
May 22, 2022 

A Lazy, Hot Saturday 
 

Woke up this morning at 4:10am. Did not want to get up. But the bedroom was so hot, I dragged 

myself out of bed. The first this I do every day is to send the Journal. As I entered the bathroom 

in my office, I realized that I never wrote a Journal for today. This has never happened before. 

Writing the Journal every day is my primary chore. It is always on my mind. How could I not 

have written it? Maybe it was the heat, or the weekend craziness as the kids are not in school, or 

the frustration of another day without a car. I know I spent extra time on correspondence with 

one Journal reader trying to help raise funds. The office was beginning to feel like a prison. I spent 

a few hours in the morning just hanging out in the yard. The kids love it when I do so. I sat and 

watched the staff conduct an exercise class for the younger kids, which was very funny. Even the 

social worked joined in the fun. Steph was upstairs cleaning. She is a cleaning machine. So much 

dust from the dirt roads gets into the house each, she washes all the floors at least twice a week. 

Our laundry is all done by hand, eating up many hours of real toil.  

 

When Steph came downstairs, she snapped a picture of me with Moïse and Francesca. Francesca 

had been sitting alone, not participating in the exercise class. I saw she had been crying. Kids can 

be pretty mean to each other. I sat next to her and gave her a hug. We just sat silently 

together…until Moïse wanted to sit on my lap. 

 

 
 

After taking the photo Steph sat on the table behind us. Of course, Moïse was quick to dump me 

in favor of her lap. He literally climbed over to get to Mama’s lap. Steph took a photo. I tried to 

tell her she was shooting into the sun and it wouldn’t work. She snapped the photo any way, 

which I later adjusted for the over exposure.  



 
 

Normally when I’m in the yard, I have my cellphone with me in case I spot a photo opportunity. 

When the kids see me with me real camera, the Canon, they go crazy wanting a photo. But I left 

the both the phone and the camera upstairs, as I was too tired to deal with downloading photos. 

When I take a bunch of photos with my phone, I need to send them via email to my computer in 

the office. That is easy. The frustrating part is downloading them. If I take a photo in Florida on 

my phone, I can download it in just a few seconds. Not so in Haiti. Here, the WIFI and internet 

connection is so spotty, it can take from one to three minutes to download a single photo. Part of 

the problem is the people in the neighborhood congregate in the alley below my window and 

somehow hack into my WIFI by bypassing the code. If four or five people are stealing my signal, 

my own access to it is slowed. It is a funny, but annoying game I must play. I turn off the cable 

box. Then I peek out the window and see the people put their phones away. When they walk 

away, I turn the system back on. At certain times of the day, I can download a photo in 20 seconds.  
 

Why, you may be wondering, am I going on and on about phone connections? Well, as I was 

sleepily brushing my teeth while be perplexed at wondering why I never prepared a Journal for 

today, I remembered taking a bunch of photos last night from the balcony. Just after darkness 

fell, the big, old water truck pulled up to our gate to make a delivery. I loved the way the lights 

from the truck illuminated the area. Once in awhile a car would drive down the narrow, dirt road 

as the headlights revealed a shadowy figure walking up the hill. I wondered how my new phone 

would handle such a tricky lighting situation. Our neighborhood looks very poor in daylight, but 

at night it looks ominous. I think most readers would be petrified to walk down the road leading 

to Santa Chiara at night. I myself rarely do so. It is hard to capture the street life at night, especially 



without going outside the gate. In essence, I was playing with the phone camera while the water 

was being pumped into the reservoir…which it does while making a lot of noise. 
 

My thought as I brushed my teeth was at this time of day, long before sunrise, as every one, 

including the noise-making chickens and goats, were asleep, I could download all those photos 

in snap. Plus, I had taken photos of Mackenson installing new ceiling fan on Friday. I thought all 

these photos could be easily cobbled together for today’s Journal. But, nothing is easy in Haiti. 
 

I sent myself about 60 photos, spread over spread over 15 emails each containing four or five 

photos. I then went to the kitchen to make coffee. When I returned to the office half the emails 

were in my in-box. All of the photos were downloaded in under 10 seconds each. I thought this 

was cool. But wait…where are the remaining emails with the photos from the balcony at night? 

Who knows? I tried resending them. Still, they never made it to my new mail. An hour later, 

shortly after six o’clock, as the sun was slowly rising, the emails made to me computer. Perhaps 

they stopped for breakfast at an internet café on the way.  
 

(I just realized as I poured myself more coffee that this Journal is about nothing. Was I wasting 

my time? Speaking of time, I thought I was returning to Florida on Friday. I always return on 

Friday. Yesterday I got an email from JetBlue. I needed to fill out a form attesting to the fact that 

I was aware of the covid test that I needed to have within 24 hours of my flight…ON THURSDAY. 

Suddenly, was I glad to be escaping the scorching heat a day before I thought I would be leaving.) 
 

On Friday as Gabens and Mackenson were heading out to huge hardware store, I asked him to 

pick me up a ceiling fan for my office. He called me later to say a good fan cost $400. I struggled 

with whether or not to spend that much money. But I was so uncomfortable in the heat, I said it 

was OK. I thought a fan would cost $200. When they showed me the fan they purchased I realized 

the fan I have in the bedroom had much shorter blades. The new fan was much more powerful. 

Mackenson said he could install it right away. 

 

 



 

 
 

When Mackenson turned on the fan, we could not believe the difference it made. I asked Steph if 

we could put the air mattress under the fan and we sleep in the office on Friday night. 

 

 
The room was a bit cramped, but the coolness gave us a good night’s sleep. 

 

If you, dear reader, are not already bored out of your mind, I’ll share with you the night photos. 

Yikes…it is already 6:40am…just over two hours since I got up, and I’m still working on this 

dumb Journal. It is dumb, especially in light of yesterday’s overview of Haiti’s tormented history 

that helped us understand why Haiti is such a screwed-up nation filled with suffering people. 

My need for a good fan seemed misplaced. Even in Haiti I am far too pampered, too disconnected 

from the harsh reality of the life of the poor.  

 



 
 

 
 

 



 
The truck is backing up to leave. 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

This is night life in Haiti. Most nights there is no electricity in our neighborhood. We light up the 

street in front of our place so our neighbors can sit outside in the cool of the night. 

 

Life for our neighbors is relentlessly hard. Before sunrise, I often see women walking up the very 

steep road to the left of us. On their heads they carry a big bowl filled with food they will try to 

sell. The road is uneven and littered with rocks. I can’t imagine the effort it takes to walk up such 

a lousy road with so much weight on your head. If she is lucky, she might earn five bucks during 

the long, hot, hard day. And she will do this every day, seven days a week…just to survive. 

 

I’ve now been up for three hours. I have a nice fan to keep me cool and I’m sipping some good 

Haitian coffee. I have food in the refrigerator for breakfast. I have no complaints. 

 



Oh, I forgot the big new from Saturday. A Journal reader is going to buy us a better, 

stronger car and giving us enough money to give the entire staff a $25 a month raise. I 

am so grateful. 
  

 
 

 

 


