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Narrative 

May 15, 2010: I can’t believe this, I can’t believe what I have to do, because my 

parents think I need “exposure” to the world.  They think I don’t appreciate my life… 

that’s stupid. I love my life, I love my skateboard, I love lacrosse, I love my friends! They 

think I am selfish, I guess. Now, they have turned my world upside down, ruined 

everything. I am spending my school break going to Haiti with my church group.  We are 

going to help to rebuild a school.  A school! Ha! What do they even want to rebuild a 

school for? I would be glad if I didn’t have to go back to school. My whole is world blown 

to bits.  And this youth group thing is not for me either I don’t think.  Now, I’m on this 

stupid plane with these stupid people, going to Haiti, wherever that is, to rebuild a 

school.  I’m going to record this nightmare so I can remember how I spent my Summer 

vacation, how my parents ruined my vacation. At 15, I think I should be able to decide 

what I want to do with my free time.  And let me tell you, it wouldn’t be this. 

June 28th, 2010: Landing in Port au Prince was bumpy, the airport seemed lame. 

It’s so small. It is a strip of concrete in the middle of grassy area.  The Toussaint 

Louverture International Airport does not exactly look like it can handle many planes.  

One cool thing, I saw there were USAF C5 planes(big enough to hold 6 school buses) 

on the edge of the airport landing area and USAF helicopters,  I see soldiers working 

bringing boxes off the plane into the helicopters.  It was like they were huge black metal 
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monsters in that soft green grass, it looked so weird.  I couldn’t believe all of the 

cardboard boxes marked food aid, and big containers that said water for drinking on 

them.  I had to shield my eyes because the sun is so bright and sky here is so blue; it 

looks like a different sky than back in the U.S. It was so warm, nice, when we walked 

out of the plane to the passport check areas.  I found out also that this airport had only 

recently re-opened after the earthquake in January.  They had to make room for the 

planes coming to help after the earthquake.  I wonder, how much could this little country 

need? What happened here?  I don’t really understand how such a little country needs 

so much.  I hate asking for help.  

June 29th, 2010:   I saw where we would be working, we drove about 2 hours 

from the airport through the streets to get there everyone was outside, everything 

around was being put back together, everyone was out on the streets picking up broken 

pieces of their houses with their hands (how much can that do?), and stores torn down, 

there were lots of military police, some soldiers from America out in the streets too. It’s 

sort of neat that people sing while they are working. Someone told me they were singing 

in  Creole, which is weird cause my grandmother from Louisiana also speaks Creole, 

some form of French I guess. They also smile warmly, better than we do, I don’t know, 

it’s hard to be sarcastic when people smile like that…. When we got to the little, little 

town and the church where we will sleep and stuff we had to get the supply bags 

together to bring to that school.  Tomorrow, we would paint the insides of the classroom 

Rev. Nance said…I noticed that there were people outside the church just waiting and I 

guess checking us out.  I noticed a little girl about my sister’s age all dressed in white, 

with a tall kid, maybe like my age.  I asked Rev. Nance about them.  He said they are 
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orphans…orphans from the earthquake, they are waiting to see if there is going to be 

any school today, they are also waiting to help and to have lunch.  They are waiting.  

Kids waiting for school, no parents, waiting for school, for real?  I feel uncomfortable 

with them watching me, even when they smile.  The tall kid doesn’t smile…I know why, I 

get it…I wouldn’t want all this help.  He and I look at each other…his skin and mine 

could not be more different, but I get his look.  I look back and send him a nod, not a 

stupid charity look.  He looked away like he didn’t see me. Then, I had to go with the 

group…but I want to know that kid’s name.  I like that kid’s pride. I guess he’s the little 

girl’s parent now, I guess he has a lot on his mind.  

June 30th, 2010: I saw him last night with his little sister she obviously is like my 

little sister, cause that white dress was dirty; they were getting dinner at the parish hall. I 

was serving beans for the rice when they approached my station, I smiled at the little 

girl, the kid held out her plate for her. I put beans on the rice for her and then on his 

plate.  He didn’t meet my eye, even though I wanted to let him know that I know he 

doesn’t want our help but he’s doing the right thing,  That is what I would tell him if we 

were friends back home.  He’s doing what he has to do.  His red shirt is so red tonight, 

the camp lantern makes all the colors seem real, that’s weird it makes them seem like 

when I watch a movie back home.   

That’s weird.  When I looked around to see if the kid was still here, he and his sister 

were gone.  I asked Rev. Nance where those kids sleep, where all those orphans sleep, 

he said some on the floor of the church, some with family friends, and some just 

outside. 
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July 1st, 2010: Today we were painting the walls of the school, and I discovered 

that I actually don’t mind painting.  The walls were pure white and we were painting with 

a blue paint, there is something satisfying putting paint over a surface that needs fixing. 

I was listening to my iPod and I looked out the window, and I realized so many of the 

buildings are pure white and the sky is so blue, just like the paint I was using.  I looked 

at this place outside the window, all the rubble everywhere, all the white houses 

crumbled to bits and all the bright colors of all the people putting their lives back 

together, working next to each other in this blown apart world.  I painted the wall around 

the window, I kept getting distracted by the view of the world below the school, I 

probably painted for 30 minutes, well at least 4 songs before I noticed that someone 

was painting the back wall of the same classroom.   When I turned around to get more 

paint, there was the kid, in his red shirt, painting the back wall, not a drop of paint 

anywhere. He nodded at me, like “hey man look at yourself!”  I looked down, and I had 

paint all over me, all over my shirt.  He just nodded and smiled, didn’t hold my mess 

against me I guess.  When I turned back to my wall, out the window I saw the kid’s little 

sister playing on the grass in her clean white dress.  She waved at me, and I smiled. 

  

 

 


