
September 5, 2022 

The Long Journey Home 
 

I went to bed shortly after nine of Saturday night. I had set the alarm for 3:30am with the intention 

of hitting the road by 6:30am. On Sunday morning, the 10-mile drive just take under two hours. 

The first 35 miles are on streets with traffic lights. Once you reach the Interstate you start flying. 

But I woke up at 2:15am and could go back to sleep. I got up, made coffee, sent a journal and did 

some ready. Even taking my time, I was ready to go at 5:30am. I had a debate with myself about 

chilling for an hour. Hyper Gerry won the debate. 

 

During the drive I heard a news report of the radio saying that 30 million Americans would be 

traveling by plane over the holiday weekend.ng by plane over the holiday weekend. Moreover, 

the airports were a mess on Friday and Saturday and that some huge percentage of flights had 

experience delays.  

 

When I reached the airport at 7:20am, I saw the impact of the news report. The Ft. Lauderdale 

airport has three huge garages. The two that are the closest to the two main terminals each had 

eight floors of covered parking. One of those has parking on the roof. The third has nine floors 

with parking on the roof. The first two car were full…no empty spaces. The third garage had very 

few spots on the rook. At last row of cars and furthest side of the roof there were only two spots 

left. I got one and car behind snagged the other. I felt extremely lucky. I was worried I would 

have to leave the airport and park at an external parking lot and hope they had a shuttle service. 

As it was I had a long walk to the elevator which went only the 8th and 9th floors. I got off on the 

8th and spotted a bank of elevators to the ground floor. I hopped on an airport bus designed to 

hold lots of luggage. Had I left Ocean Village five minutes later, I would have been stuck. 

 

The flight left 20 minutes late because it was full and many people had to have their bags taken 

off the plane and moved to the cargo hold. Still, we landed just ten minutes late. Michele and 

Steph were there to greet me. One of the dirt roads was so bad, I felt we would not make it. The 

paved road had a mountain of burning trash that was higher than the car. As we drove passed 

this nightmarish scene, I said: “Home Sweet Home…I’ve really missed the smell of burning 

garbage.” 

 

In the early evening, Steph and I were seated on the back bench, hoping to catch a little breeze. 

The sizzling heat slaps you in the face. I already miss my air-conditioning. One of the nurses 

walked up to us. She was cradling her young son in her arms. The boy was sick with a bad case 

of diarrhea. Steph brought mother and child up to the clinic. Many of the single women who 

work the weekend staff bring their kids with them. They stay for the entire weekend.  
 

It was determined the boy needed to be put on IV. The weekend supervisor held the boy and 

Steph injected him. The boy is only two and deaf. 

 

In Haiti, especially in Cite Soleil, kids often die from diarrhea. 



 
 

 
 
 

 


