
January 9, 2022 

From Tranquil Beauty to Covid-testing Madness 
 

On my next to last evening in Florida, the sky was especially beautiful. 
 

 
 

 
 

Early Thursday morning I created a “To Do List for the Last 48 Hours in Florida” It had at 18 

items on. I worked hard all day to do all but six of the items, in hopes that Friday, my last day, 



before the trip home, would be relaxed and easy. On Wednesday I went to my usual clinic for the 

covid test, as I had done 18 times previously. The test result always came the next day. On 

Thursday afternoon I became concerned the test result had not arrived. I called the clinic. They 

all know me. They said the lab was deluged with tests and I should have it on Friday. I reminded 

them about the urgency of getting back to Haiti. On Friday at 10:30am, there was still no test 

result. I called the clinic. They said tests were taking 72 hours to get the results. I pleaded with 

them. They said they would call the lab for me, but they doubted it would any faster.  
 

I became very nervous. The JetBlue website indicated that in lieu of a test result, people who had 

covid and recovered could get a not from a physician indicating they had antibodies and there 

was no need for testing. This letter worked for a while, but then Haiti required a negative test. So, 

I called the doctor. The office person knew me and my work in Haiti and she said she would have 

a letter ready for me in 30 minutes. The office is a 30-minute drive from my apartment. When I 

arrived at the doctors, the letter was waiting for me. But the woman told me that there was a lab 

a few miles away that did the test and got the results within 15 minutes. Just like at the airport in 

Haiti. I went. The wait for the test was insanely long. I arrived at 11:30am. By 1:30pm, my name 

was not even on the TV monitor. It contained 14 names. I spoke to the receptionist…told her 

about Santa Chiara. I told her I needed to leave the lab for 90 minutes. She said that would be OK, 

adding if my name was called before I returned, she would put me at the top of the list when I 

got back. I drove 25 miles back to Ft. Pierce to get the last mail and mail the last pouch of donations 

to the book-keeper. I also picked up a manuscript I had printed and bound so I could easily work 

on it on the flight to Haiti.  
 

I was back at the clinic in Vero Beach at 2:55pm. I was 8th in line. I was not called until 4:55pm. 

After they took the swab from my nose, I waited in the exam room for 20 minutes. The person 

who brought me the negative report said he needed to exam my nose and throat. I said my wife 

is a doctor; we have a clinic in the orphanage. She’ll exam me tomorrow. I had to sign a waiver 

saying I refuse a physical exam of my nose and throat.  
 

I did not get home until 6:30pm. I still had the six items on the “to do”…and I had not eaten a 

thing all day. I crossed off the three important items, which took me 40 minutes. I left the other 

three items for the end of January.  
 

So much for a restful last day. I only had 4 ½ hours of sleep before the journey back to Haiti. The 

flight took off and landed on time. Steph had a sign on my office door.  
 

 



And the bedroom had been repainted and there were new sheets, blankets, and pillows. 

 
 

Steph is transforming the place from looking like youth hostile to a home. I’m about to become 

domesticate.  
 

I want to swing back to the covid-test. While a five-hour wait was annoying, there was a silver 

lining. When I decided to drive back to Ft. Pierce, I was nervous about leaving the clinic. But 

when I returned kept skimming the manuscript as I waited. It was making me depressed. It was 

not holding together. I was feeling like is was just another failed attempt to tell the same story, 

the one story I really wanted to tell. Then suddenly, out of the blue, I saw the problem…and a 

new way of telling the story. I was frantically scribbling in the margins. Had I not had two hours 

with nothing to steal my attention, I focused on the pages of the manuscript. What seemed like a 

dead-end, became a new way forward. As I drove home, I felt I had not wasted five hours. It was 

gift that allowed me to slow down and see what I had not seen. This, of course, does not me that 

the end result will be a publishable book; it merely means I am not giving up. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


