
August 3, 2022 

The Readers Write 
 

I was heartened by the response to yesterday’s Journal, The First and the Last Child. Here is a 

sampling of the reactions to it: 
 

The beauty and depth and honesty of this journal post leave me, except for this one sentence, 

speechless. 
 

••• 
 

This was a very tough one to read. Your strength and resilience are beyond compare. May God 

bless you. 
 

••• 
 

ABSOLUTELY POSITIVELY GREAT!  So glad you are thinking this way. I support your decision. 
 

••• 
 

Dear Gerry, words of sadness, pictures of joy.  
 

••• 
 

Without a doubt, Gerry, your heart is poured into this journal. And this journal is poured into 

your heart. What a gift Gabens is. I cannot recall how he came to the rescue but gift he is. You are 

one of many people I know these days who are faced with painful choices. Yours affect so many 

people though. The individuals I'm thinking of have a common problem...taking care of 

themselves amid difficult times. I'm reminded of advice given to those who work for others in 

refugee camps, anywhere they are helping others. "Take care of yourself or you will not be able 

to care for others.” 

Do that and follow the Spirit's leading.  

Be blessed as you are blessing.......... 
 

••• 
 

Hi Gerry, I haven't responded to any of your journals for some time, but I have been following 

them closely, and I, for sure, have noticed this gradual need to slowly disengage yourself from 

Santa Chiara in some ways. The day-to-day management has also gradually transitioned to 

Haitian direction by Gabens and your new life soul mate, Steph. It is an entirely normal and 

expected action on your part at your stage of life.  You must replenish your energies and the all-

important spiritual needs which have emerged during these last years. … There are times when 

we must start…with acts of mercy for ourselves. Over time we renew our strength and energy to 

reach out more fully to others in ways we may not have thought about previously. Please know 

that you, Steph, and Santa Chiara are always in my prayers. 
 

 

••• 
 

 

“God speaks to each of us as he makes us, then walks with us silently out of the night.” 
—RAINER MARIA RILKE 

 

 



Too Hot to Handle 
 

Yesterday Steph and I had to go out for medicine and fruit for the kids. A local market had apples, 

oranges, and grapes. A nearby clinic had the medication we needed. The temperature at 12:30pm 

was 100 degrees. Because their homes are so hot, even at night, many people are electing to sleep 

outdoors. Our overhead fan and to portable floor fans were of little help last night, as they 

essentially blew hot air on us. On our short outing we did not encounter any dangerous 

situations…other then coming too close to buying ice cream. 

 

Domestic Violence 
 

Yesterday morning I was seated at my writing desk at the back of my office when I heard someone 

banging very loudly on a gate that sounded close to us. I sounded like angry hammering of the 

gate. Soon two men were screaming at each other. I got up an looked out the window at the front 

of the office. I could not see anything. I walked to the balcony. Neighbors from the three houses 

on the other side of the street were all emerging from their homes to see what the commotion was 

all about. Quickly, the screaming escalated to a feverish pitch. I half expected to hear gunfire. 

People who were headed down the hill paused. After about 15 tense minutes the yelling tailed 

off. 
 

 

Later we learned that a heavyset, tall man was beating his wife. The son, probably in his early 

20’s tried to get the father to stop hitting his mother. The father kicked the son out of the house. 

The son was banging on the gate pleading with the father to stop hurting his mother. This was 

not a new story to the assembled neighbors. The man has a history of beating his wife. There was 

no one to call. The police do not respond to domestic violence. If there was real violence, the 

police might respond to a plea for help…if they had gas in their patrol cars.  
 

 

No was going to do anything.  
 

 

In our first year the mother of four kids who lived with us routinely was beaten by her common 

law husband. She often sought a few hours of refuge inside the safety of Santa Chiara. The man 

hated me and claimed I was trying to steal his kids.  
 

 

Haiti is not a great place for poor, uneducated women who are often used and abused. 
 

 

 

 

 

A few photos…. 



 
Moïse and Naïca 

 
 

 
Clare Marie Straub 


