
August 4, 2020 

A Bit of Amazing News 
 

On July 17th I shared some truly bad news with the Board and Journal readers. On that date, we 

had a combined balance of our PetB and SCCC bank accounts of minus -$13,753. We owed a total 

credit card debt of $52,758. We were in this deep hole because one of two annual donations of 

$100,000 we have received during the last two years was not sent. The outlook was so severe, I 

did not think we would survive August. My dear friend Sr. Immacula, MC never tired of telling 

me God would provide. I simply needed to do good and trust God. For five years in Haiti and 

before that 15 years of making films on global poverty, I lived a radical trust in God. But a nearly 

$53,000 in debt seemed too big to be overcome in a very short period of time.   
 

One friend in Ohio immediately sent $5,000 via PayPal. On July 27th, a friend in Ft. Pierce emptied 

my PO Box and sent the accumulated donations to the bookkeeper in Ft. Lauderdale. I was 

stunned to learn that we received a series of unexpected, very large checks. There was one check 

for $30,000. There were two checks for $10,000. There was a check for $2,500 and a check for $500. 

So, four checks totaled $53,000…or exactly what we owed in credit card debt. There was an 

additional $3,000 from many people, included a few who made a one-time increase in their 

monthly donations. It seemed very miraculous to me.  
 

Of course, I can’t pay off all those credit cards, as we had a minus bank balance of nearly $14,000. 

As of July 29th, our combined balance was $46,367. Our combined credit card debt was $48,602. 

So, we still owe over $2,000 more than we have in the bank. We will pay down a chunk of that 

credit card debt this week, but we need to preserve enough cash to continue to operate in a mostly 

cash-based economy in Haiti. 
 

I had been really despondent over the bleakness of our future. Letting go of staff and moving kids 

was deeply upsetting. We are still on shaky financial grounds. We do not have enough funds to 

make it to the end of the year. Heck, we’ll be lucky to make it to October. We must do a bit more 

downsizing. Sadly, we will not be able to afford to send any kids to school—which really hurts 

me and the kids. We really need a sharp increase of monthly donors, no matter how small the 

amount.  
 

I’m extremely grateful for all those who helped pull us out of the hole and gave us an infusion of 

hope. Just a few days ago, a member of my former parish in South Pasadena made a $1,000 

donation on our website. 

 

A Sad Farewell 
 

Last Thursday, my last full day in Port-au-Prince, was filled with tension and difficult decisions. 

In the late afternoon, someone came to my office to say that Walencia’s mother was in the yard. 

She came to take Walencia home. Walencia has been with us for about three years. I’m especially 

protective of her because she was abused by Ecarlatte. The dreadful incident was secretly 

recorded on a cell phone video, which lead to Ecarlatte’s being permanently removed from Santa 

Chiara. When I reached the bench where Wally’s mother was seated, I instantly remembered her 



because she has one blind eye which looks dreadful. With Billy’s translating help, I asked her a 

series of questions. As a result, I found out the social worker had contacted her and told her she 

had to come to Santa Chiara and remover her daughter. I was outraged by this, especially since 

Billy was unaware of the social workers activities. The questions revealed that the mother still 

lives in Cité Soleil which is rife with the worse violence the slum has ever experienced. She also 

did not have the means to care for her daughter. It was clear the mother wanted her daughter to 

stay with us. It was abundantly clear that Wally did not want to leave. They both were very happy 

when I said Walencia could stat with us. I simply asked the mother to make an effort to visit her 

daughter more often.  
 

But that was not the end of the social worker’s attempt to return some kids to their families. He 

also contacted the father of two sisters, Jinette and Naïca. As Jinette moved into her teen years, 

she increasingly became a problem. She is uncooperative with the staff, often being defiant of 

their instructions. Jinette is near the top of every staffer’s list of girls they wished were living 

elsewhere. Her behavior and attitude often upset me. I had no problem with her leaving. 

However, Naïca requires special attention due to her recurring skin condition which requires 

periodic visits to the skin disease hospital. Journal readers might recall that Naïca was also 

infested with maggots in her head. I spent many hours with her in two hospital trying to remove 

the maggots. While I had expressed my willingness to move Jinette to another home, I really did 

not want to separate the sisters. I was willing to keep Jinette to protect Naïca. I was surprise that 

a woman who lived with the girl’s father had come to bring the girls to their home. I questioned 

the woman. She said she and the father had moved from Cite Soleil and now live near the airport, 

which is not too far from us. While it was still an impoverished area, it was not as bad or as 

dangerous as Cite Soleil. The girls both said they wanted to return to their father. This surprised 

me, especially because Naïca seemed so happy. I became very sad when I gave Jinette a big hug 

goodbye. I was really sorry to see her leave. I had to be content with the reality that we did our 

job. When the father brought his daughters to us three years ago, he seemed too old and too weak 

to care for them. He clearly wanted them to be out of Cite Soleil. In the time they were with us, 

the girls attended a private school and all of Naïca’s medical problems were treated. We provided 

them with a safe haven while the father rebuilt his life after the death of his wife and the mother 

of the girls. I told the girls they were welcomed to visit their Santa Chiara friends whenever they 

wanted. They smiled. 
 

I told Billy to have the social worker cease contacting parents without my knowledge. I do not 

want any kids moved into unsafe or unsettle environments. I will not endanger the lives of any 

child in order to downsize. If a parent’s life situation and living space has improved and they are 

now able to care for their child, that is great. We rejoice in family reunification…as long as it is 

voluntary and not forced. Had I not learned of Walencia’s situation, she would have been 

removed even though it was not in her or her mother’s best interest.  
 

 

The next page features a photo of Walencia that a staff member took and added special effects that 

were requested by Wally…she asked for the photo be sent to me.  
 



 
 
 

 


