
December 20, 2020 

A Vacation Day 
 

I was on vacation yesterday. I spent most of the day in the car with Patrick. I told him it was a 

vacation day because I was out of my office. Our first chore was to visit the business where we 

purchased the generator. We had to pay for the next three service visits from the store technician, 

which is required to keep the warranty in effect. We returned to the area where there was a big 

shootout on Friday. All had returned to normal. Except for a high degree on police presence, 

including armored vehicles pot-marked with dents from bullets. We heard stories before leaving 

Santa Chiara of employees being caught in the middle of gun battles and having to dodge bullets. 

If they made bullet dodging an Olympic sport, Haitians would win a gold medal. 
 

We spent nearly an hour in the store renewing our service contract. It cost $475 for three monthly 

service calls. We then went to a supermarket to change $200 in US currency into gourdes. We got 

70 gourdes for a dollar. Two days earlier we got 80 gourdes. The exchange rate continues to 

fluctuate. The staff now wants to be paid in US dollars so they could search for the highest 

exchange rate. 
 

At one point we got stuck behind a police pick up truck. On seats in the bed of the truck, there 

were four heavily armed police. Each had a hand gun and a machine gun. They wore helmets 

and bullet-proof vests and their entire faces were covered. They looked like they were ready to 

invade the Dominic Republic. They would stop when they saw a car coming toward them that 

had darkened windows. The four cops jumped off the truck and surrounded the car. The search 

and document inspection took from between five to ten minutes, tying traffic in both directions 

in knots. I said to Patrick, “Do you think it is a good idea to be stopped directly behind the police 

vehicle…I mean if someone shoots at them, we’ll be in the crossfire.”  
 

When we got home, we met with the new electrician. He brought two assistants with him. They 

did a thorough review of all the systems. They spent time on the roof checking out the wiring 

from the solar panels. He gave us a list of parts we needed to get. While they re-wired the 

connection between the main house and the control room, Patrick and I headed for a huge 

construction/hardware store. They had six of the eight items we needed. We headed for another 

store, but we got tied up in a maddening traffic jam. We spent 25 minutes without moving. It took 

nearly an hour to travel a distance that should have taken 15 minutes. Motorcycle taxis and some 

tap-taps drove on the sidewalks, which had plenty of pedestrians. I found it fun to watch. Pure 

chaos and craziness. By the time we got past the traffic jam, it was too late to get to the second 

store. 
 

Meanwhile, the electricians completed the rewiring from the solar panels and the control room. 

On Monday, Mackenson and I will go to a nearby store for the two parts we couldn’t get, plus for 

additional parts. The electricians will return on Monday to complete the job. When it is done, we 

will be on solar power during the day and generator power for most of the night. We will save 

money on diesel fuel and need less frequent service calls for the generator. 
 

The kids will be off from school next week. So, it will be the return of nonstop noise. We have 

nearly finished getting a gift for each child and the children of staff members. Let the wrapping 

begin. The Christmas tree is up and decorated. The excitement among the kids is mounting.   


