
January 11, 2022 

Anywhere but Haiti 
 

In connection to a book I’m writing, I’ve recently spent a good chunk of time reading the Journals 

that documented my life in Haiti during the first few years as I struggled to keep Santa Chiara 

afloat in a very detrimental environment. I was surprised to read in a Journal written after just 

six months into the dangerously fragile life of Santa Chiara that I found the situation in Haiti to 

be “hopeless.” Compared to life now, more than six year later, life in Haiti at the end of 2015 was 

mildly hopeful. But any sense of hope has been virtually squashed during the last two years of 

unrelenting chaos and violence. People are afraid to go the grocery store. People are keeping their 

kids out of school, fearing they will be kidnapped on the way to school. Over the weekend, a 

friend forwarded a link to two news reports about two Haitian journalists being killed on the 

outskirts of Port-au-Prince. I skimmed one of the reports. I was all too familiar with the daily 

march of violent deaths in the city. Most people are in the grip of fear, which they must somehow 

ignore or suppress to just carry out mundane tasks that support life.  
 

On Sunday morning, Steph and I went to the Caribbean Market. At one point on the drive up the 

hillside to Pétionville, I had a choice to drive the winding back roads or take a more direct route 

on the main road. Not so long ago, I often opted for the direct route on Sundays because it is 

faster. But it was also more dangerous when there is heavy traffic. She said, “Take the back road.” 

On the way home, I took the main road as the traffic looked light. At one point, the road was 

blocked by a broken-down truck. I was stuck with no option. Being stopped among so many 

pedestrians caused me to be nervous, fearing that someone could smash the car window and pull 

me out.  
 

There is a spreading despondency weighing many people down when they contemplate their 

future and the collective future of Haiti. There is an overwhelming hopelessness that permeates 

the population and renders many of us from being able to envision a livable future. The educated 

people in Haiti are doing all they can to leave Haiti; the destination does not matter. They would 

be thrilled to immigrate to Peru or any other nation. There is a grocery packer at the Caribbean 

market who is begging me to help him get a Visa to the United States. Doing so, would be a major 

miracle even for Jesus. I worry about how long it will take to get a five-year visitor Visa for 

Stéphanie so she could occasionally come to Florida with me. On Sunday night, in a moment of 

honesty, I said to her, “I hate this place.” Of course, on Monday morning, I got to work on behalf 

of the children. But the fact remains, life in Haiti wears me down. The stress is exhausting. 
 

To live without hope is a subtle form of death. Hope is the oxygen of life.  
 

Around the world, people are living in a time of ecological and social instability. We are becoming 

increasingly divisive, turning those who think differently than us into political or religious 

enemies. We are in danger of losing the ability to talk with each other, to appreciate authentic 

dialogue which allows us to learn from those different from us. We collectively have failed to 

learn how to live together as a human family and respecting diversity. We have forgotten the 

holiness of the mystery we all live within. 

 



Second Floor Visitors 
 

On Sunday night, Gabens’ daughter, Rachel, was sick. She was even bleeding from her nose. So, 

first thing Gabens and his wife, Daphney, drove Rachel to the Jerusalem Clinic near us. The clinic 

did a bunch of tests and they must return today to review the lab results with the doctor. After 

leaving the clinic, they came to SCCC. The plan was for mother and child to spend the day at 

Santa Chiara. I invited Daphney to spend the day on the second floor where she and Rachel would 

be more comfortable. Steph was happy to have Daphney with us for the day. Steph showed 

Gabens and Daphne all the prints of the wedding photos. It was fun reliving the day with them. 
 

 
 

 



 
 

Later in the afternoon, I invited a bunch of the younger kids to come upstairs 

to eat apples on the balcony. I bought four bags of apples on Sunday 

and I didn’t have enough leftover for all the kids, 

so I selected some of the younger kids upstairs. 

 

 
 



 
 

I had them sit on the floor. 

Steph did not approve because the floor was dirty. 

I said they came upstairs dirty. 

 

 
 

 

 



Earlier in the day, Moïse spent a few hours with me and Steph. 
 

 
Whenever Steph handed Moise to me, he cried.  

She was busy cooking lunch for Gabens and Daphney. 
 

Later in the day, Dr. Deluc visited. 

I had written him earlier in the day saying I had failed 

to renew my prescription for my emergency (albuterol sulfate) inhaler. 

He brought me two from the hospital.  
 

 



Deluc had some fun saying Stéphanie was domesticating me. 

He was very supportive of our getting married. 

In fact, he was thrilled. 

 

 
Steph enjoyed holding Rachel. 

She wore sunglasses because of an eye infection. 

 

I’m happy to be home. 
Slowly, Santa Chiara is slowly changing, 

bending toward the ideal I had in mind at the beginning. 
Gabens just hired on a trial basis a woman with lots of child care experience. 

As always, my main concern is the funding. 
We have enough funds on hand to last two months. 

We are in the process of overhauling our power system 
To be more efficient while consuming less diesel fuel.  

It was a costly repair, 
but it will enable us to survive 

the next gas shortage 
whenever the gangs decide to cut off the flow of fuel to the city. 


