
September 30, 2021 

Burning Trash, a Long Line, and an Interesting Possibility 
 

I had to go to the airport on Tuesday to get my covid test in order to board today’s flight to 

Florida. The road to the airport is divided by a barrier; there are two lanes in either direction. The 

road is littered with potholes, some of which are deep craters. One big pot-hole was filled with 

so much water it looked like a lake. On the side of the road going toward the airport there is 

mountain of totting trash. Somehow, the mountain collapsed and the trash covered the road right 

up to the barrier. The road was completely blocked. Not to worry, all cars and trucks just took 

the other side of the road, turning it into a two-way street. There were no police to direct traffic. 

There was no one from the city to move the trash.  
 

Robenson was driving me; neither of us said anything about the road covered with smoldering 

trash. We’ve seen it all. No point asking: Who lets this happen? We know that no one is charge, 

that the leadership of Haiti does not care about the people, is not concerned about the suffering 

and endless hardships of daily life. Most counties make sure the road from an international 

airport is well maintained. Not Haiti. Within ten minutes of leaving the airport any new visitor 

to Haiti would know they had landed in a nightmarish place.  
 

When I arrived at the testing location, the line was long. There are six stages in the process. First, 

you check-in by filling out simple form in which you declare you have not had any covid 

symptoms during the last 14 days. You also provide basic contact info. You leave with the form 

signed by the staff as well as a number indicting you place in the line of people being served. I 

was number 88. Then you get in a line. Second, ten people at a time are allowed to leave the check-

in area and cross the street to the actual testing site. Third, you present your form and passport 

to one of three clerks. They enter the info into a computer. You then take your place in a line to 

enter the back door of bus that serves as the medical center. Fourth: you enter the back of the bus 

where you encounter two clerks who will process your payment, either by credit card of cash. 

The cost is $87.00. Fifth, you move forward in the bus where two medical technicians actually 

administer the test, taking a swab from your nostril. Sixth, you exit the front of the bus and take 

a seat and wait about 20 minutes for one of four clerk to call your name and give you a document 

with your test result. Depending upon the number of people in line when you arrive, the entire 

process takes between 35 minutes and 50 minutes…in the heat of the day.    
 

It was when I was about to enter the fourth stage when the story took an unexpected and even 

exciting turn. I was standing among dozens of Haitians. It was hot. Some were worried they 

would miss their flight. All the chatter was in Creole…except for two young ladies who spoke in 

English. They were both Haitians living in the United States. They had an 11:30am flight. It was 

about 10:20am. They had ticket number higher than mine. I offered to let them go ahead of me. 

They were grateful. Then the chatter grew more agitated and louder, as word was spreading that 

the credit card machine was broken and so we all had to pay cash. Ugh. I did not have the cash 

to pay for my test. I wanted to kick myself because before I left my office I had the thought to take 

cash with me. I never paid by cash before, yet this thought to take Haitian gourdes with me 

crossed my mind…and I ignored.  
 



Still, I stayed calm. I tried calling Gabens to have him come with cash. The phone would not work. 

I worked my way to the front of the line and into a space where I could look into the back door 

of the bus. I spotted a woman cashier who knows me. Readers might recall how I had a covid test 

on my birthday last March. The cashier noted it was my birthday. She and the other cashier sang 

Happy Birthday to me. We joke about it all the time. I decided I would just wait and enter the bus 

and hope for the best. My hunch was the women would help me. 
 

When I arrived at their desks, I said, "I don't have cash. You know me. Please let me complete the 

test and I'll come back in an hour with the cash. I don't want to start the whole process over 

again.” The woman smiled and told me not to worry. She said I could pay via the internet. I said 

I had no access to the internet. She said, "I do." Within two minutes the receipt was printing out. 

She had to fill out an additional form for me to sign. Then I understood: paying on-line was more 

complicated and more time-consuming and they just were not going to do it...except for me. She 

didn’t do it because I'm a blanc. She did it because she knew about Santa Chiara, that I get the 

test every month, and always engage her in light-hearted conversation. Before she ran the card, I 

asked the two young women if they had enough money for both of them because if they didn’t, 

I’d pay for one of them. They had just enough. That should have been the end of the story. 
 

But, as I waited for the test result, I saw one of the women. There was something about her 

manner and the way she was dressed that gave me the feeling she was an artist. Or crazy. I 

decided to talk with her, mostly because she spoke English. I told her about Santa Chiara. She 

told me about a Haitian friend in the countryside who was caring for two infant twins since their 

mother died but he could no longer care for them and was having a hard time trying to find a 

suitable home for the two boys. Then she said she was a filmmaker. She was a senior at Rutgers 

University in New Jersey studying filmmaking. I mentioned my two dozen poverty 

documentaries, as well as my network television credits. Suddenly film sparks were flying. After 

coming to America, she actually watched General Hospital. But her passion was for documentary 

films. I gave her my business card. She said she would contact me via WhatsApp.  
 

And so she did…on Tuesday evening. She missed her flight to New York because she had huge 

suitcase with film equipment that had to be checked. She was booked on a later flight to Florida 

with a connecting flight to New York. She wrote from Florida between flights. She sent me 16 

messages, plus photos and clips from her films. She actually read articles about my films 

published in The New York Times and the Los Angeles Times. I told her I’d mail her a DVD of my 

Haiti film. She said she would teach me how to download and send a film digitally. She makes 

short documentary films, while I made excruciating long films. We agreed to have further talks 

when I’m in Florida. We are a very long way from any film about Santa Chiara being made in 

collaboration with her. But I was open to be in dialogue with her to see if the possibility exists.     
 

Finally, I have another medical situation in which Dr. Deluc had been doing extensive research. 

It is not serious. I’ll talk about it in a Journal from Florida. On Tuesday night, Deluc sent me pages 

of information about the condition. He said knowing what it is halfway finding to the solution. 

He said we just have to look for the solution. I wrote him saying: "I'll look under the couch while 

you look in medical books." He replied, "You are always joking, even in serious matters." 
 

And now, four fun photos featuring Moïse and Bene. 



 
Moïse helping Naïve with her homework.  

Naïve likes to study in the quiet of the 2nd floor balcony. 
 

 
Moïse took my oximeter off my table.  

He said he wants to be a doctor like Deluc 

and take care of me when I’m really old. 

But after checking the actuarial charts, he realized he’s still be in high school 

when I’d really need medical help, so he’ll study photography instead. 



 
Bene has a new home. It was built by Mackenson. Bene has yet to enter it. 

 

 
Bene dines on the top step of the stairs, where little kids can’t bother her while she eats. 

 

Because of my late arrival tonight in Ft. Pierce, 

there might not be a Journal tomorrow. 

Stop applauding. 

 


