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Back In Haiti 
 

I made it back to Haiti without incident. I should note that when I handed the boarding agent in 

Ft. Lauderdale my passport, she said, “We know you. No need to look at that.” Also, during the 

flight none of the crew spoke Creole. Normally, there is one Creole speaking flight attendant on 

board, specifically to hand out the three immigration documents. One of the flight attendants 

came to my seat and asked me to explain what they were and who needs to get them. One was 

for immigration, one was for customs, and one was for the health department. Families traveling 

together just needed one of the forms for the entire family: the other two all travelers needed to 

fill out the form. I also taught them a few simple creole words, such as sit. The flight landed ten 

minutes earlier; immigration was empty. Cabens picked me up, as Michel was a funeral for a 

family member who died suddenly at a young age and Robenson was in the Dominican Republic 

to visit his wife and kids. 
 

I had intended to share a story in today’s Journal, but I couldn’t finish it. It will come tomorrow. 

Today I must take Steph back to Aristide’s university for a 9:00 o’clock meeting. She will be there 

for three hours. I said I would drop her off and come back to Santa Chiara. And come back and 

get her around noon. She said that was not a good idea, as there were many kidnappings while I 

was in Florida. Moreover, the road we take to get to the school is very dangerous. So, I guess I’ll 

take a book to read.  
 

The story I am writing has to do with me and photography…and a special old camera I 

rediscovered last week in Florida. It has a 300mm lens…which is great for capturing photographs 

of birds from a distance. Here are two photos I took on Saturday on the river side of the island. 

 

 



 
 

 
 

In the company of the birds 
with a camera in my hands 

all stress and worry take wing 
and I feel filled with peace. 


