
Friday, 2/17 

Perou 

 

Neil woke up early this morning and went to 

work on a water leak in the holding tanks 

while they were empty. There are two sets of 

holding tanks, each with three 1000 gallon 

tanks tied together. One set is held over so 

there is water in the morning since the solar 

can’t charge at night and the pump won’t run. This allows the kids to get ready for 

school in the morning, the cooks to make breakfast, and the laundry ladies to be-

gin washing. The evening holding tanks would be empty in the morning. One had 

a leak 1/3 of the way down that Neil was trying to fix. 

 

Breakfast was spaghetti and fruit.  I must say they feed us very well here. Madam 

Nathan cooks for us and she is a great cook. Makenson, one of the older boys, 

brings us our meals in the team room. The kids eat in the dining room. I under-

stand they are fed differently. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After breakfast, we sorted the boxes of Days 

for Girls packets that were in the orphanage 

depot and the ones we brought from the Leland 

house. We packed the different sizes in the duf-

fle bags so they would be easy to distribute. Coral took charge of this part of the 

mission since she and Kathy were teaching the class. 

 

 

Marose 



After sorting, Gina, Kathy and Jan 

went out to play and sing with the 

kids until Mike came.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The girls loaded up the truck and headed up the 

bumpy Marose road to Perou, a little mountain town 

about 45 minutes north, leaving Neil behind to work 

on his projects.  

 

Along the way we saw a loaded down truck heading 

to Gonaives with a goat hanging by its feet tied to the outside of the truck. We all 

thought it was dead. Mike assured us it was very much alive. A dead goat isn’t 

good for anything because you never know how long it has been dead. Goats can 

only be sold if they are alive. We also saw cows, sheep, horses, mules, donkeys 

and chickens along the road. They were all pretty thin due to lack of feed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We passed a full bus with luggage tied to the roof 

and people sitting on the roof. Overloaded vehi-

cles are a way of life around here. It’s a long way 

between villages and there are few private vehi-

cles.  

 

 



We also passed broken down trucks. The roads are hard on vehicles. It’s not un-

common to see a broken down vehicle just abandoned in the middle of the road. 

Mike says there is some talk about the new president paving the road between Go-

naives and Cap Haitian on the northern coast. That would sure help the situation 

at the Children’s Village. They might even repair the bridges. 

 

 

As we turned 

off the “main” 

road, onto the 

side road that 

goes to Perou, 

the road got 

even worse.  

 

We arrived in Perou too late to see the kids in 

school but too early to start our Days for Girls 

class. Some of the girls needed to use the rest-

room. It was a squat pit out behind the church 

shelter complete with a Peeping Tom peering over 

the neighboring fence.  

There was also a school 

“building” and two pump 

wells. The well drilled by 

Curt King worked, the other 

well did not.  A pile of rocks 

had been delivered for the future church building. Right now it was just a tempo-

rary shelter. 

 

Since we had time to kill, Mike decided to take us on a sight-seeing tour. Along 

the way he picked up  some older boys walking home from school.  It is the cus-

tom to pick up hitchhikers if you are going their direction since there are so few 

private cars.  They just jump on the back of the pickup and bang on the roof when 

they want you to stop. That’s why the taxis are call “Tap Taps”. People tap on the 

roof when they want to stop. 

 



We went up to the end of the road then 

turned around. Perou is a very beauti-

ful village, much different from Ma-

rose. It has much more vegetation and 

less dust. It’s a mountain village with 

fewer people since it is off the main 

road. The houses are still small, but 

some are painted or tiled and many have 

thatched roofs. The properties are still 

separated by some sort of boundary fence. 

Cacti fences seem to be pretty popular. 

 

 

 

At the end of the road, we turned around 

and let our passengers off.  On the way 

back down, we stopped at a sugarcane 

mill.  

 

 

 

 

We followed a little path between two cactus fences 

back to a little clearing.  

 

 

 

Along the way we greeted 

the neighbors and took pic-

tures of them and their 

houses. 

 

 

 



The sugar cane mill is like a giant three-roll 

wringer washer turned on its side. It is powered 

by donkeys walking around in a circle. Kathy 

was inspecting the rollers when our local guide 

started walking around with the donkey poles. It 

startled her. 

 

There was a little pig tied nearby, so  

we all had to go over and say hello.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Just past the clearing was a sugar cane field. 

There are no poisonous snakes in Haiti so we 

didn’t have to worry about them like in some 

other tropical islands. Past the sugar cane field was another hut with more pigs. 

 

Back at the clearing, Coral found the sugar 

vat. Of course she had to climb into it. This is 

where they boil down the cane juice to make 

the sugar. Mike noted that the shelter above it 

burns down periodically and has to be rebuilt.  

 

A mother and her children came to see what 

we were up 

to and in-

vited us 

back to her hut for some sugarcane. Her son 

peeled the bark off for us and gave us a piece to 

chew on. It was good. A group of little chicks 

gathered around his feet to peck at the bark. The 

team, of course had to pose for a picture with 

their sugarcane. We are a crazy group! 



After Mike gathered all of his little chicks, we 

went back to the school to start our Days for Girls 

program. Jan and Alice went for a little walk out-

side the yard to take a picture of the steep trail 

down to the creek. 

 

 

 They had a follow-

ing of children who 

were very interested 

in their sun hats.  

 

 

 

By the time they got 

back to the school, 

they had gathered 

ten kids.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Alice showed them her pencil trick. You 

put your hands together, thumbs up and 

hold the pencil with your thumbs. Then you 

try to turn your hands over so the pencil is 

still held by your thumbs but your thumbs 

are facing down. 

 

 

 

Meanwhile, Mike was relaxing in the truck 

catching up on paperwork.  

 

 



It was time to start the Days for Girls 

program. The room had filled up with 

both men and women. With Wendy in-

terpreting, Coral started the presenta-

tion with a discussion about cleanli-

ness and hygiene for both men and 

women and the fact that once you 

started your periods you could get 

pregnant at any time. It was okay to 

say “no” to unwanted sex. At that 

point the men left and Kathy took over showing the parts of the Days for Girls 

kits with Coral demonstrating.  

 

She slipped the panties over her legs up 

to her knees and showed the women how 

to attach the pad holder and slip in the 

pad. This got quite a laugh from the au-

dience. She then passed the panties 

around for the women to look at them 

Kathy demonstrated washing the pads in 

the ziplock bag. 

 

When finished, Mike invited the women 

to line up to be prayed for. We all prayed 

individually for the women.  It didn’t 

matter that they could not understand us; 

we both knew God could. We got out the 

Days for Girls duffle bags and as they 

exited the shelter, Coral sized them and 

sent them to one of us to get their kits.  

 

 

 

 

We passed out stickers for the kids as well. It 

seems all kids, no matter their nationality, race, 

or circumstances love stickers. They are the uni-

versal language of kids.  

 



Back in the truck, we stopped by Wad-

ner’s house. He is a young man with se-

vere physical and mental handicaps. 

Mike had packed a little backpack of fun 

stuff for him: stickers, gum, candy, col-

oring book and crayons, etc. We found 

out his mother was in the hospital, so we 

prayed for her and Wadner. More little 

kids showed up so we handed out Days 

for Girls kits to the older girls and stick-

ers to the little ones. 

 

 

On the way back to Marose, the sky 

darkened and it began to rain. Mike 

asked the girls in the back (Gina and 

Coral) if they wanted to squeeze into the 

front of the truck.  

 

 

 

 

 

They declined and got soaked. It was a warm rain 

and probably felt refreshing. It certainly cut down 

the dust on the road. 

The duffles also got 

wet and had to be 

dried out on the 

porch when we got 

back. 

 

 

 

The older boys were playing basketball in the 

courtyard. They have a hoop and just practice mak-

ing shots. Dribbling is a bit tricky on the uneven 

gravel, but they seemed to be having fun. Watch 

your head when crossing the courtyard.  



 

One of the younger boys had found a big orange but-

terfly that he brought to show me. He put it on his nose 

and posed for a picture. 

 

 

 

 

 

After last night’s fiasco of  trying 

to hand out bracelet bands from 

three different color bags, we de-

cided to combine the colors all in 

one bag.  Coral was our desig-

nated “bag shaker”.  

 

 

 

 

Then we divided the mixed up bands 

into several bags so we didn’t have to 

take all of them out at once. We could 

take one smaller bag out at a time. That 

worked much better later in the week.  


