
September 30, 2019 

Leaving Is Hard 
 

Because the flight to Florida was in the early afternoon, I had more hours inside Santa Chiara 

before the normal rush to the airport. I was up at 4:00am. I did not need to be. Was it better to 

sleep or try to relax? I picked relax. At 7:30am went downstairs. The kids were eating breakfast: 

eggs and bread. There was a chorus of “Good morning, Dad.” Some kids left their breakfast to 

give me a kiss or a hug.  
 

I mostly stood still and just watched the morning activity. So many kids, all different ages, sizes, 

and temperaments. It is hard to take it all in. In my stillness of the moment I saw the beauty of it 

all. 
 

As the kids finished breakfast, more and more of them surrounded me. 
 

First came the questions: 
 

“You go to Florida?” 
 

“When you come back?” 
 

“How many days you away?” 
 

Then came the requests: 
 

“Dad, bring me a watch.” 
 

“Dad, bring me a dress.” 
 

“Dad, bring me a remote-controlled car.” 
 

“Dad, bring me a doll.” 
 

“Dad, bring me a t-shirt.” 
 

One pre-teen girl said, “I want a phone.” 
 

Of course, I can't fulfill the requests, can't carry it all back to Haiti. 
 

After about 40 minutes, often with Baby Ruth or Clare Marie clinging to me, I retreated to the 

second floor to get ready for my 10:00am departure for the airport. 
 

Around 8:45am. I was standing alone in the kitchen, when Bency entered the apartment. My back 

was up against the kitchen counter. I had been just starring into space. Bency stood next to me, 

here back also against the counter. We were silent. After a few moments, I put my arm on her 

shoulder. She put her arms abound my torso. He held each other for five minutes. When we 

pulled apart from each other, she was crying. She said, “Don’t go. Go tomorrow.” I explained I 

had a ticket for that afternoon and couldn’t change it. I told her that I always come back for her. 



 

Those five minutes erased four years of hostility. Over the last year or more, Bency never said 

goodbye when I left each month for Florida. Upon my return, she completely ignored me. It hurt.  
 

When I returned to my office, Bency followed me. She stayed for at least a half hour. She helped 

me clean up my desk. She dusted the bookcases. 
 

A few minutes after Bency left the office, Naïve came to the door. She was crying.  
 

Leaving is hard for me…and harder for the kids. 
 

The flight took off and landed on time. But another flight landed just before us. There was a long 

line in Customs. It took about 35 minutes to get out of the airport. 

 


