
December 1, 2020 

More Madness 
 

Yesterday we were supposed to take Fritzson to the major clinic for his surgery. We paid for the 

$1,500 surgery with a credit card last week. Sunday evening, Nurse Rose was informed that the 

clinic would be closed on Monday because one of their primary doctors had been kidnapped. The 

surgeon who will be performing the surgery told us the surgery might be performed today if he 

is able to get an anesthetist. I learned about this yesterday morning. I had to quickly get Fritzson 

ready for school, and to pull from school the ten-year-old girl who was schedule for the vaginal 

exam at Grace Hospital on Tuesday and arrange for her to go on Monday. Later in the day, we 

learned that the doctor was released by his captors. 
 

As I write this, two men are in a screaming match of a fight outside our gate. The argument is so 

loud it is hard to concentrate. It went on nonstop for about 15 minutes. The tension in individual 

lives, in local neighbors, in large sections of the capital city are running very high. The place feels 

like a tinder box ready to explode into blaze. The place really wears me down, brings me close to 

tears on many occasions. There were so many protests and blocked streets I was told it was too 

risky for me to go out. 
 

Sunday was one of the worst days I’ve ever had in Haiti. I am not at liberty to discuss the details, 

as it is too painful to put in words on paper. I will just say that on Sunday morning at around 7 

o’clock I was in a pretty upbeat mood, hoping to have a peaceful day, much of which I planned 

on spending alone in my office working on my Merton manuscript, which is my primary source 

of hope and encouragement. The silence and optimism were shattered by a “WhatsApp” message 

that was aimed at hurting me. It was mean-spirited and vicious. It contained multiple accusations 

against two people close to me. I assumed some of the allegations were false…cruel lies meant to 

disrupt what passes for harmony at Santa Chiara. I called the only person at Santa Chiara I 

thought could help me deal with it, Patrick. Even though it was early Sunday morning and his 

day off, he dropped his plans and arrived on a motorcycle taxi within 40 minutes. 
 

He sat next to me at dining room table, as I read the message. He was horrified by it. We spent at 

least two hours dissecting it and trying to figure out who sent it. The message came from a phone 

number that was not in my contact list. Patrick thought whoever sent the message bought a “sim” 

card to send it and then disposed of it. In other words, the message was untraceable. The message 

was written in poor, broken English. It had the “fingerprints” of two or three members of the staff 

from one family. We assumed it was revenge for the firing of Ecarlatte some 18 months ago.  
 

Patrick and I interviewed the two staff members who faced the scurrilous accusations. There was 

a grain of truth in the charges against one person. It seemed many people, including high officials 

in the organization, knew about it but failed to inform me. There were also outright lies in 

additional allegations. In connection with the charges against this one staffer, we also had to 

interview the 10-year-old girl involved with the pre-teen sex craziness that was revealed on 

Thanksgiving Day. The accusations against the second staffer proved to be a total fabrication that 

were rather easily proven to be false. Still, the “investigation” into this second person forced me 

to address some unrelated concerns with this person. It was very unpleasant. 



 

During the six hours it took to get to the bottom of the matter, there was much screaming and 

crying from the two staffers. There remain a few unsettled issues that I will have to contemplate 

while I’m in Florida. And so, I’ll taking the problems of Santa Chiara with me to Florida, probably 

dashing any hope of real rest and recuperative relaxation.  
 

The gossip and cliques within Santa Chiara are killing us. It is embedded in the culture. 

 

 
Teresa Regina and her Dad’s legs. 

 



 
Peter Francis offering to share his spaghetti with Alicha. 

 


