
April 3, 2022 

Hot Water, Air Conditioning & Quiet 
 

There was a surprise waiting for me at the airport. JetBlue’s small, cramped boarding gate is a 

thing of the past. They now have a spacious, comfortable, and beautiful boarding area on the 

second floor.  
 

 
 

It felt as if I wasn’t in Haiti. How can they do this and not pave the roads? There was even air 

conditioning, while most Haitians do not electricity for much of the day. There are two classes of 

Haitians: those who can travel and those who are stuck in Haiti. 
 

In the old first-floor boarding area, passengers from back-to-back JetBlue flights to New York and 

Florida had to wait in a common area, as each flight was screened and entered their small 

boarding area separately. There were never enough seats in the common boarding area, shared 

with Spirit Airlines and two small Caribbean airlines, and never enough seats in the JetBlue 

boarding area. Moreover, once you entered the secured JetBlue boarding area there was no access 

to food or rest rooms. You had to leave and re-enter through security. It was all unpleasant and 

uncomfortable…with poor air-conditioning. The new larger space was a pleasant surprise. 
 

The flight landed on time, but the jetway was broken and we had to wait 20 minutes for them to 

fix it. On the drive home, we hit rush hour heavy traffic that was made worse by the rain. Didn’t 

get home until nearly 7:00pm. Nine hours and 45 minutes door to door.  
 

Crossing the bridge on the southern end of Hutchinson Island was breathtakingly beautiful. I 

imagined what it would be like for Stéphanie the first time she comes home with me. Once inside 

my apartment I was enveloped in absolute quiet. It was like being on another planet. I took a hot 

shower, had a class of French Bordeaux wine and was asleep within an hour. 
 



I woke up yesterday to this photo sent to me by Gabens. 
 

 
 

Seeing the kids happy and playing in peace made me feel good. With Gabens, Dr. Steph, and the 

new management team they will be in good hands. The woman in the middle of the circle is a 

new employee. She is a nurse and really loves playing with the kids. I can’t pronounce her name 

let alone spell it.  
 

Later in the day, I was able to enjoy a Zoom event with Fr. John Dear and Br. Paul Quenon, who 

has been a monk at Gethsemani Abbey for more than 60 years. His novice master was Thomas 

Merton. On my three visits to the Abbey, I was graced with being able to spent time with Brother 

Paul who is an accomplished poet and photographer. He also hosted the presentation I gave to 

all the monks that featured clips from my poverty films. My talk was held in the cloistered area 

of the monastery in the very room where Merton gave classes to the novice monks. Before the 

actual zoom session began, Brother Paul told Fr. John about the time I gave a presentation to all 

the monks. Near the end of the session John asked me to say a few words. He told the participants 

about my work in Haiti. I nearly cried as I spoke. Afterward, Br. Paul said he was moved by my 

words. Later this week, I might share a bit of the monk’s message and some of what I said. 
 

On this last trip to Haiti, I attended a Lenten zoom event presented by the Abbot of an Orthodox 

monastery in upstate New York. In the late 1980’s, I spent a great deal of time at the monastery. 

At the time Abbot was a novice monk that I came to know very well. I had not seen him in 30 

years. Unfortunately, a poor connection in Haiti made me miss the last 25% of the event.  


