
September 28, 2022 

A Good Trade and Sad News 
 

I traded burning tires for heavy rain. Good trade. 
 

A friend who has visited Haiti many times wrote to me yesterday and told me about a middle 

school in the north, in the town Gonaives, run by Italian nuns was ransacked last week. I once 

visited the school, La Sainte Famille, many years ago on an excursion with Fr. Tom. The looters 

stole computers and destroyed things they didn’t take. They inflicted much damage to the chapel. 

It seems the gang thought the nuns were safeguarding weapons. The sisters have only one 

weapon: prayer. 
 

Yesterday morning I sent Baby WhatsApp message, asking how she was doing. I sent her a selfie 

taken in my apartment and told her I was headed into the rain to go get a coffee. She responded 

within minutes: “I’m ok. Stressed and tired about all these protests. Take me on coffee too. Hope 

you enjoy your coffee.” Journal readers need to know that most Haitians hate all the protests. 

Because of the protests, their already tough life is made tougher. The protests disrupt everything.  
 

As I drove off the island, I thought it was crazy to be driving in the rain for coffee. But I argued 

with myself, saying, “No. Crazy is driving to Pétionville in the face of violence to get Half & Half 

cream for me coffee.” Everyone I know in Haiti is depressed about the protests and the soaring 

prices for even essential things. Their depressed about a government that does not care about the 

basic needs of the poor and does nothing to improve the infrastructure to make life at least a little 

more tolerable. They are depressed that the powerful elite who control the politicians and operate 

all the major businesses care more about putting more and more money in their own pockets and 

less and less about putting food in the mouths of hungry children.  
 

When I arrived at the drive-up window to pick up my double tall, nonfat, no foam latte, I snapped 

a quick photo of the take-out window and sent it to Baby. 
 

 



She replied: “You are in your car and take your coffee it really cool.” 
 

I realized, of course, that she had never seen a drive-up window at a restaurant. I sent her an 

audio message saying that before you get to the window, there is a place where you order what 

you want. A person in the store says hello and asks what I want. I tell her. She says thank you; 

I’ll see you at the window. When I get to the window, I had the person my money and she hands 

my coffee and I drink it as I drive. I ended with: “You don’t have this in Haiti?”  
 

She replied: “It amazing.”  
 

I’ve shared the drive-up window at Starbucks with Steph and others in Haiti. They are all amazed 

by it. So much of what we take for granted and see as normal, is far beyond the imagination and 

reach of a person in Haiti.  
 

Shortly after returning home from my coffee run and quick stop at the supermarket to pick up 

some essential items if Hurricane Ian results in a loss of power or heavy flooding on the island, I 

received another alert from the U.S. Embassy as they had my scheduled departure date as 

September 28th. Here is the lead paragraph: 
 

Continuing insecurity and growing fuel shortages are inhibiting the ability of U.S. 

citizens to find transportation to and from the Embassy and the airports in the country. 

The U.S. government is extremely limited in its ability to provide emergency services to 

U.S. citizens in Haiti, and is unable to provide shuttle or transportation services. U.S. 

Embassy Port-au-Prince reminds U.S. citizens that Haiti has the highest Travel Advisory 

level (Level 4: DO NOT TRAVEL) for kidnapping, crime, and civil unrest.   
 

There was much more, but all similar stuff as they reported in previous alerts. 
 

It is the unpredictability of life in Haiti that wears me down the most. After seven years, I've 

learned how to just roll (most of the time) with the punches. Still, just going to the supermarket 

in Haiti could be life-threatening.  
 

In truth, all of life is unpredictable. So many people die or are critically injured in car accidents 

every day. But life for most Americans is so safe, secure, and predictable, we are easily undone 

by so many things, such as a loss of power or a canceled flight.  
 

Today, tomorrow, and Friday will be filled with uncertainty for many in Florida, especially those 

on the west coast of the state. Tampa Bay might be in for a very bad battering. I’m glad I am not 

landing in Ft. Lauderdale tomorrow as scheduled and making the long drive in the rain. The 

weather forecast at 6:00pm last night showed Ft. Pierce just outside and below the predicted cone 

of the hurricane’s path. I’m sure we will get lots of rain and there will be marginal flooding on 

the island. But the flooding on the west coast of the state, especially around Ft. Myers, could be 

disastrous. Some are predicting power outages lasting for weeks.  
 

While I was tracking a hurricane, Bency was distributing cookies. Steph photographed the line. 

 

 



 
 

 
 



 
Last night at little before seven, there was a break in the rain 

and so, I took a (two-minute) walk to the beach. 

 
 

When I got back home, there was an audio report from Gabens. He walked to PV to see for himself 

what the situation was. All the stores and banks were closed. No tap-taps running. He saw a few 

street vendors. There was just an occasional private car operating…as there is virtually no gas to 

be had. Gabens is going to leave his home early this morning to try to make it to Santa Chiara. He 

seemed encourage that it felt relatively peaceful on the streets. We need to get him a horse. 
 

Also, last evening Grandma visited Santa Chiara. She and Steph sat with the kids. I was very 

happy to see her. Moïse smiled and waived to me.  

 


