
February 6, 2022 

Unrest and No Rest 
 

I head back to Haiti this morning. I leave, in darkness and rain, at 5:00am. I’m exhausted. During 

this too brief of a trip, I only too one walk to visit my pelican pals on the jetty…on the day after I 

arrived. Gabens told me yesterday, that the streets are already having scattered incidents of 

violent street protests, mostly just burning tires at key intersections. A full-scale explosion of 

protests is predicted to begin tomorrow…a day in which a new president should have been 

installed. But the interim head of the government claimed it was too dangerous to hold elections 

in the aftermath of the President’s savage assassination in his own bed back in July. The gangs 

now control the main roads out of the city, as well as the major supply routes. They have a 

stranglehold on daily life. Regular people just walking the streets are fearful of being kidnapped. 

If the protests do materialize, it won’t make any difference. It will just make an already tough life 

for most people even tougher. Schools will close. So will many businesses. Hunger will increase. 
 

It is wearisome. I’ve lived through and an endless string of protests since 2018. It is hard to 

remember how life was before the bottom fell out in Haiti. Many Journal readers were shocked 

by the short video I sent out that captured the moment a man just walking down the street was 

abducted by four masked, heavily-armed men. This is reality in Haiti. Even kids are grabbed and 

held for ransom. Some are never returned to their heartsick parents. Every time I drive out of 

Santa Chiara, I realize I may not return. Yet, I must go out. So must Gabens. At least once a week, 

I take Dr. Stéphanie to a clinic or medical lab with a child who needs a test. Gabens is out virtually 

every day, buying food, getting propane gas, and countless other errands. An armed security 

guard will be meeting me at the airport, as the area surrounding it is dangerous.  
 

It is stressful.  
 

Now to something more sunny, more joyful. For a few weeks I’ve been dealing with chronic 

dizziness that left me feeling unstable. I feared falling. But worse, whenever I laid down at night, 

I had the scary sensation that the room was wildly spinning. I resisted even laying on the couch 

during the day for a short nap. I was able to get an appointment on Friday at Ear, Nose, Throat 

specialist in Vero Beach, which is a 25-mile drive. I was examined by a nurse practitioner who 

specialized in ear problems. Before the exam we had a long chat (at least 10 minutes) about Haiti. 

I could sense her genuine compassion. My hearing in my right ear has been muffled for some 

time. She found something in it. Perhaps a dead bug. I had inadvertently pushed it deeper into 

my ear. She removed it along with some wax buildup. The left ear just had wax that needed to be 

removed. She said my ears looked normal. Then she performed a test to see if the “spinning 

room” sensation was vertigo. She lowered the examining chair so my head was lower than the 

rest of my body and began moving me head from side to side. Bingo. My eyes began to move 

rapidly back and forth, indicating that a crystal from my inner ear had moved into the ear canal. 

The problem was only with my left ear. She said I needed to go to a physical therapy location to 

have the problem fixed by a special maneuver, commonly known as the “Epley maneuver.” I said 

that would not be possible as I was returning to Haiti on Sunday. She said, “We can’t let you 

return to Haiti with this problem.” She went on to explain that only one doctor in the office was 



trained to perform the maneuver, which can be dangerous if done incorrectly. She said they 

normally do not do the procedure and refer all patients to a physical rehab center. She said she 

would go look for the doctor and see if he had time to do it.  
 

She returned with the doctor after telling him I was “doing great humanitarian work in Haiti.” 

The doctor was a big man. He too seemed very kind. He explained exactly what he was going to 

do and how it would feel, including a sensation that I might feel as if I were falling. After lowering 

the chair so my head was lower than my body, he put his hands on either side of my head and 

began turning my head in 15-degree stages. At one point, he had me look directly at the floor. 

Suddenly he said the procedure worked and the free-floating crystal was back in the inner ear 

where it belonged.  
 

He left the room and returned with pages of info for Dr. Steph in case the procedure needed to 

be done again. He said that on Friday and Saturday night, I should sleep in a reclining chair. I 

should also try not to point my head up or down for a day. I felt no spinning for the last two 

nights. 
 

After the doctor left the treatment room, the nurse continued talking to me. She said if I had any 

problem in Haiti, I should call her and she would set up an appointment at the physical therapy 

place for as soon as I returned. It is possible for the condition to return. But more than likely it 

won’t reoccur for five years.  
 

I said to the nurse, “I feel like crying.” I was so relieved that the problem was so easily fixed and 

was nothing serious. I was really worried about it…which added to my stress. She said she want 

to cry also…because I was doing something wonderful for the children. She wanted to adopt one 

of my kids.  
 

So, there was no rest for me and I might be facing unrest on the streets of Port-au-Prince when I 

get back. Still, God is in charge. I’m just tired and grateful.  
 

Now I must trust that the funding needed will arrive before mid-March, which is when the funds 

we have on hand will run out. It was exactly seven ears ago when I arrived in Haiti to search for 

a place that would be home to the Santa Chiara Children’s Center. After beginning in a two-

bedroom apartment in a middle of a small slum, we’ve moved twice to bigger locations. For seven 

years we have always never had the funds we needed to do what we needed to do for the kids. 

It seemed we were always on the brink of running out of money. At end of the first five years, I 

was always deep in credit card debt. Yet, what we needed always came. The timing was often 

stressful, but we were living month to month among the poor who lived from day to day.  
 

But if I ran out of money, I could just get on a plane and return to the United States. The poor do 

not have that option…or any option. They live in overwhelming want and with hardly a flicker 

of hope. When the thought entered my mind to try to live the radical trust in God the way St. 

Francis did, and to do so living among the poor, I had no idea just how hard that would be.  
 

 


