
October 1, 2020 

The Pain of Separation 
 

The story I’m about to share with you brought me to verge of tears when I learned of it yesterday. 

A bit of backstory is needed before I share it. Some months ago, when I truly felt Santa Chiara 

was not going to survive because of our deep credit card debt, decreased donations in 2020, and 

the rising prices of virtually everything in Haiti, not to mention the increase in violence, I began 

exploring the possibility of moving to ten to twenty of our kids to another orphanage. I learned 

how hard it was to find spaces in other homes, especially for children over ten years old. I also 

learned that virtually no one wanted teenage boys. There was one glimmer of hope, a Pastor who 

operated a first-class orphanage outside of Port-au-Prince. The most remarkable aspect of the 

pastor’s ministry to orphans is his pledge to cover their educational costs through college. This is 

a promise I could not image making. At the time, I knew that if the schools opened in the fall, we 

could not send any of our kids to the nearby private school because we simply did not have the 

funding. (Since then, a couple from Texas has donated the funds to send 38 of our kids the 

excellent Adventist school that is very close to our home.) Without education, especially a college 

education, there is no hope of breaking the chain of poverty imprisoning most Haitians. When 

we first inquired about the chances of the Pastor accepting a few of our kids, he was open to the 

idea, but not until a current building project was completed. Moreover, he would only accept 

actual orphans. Most of our kids have at least one living parent; they were abandoned or 

surrendered to us, but they are not orphans. We have only two actual orphans living with us: 

Isidore and Naïve. The idea of giving Isidore a chance to attend college had great appeal to me. 

The Pastor could do more for Isidore than I could.  
 

About two weeks ago, the Pastor called and said he was ready to consider accepting a few of our 

kids. I was hoping he would take Isidore and Vanderson. Vanderson is actually not an orphan. I 

recalled his mother was a teenager when she dropped him off at our second home in Peguyville. 

She visited him two or three times than vanished. Word was she was in the countryside. We had 

no way of contact her. She had not seen her son in four or five years. I was hoping the Pastor 

would accept Vanderson. It seemed as if he was open to the idea, but before he could take him, 

we needed to provide him with Vanderson’s birth certificate. We were not in possession of his 

birth certificate.  

 

One Friday afternoon (9/18), I summed both boys to the second floor to discuss the possibility of 

moving them. With Patrick translating, I slowly and carefully explained how we had an exciting 

prospect for the both of them. I told the boys about an orphanage that covers the boy’s education 

through college. I told them that Santa Chiara was on shaky financial ground an unable guarantee 

an education for them beyond the upcoming school year…and that was only possible because of 

a special donation. I made it abundantly clear to them that we were not pushing them out of Santa 

Chiara. The choice to leave was theirs. If they wanted to stay at Santa Chiara, they could. With a 

big smile on his face, Isidore, who is 14 years old, said he wanted to go. He saw a great 

opportunity and he was eager to grab it. Vanderson wanted to stay at Santa Chiara. He is only 9-

years old and not able to really absorb the benefits of leaving. I stressed that they were part of the 

Santa Chiara family, that I was effectively their father, and I would never recommend them 



moving out if I did not firmly believe it was in their best interest. When I mentioned that the 

orphanage was all boys, Vanderson perked up and said he wanted to move also. “All boys” was 

something that Vanderson could appreciate. He was not old enough to realize that being in an 

environment that was 90% girls was not attractive to him. We ended the meeting by saying they 

had the weekend to think about it and, if they wanted, change their minds. On Monday they were 

confirm in their desire to move. 
 

We lacked the proper paperwork to quickly move Vanderson. But Isidore was clear to leave and 

we were supposed to take him on September 23rd. But the Pastor’s schedule became unexpectedly 

busy and the transfer was delayed. On September 22nd, I took a photo of Isidore surrounded by 

many of our kids. It was a farewell photo. 
 

 
 

Over the last year, I’d grown fond of Isidore. I was sorry to see him leave. I made it abundantly 

clear if he was not happy at the new place, I’d come get him. I had hoped to take him before I left 

for Florida, but it did not happen. It is my assumption that Patrick will take Isidore within the 

coming few days. On the Sunday before I traveled to Florida, Isidore’s grandmother and older 

sister visited him. They come once or twice a year. They approved his move to the new home. 

Patrick called me last night to let me know he will bring Isidore to the orphanage today. 
 

Now to the story that touched me deeply. Billy sent me an email describing some activity behind 

the scene. A staff member learned that Vanderson’s father lived in Peguyville. This was news to 

me. I had never heard anything about the father. In the process of searching for the father, we 



were able to get in touch with Vanderson’s uncle. He said the boy’s mother was living in Grand 

Goave, which is far to the north of us. With the information the uncle gave us, we were able to 

contact the mother. To everyone’s surprise, the mother showed up at Santa Chiara on Tuesday as 

I was traveling to Florida. She wanted to give us information about her son…and to see him. 
 

 
 

During her visit she told Fabiby that she moved up north because it was the only place where she 

could try to make a living. She had not seen Vanderson’s father in seven years. The father is now 

26 years old and an alcoholic. The mother said he often beat Vanderson when he was drunk. The 

father alcoholism and abuse of his son is why the mother left him. My guess is she tried to make 

it on her own after leaving the father. She probably could not adequately care for her son, so she 

brought him to Santa Chiara. Shortly after bringing him to us, she left the area.  
 

She said the reason she never visited Vanderson is that she was ashamed that she could not even 

bring him a cookie. She also had a very serious accident and was also very ill. Her name is Morin 

Mickerline. She is now 28 years old. She also has two daughters. One is 14 years old and the other 

is younger than Vanderson. She offered no word on where the girls are. She said she brought 

Vanderson to us on November 12, 2015. I think she is mistaken. We were still in the small 

apartment at that time. A month later, we moved to our second home. I think Vanderson came to 

us in November 2016. Either way, he has been with is a long time. His name is actually Constant 

Myck Vanderson. He was very happy to see his mother. She promised to visit him again before 

she returned to Grand Goave. She provided us with enough information to get Vanderson an 

official birth certificate. He was born on December 29, 2010. He will turn ten in a few months.  
 

When Patrick brings Isidore to the orphanage today, he will tell the Pastor that Vanderson’s 

mother and father are still alive. This might negate Vanderson’s acceptance into the orphanage. 
 

Lovna will take Isidore’s spot at the Adventist school. We will enroll Christella and two other 

kids at the Adventist school, bring the number of kids going to school to 40. The exchange rate is 

lowering, so that will cover much of the additional expense.   
 



Morin Mickerline’s sad story is all too typical for young Haitian women. She wanted to protect 

her son, so she left the father. On her own, she couldn’t care for him, so she painfully had to 

surrender her son to us because she knew we would take good care of Vanderson. Billy said the 

mother could not stop thanking us for giving her son a real home.  

 

 
 

Quote of the Day 
 

“The quieter we are, the more patient and open we are in our sadnesses, the more deeply and 

unerringly a new revelation can enter us, and the more we can make it our own. Later on, when 

it ‘happens’ – when it manifests in our response to another person – we will feel it as belonging 

to our innermost being.” 

-Rainer Maria Rilke 

Letters to a Young Poet 

 


