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The Return of Patrickson 
 

One day about 2½ years ago, I went to Mass as usual at the MC Sisters; but something unusual 

happened: I came home with another kid. Sr. Patti discreetly approached me to tell me about a 

father and son who were seated nearby. The superior had told the sisters not to bother me for 

special favors. But Sr. Patti and I were friends, so she spoke with me in hopes I could help her. 

The boy’s name was Patrickson; he was only two months old. His mother had died. The father 

was a bricklayer; he lived in a slum an hour outside of Port-au-Prince. He was unable to work 

and care for his son at the same time. Sr. Patti was hoping I could take the boy and keep him until 

he was able to walk. At that point, the father said he could take the boy to work with him. The 

father wanted to keep his son, but he just could not care for an infant while working. The father 

confirmed this. I left the sisters with father and son in my car. The boy was adorable and instantly 

stole the hearts of the staff and kids. Someone was always holding him. The father lived a far 

distance from Santa Chiara and, if my memory is correct, rarely visited his son.   
 

As it always does, time passed. Nestled in an abundance of love and attention, the boy grew in 

size and charm. In time, he began walking. I actually remember his first steps. They came at the 

back of the property, with one of the men guiding his first, tentative steps. Giles the dog watched. 

Once Patrickson was really able to walk on his own we attempted to contact the father and tell 

him the news. I don’t recall if we ever spoke with the father. But last December, the father showed 

up at the gate. His arrival took us by surprise. The boy did not really know his father. Santa Chiara 

was his home. We knew the father had the right to take his child. Besides, that was the deal. But 

clearly everyone was sorry to see the boy leave. Patrickson seem confused by what was 

happening. The staff gave the father a bag of clothes and toys for his son. I gave the father money 

for the trip home and to help sustain him and his son for a month. We had all grown so attached 

to the boy, it was truly sad to see them walk down the hill.  
 

On Monday when I went downstairs, I noticed a man and a small boy seated along the side wall 

near the front gate. The man was masked. I did not know who they were. Gabens was out running 

errands and so I asked Robinson. When he said it was Patrickson and his father, I was 

surprised…and knew what was coming next. I asked Robinson to come with me and to translate 

as I talked to the father. The request was predictable: he could not really care for his son and work 

at the same time…could Patrickson once again live with us? 
 

The boy did not seem to recognize me. He clung to his father. He was quiet, motionless, and 

looked scared. I had Robenson to tell the father that I had to wait for Gabens to return before I 

made a decision. The boy needed to be seen by the nurse. We had to determine if there was space. 

Moreover, any return of the boy could not be indefinite.  
 

Two of the older girls of course remembered Patrickson. They brough him and the father 

something to eat and drink. (I was happy they were so thoughtful and hospitable.) As soon as 

Gabens returned, I went to his office to discuss the matter with him. I was surprised to see Naïve 

and Izzy cleaning Gabens’ office…and they were doing a thorough job. School was slated to begin 

on Monday, but then the school realized it was a national holiday and so opening was delayed a 



day. Both Gabens and myself were predisposed to allow Patrickson to come back. But we now 

do things in a very professional manner under Gabens leadership, so we had to follow some set 

procedures. We invited the father and son to join us in the office. We learned that the father had 

planned on having Patrickson like his grandmother (the father’s mother). But two months ago, 

the she died. The father said he could not just give the boy to anyone. He knew we would take 

good care of his son. He said Santa Chiara was “the best place.”  
 

Gabens told the father that he needed to return on Tuesday. He had to bring with him all his 

official documents, such as the boys birth certificate and the father’s ID. Meanwhile, we would 

dig up Patrickson’s file. When he returns, the father and son will be interviewed by our social 

worker. The boy will be examined by the medical staff. If all the paperwork is OK and Gabens, 

the social worker and me are in full agreement we will draw up a contract with the father and 

readmit the son. We gave he father about the equivalent of $10 for transportation and food…and 

off they went.    
 

During all this, I learned that Robenson’s uncle, who lived in Florida, died from Covid. 
 

In the Journal on September 6, I mentioned that a reader had created a notecard featuring a photo 

of some of the kids; inside was a note addressed to the kids. We had the note translated and last 

weekend the staff showed the card to the kids and read them the translation of the note. The kids 

then all took turns looking at the card. A staffer took some photos of the sweet event. 
 

 



 
 

 
 



Ambulance Driver 
 

On Monday around 2:00pm, Baby burst into my office saying that Yolanda was about to have her 

baby and she was in too much paint to take a tap-tap to the hospital. We called Dr. Deluc at St. 

Damien’s Hospital to make sure he was on duty. He said he would call security to have them 

grant us emergency entrance. He asked me have Baby call him when we were close to the hospital 

and he would come down to make sure we had easy access to the hospital grounds. 
 

When we arrived at Yolanda’s, she was in severe pain. She rents a room on the 2nd floor of a 

private home. The owner and her adult daughter were tending to Yolanda. They came to the 

hospital with us. Another SCCC staffer came along, because she knew where Yolanda lived. 

When we pulled out of the gate, I asked where she lived…in general terms, so I had an idea which 

way to go. I was told she lived near the Peace Hospital. When I drove toward the Peace Hospital, 

I was told I was going the wrong way. I said I was going the right way. Well, it turns out Yolanda 

lived nowhere near Peace Hospital, and by driving toward it we were getting further away from 

where she lived. I got a sense of where she lived and I headed for it. When we got close, I was 

told turn down a certain street. It was the wrong street. Had to retrace our route. There are few 

street signs in Haiti. People have their own visual cues to know where they are going. Finally, we 

turned down the correct street. I was a dreadfully bad dirt road. I had to drive very slowly.  
 

Yolanda was in great pain when we arrived at her place. The ladies packed an overnight bag, 

changed her clothes, and slowly helped down the stairs and into the car. The road was so bad 

that every bump had her grimacing. I said the road was “labor inducing.” Because it had taken 

so long to get her, and her discomfort was elevated, I felt I had to drive as quickly as possible and 

make a few slightly risky maneuvers to get around slow-moving trucks and tap-taps. I told baby 

that I thought I could be a good ambulance driver.  
 

We had no trouble entering the hospital grounds and I escorted Yolanda to the second-floor 

maternity ward because I knew exactly where it was. When Dr. Deluc greeted us I told him I did 

not think the birth of the baby was imminent. “Why?” he asked. I told him this was the fifth or 

sixth pregnant women I rushed to the hospital, once in the middle of the night during a riot in 

downtown, and Yolanda just did not seem to be as ready as the other ladies, a couple of whom I 

thought would have the baby in the car. After examining her, Dr. Deluc said the baby would not 

be born that day. Nonetheless, he admitted her to the hospital because of her pain and vomiting, 

as well as the fact that she lived alone and needed constant assistance. The older of the two 

neighbors volunteered to stay with her at the hospital. All the rushing around and spending two 

hours in the hospital did induce an increased level of my coughing. I took the rescue pump once 

for easier breathing. When Yolanda asked me for water, I had to go downstairs and leave the 

hospital and ask Baby to go buy water outside the hospital gate. This is the way it is in hospitals 

in Haiti. (We do so much more than just caring for kids; we strive to uplift all who enter SCCC.)  
 

Photos on next page. 

 

Photos of the kids going to the first day of school on Tuesday morning at 7:00am will be featured in 

tomorrow’s Journal. It was fun. 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



Postscript: On Tuesday morning, sometime between midnight and 6:30am, the baby was born. 

We rejoice in the new life, a new family member. May bless and keep this newborn boy whose 

name is Joé (pronounced joy). I returned to the hospital at 11:00am to pay the delivery bill ($200) 

and bring mother and child home. On the way home I stopped at a pharmacy to purchase special 

newborn infant formula (and baby bottles) to use until Yolanda begins to produce milk.   

 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

 

 


