
November 19, 2020 

Burning Tires 
 

Yesterday, when I went downstairs to head to the sisters, I noticed something was not right. None 

of the kids were in their school uniforms. Jinette came up to me and asked, “Dad, you go to the 

sisters?” I said yes. She asked, “Can I come with you.” It was too early to get into the difference 

between “can” and “may,” so I asked, “You need to go to school.” She said, “School is closed 

today.” I aid she could come. By then I was surrounded by kids, wanting kisses and hugs and 

also wanted to come with me. I said I could only take one child and Jinette was the first to ask. 

Once I was out on the streets, I again felt something was wrong: there were virtually no cars and 

few pedestrians. I then recalled that 18 November was an historically important day in Haiti and 

it would be marked by lots of protests and violence. I thought perhaps I should turn around. But 

the days of forecast troubles, the protests start later in the day. 
 

After Mass, Fr. Tom said that all banks and schools were closed. He anticipated massive protests 

and streets being blocked. He said to one of the sisters, “Please don’t be burning tires today.” The 

sister laughter. The thought of sisters in their distinctive habit made known worldwide by Mother 

Teresa setting tires on fire to block traffic was truly ludicrous. We made it home without incident. 
 

On Tuesday, a girl who attends the Adventist school told me that a teacher slapped a child who 

disobeyed. She did not say that the disobeying child was a Santa Chiara kid or not. What she did 

say really caught me by surprise. She said she went up to the teacher and said: “My dad said it is 

never right to hit someone.” She could not articulate the teacher’s response. I was delighted that 

my message of nonviolence had penetrated some of our kids. The girl knew that no adult at Santa 

Chiara would slap a child. 
 

Scooooooore!!!! 
 

Yesterday, at the age of 73, I scored my first soccer goal. I then went on a hot streak, scoring four 

more goals. I must confess the net was empty as the four-year-old goalie had wandered off. I had 

fun. I’d roll the tape of the scoring binge, but ESPN was delayed in traffic and missed the match. 
 

Good News 
 

COVID-19 IMMUNITY MAY LAST FOR YEARS. A group of researchers from California’s La 

Jolla Institute of Immunology, among other institutions, found that most of the coronavirus 

patients studied had enough antibodies in their system to fight off the virus eight months after 

infection. That slow rate of decline indicates the antibodies may stick around for several years. 

Although the study has not yet been peer-reviewed or published in an academic journal, The 

New York Times labeled it the most comprehensive analysis of COVID-19 immunity to date. 
 

My internist in Florida, himself a Covid-19 survivor, has been telling me for many months that I 

was immune for catching the virus again for at least a year or more. I doubted him because I had 

heard over and over again that the antibodies would not last long. I am extremely careful about 

protecting myself and others by following all the recommended guidelines, especially when I 

travel to Florida. 

 



 
This is the slum below us. 

 
 

 

 



 
Below all those tin roofs is a maze of public markets. It is an adventure to shop there. 

 

 
This photo was taken from my bathroom window. 

The thick black smoke is from burning tires blocking the road in protest. 

 

 

 

 



 
These goats live in the alley below my office windows. 

 


