
December 2, 2020 

Let’s Fly Away 
 

On Monday afternoon, as I was walking past the window to one of the toddler's rooms, I heard a 

lot of noise. I stopped and looked in. The was one female staffer, Sisi, and she was surrounded by 

7 or 8 wild toddlers jumping on the beds and yelling. She looked overwhelmed. I walked to the 

front of the building and headed for the noisy room. As stood in the doorway, I became the focus 

of the kid’s attention. I entered the room and tried to calm and quiet the kids down. It did not 

work. It seemed I had only cased more chaos. The kids yelled, Papa Gerry.” Some stood on their 

little beds and tried to jump on me.  
 

With the jumping, yelling kids surrounding us, I stood to face to face with Sisi and I said, “Let’s 

leave and catch a plane to Florida.” Her eyes lit up. “Now.” I said, “Yes, let’s just fly away.” I 

could see she failed to understand I was kidding. She was ready to go. I said, “Do you have a 

passport?” She said, “No.” I told her that she can’t fly without a passport, so we were stuck with 

the kids.  
 

Sisi has two kids and lives in a very violent area; it takes her nearly two hours to get to her shack 

of a home. Of course, she was ready to fly away. All Haitians dream of leaving Haiti.  
 

Of course, I did fly away yesterday. In nearly six years, I have never felt more eager to leave. It 

has been a very stressful 22 days. I was physically and emotionally drained.  
 

Yesterday I went downstairs at 6:45am to see the kids before they left for school. All the teen girls 

kissed me goodbye. They wanted to know when I would return. Bency whispered in my ear, 

“Dad, when you come back bring me a T-shirt.” After the kids left for school, Teresa Regina came 

out of the house. When she saw me, she smiled and ran (more like waddled quickly) to me. I 

picked her up and hoisted her high over my head. She laughed. The Peter Francis emerged from 

the house. He wanted me to bend down so he could kiss me. It is these moments that make it 

hard to leave even when I desperately need to leave. 
 

To add to the aggravation of a Haitian airport, the JetBlue luggage inspection system was not 

working. Each bag had to be hand inspected. Every suitcase was opened. I joked with one of the 

boarding agents. His name, no kidding, is Ben Hurr. I knew he was working because when 

Robenson dropped me off I saw Ben’s chariot parked outside the terminal. The flight took off on 

time and landed early. Immigration was empty. When I boarded the flight at 9:30am, the 

temperature in Port-au-Prince was already 85 degrees. When I crossed the bridge in Ft. Pierce the 

temperature on the island was 62 degrees. I was happy for the cool air.  
 

As we drove up Interstate 95, I though about the two-block long mountain of burning garage I 

passed on the drive to the airport. As we crossed the bridge to the island, I felt I really needed to 

see the beauty of nature for a week to offset the brutality of the slums of Port-au-Prince. Every 

day in Haiti, I see an endless parade of people who are hating, hunting, and hurting. It takes its 

tool.  

 


