
August 21, 2022 

A Dozen Hours 
 

On Thursday night, I set my alarm for 4:00am, which would give me two hours and forty-five 

minutes to get ready to leave for the airport. I was really eager to get out of Haiti. Not that the 

current 20-day trip to Haiti was especially difficult or demanding. It was not. There had been no 

emergencies, no hard days, no insurmountable problems, no encounter with violent protests. 

What there was were just day-after-day of scorching heat. The temperature routinely topped a 

100-degrees. I just felt exhausted…and bored by the monotony of not being able to leave Santa 

Chiara because of the continual threat of violence and the lack of gas.  
 

On Wednesday we encountered an invasion of dozens upon dozens of cockroaches as the back 

of the compound. We couldn’t kill them fast enough. I was especially up set when one ended up 

in my hair. I still can’t figure out how that happened. The intense he drove a few battalions of 

ants into the second-floor kitchen. One afternoon, I was seated on the bench under a tree at the 

back of the yard, hoping for a little breeze. At one point I looked down at the ground and an over-

sized rat was inches from my feet.  
 

I longed for air-conditioning, hot water, and an insect free environment. 
 

My exhaustion drove me to return to Florida four days early. A decision Steph fully supported 

even though we would both miss each other. Of course, the extra day apart deepened our 

frustration over the inept Haitian government’s inability to give us the one document we need to 

present to the US Embassy to process Steph’s visitors visa application. I mentioned in Thursday’s 

Journal that Steph and the lawyer were going to the court on Thursday to meet with the judge 

who officiated our wedding to see if he could help us get the document. I wrote that I had no 

hope the meeting would yield at positive action. When Steph called the judge on Thursday 

morning to confirm the time of the meeting, the judge told her he had no gas and so he could not 

drive to the court. More waiting. More frustration. More heat. No gas.  
 

I woke up at 3:15am on Friday. Too early to get up, but I couldn’t sleep. I got up, made coffee and 

sat in my office. Michel was down in the yard at 6:30am. Steph carried my luggage downstairs 

but was too tired to drive to the airport. I told her to go back to bed. 
 

Michel and I left for the airport at 6:40am. Michel always took the shortest, no direct, and safest 

route to the airport…which happens to be the route with the worst roads. 90% of this route is on 

dirt roads. Within seconds from leaving SCCC, we drive down a steep incline; the road is covered 

with rocks and garbage. Even the goats have a hard time walking up and down the road. The 

many nights of rain created a gully. The Xterra was tilted so far to one side, I feared it would tip 

over.  Then we pass through the slum below us where the muddy street is so narrow a stalled car 

or water delivery truck will make it impossible to pass. We are not two minutes into the drive 

when my heart is in my throat. Then we pass through a truly impoverished neighborhood. The 

many nights of rain made the road look impassable. Nothing stops Michel. I imagined getting 

stuck and walking to the airport. When we finally reached the paved road that approaches the 

airport from the rear, Michel drove so fast I was a nervous wreck. At one point he was about to 

pass a slow-moving, over-crowded tap-tap that I shouted I was very early…he passed the tap-



tap anyway. We arrived at the airport a few minutes before seven. I was relieved that the most 

dangerous part of the trip was over.     
 

I was the first in line for the airport security screening. It did not open until 7:22am. By that time, 

50 people were waiting in line. When I reached the new JetBlue boarding lounge on the second 

floor, it was not yet open. But they know me and got me a chair as they prepared the screening 

machinery. Within 15 minutes, the they were ready to screen the travelers and check their 

documents. 
 

As I sat in the new, airconditioned lounge, I was able to relax. I thought about the last few days 

at Santa Chiara. The activities for the older girls had shifted from making bracelets to making 

sandal. This took a lot more work. When one of the girls finished making her sandals, the social 

worker said he would buy them from her. She said, “I’m not selling this. It took too long to make 

to sell it.” Dr. Stephanie spent an entire two or three days making herself two pair of sandals. I 

have of the all this but they are stuck in the outbox. 
 

The plane took off 10 minutes early and landed in Ft. Lauderdale nearly 25 minutes ahead of 

scheduled arrival time. There was no one in customs. I was walking to the parking garage within 

ten minutes of deplaning. I paid for the parking at 12:21pm…which was one minute after the 

scheduled arrival time of the flight. I could not believe the good fortune. At that time of day, there 

was little traffic and with the exception of about 15 minutes of heavy rain near Palm Beach, it was 

smooth sailing. I was at the post office in Ft. Pierce shortly after 2:00pm.  
 

After collecting the mail, I headed for the supermarket. I entered my apartment at 3:15pm…12 

hours after waking up in Haiti. Here are a few photos from the last few days in Haiti. 
 

 
 

See the little fellow on the wall between the lamp and the Giotto book…that is Larry Lizard. He 

visits me every night. He enjoys eating the bugs that enter my office through the open window. 

Larry sometimes walks on my desk in pursuit of a tiny insect. He has gotten within six inches of 

my computer. He often just stares at me. I have no such entertainment in Florida. 



One afternoon, Steph and I were seated on the back bench in the shade of the trees. Moïse was 

seated on her lap. It was so hot, Moïse was uncomfortable. Suddenly Steph stood up and carried 

him to the laundry area. I asked where she was going. She said she was going to give Moïse a 

bath. In a flash, the kid was naked and being lowered into a big pail of water. I figured he would 

scream…but no, he loved it. Steph just kept pouring water on him. 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 



 
Out of the pail and back on the bench and refreshed, Moise was happy. 

 
 

 



 
This goat is eating the garbage in the alley below my office window. 

 
 

Today is a big day at Santa Chiara. There will be an exhibit of all the crafts the kids made over the 

summer break. Many of the staff, including Gabens and the psychiatrist (Dr. Tony) will bring 

their spouses and children. It will be an end of summer celebration. It was scheduled to be today 

so I could enjoy it before returning to Florida. I was not aware of it before I change my travel dates 

to return four days early. Yesterday, I asked Gabens to take photos and write tomorrow’s Journal. 

Dr. Steph will give a speech at the close of the event. I asked her to send a few lines of her speech 

in English. Meanwhile, it was very providential that I did return early. On Friday night the 

woman I hired to edit my Merton book sent me the manuscript with were changes. Yesterday, I 

worked nonstop on it from six in the morning until eight at night and barely got through 1/3 of 

the text. It will take me another three days of concentrated work to finish me review. There were 



many citations for quotations I used that had to be found. I ended up reading many passages from 

lots of books. While the task was draining, I loved it. I spent a dozen years working on this book 

and see it now was a real joy. I was in my element, doing what I love. Plus, I had air-conditioning 

and hot water.  No lizards. No goats. No intense heat. No piles of burning garbage. No fear of 

being shot or kidnapped.  
 

But, sadly, no Stéphanie, no Moïse, no Bency, no Naïve, no kids, no Gabens, no Baby, no 

Mackenson, no Nurse Rose. No Larry Lizard. Yesterday I did talk with Steph and Naïve on the 

video phone, and Gabens and I exchanged a series of audio messages.  
 

 
Steph and Bency teaching Moïse to use a crayon. 

 

 
 

 

 


