 May 17th. 
I’m warning you in advance, there is a story that is pretty difficult to read. I also have put a picture on my website that is shocking. I’m not doing this to scare some of you or make my actions look greater. All I want to do is make all of us aware about the things that are happening in this world and that there is one simple thing we can do is to share love with those in need.

This last week has been testing me a lot. Mainly in if I can keep the team motivated for another week till outreach is over, even when I’m tired myself. We had some struggles as a team with just being in Haiti, we were tired and want to go home. That affected the whole team in their attitudes and the ministries that we have been doing. After sharing how everyone feels I gave them a little pep-talk. The team saw the importance of their actions even in the last week here and choose to change. Were we all feeling better? Probably not, but we made the decision not to act on our feelings. But choose to do what was right. We choose to give it our all even when we don’t feel like doing it. 

That afternoon we went this afternoon to a hospital nearby ready to share the love of God. We prayed with older people and with children. In the beginning we went into this room and in the back there was this child maybe 1 -1,5 years old. And was not doing well. She had a simple disease that could have been fixed with just one pill, a pill that we can buy in our local supermarket for maybe 10 dollars. She was skinny to the bone and had almost no strength in her body left.  I took some time with her and tried to make contact with her. I told her how beautiful she was, and how proud God of her is. I told her that ‘my daddy’ (God) loves her so much. After about 5 minutes talking to her she started to make sounds back to me. She couldn’t talk or make eye contact, but I saw her try. She reached her hands multiple times to me and held my finger. I kept telling her the same couple of things over and over again, how beautiful she is, how strong she will be, how much God loves her. I did not get a lot of response back from her but I didn’t care. I was able to share with her how much God loves her and that’s all she needed to know. I felt like I needed to do more, but when I looked at her I knew that this was all I needed to do. I kept telling her the same thing over and over and over again, till we had to go to the next room. 

After probably an hour a lady who was in that room came up to me and told me in Creole to come with her. At first I thought that one of the blind children was able to see again, because of the signs that she made, until I heard crying, crying that went deep into your bones. I knew right away what happened.    The little girl to who I was talking to past away.  I kneeled down at the bed where the little girl was, no emotions, nothing. Nothing came out after the first10 minutes. I was feeling different things at the same time. After I sorted everything I started to cry. I walked to her mom and kneeled in front of her and just cried with her. 

We had to go after probably 45 minutes. That was difficult, you’re leaving a morning mother alone while she just needed someone to cry with. But we had to go. When we went out of the room I had to jump back into leadership mode. All my students were spread out all over the place shocked by what just happened. What do you do? How do you move on from this? The team was already not feeling that great about being here and would love to go home, talked about it, moved on and then we hit this massive wall. I thought for a second, ‘ok, this was outreach, we’re going home now.’ 

I led the people back to the truck to drive back. On our way back it was silent, no responses to the people on the street who shouted; ’BLANC’, no nothing came out of us except for tears and shaking heads. All I felt like I needed to do was tell everyone to take time to process this first by them self’s and then talk about it with each other. Some started to listen to music, journal, read or just nothing. 
I did not understand what happened and why!  Why does I child have to die while she could have been saved if she just had some cheap pills. WHY?              I don’t know the answers to my questions. Is that frustrating me? Yes. But this doesn’t help me at all in the end. There are so many questions in life that we will never get an answer to. But what do we do after that then? Do we stay at that point or do we move on. I could say that I’ll never go to a child ever again who is about to pass away. But what is that really? Nothing but selfishness. The child doesn’t need to have a answer to the questions that I have. No. All they need is just someone who can share love with them. In the end love is the answer and nothing else. All I need to do is now move on and keep loving the ones who need to receive love.    
After all this my team has handled it. And we’re still going for it. We still want to see a change and we know that we have been making a change. 

We have been involved with multiple church services where we were able to share. We joined in a service between multiple churches and this was amazing. They are working on building relationships between the churches. It is amazing how hungry the people are for God. This was a service on Monday evening and there were about 350+ people. Inside was all filled up and the building was surrounded by people. This was a great experience.

This is a small glimpse on what I have been doing the last week. Ofcourse there is way more to tell and share with you guys. But I’m out of time, I need to go and start of the day with my team. Painting, orphanage, street evangelism, maybe something else. All I know we’re going to have an amazing day. I hope you will too!

I want to encourage everyone that you don’t let the negative things that happened influence you in a negative way. Choose to love, just as God has chosen to love you, forever and unconditionally.

Big hug and love from Haiti.

Ps. I’m putting a picture of the girl with my other pictures. I must warn you it is a shocking picture. 
