
September 17, 2022 

Dark Days 
 

On Friday morning, I didn’t need an update from the US Embassy or the latest news posted on 

social media to know that the blockades would continue…all I needed to do was look out my 

office window an see the rising black smoke from burning tires at a major intersection near us. 

Also, Baby sent me a screen shot of a medical lab (Laboratoires 4C—Caribbean Canadian 

Chemical Company S.A.) located not far from us that the protesters set on fire and destroyed. 

Insanity. The lab developed, produced and distributed the most comprehensive range of 

pharmaceutical products in Haiti. They specialized in the research, development, and 

commercialization of innovative products in order to prevent and fight illnesses, relieve pain and 

improve the quality of life of Haitian families. This is a great loss. We will soon face a shortage of 

important medications. 

 

 
 

One my concerns was running out of pure drinking water. On Friday morning Steph had a plan. 

She would walk down the back hill to the small slum and check one guy who sells 5-gallon jugs 

of Culligan water. I wanted to go with her. She insisted on going alone. A few years ago, I often 

walked down to the slum to get the bread or go with one of the women to get vegetables. People 

always starred at me, but no one bothered me outside of a few crude comments from some tough 

guys. I saw the slum as visually alive. They slaughtered goats and pigs…and even roasted them. 

But now, it is too dangerous for me to go down to the slum. I sometimes have to drive down the 

dreadfully bad road with the other road is blocked by a broken-down car. Michel always takes 

this route through the slum when he takes me to the airport and it scars the heck out of me.  
 

Steph came back and said the guy would sell us water. The cost was no too much more than when 

we have it delivered. I gave her enough to buy 20 jugs…3,500 gourdes or about $30.00 US. 

Down the hill she walked with some empty jugs. Four men followed her. The made many trips 

up the steep hill carrying the water. People were fighting for smaller jugs of water near us. 



 
Steph heading down the hill trailed by Mackenson, who will carry the filled jugs up the hill. 

 

 
 

With no clean running water, procuring and hauling water is an essential part of daily life of the 

poor. It is hard, time-consuming job. Little kids walk the street carry small jugs of water they 

purchased at local distributors. Women haul heavy buckets of water. 



 
Lima is the older man on the left. He scrubs the pots and sweeps the yard. 

Deshommes is the daytime supervisor…and very tall. 

They pitched in to haul the jugs up the hill. 

 

 
Macknet is on the maintenance staff. He is great with the kids. 

He plays soccer with the kids and teaches arts & crafts. 

 



 
Rolland, among other things, is in charge of the garden. 

He is always asking me for money to buy flowers. 

 

 
 

When I was looking, Stéphanie hauled a bottle up the hill… 

for her mom. 

 

The next challenge is getting the propane tanks filled. 

If the roads remain blocked on Saturday, 

we will be forced to buy and cook with charcoal.   

 

 



 
This is the view of the upper part of the hill. 

Santa Chiara is to the left at the top of the hill. 

 

The hill is always covered with discarded garbage…and goats. 

Often people set fire to the garbage. 

 

 

As I finished writing this Journal, I received a notice from the US Embassy: 

 

Security Alert:  U.S. Embassy Port-au-Prince, Haiti (September 16, 2022) 

 Location:  Port-au-Prince (Near U.S. Embassy) 

 Events:  There are reports of gunfire within earshot of the U.S. Embassy. 

Embassy personnel are encouraged to remain indoors and avoid movement 

throughout the Tabarre area until further notice. 

We frequent three stores within walking distance of the U.S. Embassy. Fr. Rick’s two hospitals 

are nearby, as is the home of former President Aristide.  

 

 

 


