
September 6, 2022 

More Drama 
 

In yesterday’s I shared about the son of one of the nurses on our staff who Dr. Steph had to treat 

for diarrhea by putting in IV. On Sunday night I assumed that was the end of the story. Wrong. 

I was up early on Monday. Afterward, I resumed work on my Merton manuscript. Needed to 

do one last pass over it before it goes to the typesetter. I had it printed before leaving Florida. 

My plan was to simply read it aloud this week. In reading it aloud I hear mistakes I might not 

see. In the first thirty pages, I found to minor grammatical errors. I also encountered a word I 

had used three times in the space of a few pages. In one case, I simply substituted a different 

word.  
 

But my review was interrupted by someone ringing the door bell around 7:00am. Steph was still 

asleep so I got up to see who was at the door. It was the night supervisor. She looked very 

concerned about something. She said, “We need Dr. Steph.” No more words were needed. 

There was some kind of medical emergency, probably with a child. My first thought was some 

kind of accident. I woke up Steph. She jumped up. I ran downstairs to see what the problem 

was. It was the same boy. While his mother was taking a shower, the boy collapsed on to the 

floor. Baby had picked him picked him up and was holding him. 

 

 
 

When Steph arrived, she quickly saw the severity of the problem. The boy needed to be rushed 

to the hospital. The nearest hospital which treated kids would not be open for another hour. She 

said we needed to take him to Hope Hospital on Delmar, 75 because he has a good emergency 

room. Long-time Journal readers know this as over the years we’ve spent many hours, often late 

at night, inside this hospital. I rushed upstairs to get some money and to change my cloths, as I 

was still in my PJs. I assumed Steph and I would take the boy. Then I realized his mother was a 

nurse, and so there would be no need for Steph to go. I had seen Michel was in the yard and I 

felt it would be best for him to drive. He knows he routine at the hospital as will as I do. There 



was no reason for me to spend endless hours at the hospital. Steph agreed with this assessment. 

Michel was happy to do the job. I gave the mother 6,000 gourdes in cash, which is just over fifty 

dollars.  I left Gabens an audio message to advise him of the crisis. 
 

 
 

Michel hit a lot of traffic. He was afraid the child might die before reaching the hospital. At one 

point, a police car with his siren blasting and lights flashing zoomed past the cars stuck in traffic. 

He was speeding in the opposite lane of a two-way street. Michel zipped behind the cop staying 

close to his tail, and he too sped passed all the cars. It was a bold move. I’ve driven like a crazy 

man when I’ve rushed a pregnant woman to the hospital, but I’m not sure I would have made 

the move Michel did. He is fearless. 
 

The doctors said the boy was very sick. His stomach had collapsed. They speculated that if Steph 

had put the boy on IV on Sunday night he might have died. Michel called Steph from the hospital 

that they hospital required a down payment of $200 to treat the boy. Steph called Gabens and 

asked him if he could stop in the hospital on his way to work and use the SCCC credit card to 

pay the hospital. Gabens called me to see of I would authorize this payment, as technically the 

boy is not one of our kids. I said of course we will pay for his treatment.   
 

Meanwhile as all this was happening, I had a bad pain in my right ear. Flying often causes me 

ear discomfort. I chew gum during take off and landing and I use ear plugs to help minimize the 

discomfort. Still, often the discomfort lasts for days, and at times impedes my hearing. But this 

was different. It was painful. Some time ago, Steph purchased a professional ear examining tool 

(otoscope). She got it and stuck it in my ear. She saw a little bump in the ear canal which may 

have caused an infection. She thought I may have pushed it deeper in my inner ear with a Q-tip. 

We went to the pharmacy and purchased some ear medication. She put is in my ear along with 

some ibuprofen to lessen the pain. It has helped so far. When I chew anything, it really hurts. 
 

My first 36 hours back in Haiti had lots of drama. I need a nap. 

 


