
May 15, 2022 

A Very Stressful Morning 
 

People at me for always leaving for the airport far too early. I always say, in Haiti you never know 

what will happen on the way to the airport. On Friday, Steph and I took her grandma to the 

airport for her covid test. She was schedule to fly to Florida yesterday on the 1:30pm flight. I 

marvel how the rigors of travel do not seem to bother grandma, who is 83 years old. Before going 

for the test on Friday we considered just going to the airport very early on Saturday and getting 

the test before grandma entered the terminal. We opted to go on Friday to minimize the stress on 

Saturday. We were scheduled to leave at 10:30am. At 9:30, I suggested that she tell her grandma 

we could leave whenever she was ready. Steph went to check on her grandma and was surprised 

to see her ready to go. Steph called me and I said I’d go start the car. 
 

When I started the car…the battery was dead. Not a sound. I instantly panicked. Michel was off. 

Gabens was off. Mackenson said he would check the battery. I wondered: what is there to check, 

the battery is dead. I saw Steph and grandma outside her house. I rushed to tell them the bad 

news. I said we need to find a tap-tap to transport us to the airport. Tap-taps don’t come up to 

our area unless they are called. Meanwhile I see Mackenson enter the yard with a battery and a 

cable. He jump started the car. But I knew it would stall as soon as the engine idled. I let it warm 

up for five minutes.  We put grandma’s luggage in the back of the car. Grandma sat up front and 

Steph slid into the back seat. Every time I tried to back up, the car stalled. It always stalled. I saw 

Mackenson leaving the yard with the battery and cable. I asked him to put the battery and cable 

into the car and for him to come with us. He said he borrowed them from a neighbor and he 

would have to ask his permission to keep the battery and cable a little longer. After securing 

permission from the neighbor, Mackenson put the battery into the back of the car and got in. It 

took three or four attempts to get the car out of the compound.  
 

I felt under great pressure not to let the car stall. My hope was to at least make it down the dirt 

road to the main street where we could more easily find a tap-tap if we needed one. The road out 

goes uphill a bit before heading down hill. Just as I got to the point where the downhill part 

begins, a huge water truck turned into the road. The road is too narrow for both of us. I was just 

at the point where there is a side road that leads to the Adventist school. I turned onto it. It goes 

nowhere. I just wanted to wait for the water truck to pass by and I would back out. 
 

That is when the real trouble began. The car started, with a little difficulty. But as soon as I put it 

in reverse, it stalled. To complicate matters the passenger side of the car was extremely close to 

the wall. Moreover, I had drive over a large rock which made it had to push the car back on the 

downhill road. Mackenson and Steph pushed has hard a they could, but the car would not budge. 

As soon as I gave the car gas, it stalled. I was becoming extremely upset. We stalled at exactly the 

wrong place. Two guys tried to help push the car, but it still would not move. A third guy came 

to help. He did something in the engine and as a result the car was not stalling. That was good. 

But when I stepped on the gas pedal, nothing happened. When the car was in neutral, I could not 

reave the motor. With the help of the third guy, they managed to push the car over the rock. I let 

the car coast down the hill for a short distance and got as close to a wall as possible so as not to 



block the road. Just at this time, the big water truck, which had delivered water to us, was trying 

to get passed us. It took him many maneuvers to make the turn.  
 

Before we moved the car, I saw a motorcycle taxi coming up the hill. I flagged him down. I told 

Steph to take have the driver take her to the main road so she could hire a tap-tap to take her and 

grandma to the airport. She eventually returned with a tap-tap. We loaded the luggage into the 

back of the tap-tap. Grandma sat in the cab of the vehicle with the drive. Steph rode in the back 

with the luggage. 
 

Shortly after the tap-tap departed, I spoke with Gabens via phone. Michel was on his way back, 

but it would take him an hour to get to the car. He told Mackenson to wait with the car and asked 

me to walk back to SCCC for security reasons. As I began to walk, our pediatrician, Dr. Noel, 

arrived on the scene. He gave me a ride. He laughed when I called him Dr. Tap-tap. 
 

About 30 minutes later Steph sent me a photo of her and Grandma at the JetBlue check-in counter.  
 

 
 

About 40 minutes later, Steph sent another photo of an attendant pushing a wheelchair with 

grandma in it; they were about to enter the first security check. I knew that grandma would make 

it through the JetBlue security on the second floor with about 50 minutes to spare before they 

began boarding the flight. Had we not left for the airport so early, more than likely grandma 

would have missed her flight.  

 

 



 
To give you a better sense of the geography of where the car broke down, here are three angles 

of the location. 
 

 



 

 
This is the widest point of the road. I needed to leave space for cars to get by us. 

 
Just beyond where the car going up the hills is located is where we broke down. 



After the stress of getting grandma to the airport, Steph relaxed on the couch with Moïse. 
 

 
 

 
 

Michele arrived about two hour later. He said the problem had to do with the malfunctioning 

sensor. We simply can’t find a replacement sensor. He was able to start the car and we drove it 

back to Santa Chiara. Michel said the oil needed to be changed. The car has really sophisticated 

electronics. I think I must get a sturdier car. 

 



 
 

 
 

At least the car was inside our walls. 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 
 

Looks as if we won’t be able to do our Sunday trip to the supermarket. 

Steph and I are out of food. 

 

Just another day shot to pieces here in Haiti, eating up five hours of my time 

and forcing a staffer to lose his day off. 

 

 


