
December 5, 2020 

Vanderson  
 

Yesterday, Patrick took Vanderson to the orphanage run by a pastor, where he will join another 

SCCC Alum, Isidore. The staff bought new clothes for Vanderson’s new start in life. 
 

 
 

Vanderson has been with us for about four years. He came when we were still in Peguyville. I 

like this kid. He is smart and very creative. He never failed to ask me to bring him a toy car when 

I was leaving for Florida. This is a good move for him. He will be provided with care through 

college. This move was set in motion many months ago, and it was done with Vanderson’s 

approval. We cleared the move with his mother. 

 



  
At his new home. We wish him well…and we’ll miss him. 

 

Home Made Tacos 
 

Yesterday morning at 6:30am, I received a WhatsApp message from my friend Fr. Dumarsais. 
 

Good morning Brother Covid:  

I just read your journal and I am sorry for the skin torture you went through. If there us 

any consolation, I would like to invite you to the house for some homemade tacos at 

5:00pm. It would be nothing fancy as always but I hope that would get your mind away 

from slow martyrdom. 
 

There are things that happen in Haiti that either trouble, upset, or confuse me. Before meeting Fr. 

Dumarsais at the airport in Port-au-Prince last January, there was no one I could talk with in 

either Haiti or the United States that could help me better understand no only Haiti, but also the 

Haitian culture. During my last 21 days in Haiti, there was much that troubled, upset, and 

confused me, especially the nasty, vicious, lie-filled messages I received from an unknow sender 

who seemed to want to hurt me or those in Haiti with whom I am close. I printed the messages 

that I received last Saturday night in Haiti and on Wednesday night here in Florida. 

 



As Fr. D. was at the kitchen counter preparing to cook, I read him the messages. He stopped what 

he was doing and said to sit down in the den. He took his time to explain the deeper motivation 

for the messages. He said that many adults in Haiti often think and act like children. He said the 

messages were nonsense. If more come, I needed to simple delete them without reading them. I 

needed to “fly over” the nonsense and keep my focus on doing good for the kids. We talked for 

about 20 minutes. It was helpful. Then he said, “I’ve got to start cooking if we are going to eat.” 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 



 
The taco shells, made from scratch, were cooked on the grill in the outdoor patio. 

 

The meal was delicious, the conversation stimulating. It was a wonderful evening. God has 

blessed me with a good friend, a humble, gentle, good man, and terrific priest. He told me I need 

brief breaks away from SCCC during my three weeks in the midst of the chaos and stress.  


