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Cat Checker 
 

 
 

As I typed this Journal, Jingle Bells watched intently. If he sees me make a grammatical or spelling 

error, he meows or bites my ear. He is especially aware of dangling participles…or anything that 

dangles. 

 

To Catch a Thief 
 

This is a tough story to write. Long-time Journal readers will recall a shocking incident that rocked 

me a few years ago, when in the space of a few weeks, I was robbed twice. At the time, I kept cash 

locked in my desk drawer in my office, which was then located where the clinic now is on the 

second floor. I was fastidious in making sure the drawer was locked at all times, even when I was 

seated at it working. But one day, I was distracted by a new born infant, Teresa Regina, living 

with us. I left the drawer unlocked when I left the office. In a flash, the thief got about $5,000 in 

cash. I was sick; I was angry…and deeply upset. To make matters worse, a few weeks later, it 

happened again, this time the thief grabbed almost $3,000. I bought a safe. We never positively 

identified the thief. But all the indications pointed to one person who is no longer with us. 
 

People who operate outreach to the chronically poor in deeply impoverished areas of a city all 

have stories on the on-going problem of being robbed by people who worked for them. In his 

over 20 years in Port-au-Prince, Fr. Tom has been robbed many times, the thief stealing far more 

than I lost. For us, outside of those two major incidents, the thievery is confined to small items, 

such as tooth paste, rice, or cutlery and crockery. Over the years, I’ve toyed with the idea of 

having the staff’s bags inspected before they left at the end of their shift. But I resisted this tactic. 

We did catch one staffer who systematically hauled off a backpack full of stuff each night. He was 

fired on the spot.  
 



Last weekend, a staffer brought to my attention that someone had stolen a box of frozen fish that 

Billy had purchased earlier in the day. Some circumstantial evidence pointed to female staff 

member whom I liked. I had no choice but to confront her. She tearfully denied the accusation. 

No one believed her denials. I even doubted her. Yet, I felt I could not fire her without more clear-

cut evidence. Knee-jerk judgements usually result in trouble, so I decided to wait for more solid 

evidence. On Monday, our new armed security guard came to me with information he was 

reluctant to share but was compelled to do so. He came to me with a story that had nothing to do 

with the stolen fish. He said some staff were systematically stealing supplies. The thefts mostly 

happened immediately after we came back from a shopping mission. The main culprit was a 

woman who is Ecarlatte’s sister. She would pilfer small items, everything from tooth paste to 

sugar. She would squirrel the stolen goods away until she transferred them to a backpack or 

satchel. She would then have her brother carry the bag out of Santa Chiara. The security guard 

had been carefully watching this routine. He knew every trick they employed. He saw with his 

own trained eyes how the robbery happened. There was a third member of the family, a female, 

who he suspected of stealing, but all he had was suspicious behavior. 
 

So, one by one, I called each of them into the downstairs office. The security guard, who is fluent 

in English, was with me to both translate and present his evidence to the accused thieves. First 

up was the woman, who by all accounts was the mastermind of the operation. She put up a mild 

defense, but basically did not challenge the evidence. She was caught red-handed and knew it. 

She thanked me for my kindness and compassion. I told her that she was not stealing from me. 

She was stealing from the children and the rest of the staff. The goods she stole had to be replaced, 

which increased my expenses and played a role in our current financial crisis. I fired her on the 

spot and the security guard walked her directly to the front gate. 
 

Next up was the brother. He was more combative, more passionate in his denial. He basically 

said he thought the bag his sister asked him to carry out of SCCC was filled with garbage. I 

basically said he must have thought I was stupid to buy such a lame excuse. Then he said he did 

not actually steal the stuff so he was not guilty. I said he was in effect the get-away driver in a 

bank robbery. He played a vital role in the crime. The security guard actually confronted him 

about things he actually took. Eventually he admitted taking stuff but he stopped. Because he has 

been with us a long time and basically was a good worker and also because he admitted to 

stealing little things, I extended to him a little mercy. I suspended him without pay for one month. 

He was relieved that he did not lose his job. The security guard escorted him to the gate and he 

left the property.  
 

We then called the third family member into the room. The security guard put something into 

her bag. He did not see her take the item, nor did he know exactly what it. It happened soon after 

Billy had returned from the market. She explained that she asked Baby to put milk on the 

shopping list. The milk was for her personally. When Billy got home from the market, Baby gave 

her the milk, which she quietly placed in her bag. She was very tearful. She knew that some of 

the female staff ask me to get small items such as gel for their hair or deodorant. I told her it was 

inappropriate to ask for personal items from anyone but Billy or me. We cleared her of any willful 

wrong doing. 



 

The firing of one employee and the suspension of another sent a real message to the staff. Stealing 

will not be tolerated. It was the talk of the yard. It was not anything I enjoyed doing. It ate up 

more then 90 minutes of my time. I asked the security guard to integrate the staff member accused 

of stealing the fish. She told him if she needed anything, she would ask me. In the end it turned 

out that the fired woman actually stole the fish and the brother falsely caste the blame on the 

innocent staffer. It is possible his suspension might evolve into a firing.  
 

The security guard told me there were antagonistic “clicks” within the staff population. The 

accused staffer was a member of the opposing click to the actual thieves.  
 

After Mass yesterday, I told Fr. Tom about the thievery. He shared a litany of some of his most 

outrageous thefts. He once sent one of his long-time, most trusted employees to the bank with 

significant amount of money. The guy drove off with Fr. Tom’s truck and the money and no one 

ever saw him again. Fr. Tom also said the he had to cut much of his staff because the increased 

violence in Cite Soleil is threatening the survival of his vital ministry.  
 

Later in the day, I learned that the gangs overran a school near one of Fr. Tom’s schools. The gang 

members climbed up the security tower and began to indiscriminately fired on a public market 

across the street from the school, killing many, including this 8-month old infant girl: 
 

 



As if the violence was not bad enough, the nightly rain for the past week have caused flooding in 

Cite Soleil. The few resources and facilities the community did have were swept away or flooded 

during the rains. In total, nearly 6,000 families were affected, with many forced to stay living in 

flooded homes — sleeping in beds surrounded by stagnant floodwaters — because they had 

nowhere else to go. 

 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 



On Monday night, a staffer showed me much worse video footage of the raging waters. They also 

showed me footage of the gang members storming an abandoned police station in Cite Soleil. 

Here is a image of the kind of powerful weapons the gang possesses. 
 

 
 

It is not an exaggeration to say Cite Soleil has become a war zone, with violence without end. 

 

A Mountain of Garbage 
 

After two weeks of nightly intense rain, the dirt roads in our neighborhood have become 

increasingly harder to use. I’ve had to resort to an alternative route to the Sisters, one with more 

paved roads. At one point, the two-lane road (one lane in either direction) was reduced to one 

lane by a mountain of garbage higher than my SUV vehicle. The sight of people sifting through 

rubbish along with huge pigs was disheartening. The heartbreak in Haiti is relentless.  

 

Cats on a Wet Tin Roof 
 

The tin roof over the outdoor kitchen is right below the second-floor windows of the kitchen and 

my bedroom. When it rains, the noise of the rain falling on the roof is very loud. Yesterday 

morning, there was extremely loud noise of cats fighting on the roof. Actually, it was a large stray 

cat that came over the back wall and a little kitten named Jingle Bells. I managed to scare the big 

cat off. After it ran away, Jingle Bells was eager to come back into the house. He had been bitten 

badly near one ear and near her tail. This happened about a half hour before sunrise. Never a dull 

moment at Santa Chiara.  

 

And finally… 
 



My friend Fr. Dumarsais informed me last Saturday night that he had been tested positive for 

Covid 19. I was shocked to hear this news. I wrote him: “When you beat this we will be known 

as the Covid Twins.” Two minutes later, he responded: “It is hard to laugh now.” 
 

Needless to say, I was deeply concerned about my friend. Today he gave me permission to share 

this notice he sent to his parishioners at St. Elizabeth Ann Seaton Church in Port St. Lucie, Florida:  

 
Brief message from Fr. Dumarsais: 
 
I intend to keep you informed on a regular basis of what is happening with me and around me. 
Today, this short note intends to state for 4 things:  
 

1. I am getting really better every day. Migraine is minimal and I sleep a fair amount of 
hours and I keep myself busy with chores in the house, mostly disinfection and cleaning. 

2. I am amazed by the grandeur of your kindness, and your genuine love and compassion 
toward me. I am touched by every gesture and greatly helped by your prayers. 

3. On my part, I imagine how agonizing this may have been for you in the last 24 hours, 
knowing that you may have contacted Covid here at the church because you have 
served the closest to me. I have been praying for you and your family and I have begged 
Heaven to spare you. By retracing my whereabouts, I believe that you need to know that 
I was infected with Covid probably on Wednesday the 22nd in the afternoon during the 
exchanging of a rental car and the reaction of the virus was immediate. Since then, I 
have not met with people at St Elizabeth nor celebrated mass with you.  At this point, I 
encourage everyone who are concerned to get tested to be sure but I pray God to keep 
you safe. 

4. To end, I promise you that I will always keep you informed on a regular basis and will 
return to work only after I test negative to Covid. I believe that I am truly blessed, this 
virus is deadly.    

 

Please keep Fr. Dumarsais in your prayers. He is a wonderful, humble priest and pastor. He has 

great love for the poor and looks forward to returning to Haiti soon and visiting Santa Chiara.  
 

Soon of you were introduced to Fr. Dumarsais during the Zoom book launch of The Sunrise of 

Soul in which Father served as the host. Everyone who watched were impressed by the depth and 

sensitivity of his questions. 

 

 

 


