
 

January 23, 2022 

Batitbat Unmasked 
 

I hesitated for days to share something that dominated this past week and made me extremely 

angry to the point of negatively impacting my health. I was concerned that some readers might 

be shocked by the frankness of what you are about to read. In the end, I felt it was better that this 

was out in the open…and I can no longer worry about what people think might be proper. This 

is Haiti. Nothing is proper. Everything is upside down and inside out. There are no norms, no 

justice, no order, no civility. Bribery is normal. Kidnappings are a daily reality. Violence is a way 

of life. There is little garbage collection; mountains of garbage are everywhere. Burning garbage 

is common place. Few people have no running water or indoor plumbing. Electricity is out for 

hours every day. Life for the poor is brutally hard. They face unthinkable indignities every day. 

This is all stressful enough without uneducated, vindictive, mean-spirited former employees who 

would like to see SCCC closed. They spread false and malicious rumors outside our gate to 

discredit us. Some years ago, a woman we fired threw a rock through my second-floor window. 

It landed on my bed. 
 

Some weeks ago, I wrote about a frivolous and false claim a disgruntled former employee brought 

against me. I was served the summons on the day I left Haiti on December 28th, just ten days 

after my marriage…and a new start in my life in Haiti. The former staffer was asking for an 

outrageous settlement for what she termed as her unjust firing. The case had already been 

adjudicated and it seemed implausible that a second hearing for a settled case was granted. I gave 

the staffer a fictitious and odd name: Batibat. What I did not mention was that Batibat is a vengeful 

demon found in Ilocano folklore. The Batibat takes the form of an ancient, grotesquely obese, tree-

dwelling female spirit. In picking that name I was entertaining myself. This new complaint 

claimed that Batibat was a “founding member” of Santa Chiara, and as such she is entitled to a 

larger settlement. I mentioned in a previous Journal that Gabens caught the “judge” and Batibat 

together in his office, and from their body language, Gabens had the impression that they might 

have been romantically involved. Batibat is not very smart. Certainly not smart enough to come 

up with the new angle of presenting herself as a founding member of SCCC. Perhaps the judge 

put that thought in her head. I have a more likely source.  
 

I gave the staffer a fictitious name to protect her. Gabens and our lawyer (whom we hired to 

handle this case) felt the claim was ludicrous and would be thrown out. Given that implausibility 

that it had no chance, I saw no need to reveal her true identity and long-time Journal readers 

would be very familiar with her. Her name is Fabibi. Her formal name is actually Lazarre Nadége 

(Nadége being her first name, Lazarre her family name.) She is the half-sister of Billy. She spent 

much of her childhood living with Billy’s mother. Billy’s mother somehow bamboozled US 

Immigration a second time and was able to get her revoked Green Card restored. She is now 

living in Miami. She has made phone calls to friends of mine from my parish in California during 

which she spreads lies about me and claims to be homeless and in dire need of financial support, 

which is preposterous and is yet another of her scam’s. My hunch she had put the “founding 

member” myth in Fabibi’s head. It is rumored that her son the theft is also in Miami. 
 



 

When Gabens and the lawyer showed up for the initial hearing, they learned it was canceled 

because the “judge” did not show up for work. When they showed up for the second meeting, 

they waited for over an hour only to be informed the hearing was canceled because the agency 

staff went on strike. During those two failed meetings, Fabibi was presented and spoke badly and 

disrespectfully to Gabens, saying all kinds of nonsense about me. Finally, on the third meeting, 

the judge was present and the agency staff were working. Fabibi kept repeating over and over 

again that she was a “founding member” of SCCC. The judge/arbitrator asked if she had any 

papers indicating she was a founding member. She said nothing was written down. Basically, she 

needed to prove her allegation. The judge did not rule on the case. He scheduled another meeting 

for tomorrow. He told Gabens to bring documentation indicating she was not a founding member 

and that would be the end of the matter. 
 

Gabens and the lawyer insisted this case was a loser for Fabibi. They wanted to pressure her by 

filling a lawsuit against her. Moreover, they wanted me to provide proof she was not a founding 

member. I became so angry over all this I began to scream. We were standing in the yard. The 

kids were in school. I threw my coffee cup on the ground and went into such a rage that my heart 

went into extreme palpitation. Steph was gravely concerned. I am so tired of these ungrateful, 

spiteful people trying to destroy Santa Chiara. 
 

My anger was not just at Fabibi. She was bringing back me back into the abusive nightmare of 

my horrific marriage to Billy’s mother…whose name is never mentioned inside of SCCC and to 

the betrayal of Billy who systematically stole funds from Santa Chiara. I have been angry since 

Tuesday. I was so upset I even blasted Baby on Thursday night calling her family a bunch of “con 

artists.” I exploded at Gabens a few times. One night, I was so upset, Steph forced me to lay down 

on the couch so she could take my blook pressure. I was also having dizzy spells. She offered 

medical reasons for all this, but I could not hear her.  
 

Fortunately, they—Steph, Baby & Gabens—understood exactly what this trio put me through for 

the last seven years. It was sheer insanity. I had a long talk with Dr. Thony (our phycologist) on 

Friday, with Gabens translating, to help me deal with these suppressed feelings. Journal readers 

who were reading the Journal back in March 2019 know some of the dreadful things Billy’s 

mother did whenever I was in Florida. Everyone inside of SCCC knew. But me. They all hid it 

from me. Not because they didn’t want to rat on Billy’s mother, but because they thought I would 

leave and SCCC would close and they would be out of a job. Eventually, Billy’s mother did 

something so outrageous that Billy had to tell me. And she was instantly removed from SCCC. 

Then the real trouble began. She threw rocks at me, she performed voodoo rituals (include 

burning papers with my name and the names of the staff written on them). The kids and the staff 

were truly afraid of her. 
 

Our bookkeeper in Florida sent me our approved status as a 501(c)3 nonprofit charitable 

corporation registered in Michigan. It lists the founding board members who were designated as 

incorporators. Fabibi’s name is not on the list. Gabens and the lawyer will bring the document to 

the meeting. I asked that a statement from me be entered into the record. Gabens translated my 

letter into French. We hired a translator to translate the incorporation document. Here is the letter 



 

I sent to the judge. When I briefly mention the atrocities committed by Billy’s mother it will be 

hard to read. It still sickens me. 

••• 

20 January 2022 
 

My name is Straub Gerard Thomas. I am the founder and president of the Santa Chiara Children’s 

Center. I am writing in response to the frivolous and fraudulent claim filed against us by Lazarre 

Nadége who is also known as Fabibi. First, her claim had already been adjudicated before and so 

the case should have been declared closed. Yet she is coming back and trying again by claiming 

she was a “founding member” of the Santa Chiara Children’s Center. The is a ridiculous and false 

claim. Mr. Gabens has the official document issued by the United States government that granted 

us the legal status of a 501(c)3 nonprofit, charitable corporation. Lazarre Nadége’s name is not on 

this document. The founding board of directors consisted of six American citizens: William 

Mulcahey, Paul Robie, Lisa Juriga, Grace Skalski, Thomas Flickinger, and me. Three board 

members were designated as incorporators.  
 

Originally, we were simply a daycare center where poor women who scrapped out a meager 

living selling various items on the streets could leave their young children during the day. It was 

a response to a problem and need I saw during my many trips to Haiti before the earthquake of 

2010 and the time I spent in the immediate aftermath of the earthquake as a volunteer, and 

numerous visits during 2010 through 2014. At the time, I was married to a Haitian woman.  
 

We began our effort to establish the Center in February 2015. We stayed in the old Kinam Hotel 

as we searched for a location. In May 2015, we moved into a modest two-bedroom apartment in 

a small slum in Peguyville. We fed about a dozen kids a day. Soon, two women in the area began 

leaving their kids with us overnight. Then we took in a homeless woman and her three kids. We 

soon had seven kids sleeping on the floor of one of the bedrooms. At the end of December 2015, 

we moved into a larger more suitable location in Peguyville. We were now more public, located 

on the main road. The first problem we encountered in the new location was that many women 

dropped their kids off in the morning and never returned to pick them up in the evening. Within 

two months we had 22 kids living with us. 
 

We had very little money and only a few local women worked for us. My wife’s son, who was in 

his early 20’s and unemployed began working with us. Before he started working at Santa Chiara 

he was living with his half-sister, Lazarre Nadége. They could not afford their rent. I gave him 

and Lazarre Nadége the apartment I vacated and paid their rent for at least three years.  
 

Lazarre Nadége was in her early 20’s. when she began to work for us in January 2016, more than 

seven months after we formally began serving children in need. Nadége was uneducated and 

had no marketable skills. Due to language challenges, I could not even speak to her. She initially 

did the cooking. In time, she got involved in the simple little “school” in which we tried to teach 

the kids how to read. In no way or any stretch of imagination was she a “founding member.” She 

worked at SCCC because she was half-sister my then wife’s son. She was a decent worker in the 

beginning.  But in recent years she was lazy and engaged in destructive gossiping and spreading 

malicious rumors. I am not going to take the time to list some of her disgraceful behavior. Yet I 



 

did not fire her. Mostly because her half-bother was basically in charge of running the place. She 

was protected and she knew it. She strutted around as if she was a queen. 
 

Worse, my wife was engaged in inexcusable behavior, giving kids alcohol, and letting them watch 

porn films. Eventually a staffer secretly taped a horrific abuse of a little girl in which my wife was 

literally holding a knife on the naked girl’s vagina. My wife was immediately removed from the 

premises. I paid for a nice apartment for her. She threatened members of the staff and performed 

voodoo rituals outside our gate. The kids and staff were afraid of her. Within a year we were 

divorced. Prior to this, she had been diagnosed by a prominent psychiatrist in downtown as 

having two forms of mental illness. All of her despicable behavior was hidden from me by her 

son and Lazarre Nadége.  
 

I should also point out that few years ago, Lazarre Nadége had some illness that could not be 

diagnosed. I covered all the expenses for her hospital visits and medication. Also, before the 

current manager of Santa Chiara terminated her with just cause, on two occasions I brought her 

to a supermarket and paid for her personal groceries. Meanwhile, my ex-wife’s son systematically 

stole over $20,000. I had all the proof I needed to report him to the police, as much of the money 

he stole came from fraudulent credit card theft. He knew we had caught him so he simply quit. 

It is impossible for me to believe that Nadége was unaware of my ex-wife’s aberrant behavior or 

her half-brother’s stealing of Santa Chiara funds. Moreover, we know from our security guard 

and other witnesses that Lazarre Nadége was systematically stealing rice and other foods to give 

to her parents. She used to urge fellow workers not to work so hard. She caused rifts between 

staffers. She used kids to spread her lies and deceptions. I would have no problem gathering a 

number of our staff who would be willing to testify about Lazarre Nadége’s mean-spirited 

character. Even a member of her own family called her “heartless.” 
 

It should be noted that I never notified US Immigration that my ex-wife lied (without my 

knowledge) on her Visa application and hid an infectious disease; nor did I turn her son into the 

police for stealing. I did not want to hurt them. I was simply glad they were gone and I had 

competent new management in place to repair the damage the unholy trio did and set a new, 

better course to care for the children. 
 

But enough is enough and I’ll be taking legal action against Lazarre Nadége. I’ll seek damages 

for the time Mr. Gabens wasted on this insanely preposterous claim, as well as the legal fees I had 

to pay to defend the same case twice. 
 

I should add that I have covered all the medical expenses for all our employees. One woman was 

close to death from a bad infection. I spent $2.000 on the operation that saved her life. I have paid 

for the childbirth of at least five employees. We are currently paying the rent for one former 

employee to keep her and her three kids from living on the streets. We are currently paying the 

rent for two staff members. My point, we are extremely generous to both our current employees 

and for worthy former employees. Lazarre Nadége’s poor performance and attitude did not merit 

anything beyond what she was legally entitled to receive…which we paid in full. 
 

I risk my life coming to Haiti every month. My life has been threatened on two occasions. I do 

this because I deeply care about the children living here. Lazarre Nadége cares only about herself. 



 

She should be grateful for all I have done for her. If I were ordered to give her all she was 

demanding, I would simple close SCCC, get on a plane and never return to Haiti.  
 

I should end by saying I have essentially lived in Haiti for seven years. I spend three weeks of 

every month in Haiti, and one week in Florida, where I tend to administrative chores and beg for 

funds. For the first six years, we ended each year deep in credit card debt. In 2018, I owed over 

$50,000 in credit card to keep Santa Chiara afloat. If I do not get support from generous 

Americans, we would close.  
 

Respectfully yours, 

Gerard T. Straub 
 

There you have it. It is out in the open. It is impossible for anyone not in Haiti to fathom or understand 

what I have been through during these seven years. The troubles caused by my ex-wife, her son, and Fabibi 

are worse than the danger I encountered on the streets during the violent protests of the last two years. 

When I was just a day or two off the oxygen after seven days of battling Covid, when Dr. Steph thought I 

would die, Billy’s mother pushed her way through gate security and rushed upstairs and into my 

room…and yelled at me. I was so frightened by her presence I nearly collapsed. It took three men to remove 

her from the property. I could fill pages of all the things she did to me during the last three years when we 

lived separately on the second floor. Once, she barricaded herself inside her bedroom. We pushed the door 

open enough to see her seated on the bed with a big knife pressing into her chest. She screamed she was 

going to kill herself. Billy got her brother, Roland, and the three of us managed to push the door open and 

wrestle the knife from her. When she calmed down, she took her pill box containing medication for her 

epilepsy and HIV and threw all the pills all over the room. In that moment, I knew I was done. It took a 

good deal of time before a long list of insane behavior was made know to me. Of course, we sought psychiatric 

help for her, and a top psychiatrist declared she was bi-polar and had borderline personality disorder. The 

combination of these two conditions is extremely hard to treat. But she refused to believe the diagnosis and 

called me crazy. We treated her humanly and withstood her hostile behavior for many, many months…until 

the tape of her molesting and threatening an 8-year-old girl…who is still with us and doing fine. I have 

done everything possible to help her erase the memory of the abuse. The psychiatrist says she is doing well.  
 

I am really tired of all this. Without Gabens and Dr. Steph I could not continue. But I only have the funds 

to get me through the first three weeks of February. I just spent $1,400 to upgrade of power system, making 

us more dependent on solar power and less dependent on diesel fuel. We are bracing for the explosion of 

violent, fiery protests that will begin on February 7th, when a new, very unpopular government takes control 

of the chaos that is Haiti.  

••• 
 

I wrote all of the proceeding (except for the letter to the judge) on Friday night. On Saturday 

morning it seemed as if the entire history of Santa Chiara was drifting across my mind, tip-toeing 

past one dreadful incident after another, past painful moments of serious-ill kids, past the one 

infant who died in her crib, another toddler who died after her mentally ill mother removed her 

from our loving care, past the times when we were in darkness for most of the night because we 

had no electricity, past the toilets and sinks broken by the kids, past the first year when we had 

no car and I walked miles to the supermarket and purchased only what seven kids and I could 

carry home. In May the Notre Dame Magazine will feature a profile of me and the mission of 



 

Santa Chiara. The writer, Joe Heil from Wisconsin, faithfully told my story, yet for me it was hard 

to read because I was portrayed as being heroic or saintly. I am neither. I am a deeply flawed guy 

struggling to do something good.  
 

I think the problem from the beginning of Santa Chiara is that I saw the place in spiritual terms. 

After my conversion and filming extreme poverty around the world, I really wanted to try to live 

the Gospel message and give myself away. I wasn’t sure how in concrete terms that would 

happen. But no one else saw it that way. I remember in the beginning telling the staff that no one 

could eat until all the kids had eaten. I wanted to be the last to eat. But the staff did not see it this 

way. I think most of them came for the food. Everyone was hungry. What I did not realize was 

that before the kids were served, some of the staff actually stored food in any kind of container 

they could find, such as empty can that once housed powered milk. They made sure they would 

have enough to eat. I can’t blame them as I have never been in a sustained environment where I 

had no access to food. What makes Gabens so unique and special is that he sees his work at Santa 

Chiara as his way to live the Gospel. It is not simply a job; it is also his ministry. For sure, Gabens 

and I have very different ideas on our understanding of Christianity, but that really does not 

matter, because we deeply respect each other. Gabens would never steal or lie or cheat. 
 

Another trait of mine that was detrimental in a place like Haiti was my desire to treat every one 

with respect and to be as compassionate as possible. Unfortunately, the staff saw this as a 

weakness. During the Fabibi nonsense, Gabens said to me that she keeps trying to get more 

compensation from us because she sees me as “compassionate and I will want to help her in her 

need.” Over the years, I’ve been besieged with requests to help staffers deal with personal 

problems, such as their inability to pay their rent, or a child needing surgery they can’t afford. It 

was rare for me to deny helping them. Yet, they would still engage in harmful gossip.  
 

(Note: I shared this with Steph. She said, “Don’t you think there are just too many pages for 

people to read.” She hit on another weakness of mine.)  
 

I guess I better wrap this up, even though there is more I want to say. I guess all I want to say in 

conclusion is that I’ve made endless mistakes and misjudgments over these last seven years. Last 

week, in a quiet moment, I was seated on the back bench with Dr. Steph. We were watching the 

array of colorful birds eating seeds from the bird feeder on the tree. We also watched the rats 

scurrying around looking for the bird seed that fell on the ground. Birds and rats are symbolic of 

the extremes of beauty and ugliness in Haïti. As we gazed at the flowers and potted plants, the 

leaves of the trees, and the happy kids running around in the yard having fun I said, “No one 

stops to see the beauty that has been created at Santa Chiara.” It is hard to take in the contrast 

between life inside our walls and the violence and hunger outside our walls. In spite of my litany 

of mistakes and failures, something beautiful has been created…because of the unmerited grace 

of God and the unblinking support of our donors. No matter how bad things got, God was present 

and God cleared the way and allowed us to survive…and reach the point in our tortured 

evolution to begin to thrive. Virtually the entire original staff will be replaced by better educated 

and more caring people. There are a few staffers who have been with us for years who are really 

good people who genuinely care for the children and they will remain with us.    


