
March 30, 2022 

Protests Tie Up Port-au-Prince 
 

Before 8:00am, Dr. Stéphanie received a call from at assistant nurse informing her the streets in 

her area (Delmas 40…not far from us) where on fire with burning tires. Gabens could not make 

it to work. We had to venture out because of a dental emergency, but we were on all dirt roads, 

which are low targets for protests, and we encountered no troubles…though the patient had three 

teeth removed. The external school closed an hour early so the teachers could go home. 
 

 
This is a common sight in Haiti. You see police dressed for combat on motorcycles, in open air 

transport trucks and standing on the street. They don’t make me feel safe. Guns are everywhere.  

 



On Monday, the kitchen staff prepared fish for lunch 

 
 

 



And Dr. Steph had two patients, one a staffer, the other a child. Both lived. 

 
 

A Space to Be 
 

During the memorial service for Dr. Paul Farmer, someone said he was “driven by passion and 

oblivious to sacrifice. Wow. His oldest daughter spoke about a small house in Miami someone 

provided for Dr. Farmer. She said it was “a space to be not a space to do.” That really hit me. I 

need a place to be…to be still, to be quiet, to be without anything to do. My 8 to 10 days each 

month in Florida are pretty much jammed with things to do. In the average trip, I’m lucky to have 

two days where there is time to walk in nature for an hour…without looking at my watch of 

thinking I should be doing something. Most of the space in my small apartment is office space. 

Some of kitchen cupboards have DVD’s and books in them. Even my bedroom has three large 

bookcases. The stress of constantly trying to raise just the minimum I need to keep Santa Chiara 

open is omnipresent. Late last month, as we were inching our way towards being out of funds by 

the end of this month. I was extremely worried. Someone came to our rescue and gave us funding 

for six months. I only had a day of two of being in a thanksgiving space when I began to be 

concerned about what will happen in October…or sooner if there is an unexpected emergency.  
 

Sometimes I worry a little about my own personal finances. I turn 75 tomorrow and have no 

retirement fund or any kind of financial cushion should I become seriously ill. (My cousin George 

died yesterday; he was 78.) I never owned any stocks. My salary at SCCC barely covers my rent 

and personal living expenses when I’m in Florida. Steph keeps wanting to throw out my old, 

frayed shirts. I had to buy a new shirt and jacket when we got married. I took my social security 



early…and that was a big mistake. It would be impossible for me to live in American on my social 

security payments. I’m not complaining. It is part of the sacrifice it takes to do what I am doing. 

It is called radical trust in God. Or, just plain crazy. I’ve got seven kids named Straub. I won’t 

abandon them or any of the other kids.  

 

Beds for Toddlers 
 

Mackenson made seven beds for the toddlers who had outgrown their cribs. When the streets are 

safe, we’ll buy mattresses. 

 

 
 

The violence on Tuesday reached far beyond Port-au-Prince. In Les Cayes, protesters got into a 

small airport and managed to push a private 10-seat plane to the street and set it on fire. Photos 

of next page. Robenson, our security guard, showed me gruesome photos of two women who 

were shot to death; their blooded, bullet-ridden bodies laid on the street. I will not share those 

dreadful photos.  

 

There were not many photos of burning tires on the internet. People would not take photos of 

kids eating ice cream or playing soccer, as they are all too common. Same with pausing to 

photograph burning tires. The photos you do see often feature people just calmly walking past 

the fires. I’ve driven around more burning tires than I can recall. 



 
 

 
 

And I’ll close with a few photos of protests in our area. The first photo is nearby in Delmas. 

 



These last two are near the court where we got married…just a 10-minute drive from us. A large 

crowd formed to close off all traffic. 

 

 
 

 
 

While the images are blurry (probable lifted from a video) they give you a sense of how many 

people are just fed up the insecurity, high prices, gas shortages, inadequate healthcare, 

kidnapping, and abysmally bad roads. The infrastructure is crumbling. Most people do not have 

a steady supply of electricity; very few have running water. I have a 1:30pm flight on Friday. I 

will leave Santa Chiara by 9:00am, just to make sure I make to the airport before the streets get 

crazy. We know back roads which should be safe. 



Last night, I was seated on the balcony, 

thinking about my deceased cousin, 

George Arthur Croake. 

He was a New York City 

police officer. 

His younger sister, Eileen, 

called me to inform me 

about his passing 

after a long battle with cancer. 

Their older sister, Geraldine, had died a few years ago. 
 

 

It was a sad, 

yet wonderful conversation. 

See spoke of my kid sister, Terry. 

She said once told her, 

“My dear Gerry always makes me laugh.” 

We spoke of our grandmother, 

sharing mutual stories. 

She recalled my father 

taking her and her brother 

out for ice cream Sundays 

when they visited us. 
 

Brother breeze was cool, 

refreshing, and very welcomed. 

About 9:10pm, the night air 

was punctuated 

by gunfire. 

It sounded too close 

for comfort. 

I took a final sip of 

Mission St. Vincent Bordeaux wine 

from France 

and retreated 

into safety of the house. 


