
December 16, 2020 

The Fifth Station 
 

Circling the walls of the small MC sisters chapel are small framed depictions of each of the 

fourteen stations of the cross. The images are so familiar you don’t really see them. Yesterday as 

I walked behind the line of sisters about to receive Communion from the hands of Fr. Tom, one 

of the stations jumped out at me. It was the 5th station: Simon the Cyrene helps Jesus carry his cross. 

When I returned to my seat for a few quite moments of prayer and reflection, Simon the Cyrene 

was with me. I prayed for help in carrying my daily cross at Santa Chiara. The weight of that 

cross is crushing. I’m stumbling as I walk through each day. Yesterday I wanted to walk away. 
 

On Monday, in a meeting with the lawyer who is now handling two pressing legal matters for us 

presented me with a bitter dose of reality on both fronts. The lawyer is trying to move forward 

with legalizing my five adoptions and receiving government certification of Santa Chiara. Both 

issues had dragged on for years without any hint of completion. On the Santa Chiara matter, I 

think we must assume much of the blame due to staff laziness and lack of persistent follow-up. 
 

On the adoption front I learned that much that we had done was incorrect and devoid of any 

legal merit. I should point out that more than two years ago, I paid someone $400 to file the proper 

papers and finalize four adoptions. (Teresa Regina had not yet been born.) The lawyer said the 

guy was a known con artist who took the money with no intention of doing anything. Moreover, 

in two cases, my Haitian ex-wife had bribed two government officials to give her documents that 

would be fine in Haiti, but because the document contained blatant lies would prove useless in 

the States. The lawyer was very blunt about my chances of securing an adoption for all five kids, 

partially because I was a single male. He felt two of the adoptions (Bency and Naïve) had a good 

chance but the others had a few obstacles that would have to be overcome. He didn’t want to give 

me false hope. He has a meeting at the government adoption bureau this morning. By late this 

afternoon I’ll have a more realistic idea of the possibilities for these five kids. 
 

As to Santa Chiara, the news I heard from the lawyer completely deflated me. We’ve known for 

a few years that there were some basic requirements we had to meet for official certification. For 

instance, we need a school. We built a school. We needed a medical clinic. We created the clinic 

and over the years added to the medical staff serving the clinic. The toughest requirement for us 

to meet was the rule that, each child had to have his or her own bed. When we had 72 kid, we did 

not meet this requirement. We purchased new beds and created additional space for beds. When 

the number of kids had been reduced, we met the requirement for all the kids except for the 

infants, who slept two in a crib. As they grew, we did not take swift enough action. Only recently 

did we rectify the problem. So, I thought we were in good shape. About four years ago, we 

engaged the services of a good law firm in downtown. We were still living in Peguyville and 

traveling to the numerous meetings was difficult. Somewhere along the line, the procedure 

stalled. I heard endless excuses. We lacked one document or another. It took time to secure all the 

documents we needed. About two years ago, everything was in order except for one missing 

piece. This is where staff laziness and lack of persistent follow-up came into play. 
 



I was so frustrated by our inability to get the certificate that I hired a new lawyer whom we knew 

to resolve the matter. The last thing I had heard was the new lawyer had to get all the files from 

the original law firm. We had already paid the firm $2,000. Yesterday, the meeting was primarily 

about the adoption problems. As the meeting was ended, the lawyer casually mentioned he did 

not think we would qualify for government approval because we did not have “a cafeteria for the 

kids to eat in.” I just lost it. I said, “I give up. Let’s just shut the place down, reduce it to under 

ten kids and ten staff and simply operate as a private home.” The reason for my despair was that 

in nearly six years, I had never heard that an orphanage was required to have a cafeteria or lunch 

room for the kids. Of course, it makes sense. Our kids often in the schoolhouse. We have so many 

garden areas, so many wooden tables, it never seemed wrong or even inappropriate that some 

kids elected to eat outdoors. I don’t have the money to get us through January. I can’t afford to 

build another structure; nor do I have the space for one if I had the money.  
 

To make matters worse, there is news that the bottom is going to fall out in the exchange rate. As 

I have reported, one US dollar netted 120 gourdes only a few months ago. Suddenly it dropped 

to 60 gourdes per US dollar. That is a 50% drop in the currency exchange rate. In practical terms, 

it meant that everything we purchased, from food to water to diesel fuel doubled in price. It has 

crippled us. In the last two weeks the rate has been slowly rising to 70 gourdes per US dollar. If 

you search, you might get as many as 80 gourdes per dollar. But for reasons I cannot explain, the 

rich and elite of Haiti will soon pour into the financial system millions of dollars, which will 

dramatically reduce the exchange rate to well below 60 gourdes per buck. If this happens, it will 

be devastating to us and all the poor people in Haiti.  
 

Think of Haiti as a house on fire, completely engulfed in flames. But inside the burning building 

a guy is fixing a toilet. To me, Haiti is on fire but the government agency regulating orphanages 

is fixing the toilet. It makes no sense. Much of Haiti makes no sense. 
 

Much of this can be laid at the feet of Ecarlatte, who is in the process of moving to the Dominican 

Republic. It was her dream to have an orphanage in Haiti. Since the first time she mentioned this 

to me, I said starting an orphanage would be impossible. Neither of us knew anything about 

running an orphanage. When we visited Haiti in 2014, essentially to care for Baby who had a 

mysterious illness, I began to see the problem of poor women spending long days on the street 

struggling to sell small amounts of vegetable or other goods, such as shampoo or combs or 

sandals. They dragged their kids through the streets as they carried on their heads huge 

containers holding their items for sale. The idea was simple. A woman would drop off her kids 

at six in the morning with us, we would feed and care for them during the day and the mothers 

would pick them up at six at night. How hard or complicated could that be. We were just 

babysitters. I never imagined a woman would drop her kid or kids off in the morning and never 

return for them. 
 

To be honest, back in May 2015, I was scared to even walk down the narrow, dirt alley to the 

place we rented in a small slum. Ecarlatte was running the show. I had no knowledge of the 

culture, the economic or political reality. I took pictures and wrote about poverty and prayer. 

Unfortunately, I had no clue that Ecarlatte was hiring incompetent and uneducated people that 



se could dominate. I had no idea she was ignoring or breaking all the rules and regulations. It 

took along time for me to realize that she really didn’t actually care about the kids. She wanted 

to control something, wanted to be in charge. Slowly, the person I knew in California 

disappeared, replaced by dictator who did not want to listen to anyone, did not want to be told 

what to do. When Billy and I hired professional people, such as Nurse Rose, Ecarlatte set out to 

undermine them. It wasn’t until late 2018 that she was diagnosed with two forms of mental illness 

and she refused to take any medication to control it. Enough. It makes me sick to think about all 

this. Yesterday morning, I was talking to Fr. Tom about Ecarlatte, essentially saying that thanks 

to the divorce I was free of her, yet she still haunts my days, that we are still cleaning up the mess 

she made. Fr. Tom said, “Gerry she was using you from day one. She lied to you.” 
 

So here I am. Trying to make her dream, my dream. And I have. I deeply care about the kids, and 

some of the staff. Most of the staff really do not care about the kids. They come each day, do as 

little as they can, and leave. They come for their paycheck and the meals we give them. They 

come each day hungry and tired. 
 

I am not tired of the work or the kids or even the violence and chaos of the kids. 
 

I simply can’t take the incompetence, the laziness, the lying, the deceit, the stealing, the gossiping, 

and the lack of genuine concern for the kids of many of the staff. With very, very few exceptions, 

there is no passion for this work among the staff. I am sick of the constant grumbling, the constant 

inefficiency. When I ask for something to be done all I hear is how hard it will be to do or excuses 

for why it can’t be done.  
 

Before writing this, I put some frozen vegetables in a pan, added water, and placed it on the stove 

to boil. As I finished writing this, I smelt something burning. The vegetables had been cremated; 

the kitchen filled with smoke. Very symbolic.  
 

Santa Chiara is on fire. I’m busy fixing toilets. 
 

Not sure my friend Sr. Immacula, now in India, would even tell me to simply trust God. 
 

Actually, she would. 
 

I can’t. 
 

Yesterday a female staff member asked me for a hundred bucks to send her two kids to a lousy 

public school. The old man who scrubs the pots told me he needed three bucks for the tap-tap to 

go home. There are so many hands reaching out for help…and I have so little to give.  
 

As I was in the smoke-filled kitchen, I heard a herd of noisy kids coming up the stairs. It was the 

older girls coming up right after school to see me, with their heavy backpacks still on. They all 

said, “Good afternoon, Dad.” They were all happy and exuberant. They each kissed me. They 

wanted to see my burned lunch, which they found funny. They pointed to my red nose…the 

pimple/infection growing worse. One kid touched it. Bency said something funny in Creole.  
 



As the left to rush downstairs for their lunch, I thought: how can this end. Can’t everyone see 

how precious each child is and how privileged we are to serve them. 
 

Minutes after girls had departed, I was in the clinic. I had touched my nose and felt moisture. The 

infection was trying to drain. Nurse Rose inserted one finger up my nostril and pushed on the 

exterior lump. She kept showing my all the pus that she removed. It really hurt. Afterward she 

cleaned the area and covered with an antibiotic cream. I knew he drill. Had Rose not been there, 

I would have treated myself. 
 

 
 

After my nose job, 97 jugs of drinking water were delivered. It cost $138.00 in cash. 
 

Yesterday, I also learned that the wiring between the solar panel and the power center was 

incorrect. The bottom line, we had not been fully utilizing the solar power and had been over 

using the diesel generator, spending more money than needed on diesel fuel. This went unnoticed 

or unreported for a long time. Money down the drain. I’ll pay to correct the problem.  
 

There is a famous book set partially in Haiti about by a famous doctor. The title was Mountains 

Beyond Mountains. For me, my life in Haiti is Problems Upon Problems.  
 

God give me strength…and some real wisdom. 
 

As I wrote this, we lost power. 

 

One of the Last Unpainted Wall 
 

One of the ways I deal with the stress is with cans of spray paint and my crusade to cover all the 

concrete and cinder blocks walls in an effort to make the place more colorful, more beautiful. This 

latest wall is part of the walls surrounding the garbage storage area. I had the vague idea of 

making the wall look like a patchwork quilt. I wish I had more colors to use. 
 

Here are two photos…which were taken at the wrong time of day to truly capture the vibrant 

colors. 



 
 

 



 
Stephania 

 



 
 

This Journal essentially began at the beginning of Advent 2015. It consisted mostly of Advent 

reflections sprinkled with stories of the first kids we served. This year, Advent is not really 

registering with me. Maybe that is because this has been such a long, hard year. I’m grateful to 

have survived Coronavirus and that SCCC managed to get past all the roadblocks and hardships 

we encountered, endured, conquered. The entire world has suffered greatly this year. It has been 

a year of waiting. Waiting for economic relief in the face of the economic damage caused by 

Covid-19. Waiting for the development of an effective vaccine. Waiting to end a time of 

quarantine. Waiting to get back to work. With all the waiting, the season of Advent waiting 

seemed less welcomed. Christmas this year will be hard for the more than 300,000 families that 

lost a loved one because of Covid-19. 
 

Please join me in prayer as we await the coming of Christ, of God made flesh among us. Let us 

pray for a deeper awareness of the divine presence among us. Let us pray for the grace to listen 

more intently for God’s movement within us.  

 

 


