
September 14, 2020 

A Nervous Drive 
 

Yesterday morning, Baby and I went to the Caribbean Market. We left at 8:15am. The idea was 

that id we got out early it would be safe and we would not encounter any protests. About half 

way up the mountainside, we have to make a choice: take the winding back road or take the main 

road. The main road is a straight shot and during off hours and on Sunday morning it is usually 

faster. The back way is slower, thanks to lots of turns, but it is safer and usually quicker despite 

being a longer distance. We took the main road. If the threat of protests is in the air, the main road 

becomes more dangerous because there is no way out of trouble. We passed the charred remains 

of a car that probably had been torched overnight. When we got close to Petionville the road 

became jammed with cars. I became nervous as I had no escape if violence erupted. Nothing 

happened. We simply inched our way along. But I was very anxious. This nervousness is what 

wears you down when we are in the midst of ongoing, violent protests. We arrived at the market 

at 8:50am. I was surprised to see the parking lot was already jammed. Everyone had the same 

idea. Get out early. Get what you need. And get back home as quickly as possible. Within an hour 

we were on our way home. We encountered no difficulties on the drive. 
 

The Return of Jingle Bells 
 

Nearly a week before I left for Florida in late August, Jingle Bells the Car disappeared. We had 

not seen him for days. After I returned on September 9th, there was still news about the cat. 

Someone speculated he had moved into the house across the street where a female cat resides. I 

thought perhaps some animal killed him. I did not like hearing that Haitian sometimes eat cats. 

On Friday, Jingle Bells suddenly appeared. I hear him crying out side the door to my quarters. I 

opened the door and walked to where I used to have his dishes. Just earlier I tossed a bag of dry 

cat food, thinking I had no use for it. I fished it out of the garbage. In the past, Jingle Bells refused 

to eat dry cat food once he had feasted on the canned food. He was so hungry on Friday he ate a 

big helping of dry food. Then he followed me around as if he had never left. Jumping on my lap, 

trying to help me type, swatting at my foot as I walked. He was he old annoying self. As I typed 

this on yesterday afternoon, he was asleep at my feet.   

 



During Jingle Bells three-week hiatus/vacation/exile he grew a lot. After floor nap, he moved 

upstairs to my lap for more nap time. 

 

 
 

Time Apart 
 

Yesterday after shopping and an aggravating encounter with a staffer, I decided to sequester 

myself in my office. But I knew the bell would never stop ringing. So, I made a sign and taped it 

to the door…an amazingly the bell never rung. 
 

 


