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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 

ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital iŶ Ohio ǁith the 
Healthcare Value Leaders Network. 

I first heard of him over a dinner where 

the hospital’s Chief OpeƌatiŶg OffiĐeƌ ǁas 
positively glowing about Russell – about 

both the selfless volunteer work that he 

performed in Haiti and his use of his 

tƌaiŶiŶg iŶ the ͞leaŶ͟ ŵethodologǇ aŶd 
the ͞Aϯ ƌepoƌt͟ that he ǁƌote aďout the 
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 

Haiti’s 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 

loŶg, ďut Russell ĐouldŶ’t haǀe ďeeŶ ŵoƌe 
patient or kind about my delays in getting 

this published. 

As Ǉou ƌead Russell’s jouƌŶeǇ, it’s Ŷot at all 

a textbook about the use of ͞lean͟ 
management methods and philosophies – 

it’s a ǀeƌǇ peƌsoŶal jouƌŶal aŶd one that 

really transports you to the middle of a 

global catastrophe. You will read about 

Russell’s leadeƌship duƌiŶg this despeƌate 
situation and you will be uplifted by his 

efforts to both teach the Haitians he 

ended up working with in a medical 

capacity. 

We haǀe puďlished Russell’s jouƌŶal as he 
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 doŶate ǀia ͞FƌieŶds of the 
OƌphaŶs,͟ a ϱϬϭ;ĐͿϯ ŶoŶ-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
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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 

TeĐhŶologist at AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital. 
He continued this role while earning his 

graduate degree and graduated with a 

Masteƌ’s of BusiŶess AdŵiŶistƌatioŶ aŶd 
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 

AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital as the CleƌiĐal 
Supervisor in the Radiology Department. 
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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 

iŵpƌoǀeŵeŶt ŵethods Đalled ͞leaŶ.͟  

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 

;COEͿ at AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s utilizes leaŶ siǆ 
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 

AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital iŶ JaŶuaƌǇ of 
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 

Development™. 

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

the ICU at the AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital 
where I work as an x-ray tech.  I entered 

iŶto a patieŶt’s ƌooŵ to do a poƌtaďle 
chest x-ƌaǇ. The patieŶt ǁasŶ’t Ƌuite ƌeadǇ 
for the film, and while I waited I chatted 

ǁith the patieŶt’s Ŷuƌse, a guǇ Ŷaŵed 
Ryan.  

He asked me about my job and I told him 

how I liked it although I had recently 

fiŶished a Masteƌ’s degƌee iŶ ďusiŶess aŶd 
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 

hiŵ that I didŶ’t haǀe a diƌeĐtioŶ plaŶŶed, 
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.  

I ĐhuĐkled aŶd said ͞Yea ƌight, ŵǇ ǁife ǁill 
go foƌ that. She’s ϳ ½ ŵoŶths pƌegŶaŶt.͟ 
RǇaŶ didŶ’t sŵile, aŶd iŶstead shƌugged 
aŶd said ͞soŵetiŵes Ǉou just haǀe to 
ŵake it happeŶ.͟ It ǁas a ƌadiaŶt idea. 

I laughed it off and continued on with the 

exam, but as the day continued the 

thought orbited around my conscience, 

ĐoŶtiŶuiŶg to fasĐiŶate ŵe. I ĐouldŶ’t stop 
thiŶkiŶg aďout it aŶd I stopped ďǇ RǇaŶ’s 
room two or three times to ask him more 

details about the trip.  

He didŶ’t kŶoǁ ŵuĐh. He ĐouldŶ’t tell ŵe 
exactly where we would be going or what 

we would be doing. There were many 

uŶĐeƌtaiŶties. He ǁasŶ’t suƌe ǁheŶ, ďut 
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 

foƌ…I ǁaŶted this, I Ŷeeded it; a poiŶt 
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 wasŶ’t goiŶg to get a 
burning bush. I recalled Luke quoting 

Jesus, ͞kŶoĐk, aŶd it shall ďe opeŶed.͟   

ǲAnd I say unto you, Ask and it 
shall be given you; seek and ye 

shall find; knock, and it shall 

be opened.ǳ -Luke 11:29 (KJV) 
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I told Him that for me to go, three major 

doors would have to be opened:  

 first, gettiŶg ŵǇ ǁife’s appƌoǀal, 
 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 

aďout RǇaŶ’s suggestioŶ.  

Looking back, I shouldn't have been so 

surprised when she was in favor of it. 

She’s alǁaǇs suppoƌted ŵe aŶd ŵǇ 
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 

soŵethiŶg like that, aŶd she didŶ’t feel 
that it was her place to refuse to let me do 

something that she would want to do 

heƌself if she ǁeƌeŶ’t pƌegŶaŶt.  

We joked that if God was calling me and I 

didŶ’t listeŶ, I ǁould ďe sǁalloǁed 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 

ďoss’s offiĐe to make a ridiculous request. 

At fiƌst I didŶ’t kŶoǁ ǁhat to saǇ; at ŵǇ 
ǁits eŶd ǁith uŶpaƌalleled ďƌaǀeƌǇ… 

against cowardly assumptions, I asked:  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ǲCould you let me 
take two weeks of 

vacation without 

prior notice when you’re already short staffed?ǳ 
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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 

ǁeek’s ǁoƌth of paid ǀaĐatioŶ, so the 
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 

ChuƌĐh iŶ CuǇahoga Falls, Ohio is gƌeat. It’s 
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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I alƌeadǇ had a passpoƌt, so that ǁasŶ’t aŶ 
issue. The plane ticket was easy to buy, 

but the vaccines were another story.  

The hospital ǁheƌe I ǁoƌked didŶ’t stoĐk 
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 

plaŶs, ǁhiĐh didŶ’t go ǁell. TheǇ ǁeƌe 
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 

ĐhaiŶs, kŶoǁiŶg ŵǇ paƌeŶts’ disappƌoǀal.  

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 

giƌlfƌieŶd’s ďiƌthdaǇ. AppaƌeŶtlǇ giƌls Đaƌe 
about their birthdays. He was crushed he 

ĐouldŶ’t Đoŵe. 

 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 

ďǇ ŵǇ paƌeŶt’s ƌeaĐtioŶ, so I Đalled 
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 

ďeĐause theǇ didŶ’t ǁaŶt aŶǇthiŶg to 
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, 

ďut I didŶ’t ǁaŶt to deal ǁith the guilt of 
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 

fƌoŵ AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital. 
AppaƌeŶtlǇ theǇ ǁould ďe at St. BeŶediĐt’s 
Hospital across from the U.S. Embassy in 

Port-Au-Prince and wanted me to contact 

theŵ iŶ Đase ǁe Ŷeeded eaĐh otheƌ’s 
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.  

It’s aŵaziŶg to ǁitŶess God’s aďilitǇ to 
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 

eŵďodiŵeŶt of God’s ǁill ǁas eǀideŶt 
when I met up with those who would join 

me in Haiti.  
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͞IŶto Ǉouƌ haŶds I plaĐe ŵǇ life.͟ I Ŷeǀeƌ 
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. 

 

͞IŶto Ǉouƌ haŶds I plaĐe ŵǇ 
life.͟ I Ŷeǀeƌ kŶeǁ ǁhat 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. 

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 

ǁith the lateǆ gloǀes told ŵe ͞I’ŵ goiŶg to 
search your body, but when I get to your 

ďutt aŶd Ǉouƌ gƌoiŶ, I’ŵ goiŶg to use the 
ďaĐks of ŵǇ haŶds.͟ To saǇ the least, it 
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. 

We’ƌe iŶ flight to SaŶto DoŵiŶgo Ŷoǁ.  

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 

ǁas ƌesoƌt stǇle, ďut ǁasŶ’t ǁoƌth the 
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 

the ďus dƌiǀeƌ to stop, ďut he ǁasŶ’t 
alloǁed ďeĐause the aƌea ǁasŶ’t 
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 

he didŶ’t kŶoǁ ǁhat he ǁas doiŶg.  

 

 

 

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 

ǁaŶted to ŵake suƌe that he didŶ’t use 
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 

luggage fƌoŵ us aŶd ǁe didŶ’t giǀe it to 
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 

aƌeŶ’t alloǁed to go. This is so that our 

gear doesŶ’t tuƌŶ up ŵissiŶg. Aleǆ saǇs 
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 

Đaught hiŵ iŶ Aleǆ’s tent. Alex thought the 

boy was trying to steal something, but 

ĐouldŶ’t fiŶd aŶǇthiŶg ŵissiŶg. He lateƌ 
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 theǇ haǀeŶ’t had any 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 

make suƌe theƌe ǁasŶ’t soŵeoŶe out 
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. TheǇ doŶ’t haǀe a 
concrete mixer here, so we have to mix 

the concrete on the ground with shovels. 

It’s ŶeaƌlǇ iŵpossiďle to use the ĐoƌƌeĐt 
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 

the assessiŶg. MǇ ŵediĐal tƌaiŶiŶg isŶ’t as 
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 lightly butt 

its head to your fist like it was giving you 

"props.” 

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. 

You ĐaŶ’t just go to Loǁe’s.  

There was a guard and his family living in 

the construction site. We gave them some 

clothes we found. The kids were dressed 

iŶ ƌags that didŶ’t eǀeŶ Đoǀeƌ theiƌ gƌoiŶs.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 

fuŶŶǇ daŶĐe ŵoǀes. It’s ǀeƌǇ odd 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 

ϭϰ:ϭϰ, ͞The Lord shall fight for you, and 

Ǉou shall hold Ǉouƌ peaĐe.͟ 

  

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 kids, which I’m told 
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 ǁe didŶ’t haǀe aŶǇ eǆtƌa 
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 aŶd liǀe theƌe, ďut it’s oŶlǇ fouƌ 

miles or so from the orphanage, so for 

Ŷoǁ I’ŵ staǇiŶg theƌe so I ĐaŶ keep iŶ 
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.  

I’ŵ ĐoŶtiŶuing to network with the people 

I meet at the field hospital to get whatever 

I can for the orphanage. The kids there 

doŶ’t haǀe aŶǇǁheƌe to eǀeŶ ǁash theiƌ 

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.  

  

They couldn’t keep the 
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. 

MǇ tƌaŶspoƌt teaŵ ǁasŶ’t ƌeadǇ till alŵost 
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 

teaŵ to ǁoƌk haƌd, too. I ĐaŶ tell theǇ’ƌe 
Ŷot used to it. I thiŶk it’s good foƌ theŵ, so 
I get after them if they start to slack off. I 

doŶ’t 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 

didŶ’t ďƌeak. We ǁould haǀe lost all ǆ-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 

saǇiŶg that ͞failuƌe is Ŷot aŶ optioŶ.͟ I told 

him we will fix the machine because we 

doŶ’t haǀe a ĐhoiĐe. He seeŵed 
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. It’s nice to know that we’re making a 
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, mǇ fƌieŶd ǁho I’ŵ tƌaiŶiŶg 
to be an x-ray tech, Carlyle, kept insisting 

that I learn to ride his motorcycle. I told 

hiŵ I’d do it toŵoƌƌoǁ. I also told hiŵ I’d 
probably wreck it, but he seems confident 

that I ǁoŶ’t.  

 

 

 

 

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 

aǁaǇ. OƌioŶ is diƌeĐtlǇ oǀeƌ ŵǇ teŶt. It’s 
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 

ŵeal. I had ͞ďaĐoŶ aŶd eggs͟ aŶd ͞gƌaŶola 
ǁith ŵilk aŶd ďlueďeƌƌies.͟ It ǁas aĐtuallǇ 
really good.  

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

Geoff who runs a refugee camp down the 

ƌoad. The Đaŵp doesŶ’t haǀe aŶǇ 

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.  

I’ŵ supposed to go doǁŶ to the Đaŵp 
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 

haǀe ouƌ patteƌŶ doǁŶ, so it shouldŶ’t 
take us that long.  

I aĐĐideŶtallǇ ďƌoke a patieŶt’s ǁheel Đhaiƌ 
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 

listeŶ. TheǇ ĐouldŶ’t haǀe piĐked a ďetteƌ 
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 

ĐaŶe to eat as a tƌeat. It’s sǁeet aŶd tastes 
similaƌ to apples, ďut Ǉou doŶ’t eat it like 
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 

goŶe, Ǉou spit out ǁhat’s left, ǁhiĐh is a 
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.  

I’ŵ leaƌŶiŶg a lot aďout hoǁ thiŶgs ǁoƌk 
here. Small non-government organizations 

;NGO’sͿ aƌe doiŶg ŵost of the ǁoƌk, ǁhile 
UNISEF aŶd the UN aƌeŶ’t doiŶg ŵuĐh at 
all.  

I aǀoided CaƌlǇle’s ŵotoƌĐǇĐle foƌ aŶotheƌ 
day. 

 I really love working at the field hospital. 

It’s ǁhat a hospital should ďe. EǀeƌǇoŶe 
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 

ĐƌitiĐizes aŶǇoŶe else. It’s a tƌue ǀisioŶ of 
Christian love. I miss my wife very much 

aŶd ĐaŶ’t ǁait to see heƌ agaiŶ, ďut paƌt of 
me is really going to miss this place.  

  

It’s a shame, because 
these two organizations 

have the most money, 

but a lot of it goes to 

high-paid staff. They 

drive around and do inspections, but don’t 
offer ideas or help. 
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I got to work early today (6 am) to work on 

the film software. I had to manually export 

all the x-rays (about 1,000) to a file that 

could be downloaded in jpeg format to a 

flash drive and then uploaded into the 

hospital's central database.  

I finished that and did x-rays for a while, 

but then the work flow slowed down. I 

went to the warehouse where Pete, the 

logistics coordinator told me he had a pile 

of broken crutches. My team of Haitians 

and I took a couple of hours to fix them 

and then returned them to the 

warehouse.  

It’s fuŶŶǇ ďeĐause CaƌlǇle is leaƌŶiŶg so 
ǁell aŶd ǁill do ǁell oŶĐe I’ŵ goŶe, 
providing an invaluable service to the 

hospital; but if we were in the U.S., we 

ǁould ďoth go to jail foƌ ǁhat ǁe’ƌe doiŶg.  

Theƌe aƌe Ŷo ƌules heƌe. No HIPAA. I doŶ’t 
even need a script to do a film. I can x-ray 

anyone I want and I can train anyone I 

want. It’s a diffeƌeŶt ǁoƌld aŶd it fits ŵe 
like a glove.  

 

Some of the medical staff are having 

trouble coping mentally. They ended up 

getting a psychologist for the staff. I can 

honestly say, though, that my work in the 

ED has ĐoŵpletelǇ Ŷuŵďed ŵe. It doesŶ’t 
faze ŵe at all. I doŶ’t kŶoǁ if that’s a good 
thing, but it definitely helps here.  

The people here are 

completely 

decimated. Many of 

them have been 

crushed by thick 

concrete ceilings. 

Day 7 
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They had church this morning at the 

hospital. I didŶ’t atteŶd ďeĐause I had x-

rays to do. I didŶ’t feel ďad. Afteƌ all, Jesus 
healed on the Sabbath, so I will, too.  

I was getting a patient (my transport team 

had the day off) and heard a woman 

preaching. She held up a dollar and asked 

what it was worth. The Haitians replied 

that it was worth a dollar. Then she threw 

it in the dirt and trampled it. Holding it up, 

she asked again what it was worth. Again 

theǇ ƌeplied ͞a dollaƌ.͟ TheŶ she ƌipped it 
in half and asked what it was worth now. 

TheǇ oŶĐe agaiŶ ƌeplied ͞a dollaƌ.͟ She 
said to theŵ ͞Just like this dollar, you have 

been trampled and torn. And just like this 

dollar, you are still worth everything you 

ǁeƌe eǀeƌ ǁoƌth.͟ It ǁas a poǁeƌful 
message.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

When talking with Carlyle, I found that we 

have similar religious beliefs. With all the 

rumors of voodoo in Haiti that I heard in 

the U.S., I was surprised to find that 

eǀeƌǇoŶe I’ǀe ŵet ǁas a ChƌistiaŶ. TheǇ all 
paint Christian emblems on their cars and 

the hospital’s SuŶdaǇ ŵoƌŶiŶg seƌǀiĐe ǁas 
packed.  

I went back to my x-ray tent and 

overheard on my walkie talkie that they 

needed help unloading some trucks at the 

warehouse. I went to help and found two 

semi-trucks, one full of 140 lb bags of rice 

and the other full of similar bags of beans, 

corn meal and boxes of soy oil. It all said 

͞Aid fƌoŵ the U.S.A.͟ I ǁas pƌoud to ďe aŶ 
American.  

It took 40 of us an hour to unload the 

trucks. All of those days bailing hay on the 

farm really paid off. While we were 

unloading, I asked the hospital director if I 

could take some of the food to the 

orphanage. She said I could fill the bed of 

our pickup, which doubles our food supply 

there. God is awesome. 

A woman stood and 

said that she had to 

have her leg cut off. She 

said her parents cried 

when she showed them. 

She told them ǲdon’t 
cry. I have lost only a 

leg. I thank God for 

saving my life.ǳ 
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At 5:30 I met with Geoff to look at his solar 

panel. His base camp is set up in a 

deseƌted house. It’s stƌaŶge hoǁ theǇ 
build entire houses out of concrete here. 

The floor, walls and ceiling are all 

concrete. I was able to show him how to 

put the solar panel together, and then I 

showed him what they were doing wrong 

with their generator.  

He runs a refugee camp down the road 

and while I was there I fixed the house’s 
wiring problem. He thought I was a genius 

and traded me two crank flashlights for an 

old pair of walkie-talkies I had.  
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I was up late last night after working on a 

few projects, so I was really dragging when 

5:30 rolled around this morning.  

We took the truck and loaded it with food 

for the orphanage. Everyone was thrilled. I 

ran into my new friend Geoff, who was 

packing to leave. He gave me a pair of 

socks, and I was thrilled. I paid a local girl 

to do my laundry while I was at woƌk. I’ŵ 
anxious to see how that goes.  

This ŵoƌŶiŶg’s list of ǆ-rays was about 30 

patients long. It might have been 

achievable, but there was a power outage 

at the clinic where our processor is. Power 

outages are common here. I brought a 

generator to the cliŶiĐ, ďut it ǁouldŶ’t 
start. Someone had run the fuel line to the 

wrong hole. Carlyle suggested an extra 

extension cord we had in the x-ray tent 

and it was long enough to reach the clinic.  

 

 

Carlyle did his first solo x-rays while I 

hooked everything up. They turned out 

well. We got rolling again and the girl who 

runs our films messed up a few patients in 

a row. She doesŶ’t take heƌ joď seƌiouslǇ 
aŶd I deĐided to ƌeplaĐe heƌ ǁith CaƌlǇle’s 
cousin. She was furious, but she was 

compromising patient care. 

 

In the midst of this, 

a truck full (front 

and back) of 

Haitians ran over a 

Haitian woman and 

flipped. 

Day 8 
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They brought me some of the passengers 

and the woman. The doctor ordered 

cervical spine, chest, pelvis, femur and 

knee films.  

I told heƌ that this isŶ’t AŵeƌiĐa aŶd gaǀe 
her the knee and half the chest (the side 

hit by the truck). It would have taken all 

afternoon to do the films she requested.  

We fell hopelessly behind and they kept 

bringing in more triages. It became 

overwhelming and I had to take a deep 

breath, close my eyes and say a silent 

prayer. 

 I went to the clinic and begged the 

administrator to let me move the 

processor to my tent for the day. She 

reluctantly agreed. This allowed us to 

catch up and we actually set a 26-patient 

record for the day.  

I hope to finish the list in the morning, but 

ǁe ǁill see ǁhat happeŶs. TheǇ’ƌe ĐuttiŶg 
half the transport staff tomorrow, so it 

might be rough.  

After the staff meeting, a doctor/IT guy 

named Larry who I have become friends 

with (we worked together to get the 

radiographs to the central database) gave 

me $120 U.S. to give to the orphanage. I 

ĐaŶ’t ǁait to tell the guǇs. I’ǀe felt like I 
somewhat abandoned the team there by 

going to the hospital every day, but the 

food and the money help me to feel like 

I’ŵ still paƌt of the teaŵ.  

 

 

 

It’s odd, but I’m sitting 
here in the most 

unfamiliar environment 

I’ve ever experienced 
and yet I’m more 

successful here than I’ve 
ever been in my life. I 

feel like a fish that has 

just hit water for the 

first time. This place 

seems to be made for 

me. 

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 started out slow and frustrating. 

The guys insisted on having breakfast 

before driving me to the hospital. Ryan 

and I both had stomachaches this 

morning, so the cook picked leaves off a 

strange tree and made us tea out of it. It 

was yellow and they added salt to it. It 

tasted like the broth from chicken noodle 

soup. Ryan still threw up later, but I was 

good to go.  

My laundry came back great. It was a little 

stiff, but much better than wearing dirty 

clothes that had already been worn 

multiple times. They wash clothes by hand 

here and hang them on the line to dry. 

I got to work at 9:30 am (we usually start 

seeing patients at 8) to find Carlyle and his 

cousin Dionet competently going through 

the patient list. They are really absorbing 

their training and had already seen 4 or 5 

patients when I arrived.  

Carlyle is about 90% competent now, so I 

let him run the room today and I assisted 

hiŵ ǁheŶ I ǁasŶ’t ǁoƌkiŶg oŶ otheƌ 

projects. He needed help with some sacral 

films that he had never done, but other 

than that, he was good to go. His 

organization skills are also very impressive. 

He is better at keeping track of the patient 

list than I am, so he took over that area of 

the job.  

There was another 

earthquake last night at 

1:27 am. I slept right 

through it, but Carlyle 

and Dionet had stories of 

jumping from bed and 

running outside. The 

Haitians are truly 

terrified of earthquakes. 

Day 9 
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The leadership team from the clinic grows 

iŶĐƌeasiŶglǇ fƌustƌatiŶg. TheǇ’ƌe so 
concerned with their equipment that they 

ǁoŶ’t let us use it the way we need to. 

Patients are suffering because of it. It just 

feels like theǇ doŶ’t ƌealize that ǁe’ƌe oŶ 
the same team.  

TheǇ doŶ’t kŶoǁ aŶǇthiŶg aďout theiƌ 
equipment. I had to teach them how to 

use it and how to clean it. For some 

reason, though, theǇ still doŶ’t tƌust ŵe to 
keep it in my tent.  

They had a TV crew come today to make a 

film about the clinic and all the things they 

can do there. No one there could take an 

x-ray, so I had to come and pretend to be 

part of the staff. They would have looked 

like idiots if I had not bailed them out, but 

theǇ still ǁoŶ’t let ŵe ďoƌƌoǁ the 
processor. I would pull my hair out if I 

hadŶ’t ďuzzed it off ďefoƌe I Đaŵe.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It’s funny to see how 
materialism is still 

present in people who don’t have anything. A 
Haitian with a wired 

hands-free set for his 

phone (the cheap kind) 

will wear it all day long like he’s really 
something. I wonder if that’s how we look to 

God, clinging to our 

pathetic earthly possessions like we’re 
really something. 

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Lean-For-Haiti/184916374869715?v=wall
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The mosquitoes here are different from 

the oŶes ďaĐk hoŵe. TheǇ doŶ’t make any 

noise when they fly. It makes them 

difficult to notice. Perhaps this is part of 

the reason why malaria is so prevalent 

here. 

 Last night, when I got home, a crowd was 

gathered around a girl who was 

unconscious and hyperventilating. Her 

blood pressure was ok and so was her 

pulse. Her pupils were dilated, and she 

had Ŷo ďƌeath souŶds. We ĐouldŶ’t figuƌe 
out what was wrong with her.  

She was the second girl that day who 

presented these symptoms. The first girl 

was found screaming while the other kids 

held her up by her arms and legs. They 

said theǇ ǁeƌe pƌaǇiŶg, ďut ǁe’ƌe 
skeptical. The 2 girls were from the same 

tent and both were dug from the rubble of 

the giƌl’s oƌphaŶage iŶ Poƌt Au PƌiŶĐe. 
Both girls were restevek girls who had 

been saved from child prostitution or 

slavery.  

We looked in some medical books and we 

suspect either a panic attack or drugs. We 

Đaƌƌied heƌ to MaƌǇ’s teŶt ǁith a plaŶ to 
observe her and take her to the hospital if 

she got worse (we took the first girl to the 

hospital but theǇ ĐouldŶ’t do aŶǇthiŶg foƌ 
her). 

 This girl had been in this state for at least 

45 minutes when we brought her to the 

tent. Some of the kids here have been 

taught voodoo, so Mary and I prayed over 

her for 10 minutes exorcism style and she 

came out of it and fell asleep. Se wet 

herself that night but woke up normal. Life 

here is crazy. 

I saǁ a giaŶt taƌaŶtula Ŷeǆt to Aleǆ’s teŶt. 
It had dug a den about six inches deep and 

we could see him in the hole. I crushed it 

ǁith a ϭϮ lď. sledge haŵŵeƌ. We doŶ’t 
need poisonous spiders around the kids.  

Alex said he saw two teenage boys here 

last Ŷight that he didŶ’t ƌeĐogŶize. We 
thought they may have jumped the wall 

and brought in drugs. We questioned the 

boy who was with them, and he definitely 

knew something, but wouldŶ’t talk. You 
could tell he was afraid. Whoever these 

boys were, they had the others afraid to 

turn them in. We are going to continue to 

keep an eye out, but a late night tent 

search turned up nothing.  

I’ǀe ďeeŶ gettiŶg piĐked up at ϴpŵ to go 
back to the orphanage from the hospital, 

which is before the hospital serves dinner 

aŶd afteƌ the oƌphaŶage’s diŶŶeƌ.  

I’ǀe ƌesoƌted to eatiŶg peaŶut ďutteƌ aŶd 
deer jerky for dinner in my tent. My ramen 

noodles were destroyed, one pack being 

infested with ants and the other soaked by 

a leak in my previous tent. The jerky and 

peaŶut ďutteƌ isŶ’t gouƌŵet, ďut it’s just 

as good as ǁhat’s seƌǀed foƌ diŶŶeƌ 
anywhere else here.  
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I was up way too late last night to get up 

at 5:30 am. I felt comfortable leaving the 

x-rays to Carlyle and his cousin, so I slept 

till ϴ. TheǇ ǁill ďe aloŶe ǁheŶ I’ŵ goŶe, 
aŶd he’s ŵoƌe thaŶ ĐoŵpeteŶt, so I thiŶk 
my work there is done.  

Alex, Ryan and Mary were gone when I 

came over for breakfast. This gave me a 

chance to catch up on my journal and 

stuff. Once they showed up, we all piled 

into the old Toyota Land Cruiser to go 

deliver food in Port Au Prince.  

I had arranged another pick-up load of 

food from the hospital, so we loaded up 

and headed out. It was a long, hot, 

uncomfortable drive. There wasn't a lot of 

room in the truck, so I laid down on the 

food in the back.  

We stopped by and dropped off bags of 

corn soy, rice, beans and soy oil in the 

Ŷeighďoƌhood ǁheƌe the giƌl’s oƌphaŶage 
was.  

.  

 

 

I went to the pile of 

rubble and saw the 

hole where they had 

dug the three surviving 

girls out. Human bones 

were still laying there. I couldn’t imagine being 
trapped in a small 

pocket under 10 feet of 

broken concrete next 

to the rotting corpse of my friend. It’s no 
wonder the girls are 

having trouble. 

Day 10 
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The girl from last night had another attack 

today. I asked at the hospital to see if they 

were seeing anything like this and they 

were. This helped us rule out the 

possiďilitǇ of dƌugs. We’ƌe supposed to 
have a counselor come to the camp and 

talk to the girls. After we dropped off half 

the food in that neighborhood, we 

dropped off the rest in a shanty town.  

A large crowd gathered around the truck, 

but everyone was friendly. The leader was 

in his 20s. He told us he’s ďeeŶ pƌaǇiŶg foƌ 
God to provide for them. We told him that 

he needs to get his people off the ground 

before the rain comes or they will get sick 

and die. We also told him he is very brave 

to step up and lead these people in a time 

like this.  

We were also trying to find a way to fill 

our water cistern at the orphanage. It was 

almost out of water and a local farm had 

offered to give us as much free water as 

we wanted.  

We haǀeŶ’t fouŶd a tƌuĐk Ǉet, ďut ǁe had 
a company deliver water for a fee. We 

went to the UN base and tried to get a 

truĐk, ďut theǇ ǁeƌeŶ’t helpful.  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I gave him my cross 

necklace. He deserved 

it more than I did. 

The UN seems to share a lot of characteristics with the U.S. 

auto industry. They have a large, expensive overhead that 

makes them slow and less effective. The only difference is 

that when GM becomes ineffective, they lose market share, 

but when the UN becomes ineffective, people die. 

http://www.facebook.com/pages/Lean-For-Haiti/184916374869715?v=wall
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The people are homeless and sell 

whatever they can on the street. The 

buildings that are left standing are 

damaged and need torn down. Those that 

are already down are crumbled into piles 

of rubble. 

 TƌaffiĐ is the ǁoƌst I’ǀe eǀeƌ seeŶ. There 

are no traffic signals; everyone just drives 

as they please. Streets are filled bumper to 

bumper with motorcycles and people on 

foot filliŶg the gaps ďetǁeeŶ Đaƌs. Theƌe’s 
literally no room to breath.  

Large walls of concrete surround most of 

the lots, but even these have crumbled. 

The people appear so poor and desperate, 

ďut theǇ keep fightiŶg. I thiŶk it’s ďeĐause 
͞pooƌ aŶd despeƌate͟ is all theǇ’ǀe eǀeƌ 
known.  

If this type of thing happened in the U.S., 

ǁe ǁouldŶ’t kŶoǁ hoǁ to ŵake it.  

We drove to a few different areas of the 

ĐitǇ, ďut it’s diffiĐult to keep tƌaĐk of 
where you are when every block looks like 

the same disaster.  

The capital building is destroyed. It was 

odd to see such an extravagant building 

toppled over like it was.  We saw the 

pƌesideŶt’s ŵotoƌĐade go ďǇ us oŶ the 
stƌeet. It ǁas a liŶe of SUV’s ǁith a poliĐe 
motorcycle at the front.  

We got a few more orphans along the way 

today. I rode in the back with them. I 

played card tricks for them and we played 

hot hands and thumb wrestled. It was nice 

to see them calm down and stop worrying.  

All in all, I feel like I wasted my day. I 

ǁasŶ’t ŶeĐessaƌǇ foƌ the tƌip, so I Đould 
have been building at the orphanage or 

working at the hospital.  

We drove out to the hospital in the 

evening to check on one of the kids who 

had a hernia operation. I drove the truck 

for the first time. It shifts well.  

They said Carlyle was looking for me all 

day, but still got 18 patients done. The AC 

apparently broke in the x-ray tent. It had 

to have been over 100 degrees in there. I 

feel bad leaving him alone, but he has a 

handle on things and I am needed 

elsewhere tomorrow. 

The girls came running out of their tent 

tonight, all of them screaming like they 

had seen a ghost. It turns out that they 

had really seen a cockroach. It amazed us 

that even in a country as rough as this 

one, the girls were still afraid of bugs. We 

killed it and they went back to bed.  

  

Port Au Prince is a 

complete wasteland. The 

streets are filled with 

rubble and garbage. 
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I started today by getting picked up by 

Leah, the new leader for the ARC camp 

(Camp Hope). She replaced Geoff when he 

went home. She gave me a truck and a 

translator.  

We drove around and gathered cement, 

gravel, rope, a barrel and a large wrench. I 

got the wrench from the tool room I had 

seen a few days prior. Then we loaded up 

the new solar street light. The pole was 

about 25 ft. long and stuck out of our bed 

about 21 ft. I sat on the end that was in 

the bed along with my work crew of 3 

Haitians while my translator drove. We 

also tied it down to keep it steady.  

When we got to the camp, I explained how 

I needed them to dig a hole big enough to 

sink the barrel in. We put the barrel (a 55 

gallon drum) into the hole and filled in 

around it. We then tied ropes to the street 

light and raised it vertically. Then we 

positioned it in the center of the drum and 

filled the drum with cement. We tied off 

the light with ropes to ensure that it 

would stay still while the concrete dried. I 

learned this method from my Dad.  

My work crew was really dragging towards 

the end and I asked one of them why. He 

said theǇ ǁeƌe tiƌed ďeĐause theǇ hadŶ’t 
eaten that day. I felt bad and told them 

they could go back to their tents, but I 

kept working. They watched me for a 

minute, and then resumed working.  

 

 

They said ǲWe 
started together, 

and we will finish together.ǳ 

Day 11 



Russell Maroni’s Haiti Journal: Day Eleven  ȋFebruary ͻ, ͶͷͶȌ  

  49 

 

I went home and took a shower. Then one 

of the girls had another attack. The three 

girls who are having emotional problems 

are the three that were pulled from the 

ƌuďďle of the giƌl’s oƌphaŶage. I ĐaŶ 
understand why they have issues now. 

They freak out when they see the hole in 

the ĐisteƌŶ ;it’s got a sŵall ĐƌaĐk/hole in 

the side aďout the size of a fistͿ so ǁe’ƌe 
going to fix it tomorrow. It's the least we 

could do.  

I hoŶestlǇ ĐaŶ’t iŵagiŶe ǁhat it ŵust haǀe 
been like for them. Just driving through 

that city and smelling the death is horrible. 

The buildings that haven't been excavated 

haǀe a hoƌƌid steŶĐh aŶd it’s eeƌie to thiŶk 
of the countless bodies inside. The body 

count takes on a whole new meaning 

when you see and smell it.  

 

 

 

 

 

I’ŵ told theƌe ǁeƌe huŶdƌeds of tƌuĐks, 
and that the bodies were either burned, 

buried in mass graves, or hauled out to sea 

on a barge and dumped. There are a lot of 

ƌuŵoƌs heƌe aŶd it’s haƌd to tell ǁhat is 
true.  

I’m told that before we got 
here they were hauling 

out truck after truck of 

bodies. They would fill a 

dump truck with bodies 

and then cover them with 

rubble so the trucks wouldn’t look so horrific 
leaving town. 
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Today I got up and used some concrete to 

fix the hole in the cistern. Hopefully it will 

help the three girls to stop freaking out.  

Then I cleaned out my tent and packed my 

gear. I took some food to the guard across 

the road. He was thrilled.  

We went and picked up some child 

psychologists for the girls. They worked 

with them most f the afternoon. One of 

the girls was having trouble because she 

thought she had a voodoo curse on her. 

Ryan read to her form the Bible and 

taught her for some time about why a 

Christian shouldn't fear voodoo.  

We went to a giant farm owned by an 

American faŵilǇ Đalled ͞Douďle Haƌǀest.͟ 

It’s been in operation for 35 years and 

farms a couple hundred acres, all irrigated.  

They have a fully functional hospital with 

better GE equipment than we have at my 

hospital. We were looking for ideas for our 

orphanage, but the farm/hospital is so 

expensive that it requires massive 

amounts of charity to keep it going. It was 

impressive, but ultimately not a realistic 

model for replication.  

After we left, we drove back to Camp 

Hope and I climbed a makeshift ladder to 

untie the ropes from the light post we 

installed yesterday. It was rickety, but 

Haitians gathered in a crowd to watch like 

I was on the trapeze. It was hilarious.  

 

 

 

 

  

Day 12 

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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We decided to head back today because 

MaƌǇ’s flight ǁas the daǇ ďefoƌe ouƌs aŶd 
ǁe didŶ’t ǁaŶt heƌ to tƌaǀel aloŶe. We 

rode to the bus station in the back of a 

pickup. It took over an hour and we 

watched the sun come up in the east as 

the truck drove west.  

We passed cemeteries full of mausoleums 

that had been damaged in the earthquake. 

Our translator, Pascal, said that body 

snatching is big problem because people 

use the bodies for voodoo stuff. Ryan 

asked him if they have deer in Haiti. Pascal 

said they have all kinds of deer, from 

tractors to backhoes. We laughed and said 

we meant the animal, not John Deere. 

Then we explained to him what a deer 

was.  

The bus ride was nine hours long. At the 

Haitian/Dominican border, they called my 

name on the bus and took me to a 

building full of government people. Once 

inside, I was led to a room where they told 

me that I owed two hundred and 

something. I got really mad and yelled that 

their numbers were meaningless unless 

they spoke in U.S. dollars. The exchange 

rate is about 35 to one, so it came to 8 

dollaƌs. That ǁasŶ’t ǁoƌth a fight, so I paid 
with a $20 bill and we had to go to three 

different offices to find change.  

It’s iŶĐƌediďle hoǁ Đoƌƌupt the 
government is here. You come to help and 

they milk you for every dime they can.  

I went back to the bus and we crossed the 

border, but we got stopped on the other 

side and customs wanted to check 

everyone and their luggage. Two guys got 

in a fight over luggage. Everyone just 

stood and watched. I guess we were all so 

tired that we figured if they wanted to 

fight, then we would let them. When we 

hauled our bags into customs, they 

changed their minds and we re-loaded the 

bus.  

Mary and Ryan were sick with a stomach 

bug and were going down hill fast. I had to 

sit Mary down and dump water over her 

head because she was stumbling on the 

way back from customs and looked like 

she was about to pass out.  

I found a group of Americans on the back 

of the bus and they gave me antibiotics 

and Motrin to give to them. I also had 

some pepto bismuth in my bag that 

helped.  

After talking to two other groups of 

AŵeƌiĐaŶs, I fouŶd that eǀeƌǇoŶe’s ďuses 
had broken down on the ride in. One 

group even ran into trouble at the border 

and had to stay the night in the bus. Their 

trip totaled 18 hours.  

Day 13 
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Mary left at noon today and we just hung 

out at the hotel. I ĐaŶ’t ǁait to go hoŵe 
and see my wife.  

I had a strange dream last night. Since 

Ohio State, I’ǀe had aŶ iŶfƌeƋueŶtlǇ 
recurring nightmare that it’s the first day 

of the Ƌuaƌteƌ aŶd I’ŵ late foƌ Đlass. I ƌuŶ 
around and search the buildings, but I 

ĐaŶ’t fiŶd ŵǇ Đlassƌooŵ.  

I had the dream last night, only this time, 

when I looked around and realized I was at 

OSU and was late for class, I breathed a 

sigh of relief and collapsed into a chair. 

 I was just so relieved to be out of Haiti. I 

caught my breath, then went out of the 

building, got on my bike and just rode off. 

I guess that once you’ve seen 
a real life nightmare, the fake 

ones in your dreams just 

aren’t as big a deal anymore. 

Day 14 



Russell Maroni’s Haiti Journal: Day Fifteen  ȋMarch ͷ, ͶͷͶȌ  

  54 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our flight was delayed an hour this 

ŵoƌŶiŶg, so ǁe ĐouldŶ’t take it oƌ ǁe 
would have missed our connecting flight. 

The best we could do was fly to Puerto 

Rico, then to Philadelphia and then to 

Pittsburgh. It put us into town about five 

hours late, but it wasn't too bad.  

Everyone I met was a Christian except 

Geoff, ǁho ǁas Jeǁish, so I didŶ’t do 
much preaching. Carlyle and I had some 

lengthy discussions about our faith and I 

think we learned a lot from each other.  

This trip opened me up to a whole new 

world of confusion. 

 Haiti is ďipolaƌ. It’s ŵade up of faithful, 
grateful, tough people who are more 

admirable than most of the people I know.  

It's also made up of corrupt, evil, heartless 

people who are willing to steal from the 

poor to line their own pockets.  

I feel that my greatest achievement was 

training Carlyle. He will be a lasting 

blessing on the hospital and on his people, 

who need his services desperately. 

 I keep thiŶkiŶg of Chƌist’s teaĐhiŶg ͞If Ǉou 
give a man a fish, you will feed him for a 

day, but if you teach a man to fish, you will 

feed hiŵ foƌ a lifetiŵe.͟ God led ŵe to 
Carlyle to teach him to fish. Now he will 

fish for his people for a lifetime.  

Most ǀaĐatioŶs I’ǀe takeŶ haǀe ďeeŶ 
ƌelaǆiŶg aŶd fuŶ. It’s gƌeat, ďut ǁheŶ it’s 

over you end up depressed about your 

life. This vacation was the hardest two 

ǁeeks I’ǀe eǀeƌ doŶe, ďut iŶ the eŶd, I’ŵ 
going home joyful and grateful for my life 

and what I have. It makes me question the 

purpose of my relaxing vacations.  

Not everything we did in Haiti was perfect. 

We made mistakes and learned from 

them. We did the best we could. In the 

end, we were imperfect people led by the 

perfect will of God.  

My trip to Haiti was 

difficult to sum up into a single conclusion. I can’t say if it was or wasn’t 
what I expected, because 

I honestly had no idea 

what I was getting myself 

into. 

Day 15 
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While I was in Haiti, I scribbled this journal 

late at night in my tent with a flash light 

and a notebook. It was my hope that my 

daughter might want to read it someday. I 

thought that perhaps my wife and some 

close friends would be interested, but I 

never expected much beyond that.  

The response that I received upon my 

return was overwhelming. Everyone I 

knew wanted to hear about the trip and 

read the journal. People I had never met 

would tell me how much they enjoyed 

reading it because they had borrowed a 

copy from a friend. Everyone at work 

knew about the trip and I received a 

mountain of undue credit.  

What I did in Haiti was a great thing, but 

after being there and seeing the work that 

others have done and continue to do, I 

realize that my contribution is a drop in 

the bucket compared to the real heroes. I 

was there for two weeks. I sacrificed a 

little of my paid time off from work and 

some time away from my family, but my 

trip was funded by my church and friends 

from work paid for my vaccinations.  

Overall, my personal sacrifice was very 

small. Some of the people I worked with in 

Haiti have moved there and do volunteer 

work full time, accepting only food and 

water. These unseen heroes are 

completely unknown outside of Haiti, and 

I feel ashamed when someone tells me 

what a great person I am. I wish that I had 

recorded the names of these people in my 

jouƌŶal, ďut I’ŵ Ŷot good ǁith Ŷaŵes, 
especially in the middle of the night in my 

tent. 

 My goal for this journal is that it might 

raise awareness of the need for and the 

adventure of mission work, hopefully 

inspiring good people to take the leap and 

do great things. 
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I was most of the way through an eight-

week course oŶ the ͞Aϯ͟ leaŶ ŵethod at 

AkƌoŶ ChildƌeŶ’s Hospital ǁheŶ I left foƌ 
Haiti. The material from this course was 

fresh in my head when I arrived at the 

field hospital, which helped me use the 

process without having any lean 

instructional materials at my disposal. 

When I first arrived at the Radiology tent, 

the process was a disaster. They were 

struggling to accomplish even a minimum 

patient flow and were working themselves 

into the ground with waste.  

One of the great things about the A3 

system is that it possesses the flexibility 

that it teaches. I was able to asses and 

addƌess seǀeƌal ͞just do its͟ ďefoƌe ǁƌitiŶg 
up my initial diagrams. This is contrary to 

the way the process is taught, but the 

situation warranted the change and it all 

worked beautifully.  

I was able to immediately design tools, 

customize equipment, build the patient 

ramp and other necessary tasks that had 

large impacts without a large amount of 

thought. This immediately gave the 

process enough breathing room to allow 

us to attack more complex issues, such as 

the patient flow process and the film 

development and archival process. These 

complicated processes required me to 

create detailed charts and notes for 

analysis. 

 It was during this that the A3 system 

showed the full force of its usefulness. In 

this ŵidst of the hospital’s Đhaos, haǀiŶg 
an organized system to analyze and solve 

complex problems was invaluable. I felt 

like David, staring up at Goliath with a 

fishbone diagram loaded into my sling. As 

intimidating as it was, it all worked out 

ďeautifullǇ, aŶd I’ŵ thaŶkful that I Đould 
be a part of the relief effort. 

 

 

 

 

 

More resources about the A3 method: 

Managing to Learn, John Shook (Lean 

Enterprise Institute). 

Understanding A3 Thinking, Durward 

Sobek and Art Smalley (Productivity Press). 

A3 Problem Solving for Healthcare, Cindy 

Jimmerson (Productivity Press). 

 

 

You can also view the A3 at 

www.LeanForHaiti.org   

http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1934109207?ie=UTF8&tag=leanforhaiti-20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=390957&creativeASIN=1934109207
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1563273608?ie=UTF8&tag=leanforhaiti-20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=390957&creativeASIN=1563273608
http://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1563273586?ie=UTF8&tag=leanforhaiti-20&linkCode=as2&camp=1789&creative=390957&creativeASIN=1563273586
http://www.leanforhaiti.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. ƌeadeƌs ĐaŶ doŶate ǀia ͞FƌieŶds of the 
OƌphaŶs,͟ a ϱϬϭ;ĐͿϯ ŶoŶ-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. 
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