
November 21, 2022 

Going to the Hoop 
 

On Saturday afternoon after the vegetable truck left, Michel began playing basketball with five 

or six little kids. I began to take photos. 
 

 
The little kid trying to get the ball from Michele is Judeline Straub. 

 



 
She is tenacious…and completely ignored the size difference and fought for the ball. 

 

 
Michele drove to the hoop as if he were in the NBA. I stared calling him Lebron. 

 

I took one more photo… 

And put away by cellphone 

and began playing. 

It was me and Michele against many kids. 



 
 

Basically, basketball for the kids mixes in a little soccer. 

If the ball was on the ground, they would kick it to another kid. 

Dribbling seemed optional. They often ran with the ball as if they were an NFL running back. 

But oh, what fun it was. 

Michele would run around like a mad man with a half dozen kids chasing him. 

I pretty much stood under the basket. 

He would pass the ball to me and I’d take a shot. 

I hit of 50% of the shots…from just under the basket. 

Dr. Steph watched with a big smile on her face…but looking as if 

she wanted to check by heart rate. 

 

 
 



This has been one of my shortest trips to Haiti in a long time. But it has been a difficult trip. To 

see a woman that I have known for years laying on the floor naked in a pool of her own blood 

with a dying infant next to her was an image that will not soon fade from my memory. Yet, at the 

same time, by God’s grace, something beautiful emerged from the nightmare. 

 

Once the staff snapped out of the immobilizing trauma, we did everything right. The baby was 

treated, the woman picked up off the floor, the blood cleaned from her body, clothes were put on 

her, she was gingerly moved to the car, and safely transported to the hospital. Mother and child 

miraculously survived. Only the mystery of why the woman concealed her pregnancy from 

everyone, even her own family, remained. This week, Dr. Thony will be meeting with the woman 

and trying to help her.  

 

For more than 18 months, there has been animosity between woman’s sister and me. I did like it, 

but often in Haiti, problems mount upon problems to such a degree you just can’t resolve all of 

them. I was not happy with the entire family. Yet, I could not stop caring about the little kids, 

especially Judeline. How Judeline came to have my last name is too complicated of a story to 

share now. Long-time readers know about it. But on Saturday, I was moved to leave SCCC and 

visit the sisters shack of a store. A reconciliation flowered. As result, Judeline, Stephania, and 

Sabrina moved back into Santa Chiara. Saturday evening and all-day Sunday, the trio were all 

smiles.  

 

I do not know what will happen to the infant who barely escaped death at birth. All that matters 

is that she alive. If the mother cannot care for her, she will be welcomed to live at Santa Chiara, 

joining the other children who had a traumatic entrance into life.  

 

I return to Florida tomorrow morning, leaving Santa Chiara at 6:45 for the 

drive to the airport. If all goes well, I should land in Fort Lauderdale before 

noon. Unless something newsworthy happens today, I will not send a 

journal on Tuesday morning in order to simplify my departure. 
   

 
 

 


