
September 28, 2020 

Earthquake Memories 
 

Saturday was the 23rd anniversary of the terrible earthquake that hit Assisi, destroying many 

buildings in the ancient city. I was in Rome at the time teaching at the Pontifical Gregorian 

University. Even in that solid building we could feel the earthquake. Days later, I was on a train 

to Assisi. It was a quick trip; I returned that night. A year later, on October 10, 1998, I returned to 

Assisi for a week of reflection and a closer look at the damage. What I saw became part of the 

ending of my book The Sun & Moon Over Assisi. I was given the rare privilege of going inside the 

partially destroyed interior of the upper Basilica of St. Francis. I was horrified and shocked by 

what I saw. The last time I was in the church was just a week before the earthquake. Then it was 

radiant with beauty and intoxicated my being. A year later it looked like a construction site. It 

was ugly, dark, ominous. The walls were covered with scaffolding. The once bright, vivid frescoes 

loving painted by Giotto had lost their luster. They were still covered with thick particles 

concrete, plaster, and stone caked into the walls by the force of the explosion after part of the 

ceiling collapsed onto the floor. The basilica reopened in late 1999. Assisi recovered from its 

earthquake. Port-au-Prince has not. 

 

Power Outage 
 

Yesterday at shortly after 6:00am, I went into the kitchen. I tried to wash the coffee pot, but there 

was no water. I called downstairs to have the guys run the water pump. One of the men said, 

“Mr. Gerry, I have a problem with the generator. I try to fix it. This is why there is no water.” The 

subtext was: there will be no water anytime soon. This is life in Haiti…and compared to most 

Haitians, we live on Easy Street.  
 

Off in the distance, I heard gunfire. 
 

At 6:40am, Mackenson rang my bell. He said he was sorry but he could not start the generator. 

There was little hope anyone could come to fix it anytime soon. I knew that at some point we 

would lose power. At 7:30am, the guys hooked up the small gas generator to the water pump. So 

at least there will be water for the kids to bathe. At 9:20am, the generator was working. 

Mackenson watched some video on YouTube and figured out how to fix the problem, which was 

some kind of automatic security shut down. About 30 minutes later, we lost all power. The culprit 

was some piece of equipment in our electrical power control room. It took about 20 minutes to 

correct the problem. 
 

Mother and Child 
 

Almost a year ago, a child was born in Cité Soleil. The mother was my first friend during the early 

days of Santa Chiara; she clearly was the best worker we had. She signed control of her two-year 

old daughter to me, making me the child’s father. The woman had great conflicts with the woman 

who was the director at the time; so, she quit. That child was Judeline. The mother is, of course, 

Emmanuella. The newborn baby, born on October 4, 2019, is Francesca. Her mother asked me to 

give her new child her name. Francesca was my obvious choice. When Francesca was born there 



was much unrest, much shooting and killing in Cité Soleil. It was extremely dangerous to enter 

the slum. Yet, every other day, I drove into the slum to bring Emmanuella fresh water, diapers, 

baby formula, and to make sure she was OK. It was at this time that I learned that Emmanuella 

was Jarline’s sister. Jarline came with me on those dangerous missions deep inside the slum. After 

seeing the miserable conditions in which Emmanuella lived, I was determined to move mother 

and child out of the extremely dangerous slum. They now live in the Santa Chiara apartments, 

along with the grandmother, Judeline (6), three sisters, Herla (23), Stephania (7), and Sabina (3), 

as well as a cousin, a boy name Isaac (12). Recently, Emmanuella’s older daughter, a 12-year-old 

named Carine moved in. It is a full house. And a family reunited and living in safety and security.   
 

Yesterday, just days before Francesca turns one, Emmanuella brought her child to Santa Chiara. 

Francesca was so cute sitting in her little chair, I took many photographs. 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 
Santa Chiara has made a huge difference in Francesca’s young life.  

It is what we do. Thanks to you. 
 



 

 
Madame Brenda working with the kids on Sunday morning. 

 

 
Madame Polycarne, one of our many laundry workers. All the clothes are washed by hand. 



 
It continues to rain virtually every night. 

This photo was taken on Saturday evening. 

The bright lights are from the airport. 

 

I return to the Sunshine State tomorrow. Normally, the flight departs at 10:00am. But tomorrow, 

it leaves for Ft. Lauderdale at 1:30pm. The later departure means I might not make it back to Ft. 

Pierce in time to collect the mail from the P.O. box before the post office closes. 


