
October 18, 2021 

Very Bad News 
 

Yesterday, I woke up to the breaking news that 16 American missionaries from Ohio (and one 

Canadian) had been kidnapped. As I write this, it is early Sunday morning and there are no details 

on their condition or any possible ransom negotiations, outside of the fact that the group, which 

included three children (one of whom was only two years old), had been returning from an 

orphanage. Clearly, I have no idea what happened, but I have a hunch. Typically, missionaries 

who come to Haiti normally do not stay in Port-au-Prince. Even before the dramatic uptick in 

violence in Port-au-Prince, the capitol city was simply too chaotic and dangerous for missionary 

groups. The countryside, though mired in poverty, was cleaner and safer. There was more 

greenery than garbage. The group was probably traveling in a small bus or two large vans that 

traveled down a road leading to Port-au-Prince that was controlled by gangs. The gangs who 

control the arteries in and out of the city are funded by the elites and politicians in Haiti. The 

troubling aspect of this mass kidnapping is that it was assumed that the gangs would not kidnap 

Americans, especially white Americans, as it would put too big of a spotlight on the gang and 

bring a swift response. But by kidnapping such a large group of Americans, the gang probably 

saw a big ransom payday. The abduction of such a large group of Americans shocked officials for 

its brazenness. [Later in the day I learned the group were Mennonites and Amish and they had 

traveled 17 miles north of P-a-P to visit an orphanage. I driven on the road they took many times, 

but not in the last 18 months as the road is controlled by a notorious gang. Whoever was driving 

the missionaries should have known not to use that road.] 
 

It will be very difficult to end the kidnappings, primarily because the gangs can outgun the 

beleaguered police department. Finding out who the kidnappers are and where they are holding 

the victims is hard because there is no governance in Haiti. The economy is cratering. The 

lawlessness in Haiti is worse than it has been in decades. In the pure chaos of Haiti at the moment, 

virtually anything can happen. The US Embassy in Haiti urges all American not to come to Haiti. 
 

Sunday is shopping day for me. Traffic is usually light and I can make to Pétionville rather 

quickly. Yesterday, Dr. Stephanie Jean-Louis came with me. I held my breath when we headed 

for Pétionville. I felt a twinge of safety because I would be traveling back roads; I also felt the 

odds of someone coming after a sole white person was not worth the trouble. I told Dr. Steph 

about the kidnappings and asked if she was nervous to be driving to PV. She said, “A little.” 

Everyone is nervous to be on the streets. This is reality in Haiti. Every day you are confronted 

with life or death. We had not driven more then a minute when we spotted a man lying face 

down on the ground. He was shaking and waving his hands above his head. There were a few 

people standing around him, but no one was offering him any help. I said, “We can’t drive past 

him. I’m going to stop.” Dr. Steph thought perhaps he was having an epileptic seizure. I felt he 

had trip on a rock as he walked down the dirt hill. He was waving his hands in an effort to tell us 

he was dizzy. Dr. Steph and I each took one of his arms and helped him to sit up. She told me to 

get water from the car. The man told Dr. Steph he had not eaten in four. She said his blood sugar 

was dangerously low. He needed food. We had one apple in the car.  
 



We decided to take him back to Santa Chiara and feed him. We helped him to his feet and into 

the back seat of the car. He looked dreadful. He was probably at least 50 years old. After we 

pulled into Santa Chiara, we helped him out of the car and sat him down on the nearest bench. 

The first thing we did was get him some juice. 
 

 
 

 Dr. Steph went to the kitchen. There was no food left after the kids had eaten breakfast. Dr. Steph 

and one of the kitchen ladies made him some eggs.  
 

 



 
 

After he had eaten, he looked much better. Dr. Steph suggested that I give him a little money so 

that he could eat. I gave him $30 in Haitian gourdes. He had no problem walking out of Santa 

Chiara. As we pulled out of Santa Chiara began the drive to the Caribbean Market, Dr. Steph said, 

“We saved his life.” Our day was off to an excellent start. For me, it illustrates how Santa Chiara 

can be a force for good beyond our walls.  
 

Yesterday, life prevailed for Dr. Steph and me. We made it to and from PV without any trouble. 
 

Please don’t think I’m heroic or even stupid for driving to Petionville. The fact is that so far this 

year 328 people have been kidnapped in a nation of about 8 million people. Even in Port-au-

Prince, which is the most populous city in the nation, the odds of being kidnapped are very low. 

After nearly seven years in Haiti, I can spot signs of trouble and I know to stay off the main roads. 

The crazy route I take up the mountainside to PV traverses many neighborhoods with lots of 

people out walking and buying things from all the street vendors. I confess that I get nervous or 

tense from time to time, but I truly feel I am not in imminent danger. Still, I don’t think it is wise 

to bring a two-year old child to Haiti.  

 
 


