
September 26, 2020 

President Bency? 
 

Yesterday Billy translated the following memo into French and posted it on the bulletin board: 
 

Memo to Staff 
 

Re: Bency & Bethanie 
 

I am making Bency Clare Straub the President of the Children. 
 

Bethanie Beauchamp will be he Vice-President of the Children. 
 

What does this mean? 
 

It means that Bency and Britanie will be responsible for the behavior of the kids. They 

will direct the kids to keep the grounds swept and litter-free. If a child misbehaves, they 

will try to correct them. They will also be alert if one of the toddlers is doing something 

dangerous. They should respond to any younger child who is crying.  
 

If a child has a complaint about another kid or a staff member, they will bring it to Bency 

and Bethanie. If they can’t resolve the problem, they will bring it to Mr. Billy or Mr. 

Patrick.  
 

In staff meetings, Bency and Bethanie will be invited to attend and discuss issues 

pertaining to the children. 
 

Please offer your congratulations to Madame President and Madame Vice President. 
 

Peace and blessings, 
 

Mr. Gerry 
 

I hope this is something I don’t live to regret.  
 

As any long-term reader of this Journal knows, Bency has caused more problems than any other 

child. I received more complaints about Bency from the staff over the last five years than any 

other kid. Bency was always at the center of any trouble. She refused to obey the staff. She even 

used the most profane language imaginable in talking back to the staff. No punishment worked. 

She has caused me more anguish than I can articulate. On Thursday, I showed her a photo of 

herself taken in 2016. As I handed her the photo, I said, “If I recall correctly, when I took photo it 

was the last time she was a good girl.” Bency laughed. She knows the heartbreak she has caused 

me.  
 

Yet over the last few months, Bency has begun to change. Me too. One day I decided to simply 

forget all her past bad behavior, all the outrageous things she did. There had been months when 

she would not talk to me and I ignored her. I just began to hug her and call her “sweet daughter.” 

She began coming upstairs more frequently. Earlier this week, after a long, hard day, I was 

exhausted and rather downcast. It was around 5:30pm. I was walking alone in the very back of 

the property. I became angry at the sight of so many cracker wrappers on the ground. I walked 

to the craft table were the older girls, including Bency, were having fun making jewelry. I made 



them stop and go clean up the grounds. There was much grumbling and unpleasant looks. After 

all the wrappings were picked up, the girls drifted back to the craft table. But not Bency. She got 

a broom and began sweeping the yard. I watched her methodically sweep the yard clean. It was 

at this moment that the idea of making Bency the president of the kids. I felt that if I gave her a 

sense of responsibility it would help her put her troubled past behind her. She like the idea. I said 

the Bethanie would be the vice present. Bethanie is perhaps the best-behaved kid living with us. 

She has never been a problem. She is quiet, polite, respectful…and always helping younger kids. 
 

I ran this by one staffer, who like the idea but suggested making Bethanie the President and Bency 

the Vice President. I then presented the idea to Billy and Patrick and both felt it was a positive 

move. 
 

Bency is a force. I always thought she was the leader of the kids…leading them into misbehavior. 

Hopefully, as the President of the Children this will change. I’ve always told her being my 

daughter did not give her a license to do as she pleased, that her behavior had to be better than 

all the other kids. This never sunk in. She knew that no matter what she did, I would never reject 

her. Even now, I shake my head in disbelief at the endless bad things she has done. Hopefully, a 

transformation is in progress.  

 

Three Hats 
 

Yesterday morning, I was in the kitchen cleaning the coffee brewer and mug, when this thought 

blew through my mind: one of the benefits of being a grandparent is that you can play with your 

grandkids, enjoy them, and spoil them—and then you leave, go home, and leave the tough work 

of being a parent to your child. At Santa Chiara I am both a granddad and dad. Plus, I’m the boss. 

Three hats, one head. I don’t want to be the boss of anyone or anything. I like the grandfather 

role, dispensing hugs and toys. I’m not up to being a dad, dealing with a child’s shifting moods 

and disciplining bad behavior…times 50. 
 

After finishing my kitchen chores, I went downstairs. Baby Ruth was in rare form, climbing all 

over me. Soon a platoon of toddlers surrounded me, immobilized me. Some of the little people 

picked flowers for me. I held Clare Marie in my arms; her smile melted me. After about 30 minutes 

of being tugged at, I sought the sanctuary of my office to work on a private journal in which I 

explore my inner pain and turmoil. 

 

A Father Visits 
 

Michaela’s father visited her yesterday. He comes very infrequently, perhaps once or twice a year, 

as he lives far outside Port-au-Prince. Michaela is Bency’s half-sister. There was a third half-sister, 

Kenja, who died at Santa Chiara when she was only four months old. It was one of the saddest 

days in our history. On April 29, 2017, we were in the hospital with Michaela. She had been in 

the hospital for two days and nearly died from a dangerously high fever. Shortly after returning 

to Santa Chiara, Michaela’s father showed up at our gate. In his arms was an infant. It was Kenja. 

He was her father also. The mother was a drug addict and unstable. He wanted us to take his 

daughter. We told him his other daughter nearly died the day before. We suggested we take him 



and Kenja to the hospital. He needed to visit his daughter and we needed to have the infant 

checked out before we allowed her to live with us. I can’t remember the details, but Kenja was 

too sick to return to Cite Soleil, so we kept her. She was in and out of the hospital over the next 

few months. Kenja died on June 20th. She had been sick during the night. The staff prepared her 

to be taken to the hospital. When they went to get her from her crib, she was dead. 
 

The funeral parlor could not remove the body without the signature of one of her parents. Nurse 

Rose said the body had to be put on ice. We got a cooler. I placed the body in it and covered it 

with ice. Billy and I carried the cooler to the balcony on the second floor. Everyone was in shock. 

All were crying. The mother was in the wind, on another drug run. We found the father. He came 

and signed the documents. He was distraught. Days later, the mother showed up and went on 

horrible rant against us, saying we killed her daughter and were selling the children for money. 

She ripped Bency from us. Bency abduction filled me with more grief. The mother wanted to take 

some kind of action against us. The father convinced her not to do so. A week later, the mother 

returned Bency and signed papers turning custody of the child to me. 
 

I liked the father He had a peaceful spirit about him. He was, for a short time, Bency’s stepfather.  

I took this photo of him and his daughter yesterday. He said he was surprised how much 

Michaela and Bency had grown. We served him lunch and he was on his way.  
 

 
 

His visit dredged up some very sad memories for me. Bency was the most physically and 

emotionally abused kid we ever took in. She spent most of the first 8 years of her life on her own. 

Her mother left her alone in Cite Soleil for long stretches of time. She fended for herself. Ate food 

from the garbage, and endured physical beatings, sometimes with a chain. 



A Missed Slam and Bigger Problems 
  

After visiting with Michaela’s dad and giving him a copy of the photo of him and his daughter, I 

was standing alone a corner of the yard, partially hidden by the parked cars. I was very sad. 

Earlier I had an exchange of emails with the divorce lawyer in Florida and a phone call with the 

Haitian lawyer. This was supposed to be simple, a virtual slam dunk. But early in the day, after 

writing the Florida lawyer about the status of the case which I assumed would have been settled 

by now, I learned that there was one very minor technicality which was holding things up. I 

thought I had resolved the issue back on September 3rd. It was a matter of the date on which the 

divorce papers had been issued to Ecarlatte. I was angry, frustrated, and very upset. Nothing ever 

goes right here in Haiti. I had assumed the Haiti lawyer was a fault. He was not. I think the issue 

was resolved, but the Florida lawyer has yet to confirm it.  
 

This and memories of Kenja were weighing heavily on my spirit as I stood alone in the corner, 

not wanting to talk with anyone. Of course, a male staffer spotted me and slowly made his way 

to me. He speaks a bit of broken English. He asked me if I was OK. I said no, that I was depressed. 

He said he had been “watching” me for a week and he could tell something was bothering me. 

He said, “In the life, you always have problems. You just have to keep fighting.” I said I’ve been 

fighting for five years and I’m tired. I mentioned how I was not happy with the performance of 

many of the staff. He understood. I thought the conversation was over. There was a long silent 

pause. He said, “I never talk about me,” meaning himself. “But you are like my father. I feel I 

must tell you something.” He then told me he was “with” on of the ladies on the staff. I knew this 

but kept silent. He went on to say that the woman was pregnant. I knew that also, but again kept 

silent. He said that yesterday the woman was sick and that this morning she was bleeding. He 

asked if he could borrow money to take her to the hospital. I asked how much he needed. He 

gave me a figured in gourdes which came to about $70. I told him I would go get the money. I 

returned with the equivalent of $100 in gourdes. I told him to go take good care of the woman. 

He said he would return the money. I told him not to worry about it. 

 

Hungry 
 

I wanted to retreat to my office and close the door. As I walked to the stairs, I saw four of the 

older girls—Jinette, Johanna, Woody, and Bethanie—standing together while everyone else was 

seated and eating. I asked what the kitchen ladies prepared for lunch. They said “blee.” I can’t 

describe blee; I can only say I would have to be starving before eating it. It might be made of 

ground cardboard. I made a funny face indicating I didn’t like blee. They laughed. They said they 

were not eating lunch. I asked if they were hungry. They all said yes. I had them go upstairs. I 

had four pieces of peta bread. One by one, I heated each of them with the flame of the stove, 

careful not to burn them. I place two pieces of yellow American cheese on the hot bread and 

folded it. One girl said she did not like cheese, so I made her a peanut butter and jelly sandwich 

on hot peta bread. I had them sit at the table. I gave each of them a ¼ of an apple and some chips, 

along with a glass of mango juice They were very happy. 
 



Serving the girls lunch and making them feel special (which they are), was a way for me to beat 

back the blues. Later in the day we installed Bency as the President. There was lots of cheering, 

but also talk of her impeachment if she talks badly to the kids…which she is known to do. 
 

 
 

 


