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I had the distinct pleasure of meeting the 

author of this journal, Russell Maroni, in 

March 2010 as part of a visit to Akron 

/ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƛƴ hƘƛƻ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

Healthcare Value Leaders Network. 

I first heard of him over a dinner where 

thŜ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΩǎ /ƘƛŜŦ hǇŜǊŀǘƛƴƎ hŦŦƛŎŜǊ ǿŀǎ 

positively glowing about Russell ς about 

both the selfless volunteer work that he 

performed in Haiti and his use of his 

ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ άƭŜŀƴέ ƳŜǘƘƻŘƻƭƻƎȅ ŀƴŘ 

ǘƘŜ ά!о ǊŜǇƻǊǘέ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ 

trip. For more about lean, see pages 7 and 

8. 

The next day, at the hospital, I was able to 

meet Russell in the radiology department. 

We chatted and I was impressed with him 

as an earnest, humble man. 

I asked Russell if he would be willing to 

share his journal and his A3 as part of an 

effort to raise much-needed funds for 

IŀƛǘƛΩǎ ongoing recovery. Russell graciously 

shared his very personal journal and we 

brainstormed about how to share this in a 

way that would best help Haiti. I am 

ashamed that I dragged out this process so 

ƭƻƴƎΣ ōǳǘ wǳǎǎŜƭƭ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳƻǊŜ 

patient or kind about my delays in getting 

this published. 

!ǎ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ wǳǎǎŜƭƭΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŜȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ at all 

a textbook about the use of άleanέ 

management methods and philosophies ς 

ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭ ŀƴŘ one that 

really transports you to the middle of a 

global catastrophe. You will read about 

wǳǎǎŜƭƭΩǎ ƭŜŀŘŜǊǎƘƛǇ ŘǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŘŜǎǇŜǊŀǘŜ 

situation and you will be uplifted by his 

efforts to both teach the Haitians he 

ended up working with in a medical 

capacity. 

²Ŝ ƘŀǾŜ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ wǳǎǎŜƭƭΩǎ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭ ŀǎ ƘŜ 

wrote it, with very minimal editing. All 

photos were taken by Russell or his fellow 

volunteers and you can find his A3 

summary at the end of this document. 

Thank you for taking time to read this and 

thank you for your donations to Nuestros 

Pequeños Hermanos (see page 5). 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mark Graban is a Senior Fellow with the 

Lean Enterprise Institute and the 

Healthcare Value Leaders Network. 

http://www.markgraban.com/
http://www.lean.org/
http://www.healthcarevalueleaders.org/
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Russell Maroni has identified a charitable 

organization that comes well 

recommended from a doctor/friend at 

work who also does work in Haiti (the field 

hospital where he worked has since been 

closed).  

At the suggestion of Dr. Jeff Kempf, Russell 

has chosen to support an orphanage called 

Nuestros Pequeños Hermanos (NPH) -- it 

runs a free children's hospital in Port-Au-

Prince.  

The web page for the organization is 

http://www.nphhaiti.org/   

To Donate: 

Visit the NPH website to donate via the 

web - LINK 

U.S. readers can ŘƻƴŀǘŜ Ǿƛŀ άCǊƛŜƴŘǎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

hǊǇƘŀƴǎΣέ ŀ рлмόŎύо ƴƻƴ-profit 

organization: 

¶ Web donation  LINK  

¶ Mail a check:     LINK 

You can specify that your donation 

support Haiti specifically, or you can allow 

NPH to choose where to use donations. 

History of Nuestros Pequeños Hermanos 

(reprinted from their website) 

In 1954, a boy was arrested for stealing 

from the poor box of a small church in 

Cuernavaca, Morelos, Mexico. The young 

priest in charge, Father William Wasson of 

the United States, was unwilling to press 

charges against this "thief." Instead, he 

asked for custody of the boy. One week 

later, the judge sent him eight more 

homeless boys. By year's end, 32 boys 

were in residence and Nuestros Pequeños 

Hermanos (NPH), Spanish for "Our Little 

Brothers and Sisters," was born. 

Over 16,400 children have grown up in the 

NPH family, which now operates homes in 

eight additional countries: Honduras, 

Haiti, Nicaragua, Guatemala, El Salvador, 

the Dominican Republic, Peru and Bolivia.  

Today, over 3,300 children are being cared 

for in a loving, secure environment. 

For a detailed history of NPH, see the 

Chronology of Nuestros Pequeños 

Hermanos. 

Currently, there are over 3300 children 

(Jan-2009). Mexico: 795 Honduras: 547 

Haiti: 597 Nicaragua: 320 Guatemala: 319 

El Salvador: 459 Dominican Republic: 172 

Peru: 43 and Bolivia: 61. The number of 

children constantly fluctuates as new 

children arrive and older children leave as 

they reach adulthood. For more detailed 

numbers, please see our census and 

statistics page. 

 

http://www.nphhaiti.org/
http://www.nphhaiti.org/
https://secure.imodules.com/s/769/inner.aspx?sid=769&gid=1&pgid=344&cid=813
http://friendsoftheorphans.imodules.com/s/769/images/editor_documents/Mail%20in%20donation%20form%20for%20site.pdf
http://www.nphhaiti.org/ws/about/history-chronology.php?lang=en
http://www.nphhaiti.org/ws/about/history-chronology.php?lang=en
http://www.nphhaiti.org/ws/homes/census.php?lang=en
http://www.nphhaiti.org/ws/homes/census.php?lang=en


Russell Maroni Bio 

  6 

 

 



Russell Maroni Bio 

  7 

 

Russell Maroni was born November 3rd, 

1982 and was raised in Jewett, Ohio. He 

attended Harrison Central High School and 

later graduated from The Ohio State 

University with a Bachelors degree in 

Allied Health and Radiography. After 

graduating in 2006 he moved to Akron, 

Ohio and began his career as an X-ray 

¢ŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎƛǎǘ ŀǘ !ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ 

He continued this role while earning his 

graduate degree and graduated with a 

aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ƻŦ .ǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ !ŘƳƛƴƛǎǘǊŀǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 

Healthcare Administration from The 

University of Phoenix in 2009. 

Russell has attended Grandview United 

Methodist Church since 2006, where he 

serves as the Chairman of the Board of 

Trustees. In 2008 he married Jennifer 

Foster of Carrollton, Ohio and moved to 

Canal Fulton, Ohio. Their first child, Marie 

Maroni, was born in the spring of 2010 

and they are expecting their second child 

in June of 2011. Russell now works at 

!ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ /ƭŜǊƛŎŀƭ 

Supervisor in the Radiology Department. 

 

 



Intro to Lean Principles:  By Mark Graban  

  8 

 

Healthcare costs are rising too quickly and 

too many preventable errors occur in most 

hospitals around the world. Today, a 

number of leading organizations are 

demonstrating they can provide better 

value through proven and tested process 

ƛƳǇǊƻǾŜƳŜƴǘ ƳŜǘƘƻŘǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ άƭŜŀƴΦέ  

Healthcare professionals often ask how 

lean, a methodology associated primarily 

with Toyota and manufacturing industries, 

can apply in healthcare. Lean is not just a 

set of tools for improving quality in a 

factory - it is a set of methods, principles, 

and philosophies that form a complete 

management system. Lean can be applied 

in any setting where work is done, 

employees face problems, and people lead 

or manage others, and this includes 

healthcare. Lean supports the purpose of 

any healthcare organization - providing 

the best patient care using the minimum 

number of resources. 

Lean, in any setting, is a customer-focused 

management philosophy. In healthcare, 

lean means focusing on the patient as the 

primary customer. A heightened patient 

focus means implementing new lean 

methods for ensuring patient safety and 

quality of care, such as checklists and error 

proofing methods. Patient focus also 

means designing processes and physical 

spaces with the patient in mind, 

minimizing wait times and travel 

distances. Simply put, many lean hospitals 

describe their goals as follows: "No waste, 

no waiting, zero harm." 

Lean also places a premium on supporting 

healthcare professionals and staff to 

maximize their patient care time and 

activity. Before lean, healthcare workers 

often spend hours a day dealing with 

"waste" or problems in the workplace. 

"Waste" is any activity that does not 

directly help move forward the patient's 

diagnosis or treatment. Healthcare quality 

experts estimate that between 30 and 

50% of all healthcare work activity can be 

categorized as "waste." The opportunity 

with lean is to reduce costs by eliminating 

waste, not through traditional cost 

cutting, which often includes providing 

fewer services or reducing headcount. 

Lean focuses on doing more with less. 

Before lean, healthcare organizations 

typically believe their problems can only 

be solved with "more" - more space, more 

people, and more money. More space 

costs money, money hospitals are 

increasingly pressured to avoid spending. 

More people is often not even an option, 

cost aside, because of extreme shortages 

of professionals such as nurses, medical 

technologists, and pharmacists. Through 

lean, hospitals learn methods that allow 

them to increase capacity without adding 

people - true productivity. And many 

hospitals have been able to cancel multi-

million dollar capital expansion projects as 

they learn how to use their existing space 

more effectively with lean principles put in 

place. 

It may seem like wishful thinking, but the 

application of lean methods in healthcare 

will bring benefits for all stakeholders -- 

patients, employees, providers, and 

hospital.

http://www.healthcarevalueleaders.org  

http://www.healthcarevalueleaders.org/
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The Center for Operations Excellence 

ό/h9ύ ŀǘ !ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ ǳǘƛƭƛȊŜǎ ƭŜŀƴ ǎƛȄ 

sigma strategies to help departments and 

offices within the hospital find simple, 

cost-effective solutions for improving 

inefficient processes.  

The COE currently consists of five Lean Six 

Sigma Project Leaders, a Process 

Improvement Analyst and a coordinator.  

The mission of the Center for Operations 

Excellence is to develop and use in-house 

talent to improve the healthcare 

experience of our patients and families, 

while improving the working experience 

for our staff.  

We use Lean Six Sigma at Akron Children's 

Hospital to enhance the voice of patients 

and families. Furthermore, the strategy 

supports growth initiatives identified 

through the strategic plan and improves 

the operating margin by streamlining 

services, producing cost savings and 

creating capacity through better resource 

utilization.  

 

I first entered the lean training program at 

!ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ƛƴ WŀƴǳŀǊȅ ƻŦ 

2010. I was only partially through my 

training when I decided to go to Haiti. We 

had learned a great deal in the beginning 

weeks of the class, so much so that I was 

able to recall the lessons while in Haiti 

despite the lack of my manual and notes.  

The COE was very supportive in allowing 

me to take time off from class, and 

arranged for me to complete the missed 

lessons upon my return.  

Akron Children's 
Hospital believes in  

Process Improvement 
Through People 
DeveÌÏÐÍÅÎÔΆȢ 

http://www.akronchildrens.org/coe
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My mission to Haiti began with a trip to 

the ICU at the !ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ 

where I work as an x-ray tech.  I entered 

ƛƴǘƻ ŀ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ǊƻƻƳ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ǇƻǊǘŀōƭŜ 

chest x-ǊŀȅΦ ¢ƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǊŜŀŘȅ 

for the film, and while I waited I chatted 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ƴǳǊǎŜΣ ŀ Ǝǳȅ ƴŀƳŜŘ 

Ryan.  

He asked me about my job and I told him 

how I liked it although I had recently 

ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ŀ aŀǎǘŜǊΩǎ ŘŜƎǊŜŜ ƛƴ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎ ŀƴŘ 

hospital administration from the 

University of Phoenix also told him that I 

was looking for another career.  

As we positioned the patient, he asked 

which career I was aiming for and I told 

ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΣ 

that I was waiting on God to lead me 

somewhere. With that, he instantly looked 

up and asked me if I wanted to go to Haiti.  

L ŎƘǳŎƪƭŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά¸Ŝŀ ǊƛƎƘǘΣ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜ ǿƛƭƭ 

go foǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ т ѹ ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΦέ 

wȅŀƴ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎƳƛƭŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ǎƘǊǳƎƎŜŘ 

ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ άǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ȅƻǳ Ƨǳǎǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ 

ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŀŘƛŀƴǘ ƛŘŜŀΦ 

I laughed it off and continued on with the 

exam, but as the day continued the 

thought orbited around my conscience, 

ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦŀǎŎƛƴŀǘŜ ƳŜΦ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ 

ǘƘƛƴƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ōȅ wȅŀƴΩǎ 

room two or three times to ask him more 

details about the trip.  

IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƳǳŎƘΦ IŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ 

exactly where we would be going or what 

we would be doing. There were many 

ǳƴŎŜǊǘŀƛƴǘƛŜǎΦ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǊŜ ǿƘŜƴΣ ōǳǘ 

knew he would be making contact with a 

person from a mission that was currently 

working at an orphanage down there. 

There were two others who were going to 

be traveling with us, both nurses like Ryan. 

Though it was the same road on which I 

always drive, it was much longer that 

night. My heart was bent on this 

questioning. It was something I had longed 

ŦƻǊΧL ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎΣ L ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ƛǘΤ ŀ Ǉƻƛƴǘ 

from God in any direction. I was famished 

for it. I thought, felt, believed and knew 

that all the events in my life had lead up to 

this. Surely this is not the climax of my 

existence, but perhaps another trial that 

would shape me and mold me for 

something greater and lead me on to 

another calling. Perhaps another point in 

another direction in need of what I can 

provide. 

It consumed me, and I felt as though God 

was truly calling me to take a leap of faith. 

I prayed and told God that if He was 

speaking, then I was willing to listen, but it 

was obvious that I wasƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀ 

burning bush. I recalled Luke quoting 

WŜǎǳǎΣ άƪƴƻŎƪΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƘŀƭƭ ōŜ ƻǇŜƴŜŘΦέ   

Ȱ!ÎÄ ) ÓÁÙ ÕÎÔÏ ÙÏÕȟ !ÓË ÁÎÄ ÉÔ 

shall be given you; seek and ye 

shall find; knock, and it shall 

ÂÅ ÏÐÅÎÅÄȢȱ -Luke 11:29 (KJV) 
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I told Him that for me to go, three major 

doors would have to be opened:  

¶ firǎǘΣ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǿƛŦŜΩǎ ŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭΣ 

¶ second, getting the time off of 

work and  

¶ finally, the financial hurdle.  

I told God that if he could open those 

three doors, that I would take it as a sign 

that He wanted me to go. With a hopeful 

sigh, I steered the truck into my driveway, 

it was slightly slippery from my sweating 

palms. 

My wife, Jennifer, was home when I 

arrived. We sat at the kitchen table talking 

about the day and I laughingly remarked 

ŀōƻǳǘ wȅŀƴΩǎ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ  

Looking back, I shouldn't have been so 

surprised when she was in favor of it. 

{ƘŜΩǎ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǎǳǇǇƻǊǘŜŘ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ Ƴȅ 

aspirations. It had been only seven months 

since she had told me to go on a 345 mile 

bicycle trip from Pittsburgh to Washington 

DC with my best friend Wes Cox.  

Now she was sitting with me, telling me 

that if I felt called to go, that I should go. 

She said that she had always wanted to do 

ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŦŜŜƭ 

that it was her place to refuse to let me do 

something that she would want to do 

ƘŜǊǎŜƭŦ ƛŦ ǎƘŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ǇǊŜƎƴŀƴǘΦ  

We joked that if God was calling me and I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǎǿŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ by a 

whale, which is far worse than going to 

Haiti. I reclined back and lied in bed that 

night, staring at the ceiling. It was a lot to 

consider. I drifted to sleep thinking about 

the other two doors. 

The next day was a Friday. I went into my 

ōƻǎǎΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜ to make a ridiculous request. 

!ǘ ŦƛǊǎǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅΤ ŀǘ Ƴȅ 

ǿƛǘǎ ŜƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǳƴǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭŜŘ ōǊŀǾŜǊȅΧ 

against cowardly assumptions, I asked:  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ȱ#ÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÌÅÔ ÍÅ 

take two weeks of 

vacation without 

prior notice when 

ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÌÒÅÁÄÙ 

ÓÈÏÒÔ ÓÔÁÆÆÅÄȩȱ 
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The look on her face was incriminating. It 

was a lot to dump on her without warning. 

She sincerely wanted to help me, but it 

was going to be hard. She flipped through 

her scheduling calendar, calculating 

possibilities, and in the end told me that if 

I could find coverage for my weekend, I 

could have the time off.  

I made a couple quick phone calls to some 

friends and had the weekend covered 

without any problems. I told her that all of 

this was contingent upon my being able to 

attain the necessary funds, another 

uncertainty. After all, I only had one 

ǿŜŜƪΩǎ ǿƻǊǘƘ ƻŦ ǇŀƛŘ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŜ 

other had to be un-paid. This meant that I 

had to come up with the funds for the trip 

and funds to replace my lost wages in 

order to pay the bills at home.  

I went to church that Sunday with what 

was becoming a recurring theme: a 

ridiculous request with a hint of hope. My 

church, Grandview United Methodist 

/ƘǳǊŎƘ ƛƴ /ǳȅŀƘƻƎŀ CŀƭƭǎΣ hƘƛƻ ƛǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ 

more like an extended family than 

anything else. Everyone knows everyone 

else, we have extra events like movie night 

and game night, and everyone is kind and 

supportive. It is not, however, an overly 

wealthy church.  

Between the plane ticket, the provisions 

for the trip, the vaccinations and the lost 

wages, I felt I could manage the trip on 

$1,500.00. I met with my pastor after 

church and I felt like I was asking a lot, but 

instead of focusing on the amount I 

requested, he was simply ecstatic at the 

idea of me going. He agreed to help me 

get the money, and anything else I 

needed. He even gave me a book to read 

on first time mission trips.  

I went into work later that day and left a 

note for Ryan to call me because I was 

going to go with him. He called and was 

ecstatic. He said he would fill me in on 

whatever details he could, but said I 

needed to focus on getting my passport, 

plane ticket and vaccines, as we had less 

than two weeks until our departure. I lied 

in bed that night and let out a long sigh. 

This was actually going to happen.  

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God had opened three 

seemingly impossible 

doors in less than four 

days. He had spoken, and 

it was time to listen. 
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L ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ƘŀŘ ŀ ǇŀǎǎǇƻǊǘΣ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴ 

issue. The plane ticket was easy to buy, 

but the vaccines were another story.  

The hospitaƭ ǿƘŜǊŜ L ǿƻǊƪŜŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻŎƪ 

vaccines for tropical diseases, and the 

health department was difficult to deal 

with. My friends from work took up a 

collection which amounted to about three 

hundred dollars, enough to pay for my 

malaria, typhus, hepatitis and tetanus 

vaccines. I left the health department 

feeling like a pin cushion, but glad that I 

was able to get the vaccines before I left.  

I called my parents and told them of my 

ǇƭŀƴǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǝƻ ǿŜƭƭΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ 

irate, but it was an anger bred of fear. My 

parents said I was being an irresponsible 

father, but I disagreed. I felt bound by 

ŎƘŀƛƴǎΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŘƛǎŀǇǇǊƻǾŀƭΦ  

I called Wes and discussed it with him. 

Without hesitation he told me to go 

because this opportunity may never come 

again.  

A few weeks prior I asked if he could 

come, unfortunately it was during his 

ƎƛǊƭŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅΦ !ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƎƛǊƭǎ ŎŀǊŜ 

about their birthdays. He was crushed he 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƳŜΦ 

 I called my grandfathers on both sides. 

One told me not to go, but also told me 

not to listen to him, and the other told me 

to go and have fun. I was really bothered 

ōȅ Ƴȅ ǇŀǊŜƴǘΩǎ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴΣ ǎƻ L ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 

another old friend, a preacher named Rod 

Bowers who had pastored the small 

country church that I had grown up in. He 

told me that my parents were angry 

ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

happen to me, and that they would come 

around after my safe return.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

The orphanage had 50 children, and was 

expecting 200 more any day. The 

forwarded e-mail described a group of 

children in dire straits who were in 

desperate need of the arriving medical 

team, who would provide care not only to 

this group, but who would also help 

provide relief at a field hospital down the 

road.  

Meanwhile, details began 
to trickle in through 

Ryan. We were going to 
an orphanage outside of 
Port-Au-Prince, where 

we would provide 
medical care to the 

children. 
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That medical team consisted of me and 

two nurses, as one of the three original 

nurses had been rushed to surgery for an 

emergency appendectomy and would no 

longer be coming along.  

It was extremely intimidating to think that 

we would be faced with such an 

overwhelming task. This was especially 

true for me, as my education in 

radiography had consisted of large 

portions of physics and other areas that 

would be of no apparent value in such a 

setting where an x-ray machine was not 

available.  

The e-mail also warned us that it was a 

dangerous place to be, and not to be 

fooled by reports that said otherwise. I 

wondered if we would have enough food 

or drink or if it would get stolen. So much 

could unfold around us, but I could not be 

paralyzed by fear. God has always 

provided for me, sometimes in simple, 

sometimes in miraculous situations, I 

suppose His will is superior to any hunger 

or thirst I could experience. I simply 

trusted in Him. 

I had originally wanted to take Wes along, 

but had changed my mind when I heard of 

the dangerous conditions. I felt that if I got 

myself into trouble, I could deal with it, 

ōǳǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ Ǝǳƛƭǘ ƻŦ 

knowing I had talked him into going as 

well.  

A friend from work, Dr. Jeff Kempf, 

informed me that he too was going to 

Haiti at the same time as my group. He 

was going with Dr. Pope, a fellow doctor 

ŦǊƻƳ !ƪǊƻƴ /ƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΩǎ IƻǎǇƛǘŀƭΦ 

!ǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ŀǘ {ǘΦ .ŜƴŜŘƛŎǘΩǎ 

Hospital across from the U.S. Embassy in 

Port-Au-Prince and wanted me to contact 

ǘƘŜƳ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ 

services. I was glad that we would have 

friends so close.  

Another friend from work, Rose Groh, had 

let me borrow her iPhone so I could make 

calls while I was there. This ended up 

being a priceless tool, as all of our plans 

were loosely thrown together and relied 

on last minute confirmations and 

adjustments.  

My pastor called me to let me know that 

the special offering that they had collected 

for me at Church had provided $2,500.00, 

enough for me to split the money with 

Ryan and pay for both of us. We were 

thrilled. Mosquito nets and freeze dried 

food in hand, we headed to the air port for 

day one.  

LǘΩǎ ŀƳŀȊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǿƛǘƴŜǎǎ DƻŘΩǎ ŀōƛƭƛǘȅ ǘƻ 

consolidate a scrambled plan with no 

architect, built on a lack of communication 

that would take a month of careful 

planning yielding unprosperous fruits of 

impatience and frustration somewhere in 

the mystery of uncertainty. However, the 

ŜƳōƻŘƛƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ DƻŘΩǎ ǿƛƭƭ ǿŀǎ ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ 

when I met up with those who would join 

me in Haiti.  
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άLƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ L ǇƭŀŎŜ Ƴȅ ƭƛŦŜΦέ L ƴŜǾŜǊ 

knew what that meant until I followed 

God to a place where my life was so 

obviously out of my own control; to a 

place so far removed from my 

understanding that my own will was non-

existent, and all that was left was the will 

of God. 

 

άLƴǘƻ ȅƻǳǊ ƘŀƴŘǎ L ǇƭŀŎŜ Ƴȅ 

ƭƛŦŜΦέ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƪƴŜǿ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘ 

meant until I followed God 

to a place where my life was 

so obviously out of my own 

control; to a place so far 

removed from my 

understanding that my own 

will was non-existent, and 

all that was left was the will 

of God. 

Day 1 
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Today started out as a struggle. Our 6:25 

am flight was cancelled at 4 am when we 

arrived at the airport. After 5 hours of 

phone calls, we found a flight out of 

Pittsburgh (we were originally flying out of 

Akron/Canton airport) and drove down 

there. My friend Wes dropped us off.  

 

This made me seem suspicious, so security 

was a challenge. They made me go into a 

small room and do a strip search to my 

pants, but I went to my underwear. 

 I figured that if I was going to feel 

awkward, then I was going to make the 

security guy feel awkward, too. There 

were 4 guards in the room, and the one 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǘŜȄ ƎƭƻǾŜǎ ǘƻƭŘ ƳŜ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ 

search your body, but when I get to your 

ōǳǘǘ ŀƴŘ ȅƻǳǊ ƎǊƻƛƴΣ LΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ 

ōŀŎƪǎ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘǎΦέ ¢ƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀǎǘΣ ƛǘ 

was awkward.  

They grilled me with questions about 

where I was going and why I had so many 

clothes on, what my profession was, what 

I was going to do in Haiti, etc. When they 

had finished the search and the questions, 

they checked my ID and RT cards and let 

me go.  

We flew into Miami and then to Santo 

Domingo (in the Dominican Republic), 

where we are supposed to find a hotel and 

rendezvous with a nurse named Mary. 

²ŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ŦƭƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ {ŀƴǘƻ 5ƻƳƛƴƎƻ ƴƻǿΦ  

I met some cool people on the plane. A 

Canadian named Ryan is also in route to 

Haiti, as is a Belgian guy named Raf. I 

shared my Pepto Bismuth tablets with him 

to prove that not all Americans are jerks.  

When we land, we have to find the hotel 

and then get some sleep. We head to the 

orphanage at 8:15 am DR time tomorrow 

morning and I only got an hour of sleep 

last night. Our plane will arrive at midnight 

and I hope we find the hotel easily.  

 

 

We had to fill our checked 

bags with medical supplies 

and our carry-on bags with 

other gear, so there was no 

room for my clothes. I had 

to layer four outfits and 

wear all my clothes on the 

plane. 

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Lean-For-Haiti/184916374869715?v=wall
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We found our way to the hotel last night 

and met Mary. She is a nurse from Virginia 

who coordinated with the same mission 

we were coordinating our trip with. She 

seems nice. 

 It was a long cab ride and we drilled the 

cab driver with questions. He filled us in 

on the situation in Haiti and gave us 

various tips for safe travel. Cab fares are 

ridiculous in the Dominican. This ride cost 

$40. 

 The hotel looked as if it had been nice at 

one point, but was slightly run down. It 

ǿŀǎ ǊŜǎƻǊǘ ǎǘȅƭŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ǘƘŜ 

resort price. I passed out as soon as my 

head hit the pillow.  

In the morning we ate breakfast and 

headed to the bus station at 8 am. It was a 

hugely crowded place with people pushing 

shoulder to shoulder in every direction. 

The ticket line was so long that we barely 

got our tickets on time. We had to put our 

luggage in a pile on a busy sidewalk and I 

watched over it while Ryan and Mary got 

the tickets.  

I ran into Ryan, my Canadian friend from 

the plane, but he was catching another 

bus. We talked for a little while, and it was 

nice to see another familiar face.  

We caught the 11 am bus and arrived in 

downtown Port Au Prince at 7 pm. We 

drove past the orphanage and tried to get 

ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ǘƻ ǎǘƻǇΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǊŜŀ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

determined to be safe.  

Our bus broke down half way there and I 

had to help the driver refill the radiator to 

get us going again. It was in the middle of 

nowhere, on a large hill that looked like a 

desert. The driver seemed annoyed that I 

was trying to help, but it was obvious that 

ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŘƻƛƴƎΦ  

 

 

 

Day 2 
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A person who spoke English and Spanish 

translated for me. I think that he would 

have eventually figured it out, but I 

ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǳǎŜ 

cold water and crack the radiator.  

Everyone gave their bottles of water to 

help fill it, so we were back on the road in 

half an hour. It was dark by the time we 

reached Port Au Prince.  

The bus dropped us off in a crowded alley 

and we fought our way through a crowd of 

over 75 people to get our luggage.  

We got picked up by a team in a pick up 

truck led by a guy named Alex. He had a 

few Haitians with him who wanted to help 

us with our luggage, but it was difficult to 

tell who was on his team in the middle of 

the crowd. The poor guys had to fight our 

ƭǳƎƎŀƎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǳǎ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ 

them until Alex pointed out exactly who 

was there to help us.  

We rode in the back of the truck about 1 ½ 

hours to the orphanage. We let Mary ride 

up front. On the way, Alex filled us in on 

what had been going on and what he had 

accomplished. The night sky was 

absolutely astounding. The general lack of 

artificial light lit up the stars like I had 

never seen, and I stared in awe as the 

warm breeze blew at my back.  

We had a meeting and hit the sack. I found 

a tent with a cot that had been left by the 

previous team. The orphanage has a roped 

off area for us to sleep where the kids 

ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ƎƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƻur 

gear doeǎƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴ ǳǇ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ !ƭŜȄ ǎŀȅǎ 

that the kids are great, and that they have 

only had trouble with one teenage boy 

who tried to poison him.  

He says the boy had been threatening him 

and giving him dirty looks, and then they 

ŎŀǳƎƘǘ ƘƛƳ ƛƴ !ƭŜȄΩǎ ǘent. Alex thought the 

boy was trying to steal something, but 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƛǎǎƛƴƎΦ IŜ ƭŀǘŜǊ 

took a drink from his canteen and says it 

tasted funny. An hour later he was 

extremely sick and stayed that way for the 

rest of the day.  

 

 

 

 

 

When we arrived, the kids 

were all so happy to see us 

that they all started singing 

and wanted to shake our 

hands. We are strange to 

them. They like to hold our 

hands and examine them, to 

look us over inquisitively 

while smiling. 
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Afterwards the boy came up to him and 

told him that he was very strong. Alex put 

two and two together and had the boy 

removed from the orphanage. I asked 

where they sent him but Alex avoided the 

question.  

We asked him about mosquitoes, and he 

said ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ ŀny trouble with 

them, but that we need to watch for 

tarantulas. My first night in the tent was 

better than I expected. The breeze blew 

against my tent and I could swear it 

sounded like hands running against the 

fabric. After a few glances out the door to 

mŀƪŜ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜ ƻǳǘ 

there, I smiled at my own inexperienced 

nervousness and drifted to sleep. 
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We got up at dawn and had breakfast, 

which included some yellow stuff, some 

mangoes, sardines and French fries. It was 

an odd combination, but not half bad.  

The group went to a meeting with the Red 

Cross, but I stayed behind to lay concrete 

blocks for the new latrine at the 

orphanage. Its hot here (over 105 degrees 

in the day) and their concrete blocks are 

brittle and weak. If you tap them with a 

hammer, they shatter. ¢ƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 

concrete mixer here, so we have to mix 

the concrete on the ground with shovels. 

LǘΩǎ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƳǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ǘƻ ǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ 

ratios of sand, cement and water this way, 

so the resulting concrete is weak.  

We laid block all morning and when the 

group returned from their meeting, we 

started on the task of assessing the 

children.  

We cleaned out a small room and made a 

clinic. I built a shelf to hold the medicine 

out of some scrap crates that UNICEF had 

left behind. We saw sick children for a few 

hours, with Ryan and Mary doing most of 

ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎŜǎǎƛƴƎΦ aȅ ƳŜŘƛŎŀƭ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŀǎ 

sufficient for this type of work as a nursing 

degree would have been, so I 

concentrated on the organization aspect 

of the inspections.  

When we were done, we spent some time 

planning the days ahead. The goat here is 

cool and the kids are very upbeat and 

playful. Yes, they had a goat for the kids to 

play with and it was very friendly. If you 

held your fist out to it, it would lightl y butt 

its head to your fist like it was giving you 

"props.ò 

We went and explored an abandoned 

church that was never completed and an 

abandoned chicken farm. Both are across 

the street from the orphanage. The 

abandoned church looks like the skeleton 

of a parking garage, with large concrete 

beams holding up two heavy concrete 

layers.  

 

 

Day 3 Day 3 
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I climbed a rickety home-made ladder 

about 25 feet to the second story, but 

there were no good materials up there. 

The Chicken farm had some useable tin 

roof, but we decided not to tear it off in 

case anyone still wanted to use the barns.  

Finding building materials here is hard. 

¸ƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ǝƻ ǘƻ [ƻǿŜΩǎΦ  

There was a guard and his family living in 

the construction site. We gave them some 

clothes we found. The kids were dressed 

ƛƴ ǊŀƎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƎǊƻƛƴǎΦ  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We gave them some food and will return 

tomorrow to provide medical care for 

them. The little girls here love to dance 

and sing, and get really excited if you do 

Ŧǳƴƴȅ ŘŀƴŎŜ ƳƻǾŜǎΦ LǘΩǎ ǾŜǊȅ ƻŘŘ to see 

kids in such a horrible situation who are so 

happy. They laugh and play like normal 

children, as though nothing was wrong.  

The cabs here are painted with Christian 

verses because the people are afraid of 

voodoo. The most popular is Exodus 

мпΥмпΣ ά¢he Lord shall fight for you, and 

ȅƻǳ ǎƘŀƭƭ ƘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳǊ ǇŜŀŎŜΦέ 

  

By looking at them, you 

would never guess that 

most of them had lived 

through situations that 

were horrible beyond 

imagination. Most of the 

children at the 

orphanage are restevek 

ËÉÄÓȟ ×ÈÉÃÈ )ȭÍ ÔÏÌÄ 

means that they were 

rescued from child 

prostitution or slavery.  
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Today started with a spaghetti and hot 

dog breakfast. It was surprisingly good.   

After breakfast, we decided that three of 

the children needed to see an actual 

doctor, but ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŜȄǘǊŀ 

money. We decided to go to the field 

hospital and try to barter for their care.  

When we showed up, we had a lot of 

trouble getting through the gate, but once 

we got through, we were able to talk to 

the medical director.  

We got him to agree to see the children 

and send a crew of carpenters to the 

orphanage to finish the outhouse I was 

working on in exchange for my services. I 

went to the X-ray tent and found that they 

had a tech who was leaving after one 

more day. She had just begun training a 

Haitian to do X-rays in case no 

replacement tech showed up.  

They had a cheap Phillips portable x-ray 

machine (the type that has to be plugged 

in), no sponges, no sand bags, a table that 

was too tall and a broken CR processor. 

They were using a small dental processor 

in a clinic about 200 yards away that the 

clinic was using as well. The clinic had a 

small X-ray producing pistol that looked 

like a prop from a Martian movie.  

I cut some packing styrofoam for 

positioning sponges, filled some tent stake 

When he learned that I 
was an X-ray tech, he 

was ecstatic. He said that 
they needed an X-ray 
tech more than they 
needed a doctor, and 

that I was sent by God. 
Based on the situation, I 

believed him.   

Day 4 
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bags with gravel for sand bags, cut four 

inches off the table legs and removed part 

of the processor (which could originally 

only process 8x10 films) to allow it to 

process 10x12 films as well.  

We treated patients all afternoon and I 

stayed late to attend a staff meeting. I felt 

like the guest of honor in a group of about 

20 doctors.  

They want me to move my gear to the 

hospital ŀƴŘ ƭƛǾŜ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭȅ ŦƻǳǊ 

miles or so from the orphanage, so for 

ƴƻǿ LΩƳ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǎƻ L Ŏŀƴ ƪŜŜǇ ƛƴ 

contact with my original team.  

I will continue to train Carlyle (the Haitian) 

to do X-rays in case no tech shows up to 

replace me. He speaks fluent English, and 

was chosen for this training because he 

was the best English translator at the 

hospital.  

LΩƳ Ŏƻƴǘƛƴǳƛng to network with the people 

I meet at the field hospital to get whatever 

I can for the orphanage. The kids there 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ ǿŀǎƘ ǘƘŜƛǊ 

hands, which is the root cause of a lot of 

their health problems.  

I was told that the original medical effort 

in Port Au Prince consisted of two teams 

of 12 surgeons. The plan was to go to the 

hospital and do as many amputations as 

possible in 12 hours, then switch with the 

other team and rotate back and forth. 

Each team would take enough supplies for 

12 hours of surgery.  

The first team arrived and did amputations 

for 12 hours, but the relief team never 

showed up. Patients continued to flood 

the doors and they did amputations for 48 

hours.   

Eventually, they ran out of supplies and 

antibiotics. Patients turned septic and 

died.  

 

 

 

 

When the crowd saw the bloated, 

mutilated bodies being dumped, they 

thought the doctors were purposely killing 

people.  

They started to beat down the door, and 

the staff had to flee through the back 

alley. They ran into some UN trucks, which 

refused to give them a ride until they saw 

the giant mob chasing them.  

They later found that the reason the 

second team never showed up was 

because the UN had blocked them for 

some unknown reason.  

  

4ÈÅÙ ÃÏÕÌÄÎȭÔ ËÅÅÐ ÔÈÅ 
dead patients with the 

living because of the risk 
of infection, so they had to 
dump the bodies out the 

front door. 
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Today I got up at 5:30 so I could be at the 

hospital by 6:30. Things move slowly here. 

aȅ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘ ǘŜŀƳ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘȅ ǘƛƭƭ ŀƭƳƻǎǘ 

8 am. They all looked at me like I was crazy 

for going to get patients who could walk 

so we could start an hour early.  

I work hard and I expect my transport 

ǘŜŀƳ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪ ƘŀǊŘΣ ǘƻƻΦ L Ŏŀƴ ǘŜƭƭ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ 

ƴƻǘ ǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ƛǘΦ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜƳΣ ǎƻ 

I get after them if they start to slack off. I 

ŘƻƴΩǘ want to be mean, but there are a lot 

of patients that need x-rays and we all 

have to do our best.  

The processor jammed today (my fault) 

and I had to disassemble it to remove the 

film without damaging it. Thank God it 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪΦ ²Ŝ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ƭƻǎǘ ŀƭƭ Ȅ-ray 

capabilities.  

Carlyle was very nervous when I began 

disassembling the machine. He asked me if 

I was going to be able to fix it and I told 

him that I could. He asked how I knew this, 

and I told him that in America we have a 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ άŦŀƛƭǳǊŜ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ƻǇǘƛƻƴΦέ L ǘƻƭŘ 

him we will fix the machine because we 

ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦ IŜ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ 

encouraged and amused.  

They are using our 

films to determine 

who to fly to the U.S. 

Comfort hospital ship 

and who to operate on 

in the field hospital. 

)ÔȭÓ ÎÉÃÅ ÔÏ ËÎÏ× ÔÈÁÔ 

×ÅȭÒÅ ÍÁËÉÎÇ Á 

difference in the big 

picture. 

Day 5 
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Half way through the day, a truck backed 

over a pipe, causing it to burst and spray 

water into the air. This was a big problem 

because water is so scarce here. People 

were trying to catch the water in buckets. I 

helped them fix it because they were 

trying to use PVC glue without primer. 

 In the process, I was shown a large tool 

room at a facility close to the hospital. I 

took a quick inventory in case I needed 

something later.  

During lunch, mȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǿƘƻ LΩƳ ǘǊŀƛƴƛƴƎ 

to be an x-ray tech, Carlyle, kept insisting 

that I learn to ride his motorcycle. I told 

ƘƛƳ LΩŘ Řƻ ƛǘ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿΦ L ŀƭǎƻ ǘƻƭŘ ƘƛƳ LΩŘ 

probably wreck it, but he seems confident 

ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻƴΩǘΦ  

 

 

 

 

The stars are spectacular here. They still 

amaze me. There are few lights, and 

during the occasional power outage, there 

are no lights. This makes the stars so 

bright that they could take your breath 

ŀǿŀȅΦ hǊƛƻƴ ƛǎ ŘƛǊŜŎǘƭȅ ƻǾŜǊ Ƴȅ ǘŜƴǘΦ LǘΩǎ 

nice because the same constellation was 

above my house back home the last time I 

looked.  

 

 

 

 

http://twitter.com/?status=I'm%20reading%20a%20Haiti%20earthquake%20volunteer's%20journal%20to%20support%20Haiti%20relief%20-%20www.lean4haiti.org%20via%20%40lean4haiti
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Today began with my first freeze-dried 

ƳŜŀƭΦ L ƘŀŘ άōŀŎƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŜƎƎǎέ ŀƴŘ άƎǊŀƴƻƭŀ 

ǿƛǘƘ Ƴƛƭƪ ŀƴŘ ōƭǳŜōŜǊǊƛŜǎΦέ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

really good.  

I had a 6:30 am meeting with a guy named 

Geoff who runs a refugee camp down the 

ǊƻŀŘΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎŀƳǇ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ 

electricity and I found a newer looking 

generator about the size of a large van at 

the abandoned chicken farm. Geoff wants 

to use it for the camp, so we are currently 

double-checking with the guy who owns it.  

LΩƳ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ Ǝƻ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇ 

tomorrow to see if I can fix a solar panel 

system they have.  

We had fewer patients who needed x-rays 

at the hospital today. In our down time, 

Carlyle and I began work on a database 

that would make the x-rays available on 

every computer in the hospital. Its tedious 

work, as all the patient studies have to be 

exported manually one-by-one to the 

database. 

 Carlyle and I work as a team though and 

ƘŀǾŜ ƻǳǊ ǇŀǘǘŜǊƴ ŘƻǿƴΣ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

take us that long.  

L ŀŎŎƛŘŜƴǘŀƭƭȅ ōǊƻƪŜ ŀ ǇŀǘƛŜƴǘΩǎ ǿƘŜŜƭ ŎƘŀƛǊ 

today, and while I was fixing it, two more 

patients brought their broken wheel chairs 

to me. I took the three chairs to a small 

shaded area and fixed them. I then 

decided to open a wheelchair and crutch 

repair shop next to my x-ray tent. 

Everyone was thrilled because the chairs 

were not designed for the rough gravel of 

the camp, so they are falling apart.  

I spent about an hour making a detailed 

technique chart for Carlyle. The kVp 

settings on the x-ray machine are off, so 

the technique chart is modified to 

compensate.  

I also filled a notebook with x-ray 

information that I hope to teach him 

tomorrow. He learns fast and is eager to 

ƭƛǎǘŜƴΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǇƛŎƪŜŘ ŀ ōŜǘǘŜǊ 

student.  

Day 6 
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When the day was over, I caught a ride 

home with a group of Brazilians who were 

heading west. They were excited that I 

was from Ohio because they like Cedar 

Point. The ride went quickly and when 

they dropped me off I thanked them and 

walked into the main gate.  

Once inside, my group gave me raw sugar 

ŎŀƴŜ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǘǊŜŀǘΦ LǘΩǎ ǎǿŜŜǘ ŀƴŘ ǘŀǎǘŜǎ 

simƛƭŀǊ ǘƻ ŀǇǇƭŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ŝŀǘ ƛǘ ƭƛƪŜ 

an apple. You have to break it off with 

your teeth, and then it releases a sugary 

juice as you chew it. When the juice is 

ƎƻƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǎǇƛǘ ƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀ 

rough, flexible, wood-like pulp. The 

Haitians go nuts over the stuff.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The rest of my team visited the 

remains of the original orphanage 

in Port Au Prince today. Clean up 

has been slow and there are still 

human bones sticking out of the 

rubble, picked clean by animals. 
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The orphanage was for little girls, and the 

whole building collapsed, killing some staff 

along with all but three of the girls.  

LΩƳ ƭŜŀǊƴƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƻǘ ŀōƻǳǘ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǊƪ 

here. Small non-government organizations 

όbDhΩǎύ ŀǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ 

¦bL{9C ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ¦b ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ŘƻƛƴƎ ƳǳŎƘ ŀǘ 

all.  

L ŀǾƻƛŘŜŘ /ŀǊƭȅƭŜΩǎ ƳƻǘƻǊŎȅŎƭŜ ŦƻǊ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ 

day. 

 I really love working at the field hospital. 

LǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ŀ ƘƻǎǇƛǘŀƭ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ōŜΦ 9ǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ 

works hard and no one complains. 

Everyone there wants to be there, and has 

come for love of the patient rather than 

for a paycheck.  

The Haitians are extremely grateful, very 

patient and never complain. Everyone is 

flexible and open to new ideas and 

change. If something has a problem, 

someone volunteers to fix it and no one 

ŎǊƛǘƛŎƛȊŜǎ ŀƴȅƻƴŜ ŜƭǎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀ ǘǊǳŜ Ǿƛǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ 

Christian love. I miss my wife very much 

ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘŜǊ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ ōǳǘ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ 

me is really going to miss this place.  

  

)ÔȭÓ Á ÓÈÁÍÅȟ ÂÅÃÁÕÓÅ 

these two organizations 

have the most money, 

but a lot of it goes to 

high-paid staff. They 

drive around and do 

ÉÎÓÐÅÃÔÉÏÎÓȟ ÂÕÔ ÄÏÎȭÔ 

offer ideas or help. 
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