
September 29, 2022 

Hurricane Watch 
 

Yesterday I woke up just before 6:00am, after a full eight hours of sleep. I needed a long sleep. In 

Haiti I rarely sleep more than six hours. I sent the Journal before I tracked the Hurricane Ian. 

Overnight, the hurricane “wobbled” a bit, which made the projected land fall move a bit further 

south than anticipated. This was good news for Tampa, but horrifying news for those living 

between Ft. Myers and Sarasota. Homes will be blown away by winds reaching 140mph. 14-foot 

storm surges will create massive flooding. Power in the area that takes the full blunt of the storm 

could be out for weeks. My home in Ft. Pierce is still a bit south of the projected path of Ian. As it 

moves over land and into central Florida the storm will begin to weaken. Here in Ft. Pierce, we 

are under a tropical storm watch with warnings of tornados and flooding. Of course, by the time 

I send this early on Thursday morning (if we haven’t lost power), we will all know what has 

happened. Storm watchers predict Ian will be the costliest hurricane in U.S. history. 
 

Out of curiosity, I checked the JetBlue flight from Ft. Lauderdale to Port-au-Prince on Wednesday 

morning. I was scheduled to be on the return flight back to Ft. Lauderdale. The flight was 

canceled, probably because of the weather. I felt myself yield to a slight smile, as it validated my 

returning to Florida three days early, mostly because of the threat of violence in Haiti. I felt my 

life is being guided by a grace I cannot begin to understand or even appreciate.  
 

In the womb of my little apartment, safe from any physical danger from the storm and the 

violence of Haiti, I will have the solitude and quiet to tend to my inner being. I need to refocus 

by inner life.  
 

Shortly after writing the above on Wednesday morning, I received an email from a Journal reader 

and monthly donor who lives in Tampa.  
 

We lost power this morning at 6:00 am - not real windy yet.  I saw a burst behind my 

house where there was a rusty transformer hanging from a pole. I’ve reported it 

numerous times, they said it’s good. 
 

We had a generator installed this spring as I cannot manage my small business without 

a router - very poor cell coverage in our home. It did not come on when the power went 

out, so I went outside and turned it on.  I think one of the switches is not in the correct 

position. 
 

When I came inside, I looked at the mostly dark street, I felt bad that we have electricity 

and all of our neighbors are without. Then I read your email about all that we take for 

granted including a drive thru window for coffee.  After reading about your life in Haiti, 

it really opens your eyes. 
 

It looks like the winds you have currently will be what you have all day and through 

most of tomorrow says my wind app - averaging around 25 to 30 mph. I think you will 

be fine.  
 

We will see winds increase tonight into the low 60s mph. 
 

It does not look good for the Sarasota area. Praying it slows quickly. 



At least you are safe, home, and you have coffee this morning. Have a great day. 
 

Here is part of my response: 
 

Most nights in Haiti, I stand on our balcony and look out at the hillside of poor 

dwellings, all in the darkness, while Santa Chiara is lit up like a Christmas tree. 
 

While I live among the desperately poor, my Haitian home is richly blessed. With 50 

kids, I need electricity...and I am extremely grateful that so many people give me the 

resources to have it.  
 

I'm still in the dark about routers and generators. Thank God I have Michel and 

Mackenson to keep the lights on. I am sending Michel to school to learn how to repair 

the generator. He is in his second year of study.  
 

By 7:30am yesterday, I heard loud thunder and lost the satellite TV signal. The light rain suddenly 

turned intense.  
 

No life is problem free. Rather than praying for an easy life, we need to pray for the strength to endure all 

the difficulties life throws at us. The suffering I have experienced and seen in Haiti has brought me closer 

to Christ. 
 

Shortly before nine yesterday morning I received a WhatsApp audio message from Gabens. He 

was already in his office at Santa Chiara. He and Dr. Tony (our psychiatrist) set out from 

Girardoville very early in the little Subaru which Gabens uses. Gabens said his was the only car 

on the main road from the PV area to downtown. When they spotted a barricade, they turned 

right and took back streets to Delmas, 33. When they turned down the paved road leading past 

the Shalom Church, they encountered another barricade. They turned around and took dirt back 

roads up the hillside to Santa Chiara. It is their intention to leave Santa Chiara early, staying just 

a few hours to organize things. He humorously noted that in Florida I don’t have battery back-

ups if I lose power like he has at Santa Chiara. [I later learned he did not leave until 2:00pm.]  
 

At 11:00am, there was no rain, so I decided to drive to the mainland to get latte. The road out of 

Ocean Village was flooded. 
 

 



As I drove through the water, I was wishing I had my Toyota SUV that is parked inside SCCC 

because it is so high off the ground. It rained on and off during the drive. Unfortunately, 

Starbucks was closed. When I got back home, I took a few more photos. 
 

 
As I took this photo, Ian had not yet reached the land on the west coast of Florida. 

 
Of course, this little flooding is nothing…hardly an inconvenience.  

 

At 1:00pm Steph sent a message that she and Gabens went out and were able to get more drinking 

water. Once they unloaded the water, they ventured out to fill the propane tanks. 
 

At 1:30pm, I momentarily lost power. It was restored very quickly. It took a little time for the 

internet connection to be restored. The satellite TV was out for a short time; when it was restored 

there was footage of the storm surge as Ian approached land. There was a stunning shot of fast-

moving water that was moving cars as if they were toys. The water was already over nearly eight 

feet deep. You could just see the roofs of the car that were bumping into each other as they floated 

down a street that had become a river. 



By early evening, we all began to see footage of the incredible damage at the locations on the west 

coast that took a direct hit. Around 7:00pm, I did a crazy thing. There was no rain, just strong 

winds. So, I decide to walk to the ocean. The wind was so intense at 30 to 40 mph, I felt as if I was 

going to be knocked down. Blowing sand was pelting my face and getting into my eyes. Yet it 

felt exhilarating. I called Steph on the video phone. She kept texting me: “Go home honey, it is 

too dangerous.” Much of the beach was washed away. The sea was rough. 
 

 
 

 
 

I also made a video call to Baby. She could see the intensity of the wind. She wrote: “Dad please 

you are not safe.” Later she wrote: “You can’t open your eyes [because of the blowing sand]. I 

have a crazy Dad.” I had to call them both when I got home to assure them I was safe.  

 

 

 



 
In a crazy, unexpected way, these three extra days have been very relaxing. 

I was happy to see this photo of Steph and Moïse. 

 
 

Some weeks ago, I bought ping-pong paddles and balls. What I needed was a table. 

I asked Mackenson to build one. Gabens sent me a photo of it. The “net” needs a little work. 

 


