
November 8, 2020 

Heading Home 
 

Yikes…those 11 days away went fast. I’m more than ready to get home. I leave the Ocean Village 

tomorrow at 6:00am. Hopefully, Hurricane Eta won’t mess with the Miami/Ft. Lauderdale section 

of the east coast of Florida. 
 

Peter is doing well after his surgery. Patrick, Carla, and Baby brought him back to the doctor on 

Friday for a checkup. 
 

 
 

Yesterday morning I sent the Board an email that began with: “Up early thinking about the 

financial peril we face.” I then informed them of our current bleak financial situation. 
 

The two checking accounts (one for PetB, one for SCCC) has a total of $28,149 in them. 
 

We have a combined credit card debt of $17,797.  
 

That gives us an actual balance of $10,352. 
 

To put those figures in context, it costs about $25,000 a month to operate the Santa Chiara 

Children’s Center. Without a significant inflow of funds, we will never make it to Christmas. 
 

Thank God the Fred and June MacMurray Foundation in Florida erased $30,000 of our credit card 

debt.  
 

In the coming months we are going to have to make dramatic, painful cuts in the number of staff 

working at SCCC, as well as find alternative homes of many of the children. The painful reality 

is that it costs more to operate the home than we received in donations each month. The on-going 

and even increasing violence and turmoil in Haiti combined with the drastic fall in the currency 

exchange rate is choking the life out of the poor, which includes us. I was advised not to drive 

around Port-au-Prince without an armed guard with me, as kidnappings are on the rise. 



Update: 
 

I wrote this Journal entry up to this point yesterday morning about 10:30am. I then drove to the 

post office to check to see if there were any last-minute donations before I returned to Haiti. There 

was a check for $50 from a monthly donor from my former parish in South Pasadena, California. 

There was one other envelope. It contained a check for $10,000 from the family fund of a friend 

of mine from Ohio. I had no idea the check was coming. I wanted to cry.  
 

Just physically being in Haiti during these extremely turbulent and violent times is an indication 

that I am living on the edge. But a more narrow, sharper edge is the reality that for the last few 

years, the Santa Chiara Children’s Center lives on a month-to-month basis, constantly on the 

verge of financial collapse. Every year, we ring up about $50,000 in credit card debt. When 

generous donors help me reduce the debt, it goes back up. I don’t want to fire any employees. I 

am the only hope they have. I certainly don’t want to move children out of SCCC, either back to 

their families or to another home. But this I know: God is in charge.  

 

Rainy Day Impressionism 
 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 


