
October 24, 2022 

Haiti Is Dying 
 

Steph and I headed for the supermarket in Petionville yesterday at 8:15am. Richard was with us. 

At one point early in the drive we were on a two-way street which had only one passable lane. 

The other side of the road, for about two blocks, was covered with rotting garbage. Goats and a 

few humans were picking through the garbage. It was a depressing sight. Most of the roads were 

covered with trash and signs of disruptions from burning tires or thrown rocks. Inside the 

Caribbean Market it was a bit of shock to see so many empty shelves. There is refrigerated section 

with yogurt from all over the world…it was empty. An array of products normally shipped from 

the United States are no longer making it to Haiti. There were not many shoppers; prior to the 

last month, the market was jammed on Sundays. There is simply is no gas.  
 

On the drive home, Officer Richard said we can take the main road home. I was surprised. The 

road is dangerous. It is a four-lane street, with a concrete divider separating the two lanes in each 

direction. At one point, we got trapped for a minute by tap-taps blocking the road. I was nervous. 

Richard was on the lookout for any pedestrian approaching the car. But once the way was clear 

we were able to drive rather fast. At one point we were stunned by a hill of garbage higher than 

the car and eating into half of one of the two lanes.  
 

I felt as if it was time to cry for Haiti. What is happening is shameful, disgusting, and unnecessary. 

The leaders of the gangs and the political leaders are dreadful human beings. The social elite 

heartlessly turn their backs on the suffering poor. The common good has been buried beneath a 

mountain of trash. People are hungry, suffering, and dying for no discernable reason. 

Supermarkets with empty shelves. Hospitals without oxygen tanks and medicine. Cars without 

gas. People without hope.  
 

We asked Officer Richard about the future, about the violence ending. He said nothing is going 

to change, nothing is going to get better.  
 

Haiti is dying. It saddens me greatly.  

 

Flushing 
 

As a young man, I once lived in Flushing, New York. This has nothing to do with that. This is 

about flushing toilets in Santa Chiara. To conserve water, Dr. Stéphanie hatched a new plan. 

When the women finish doing the laundry, instead of dumping the dirty water down the drain, 

they store in a barrel. The water is then moved in smaller amounts to the bathrooms on the first 

floor. The kids will use the dirty water to flush the toilets, thereby saving the trucked-in water 

from the reservoir. It might sound like not much, but with all these kids, there is a whole lot of 

flushing every day. 

 

Hauling water is not easy. 

 



 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 

From Dr. Steph’s Sunday afternoon reading session: 

  


