
October 25, 2020 

Alone on a Bench 
 

Some years ago, probably three years ago, Bency was in one of her more rebellious phases. Every 

day, three or four supervisors would complain about her behavior, how disruptive it was and 

how disrespectful she was. I finally banished her to the first floor. It had no impact on her 

behavior. I would go down to the girl’s dorm in the early evening to see if she was acting up. 

Back then all the girls were under ten. I normally stood at the back door, which has since been 

sealed shut. I rarely enter the dorm. One night, the girls were all jumping around…just have fun. 

Naïve was seated on a small chair next to the door. She was the only girl not participating in the 

raucous fun. I bent down and asked her if she was OK. She said yes. I asked why she was seated 

alone. She said the dorm was too noisy and crazy for her. I asked if she wanted to live on the 

second floor. Back then Judeline and Tamysha (may her soul rest in peace) lived upstairs. Naïve 

jumped at the chance. After a few weeks, it was clear that Bency was just too disruptive 

downstairs. The night shift ladies often complained about her. Meanwhile, Naïve was a perfect 

child. She helped with Judeline and Tamysha, always willing to change their diapers and do 

anything Ecarlatte or I asked her to do. I thought her quiet, calm behavior might rub off on Bency. 

Bency and Naïve shared the same room for the next few years.  
 

In time, Naïve was becoming as wild as Bency, but she still was a sweet little girl, always polite 

and helpful. I hired a guy to formally adopt Naïve, as she was one of our few actual orphans. He 

was also supposed to straighten out Peter Francis formal documents. He took the money and 

never completed the job. Meanwhile, Naïve was the first kid other than Bency to call me Dad. 

Just last week, I saw writing on her leg. When I looked closer it said, “I love Daddy.” 
 

One day, Bency and Naïve were jumping off the double bed onto a single bed. In doing so, they 

destroyed the single bed. I moved them both back downstairs. Bency did not care. Naïve was 

remorseful. At this time, Ecarlatte was no longer living at Santa Chiara. Peter Francis and Clare 

Marie were then living in the master bedroom along with Judeline and two nannies (Farah and 

Natalia), as well as Baby and Carla. Naïve moved back upstairs to help with the little kids. Bency 

eventually returned to the second floor, where she shared the small second bedroom with Naïve. 

I occupied the room at the far end of the floor where the clinic now is located. It was madness: 

one toddler, 2 infants, 2 older teenage girls, two adult nannies…and me.  
 

This is all prelude to what I want to say. Late Wednesday morning, Naïve was seated alone on 

the back bench. She looked sad. She often sits alone. When she lived on the second floor, she often 

stood alone on the balcony starring into the night. I was headed back upstairs, but I decided to 

go sit next to Naïve. I asked her if she was OK. She said yes. I told her I knew something was 

wrong. She said she missed her grandmother. The grandmother lives in Cite Soleil. She rarely 

visits. Once in a while I try to reach the grandmother by phone so Naïve could speak with her. 

Naïve also said she missed younger sister. She too lives in Cite Soleil with her mother. The girls 

share the same father, who died many years ago. I told her I missed my older sister. I told Naïve 

about her. I then said I missed my daughter and three grandkids who live in Arizona. I said had 



not seen them in at least three years, because I am her with you and all these kids.  I told her life 

is often sad. But, as I tickled her, I said sometimes you gotta smile and laugh. Which she did.  
 

We saw Robenson walking towards us. I said that he was probably going to tell me something I 

did not want to hear. Wrong. He told Naïve she had to return to school. I told him that Naïve had 

a little problem and we were talking and that I would return her to school when we were done. 

When he left, I asked Naïve if she wanted to go to the small local market and get some ice cream. 

Her eyes lit up and she smiled broadly. And off we went. Father and daughter.  
 

She wanted gel for her hair. No surprise there. She also wanted a portable drinking cup. And a 

bag of chips made from special bananas that Haitians fry. We played (loudly) a Bob Dylan CD as 

we drove. As we drove through the gate, I asked her if she felt better. She said yes. 
 

Ice cream always works.  
 

While Naïve no longer lives upstairs, she has open access to my kitchen, where I keep a supply 

of her favorite snacks, especially corn flakes. She is happy to sit at the table and eat with me. She 

still loves standing alone on the balcony. 
 

Naïve is one of the reasons I can never leave Haiti. I just gotta make my time here easier and less 

stressful. 

 

 
This photo was probably in early 2019, when it was safe to drive up the coast to the beach rsort. 

 



 
This was taken a few years ago, when the Caribbean Market café 

was open for eat-in dining before the tables were removed due to Covid-19 restrictions. 

 

Forgive this long remembrance. Lately I’ve been so focused on what is wrong at Santa Chiara that 

I forget what is so very right. Yes, there is stress, there are money worries, but there are many 

beautiful loving moments and lasting relationship that have formed. Of course, outside out walls, 

there is violence and there is far too much suffering. Being subjected to that is part of the sacrifice 

required to serve in a place such as Haiti. 

 

We Got Mail 
 

On Thursday, there was a knock on the gate. It was the postal service delivering us two pieces of 

mail. One was a birthday card my sister, Regina, sent to me on March 23, 2020. It took seven 

months to reach me. The other was a Christmas card to the kids from my friend Louise, who 

volunteered with us on three occasions. She sent the card last December. So, it took at least 10 

months to arrive. I think this gives you an idea of just how slow things go in Haiti. 

 

Surgery & Celebrations 
 

Patrick and I will take Peter Francis for his surgery tomorrow. 
 

Last week, Jinette turned 15 and Woody had her 11th Birthday. 

 


