
October 10, 2022 

Home Again 
 

Dennis picked me up at 5:30am. We were at the Ft. Lauderdale airport shortly after seven…no 

traffic that early on a Sunday. The flight was delayed about ten minutes because who had checked 

in never boarded the plane. We actually landed in Haiti, a few minutes early at 11:19am. I was 

the first through immigration. When I got the customs desk and handed the agent my form, he 

simply said, “You know what to do.” I had to go though a inspection are to a little window where 

I paid a visitor tax of ten dollars.   
 

When I got outside the terminal, I did not see Michel and Officer Richard. Within minutes I saw 

them drive by, not expecting to see me outside. I could see where they parked the car, so I began 

walking toward. Richard saw me and began walking toward me. I was happy to see them, they 

showed no sign of wanting to do anything other than get me in the back seat of the car. Richard 

had a big hand gun in a holster strapped to his right thigh. He had on his National Police bullet-

proof vest. When he reached me, he never said a word. He took one of my bags and then he 

looked around, as if trying to see if anyone was following me…a blanc walking alone. I could see 

people watching the policeman…and wondering who I was. 
 

Once inside the car, we never spoke a work. The cop was scanning the road and Michel drove 

like a maniac. The one really back road we take to avoid trouble was not passable. So, we had to 

drive on a main road. The “main” road is four lanes, two in each direction, with a divider between 

them. The was a mountain of trash on the opposite side of us, so drivers just used our side of the 

road. Michel had to maneuver around on-coming cars, deep potholes, and piles of burning trash. 

He was driving too fast. At one point we encountered guys trying to block the road…not in 

protest, but to collect a “toll” in little cans. Instead of slowing down, Michel went faster. The toll-

collectors had to jump out of the way. The cop never flinched.  
 

When we turned up the busy Delmas, 33 the street venders jammed both side of the street. It was 

slow going. Sunday people are out stocking up for the coming week of lockdown. Michel quickly 

got off the main street and we drove through the crowded slum below us and took back roads up 

to Santa Chiara. The dirt roads were so bumpy I felt like I needed a chiropractor by the time we 

got home. We drove through the gates at 11:53am. 
 

Many journal readers urged me not to go back to Haiti because of the security alert from the US 

Embassy. There was nothing in that warning that had not been said before. The language they 

used was a bit stronger. After more than seven years in Haiti, I know how to read the signs, how 

to avoid danger. Sundays there are few violent protests. The protests are normally confined to 

three or four specific areas. We know how to get around blocked streets. If Michel came for me 

by himself, I would say the odds of something bad happening would by no higher than 20%. 

With the trained security cop with us, the odds of something bad happening would be under five 

percent. I am not reckless. I needed to go back. Soon after I got back, Steph, Bency, and I drove 

down to the little market at the foot of the hill to pick up a few things and change some dollars 

for gourdes. The boss of the market greeted me warmly. I bought Bency a little cup of ice cream. 

As we drove out of the market, the car was surrounded by little kids, all under 10. They were 

begging for a little money. As I looked in my rear-view mirror, I saw Bency had rolled down her 



window and hand on the kids her ice cream. Steph told her that while I applauded her gesture of 

sharing the ice cream, that I was a target for bad guys and she should never lower her window 

and expose us to potential risk.  
 

Now to the new reality. We turn off the power every evening before six. The guys said that 

because I was not a Haitian I wouldn’t know how to live in the darkness. I told Steph to tell them 

not to change the routine of fuel conservation. Steph said that some food items go bad overnight. 

If the Journal stops coming it does not mean I’m dead. It means we have no power.   
 

 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 


