
July 19, 2020 

Double Negative 
 

This is not a Journal entry I want to write. It is one I feared I might have to write. 
 

On Friday, our bookkeeper sent me the summary of our three bank accounts. We have a Pax et 

Bonum Communications saving account and a checking account; we have thee PetB credit cards. 

We have a Santa Chiara checking account and one SCCC credit card. I knew it was going to be 

bad news, and so I did not open it. It was my first full day back. Going from Florida to Haiti is 

always a tough adjustment; more so this time after 20 days in Florida followed by four months in 

Haiti during which time I was seriously ill. Besides, yesterday was busy. 
 

Much of my time in Florida was devoted to begging…and pondering how to move forward in 

light of our July 7th balance which showed a combined amount of only $1,430 in the three accounts 

after subtracting the balance owed on our four credits cards of $55,431. 
 

Ten days later, our combined balance is a (minus) -$13,753. 
 

The four accounts have $39,005 in them. We owe $52,758 on our four credit cards. 
 

These dismal figures come after I personally donated $8,000 before leaving for Haiti because I 

knew the numbers were dismal. 
 

I had repeatedly indicated that we would run out of funds before the end of August. We will not 

last that long. 
 

I feel we will have to immediately begin to dramatically reduce the scope of the Santa Chiara 

Children’s Center, which means whittling it down to no more than a dozen kids and perhaps that 

many staff. 
 

This is my fault. I should have seen the coming deficit long ago and did something to at least 

forestall it.  
 

The price of everything in Haiti is skyrocketing. Just a few short months ago, it took 92 gourds to 

equal one US dollar. Today it takes 115 gourdes to equal a buck. The price rose by just over 10% 

while I was in Florida. Shocking.  
 

I went to Mass yesterday at the Missionaries of Charity. Afterward, Sr. Immacula and I spent 

some time together. I had left my book with one of the sisters on Friday, asking her to give it to 

Sr. Immacula when she got home from her travels. She has been visiting all the MC homes in the 

region with the new superior. Sr. Immacula is mentioned on the first page of the first chapter of 

the book. I told her how much I missed her while I was away and asked her when she was leaving 

for India. She said she will go to Miami on July 26th and stay with the MC sisters there until she 

secures a flight to India. She said she will be on a silent retreat during that waiting time, adding 

she will use The Sunrise of the Soul as her retreat meditation. She said she would give the book to 

Sr. Prima (the head of all the Missionaries of Charity) when she arrives in India. I told I would 



give her another book for Sr. Prima, that she had to keep her copy. She asked why. I said that she 

is the reason there is a book and that she was very special to me. I could see tears form in her 

eyes. 
 

I told her about our being in a $13,000 hole and that I feared I would have to essentially dissolve 

Santa Chiara. She told me to trust in God. I told her that in a few occasions when I was in Florida 

I told friends about our perilous financial situation and always added, “My friend Sr. Immacula 

always tells me to trust in God.” She smiled and told me about the early days with Mother Teresa 

and how the sisters would come to her and say they had no bread for themselves or the poor and 

Mother would always tell them to pray and trust in God’s providence.  
 

I told Sr. Immacula about the antibody test done in Florida that revealed that I had Covid 19. She 

said I was “strong” to overcome it. I said, “I don’t understand why I would survive just to see the 

end of Santa Chiara.” At that point Fr. Hugo, the Passionist priest from Mexico, left the chapel 

and the conversation changed. He spoke about this being tough times for everyone. 
 

So, I will see Sr. Immacula on Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday…and again next year 

sometime in India. It is interesting that when it comes to theology and Church politics, she and I 

are probably on polar opposites spectrums of the gamut of beliefs yet we hold each other in the 

highest regard. Differences do not have to create division. 
 

When I got home, Peter Francis and Clare Marie were by the car door before I could open it. I was 

too slow getting out of the car for Peter’s liking so he began to pull my left leg out of the car. As I 

was getting out, he was climbing into the front seat. After pulling him out, I was about to close 

the door when I heard music playing. While my attention was focused on Clare Marie, Peter 

managed to turn the car key to auxiliary which turned on the disc player. In the first full day back 

I’ve said, “Peter no” at least two dozen times. 
 

As normal, the two of them followed my upstairs. I gave then each a glass of pear juice and half 

of a banana. Clare Marie smiled the entire time. I walked them back downstairs. I lingered awhile, 

wondering which of the kids would stay after the forced severe reduction of children and staff. 
 

The list would look something like this: Peter, Clare, Teresa Regina, Bency, Naïve, Baby Ruth, 

Walencia, Izzy, Ally, Isidore, and Vanderson. Ridiculously hard to contemplate. 
 

After getting out of the car, Ally asked me if I would get her a passport and a plane ticket to New 

York. I said sure and asked her what she would do in New York. She was going to find Annie. 

Her request told me she still has hope. 
 

In a letter to his family written in Tegel prison on April 25, 1943 (Easter Sunday), Dietrich 

Bonhoeffer wrote: “The liberating things about Good Friday and Easter is that one’s thoughts are 

swept far beyond one’s own personal fate to the ultimate meaning of all life, and of whatever 

occurs, such that one is seized by a great hope.” 
 

In this moment, as I type these humble words, I am not seized with a great hope. Whatever comes, 

I will accept. No matter what happens, I will not leave Haiti. I will devote more time to writing 



and to being a real father to the eleven kids who remain. The staff will be reduced to Billy, Rose, 

Baby, Carla, Immanuela, Sendi, Mackenson, Leobel, Michel, the teacher, two cooks, and three 

women to do the laundry. Some of those will take a pay cut.  
 

The Santa Chiara Children’s Center will still legally exist. It is my assumption that the dozen or 

so monthly donors we have, most contributing between $25 and $350 a month, will continue to 

support the Center. We will need that support to survive. I’ll continue to maintain my small 

apartment in Ft. Pierce, Florida for as long as I am able. Hopefully I can pick up some speaking 

engagements to help raise funds for the kids’ education. 
 

After writing this sad lament, I went downstairs and watched Rolland lead a group of older kids 

in an exercise routine. I was happy to see the kids having fun; but sad their days at SCCC are 

numbered. How can I move so many kids in such a short period of time. 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

Kiki, the young man shot and killed near our home, 

has been memorialized with a painting on a wall. 
 

 
May he rest in peace. 


