
June 24, 2022 

A Crazy 24 Hours 
 

Back in Florida. But I want to go back to Wednesday night and yesterday morning. Because the 

travel days are always exhausting, I had prepared a Journal for today while I was still in Haiti. 

The idea was I wouldn’t have to deal with writing a journal for today, I as I had one in the bank. 

But then a series of things happened which pushed the prepared journal back a day. 
 

Wednesday night just before 8:00pm, Steph and I were talking about a homeless woman we see 

every time were drive to Pétionville. She is always dressed in rags. She cooks for herself over a 

wood burning fire. She doesn’t beg. She is always in the same spot were the road makes a sharp 

turn. Car’s speed passed her. She is alone and ignored. On Tuesday, I stopped the car where she 

“lives.” I had asked Steph to lower the passenger window. I called the woman. She approached 

the car. Steph handed her a 1,000-gourde bill. (About ten bucks.) She looked stunned. She gave 

us a faint smile. We drove off. I was telling Steph about three homeless people from three of my 

films on homelessness in Los Angeles, Philadelphia, and Detroit that touched me deeply. In the 

middle of one poignant story, it began to rain. The window near my desk was closed. We were 

seated near the open window at the back of the office. We left the window open. The rain was 

light and not coming in through the window. The wind began to pick up, blowing in just a mist 

of rain. The breeze was gentle and cooling. I kept talking.  
 

Suddenly, the gentle breeze become ferocious…and we were getting wet. Within seconds, the 

wind reached tropical storm force. This was serious. Then Steph noticed that the water was 

blowing through the slots on the window near my desk. It was like multiple waterfalls. The wind 

was so strong it was forcing the water through the minute crack between each slot of glass. The 

floor was flooded. Everything on my desk was drenched. Same for the papers and books on each 

of the two small side tables under the window. It took Steph at least a half hour to mop up all the 

water. I had to print out a new boarding pass. As we were cleaning, I heard some men talking 

loudly in the alley below us. I opened the window and saw a large tree had fallen on a parked 

car. It was a huge, old tree that the wind snapped in half. When I looked out a different window, 

I could see the tree fell just behind the car and only some branched hit the car. When calmness 

returned to the night, I finished telling my homeless stories.  
 

On Thursday morning, I was at my desk at 5:30am.  As I sipped my coffee, I heard loud gunfire 

off in the distance. Boom. Boom. Boom. Boom. Four or five shots in rapid succession. Not too 

close, but close enough. I sent the Journal and was reading some internet news sources regarding 

Haiti. Here are three headlines: 
 

Gunfire in Haiti’s capital causes panic ahead of school exams, gangs blamed 
 

U.N. official warns gangs have created a 'state of terror' in Haiti amid its 'institutional vacuum' 
 

Haiti crisis worries Dominican Republic 
 

I didn’t bother reading the stories, as I live them. After the sun rose, I took a photo of the fallen 

tree. The car had moved. 



 
 

About 9:20am, Steph and I walked down the back steps. She was carrying my suitcase. The kids 

were all in the yard. They knew what was happening. Many kissed or hugged me. Robenson was 

ready to drive me to the airport. Steph wanted to come along. Before we got in the car, two of the 

men said they needed to show me something. The strong winds sent two of our solar panels 

flying. One crashed in the play area of the yard. The other hit a large water tank on the roof and 

stayed on the roof. The panels had been secured and the guys could not understand how they 

became airborne.  
 

 
 

 



I also learned that another small tree in the garden area was damaged.  
 

After the overnight news report, we headed for the airport. When we reached the bottom of our 

hill, we were confronted with an unpleasant sight. As we turned onto Delmas, 33, we saw a mob 

of people gathered around what looked all too familiar: a crime scene, probably a dead person. I 

had the thought the gunfire I heard might be connected to this scene. Steph called me when she 

got back to SCCC and said that the mob had been dispersed and she and Robenson saw the 

covered body on the street.  
 

We had three viable routes to the airport. But two are dirt roads with huge craters that become 

lakes when it rains. Robenson decided it was best to take the paved road…on which just a few 

days earlier someone had been kidnapped. We made it to the airport without incident.    
 

 
 

When I reached the second floor JetBlue entrance to the new boarding area, no one was there to 

check-in passengers. A JetBlue employee who me walked over to me and told me there was no 

one ready to check people as it was way too early. I said not to worry, I’d come back. As I started 

to walk away, he told me to wait, saying, “I’ll check you in.” I soon found myself in the empty, 

vast boarding area.  
 

 



The boarding agent was a young man named Ben Hurr. I’ve seen him often over the years. I told 

him, “I knew you were working today because I saw your chariot parked outside the airport.”  
 

 
 

As the plane was landing, the heard a flight attendant yelling, “Get the bag.” I looked to my right 

and saw a frail old woman seated in the aisle seat across from me. She was about to throw up. 

“Bag” in Creole means ring. The woman had no idea what the flight attendant was saying. I 

grabbed the white air-sickness bag from in front of me and stretched by arm out across the aisle. 

Just as she took the bag the plane touched down on the runway. She threw up into the bag as the 

pilot jammed on the breaks. When the plane reached the gate, the flight attendant thanked me for 

helping the old woman, saying he could not get up because the plane a was about to land. He 

said it would have been mess had I not helped her. The flight landed 20 minutes late in Fort 

Lauderdale. It took an hour to clear customs.  



Traffic going north in I-95 was heavy, thanks in part to a five-car accident. When we got north of 

Palm Beach, we were cruising along at just over 80mph. Suddenly the car ahead of us jammed on 

his brakes. Fortunately, my driver, Dennis, was not tailgating. I think initially he thought the car 

ahead of us was just slowing down. He really jammed on the breaks and we barely managed to 

stop before hitting the car. Then we saw what was happening. A ladder had flown off the back 

of a pickup truck a headed of the car in front of us. We saw the ladder on the left shoulder of the 

road. The pickup truck had pulled over to retrieve his ladder. We felt lucky that the ladder did 

not hit the car in front of us and that we managed not to plow into the car. 
 

Flying solar panels, falling trees, and flying ladders…wow! Got home at 6:40pm. As I was making 

my way to Ft. Pierce, my wife was sending my photos of her day. 
 

 
 

 
 

I called her as soon as I got home. When Moise saw me on the video call, he smiled and waved. 


