
September 11, 2021 

My Dinner with Moïse 
 

Moïse has begun eating baby food. As his Dad, I went to the market to get him baby food that I 

might enjoy while feeding him: such as sweet potatoes and avocados.  

 

 
 

  
 

This is the first of many important milestones Moïse’s young life. He will be walking long before 

his first birthday. Then I’ll have to struggle to keep up to him.  

 

 



Guns at the Gate 
 

While I was in Florida there was an ugly incident that Gabens shielded me from, as he did not 

want to depress me. He was demoralized by the event. Know this first: orphanages in Haiti make 

money. They are profitable businesses. The Haitian directors make lots of money. We on the other 

hand are a nonprofit charitable organization based in the United States. No one in Haiti believes 

this. They think I am rolling in money. They do not believe operating SCCC is a month-to-month 

struggle. Gabens salary is modest. Mine is so miniscule (at least by US standards) that it takes 

more than half my monthly salary to cover my monthly rent for my apartment in Florida. No one 

believes we are not making money off the kids we serve. The guys who pounded on our gate last 

week wanted a some of the money they believed we were making. They came to shake us down. 

And they came with guns. 
 

Before Gabens told me what happened, he began by asking me if I ever had trouble with anyone 

we had fired. He figured I had seen it all in six years, but wasn’t sure about this issue. I said that 

we once fired a woman with great cause. At the time, my room was in the space now occupied 

by the clinic. I entered it one day to see rocks and broken glass on my bed. The fired woman had 

thrown rocks at my second-floor window. Had I been napping I would have been hurt. Gabens 

point was that some fired staffer was feeding the “bad guys” tainted and false information 

intended to hurt us. It was later discovered that the culprit was a current staffer related to the 

fired staffer.  
 

The guys with the guns knocked on the gate, demanding to see the director. It was a Friday. Our 

armed security guard was off. The staffer working at the gate understood they wanted to see 

Gabens. He would not let them in. They showed their guns to intimidate the staffer. While 

nervous, the staffer stood his ground. Gabens was out shopping. The intruders eventually left. 

When they returned two days later, the security guard was on duty. They really did not like him. 

Soon, outside the gate of a home dedicated to the ideals of peace and nonviolence, men were 

pointing guns at each other. This is truly upsetting.  
 

Gabens did in fact go to the gate to speak with the guys with guns. He to spoke the “leader” who 

gave his gun to another man to hold. Gabens was terrified. Nonetheless he walked a short 

distance away from the gate and spoke to the man. The “leader” demanded that we hire three of 

his people, including his wife. Not going to happen. Gabens later learned there was a small group 

of armed waiting hiding close by in case violence erupted. 
 

I plan on meeting directly with the leader with the hope of changing his point of view. 

Meanwhile, one of our supportive neighbors told us he would intercede for us with the leader to 

try to get him to understand the truth. The leader was under the impression that I get $100,000 a 

month run Santa Chiara. Nothing can be farther from the truth. 
 

Gabens felt it was not safe for him to walk down hill to where he catches a tap-tap for his trip 

home. He has been using the Silver Xterra to go home as a safety precaution. Fear is part of life 

in Haiti. It is draining and demoralizing.  
 



In yesterday’s Journal I wrote very idealistic words about mercy. Manifesting those words, 

making God’s mercy visible on earth, is a very tough task in such a violent, hate-filled 

environment as Haiti. Those words seem impractical; the task is to make them persuasive. 

 

Dr. Deluc Sticks Mr. Gerry 
 

Recent lab tests in Haiti revealed that I had a significant vitamin B-12 deficiency. I also have 

anemia. On my trip to Florida, I experienced some dizziness. We attributed this to a new 

medication I was taking for my mildly swollen angles caused by poor circulation. I stopped taking 

the medication. Beyond the dizziness, I also experienced the sensation of the room moving in 

circles when I laid down. It was determined that I needed to be on a regime of B-12 injections. For 

one week, I will get a shot every day, for seven days. Then I will get one shot a week for a month. 

After that, it will be one shot a month for some yet to be determined length of time.  
 

 
 

Notice Baby observing the injection. Dr. Deluc was teaching her how to give me the shot if none 

of the nurses or doctors were available. Baby was in charge of my oxygen when I was battling 

covid. So, giving me a shot should be a piece of cake. On Friday, Dr. Stéphanie got to stick me. 
 

Speaking of Dr. Deluc, I guess it is time for a confession: I stink at math. I mean what’s the point 

in studying math when life does not add up. Speaking of adding up, when I added up all the 

donations for the earthquake relief I came up with the wrong answer. Yesterday our eagle-eyed 

bookkeeper found a significant mistake in my report that we had received $10,875 in donations. 

The actual amount donated was $10,325. Mea culpa.  
 

Dr. Deluc said that the Sisters received and estimate of what it would cost to build a series of 

temporary class rooms. They will need $25,000 for the construction, which does not include the 



cost of desks, chairs, and books. We gave them a good start to their recovery. Deluc, Gabens, and 

I plan on visiting the Sisters in Les Cayes as soon as we can. 

 

More Car Blues 
 

The roads in Haiti are car killers. I drove the Caribbean Market on Thursday with Baby. Whenever 

I turned, the car made a noise. Besides worrying that the wheel would fall off, the air conditioner 

died. I took a more dangerous road home because it is mostly a straight shot as I wanted to avoid 

all the turns on the back roads I normally take. Michel already knew the car needed new shock 

absorbers, plus some other part under the back of the car. Bottom line: the replacement parts cost 

$850. I was able to charge $300 of that cost.  
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

   


