
After countless hours of 
packing, the day finally ar-
rived to move all of our 
belongings across the conti-
nent from Chilliwack, BC 
down to Fort Pierce Flor-
ida!  Dad and I left bright 
and early in the 26 foot 
Penske truck uncertain how 
it would go at the border.  
As we approached the US 
border crossing, we silently 

prayed that we would 
have no problems, and 
praise the Lord ð He 
answers prayer!  After a 
12 hour drive through 
Washington, Oregon and 
Idaho, we finally arrived 
at our first stop in 
Nampa, Idaho.  The 
following day I dropped 
Dad off at the Boise 
airport, and continued on 

ward with Todd 
Edgerton toward 
F lor ida .  We 
drove through 
Salt Lake, the 
Aspen Moun-
tains, the rolling 
hills of Wyoming, 
the endless corn-
fields of Iowa, 
the Ozark Moun-
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are doing laundry and gaunt dogs 

scavenge for scraps to fill their 

hungry bellies. A minute later the 

plane touches down with a hard 

thump, thump, bringing me back 

to the present.  I gather my bags 

in one hand and Jayden in the 

other and make my way to the 

front of the plane.  As we exit 

the doors a wave of humid heat 

hits us like a blast from a fiery 

furnace. Jayden bursts into tears 

and buries his head in my shirt. 

I gently soothe him, while ab-

sorbing the sights and sounds 

around me. As we enter the air-

port we are greeted by strains of 

Caribbean music. The musicians 

smile and wave, as our program 

manager welcomes us. Here at 

last. 

I lean forward in my seat as 

my eyes search excitedly for 

its first glimpse of the tropi-

cal Island that we will soon 

be calling home. I hug Jay-

denõs small body closer and 

glance down at his sleeping 

form. Completely oblivious 

to the importance of the 

moment, he rubs his eyes 

with one tiny hand and 

smiles in his sleep. Anx-

iously I gaze outside again. 

Yes, there it is, Haiti! Tur-

quoise waters hug the sand 

coloured earth, where tree 

covered mountain ranges rise 

and fall. Itõs beautiful. I press 

my forehead against the glass 

and emotions course through 

me.  Excitement, wonder, 

fear, and awe fill my heart as 

I gaze at the Island that is 

growing closer by the minute. 

As our airplane circles to 

land, I get a closer look at the 

city. So in contrast to the 

beauty is the obvious poverty 

of the people who live here. 

Tin shacks line the mountain 

sides haphazardly and gar-

bage litters a nearby stream. 

In the same stream, women 
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tains of Arkansas, across the Mis-
sissippi River into Alabama, 
through Georgia and finally ar-
rived in Fort Pierce Florida!  A 
grand total of 6500 KM, 65 hours 
across 17 states!  I sure donõt plan 
on doing that again any time soon!  
Thanks to your ongoing prayer 
and financial support we were 
finally able to make the move to 
Haiti!  




