
October 22, 2020 

They Give Her Five Bullets 
 

Last weekend I wrote about the commemoration of the death of the first Emperor of Haiti. 

Thankfully, the promise of wide-spread violence did not materialize. There was plenty of 

disruption to life and getting about the city was complicated. People were afraid and very 

cautious. One person was killed. A woman police officer. A staff member said, “They gave her 

five bullets, three in the back and two in the head.” A rather unique way of expressing the tragic 

shooting. 

 

Stinky Poo 
 

Last Sunday, one of the two toilets on the first floor was backed up. No one could unclog it. The 

guys tried a few remedies on Monday. No luck. On Tuesday, a crew came to clean out the sceptic 

tank, which was filled. It was so full it filled the truck. They had to leave to empty it and return 

to finish the job. They also ran their big hose into the bathroom and sucked up all the fecal material 

plugging up the toilet.  
 

The two visits cost $340 in cash. I had to use money from my emergency cash funds. The emptying 

of the sceptic tank created such a dreadful odor all the kids moved to the far side of the property. 

The photos don’t stink.  

 

 
 

 

 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

Banking Changes 
 

The first checking account we opened in Haiti was at the Sogebank in Port-au-Prince. Ecarlatte, 

Billy, and I were joint holders of the account. Billy wrote all the checks, mostly for payroll. We 

each had a debit card. In time, we dropped Ecarlatte from the account because of misuse of the 

card. I removed myself because I did not want to indicate on my federal tax return that I had a 

foreign bank account. For many years, Billy was the sole signatory on the account. I long realized 

this was not good, but I lacked the time and patience to change it. Essentially, each month our 

bookkeeper in Florida wires the funds to cover the payroll for those staff that got paid by check. 

If Billy ran out of cash when I was in Florida, he could use the debit card to withdraw the daily 

limit of $250 from a secure ready teller inside of the Caribbean Market. (Withdrawing cash from 

a ready-teller can be dangerous.) Billy has a program on his computer in which he records all our 

cash expenditures, even the fresh bread we buy every day at the bakery in the slum below us. 

(The daily bread for the kids’ breakfast cost 1,500 gourdes, which a few months ago amounted to 

about $12.50 but now costs $25 in US funds.) 
 

When Billy was out for two days last week because of his being robbed, we were in a pickle as 

we had no access to the checks. A few weeks prior, I had Patrick research opening a new checking 

account at a different bank. I wanted an account in the name of Santa Chiara, with at least three 

signatories. No bank would do this because we lacked the proper paper work. (We are working 

on getting the proper governmental approval, but it could take another six months. Nothing 

moves quickly in Haiti.) I decided to open a new account that was held jointly by three top staff 



members, namely Billy (President), Patrick (Vice President), and Jarline (weekend day 

supervisor) one of whom would always be at SCCC. They went to the bank and were told they 

had to present proof of their address. Billy had the car registration with his address. Patrick and 

Jarline went to a government office and got a form verifying their address. (Getting those forms 

ate up three hours.) The three of them went to the bank on Tuesday. I gave them $50 to open the 

account. As they got out of the car after the trip to the bank, I knew there was yet another road 

block. The proof they presented was not good enough. They each had to get a certificate from the 

Mayor of Delmas. They went to the Mayor’s office. They learned it would cost 1,500 gourdes ($25) 

for each certificate. Moreover, they needed $250 to open an account. On Wednesday morning I 

gave Billy the $250 from the emergency cash and the $75 for the certificates. Robenson called a 

friend in the Mayor’s office to expediate the process of acquiring the certificates, which normally 

would take two to three days. (A bribe could make it go quicker.) 
 

Once this account is open, we will close the Sogebank account and transfer any remaining funds 

to the new bank. Billy, Patrick, and Jarline will each get debit cards, which will be locked in my 

safe until needed. It is my plan to put extra cash into the account so that we can pay some bills by 

check. It would be nice if I could wire transfer the cash I carry to Haiti each month. But that would 

mean I would have to go to the bank to withdraw cash for the month. It would mean spending 

at least an hour in the bank. Long lines and very tight security are a reality at all banks in Haiti. 

The tellers have antiquated methods of recording a transaction. They hand stamp endless pieces 

of paper. But worse than the time wasted, people who make large withdrawals are often robbed 

soon after leaving the bank. Tellers call accomplices on the street to identify customers carrying 

a lot of cash. I personally know someone who was killed in a robbery minutes after making a 

large withdrawal.  
 

I wrote all the above before they returned from the bank. They did not get back until 4:30pm. 

They were out for nearly eight hours. And it was not a complete success. Patrick’s passport had 

expired, so it was not a valid for of ID. The government ID document he had was not acceptable 

either. So, Billy and Jarline are the only names on the account. Patrick can be added later when 

he secures the proper ID, but there will be an added fee. The part that upset me was the news 

they did not get a debit card. I said to Billy and Patrick, in a testy manner, the debit card was an 

essential part of getting the new account with three names. They said because they opened the 

account in US dollars, no debit card could be issued because debit card transactions are in 

gourdes. They will now have to go back to the bank and change it to a gourde-based account. Or, 

keep the Sogebank account (which is gourde-based) and add Patrick and Jarline. They think it 

best to keep both accounts. Endless hours wasted without the proper outcome. 
 

I share all this to give you a little insight of how hard it is to get anything done in Haiti. Simple 

things become maddening things.   
 

On Wednesday, a staff member, Linda, who mostly spends her time doing the laundry by hand, 

told me her daughter was sick. She wanted me to take the child to the hospital. I told her I could 

not do so. I did not want the child to come into Santa Chiara as I did not know the nature of her 

illness or if it was contagious. So, I gave her 5,000 gourdes (about $85), which should cover the 

tests and medication needed. She wanted to know if it was a loan. She only makes $120 a month. 

I told her it was a gift. As I say over and over again, the need is endless.  


