’ve been up for 45 minutes. Made coffee and the bed. 

Gotta finish packing and tiding up the apartment…and deciding how many books I want to lug 

back to Haiti. My camera―a Canon EOS 5D Mark IV― is already in Haiti. It is too cumbersome 

to haul back and forth to Haiti. And that is the problem that sparked this story. When I’m in 

Florida, I’m forced to use my cellphone to take photographs. While cell phones are becoming 

increasingly better at capturing images and videos, they are not professional cameras. There main 

asset is they fit in your pocket or purse. They put a camera in everyone’s hands. Cell phones 

capture crimes in progress, babies being born…and documenting the barbarity of the was in 

Ukraine. They are an essential photographic took. Many of the photos in this Journal, especially 

over the last few years, were taken with my cellphone. They are documenting history as it 

happens. I’ve learned to use my cellphone in a creative manner while capturing spontaneous 

images of the children at play or in medical distress in hospitals. However, they are a long way 

from my Canon EOS 5D Mark IV when it comes to zooming, focusing, depth of field, lighting 

and other photographic techniques that are essential to creative (artful) photography. 
 

TIME OUT: I gotta stop or I won’t be able to leave on time for the drive to the airport in Ft. 

Lauderdale. I’ll continue this in Haiti. 
 

March 7, 2022, Port-au-Prince, Haiti at 5:45am.  On the flight to Haiti yesterday, I was surprised 

to see more “Blancs” on the flight. The plane was full; there was not one empty seat. There was a 

large man seated in the aisle seat across from my aisle seat. We were in the first row. He caught 

my attention because dozens of people boarding the plane knew him. Many said something to 

him in either Creole or French. Some patted him on his shoulder. Finally, I said to him: “You seem 

to know a lot of people on this plane.” It was hard to hear his response. The plane was noisy and 

his English was spoken with a heavy accent. Essentially, he said he was the President of the Board 

of a big school in Haiti. I mentioned Santa Chiara. He asked how many kids we had. He said he 

thought he met me a few years ago on another flight. Then asked where my orphanage was 

located. I said, “Delmas, 33.” He looked right at me and said, “Oh…that’s dangerous.” The 

conversation ended because of announcements from the flight attendants. As the plane pulled up 

to the jetway in Haiti, he stretched his arm across the aisle and put his hand on my shoulder and 

said, “Please be careful.” Everyone on the plane knew they was flying into a dangerous, hurting 

place where life is deteriorating every day. Everyone on the plane had a compelling reason to 

take the risk. My thoughts drifted to the horror of life in Ukraine. Suddenly, Haiti seemed 

peaceful.  
 

Back to the camera…hopefully without any more digressions or delays.  
 

So, as I was saying two days ago, the cellphone is a valuable photographic tool. It is, however, 

not great, at least from my perspective, for capturing certain kinds of photography. Over the last 

few years as I walked on the jetty or down nature paths on Hutchinson Island I was frustrated by 



being limited to the cellphone to capture beautiful images of the wildlife. The cellphone was fine 

for capturing wide shots of the oceanfront, but not so good at getting closeups of fidgety birds. 

Many months ago, I explored the possibility of buying a second Canon camera. My Canon EOS 

5D Mark IV in Haiti is a few years old. There have been improvements to it since I bought it. It is 

VERY expensive…over $2,000 just for the body. It was beyond my reach. Moreover, the I could 

not justify the expense just to capture a few bird photos. I investigate led costly models of serious 

cameras. Most had features I did not need, such as high-end video recording. I even looked into 

used cameras. I really didn’t have the time to make an informed decision. I kept snapping away 

with my cellphone. 

 

And here comes the point of this rambling scribbling. It was Thursday of last week (March 3rd). I was 

attempting to resolve the clutter in my small apartment. In the process of moving things (mostly 

books) around, I spotted a small box under small end table next to the couch. I had no idea what 

was in the box. Was it worth getting down on me knees to pull it out? At my age, when I drop 

something on the floor, I stare at it and wonder whether or not a really need it. I got down on my 

knees and pulled the box out from under the table. After slowly getting up, I opened up the box. 

Inside was a large plastic bag. Inside was the body of my old Canon 5D camera. It was an OMG 

moment. I had purchased my new camera at an excellent local camera store in Ft. Pierce. It was a 

throwback kind of store where the owner knew everything about every camera there was. I 

visited the store on every trip to Florida. I would bring a flash drive of the best photos of the kids 

from the last trip and have prints made. I would bring the prints back to Haiti and insert them 

into a series of photo albums. The kids loved looking at all the photos…of themselves when the 

were younger. This small, but time-consuming effort, made us feel like a real family with a real 

history of belonging.  
 

Every time I entered the camera store, I would look at the display cases of all the new cameras. 

The owner and the guy who developed the photos came to know me and my kids through the 

images I captured. I had long conversations with the owner about all the new cameras. My old 

Canon 5D had been around the world. It was a good friend. Yet, it was slowing down. The new 

cameras were faster, sharper, and more versatile. I was afraid they were too technical for me…and 

8/22new, advanced 5D camera for me. I gave the owner of the store my old camera, which he 

added to his collection of used cameras he sold. If it sold, the owner and I would split the sale. I 

completely forgot about the old camera. In time, the owner became ill and weary of the stress of 

keeping such an independent store open. Much too my lament, he closed the store. He returned 

my unsold old camera to me. It was in a plastic bag inside the small box. I slipped it under the 

end-table and forgot all about it.  

 

GOTTA STOP. It is 8:30am. I need to Dr. Stéphanie to a graduation meeting/rehearsal at Aristide’s 

university. I’ll pass three hours on the campus. I’ll take a book of Gustavo Gutiérrez’s spiritual 

writings edited by Fr. Dan Groody, CSC. Fr. Dan was in my film on undocumented migrants. We 

spent a week together in Mexico. 

 



March 7th at 4:41pm. Back to the mysterious box and its surprising contents. When I held the body 

of the camera in my hands it was like embracing an old friend. I wondered if it still worked. The 

box also contained three batteries. Two of the them needed a charge; the other did not fit the 

camera. I first battery I charged did not hold the charge. The second battery did. In my desk 

drawer I had an old memory card labeled Haiti 8/12. I had no idea what was on it. I inserted the 

card in the camera. I was able to view all the photos taken during a trip to Haiti in August 2012. 

Lots of memories. Some painful. But the camera worked. I had a 70mm to 300mm zoom lens. I 

screwed it onto the camera…and snapped a few photos inside the apartment. All was fine. It was 

just slow and clunky compared to the new camera that is locked up in Haiti. Two days later, I 

grabbed an hour in the early morning to photograph along the riverside of the island about eight 

miles from my apartment, as well as on the Jetty. I shared three photos yesterday. All I wanted to 

do was see if the camera could be employed on my weeks in Florida to help me relax and enjoy 

a spot of peace. I was thrilled to have a real camera in Florida, albeit an old camera. I confess the 

long lens was a bit heavy, but wonderful to have.  
 

Here are just a few photos from the August, 2012 trip to Haiti. 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 

When I have a camera in my hand or I’m on my computer writing (not working), I am completely 

at peace, lost in the wonder of creation. When I put the camera down or turn off the computer, I 

am befuddled by the reality of life. It is all too much to take in. Racism. Poverty. War. Greed. 

Meanness. Manmade and natural disasters. Violence. Mass shootings. Homelessness.  
 



So much of life is deeply painful and disturbing. I’ve captured much of that with my camera. I 

use my pen to explore what I’ve seen. 

 

The Peace of Wild Things 
By Wendell Berry 
 

When despair for the world grows in me 

and I wake in the night at the least sound 

in fear of what my life and my children's lives may be, 

I go and lie down where the wood drake 

rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds. 

I come into the peace of wild things 

who do not tax their lives with forethought 

of grief. I come into the presence of still water. 

And I feel above me the day-blind stars 

waiting with their light. For a time 

I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 
 

 

This is what life on Hutchinson Island offers me… 

the grace of creation and a kiss of peace.  

I wish there were more time 

for photography during my monthly visits… 

and more time to reflect on the poverty and suffering 

I witness every day in Haiti… 

and more time to read books by Gustavo Gutiérrez, 

Paul Farmer and other deeply compassionate souls. 

 

But I’m thankful for whatever time I have. 

Francis of Assisi tried to feel perfect joy 

in all he experienced, the good and the bad. 

I’ve yet to experience perfect joy 

during my trips to and from Haiti. 


