
Tuesday, 2/21 

Marose, Gonaives 

 

The roosters were very vocal this morning. There 

was school again so the kids were singing in the 

shower. It’s a nice sound to wake up to. 

 

Mike was not coming 

until late morning, so 

we had time to do a few things around the orphanage.  

 

Coral was cutting fabic again for skirts for the girls.  

 

 

 

Doreen was still 

sewing and stuff-

ing bags for the 

kids.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Neil was changing light bulbs 

and fixing outlets.  

 

Jan was helping everyone and 

taking pictures.  

 

 

Marose 



Alice, Kathy and Gina were sorting 

bins of fabric, baby bundles and quilts 

from the depot.  We would be taking 

them to Chris to be washed, sorted and 

stored in town.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our Coke arrived when the 

truck came to pick up the 

older kids for school in Gona-

ives. The busses are not cur-

rently running. Happy Dance 

for the Coke! We immediately 

stashed it in the cooler, but 

soon a Mama came along to wash the dust off our  bot-

tles.  The girls encouraged her to sing “Jesus Loves Me” 

in the Creole language.  

 

 

The Coke here is a little different than in 

the States. It is bottled in Haiti and is 

sweeter. There is no Diet Coke available.  

 

After the Mamas finished their chores we 

started them on Perler beads. 

 

 

 

 

 

We didn’t have an iron available so we just 

set their art on a paper with their name on it 

in Chris’s craft room. The Mama’s really 

liked the beads.  

 



Gina was teaching the security folk to fin-

ger weave with rubber bands. They made 

bracelets and necklaces. 

 

 

Eric came instead of Mike and brought gro-

ceries for the pantry. We were very im-

pressed with  how the kids step up to help 

when there are chores to be done like 

unloading the truck.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

There was some confusion about getting the older sewing girls out of school. We 

finally called Mike and got the scoop.  Then we had to find the girls and they had 

to change their clothes. Finally we were on our way to Gonaives.  

 

 

 

Eric took us over one of the bridges that 

Mike had been driving around. Sure 

enough, it had quite a hole in it. We could 

squeak by on the side, barely. There was 

quite a bump where the bridge concrete 

ended and the gravel road started. Eric was 

a great driver, not as fast as Mike.  

 

 

 



The kids in Gonaives were all on their way 

home from school for lunch.  

 

The traffic was heavy as it was a business 

day.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

We stopped by Mike’s house to drop off all 

the bins we had sorted and picked up Mike. 

Then we headed for downtown Gonaives to 

tour the market.  They were taking down 

the Karnaval booths so we were able to 

find a place to park.  

 

We passed a lumber truck on our way. 

Lumber is a rare commodity and the grade 

is not as good. Neil noticed that on his trip 

here last August. The team was building 

picnic tables for the dining room with lum-

ber purchased in Port au Prince. It was a 

lesser grade than what you would find in 

the States.  

 

 

Our first stop was the park in the middle of town. 

There is a monument there to remember the revolu-

tion of the slaves from France. France was busy with 

other conflicts in Europe and did not have the re-

sources to fight in Haiti so Haiti won its independ-

ence. Unfortunately, it was too late for the Haitian 

people. There are no pure Haitian people anymore. 

They had all been killed during the French coloniza-

tion or intermarried with slaves brought over from 

Africa.  

 



We strolled the streets of Gonaives with 

Mike leading and Geratson bringing up the 

rear. Neil had come with us too. He and 

Mike would be chasing parts in the after-

noon while we were sewing. We purchased 

some bread for our Friday morning break-

fast. Mike also bought us some peanuts to 

snack on. 

 

 

The market is loosely set up with sections 

of goods much like a supermarket here. All 

the vendors with toiletries are in one area. 

Those with hardware are in another and so 

forth. Most vendors used wheelbarrows to 

display their goods. They had large woven 

baskets on top of the wheelbarrows some 

with cardboard to make higher sides. Every 

morning they would wheel their goods out, 

sit in the hot sun until they had sold their 

wares, then take the wheelbarrow back 

home again.  Some were fortunate enough to have 

umbrellas to sit under. Mike said they got their wares 

from the ships at the end of the street. Whatever was 

available is what was sold. It is a day by day cash-

only existence. Life is hard in Haiti. 

 

Even though there were buildings and storefronts, 

they were seldom used. The buildings were from the 

French occu-

pation and 

were con-

demned as un-

safe but never 

torn down. 

The store-

fronts were too far from the pedestrian traf-

fic. Those venders closest to the street got 

the customers.   



There was an amazing variety of things 

available. We saw many American goods 

like Colgate, Coke and 7-Up. There were 

plastics, toiletries, foods, drinks, hardware, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 books, dishes, suitcases, furniture, fabric, jewelry, 

clothing, handbags, and many other items. It’s good 

that Mike didn’t tarry too long near the jewelry or we 

might have been tempted. Down near the wharf was 

the fish market. We didn’t walk down that far.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

We ran into 

Wadner’s 

mother along 

the way. She 

was out of the 

hospital and 

back to work. She’s the mother of the disabled boy 

we stopped to see in Perou after the Days for Girls 

presentation. She sold plastic bags to the vendors to 

put their customer’s goods in. Mike slipped a little 

money into her purse to help her out. 

 



After cruising the downtown area, we went 

back to Mike’s to teach the teen girls more 

sewing. Today they would be making 

skirts. Coral had cut out some, but the siz-

ing wasn’t right. The girls had brought 

skirts to size 

off of but they 

were tight 

stretch skirts 

so the cotton 

fabric didn’t 

work. She had to recut some of them. Eventually 

they all got their skirts made. Lizzy’s was too long, 

so we shortened it a little. There was talk of doing 

another skirt, but it was getting too late by then.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mike stopped by to offer encouragement 

and advice.  

 

 

 

 

Then we had a group picture. The girls 

proudly wore their new skirts. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When she finished her sewing Francesca 

began giving pedicures in the courtyard. 

She was earning money for her schooling.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Doreen, Gina and Jan took turns being pampered while others were sewing. 

 

 

Chris got out her book and updated our Chil-

dren’s Village list.  

 

Along about 4:00 it occurred to us that we 

had not eaten since breakfast. Some of us 

were getting pretty low on blood sugar and 

beginning to feel it. We got into the bread 

Mike had bought for Friday morning.  

 

 

 

 

As we were waiting for Jan to finish her 

pedicure, Coral sewed up more bags for the 

orphanage kids while Jonathan read to her 

about Superheros. 

 

 

 

 

 

After the photos, we headed back to Marose stopping for gas on the way. Alice 

got the No-no-finger-wag for trying to take a picture of the gas station matron. 

Dinner was served shortly after we returned. 

 



 

 

 

 

The water and power were on so there was a rush 

on the showers.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The kids were playing with their toys 

we had given them on Sunday. It was 

nice to see the older boys helping the 

younger boys working a puzzle.  

 

 

 

 

The Mama’s take good care of us here. There is a lot of dust and dirt but every 

day someone comes along and mops our porch and rooms. They are so gracious 

and we appreciate all their efforts.   


