Thank you to everyone who has been reading my messages. Looking back, I realize 

how therapeutic it has been for me to share this journey and these stories with 

you at the end of each day. A huge "thank you" to the incredibly generous people 

of St. Monicas and others who have made this relief effort possible. You were 

definitely the "wind beneath our wings." 

As I fly back to the US, I have been trying to imagine what it would do to our 

psyche if in an instant, the White House, the Capital building, most of the 

government offices, the National Cathedral and most other churches, most of the 

banks, our own homes and most of our friend's homes suddenly collapsed to the 

ground. Add to that the death of so many people dear to us and we can start to 

imagine  the emotional trauma that has been inflicted on the Haitian people. It 

is easy to see that even those who remain unjured and with homes intact are 

reeling with shock and grief. Every new aftershock reawakens the terror. 

However, after spending a week with them during this crisis, what stands out to 

me is their grace, courage and strength in the face of all that. Over and over I 

have heard predictions of mass rioting and violence. And though there have been 

isolated incidents of violence as would be expected in such a desperate 

situation, what I have seen is concern for neighbor, cooperation, patience and 

understanding in the face of hunger, thirst, pain and catastrophic loss. Most of 

all, what I will never forget is the love for us these people have shown. That 

is the thing that will keep me going as I try to deal with my own emotional 

issues regarding the things I have seen and done and the ways I failed. I can 

tell I am not 100% OK right now as I can't sleep much, have no appetite and 

can't seem to control my tear ducts. 

The things that really get the faucet going are the beautiful things - The 

little girl who after the Bann a Pye parade, hugged me tightly and said in 

English: "Thank you, I love you." - The look on Reginette's mom's face when she 

came to tell me her daughter made it. - The kindness, courage, and dedication of 

the American medical teams and volunteers trying to save lives and ease 

suffering - The random acts of kindness by ordinary Haitian folks who had lost 

everything, but still found a way to give. Speaking of beautiful things, I want 

to tell you about two unlikely heroes who showed up at Mathew 25: 

An all-American tale: Mike is a big, burley retired NYPD cop who was so moved by 

what he saw on his television, that he asked for contributions from a group of 

businessmen and then talked his way onto a missionary flight, winding up at 

Mathew 25 where with Glock pistol on his hip and NYPD badge around his neck, 

became our protector. The first three days, he got almost no sleep as he sat up 

all night doing guard duty in front of the house. During the day, he road 

shotgun on excursions into the city as we moved patients and sought supplies and 

fuel. I noticed he was having trouble walking and finally coaxed out of him that 

his new boots had caused huge blisters on the bottom of his feet. He had said 

nothing because he didn't want to take the team's attention away for even a 

minute. Thank you Mike for making us all feel so much safer. 

A redemption story: Beau is a large, 20-something, unassuming Haitian-American 

with perfect urban English and native Haitian Creole who went down to Haiti five 

months ago fleeing legal problems. After the quake hit, his own home destroyed, 

he headed up the rescue effort in his neighborhood with nothing but a hammer and 

pike in his hands. He repeatedly risked his life climbing inside the ruins of 

homes, pulling out seven live victims and many deceased as well. He said he 

didn't care if he died in a collapse, as long as it happened while trying to 

save someone. Then, he focussed on getting injured people to medical care which 

is how he wound up at Mathew 25. His legal issues now resolved, he had been 

planning to return to the US, but now says he will stay and help Haiti rebuild. 

You go, Beau. 

Jim, Barb, and Jon: I am so proud to be associated with you. Your guts, grit, 

and love for these people is matched only by your incredible skills. Thank you 

for supporting me when I hit rock-bottom and helping me get to a better place. 

I'll never forget that. 

The relief effort in Haiti is really just beginning, with the people there 

facing a staggering array of challenges. Hundreds of thousands of people are 

hungry, thirsty and homeless. Many of those are injured or sick. Major disease 

outbreaks are an imminent danger.  From what I have seen in the numerous rag-tag 

tent cities all over Port au Prince, the response of the world community is a 

race against time. Keep these hurting people in your thoughts and prayers. 

I think it is important to realize that the massive loss of life in Haiti is the 

result of more than just a natural disaster, but is a catastrophe made 

exponentially worse by the shoddy construction, lack of infrastructure, scarce 

resources and inadequate healthcare that result from the distaster of grinding 

poverty. As a person who has come to love and revere these people, I hope and 

pray that the US and world community will once and for all make a real 

investment in the rebuilding and development of Haiti, so that the decades-long 

slow motion disaster that Haiti has been can become just a memory. 

Mark Coughlin
