
July 23, 2022 

Stressed 
 

On Wednesday, the day before I traveled to Florida, I was in the kitchen getting some cold water 

(the heat in Haiti is intense and debilitating), when Dr. Steph entered our apartment. I noticed 

her carrying her stethoscope. I asked, “Who is sick?” She said, “Christella.” 
 

Christella is a staffer, a nurse who does not work in our clinic; she works downstairs in child care. 

(She is one of three new staffers who are nurses.) I asked what was wrong with her. Steph said 

she was just very stressed; her blood pressure was high. A neighbor of hers was kidnapped and 

another neighbor shot. Nurse Christella can’t sleep because she is so stressed about the 

deteriorating situation in Haiti. No one feels safe. When the violence strikes close to your home, 

your anxiety level rises. I have personally known two people who have been killed in the last few 

months. We live in a de facto war zone, yet we must continue to do normal things, such as shop 

for groceries. 

 

Very Sad News 
 

Two of Fr. Tom's workers, a driver and a medical provider, were killed in Cité Soleil. 
 

The gangs now occupy one of Fr. Tom's schools. Gang members are shooting at people from the 

roof of the school. 
 

Hands Together has been unable to deliver water and food to those people still trapped in Cité 

Soleil as the war between the gangs has intensified.  
 

It is all madness, with no end in sight. Hope is dying. 

 

Travel Reflection 
 

When I finished packing for the trip back to Florida, I decided to take a pocket-sized notebook 

with me. I had somethings on my mind, and I thought I might be able to do a little scribbling 

while waiting to board the plane and during the flight. Michel took the most direct route to the 

airport, which meant we drove on some very bad dirt roads. The shortest way to the main road 

(Delmas, 33) requires driving down a very steep dirt road that is littered with rocks of all sizes, 

as well as lots of trash. The road is so steep, you can’t drive up it without four-wheel drive. So, if 

you make down without losing a wheel or hitting a goat, you’ve arrived smack in the middle of 

a small, but dangerous slum. Most of the gunfire we hear comes from this slum. Members of our 

staff walk down to the slum virtually every day for fresh bread. We drove a short distance and 

turned left on to a very narrow two-way street that takes you to the main road. The main road is 

lined with street vendors, selling mostly fruit and vegetables. As soon as we turned onto the main 

road, we saw off in the distance a cloud of smoke. It was not clear if it was a fire set by protestors 

or burning trash. I noticed flashing lights and said that something bad was happening. We had 

driven less than three minutes, and my stomach was already in a knot.  
 



We quickly turned off the main road to avoid whatever trouble was ahead. The back road, which 

is normally really bad, had deteriorated to the point it was barely passable. There was one section 

of the road that had a crater so deep we feared losing a wheel. When we reached the main road 

leading to the airport it was so bad, Michel decided to take another dirt back road. The dirt road 

was muddy, with pools of water and hills of trash. We traversed a dreadfully poor area. Many 

people were walking. It was hard enough to drive on the road, let alone walk it. By the time we 

reached the airport, I felt I needed a chiropractor. Steph was being tossed about in the back seat.   
 

As always, sadness washed over me as I saw so many poor struggling in such dreadful, 

deplorable conditions. I never get used to seeing the pain of life. I said a short, silent prayer to 

bring God into the mud and filth. How can we be indifferent to the agony and pain? God is crying. 
 

The airport security check is supposed to open at 6:30am. On Thursday, it opened at 7:25am. In 

other words, by Haitian standards, it opened early. There is no air-conditioning in that part of the 

terminal. It was very hot. People were becoming annoyed at standing for so long. By the time it 

opened, there were already at least sixty people on line. I was number three.  
 

In the new JetBlue lounge on the second floor, which is fully airconditioned, people had used 

every available electrical outlet to charge their phones. Even if a Haitian could afford to buy a 

plane ticket, chances are they had no electrical power in your home. 
 

Steph called via WhatsApp video. She was in our office/living room. Moïse was on her lap. They 

were eating fruit. Moïse seemed more interested in the fruit then me. However, just before I ended 

the call, I waived and said, “Bye-bye, Moïse”…and he waved to me. 
 

The flight to Florida pushed back from the gate a few minutes early: THIS NEVER HAPPENS. 
 

I miss Steph. 
 

My scribbling ended. Stop cheering.  

 

July Birthdays 
 

We finally were able to institute a practice I learned in Peru during my two visits to Dr. Tony’s 

home for some 50 sick and handicapped kids. Every month, his team organizes one big birthday 

party for all the children celebrating their birthdays that month. When you have between 40 and 

70 kids living in a home as we have had, it seems like every week it is someone’s birthday. In 

seven years, I can’t calculate home birthday cakes I purchased and parties I attended and 

photographed. This July, four kids (Bency, Berline, Ally & Philippe) and two staffers (Steph & 

Deshommes) celebrated their birthdays. On Wednesday we had a big birthday bash for all then 

including special feast of a meal to go along with the cake, candy, and lots of signing. I was glad 

for this because I was able to attend a birthday party for Steph as I would not be able to be with 

her on her actually birthday which was yesterday. As usual, if there is food being served and fun 

being had, you will find Moïse in the middle of the action. 

 



 
 

 
 

 



 

 
 

 
Ally castes a weary eye on Moïse, making sure he doesn’t grab her food. 

 

 

 


