
October 1, 2021 

Handling an Unruly Child 
 

On my flight home (yes, I made safely), I thought about a potentially ugly moment that I was 

able to peacefully resolve. 
 

Late on Tuesday afternoon, I saw one of the young, educated staffers trying to discipline a 

rebellious Clare Marie Straub. She was screaming and refusing to sit down. He kept trying to 

force her to sit down. 
 

He was making her sit on the steps because she used some very nasty words in talking to him. 
 

I told him that in a battle of wits with her, he would lose. (Bency taught me this.) 
 

I then gently suggested an alternative way of defusing the situation. I showed him how. 
 

I had Naive comfort Clare and explain to Clare why she needed to cooperate with the staffer. 
 

At my suggestion, Naïve got Clare a glass of water. Then she sat with Clare for nearly five 

minutes, whispering something to her. 
 

When she was done, Naïve stood up and walked away. Clare Marie was calm and quiet and 

remained seated on the bottom step.   
 

I told the staffer that he needed to use an older child to make a point to a misbehaving younger 

child. Naive has seen it all; she knows the ropes of survival. 
 

I felt like a wise father. 
 

Of course, any wisdom I might possess took 6½ years in Haiti to garner after an endless trail of 

mistakes. I began Santa Chiara without a clue how to handle the task at hand and so blunders 

abounded. After all these years, I’m not easily rattled by much…even gunfire. The furnace of 

daily life was my teacher, burning away all my misconceptions and impulsive reactions to crazy 

behavior by the staff and kids. 
 

My faith has deepened over the years in Haiti. I know there is little I can control. I just need to 

go with flow and trust things will work out. The violence used to really frighten me. I think of 

two incidents when I was within 50 feet of a gun fight. I saw a man get shot to death. I knew 

two people who were killed by bullets. The violence is real. Yet, you can’t let it paralyze you. I 

think the odds that I would catch a bullet are very low. I’m not brave. I mostly avoid dangerous 

places. I’ve learned to read the signs of trouble on the streets. I avoid roads where I could get 

trapped. I’m always looking for an escape route if I encounter trouble. This is life in Haiti. You 

simply deal what the day throws at you.  
 

Anyway, I’m back in boring Florida. I’ll enjoy the air conditioning and hot water. I will miss my 

family in Haiti. By October 9th when I return to Haiti, I’ll be eager to return, counting the hours 

until I’ll be home. It is only the tedious travel days that bother me.   



 
Yesterday morning, Moïse helped me pack. 

He has yet to connect my suitcase with my mysterious monthly disappearance. 

 

 
I managed to get home in time for the Zoom meeting organized by Secular Franciscans 

to pray for the people of Haiti. (Screen shot during the presentation.) 

I spoke briefly about life in Haiti. 


