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A Few Words About Last Year 
 

This last year in Haiti has been impossibly hard. No need to rehash all the turmoil, chaos, and 

violence of daily life in Haiti, as the Journal readers lived through it with me. The many responses 

to the Journal throughout 2021 gave me comfort and hope. What I did not write about was the 

upheaval in my personal life. It was painful to end a year-long relationship last March that I came 

to see with great clarity was wrong for me. While I was relieved to be free from the burden of 

dead-end relationship, the aftermath was ugly and very unnerving. I was not happy. I felt alone 

and lost. I slept on a small couch in my office. There were rotating nannies living on second floor 

and caring for Moïse 24 hours a day. My office became a prison. I was struggling with the reality 

that the most trusted staffer (who was for a time my stepson) had stolen more than $20,000 from 

Santa Chiara. I often became angry at the lazy, uneducated staff. I yelled a lot. If Gabens had not 

been at Santa Chiara, the home would have closed. He slowly and systematically is changing the 

culture inside Santa Chiara. He once said to me that SCCC had some of the worst Haitians he had 

ever met…all hired by a mentally ill woman whose name we do not mention anymore as it stirs 

up so many vile memories. Some of the employees who were terminated became so bitter and 

vindictive they threatened to harm me and SCCC.  
 

The assassination of the president and subsequent rise in violence and kidnapping orchestrated 

by the gang’s made life in Haiti even bleaker. There were food and gas shortages. Businesses, 

banks, and schools were forced to close a few days a week. You needed nearly half a day to go to 

a bank, thanks to insanely long lines. I really wanted to walk away from it all, get on plane and 

never return. But I couldn’t abandon the kids, especially Moïse who stole my heart. I can rattle 

off the names of a dozen kids who have been with me for five or more years. I am all they have. 

I couldn’t even walk away from the kids who annoyed me. I was stuck. I want to leave and 

couldn’t leave. 
 

But through it all, God was with me…even on those darkest of days when I even doubted God’s 

existence. I just got up each day from the lousy couch and kept plugging away. I took great 

comfort from the Journal readers and donors who always offered me an encouraging word or 

made an extra donation. When our older Xterra was wrecked, many people wanted to help me 

get another used car. The cash crunch that resulted from the fuel shortage was very stressful. Yet 

funds seemed to come out of nowhere to sustain us.  
 

And then, out of the blue, came Dr. Stéphanie. We had been friends for nearly two years. She was 

with me around the clock when I was close to dying from Covid-19. She actually thought I was 

going to die. Sometime in June we began communicating many times a day via WhatsApp. The 

text messages became video calls, especially when I was in Florida. I sent her endless pictures 

from Jetty Park and other beautiful locations on Hutchinson Island. As the months rolled on, she 

never wanted to go beyond just being friends. We each were involved with someone else who 

did want to be more than friends. In time we both ended those friendships. And the rest is history. 
 

Many of her friends and family opposed our getting married. Same with my friends and family. 

Steph and I both had our reservations about marriage. In the week before we were married, we 



were both nervous for different reasons. (The age difference greatly concerned me.) Yet, 

something inside of each of us told us not to be afraid. 
 

After two weeks of marriage, we are both very happy. It keeps getting better. Those who really 

know us can see it in our faces, in our being and behavior. I am much calmer; Steph smiles all the 

time. I can’t believe how good it is. Steph really wants to take care of me. I want to give her 

everything. I’ve only been in Florida for a few days and I miss her so much I want to rush back 

to Haiti. But there is much work I need to do here. Meanwhile, Steph is painting our second-floor 

home. And so, we begin 2022 with love in our hearts and hope in our spirits. We are partners in 

life and in mission. Steph cares deeply about the children. Hopefully, before the New Year is too 

old, she will be able to travel with me to Florida each month…or at least most months.  
 

I would like to end by sharing two things that happened, one on our wedding day at the 

reception, the other at Christmas Eve at the party.  
 

At one point in the reception, as it was winding down, Baby approached my table and handed 

me folded small piece of yellow, lined paper. Her hand-written not really touched. 
 

Dad, first I want to congratulate you. Secondly, it was not easy for you in your 

relationships but today you have achieved your goal. You have found the right person. 

You have taught me that love is not a question of age or physics. All that is important is 

having the person you love by your side. The happiness really exists.  
 

Steph, welcome to the family. You [are] the best thing for my crazy dad. Don’t be crazy 

like him. He really loves you. Please take care of him. 
 

Two things struck me. The first was her telling Steph “welcome to the family.” That clearly told 

me that she sees us an actual family, that we are father and daughter in reality if not legally. The 

second thing was her telling Steph to “take care” of me. In recent years she has seen watching out 

for me as her job. When I’m in Florida, she writes me two or three times at day. One my first day 

here, she sent me a picture of one Babybel cheese in the palm of her hand. She was telling me she 

was in my refrigerator stealing my cheese. I then sent her a photo of one Babybel cheese in my 

hand. She wrote back, “Like father like daughter.” 
 

      
 

A week later at the Christmas party something special also happened. At the very end of the 

event, Gabens stood on the stage with the microphone in his hand and spoke to the children about 

the real meaning of Christmas. He said that Christmas is much than receiving presents. It reminds 

us that we must become a present giving to others. He then called on member of each department 



within Santa Chiara, such as the kitchen staff, the school staff, the maintenance staff, the child 

care staff, the laundry staff, and the medical staff and thanked them for their service. Each 

depatment recived a certificate of appreciation.  
 

I had caught wind of the fact that Gabens had intended to honor me. As I watch him distributing 

the certificates I decided to slip away. As I made my way to the second floor, I saw the Steph had 

seen me making my escape and she had started to walk to the stairs. Nothing get passed her. I 

told her I had come upstairs to take a photo of the event from a high angle. She didn’t buy it. I 

said that I really didn’t want any recognition or certificate. She pleaded with me to go back 

downstairs. I did.  
 

Then Gabens began to speak about me…in both Creole and English. He spoke about how I left 

my comfortable home in America to come to “the poorest country on earth.” He said I had 

ignored all the danger and hardships and given myself fully to all the children. He said that when 

someone dies people say all the wonderful things about the deceased. He said that he and the 

staff and the kids disn’t want to wait til I was dead to publically honor me for all the good I had 

done. By then I was standing off to the side of the stage. I was feeling embarassed. He then held 

up a beautiful plaque and read the inscription. He called me up onto stage. I simply walked to 

the front of the stage. He jumped down and handed me the plague. He said, “This plaque is a 

token of our love to you and then in times of discouragement you may see it and remember our 

appreciation of you.” Everyone applauded. He asked me if I wanted to say anything. I declined.    
 

 
“For your dedication and commitment to providing a better future for the children of Haiti.” 


