
September 16, 2022 

What’s Next 
 

Where to start? What to say? The first thing that comes to mind are the two women who walked 

for over two hours each on Wednesday to get to Santa Chiara to help care for the kids…and give 

fellow staffers who have stayed around the clock a rest. One woman said that the road was so 

blocked even pedestrians had to squeeze through a small gap. Motorcycles usually get around 

blockades, but not this time. One motorcyclist who managed to get passed the blockade had so 

many rocks thrown at him he fell off his bike. People are really angry, both because of the insane 

crime rate at the hands of the gangs and the announcement that the price of gas was going to 

double. This simple photo illustrates the struggle. It shows a woman crossing a barricade 

designed to stop traffic.  
 

 
 

So, what is next for Haiti, for Santa Chiara? No one really knows. I have to tap into my history of 

being forced to deal with insurmountable problems. By looking back, I know that as bad as this 

is, I’ve seen worse. Before the President was assassinated, there were many massive, often 

destructive, protests. One was particularly nasty. I don’t recall the year. Here one year blends into 

another. A volunteer who spent two weeks with us (yes, there was a time when people felt safe 

enough to travel to Haiti) wrote a summary of her experience with us in a report to friends and 

family in which is stated that at Santa Chiara a day is like a week anywhere else. While the date 

maybe fogged, the details are vividly clear. Not far from us there was a shopping center that 

included a large supermarket, a stationary store, an internet/cable company, and the best 

pharmacy in the city. It also had gas station and an electronic store that sold cellphones and 

computers. I went to this shopping center two or three times a week. Next to the supermarket 

there was a small restaurant operated by the supermarket. They offered, cafeteria style, simple 

Haitian meals, plus pizza, sandwiches and ice cream. When I went to the shopping center, often 



just to go to the pharmacy or to pay the internet bill, I always took a few kids with me…so they 

could get ice cream or a slice of pizza. It was a huge deal for the kids. So, on the day in question, 

after getting whatever it was we needed, the kids all had ice cream. They were excited.  
 

One hour after we left, protestors entered the shopping center. They set every car in the big 

parking lot on fire. Then they burned every business to the ground. There were reports of 

hundreds of people fleeing the stores, seeing their cars on fire, and running for their lives. I could 

live without that supermarket or the restaurant and the office supply store…but I truly lamented 

the loss of that drug store. Santa Chiara had an account there. If they did not have a medication 

we needed, they got it for us. With it gone, I often had to visit 6-9 hole-in-the-wall pharmacy to 

find the medication we needed. For the next year, every time we drove passed the site, the hulks 

of the burned-out cars stood as monuments to the insanity. I often thought about all the workers 

in the various stores who lost their jobs. The owner of the office supply store was an Oriental 

woman who was very kind to us. The chair I am seated on as I write this was purchased there; 

she always gave me a nice discount.  
 

After that incident, all the major supermarkets and big stores erected very high metal gates 

around their stores. At the first hint of a protest, the gates are closed and armed guard take their 

positions high on the walls. On the main street from downtown to Petionville (PV) you can hardly 

see the store fronts of the major stores…they are all hidden behind the metal walls.  
 

I have no idea of the damage done to store in PV over the last two days. The big stores will not 

suffer any looting, as they are fortresses. I saw video clips on social media of protestors stealing 

from smaller “mom & pop” stores, shouting that the Prime Minister is paying for their “shopping 

spree.”  
 

What I’ve seen over these last seven years and four months is that none of the protests, none of 

the looting, none of the destruction of private property, none of the burned cars or shattered car 

windows will not make a bit of difference. The politicians, the elite, the powerful do not care even 

in the slightest about the suffering of the poor. 
 

This round of explosive protests will end. The only questions is when. In the past during extended 

protests, there was always a break in the mayhem and madness on Sundays and sometime on 

Saturday also. The breaks gave people a chance to shop for food or go to church. (As I type this 

at 10:45am on Thursday, I just saw a bright yellow Spirit Airline take off. I know it is going to Ft. 

Lauderdale. It is on time. This is a good sign.) In my conversation with Gabens yesterday morning 

(he is still unable to come to work), we discussed his “plan,” which is truth was mostly a hope 

that there would be a break in the protests this weekend. The “plan” part would have Michel set 

out on his motorcycle on Saturday and survey which stores are open. If he found an open 

supermarket and the barricades had been removed, he would return to SCCC for the Xterra. He 

would call Gabens and Gabens would meet him at the supermarket with his credit card. I might 

follow in the Toyota to double up our storage space. Of course, if this scenario happens, the 

supermarket would be extremely crowded.   
 



Plan B goes into effect if the break happens but supermarkets remain closed. In this case, we 

would go to the street markets, such as the one below us in a slum. Everything we would be able 

to purchase would have to be paid for in cash. I have emergency funds for such realities, as I have 

always felt the eventually the bottom would fall out of Haiti and it became a cash only society.  

 

As I mentioned to Gabens, my major concern was the delivery of water, both drinking water and 

water for bathing and laundry…and flushing toilets. We have lived through times when the 

water delivery trucks could not make it up the hill because of blockades or lack of gas. We would 

then load dozens of 5-gallon jugs into the Xterra and drive around to individuals who sold water. 

This took a lot of time. And the longer the protests lasted, the scarcer water for sale became.  

 

All of this is to say we are in the midst of very uncertain times. But this is certain: if this price hick 

in fuel remains, people will die. Here at Santa Chiara, I felt we had enough funds on hand to get 

us into December, not counting Christmas presents for the kids. No way now. I would need to 

give the staff a raise so they can survive. The cost of everything will dramatically rise. (It is not 

11:10am and a JetBlue plane bound for Ft. Lauderdale just took off…just about 50 minutes late.) 

Tap-tap fees will go up. People simply will not be able to make ends meet. Kids will go hungry; 

many will not go to school. The prison of poverty will expand.  

 

So…it is now 11:31am, Thursday. Just received a distressing message from Gabens. He heard on 

the radio the US Government is “ordering” or (more probably) recommending that all US 

Citizens leave Haiti within the next few days. The speculation is that the airport that I can see 

from my office window might close. This happened back in May 2020 when the airport in Port-

au-Prince banned incoming flights from the United States because of Covid-19. It was get out 

now or you’re stuck in Haiti for the foreseeable future. Things were different then. Those were 

the pre-Gabens days when a certain mother and son were causing us great pain and turmoil. I 

could not leave. I would not leave. I was not about to abandon my kids. I stayed. I got covid. I 

nearly died. I survived…and recovered. Gabens came on board…and the total transformation of 

Santa Chiara began. I was scheduled to return to Florida on Wednesday, September 28th. I was 

already talking to Steph about my leaving a few days earlier, on Sunday, September 25th…just to 

have a few extra days to get treatment for my skin problems and also try to get the 3rd covid 

booster shot. I have not heard any word from the US Embassy or from JetBlue. 

 

As it is now, during the protests I am more of a target. I really can’t leave SCCC. If it is true that 

the airport will close soon, I will leave…knowing that SCCC is in good hands with Gabens, his 

supervisors and staff…and Dr. Stéphanie. I will seize the opportunity for some rest. 

 

In the sea of all the bad news coming out of Haiti at this time, I thought I’d share a few phone 

photos taken on our little island of hope and healing. No hint of trouble inside our walls except 

for the absence of our leader, Mr. Gabens Preval, and some of our trusted staff members who 

could not make it to work thanks to the barricades. One staffer reported lots of shotting in her 

neighborhood. 

 



 
On Wednesday, Jinette helped out in the kitchen. Her she is preparing the fish. 

She has her t-shirt on inside out and backwards. 

 

 
If I’m cooking, you know we are in big trouble. 

But I was just pretending to be stirring the rice…or was it corn meal? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
Carla is Moïse’s primary nanny. She holds him just before his nap. 

 

 
Moise is spending more and more time playing in the yard. 

Just don’t try to take his building blocks. 



 
Clare Marie Straub falls asleep in my lap. 

 

 
Every day I lose myself for a few minutes in the cloud formations. 

Creation is a wonderful entry point to contemplation. 

 

 

 



 
 

 
Three teens (Bency, Wally, and Jinette) just hanging out in the rear yard. 

 

I’ll end with a few photos of Isnaida, better known as Izzy. While she lags behind in her school work, she is 

very creative and funny. I happened to watch her gathering leaves in the back garden. I wasn’t sure what 

she was doing with them; but it appeared she was making some kind of bouquet…of leaves? Within a short 

period of time she was in the yard surrounded by kids…they were attracted to her leaf headdress. Izzy was 

entertaining the little kids. When it was time for the little kids to enter the school for there class time, some 

did not want to go. Izzy began walking around the yard like a pied piper, waving her arms in a fanciful 

many. The kids formed a line behind as she marched right into the school…as all the kids followed her. I 

thought it was very clever. I gave Izzy a thumbs-up…and she smiled.  



 

 

 


