
October 19, 2021 

A Troubled City Is Shut Down 
 

The threatened shut down of the city materialized yesterday. At the last moment, just as the kids 

were ready to walk to school, we received the word that the external school would be closed 

because there was no way for the teachers to get to school as no tap-taps where operating. All the 

schools in the city were closed. Most businesses, even supermarkets, remained closed. Other than 

some private cars, the streets were empty. 
 

Some said they strike/protest was because of the kidnappings. Others said it was a protest against 

the gas shortage. The price of gas has tripled in the last month. (With each passing day, there 

were fewer cars on the streets as people just ran out of gas.) Still others said the protests were 

because of bad cell phone service. It is probably because of all these reasons and dozens of others. 

The quality of life in Haiti is abysmal. And no one in power cares. 
 

Call me crazy or call me stupid, but I just had to get out of Santa Chiara. I was frustrated by some 

actions of the staff and my inability to communicate with anyone. I decided to walk alone in the 

slum below us. I was searching for something for one of the two families we had relocated. I had 

about thirty bucks’ worth of gourdes in my pocket. I left my wallet (with my ID and credit cards) 

and cell phone home. The walk down the steep, rocky dirt road was not easy. I imagined myself 

falling and hitting my head on a rock and ending up prostrate on the ground…with no Dr. Steph 

or anyone else to help me. I did not fall. I felt people were watching me as I gingerly made my 

way down the hill. The dirt streets of the slum were muddy. I had to jump over puddles of water. 

All eyes were on me. I said “bonjour” to most of the people I passed. Many responded. Some 

were just to puzzled by the sight of a blanc walking alone in the slum. 
 

I had the thought that this was a perfect place for me to be nabbed by a kidnapper. But without 

any ID or phone, they would have no way to call anyone to demand a ransom for my release. I 

wondered if they would kill me or let me go. Still, I kept walking past all the street vendors. I 

liked being in the slum. It was a visual feast. So many people trying to eke out a living. The shut 

down of the city made no sense to me. It will only make life worse for most people…and it will 

have no impact on those with the power to make life better in Haiti but do not do so, because 

they are too busy making money off the backs of the suffering. People will lose pay. Kids will not 

be educated. The walk back up the hill left me winded and overheated. What was I doing? 
 

A few hours after arriving back at Santa Chiara, Bency came upstairs. She was crying. She had a 

headache. I gave her a migraine pill. I had her lay down on the lazy boy chair. Later Dr. Steph 

came to check her out. She and Nurse Rose said that I must take Bency to the hospital. I balked at 

this suggestion. They insisted we go to Spirit Hospital which is a good private hospital in Delmas, 

75 (I think). I wasn’t sure if the hospital would even be open because of the strike. Rose called 

and the throat specialist could not get to work. The moral of the story is: don’t get sick during 

protests that shut the city down. Many of our staff did not make it to work…as they had no way 

of getting to Santa Chiara. Late in the afternoon, I drove on Delmas 33 for a few miles. The streets 

were virtually empty. I spotted very few street-vendors. People just standing around waiting to 



see what Tuesday brings. Will the shut down end or will it continue? The only certainty is the 

misery will continue unabated.  
 

By early evening, news outlets reported: “…billowing clouds of dark smoke towered above 

several sectors downtown as growing groups of protesters burned barricades on streets of the 

capital.” I saw plumes of smoke from my balcony rising from the road we take to Tabarre. This 

was far from downtown. I could have walked to the burning tires I could see in 20 minutes. The 

“news” was happening before my very eyes. Businesses were closed to protest the constant 

kidnappings because of the systematic incapacity of the Haitian government to deal with it.  
 

People are fed up. They are exhausted from living in fear. They want the violence to stop. They 

want the gas to flow. They want the roads to be fixed. They want a dependable source of 

electricity. They want better phone and internet service. They want a government to care about 

the common good. I don’t see how any of that happening. I fear the good people who stayed out 

of love and concern for Haiti will soon give up and find a way to legally leave Haiti.  
 

As for me, all I can do is trust in God and keep doing what has to be done in each day. My hope 

resides in the God of love, the God of peace and nonviolence, the God of endless mercy, the God 

whose compassion is beyond measure. That said, there are days I want to get the hell out of this 

wretched place. Moise makes me stay. Bency makes me stay. Peter, Clare, and Teresa make me 

stay. Naïve makes me stay. Baby and Carla make me stay. Gabens gives me hope. And all the 

people who read my humble daily Journals from Haiti tell me that people really do care about 

Haiti and the kids at Santa Chiara.  

 

 
 


