
July 1, 2022 

Half Time 
 

Wow! The year is already half over. We don’t stop often enough to see just how fleeting life is, 

that each day is precious. My nephew, my brother’s only son, turns 59 in a few days. I remember 

his birth as if it were yesterday. I had to the thought to look back at the Journal from July 1st of 

last year and see what was happening one year ago. Nothing much happened on July 1, 2021. I 

was in Florida. It was rainy day. The day was consumed with opening all the mail that 

accumulated while I was in Haiti for three weeks. So, I looked at July 2nd. I was stunned as I read 

about another ugly incident with Bency that trigged another attempt to move her out of Santa 

Chiara. The kid was continually getting on everyone’s nerves. But something happened. 

Something unexpected. She changed. Dramatically so. 
 

Bency has been so good for the last year, I’ve kinda put her years of troubling behavior behind 

me. I haven’t forgotten it. But the sting of it has disappeared. Now, she is the living embodiment 

that change is possible. Here is the Journal from July 2, 2021: 
 

A Very Complex Child 
 

On Monday in Haiti and on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday here in Florida, I’ve had 

numerous discussions about Bency. I’ve decided not to go into any detail about what sparked 

this round of troubles with Bency. In the long litany of Bency’s inappropriate behavior what she 

did on Sunday was so insignificant it wouldn’t have made the list. What she did is not the issue. 

It was her denial of having any part in the incident, though all indications point only to her. 

Moreover, her defiant reaction to questioning caused me and at one point to taking something 

she was wearing in her hair that was more over-sized than anything I’ve ever seen her wear. She 

shouting things, waving her arms, and prancing about the yard. When I told her she had to sit on 

a bench in the back of the property, she refused to go. I escorted her to the bench. As I walked 

away, she shouted “blah, blah, blah.” Every child, every staff person could see and hear her open 

defiance.  
 

Anyone who has been a Journal reader for any stretch of time for the last five years is well aware 

of Bency rebellious and defiant behavior. On Friday a long-time Journal reader wrote: “I know 

that you haven't said what happened with Bency yet. As is always the case with her, emotions 

run high. She is a very complex child and you have loved her and cried over her more than any 

other child besides Tamysha.”  
 

Later that evening, I instructed the staff not to let Bency sleep with the other girls; she was to 

spend the night in the school house with a senior woman staffer. The reason is that the staff and 

myself are keenly aware that Bency is adversely impacting the behavior of the other girls. They 

follow her. She is clearly the leader, even though many are older than her. A friend here in the 

States pointed out how children often gravitate to the child who manifests the worst behavior, as 

they are seen as some kind of hero daring to do what they wouldn’t dare do. Just before 9 o’clock 

on Sunday night, I had to go downstairs on a drizzly night to get Bency to enter the schoolhouse. 

It was a difficult scene. 



 

Many times over the last two years, I’ve said that Bency needed to be removed from Santa Chiara 

and moved into another home. Finding a place for her has not been easy. I always relented and 

expressed the need to always be forgiving and merciful and finding a way to reform her behavior. 

Yesterday, I spoke with Bency via a WhatsApp video call. Gabens was there to translate some of 

our conversation. She had the same response as she has always had in these kinds of discussions 

following some misbehavior. I ended up becoming frustrated with her. 
 

Gabens has contacted a psychiatrist of have three sessions with her to see if he can get to the root 

of the problem. Kids who have been traumatized often exhibit behavior stemming from the 

trauma. Bency was cruelly abused as a child. No need to repeat the dreadful things her mother 

did. For now, Bency stays isolated in area outside the apartment on the second floor. On Thursday 

Dr. Stephania sent me a photo of Bency taking a nap on an exam table in the clinic. At night, she 

will sleep on the floor in the baby’s room. Meanwhile, the social worker is earnestly looking for 

a place for Bency to live…hopefully temporarily. He has a lead on home operated by Catholic 

nuns.  

 
 

 

This second entry illustrates that while Bency had changed, violence on the streets never changes. 
 

 

Shooting Terrifies Baby 
 

Baby called me late yesterday afternoon to tell me she had been in the small, local supermarket 

when two cars and two motorcycles drove by shooting guns. She was terrified. The noise was 

frightening. She was just about to leave. Had she been just a minute sooner she might have been 

shot. She wasn’t sure how many people were shot. She saw one person on the ground bleeding. 

She got a motorcycle taxi to take her back up the hill. The violence and mayhem are getting too 

close for comfort. I am in that store at least two or three times a week, normally with a kid.  
 

I’ve often said: anything can happen at any time and anywhere in Haiti…and none of it good. 


