
October 16, 2020 

Doctor Papa and the Great Chase 
 

Early Tuesday morning I was in the kitchen cleaning up my coffee brewer when there was a loud 

knock on the door. It was two kids escorting Clare Marie, who knee was bleeding from a nasty 

fall. I unlocked the clinic door. Naica lifted Clare up onto the exam table as I put on my plastic 

gloves. I cleaned the cut. I could not find any gauze or tissue to apply the iodine. I looked around 

and spotted a coffee filter. It worked. After the cut was cleaned and medicated, I put on a band 

aid. Clare Marie never cried. 
 

I was down in the yard earlier in the morning, just as they were getting ready to serve breakfast. 

Many of the older girls were in the kitchen helping with the preparation of the scrambled eggs. 

Walencia scoped up a portion of eggs and placed it on a plate. Widline added bread to the plate. 

Other older girls served the plates to the younger kids. It was nice to see. 
 

As usual the toddlers surrounded me. Peter Francis and Baby Ruth each had a strong hold on one 

of my legs. I broke free and started running from them. They followed as I zig-zagged in an effort 

to avoid them. Soon four or five additional toddlers joined the chase. It was getting harder and 

harder to avoid getting captured. All the other kids and many of the adults laughed at the big 

chase. Eventually, Baby Ruth cornered me and grabbed hold of my right leg.  
 

Afterward I could feel out of breath. My foot was not bothering me. It was fun. 
 

For some reason, Vanderson thought the “party” the kids staged on Sunday with an elaborate 

meal was in honor of my birthday. (My birthday is in late March.) So, he made me a birthday 

card in the form of a cartoon featuring him and me. 
 

 



 
Notice the incredible detail of his imagined scene. 

He is handing me a gift. 

I say, “Merci, Vanderson.” 

In his caption above he asks, “Are you happy Dad.” 

I often wear my baseball cap on backwards, which he reflects in his drawing. 

Vanderson is very smart, very creative. 
 

 



Shopping and a Shooting 
 

Due to his having been robbed inside his own home, Billy was not at work on Monday and 

Tuesday. That meant I had to be pressed into duty driving all over the city with Patrick getting 

necessary supplies. My presence was not important. What was important was the credit card in 

my wallet. On Monday, I charged $1,100 in food and household materials at the Eagle Market.  
 

Tuesday our external chore list was much more extensive. It began with a short trip to a small 

local supermarket for some items that were left off Monday’s shopping list. We spent $135, mostly 

for soap to do the laundry. We brought the purchases home so the ladies could do the laundry. 

Then it was off to buy drinking water dispenser that holds a five-gallon jug of pure water. The 

kids broke the one near the kids sleeping quarters. We got a good deal on a floor model. We 

spotted folding chairs on sale for 20% off. We really needed a dozen chairs. I bought four. The 

cost for the water cooler and chairs came to $386.  
 

Then we had to go to the store where we bought the big generator. We have a service contract 

with the company. If the company services the generator, they would cover any breakdowns that 

occur. Patrick wanted to pay for the next three months of service and include all the things the 

service person would need, such as oil and filters. The three service calls cost $486. As we were 

getting out of the car, which we had parked in their parking lot, we heard gunfire. I had just 

stepped out of the car. Knowing the sound of nearby gunfire, I instinctively slide down behind 

the inside of the door for protection, as I had no idea where the gunfire was coming from. After 

leaving the store, we saw as we pulled out of the parking lot that a man had been shot just a few 

feet from the front of the store.  
 

Next up was a search for gas. All the gas stations near us were all out gas. So, we grabbed some 

lunch and went home to eat and check on how things were going. After lunch we drove to a big 

gas station near the U.S. Embassy, which was about a 30-minute drive. We filled 12 five-gallon 

jugs of diesel fuel, 5 ten-gallon jugs of gasoline, plus filled the old Xterra with gas. The total cost 

was 17,165 gourdes or $286 in US currency. Just a few months ago, the same amount of fuel would 

have cost $143. So, you can see the cost basic necessities has doubled in just a few months. It is 

insane. People, especially poor people, are really hurting. One such poor person works for us. 
 

When we got home, Nurse Rose told Patrick and me that one of the staff ladies, Hulda, had a 

problem. She is very pregnant. Her rent is due on her small apartment. She does not have the 

money. She needed $500. The deflated value of the gourde suddenly put Hulda’s apartment out 

of her reach. I simply did not have $500 in cash to spare. The rent is for a full year. I told Hulda 

to ask the landlord if she could pay $250 (for half the year) now, and the other half after the baby 

is born. The hope was the landlord would not throw a pregnant woman out of her home. 
 

So, our four chore destinations on Tuesday cost us $1,293. Add in Monday’s shopping and I 

charged just under $2,300 in two days. We also purchased with cash drinking water and water 

for household use that cost a combined $189.  

 

 



The Return of Elana (Briefly) 
 

When we came home for lunch on Tuesday, someone was seated just inside the gate waiting to 

speak with me. It was Elana, a former child at Santa Chiara. Her mother was an employee, who 

had a life-threatening infection which required a $2,000 emergency surgery to save her life. I was 

happy that we had the resources to save her life, happy that Elana did not lose her mother. Yet, 

the mother and daughter exhibited behavior that forced us to ask then to leave Santa Chiara. Still, 

Elana, who acted as if she were older then she was, who clearly had more “life” experience than 

the other girls and was not a good influence on them, I still had a warm spot for her, or more 

specifically her younger self. I once made her the supervisor of the second-floor kitchen. She kept 

it clean and I taught her how to grill me fish and do other simple kinds of cooking.  
 

Elana told me that she was tossed out of the government school because her mom could not pay 

the school fees, which came to about $60. She wanted to know if I could give her mom her job 

back so she could pay the school fees. Hiring her mother was not going to be possible. Elana was 

hungry. I brought her upstairs and gave her something to eat. While Elana understood a little 

English, I had someone come upstairs and translate for me. I gave her the tuition money and a 

little extra for food. I told her that if she ever has a problem or gets into any kind of trouble, she 

can come to me and I’d try to help her. Here is a photo I took of her after giving her the money 

that would allow her to continue in school, albeit a poor government school. She wants to learn. 

I had to help her.   
 

 
 

As I typed this Journal entry, I heard loud gunfire outside my window. 



No Security 
 

On Wednesday night, a staff member did something that truly upset me. I was angry. I yelled. It 

was completely justified anger and yelling. It had been a long, hard day. I decided to take a walk. 

I very rarely walk outside our walls. When I do it is usually a short walk to Baby and Carla’s 

apartment. They have a balcony that looks over the slum below us. Sunsets are beautiful from it. 

But on Wednesday night, I began to walk up the hill leading out of our neighborhood. Along our 

wall, seven or eight men were seated up against our will. It is a nightly hangout spot for many of 

the area men. I waved, said good evening in Creole and began walking. When the men saw I was 

about to walk out of our immediate area, one of them yelled, “Mr. Gerry stop.” He ran toward 

me. He pointed ahead of us and said in Creole, “No security.” I understood his message. I walked 

back to the wall and stood among the men. I thanked them for stopping me. At this point, one of 

the staff came out looking for me. The staffer translated what the guy who stopped me wanted 

to tell me. Earlier in the day four people had been shot and killed on the streets. Another six 

people had been kidnapped. I asked if it was safe to drive to Petionville on Thursday. They said 

the streets are very dangerous and I could be kidnapped. I asked if they could kidnap me while 

I’m driving in my car. He said they would stop the car and pull me out of it. 
 

This is Haiti at the present time. The plunging exchange rate is choking the life out of the poor 

and the streets have become frighteningly dangerous for everyone. 

 

 
A photo I took with Baby’s cell phone on Wednesday night, just after sunset. 


