
February 8, 2022 

Will It Make a Difference? 
 

Yesterday morning not long after sunrise, I could hear the sounds of screaming sirens as police 

vehicle rushed somewhere. People began the day on edge, not knowing if things would 

completely fall apart or the assumed insurrection would quickly run out of steam and we could 

get back to the normal harshness of life in Haiti.  
 

On Sunday I was so happy (albeit tired) to land in Haiti. There was a bounce in my step as a I left 

the terminal. I was thrilled that I had two nights in a row of going to bed without the room 

spinning. I could not wait to embrace Stéphanie. But the short drive home, tugged at my heart as 

I saw the unbearable struggle people endure just to get through the day. A week way from the 

witnessing the relentless bleakness of life, I was instantly plunged back into the shame, scandal, 

and injustice of people ignored and loathed by the State and the elite of Haitian society who are 

walled off from those they consider expendable. 
 

Last Friday, the external school informed Gabens that the school would be closed on Monday 

because of mounting fears of trouble on the streets. Many of their staff live far from the school 

and there was a strong possibility that travel would be too dangerous to attempt. Many of the 

day staff arrived late for work yesterday because of spotty tap-tap service. They reported that 

most business were closed. The city was on high alert. Gabens could not come to work because 

he lives too far from SCCC. He advised me to stay inside all day and not to drive anywhere. He 

said, “Today is a day of fear.” By 11:00am, there had been no evidence of widespread protests or 

burning tires blocking intersections. At 1:15pm, Gabens sent me a message that he was gunfire in 

his neighborhood. 
 

Haiti is a failed State, unable to deliver the basic needs to keep their citizens alive and functioning. 

There is a total lack of the infrastructure required to sustain a meaningful chance for people to 

even survive. They can’t provide basic security that maintains even a modest level of peace and 

lawfulness. Poverty robs people of their dignity. The extremely poor living without hope or food 

will do anything for a buck. 
 

When I entered SCCC on Sunday, most of the toddlers were napping. Once I entered the second 

floor, I never went downstairs again. So, early Monday morning I descended the stairs and was 

quickly surrounded by a troop of toddler’s intent of hugging me. Berline and Teresa Regina were 

the most exuberant in their offering of affection. They all shouted, “Papa, Papa.” Berline followed 

me everywhere. The kids held out pieces of bread in an effort to feed me. The staff had a hard 

time settling them down. They were concerned they might inadvertently knock me over. One boy 

poked another boy in the eye. Steph later told me that Berline acts good only with me; with the 

staff she becomes a difficult child, not wanting to listen to anyone. 
 

It took about 30 minutes for the kids to settle down. I drifted to a corner of the yard and just 

observed the morning unfold. My heart was full. I was proud of our little home, a little island of 

hope in a sea of despair. Yet, I wondered if all the work over the last seven years would make any 

difference in the lives of the kids running around the yard. The grow so fast. It seemed like 



yesterday the tweeners and teens were so filled with life and wonder, exuberantly running all 

over the place and now the girls are confused by the changes in their bodies. In another blink of 

the eye, they will be outside our gate, on their own in a world of endless struggle for survival. I 

hope, that they carry within them memories of joyful times and give them a little lifeboat of hope 

when they are confronted with the darkness that will certainly engulf them.  
 

Will any of them find a meaningful and loving relationship with another human? Will any of 

them graduate college? Will any of them become a positive difference in Haitian society? Will 

any of them become loving parents who cherish, protect, and nurture their children? 
 

Dr. Stéphanie thinks that for most of the children, none of my questions will be answered in the 

way I would hope…unless they learn to understand the privilege that they’ve been given at SCCC 

and start following the directions of the staff. Her assessment is rooted in the idea that unless that 

as an adult the kids are willing to follow the basic rules governing a functioning society.  
 

Steph suggested that in me, the children see only the steady source of treats, mostly cookies and 

apples. They see only a person who hugs them and does not harm or threaten them.  
 

For the kids I encountered in the small slum that was home in the earliest days of SCCC, I saw 

the deprivation the kids experienced in the form of unloving, lousy parents, kids who were 

constantly hungry…for food and affection, kids who slept in the mud on rainy nights, kids who 

never went to school, kids who were physically, emotionally, and sexually abused. I simply 

wanted to help them, to give them what they needed to survive.   
 

The change that happened occurred mostly in me. Santa Chiara became a school of life…for me. 

Over these long, hard, stressful years I slowly morphed into a new person, a kinder, more loving 

person. But this crazy venture can’t be just about me. I doubt it is. Two boys, Peter Francis and 

Moïse certainly would have died in the first month or two of their lives. The child who seems to 

have changed the most, was for most of the five years she has lived at Santa Chiara was without 

question the most difficult child we ever had. There were numerous times this child pushed me 

to my limits. It took great restraint not to just toss her outside the gate. I never did. No matter 

how angry I became, in the end I learned to be compassionate without a hint of any change in her 

disgraceful behavior. Every staffer and most of the kids wanted me to evict her. I could not. With 

the help of professional psychiatric care, she slowing is being transformed into a new kid who 

looks after the toddlers and sweeps the yard. Memories of her monster mother I suppose are 

fading and she is learning to understand and perhaps appreciate my unconditional love.  
 

I think I’m entering into more of a time of reflection about Santa Chiara. I can’t keep up the pace 

and stress of life in Haiti for too many more years. As I scribble these words, I am truly worried 

about running out of operating funds before I turn 75 on the last day of March. 
 

I have been badly wounded and abused over the years. The deaths of Tamysha and Kenja still 

haunt me. The physical and emotional abuse of my mentally ill former Haitian wife still pains 

me. The betrayal of her thief of a son still bewilders and saddens me.  
 



Stéphanie gives me hope for a more peaceful and loving days ahead. And Moïse is a new and 

growing source of joy…which is tinged with the reality that I will never be able to bring him to 

America. 

 

The Art of Imperfection 
 

As I was writing the previous entry yesterday, Steph was seated next to me at my desk. She was 

quick to point out any mistakes I made. She said, “I’m a perfectionist.” I responded by saying, 

“I’m an imperfectionist.” Somehow, I launched into a lecture on the Japanese art of “wabi-sabi.” 

In traditional Japanese aesthetics, wabi-sabi is a world view centered on the acceptance of 

transience and imperfection. The aesthetic is sometimes described as one of appreciating beauty 

that is "imperfect, impermanent, and incomplete" in nature. It is prevalent throughout all forms 

of Japanese art. Vincent van Gogh had a deep appreciation of this aspect of Japanese art.  
 

I was surprised at pulling such an obscure bit of knowledge out of thin air. I can’t remember what 

I had for breakfast this morning. It had been more than a dozen years since I looked deeply in the 

wonderful insights of wabi-sabi. I found some books on the subject on Amazon. I instantly 

recognized the cover of the book that delighted me as it introduced me to a new way of look at 

art and life. I ordered a copy. 
 

In his song “Anthem” Leonard Cohen had a line that optimized the genius of wabi-sabe: 
 

Ring the bells that still can ring 

Forget your perfect offering 

There is a crack, a crack in everything 

That's how the light gets in 
 

It is valuable to see the cracks within us and expose them to the Light. 
 

Speaking of Vincent, here something I wrote 20 years ago: 
 

"Vincent" 
 

    From a palette bright and burning, 

    with brush strokes broad and bold, 

    you told the story of your heart  

    and its wearisome, solitary journey. 
 

    And what a story it was, heroic 

    yet marred with sadness and failure, 

    neither of which stood in your way, 

    for you brushed them aside, knowing 

    full well your art was not concerned 

    with happiness or success, for it was 

    interested only in revelation and truth.  



 

    You were drawn to the radiance of yellow 

    and delighted in boundless wheat fields. 

    Entranced by the light of Provence, you 

    dreamed of working in a community of artists, 

    but your destiny demanded you paint alone. 

    Alone, the voices in your head drove you mad. 

    Relief came only when your brush kissed a canvas; 

                          but in the end the madness out-shouted the art, 

    forcing you to put a bullet through your heart. 

    Yet the art you created gave you eternal life, 

    at least here on earth. 
 

    You left this life in a dingy room, brightened 

    only by the presence of your brother, who, 

    as he had been throughout your troubled life, 

    was at your side offering unconditional love 

    and support, which had always sustained you, 

    even in your darkest days. But now he could 

    only say goodbye and tearfully watch you die. 
  

    But from your palette bright and burning, 

    and in brush strokes broad and bold, 

    you live and touch us with your truth, told 

    in uneasy, undying images mirroring mortal life. 
  

When I wrote that, I had already published an epistolary novel about a man who wanted to end 

his. Vincent shined a light throw the crack in my life. Vincent van Gogh and St. Francis of Assisi, 

unlikely brothers in spirit, complete me to travel to Italy and France in 1995…a journey which 

changed everything in my life.  

 

Long-Lasting Change 
 

Yesterday afternoon during a phone call with Gabens Preval, I mentioned to him about the main subject of 

today’s Journal, namely has the last seven years mattered or made a difference. I volunteered to give him a 

sneak preview of today’s Journal in case he had anything he wanted to say our readers. I humbly present 

his message with a few minor grammatical changes for a clearer understanding: 
 

"Will any of them find a meaningful and loving relationship with another human?  

Will any of them graduate college? 

 

 

 



 

Will any of them become a positive difference in Haitian society?  

Will any of them become loving parents who cherish, protect, and nurture their children?" 
 

These questions really resonate with me as the new manager of SCCC and I think these past seven 

years took tremendous work and courage on behalf of Mr. Gerry to keep this home going and 

save the lives of many of the children and staffers as well. I have been in this position for one year 

and it will still take me perhaps another three months to be able to present a complete report 

about how I see and understand this wonderful place named Santa Chiara. Despite all the internal 

difficulties and external plagues and political problems that hit Haiti, SCCC has been striving to 

provide life and hope to some of the poorest kids and families of this nation.  
 

Because I came to understand that our children had no role model among the staff to inspire 

them, the first thing I had to do was surround the kids with kind-hearted and educated people as 

I could find. Slowly, the most problematic members of the staff were replaced by better qualified 

people. We, my team and I, always hold meetings in order to target the major problems and bring 

possible solutions to make a real change in the lives of these kids. This is a process that will take 

time, as every now and then we come across different cases that implies different strategies and 

of course more financial support if we really aim for a long-lasting change in their lives. But now, 

our main concern is about our basic survival because we operate on a month-to-month budget 

which is insufficient to bring a real change in the lives of the present children and those that knock 

on our gate on a daily basis and we are unable reach out to them. 
 

We are truly blessed to have Gabens running the show at Santa Chiara. The previous guy in charge and 

his mother had left a huge mess which Gabens us systematically and efficiently cleaning up as he completely 

changes the atmosphere at Santa Chiara. 

 

 


