
October 27, 2020 

Candid Camera 
 

A few days ago, I was in my office absorbed in my work. Without noticing her, Bency entered my 

office, picked up my big Canon camera aimed it toward me and said, “Dad.” I turned toward her. 

Click. She took my photo. I put it in B&W, per her request.  
 

 
 

I wrestled the camera from her and took a portrait shot of her. 
 

 



So Much for Plans 
 

When I got up yesterday, my day was set. Patrick and I would be taking Peter Francis for his 

surgery. Shortly after 7:00am, as I was getting ready, I received a text message from Patrick saying 

the doctor had just called (they are friends) to say that he was ill and could not make it to his 

clinic. The surgery was re-schedule for Wednesday. This was not good for me, because the day 

before I travel to Florida are usually busy with preparations for leaving. Oh well. In Haiti, you 

just roll with whatever happens. Billy was scheduled to do the regular Monday shopping. Patrick 

went with him because he needed to go to a store near the Eagle market. After they left, I decided 

to go to the nearby market for a few essentials I needed. I was tired from a rough weekend in 

which three of the older girls engaged in some very bad behavior. I am pretty sure two of them 

will be moving to another orphanage. I was glad I wasn’t spending the day at the hospital. I ran 

into the wonderful Passionist priest from Mexico at the market. I didn’t recognize him at first as 

his mask covered a large area of his face. His Our Lady of Guadalupe T-shirt helped me fix his 

identity. That and his calling me Gerard. Fr. Hugo is the only person in Haiti who uses my formal 

name. We had a pleasant chat.  
 

On the drive home, a huge tailer truck somehow was on it side, blocking much of the road. At 

first, I thought the protestors had blocked the road. But it they had set up a blockade, no cars 

would get past the spot. When I got closer, I could see lots of people looking at the scene. Cleary 

it was an accident. Cars going in my direction could slowly squeeze past the accident by driving 

on the sidewalk. It was strange to look out the side window and see the underside of the truck. It 

took about 20 minutes to get to the other side. 
 

When I got out of the car at Santa Chiara, Robenson, our security guard, walked slowly toward 

me. I looked like he was going to deliver bad news. When he reached me, he said, “We had a big 

problem while you were out.” He went onto say that Sendi, who is about five years old, took 

nasty fall and knocked a few teeth out. Blood as everywhere. He could not reach me by phone, 

so he called Billy and Patrick and have them abandoned there shopping mission and come take 

Sendi to the dentist. Back in December 2016, we had a very sick child (Tamysha) who was in 

Grace Hospital for a month. Sendi was in the crib next to Tamysha. I visited Tamysha every day 

and always make contact with Sendi, who came to welcome my visits. When Tamysha was 

released the hospital asked me if I could take Sendi home with us. Her teenage mother brought 

her to the hospital about the same time we brought Tamysha. Sendi’s mother never came back to 

the hospital. Rumor had it she took off to the countryside. Sendi was a tough kid. When she first 

arrived at Santa Chiara, she bit everyone, including me. She is still on the wild side. It was no 

surprise to me that she took a bad fall.  
 

When Billy and Patrick got back to Santa Chiara, I learned that the two death did not actually fall 

out, but had moved and were barely in place. Nurse Noosely was on duty. She said Sendi needed 

stiches, but she had not Novocain, so she needed to be rushed to the dentist. Billy and Patrick 

took her. They left her at the dentist. The dentist was not scheduled to get to work until 2:00pm, 

so he called another dentist to come care for her until he could get there. Billy took a photo. 

 



 
 

We picked Sendi up at 4:00pm. The dentist removed both teeth. They were “baby” teeth so it 

should not be a problem. The bill came to $65. I am relieved it was not worse for Sendi or my 

wallet. 

 

Silencio 
 

The quietest time of the day, is the afternoon nap time for the 25 toddlers.  
 

 
 



 
 

 



 
If Clare Marie Straub senses I am anywhere near the toddler’s room, she will not lay down. 

 
Sendy with Teresa Regina Straub 


