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Last night went better than the night before. Since the rectory and other buildings were not safe enough under which to sleep, we began that night around 8pm by staking out a somewhat flat space of rock to lay our heads. We pitched two tents that were stored in the rectory. The tents went to older women and the cook at the rectory. She and I were the only ones in the rectory at the time of the quake. I was on the second floor and didn’t know what was going on when the place started shaking. I sat on the floor until a break in the shaking, at which time I went part of the way down the stairs with laptop in hand, only to be stopped by lots of dust rushing up the stairway and concrete blocks crumbling at the doorway. I returned and looked out the upstairs porch to hear screams from nearby hillsides, indicating that it probably was an earthquake rather than a structural problem or some sort of attack on the building where I was. After deciding it would be better to go through the entryway immediately rather than wait, I escaped unscathed through the crumbling entryway that is posted in my Picasa album. The cook was in a different section of the building and emerged after me looking something like what you see in pictures or movies – black face and hair with white dust all over and a bit of bleeding on her forehead and feet. She was tended by a former health agent yesterday and is doing fine.

There were about 30 people who live close to the rectory who also deemed their houses unsafe, so they came to sleep on the same space of rock outside the rectory. Each of us had nothing more than a sheet or blanket to pad us from the ground, which consisted of either large rock or large rock covered with small rocks. I know many won’t believe this, but it was a cold night, especially with the breeze. Each aftershock sparked a round of hymn singing and praying in which virtually everyone participated. This was inspiring, encouraging, not surprising, and also not at all conducive to sleeping. When Haitians sing and pray, they sing and pray. We didn’t reach a period of sustained silence until about 2am. This lasted until about 5am when most people were ready to arise at their normal time to beat the sun.

Last night was better, at least for most of it. Some people returned to sleep in their houses, we found a third tent, and we had a better system with a tarp and SUV rigged up to block wind and potential rain. When I returned to the sleeping area around 9pm from the place where I can get internet signal, everyone was already asleep and the priest directed me to one of the tents. Yesterday we were able to enter the rectory and seize my “house” (ie hiking backpack), which made for a better pillow than my sandals did the night before. There weren’t any rumblings of a magnitude strong enough to wake everyone until about 3am, when one elicited a round of “Amazing Grace” and prayer. Even as the prayer turned into joking and talking and eventually less noise, we are in rural Haiti, which means the chickens, dogs, and mules chimed in as well.

Yesterday I was flooded with emails and Facebook messages from many of you, and it was quite overwhelming. Please know I am receiving them and have tried to read every one but won’t have the time to respond to all right now. What impressed me was the connectedness between us despite gaps in time and space. I haven’t spoken with many of you in awhile, and some of you I hardly know beyond being Facebook friends. But you were concerned because you have a brother who was in danger, and you responded.

It’s that common brotherhood that hit home for me, and I know it works both ways. I was reminded that even though I often feel disconnected from life in the states and many of you, we are very much sharing the same story. On the flip side, I’m sure you feel disconnected in a sense to what’s going on here. Many of you know several people in Haiti by name, but for others I’m the only one. The truth is that all of us have about 9 million sisters and brothers in this country. Even before Tuesday afternoon, a not uncommon response to seeing life in Haiti would be to ask, “did an earthquake just hit here?” The truth is that our sisters and brothers needed our prayers, solidarity, and “kout men” (helping hand, roughly) before Tuesday, need it more now, and will still need it after the emergency efforts are over and things return to some sense of “normalcy.”

In terms of ways you can help, hang tight and I’ll keep you informed. I’m working with a friend from CDC and some contacts via internet to try to get connected to what’s going on with respect to the response. Personally I feel I can be of most help sharing maps and geographical data, connecting people on the ground, and assisting with a water and sanitation response. As we get more information, the role that Deep Springs International can play should become clearer. Until then, thanks for your concern and support.

