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A Very Good Sign 
 

A Pulse Oximeter is a small device the you insert you index finger into and it measures your 

lung’s oxygen saturation level, that is to say the oxygen levels in your blood. It can rapidly detect 

even small changes in how efficiently oxygen is being carried to the extremities furthest from the 

heart, including the legs and the arms. Bottom line: the purpose of pulse oximetry is to check how 

well your heart is pumping oxygen through your body. 
 

 
 

I confess I really can’t understand all of this. But this I know: when I had covid, the reading was 

82 which was dreadfully bad. The highest it ever got in the 18 months since my recovery from 

the pandemic was 97, which is excellent. When this new infection in my lungs hit, the initial 

reading was 92. I could see on Dr. Stéphanie’s face that this reading really concerned her. Dr. 

Deluc had the same response. They were constantly asking to take a reading. By Tuesday night, 

it ticked up a bit to 93. By yesterday, it hit 95, but dropped back to 94. But this morning, after two 

days of taking the medication, it hit 97, which has been my historic high. This is very good sign. 

I’m still coughing and spitting up mucus, so I’m still using the nebulizer to dispense the 

Budesonide medication to my lungs.  

 

Worrisome News 
 

I wrote the above yesterday morning about 6:15, about a half hour after sending Thursday’s 

Journal. I was excited about the improved reading. But I soon began to have severe and long 

episodes of coughing. Around 9:00am, Dr. Deluc wrote to say he would come check on me during 

the day. I relied by asking he if he knew about what time as I said I needed to go out. He 

immediately responded by writing, “Going out? You are not able to take to the street, Gerry?” 

He quickly followed with this: “You are a problem patient, difficult to handle.” I responded, “OK, 

I’ll stay home.” In truth, I did not feel up to going out…I just needed to escape SCCC, my room, 

the problems, and troublesome staff for an hour.  
 

I went downstairs to check on Bene and the kids. I was relieved last night when the puppy stayed 

with Walencia. She said the dog was happy to be with her and stayed for the entire night. Wally 

really loves the dog. She said she pet his head and he liked it. When Bene saw me, she got really 

excited. She sat on my lap at concrete table and seating area. I was surrounded by five or six of 

the little girls. I told them they had to be responsible for caring for Bene, especially when I am in 



Florida. Wally said she gets very sad when I am away. After about 45 minutes I was feeling weak 

and had begun coughing. I could see my coughing upset the kids. I returned to my office and laid 

down on the couch until Deluc arrived at noon.  
 

He brought two cough medicines. One said: Expectorant Antihistaminique. (nothing is in 

English, but usually understandable (antihistamine). The other said: Prednisolna. I had to take 

three big spoonful’s a day of one of the syrups and one big spoonful in the morning of the other. 
 

My stomach was becoming a pharmacy. 
 

He then told me that I had COPD…Chronic Obstructive Pulmonary Disease. That sounded truly 

frightening. The language barrier made it difficult to understand Deluc. Gabens came to translate. 

Deluc asked Baby to prepare fish and vegetable for me and him. After lunch I checked out COPD 

on the internet. The information was confusing and frightening.  

 

You Do It for Me 
 

Yesterday morning at 8:30am, I received the following message from Dr. Deluc. 
 

Your journal today is deeply inspiring! I particularly like * color blind *. It is a reflection that 

should be published, translated into several languages and read by as many people as possible. 

Especially since we live in a society which is going straight to the abyss and where all values tend 

to collapse. Family, church and school...in short, everyone quits. We remain indifferent in the face 

of the suffering of our neighbor but we cry out that we love Jesus, we pray to him, we implore 

him in times of misfortune and calamity, but we refuse to suffer, we refuse to take up our cross 

as he himself did and prescribed. Personally, as a human being and above all a Christian, I cannot 

remain indifferent to human suffering. Is it not true that God himself makes it known that what 

you do for a brother, you do it for me? 
 

As Deluc was leaving after visiting me and telling me about COPD, he hugged me and said he loved me. 
 

 



Final Thoughts 
 

Yesterday Gabens said that gunfire in Girardoville on Wednesday was so loud that he and his 

pregnant wife could not fall asleep. It lasted at least thirty minutes. 
 

Dr. Steph told me that a test (Spirometry) in the United States that can distinguish between 

asthma and COPD, as both forms of lung problems can be confused by similarity in their 

symptoms. She advised talking all the medications Dr. Deluc gave me until I can be tested in the 

United States. I return to Florida on September 30th…so just need to survive another two weeks. 
 

Long time Journal readers know that I had no history of asthma or any form of lung problems 

before coming to Haiti. It was my belief that being in an environment of burning garbage, tire 

burning protests, and a fleet of very old trucks belching plumes of thick, black smoke made the 

air we breath a toxic nightmare. Within two years of constantly being in Haiti, I had chronic 

asthma, to the point where on a trip to Los Angeles (where I lived at the time) I was unable to 

walk off the plane. I saw a pulmonologist in Pasadena on a regular basis. It wasn’t until I moved 

to Ft. Pierce and found a wonderful semi-retired asthma specialist that the asthma became under 

control. I when I first saw this doctor, my lungs were operating at only 42% of their capacity. 

Within a year, that figure rose to 88%. I wrote the asthma doctor this afternoon and informed him 

of this latest health concern. I sent a copy my internist, who felt I might have pneumonia. The 

COPD news is scary, but pneumonia would be less so as it is treatable. 
 

 
Last night was the third night in a row of severe thunder and lightning storms. 


