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Three Women in Need 
 

On Sunday, Baby and I visited the landlady the apartment we rented for “Lilly.” I owed her $300 

for the balance of the year’s rent. We were given the keys. The apartment was painted very nicely. 

I asked about electricity. If a tenant paid 5,000 gourdes ($50), she turns on the electricity for the 

apartment. Yesterday, “Lilly” came to SCCC to pick up the keys. After handing her the keys, I 

drove her to the apartment. Gabens and Robinson came with us for translation help and security. 

 
Afterward, she returned to the slum where she lived. She found a tap-tap driver and he loaded 

all her possessions into the tap-tap and she and her three kids drove off to their new home. When 

she got to the apartment, Lilly called me. Robenson drove me to the apartment. I got out and he 

returned to SCCC. I paid the driver $20. Besides her three kids, “Lilly” had her sister, Cheelove 

and her daughter, along with their mother, with her. Here is a photo of the family: 
 

 
Lily, her mom and her three kids, and Cheelove with her sleeping daughter.  



Cheelove and her daughter will share the apartment with Lilly and her two daughter and her 

son. After I paid the tap-tap driver, I walked back to SCCC with Lilly.  

 
 

Just beyond what you can see there is a very steep uphill walk to the street where SCCC is located. 

The uphill walk was hard for my lungs. When we got to SCCC, I brought Lilly to Gabens’ office. 

He told her that now that she lived closer to us and near transportation to all parts of the city, she 

needed to look for a job. When she is looking for work, her children can stay at SCCC for the day. 

If she is unable to find job, we will help her start her own business, possibly selling water and 

soft drinks on the street. Her is a photo of all of Lily’s worldly possessions: 

 

 
 

As I mentioned in a previous Journal, a reader sent SCCC $1,000 to cover the rent for Lily’s 

apartment. Another Journal reader sent $500 to help Lilly get started in her new life. I gave Lilly 

$100 from that money to buy cleaning and laundry materials as well as some food. I asked the 

kitchen ladies to prepare food for Lilly to take home for her family. On the next page ther is a 

photo of Gabens giving Lilly the food. 



 
 

I end this part of the story with a portrait of Lilly and her kids: 
 

 



Upon my arrival in Haiti last Saturday, I learned that a friend of mine was robbed at gunpoint. 

The bandits took her backpack which contained her laptop computer and her cell phone. She 

teaches French and economics at the high school Carla used to attend and Baby still attends. She 

also is a student at university at night and on Saturday, where she is studying advanced computer 

science. She is lost without her computer. Mr. Gabens is going to try to find a used computer. 
 

I saved the most unbelievable story for last. Before my last trip to Florida, Gabens and I decided 

to help on of the ladies on our Staff. Her name is Sisi. She has been with us for five years. She 

currently works in the mornings cleaning the second floors. She washes the floors in all the rooms, 

cleans the two bathrooms, and the kitchen. Sisi is very familiar with long-time Journal reader. She 

has three children. The two fathers of the three kids are no longer with Sisi nor do they provide 

financial help for the kids. Her son, Daniel, used to live with us. Sisi lived a long distance from 

SCCC. On her 90-minute tap-tap ride she passed through a very dangerous area where people 

were often shot, robbed, and killed. She traveled back and forth to SCCC in great fear. She lived 

in a slum that had become increasingly more dangerous. Sisi asked for out help in finding a safer 

place closer to SCCC. She found a place for $400 for the year. We gave her the money.  
 

(By the way, every time we give financial help to any of the staff, we document the gift and the need it met 

and it is signed by Gabens and the staff member. We do this to keep a record of the good things we do for 

the staff; we do so, because two former staff members we generously helped but subsequently had to fire, 

turned on us and issued a baseless complaint to a government agency the handles employee complaints and 

we had no way of proving we were fare employers.) 
 

Sisi came to me on Monday morning with a horrific tale. Over the weekend, she had the father of 

one of her children come help her move to her new home. They packed the car full of all her 

possessions. Sisi, the father and the three kids squeezed into the packed car and headed out of 

the slum where they live. 
 

They were stopped by the gang in control of the area where Sisi lived. They saw the packed car 

and they gang leader asked where they were going. Sisi said they were moving to a new home. 

The gang leader said they could not leave until they paid the “ransom for leaving.” The fee was 

$2,500 gourdes ($250 US). If they did not have it, Sisi could leave and they would hold the man 

until the fee was paid in full. SCCC had $100 worth of Haitian cash with her. The money was to 

cover the school fees for her three children, which we gave her. The father had $150 with him. So, 

they were able to pay the $250 and were permitted to leave the slum. 
 

Sisi said she needed the money to pay the school fees. The father had given the gang all the money 

he had…and so, he had no money to return to the province. I told Sisi that SCCC, with Gabens 

approval, would give the $100 for the kid’s school fee, but we were unable to help the father. 
 

This is the reality for the poor, the people who barely exist on the lowest rung of Haitian society: 

the gang leaders are the new State. They have more weapons than the police. They demand 

payoffs for everything…even moving out of the slum. 
 

For the poor in Haiti, freedom means this: to live without fear. 



I want to end on a personal note. Before rushing out to finalize Lilly’s apartment, I was cooking 

spinach for lunch. In my haste to get to the apartment, I left without turning during off the stove 

top off. When I got home, the flame was still burning and the spinach had been cremated.  
 

 
 

By 3:00pm I was so hungry I resorted to eating the leftovers from the kids’ lunch. They had corn 

meal with black beans, toped with chicken in a sauce. The chicken was gone. What was left looked 

like cat vomit. I ate it. It wasn’t bad. I liked the slice of avocado. 
 

 


