
December 22, 2020 

Odd & Ends 
 

On Sunday afternoon I woman knocked on the gate. The security guard did not know who she 

was. He called a staffer to she if she knew the woman. She was the mother of one of our kids. The 

guard let her in. I did not recognize her. I asked where she lived. I was told Cite Soleil. I said she 

needed to wear a mask during the visit, and she and her daughter had to be a distance from the 

rest of our staff and kids. Her daughter is five years old. I had the shift supervisor ask the mother 

if she was capable of having her daughter live with her. She was not. She does not have her own 

place and is currently staying with a friend. I had the supervisor tell her that withing a few 

months we might not be able to continue to allow her daughter to stay with us. The mother said 

it would be hard for her to get back to Santa Chiara, so she would just take her daughter.  
 

I didn’t want to see the daughter leave and live in Cite Soleil. Only bad things will happen. She 

would go hungry and get sick. We told the mother it was fine for her to stay, but by March we 

may not able to house all the kids we have. She left her child. I must prepare for the eventuality 

that we are forced to downsize. I’m trying to identify parents who could safely and successfully 

take care of their child.  
 

On Sunday, a cop was killed in Delmas 31, not far from us and where the MC sisters and Fr. Tom 

live. I was hoping Christmas week would see a reduction in the violence. As I drove to Mass on 

Monday morning, I could see a stretch of Delmas 31 was charred from overnight fires. The street 

had all the signs of some kind of rioting. Fr. Tom prayed for the family of the deceased officer. 
 

Mackenson and I set out for a huge hardware store in a very tough neighborhood. I hate going to 

this store because it requires passing through the worst intersection in the city. It is a huge game 

chicken, pure insanity. It’s an adrenal rush to get through it. I was up to the challenge to day and 

weaved my way through the madness that even impressed Mackenson. The store had two of the 

four items we needed. We had to go another big store. An accident made the traffic jam even 

worse. The second store didn’t have either part. We found the most important of the two missing 

parts at a small store. The mission took four hours.  
 

Neither of our two senior male staff who are the main drivers were not at work on Monday. So, 

after I got back to Santa Chiara, I had to do the food shopping. Madame Brenda had separate list 

for the festive Christmas meal she would be cooking. So, we took two cars. Robenson and Brenda 

took one and did the Christmas meal shopping. Baby and I took my car and did the weekly food 

and supplies shopping. The guys at the Eagle Market know what we get. Guided by Baby’s long 

list they filled up cart after cart. I was happy to see that there was a basket filled with training 

pants instead of diapers. It made me happy to think the diaper expense might soon be behind us. 
 

Just before we were finished shopping, the owner, an oriental woman, pointed to a cart that had 

two huge sacks of rice in, as well as four huge sacks of black beans. She said, “It is a gift for you.” 

I was really touched. I thanked her. She said, “Thank you for taking care of the children.” Then 

she gave a big, black trash bag filled with what could be best described as “stocking stuffers”—

small, inexpensive toys. But the gift-giving wasn’t over. As I was leaving, she handed be a wine 



gift bag. Inside was a bottle of very fine French Bordeaux wine. Both cars were loaded with 

supplies. The bill came to just over $2,300. They lowered the price to $2,032.29. 
 

Meanwhile, the electrician and his two helpers worked for five hours to complete the rewiring of 

our power system. For about 9 hours of work for three guys, he charged only $700. The solar 

panels will power the main house, the school house, the boy’s dorm, and the apartments for half 

the day and the generator will keep things humming for the other half of the day. I had to dip 

into my ultra-secret emergency cash funds for the $700. When I handed the electrician the seven 

hundred dollar bills, he looked heavenward and said, “Thank you, my God.” 
 

The way to the first hardware store we crept along for about two miles of moving just a few feet 

at a time. I was next two an old bus jammed with people. Thanks to the traffic I was able to get a 

good, long look into the bus. I wished I had my camera. Each window framing a hard life. One 

woman was asleep, her head resting on a package she had. The harshness of life in Haiti is hard 

to capture in words. I was able to study many of the faces. I couldn’t image traveling inside the 

bus. Their daily struggle to survive is exhausting. There is little hope of ever escaping bone-

crushing poverty. 
 

Christmas is almost upon us. In Haiti, amidst the violence, the poverty, the struggle, the spirit of 

Christmas is muted.  
 

When we pulled into Santa Chiara after the market, I was playing a new Bob Dylan album for 

Baby. I turned the sound up as loud as I could. The kids were all dancing. I got out of the car and 

pretended to paly the guitar. I danced with many of the girls, even little Clare Marie. The smiles 

abounded. Much laughter and fun. I felt free and alive. I love the kids. They know they are love, 

which is the only Christmas gift they need.  
 

I thank all the readers for the prayers and support. You are part of the Santa Chiara family. We 

feel your love. We need your love. 
 

 


