
March 18, 2022 

Parties Are Us 
 

Monday was Ernecia’s 5th birthday. She was six months old when her mother was running away 

from a gang in Cité Soleil that wanted to kill her. She had to leave Port-au-Prince and could not 

take her daughter. Her older daughter (Walencia) already lived with us. I wanted to keep the 

sisters together. Ernecia has spent all but six months of her life living with us. She knows no other 

home than Santa Chiara. As I took a few photos of her birthday party, I thought about how many 

birthday parties I’ve attended in seven years. For a few years we had between 60 and 72 kids 

living with us. We had too many kids for the space we had. For many reasons, the number of kids 

now living with hovers around 40. Five kids were moved to two different orphanages that could 

better serve them. Some returned to their families who can now care for them, and five or six kids 

were forced to leave because of disciplinary reason. So, if I had an average 50 parties in a year, it 

means I’ve attended at least 350 birthday parties. That’s a lot of cake. 

 

The party began with the kids joining together to prayer for Ernecia. 
 

 
 

The girl of the right is Isnaida. I gave her the nickname Izzy, which she loves. More on her later. 

 



 
 

After the prayer, Olga danced with the birthday girl. 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 

A New Name 
 

It should come as no surprise that the record keeping essential to running an orphanage was a 

crazy mess under the previous administration. I guess the top guy was too busy stealing than 

making sure we had all the proper documentation for each and every child. In fact, when the 

party began, I was told it was Ernecia’s 6th birthday. Later in a meeting with Gabens I was puzzled 

by the child’s official date of birth. Having an old man be the only source of institutional memory 



is not ideal. Thinking out loud with Gabens, I said that I remembered Ernecia’s mother giving me 

her daughter. It was about a block away from our front gate. I knew on that date we were still in 

Peguyville, in our second home. We questioned Wally about her entry in Santa Chiara, asking if 

she first came to us in Peguyville or Delmas. Bingo: she came to us in our present home. With a 

little more detective work, we established that Ernecia was born on March 14, 2017…not 2016 as 

the sloppy records indicated.  
 

Gabens and the social worker are trying to get official papers for all of our kids. A few of them 

do not exist according the Haitian government. They are: Peter Francis, Clare Marie, Teresa 

Regina, Moise, and Izzy. Of those five kids, only Peter’s records had his correct date of birth…but 

no other listing. It took a few hours to rattle my memory and solve the mystery of the date of 

birth for the remaining kids. The first case we tackled was Teresa Regina. As I told Gabens the 

story of her birth, he was flabbergasted. It was a story so crazy, so improbable I would have 

rejected it as a story lone on one of the soap operas I produced some 40 years ago. Initially, I had 

no clarity about the dates. One day, a former employee showed up at Santa Chiara in extreme 

discomfort. Her belly was huge. She was days away from giving birth. She was hungry and had 

no place to stay. I was sensitive to the woman because we already had one of her children, Clare 

Marie. The details are fuzzy as I did not learn of them until much later. My Haitian ex-wife with 

the mental illness essentially stole the infant from the mother. The woman was not permitted to 

visit her daughter. When I learned of the disgraceful scam, I undid it. I returned custody to the 

mother. She could not care for Clare Marie. She asked if she could stay at Santa Chiara. I said sure 

and encouraged her to visit her daughter as often as possible. Clare Marie, Peter Francis, Judline, 

and Tamysha all lived on the second floor, along with Bency and Naïve. They remained on the 

second floor even after my ex-wife was removed for abusing a child. The kids had two nannies, 

as well as Baby and Carla.  
 

So, when the pregnant woman appeared in my kitchen one day, I pledged to take care of her until 

the baby was born. She slept on the second floor. A few days after her arrival, I had to rush her 

in the middle of the night to a hospital downtown. The streets were littered with rocks from 

protests. I should not have been in downtown in the dead of the night. I stayed at her bedside 

throughout the night. At one point, she had to go to the bathroom. I held her arm and the IV as 

we slowly made it to the bathroom. The bathroom was flooded. I had to help her into it. I could 

not believe what I was doing. The next morning, they took her to the OR and the baby was 

delivered. I was there when she returned with the infant. I took photos. Literally hours later, they 

kicked her out. I escorted mother and child to my car and we drove back to Santa Chiara. 
 

When Clare Marie entered SCCC, she had no name. I gave her the name. The mother asked me 

to give the new baby a name. I did: Teresa Regina…my two sisters first names. What I did not 

know was that when the woman filled out paperwork at the nurses’ station that she put my last 

name on the formal papers. Mother and child stayed at Santa Chiara for a few days. The mother 

would leave for a few hours at a time. She once brought a young man back with her. She told me 

he was her cousin. I later found out he was the father of the child. And here the story took a 

bizarre turn. The woman and Teresa Regina were staying in my room, which at that time was the 

space now occupied by the medical clinic. The room was outside the area were all the kids and 



nannie and Baby and Carla lived. I left my desk draw unlocked on day. Inside was an envelope 

with $5,000 in cash inside. The woman stole the money and left Santa Chiara and never returned. 

At first, I could not believe she stole the money after I had been so kind to her. But a few people 

saw her spending lots of cash at markets in Cite Soleil. I think the “cousin” was part of a scheme 

to distract me.   
 

As I said, Gabens was flabbergasted by the tale. Still to be resolved was the date of Teresa Regina’s 

date of birth. I told him I had an envelope in my office desk that was marked “the birth of Teresa 

Regina.” Inside were 13 photos. The photos not only confirmed my story, but helped me pinpoint 

the date. I said that the child was born between May and October 2019. After I said this, Gabens 

found an old report listing all the kids and their date of birth. It indicated Teresa was born in 

September 7, 2018. I said this was not possible because my ex-wife was still living at Santa Chiara. 

We came to the conclusion Teresa was born on September 7, 2019. I had saved the photos from 

her birth so she could see her mother when she was older.  
 

During the meeting, I learned there was twist to Peter’s story. It has been well-documented that 

his mother left him on a garbage dump on the second day of his life. It seems there was more to 

the story. His mother lived with a gang member in Cité Soleil. She got pregnant by a rival gang 

member. If her man knew about this, he would have killed her. Somehow, she hid the pregnancy 

from him. She had the baby literally on the edge of a garbage dump…and walked away, fearful 

for her life. Someone we know found the newborn infant and brought him to us. My ex-wife went 

to City Hall in Cité Soleil and discussed the matter with the mayor. She told him she wanted to 

keep the child; he said it wasn’t that simple, that there were procedures to follow. She did not like 

what he said and so she just kept Peter and ended any formal discussions with the mayor’s office 

to make Peter a legal child. She told me that the government agency said she could keep the baby 

and all as fine. This was not true. Peter had no formal papers. This is the mess Gabens and the 

social worker are trying to clean up. The sad reality is that she did not really care about the kids; 

she just collected them…and ignored them. Once she was out of Santa Chiara, she never inquired 

about them or asked to visit them. They were history. 
 

I realize that she had both bi-polar and borderline personality disorder, which when combined 

are nearly impossible to control; nonetheless, her behavior was shameful. She knew what she was 

doing. 
 

And, finally, a brief story about Izzy. Izzy is 12 years old. She does not know the date of her birth, 

only the year, 2010. Both of her parents “disappeared,” that is they walked away from their 

problems and vanished. She was living outside of Port-au-Prince. A staffer visited the area 

frequently and he learned about Isnaida. He brought her to Santa Chiara. The child was sick when 

she arrived. Nurse Rose brought her to the hospital. In filling out the admittance forms, Izzy did 

not know her last name. Rose simply but her last name, Pierre, on the form. And do the child 

became Isnaida Pierre. Unfortunately, that is not how it was supposed to done. There was no 

official follow-up to give the child a legal name. The social worker is doing this now. The standard 

practice is when an unnamed abandoned child enters an orphanage, the child is given the last 

name of the head of the orphanage. This is basically how six kids have “Straub” as a last name. It 



would be best, if Izzy takes my last name also. Shortly after she arrived, she was a bit 

disorientated, yet she had a spark to her. She moved to the second floor. She had a small bed in 

in the dinning room. We bonded. She is truly one of my favorite kids in the home. She has a 

certain spark to her. Gabens is discussing the name change with Izzy and Rose. 
 

The way I see it, the Straub kids form an ad hoc family that might keep them connected when 

they are older. Outside of Bency and Izzy, the other five all came as infants and would never have 

survived without Santa Chiara. It is my hope to establish a fund to provide for the education 

through college. By the time Moïse is ready for college I probably will not be around. Steph will 

be and so will Gabens. They could administer such an educational fund. 
 

 

                                  Ally                                                  Naica   Johanna 

doing their homework a few days ago. 
 

There is a sad footnote to the graduation ceremony at Aristide’s university. One student, a young 

man who was to receive his law degree was not at the graduation because he was sick. Sadly, he 

died the day after the graduation. 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

  


