
October 10, 2021 

Walking with Moïse 
 

I’m home. Outside of the frustrating 40-minute delay in boarding the plane, the trip was 

uneventful. When I entered my second-floor residence, I did not see anyone. As I unlocked the 

door to my office, I heard Moïse. The door to his room was closed. I was so eager to see him, I did 

not open my door. Instead, I gently knocked on his door. No response. I slowly opened the door. 

I heard Carla in the bathroom. She said, “Come in, Uncle.” Moïse was on the bed. He was awake. 

In the past, whenever I came home from my week in Florida, he seemed puzzled by my return, 

and so it took a little time for him to warm up to me. This time he initially seemed confused when 

he saw me, but within seconds he began to smile. I was happy. 
 

As I was unpacking and setting up my computer, one by one visitors entered. First, there was 

Baby. Then Walencia…followed by Isnaida, Naïve, Bency, Lovna, Woodline…and others. The 

older girls where in the schoolhouse when I entered the compound, so they had not seen my 

arrival. 
 

The day before leaving Florida, Carla sent me a short video of Moïse crawling around the 

apartment. After all my visitors left, I was at my desk transferring files created in Florida to my 

Haiti computer. Without noticing, Moïse had entered my office. I did not hear him, as he was 

crawling across the office floor. Without the sounds of his walker, I had no idea he had entered 

the room. He crawled right up to my desk…and sat down. I stood up, bent over, and extended 

my hands to him. He reached out both of his hands and crabbed my hands. I lifted him from his 

seated position. Moïse was suddenly standing. Holding my hands tightly, he smiled as he moved 

his legs as if he were dancing. Slowly, we walked out of the office. 
 

It was for me, a moment of pure joy. After bending over and holding his hand as we “walked” 

around the balcony for 20 minutes, my back was aching and I was tired. Carla came to the rescue 

as it was time to feed him. Moïse sat on her lap at the dining room table, as she struggled to fed 

him some pablum. I was seated near them on the couch. Moïse kept looking at me and spitting 

out the pablum. Carla said he was not ready to eat. She sat him down on the floor. He crawled to 

the couch. Pulling on my pants, he lifted himself to a standing position. He was smiling broadly. 

I had to get up and go back to walking him around the apartment.  
 

I was home. And happy. 

 

 

Photos of Moïse follows…. 



 
 

 
 

Without Santa Chiara, Moise would never have survived the first month of his life.  

The same is true for Peter, Clare, Teresa, and many other kids. 

Thank you for helping us help kids in desperate need of a helping hand. 


