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My New Boss 
 

Suddenly, a little puppy dictates my day. On Sunday night, Bene slept on the couch with me. 

Before lights out, she was circling in a way that indicated she wanted to pee. I put some toweling 

paper on the floor. Within seconds she peed on it. I woke up at 4:00am. I went to the bathroom. 

Bene followed me. She follows me everywhere…even up and down the stairs to the first floor. It 

was clear she needed to pee. I left the bathroom and Bene followed me. I walked down the back 

stairs. She followed me. It took a minute or two before she wandered off to the garden dirt. She 

peed. I went back upstairs and she followed me. When I returned to my office to send the Journal, 

she followed me…and sat on my lap as I worked. After I went to the kitchen to get more coffee. 

When I returned to my desk, I resumed working. In the few minutes I ignored her, Bene began 

chewing the electrical cord leading to the lamp. Once daylight broke through the darkness of 

night, I tricked her into following me downstairs. It seemed as if she knew I was going to trick 

her. It was a battle of wits…and I was losing to a puppy. I managed to run up the stairs faster 

than her…and closed the door. She yelped for a few minutes before one of the kids distracted her. 
 

 
 

Everything 
 

We live in a 

society of acceleration, 

of acquiring more and more 

of everything. 
 

If we have less 

of everything 

everything will 

be bigger. 

 



A Home for Bene 
 

Yesterday, a Journal reader responded to the Journal by suggesting I get a small kennel for Bene. 

Great idea. But where do I get one in Haiti. Around 9:00am I went downstairs. I sat on the bench 

at the back of the yard. As I waited for Baby to come with me to Petionville for a quick shopping, 

I noticed a few of the pre-teen girls (Ally, Izzy, and Wally) working on some kind of project at the 

stone table and sitting. They were cutting up a card board box. Gradually I began to see they were 

actually making a house for Bene. I’ll let the photos tell the story. 
 

 
 

At first, I thought their project ended with this simple box. But then the girls began to decorate it. 

 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

The girls really showed their creativity and ingenuity as they loving created a home for Bene. 
 

As I took those photos, I was not feeling well. I had a sore throat, sniffles, a head ache, and, worst 

of all, I felt a bit dizzy. A smart person would have gone back to bed and rested. I drove to 

Petionville. There were things we really needed. Gabens was busy at a hearing to resolve a 

complaint from an employee we fired. The meeting was held at an agency that handles employee 

complaints. We had an open and shut case against the employee. She was just trying to threaten 

or intimidate us with this action. She was supposed be at the meeting to offer her case. She did 

not show up. It was a waste of Gabens time. 
 

By the time I got home from my shopping task, I really felt sick. I retreated to my office and laid 

down on the couch. I feel asleep for three hours. The rest was interrupted by a few times with 

messages from Dr. Deluc. He was offering me advice what to do. I felt too sick to do what he 

suggested. I asked him to call Gabens. He gave Gabens some medication to get for me. He came 

to Santa Chiara after his shift at the hospital ended. Be brought a nurse with him. He wanted to 

examine my throat but there was no tongue depressor in the clinic. Nurse Rose sterilized a fork 

and they used the handle of the fork as a tongue depressor. But the handle was still hot from the 

sterilization. Ouch!!! I joked by questioning they really graduated from a medical school. It was 

determined a had a bad head cold. I recalled how the day before I spent a good deal of time with 

the toddlers, one of whom had a runny nose. The nurse that came with Deluc gave me my B-12 

injection. By the time they left I was feeling a bit better. 
 

I went downstairs to check on Bene. I did not feel good enough to deal with her overnight. So, 

Bene spent the night on an upper bunk with Ally and Christella. I hung out for a little time to see 

if Bene would tolerate this move. She was just curled up next to Ally. Ally was all smiles. I actually 

wrote most of this Journal this morning. After I send it, I will go see what happened overnight 

with Bene. It would be great if Bene became Ally and the kids’ dog. 



 
I brought a English picture dictionary with me from Florida. The kid love learning. 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 


