
July 10, 2022 

Questions Without Answers 
 

In response to yesterday’s Journal about the increase in kidnappings, one reader’s response was 

spot on: 
 

These people are crazy….. 
 

Will it ever end? 
 

There is no stopping them…I never hear of any arrests or punishment.  I wonder how 

much money are they getting for their hostages.  Why did they need to kill the 

sister?  Doesn’t appear anyone is running the country.  How can you have government 

officials checking on the quality of orphanages, handing out visas and marriage 

certificates while on the other hand you are being held hostage by thugs with no 

consequences? I am amazed there is any sort of law that needs to be followed at all. How 

does any other nation deal with Haiti?  Who do they deal with?  It is like an island unto 

itself belonging nowhere in this “new world order.” With this going on every other rule 

or law is a joke……I am so sorry for you.  
 

Here is my response: 
 

You have it exactly right. 
 

Yesterday, I asked about a dying tree on the street that was snuggled up against our 

wall. I wanted to know if I could cut it down as I fear someone could easily climb up it 

and jump into our front yard. I was told the narrow dirt road was "government property" 

so I had no right to cut it down. I said, "Let me see if I understand this. I can go outside 

and shoot someone, killing them on the spot, and there would be no ramifications. But 

it I chop down a dying tree that poses a security risk to my kids, I will be in trouble with 

the government." 
 

People say no one is in charge. Wrong. The gangs are in charge. They decide who lives 

or who dies. They decide if traffic will flow or if the streets are impassable.  
 

It is all madness.  
 

Speaking of madness, I heard a first-hand account from someone who had direct contact with my 

former Haitian wife. In the more than three years since she was forced out of SCCC (in Match 

2019) because of her extremely bad behavior toward some the children, I often hear new stories 

of her horrific conduct. Deep secrets that were hidden from me. Just this week I heard a new, 

troubling revelation. When she lived near us for about six months, she “hired” two women to 

help her cook, clean, and work on her business venture of making clothing. One of those women 

told a staffer that when she went to work at EAS’s apartment one day, there was blood on the 

floor. My ex-wife had slaughtered a pig to use the blood in a voodoo ritual. The woman said her 

goal was to get me to leave SCCC so she could return and take control of the orphanage.  
 



This latest revelation, while not so bad or surprising in light of the long litany of aberrant behavior 

with both adults and the children, it was still able to send me into a deep depression. The 

nightmare never ends. Perhaps it is an odd form of PTSD, in which the trauma of a disastrous 

marriage never fully dissolves. Something from the past horror show always creeps back into the 

present, leaving me depressed, upset, angry, and feeling really naïve and stupid. In truth, the 

ghosts of the past have a more deleterious effect on me than the on-going violence.  
 

There is only one plausible reason Santa Chiara survived all this while constantly living on the 

edge of financial collapse, rarely having more than a month or two of operational funds in the 

bank. We were overcrowded and understaffed. Worse, many of our staff were uneducated and 

poor role-models for the children. The reason we did not implode was this: God did breathed life 

into Santa Chiara whenever we gasped for breath. As much as I wanted to run like hell from the 

hell that is Haiti, I could not abandon the children.  
 

I was thinking about all this on the eve of my first “vacation” in more than five years, a short, 

two-day honeymoon to the functioning half of the island of Hispaniola that is the home of the 

Dominican Republic. I feel as if Steph and I just received a “get out of jail” free card. We both 

needed it.  
 

Just before writing the above, I can across a reflection I wrote back in the late 1990’s when I was living in 

a Franciscan Friary in Rome during the month I was teaching at the Pontifical Gregorian University. Here 

it is: 
 

Elephants and Saints 
 

With the realization that tomorrow was my last full day in Rome, I seized the opportunity of 

using an unscheduled hour before dinner to make one last visit to the friary’s main library. I was 

rummaging around stacks of books devoted to Franciscan history. As I was flipping through a 

book chosen at random, a piece of folded, white paper fell out and floated to the floor. I picked it 

up and unfolded it. It looked as if it had been xeroxed from a book, except there wasn't a page 

number or title. What looked like an untitled poem filled most of the page. Set aside above the 

poem was the following sentence: 
 

"Don't make friends with an elephant trainer unless you have room in your home for an 

elephant." 
 

Beneath the sentence was the claim that the sentence was a "saying of the Sufi Islamic mystics." 
 

I was intrigued by the saying, so I began reading the poem, which I quickly realized was in fact 

a prayer. Here it is: 
 

   O Blessed One, you whose voice calls me 

        to the sacred path of the pilgrim, 

        I wish to seek you with all my heart. 

   Yet I am often half-hearted in that desire 



       when I realize the cost of such a quest. 
 

   My life is rather comfortable and well-ordered 

        and it fits me like an old shoe. 

   I fear the knowledge that if I romance you 

        I may lose what I hold dear. 

   Be compassionate with my hesitation, 

        as I measure the cost of loving you. 
 

   I have read in the holy books, 

        and know from the lives of the saints, 

        that you, my God, come as purifying fire 

        to burn away all that is not true. 

   I tremble at the thought 

        of you consuming those things that I love 

        and even my prized image of who I am. 

   Yet, I also want to know you more fully; 

        help me to embrace the awesome implications 

        of my inviting you to enter my life. 
 

   Enlarge my half-hearted love 

        with the ageless truth 

        that if I seek your kingdom first, 

        seek to be fully possessed by you, 

        everything I need shall be given me, 

        and happiness beyond my wildest dreams 

        shall be mine. 
 

   Come today, Creator of elephants and saints, 

        and be my friend. 
 

After reading the prayerful poem, I was dumbfounded. How did I happen to chance upon this 

piece of paper hidden in a book which more than likely hadn't been opened in twenty years? One 

book among thousands upon thousands of books harbored a secret prayer that my heart was able 

to fully pray. It was like a cosmic kiss from God. 
 

I must keep this in mind the next time a horror story from my former marriage threatens my emotional 

stability. The past is the past. There is only now, the present moment…and God is present in this moment. 
 

I’ll write again on Friday after our return from the Dominican Republic. 

 

 


