
April 1, 2022, 

April Fool’s Day 
 

I traveled back to Haiti on March 6th. So, today is my 26th and last day in Haiti on this trip. My 

experience over the last year is that when I am in Haiti for more than three weeks it really takes 

a toll on me. Every day beyond the three-week mark becomes physically more difficult. Even 

though I no longer shower with water from our reservoir, which is truck-in water that is not pure, 

not fit for drinking, my skin by the third week is still covered with blemishes that are very itchy. 

I sometimes scratch the itch so much (even when sleeping), the skin bleeds. A week of long-hot 

showers in Florida usually fixes the problem. This why I’m more eager for hot water than air 

conditioning…and I really want air-conditioning. 
 

Stéphanie says the dust in the air (from the dirt roads) is bad for my compromised lungs. Of 

course, she right. However, her remedy is hard to take. She is continuously closing the window 

and the two double French doors in the dinning room. The result is the second floor is stiflingly 

hot. When the windows are open, dust covers everything. I open them; she shuts them. 
 

Of course, these are minor irritants in the overall course of daily life in Haiti. But, day in and day 

out over three weeks, they add to the difficulty of life. Then you leave our compound, and life 

moves from difficult to life-threatening.  
 

This trip was longer than most monthly trips because Steph wanted me to be in Haiti on my 

birthday. We had plans for a nice lunch in an Italian restaurant in Pétionville which I love. When 

I was a kid, my mother always prepared a meal the me and by brother and sisters wanted on their 

birthday. I always wanted Italian food. But driving to Pétionville yesterday was not in the cards 

due to the potential of violence on the streets. Moreover, I had to go to the airport for my Covid 

test to fly today. (And yes the ladies who collect the fee, sang happy birthday to me. Normally, 

Steph comes with me. But yesterday I elected to have Robenson and his gun take me to the airport. 

I didn’t want to die on my birthday. 
 

So, we had a quiet day inside Santa Chiara. And I rested for the long day of travel today. I will 

leave the house at 9:30am and will be lucky if I enter my apartment in Ft. Pierce by 6:30pm. 
 

The big thing about yesterday was I finalized the new book, A Journey to Meekness, with the book 

designer. For the last week, we kept tinkering with and tweaking the text and photos…and 

hopefully finding all the minor grammatical mistakes and typos. The designer also finished the 

back cover. Now we enter the technical phase of the production process, which includes securing 

a bar code, an account with Amazon and Kindle productions. This is all new territory for me, as 

this will be my first self-published book, and this is the stuff the publisher (Orbis, Paraclete Press, 

and two others) handled. On the flipside, I previously had little input in the actual design of the 

book. Working with the designer was fun.  
 

This is an unconventional book. It is entirely in poetic form, while not strictly being poems. It is 

my personal belief that this format makes it easier to meditate on the words. As I went thought 

the process of designing the book, I had to read the entire text many times. As I did so, I felt 



myself becoming more calm, more centered. The words and ideas were sinking in. The more I 

worked on the book, the more I liked it. I even added an additional section. I leave you with the 

front and back covers. 
 

 

 
 

I remain grateful for everyone’s 

continued support and prayers 

for the Santa Chiara Children’s Center. 
 

 

 

 


