
September 2, 2020 

The Crazy Transition 
 

Last Saturday I wrote about the crazy transition I make each month coming from Haiti to Florida. 

Here is a photographic illustration of the transition. The first picture is of the garbage dump we 

pass on the way to the airport. The second photo was taken on the mainland of Ft. Pierce. 
 

 
 

 
 

Even crazier is the fact that I miss Haiti and the kids. 

 

African Art 
 

At the corner of a major intersection on the mainland of Ft. Pierce, there is a store carrying African 

art, all of it handmade. Outside the store, they always put large, colorful wood carvings. I usually 

avoid this intersection because of the slow traffic, but on my way to church on Sunday mornings 



I do drive past the store and I always think that someday I need to visit the store. Yesterday 

afternoon, on my way to the podiatrist, I did stop. It was like entering another universe. In fact, 

as I entered, a distinguished looking older Black man said, with a slight French accent, “Welcome 

to Africa.” I told him I had been two Africa five times. We ended up having a wonderful 

conversation about Haiti. He asked me if I could come back, not to shop, but to just talk. He said, 

“You put many ideas in my head. You made my day.” Here are some of the pieces in the store. 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



The time with the podiatrist was far less fun. He gave me another injection in my heel to relieve 

the pain. But the bottom line is that I must stop wearing sandals and wear shoes with a special 

arch support insert. I wore the shoes for a few days on the last trip, but I found them so 

cumbersome and uncomfortable that I returned to my sandals. I need to be more faithful to the 

foot-stretching exercise and only were the special shoes. I have not worn shoes in five years. In 

Haiti, I go barefoot whenever I am on the second floor. Those days are over. The plantar fasciitis 

is a chronic condition. It will not get better with wearing proper footwear. Even then, it can flair 

up again. 
 

As to the dermatologist in the morning, the biopsy the took last time did not reveal anything 

ominous. While the persistent, constant scratching has stopped thanks to the new medication. It 

was tortuous and I was delighted it was over. However, there is new skin problem similar to 

what many of the kids have. The need to scratch is more intermittent. Clearly my skin, especially 

my arms, legs, and stomach, is irritated. Also, the doctor noticed my scratching my forehead and 

scalp. She said that was a different condition. The bottom line is I was given four different 

medications to treat the problems. I pulled down my mask to show the doctor a bump on the tip 

of my noise. She said it was probably nothing serious, but it was best to check it out. She took a 

biopsy of the spot. 
 

 
 

Add in a post office run and some administrative chores, it was just another day without rest or 

relaxation. I did enjoy a ten-minute WhatsApp video call with five kids. It was wonderful to see 

their beautiful smiling faces. We ended the with our normal Spanish farewell…and lots of giggles. 
 

Despite our imperfections and faults, Santa Chiara is a beautiful place, a loving home. I wish I 

could return today. I am looking forward to spending time with Dr. Dumarsais on Friday. 
 

Patrick wrote to me last night to give me a report on the day’s activity. He mentioned that he and 

Billy were driving about on errands they encountered demonstrations that were “a little scary.” 

If he felt they were scary they must have been very dangerous. 


