
 
 
Reflections on Haiti 
By Keely Garfield  
(Keely Garfield recently returned from Haiti where she was working on behalf of the 
Urban Zen Integrative Therapy program along with fellow UZIT Leadership Team 
members Stephen Kolbert, Peggy Peloquin, and Mae Sakharov.) 
   
Landing at the Toussaint L’Ouverture International Airport at Port-au-Prince, my 
nervousness subsides as curiosity raises its head and I stay with that for the duration of 
my time in Haiti.  I remember as a little girl, my mothers caution, “Don’t frown, smile 
‘cos if the wind blows, you’ll get stuck like that forever!” When everybody stands all at 
once to disembark, the interior of the plane swells so that it seems we might all be 
squeezed out of the seams of the vessel forgoing the inadequate aircraft doors altogether.  
The theme of overcrowding continues as the bags topple off of the carousel and people 
politely step over each other looking for their very own “needle in a haystack”.  Outside, 
the sun is swollen in the sky and the heat is tremendous.  “S’ak Pase?”  How are you 
doing, they all ask?  “N’ap Boule!”  I’m burnin’, is the bold response!  I come to find out 
that this is not just a nod to the thermostat but a truism about the nature of these 
remarkable people whose spirits cannot be vanquished nor faith dampened. 
 
The colorful dilapidated tut-tuts, the endless tent cities, the rubble, the street kids, the 
muffled mountains, the breadfruits and plantains, the guns guarding gates, the cholera 
hospital St. Luc, and the refuge of Saint Damien Pediatric Hospital are all part of the 
picture.  Form is exactly emptiness, emptiness exactly form.  Some of the wooden ginger-
bread houses withstood the Tranblemanntè, the earthquake, while their neighboring 
stone-faced buildings collapsed utterly.  One young man told me he slept that night on 
top of a car because he discovered that the tires absorbed the after-shocks.  
Understandably, it is clear that no one in Haiti has done so since.  I asked a doctor there, a 
big and preposterous question, “What does Haiti need?” Without missing a beat he said, 
“Consistency.  And small efforts.”  It seems to me that the UZIT program is poised to 
help in just this way - piercing the paralysis and moving people back into the stream of 
life one breath at a time. 
 
Here I am then, on the front line of this small effort to change the world from the inside 
out.  The exterior terrain that had forever been altered and undone gave sway now to the 
vastness of the landscape within.  Each participant in our sessions, the nurses, doctors, 
therapists, administrators, the men who cleaned the floors, and the women, who had been 
washing diapers for twenty-five years, entrusted us to navigate for them and steer a 
course back home to the heart.  They all dropped by and dropped in.  Shoulders that lived 
up around ears having migrated there years before were encouraged to move back into 
the expansive space of the torso.  Hands rest on the earth, palms face the sky, and tired 
legs relinquish their true weight to sturdy chairs.  As they leave, anointed with essential 
oils, everyone smells like lemons and looks like they just learned how to make lemonade. 
“Mesi anpil!” Thanks a lot!  My own gratitude overflows.        
           


