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A Big Promotion, A Big Problem, and a Sick Teen 
 

A few days ago, Dr. Deluc sent me a copy of a letter he had received from the Minister of Public 

Health and the Director General of Public Health. The two doctors who signed the letter are the 

two highest health authorities in Haiti. It was a job offer―of sorts―for a very important position. 

The letter gave Deluc the right to coordinate, regulate, and monitor the smooth running of the 

health structures in a the Matheux district (about an hour north of Port-au-Prince) that include 

the cities of Archahaie, Montrouis, Cabaret, Cazale. I’ve been to two of those locations. Deluc told 

me it was an important position and he was proud of be asked to take on the responsibility. But 

here is the catch, a uniquely Haitian catch: they gave him the job but not the resources he needs 

to do the job. When I asked Dr. Steph about this, she smiled and said the authorities expect Deluc 

to raise the money needed to fulfill the assignment. Deluc said the government required “a lot to 

be done with meager means which are sometimes non-existent.”  
 

When I asked Dr. Deluc how the government could give him an assignment to oversee the heath 

service of an area and not the resources to needed to accomplish the mission, he wrote: “The 

authorities themselves complain of the insufficiency of the annual budget allocated for the 

functioning of the ministry. We complain, we send letters and projects which unfortunately do 

not have never had satisfactory answers. This is why we are obliged to solicit the help of some 

generous friends in order to help us find solutions to some health problems which are eating 

away at the population which normally should be supported by the Haitian government itself.” 
 

Nothing better articulates the massive problems in Haiti than that simple, clear response for our 

friend. Dr. Deluc said he plans to have mobile clinic visit the area on a monthly basis for six 

months. Deluc’s initial observation in the areas he is now responsible for is that arterial 

hypertension attacks more than half of the population. He said even people between the ages of 

28 and 38 years old are plagued by this problem. 
 

Dr. Deluc meet with the staff of five doctors, six nurses, three social workers, and two drivers he 

had assembled to think about what they were going to do to help people suffering from 

Hypertension, which he said was “a silent killer that attacks the heart, brain, kidneys and retina 

and kills slowly.” The plan that evolved from the meeting was to organize a series of mobile 

clinics for six months. The first concern was raising the money to implement the plan.  
 

Dr. Deluc wrote to me asking if I could help finance his plan to bring needed medical help to the 

impoverished area. His hope was that my Journal readers might contribute to the cause. Of 

course, he recalled when the earthquake in Les Cayes destroyed the school his sister, a nun, was 

the principal, SCCC raised just over $10,000 to send to the sisters to build a temporary structure 

to continue educating the children. I asked what the cost of the operation would be. He answered, 

“Every month should cost us about $2,150 (in US currency) for a total of $12,900 for six months.” 

The funds would be used to purchase anti HTA Drug and food for the doctors and nurses, plus 

a little spare change for the medical team to have “in their pockets for things they need after each 

activity.” 
 



He ended his appeal to me with these two sentences: “Could some friends and readers of our 

Great Friend Gerry's journal help us with the purchase of anti-hypertensive drugs and other 

logistical stuff in order to help these people who are suffering too long, please?” 
 

My first reaction to the plea for financial help was personally selfish. I asked if this meant he 

would be leaving Port-au-Prince. Whenever Deluc visits Santa Chiara, the place lights up. The 

kids love him. During two times when I was sick, including when Covid nearly permanently 

relieved me of my duties running the home, Deluc always was here to help. Before Dr. Stéphanie 

and I were married and she began living at Santa Chiara, Dr. Deluc treated many of our kids. He 

said that there were no immediate plans to move away from Port-au-Prince. He would, however 

spent three days a week in the area for which he was now responsible to oversee and improve 

the medical services the people needed. Dr. Deluc reads the Journal every day. He often responds 

via WhatsApp, especially to spiritual messages. He is a man of deep faith and great compassion. 
 

As I was writing this yesterday morning at 6:30am, my phone rang. It was Steph. It was a video call. I saw 

her rushing through our apartment. She said there was an emergency. Jinette once again had serious 

abdominal pain. Steph put her on an IV. There was no improvement. She called Michel saying she needed 

to rush Jinette to the hospital. When she reached the clinic, she pointed the phone at Jinette. She was 

screaming from the pain. Her bodily was convulsing. It was hard to see. I began to cry. I can’t take seeing 

any of our kids suffering. I wanted to be there to help, to smooth the way for the fastest and best treatment 

for Jinette, who has been with us for at least five years. The older she became, the more annoying she became. 

I’ve often had to discipline her. But I love her; she makes me smile. I thank God for our humble clinic and 

for Steph being there all the time. I worry about financing the clinic and the need to have it better equipped.  
 

Before the emergency call, I was about to share my other reaction to Deluc’s request for financial 

help. I told him that my first responsibility was to the children of Santa Chiara. The need his sister 

had in the aftermath of the earthquake was visceral…we saw the damage done to the school, we 

knew of the nun’s deep concern for their children, and Deluc was part of our family in need of 

help. I was surprised by the generous response. The sisters were extremely grateful.  
 

But this feels different. We are not being asked to respond to a natural disaster. We are being 

asked to compensate for the inadequacies of the Haitian government who are unable to provide 

basic care for their citizens…they can’t pave the roads, provide electricity to all the people, can’t 

care for the sick, can’t protect innocent people from violent gangs, can’t pay public servants such 

as the police and medical personnel who operate public hospitals, they can’t put an end to the 

widespread corruption that invades all areas of life.  
 

Yet here is our friend, someone we know and trust, who is simply trying to do what he can to 

lessen the suffering of people he does not even know. He cares, deeply. The government does not 

give shit about anyone…their only concern is lining their pockets with money desperately needed 

for the common good, the help the poor survive with a little less struggle.  
 

Dr. Deluc called me as I was writing this. I had asked him to share more information. I told him about the 

medical emergency. He called Dr. Steph at 7:00am; she had not yet left for the hospital. He wrote to me and 

said “the pain is rather localized at the epigastric level (stomach area) most likely an ulcer attack.” 



Amazingly enough, I knew at he was talking about when he used the word “epigastric.” I’ve seen so many 

medical problems the kids have endured over the years to earn a medical degree.   
 

In a follow up message, Deluc wrote: “It will be easily relieved/treated by an anti-ulcer drug like injectable 

omeprazole. Easy for him to say. “Omeprazole” sounds like something you might order at an Italian 

restaurant. The best thin about Haiti is you can have spaghetti for breakfast. Deluc calmed my nerves about 

Jinette. She is in good, loving hands. The Santa Chiara angels are watching over her. 
  

Back to Deluc Accilus, MD and his plea for help. Do whatever your heart suggests. Praying for 

him and his mission is a great start. Here is the official letter Deluc received.  
 

 
 

 



This is Jinette at our clinic before going to the hospital. 

 
 

And here she is at Spirit Hospital, where we took Michel last week. 

 



Jinette remained in the hospital until for two hours. Steph brought her home and took a blood 

sample which Nurse Rose will have analyzed at Grace Hospital. There is more to the story. Steph 

began treating Jinette at five in the morning. When it became clear they needed to take Jinette to 

the hospital, there was another problem with the Subaru. They had to borrow a neighbors tap-

tap to get to Hope Hospital in Delmas, 75 which is at least a 20-minute drive. We have a clear 

need for three cars so at least two will function at all times. As I previously mention, a generous 

donor sent us the funds to buy a bigger, better used car. The check arrived while I’m here in 

Florida. As soon as I return to Haiti (I travel back on Sunday), we will begin the search for another 

car. We will keep the Subaru and fix it and keep it for emergencies and shorter, local trips not 

requiring a lot of cargo space. 
 

I failed to mention something in yesterday’s Journal and the other medical emergency with the 

boy with a bad cut on his arm and how it relates to Deluc dilemma of being given a job to perform 

and not given the funds to do it. Yesterday’s Journal showed Nurse Christella assisting Dr. Steph 

and Nurse Rose. We have three nurses working downstairs in routine child care. All three of them 

could not find nursing jobs at the area hospitals due to lack of funding. All the hospitals are 

understaffed, except for the pricey private hospitals. So, these three nurses had to take a low-

paying job with us. The benefit is that they can spot a medical problem and treat while they are 

going about their routine child care job, such as bathing the toddlers or organizing games for the 

older kids and helping serve the meal and help the kids with their homework. We have replaced 

most of out former staff who were either uneducated or unsuited for the work.  
 

Steph believes the stomach issues some of the girls are experiencing comes from the overuse of 

hot sauce and other things they should not be eating. This alarmed me. Years ago, I forbade us 

buying or using certain kinds additives that spiced up the food; I did so on the advice of an older 

woman doctor at Grace Hospital. The cooks and the kids rebelled, but eventually accepted my 

mandate. When I asked Steph why we don’t stop buying hot sauce, she said the kids are secretly 

getting it. They lay on the ground at the front gate, and get the attention of someone passing by. 

They ask the person on the street to get them some hot sauce. Some kids have a little money given 

to them by visiting relatives. This is the kind of stuff that eats up so much time. There will be a 

meeting today to find a way to prevent this kind of activity.    
 

I spent from 5:00am to 10:00am yesterday dealing with all this stuff and writing this Journal. It 

left me too tired to do what I had planned on doing. Never had time for a walk on Wednesday or 

Thursday. I will return to Haiti more tired then when left Haiti. But I am more peaceful after 

spending time writing and taking hot showers. The big storm on Wednesday knocked out my TV 

reception for two days…giving me even more silence.  


