
10 Nov ï 24 Nov 2009     Haiti 

Our trip flew by. One thing Kimball and I learned was to make certain everyone is at the airport 

and checked in together 2 hours ahead of time. Kimball, Sr. Susan, and I had to get on the plane 

while Shawna and Katie stood by in disbelief finding out they were closed out. 

ECOLE FOYER DôESPOIR. It is truly amazing what Maria is accomplishing. She has a heart 

of gold. As much as Kimball and I go off on ñwhat was she thinking about now having 175 

students and 6 teachersò We see her faith that it will all work out. I also have faith that we will 

raise the money to pay the teachers. The 60 original students in the program at the community 

center pay nothing. They may have a parent but no 

job and the living conditions are dismal. The rest of 

the students pay a small amount when their family 

has it. Life in Haiti is extremely hard. Maria is 

stretching our faith to the limits. We are updating 

our web site with pictures and bioôs of the teachers. 

Should you need a gift for someone or yourself, 

consider sponsoring a teacher. These 4 women and 

2 men are dedicated and understand that one way 

out of poverty is education. It is the next generation 

that will make a difference in the world.   

Through a simplified grant, the South Burlington 

Rotary Club is providing books for a school library and 

classrooms. Matthew saw the need firsthand. We met 

with the Rotary club in Petion-ville and they will help 

with the coordinating the purchase. Thank you from the 

175 students who hope to see them by March. 

Sixty bio-sand water filters have been installed in 

Despagneôs neighborhood. This funding has come from 

a grant from the Sisters of Mercy. I am certain Sr 

Susan is pleased to be a part of this on-going project. Our installers/technicians/educators, 

Despagne, Patrick, Michelson, and Manos are so professional and serious about their 

responsibilities. This is truly giving back to the community. Our guys receive $5.50 per 

installation which includes the teaching of the families about clean water and hygiene. If two of 

them go they split the $5.50. 

Food in Haiti is extremely expensive. Most people buy the white, bleached, unnourished rice 

which is shipped from the US. This import has flooded the market and rice production in Haiti 

stopped. Haitians are now starting to grow rice again but the cost to start up is unbelievable so it 

is hard to afford the nourishing red rice. 



We got to spend 3 nights with Fenel and his soon to be wife (Dec 19
th
) Sissie. We went to Terre 

Rouge where Meredith (came with us in May) and her 

husband, Peter, are living for 7 months. They married 

in October and a few days later off they went with 

much enthusiasm and joy. We got to see composting 

toilets, a community (co-op) farm which has been going 

for 42 years. It has many vegetables, chicken husbandry 

and a fish hatchery. Seeing Fenelôs eyes light up when 

he saw the possibilities for his village was priceless. 

We actually spent an afternoon at Fenelôs garden where 

he was harvesting corn. It is yellow and hard and used 

ground. The woman from SOIL, the composting toilets, told us that adding diluted urine to water 

the corn make is the yellow sweet ears we all know. The fun of the day in Fenelôs garden was 

eating sugar cane and having Fenelôs uncle climb a huge tree and cut down coconuts for us to 

drink and eat. (yum!) 

We then climbed to the top of the Citadel. The hard part for all of us was our ñpartnersò The 

local guys walked with us and pointed out sights in hopes of a tip. My walking mate was 

extremely surprised that I could actually do the climb. When I heard him say that I got more 

energy just to show him I may look old to him but I wasnôt going to let him hear my huffing and 

puffing. Kimball and I always struggle with the locals who want to ñhelpò even when told we 

donôt need or want it. We never ask but it is their only way of making money. We did get a bit 

silly while walking around the Citadel when we were told that the tomb we were looking at was 

the kingôs son-in-law, Noel, who died while walking around with a cigarette and dropped some 

ashes on gun powder. We started to sing the first Noel with some interesting lines (the first Noel 

your mother did say do not smoke that cigarette or it will be your last day, he looked up and saw 

a quick spark and so he exploded and spent the 

rest of his days in the park) (ok ok you really 

needed to be there ï we were hot and tired)  



We headed back to Port-Au-Prince the next 

day facing our grueling 7 ½ hour drive in 

the back of  Despagneôs truck. The soot and 

exhaust really get to your eyes and lungs. 

Despagne gets the good driver award for 

getting us back safely.  We did stop for a 

quick dip in the ocean as Matthew kept 

saying ñbut I can see the water.ò I did 

promise him we would go swimming. It was 

refreshing and we all jumped back into the 

truck a little lighter (the dirt and sweat 

weigh you down). 

Patrick and Micheleson were asking about Daniel and Alex 

who joined us in the bio-sand water training in January.  

They brought over their ñofficial badgesò that just got 

printed. They are such serious young men. Their teaching 

style is superb. Despagne, Kimball, Katie and I sat around 

talking with them on out last night. Michelson and I are 

alike in not trying to speak English/Creole. Patrick claims 

to be shy but is doing a great job with English.  

We were all up at 4AM on the 24
th
. We had a ton of stuff to 

organize as the container got there from Vermont and we emptied it on Wednesday. There was 

stuff everywhere.  

Our last minute 

picking out bags that 

Polene makes with 

recycled chip bags 

and scraps of  

material will make 

some nice gifts.  

Maria came by with homemade chips for Kimball and me. They were still hot and crispy. AND 

she came by Tap-Tap ï probably 40 people squashed 

into a pick-up with room for 10!  

Hugs and tears at the airport. 

Thank you all our Haitian family for all you do for us. 


