
September 19, 2022 

A Day of Blessings 
 

For Steph and me, we began Sunday by celebrating our nine-month wedding anniversary. But 

the celebrating quickly turned to the stark reality of the situation in Haiti. It seems clear that 

things will get much worse before they get any better. The people behind the protest seemed 

determined to see Haiti hit rock bottom. The gangs are using excavators do dig deep ditches in 

the road leading from the main port to impede delivery of fuel being shipped to Haiti. I wondered 

when the airport would run out of jet fuel. I’m scheduled to leave on September 28th. The looming 

question was: should I leave or stay? 

 

Steph thinks I should leave sooner because of my skin condition. She said she is used to living 

without electricity and not enough food and water. It will be hard for me. It would be even harder 

for me to leave her during this crisis. How can I sit in comfort in Haiti with everything I need and 

she (and the staff and kids) are living in the dark and are hungry. 

 

There were three significant and practical blessings which I’ll share in a moment. In the afternoon 

I received word from Brother Paul Quenon, O.C.S.O. He is a Trappist monk at the Abbey of 

Gethsemani, which was Merton’s monastic home. In fact, as a young monk Merton was Brother 

Paul novice master. I’ve met Brother Paul a few times over the years. He is good friends with my 

friend Jonathan Montaldo. Jonathan wrote Brother Paul and asked him if would consider writing 

an endorsement blurb for my book Reading Thomas Merton and Longing for God in Haiti. Jonathan 

contributed many “study guides” to the book. Jonathan sent him a PDF of the final edited 

manuscript. Here is what the monk wrote: 

 

“Merton would be pleased and humbled to know he accompanied Gerry Straub into the 

most appalling circumstances of Haiti, and to afford motivation throughout such 

hopeless daily experiences encountered here with bald honesty and raw faith.” 

Brother Paul Quenon, o.c.s.o. 

Abbey of Gethsemani 

Author of In Praise of the Useless Life 

 

This is truly a significant endorsement. Brother Paul is the author of many books and a popular 

speaker on Zoom events. I’m grateful he took the time to look at the book and write something 

in support of it. 

 

OK, now to the truly important blessings to the life of Santa Chiara. Early yesterday morning I 

heard the distinctive sound of the old water truck. I jumped up and ran to the balcony. YES. 

Gabens had spoken to the driver on Saturday and he promised to try to bring us water for our 

reservoir if the roads were not blocked and he had enough fuel to operate the truck. I went back 

to my office and grabbed my phone to take a photo. Notice the name of the company on the truck. 

 



 
 

Our reservoir is now full. We will continue to collect rain water to keep it full. Maybe the 

hurricane heading our way will bless us with more precious water.  

 

Blessing Two. We asked Mackenson to walk down to the K-Navel Market at the foot of the hill 

on Delmas, 33 to see if it was open. When he called to say it was open, Steph and I threw on old 

clothes and zipped down the hill. I did not take my wallet or driver’s license as I feared being 

robbed. I took cash and one credit card in case their credit card device was working. I couldn’t 

believe the line (at least a hundred people) waiting to get in the small store. Steph assured me 

they were not waiting to shop, but waiting to get money from a Western Union office in the 

market. We squeezed our way into the market. I was able to exchange $300 for Haitian gourdes. 

And the credit card machine was working. The owner knows me; over the years I’ve established 

a good relationship with him. We purchased bottles of drinking water, sacks of rice, bags of beans, 

lots of pasta, juice, cookies, and other things. There was absolutely no bread. We spent about $450. 

Everyone in the store was looking at me. The owner personally checked me out and ran the credit 

card. He had two workers box up our stuff and haul it to the car. Steph said I was a VIP at the 

store.  

 

Blessing Three: While I was shopping, I heard someone yell, “Hey, Gerry.” I turned and saw our 

former security guard, Robenson. He was all smiles. I gave him a little money. As they boxed up 

my stuff, Robenson said he knew where he could get us 5-gallon jugs of water. He told us to wait 

and he would run check it out. He crossed the busy Delmas, 33 road and disappeared into the 

slum across from the market. By the time we had loaded the car, Robenson came back and said 

they would give me 20 jugs at 175 gourdes per jug. I told him I would go back to Santa Chiara 

and come back with 20 empty jugs and some money…and asked him to wait for me. We unloaded 

the car at Santa Chiara and the guys and kids put 20 empty jugs into the car…and off Steph and 

I went.  

 

As we drove, Steph snapped a few photos of our anniversary adventure. 



 
 

 
 

Robenson was waiting for us. We drove into the slum. It was a narrow dirt road lined with poor 

houses and businesses. Robenson said they may not give us all 20 jugs. We stopped by one shack. 

Steph and Robenson got out of the car. I was told it was safer for me to remain in the car. Steph 

spoke with the woman vendor. She agreed to sell us 20 jugs. Robenson and Steph loaded the 

heavy jugs into the car. Now came the problem. I had to back out of the narrow street. I hate 

driving in reverse. Robenson walked behind the car and guided me. I made it. 



 

When I told all this to Gabens he said it is very dangerous for me to be on the streets when the 

people are so angry. He said when the people see a blanc they do not see a person, they see dollar 

signs. 

 

I confess I was nervous in the store. So many people looking at me. It seemed the owner was 

making sure I wasn’t hassled. I was a nervous wreck driving into the slum to get the water. There 

was no escape route. I felt trapped when they were loading the car. Some guys walked past us; 

they could have easily popped me. I was glad to be safely back inside Santa Chiara. 

 

 
This photo was taken from my office window on Saturday night. 

 

It is just before 9:00pm on Sunday night, as I finished this Journal. As I typed the caption under 

the photo, there was a series of four or five gunshots that sounded very close to us. The 

expectation is the protests will resume on Monday…and be even worse than last week. 

 

The world leaders are watching with arms folded and no interest in helping to resolve the 

situation in Haiti. My immediate concern is diesel fuel.  

 

I thank the Journal readers for all their notes of concern, encouragement, and prayers. They mean 

a lot to me. Once again, because I have access to the internet at this time, I will send the Journal 

this evening rather than in the morning…as we have no idea what morning will bring. 

 

 


