
November 24, 2024 

A Day of Giving Thanks 
 

I know I wrote yesterday that I would not send a Journal until next Monday. Technically, this is 

not a Journal. Last evening, I had an hour-long phone conversation with a friend who serves of 

the Board of Directors of both the Santa Chiara Children’s Center and Pax et Bonum 

Communications, under whose umbrella the home in Haiti was birthed. I placed the call to wish 

my friend a Happy Birthday…today is his 88th birthday. He is as sharp and engaged as ever. At 

the end of the call, I mentioned how I had worked all day (from 2:30am to 5:00pm) on the 

nettlesome administrative details I loathe doing…and that I just managed a peaceful and 

beautiful walk along the jetty I love as the sun was close to setting. There were ominous clouds 

forming, signaling rain would be coming. As I began my walk, before reaching the jetty which 

darts out into the ocean, I saw a little girl, perhaps 7 or 8 holding an instamatic camera and 

pointing it to what was behind me. I turned to see what caught the child’s eye…it was a 

magnificent sky as the setting sun illuminated the dark clouds. Everyone was looking the other 

way. As I walked past the girl, I gave her a thumbs up and said, “Good picture.” She smiled. Her 

parents were seated on a nearby bench. They too smiled. 
 

Following the little girl’s lead, I took a series of photographs from different places and angles and 

focal lengths. After the birthday call to my friend, I began to move the photos from my phone to 

me big desktop computer. I had promised my friend I would send him a few. I sent him three. I 

went to bed at 10pm and did not get up until 6am today. I really needed eight hours of sleep in 

the still of the silent island night. I was thankful not to have to send a Journal. But when I checked 

my email, I saw my friend had sent me three messages…each one a response to one of the photos 

I sent to him directly from my phone. Here are his messages in the order they were sent: 
 

Gerry, beautiful picture of the two gentlemen fishing. Such wonderful photography is also a nice 

birthday present; that scene brings a sense of peace and consolation to this old guy. Thanks much. 
 

And this one too has elements of artistry about it, marvelously framed in a truly special moment of 

tranquility for you and your viewers. Send these three around to everybody on your contact list as a 

Thanksgiving offering to the good God who set the stage. 
 

This picture is even more spectacular.   
 

At first, I was not going to follow his suggestion to share the photos. But as I was brewing my 

Haitian coffee, I thought about among all my blessing for which I am truly thankful―Stéphanie, 

all my kids in Haiti, Gabens who holds it all together, my sister, my brother-in-law, my daughter, 

my three grandchildren, all my nieces and nephews and their families, the Board of Directors, 

our amazing bookkeeper, the Journal readers and generous donors who make the impossible 

possible―there was one very special blessings that gifts me with ten days of restorative stillness, 

silence, tranquility, and beauty…and that is my island home in Ft. Pierce, Florida. It is a place 

where the stress and worry are drained from my exhausted body. It is a place where my spirit is 

nurture by the beauty of creation. It is a place that gives me space to ponder, to pray, and to write.  
 



I think all of us could be thankful today for all of creation, which sadly we are plundering and 

destroying. St. Francis of Assisi was a nature mystic, whose Canticle of Creation is a masterpiece 

whose elements are symbols of union with the Divine.  
 

All praise be yours, my Lord, through all that you have made. 
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 


