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Haiti Trip  - Day 1 

Blast OFF! 

 

3:30 am-Its start time!  All present and 

accounted for and the Reidys were there for on-

site and delivery support, yahoo!  A group 

prayer, quick division into vehicles and we're on 

our way.  What little talk transpired at this hour 

was about previous Haiti trips and driving route 

to airport. 

 

The airport finds us in a furry, first the mad dash 

unload of the packed to the hilt Reidy vehicle 1 

with 28 50 lb bags, then the hustle of dragging 

all bags inside and the game of whereôs MY bag 

anyway.  Alles bien though as we work our way 

through ticket and baggage check.  On through 

security and to our first flight.  This was a 

sleeper- flight. 

Miami found us hustling from one terminal to 

another where we joined a huge gather of folks 

headed in the same direction as us.  Like us also, 

many groups sported attire conveying their 

group and as much, the basic purpose of their 

mission.  Alot of Hatians present too.  Many 

with duel citizenships and heading down to 

check status or fetch family to bring out of 

Haiti.  The size of the plane and amount of 

people was rather amazing - not being sure what 

to expect with just recent openings of 

commercial flights again, one MIGHT have 

thought the planes small and the crowd size 

sparse.  The shear number of travels heightened 

the thoughts of what will it 

be like? 

 

Arriving in Haiti- the first 

sighting I had was of tents.  

Tents and trucks all over the 

airfield. The lower level 

escalator impromptu music 

group was kind of a nice 

greeting, as we were pretty 

much blasted with heat and 

stuffiness promptly on exit 

of the plane.    When we disembarked from the 

plane, we were shuffled into the terminal- 

briefly, only 

to be herded 

down and 

out and onto 

shuttle 

buses taking 

us to the 

NEW 

immigration 

processing 

warehouse/ 

baggage terminal.  You see, the airport terminal 

was damaged and still not useable.  Z-O-O 

pretty much sums up this place.  Make shift 

immigration stations were simple- the luggage 

chaos on the other side was frenzy.  The three of 

us first through, divided and conquered the 

chaos by stationing one at a site were the other 

two upon finding our bright orange tagged 

luggage, would drop the bags and return for 

retrieval.  With the others joining us, it didn't 

take long to finish the task, divide the luggage in 

some semblance of order and proceed out the 

exit and into even more chaos.  All sorts of 

people seeking arriving passengers and jobs of 

luggage transport literally slammed us head on.   

 

Amongst the maddening crowd was a smiling 

Debbie- Hoorah!  She orchestrated us and a 

small gangling of porters and 

somehow, we squirmed and 

pushed our way out, down the 

rickety and traffic jammed road 

to the parking lot/ food court/ 

housing?  Yes, we were in Haiti 

now, the damaged Haiti.  We 

were all dripping sweat at this 

point and a bit befuddled, but 

Debbie maintained reign and 

order (Thank God for Debbie).  

We arranged ourselves between 

two vehicles that driven by Debbie and the other 
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by Joseph.  On top of the 

luggage we also managed to 

squeeze about 8 people.  

Heading to Hope House was 

quite an eye-opening and 

humbling experience.  We'd 

all seen the horrific Haiti 

earthquake via newspapers 

and TV reports- a lot of 

media coverage of the 

country and its status since 

1/12/2010.  As most hot topic items these days 

media wise, sensational news is blasted at us 

non-stop, every minute, from every available 

means approaching nauseating threshold status.  

The 

hype- 

heighten

ed 

attention 

causes 

an 

extreme 

outpouri

ng of 

support 

efforts -  

then, the story  disappears- totally from main-

stream news sources and is replaced by yet 

another new spot- light story.   Haitiôs 

earthquake and aftermath have become 

yesterdayôs news and with such, much relief 

investment has plateaued.  Less and less are the 

bake sales and collection drives- seldom is Haiti 

a daily conversation any more.  So, here we are 

in Haiti in the back of a hard-core rickety truck 

headed to the 

streets to reach 

our compound. 

Up-close and 

personal, this 

is most heart 

wrenching.  

People living, 

no- existing in 

squalor 

conditions.... and yet- if you 

could get your mind past the 

visual shock, you could also 

see a bit more.  Folks were 

carrying on.  They were 

doing business, making 

repairs, finding a way. 

Mixed in with the despair in 

the eyes of some, were also 

notice those with eyes of 

hope.   

 

Arriving at Hope 

House, we each 

found our assigned 

sleeping quarters 

(nicely labeled 

with our names and 

a picture).  Not 

knowing what to 

expect, the rooms 

were quite a nice surprise.  Bedding, towels, 

shower and- say vraie!  Not only a ceiling fan, 

but a window air-conditioner (which would be 

generator powered later from room cooling- 

thank goodness!) dropped our bags and gathered 

for lunch.  A nice Haitian meal of pate fried 

plantain, salad.  We then started the mass 

unpacking, 

sorting, 

storing, and 

inventorying 

of our massive 

supply of 

donations.  

There were 

also food bags 

to prep  

(beans, 

powdered milk, cornmeal).  After the afternoon 

chores, Debbie served us her SPECIAL twice 

baked Shepherd pie, and salad and Haitian 

cookies.  By now, most of us were drop-dead 

tired. Deb did a re-cap of what the following 

dayôs work-load would be.  Rain was coming; 

showers were a must, but something much more 
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important before these.  Ray led us in our first 

bible study.  We got to know something 

DIFFERENT about everyone.  Amongst our 

group were:  a male college cheerleader, 

someone with a masters degree in chickens, an 

artesian-watercolor painter, someone doing their 

first 1/2 marathon next month, someone with a 

Haitian husband, a jail school teacher; someone 

who prepped  prom dinner for a friend and his 

date then later married the date; someone who 

became a certified masseuse while working a 

shooting range; someone just back from the 

Holy land; a nuclear submarine operator wife; 

someone heading to school at University of 

Miss, someone happy for the first time to HELP 

in this capacity; someone with 10 siblings and 

proud of parents; someone married for 44 years; 

someone retired with a son just back from 

deployment.  Quite a mix!  We read from the 

book of John and answered some questions 

about how we had seen Gods love in action.  It 

wasn't long after that it was shut- eye for all.  

Sweet dreams. 

 

 

Haiti Trip - Day 2 

Letôs get this PAINT party started! 

 

 

We awake to a continuance of the nightôs rain.  

We ready our 

selves, dodging 

raindrops as we 

dash from our 

rooms to the 

Hope House 

central for bfkst.  

This is a 

staggered event 

with a self-serve 

spread prepared 

and a time-

frame for all to 

awake, arise and 

be fed prior to 

our departure.  Bkfst consists of varieties of 

fruit, bread, cereal, pbj, and Go-Go juice (i.e. 

coffee).  7:30 am is our slated 

departure time however the rain 

has caused us to wait some for 

the truck supply loading.  We all 

don our rain ponchos; grab 

water, snacks and a few things 

for our selves.  The rain stops 

and an overcast day is unveiled.  

We load our supplies between 

two trucks, assemble ourselves also between the 

two and depart.  The ride through town again is 

humbling.  The pot-holed, cracked roads are 

now full of muddy waters.  People are scurrying 

about some jumping the puddles, others 

trudging through.  The tent camps are looking 

drenched and soggy.   Traffic manipulation here 

is a special talent, not taught in our drivers ed 

classes back in the US.  To those not accustom 

to it, it appears maddening and scary.  Its truly 

an art form as there are no street line divisions, 

no traffic lights to speak of (or that receive 

attention!) or posted road  rules for intersection 

etiquette.  With our lives in our driver Josephôs 

hands, we make it through.   Also again, we see 

more of Haitian life.  Passing through the hub 

and back into a more rural area, we see some 

small clustered house groups, which Debbie 

indicates are typical and 

many students hail from 

these.  Lots of questions are 

asked of Debbie about Haiti 

and also the goals, needs, 

and directions of the 

Lazarus Project.  We travel 

on and eventually arrive at 

the road leading to the 
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Village of Hope School.  

The turn-off is marked with 

a big Village of Hope sign 

and we traverse the narrow 

road with sparse fields with 

staked cattle and goats, cross 

the small creek, and HONK 

loudly at the gate.  Clovis 

and a few others open the 

gate and greet us.  We gather and have Clovis 

and Helene tell us a bit about the school.  692 

students are served.  At various stages along the 

way, the students are tested to determine if they 

can proceed on 

for further 

education.  Meals 

are offered to the 

students each day 

and being here is 

cherished. 

 

With a group 

prayer to get us 

going, we gather 

our supplies, heading past the chapel to the 

school building.  Others have preceded us and 

worked to repair wall cracks and other damages 

wrought by the earthquake.  Our mission is to 

paint, cover the reminders of the quake damage 

so the children won't face this as they study.  

Debbie has specific room targets and we divide 

ourselves for the tasks.  We stumble with this a 

bit as we havenôt worked together nor are all of 

us experienced in these task skills.  Prepping for 

painting is necessary and affords some of us 

with meaningful tasks for those to follow behind 

with brush 

and roller.  

The weather 

is still 

overcast and 

a few 

sprinkles 

come and go.  

We are all 

quickly 

intoxicated with paint fumes and 

welcome the fresh air nature of 

the rooms.  Besides the cracks, 

the chalkboards must be 

addressed as many still bear the 

date of January 12
th
, earthquake 

day.  The days of sidewalk 

chalk art pictures has an 

opportunity to pay-off.  Kristen 

spear-heads these 

blackboards, wiping 

away the visual 

reminder of óthat 

dayô and  with new 

messages and 

colorful, beautiful, 

picture drawings- 

creates smile 

provoking scenes  to 

greet the children first thing, when they return to 

their classrooms.   We gather in the open chapel 

for lunch.  The chapel reminds me of a 

tabernacle from summer church camp, only- this 

has beautiful artwork of grapes, grapevines and 

scripture adorning the front columns and wall.  

A beautiful, 

bigger than 

life size 

wooden cross 

marks the 

pulpit areas 

center along 

with a 

suspended, 

cross with a 

patch-work art 

design. The 

wind whistles through the surrounding trees and 

the place radiates with peace and Gods 

presence.  Our  picnic lunch consists of variety 

of fruits, sandwich fixins and beverages.  Again 

we employ the prayer principle- the one who 

leads the prayer, eats first.  After lunch, we 

resume our tasks and a few more rooms are 

added to the list.  We clean-up and leave our 

supplies for continuance the next day.  A small 




