
November 18, 2022 

Shooting Touches Home 
 

Wednesday evening, after finishing yesterday’s journal, I went downstairs for a little walk. It is 

like a prison yard walk. Darkness have enveloped the yard. Some kids were playing basketball, 

some were playing board games. I walked to the back of the yard to just sit alone. Naïve beat me 

to the bench. She was seated alone. She looked sad. I asked her how she was doing. She said she 

was fine. I said she did not seem fine to me, seated alone and looking sad. She said her cousin 

died. I gave her a hug and said I was sorry.  
 

“How old was your cousin?” 
 

“Twenty-five.” 
 

“Was your cousin sick or shot?” (What a crazy question to have to ask.) 
 

“Shot.” 
 

“Was your cousin a boy or a girl?” 
 

“A boy.” 
 

Then she said, “He was Ally’s brother. Ally does not eat.” 
 

 
 

I found Ally and told her I was sorry about the death of her brother. I hugged her.  
 

No one seems to know the circumstances of the young man’s death…or at least they are not 

saying. 
 

This is life in Haiti. And death. 
 



Ally’s mother came to Santa Chiara on Wednesday morning while I was taking my five-hour 

depression nap. She has asked to speak to Ally and Naïve. Everyone saw the two girls run 

screaming to the older girl’s dorm. The kids started to run after them. Dr. Steph made them stop; 

she told them to leave the girl’s alone in their grief, and when they are ready the kids could can 

comfort them. 
 

I know the mother is going to ask for Ally to come to the funeral. I will have Gabens advise against 

it as it is too dangerous. If the mother insists, we will have her sign a waiver saying we advised 

against it and the mother is fully responsible for her daughter once she leaves SCCC. 
 

We had a similar situation a little over a year ago. A father wanted us to return his daughter to 

him. The daughter was nearly two years old. The father lived in Cite Soleil with a younger 

woman. We felt the child heath was too fragile for her to live in Cite Soleil. He signed a waiver 

allowing us to return full custody to him. Just recently, someone saw the little girl in the “refugee 

camp” that has sprung up in a park across from the airport that has become home for all the 

people fleeing the insane violence of the massive slum. The person who saw the child said she 

looked dreadful. I wish we could bring the child back to us. I am going to see if this possible. I 

would go into the “camp” myself to find the child and ask the father if we could care for her until 

the unstable situation in Haiti is resolved…on about the 12th of Never.  
 

As I type these words it is pitch black outside. Below my window I can hear the piercing sound 

of a child screaming. I could barely see a woman dragging a young child down the dirt alley. This 

are dark times in Haiti…it is a ghastly place. At least outside our walls. 

 

 
 

Night life at Santa Chiara. 
 



 
Kids being tutored in school. Kid playing board game. Girls chatting. Kids playing basketball. 

 

 

 

Steph and Moïse (11.16.22) 

 

At 10:12 on Wednesday night, there were two gunshots that sounded so close, they prompted me 

to turn off the lamp on my desk to move away from the desk which is next to the window. 

 

On Wednesday I learned that when Bency shared with her friends about her trip to the medical 

clinic on Tuesday the thing she stressed was all the garbage piled up high in the streets. The kids 

have no been out of Santa Chiara for months because of the violence. Bency was telling how 

different the streets looked. 



Yesterday a new protest erupted near us. This time it was the tap-tap drivers. Each tap-tap driver 

has an assigned route; there is a start point and an end point. No matter where you get into the 

tap-tap you pay the same flat fare, no matter how far you travel. The government sets the fair. 

During the extreme gas shortage, the fare rose for 25 gourdes per trip to 100 gourdes per trip. The 

poor could not afford to pay that much…so there was much walking. Now that gas is more 

readily available the government has set the price per trip back to 25 gourds. The tap-tap 

operators say this is too low, that they will not be able to afford to buy gas. The want the fare to 

be 35 gourds per trip. The government said no. So, yesterday the drivers block a major, very busy 

intersection with tap-tap and large trucks. Ten gourds more for a ride is a lot for the poor. People 

fight over such a small amount. They even kill over it. Currently, it takes 135 gourdes to equal 

just one U.S. dollar. So, ten gourde is less than a dime. And people will fight and kill over that 

meager amount. 

 

Also, yesterday Gabens informed me we must pay the property tax on land we occupy. It comes 

to nearly $400, a marked increase of the past years. The local government certainly isn’t using the 

money to pave the roads. With the nightly rains over the two weeks, some of the roads near us 

are becoming practically impassable. We basically have two options down from the hilltop: bad 

and very bad.  

 

The good news from Michel is that Subaru once again has all four wheels on and functioning. 

The bad news is the Xterra needs repairs. The parts that need to replaced will cost $300. The roads 

are car killers.  

 

And to add to the money drain, our tanks holding all the human waste flushed down toilets all 

day long has reached capacity. We scheduled the waste removal company (Jetco) to come empty 

the in-ground storage unit. Cost $185. I feel like an ATM machine. 
 

Also yesterday, the doorbell rang and it was Naïve giving me something she made: 
 

 


