


 
 

JOSLYN 
 

In May, Joselyn Joseph,who was 7 months pregnant, hailed me on the street.  She 
said she needed a place to stay as the family where Joselyn and Joslyn’s 5 -year -old 
daughter had been staying no longer had room. She and the 5-year-old stayed with two 
other families over the next few days, after which we found a room and I lent her $10 for 
a month’s rent, as well as enough money to get back in business – she sells cloth on the 
street—plus enough cash to redeem some household goods she had in hock.  A few days 
later she took in a sick 13-year-old boy she found on the street and I was able to get him 
into a boy’s home run by the Missionaries of Charity brothers.   

 
Shortly before the rent was due again she told me that she didn’t want to stay in 

that room any longer and that she owned an unfinished house, so we went to look at it.  
It was a 2 room pole house, standing in a pool of water.  The roof was pretty good but 
there was no tin on the walls yet.  I agreed to loan her enough money to wall in one room 
and to purchase a load of gravel to raise the floor above the water level.  I visited her two 
days later and found her already moved in, although the room had no windows, a doorway 
but no door (it’s still that way).  She had also taken in a destitute, thin young mother with 
a very malnourished baby.  I took the mother and baby to the children’s home run by the 
Missionaries of Charity sisters and they agreed to care for the baby until it is healthy 
again.  I also loaned the mother enough money to buy a sack of sugar to sell on the 
streets.   
 

About 8:30 in the evening of July 28 Joselyn came to my room with a pair of shoes 
she wanted to leave with me (most of her household goods are in hock again) in exchange 
for 85 cents, which she wanted to leave for her daughter the next day when she went to 
town to sell cloth.  I told her I didn’t run a pawnshop, but I finally agreed.  She is very 
persistent (and very shrewd) but it is hard to get angry with her because she laughs a lot 
and never gets insulting when she’s refused.  Then she asked for 17 cents to buy 
something to eat.  I refused again, but finally gave in on the condition that she leave 
immediately; which she did (I had told her that she keeps on saying: “I’m leaving” but 
never does – much laughter). 
 

At 11:15 p.m. she returned, saying that she was having labor pains and asked me 
to go with her to the hospital.  We walked the 3/4 mile to the hospital stopping frequently 
for labor pains, arriving there at midnight.  The doctor took a few minutes to examine her 
after which he left.  She returned to the waiting room with a lady attendant (not a nurse) 
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who said the baby would be born about 4:00 a.m. Besides Joslyn, there were 3 other 
pregnant women, plus the husband of one of them, and myself in the waiting room, which 
was bare except for some benches and a table.  Periodically Joslyn and the other women 
would moan, shout, sing, pray.  They would sit or lay down on the benches or floor, 
wander out into the open courtyard.  The attendant lay down on one of the benches, and 
told me to lie down on the table, which I did.  It was very hot but I soon fell asleep.  I had 
hardly done so when Joslyn woke me up and said she wanted to go home since they 
weren’t doing anything for her (in the country women in labor sit on the floor with their 
backs against the wall and the midwives squat in front of them, encouraging and 
massaging them until the baby is born).  I ignored her but she returned and asked a few 
more times (later I learned from the gate-keeper that she would have left if he had 
unlocked the gate for her).   

 
At 2:30 I awoke.  Joslyn was not in the waiting room so I went out into the courtyard.  

She was about a hundred feet from the waiting room, sitting on the sidewalk, reclining 
against the low wall of a flower bed.  When I reached her she began shouting for someone 
to hold her.  The husband of one of the other pregnant women held her on the one side 
while I supported her on the other.  The attendant appeared, grabbed Joslyn by the arm 
and tried to haul her to her feet but Joslyn resisted, saying that she couldn’t get up or 
walk.  By this time the baby’s head was half way out of the birth canal.  Very soon the 
baby’s entire head emerged, face downward, turned slowly sideways and the baby slid 
neatly out onto the sidewalk, where it lay unmoving on its right side.  After about a minute 
the baby began to cry softly but then seemed to fall asleep; no one as yet having laid a 
hand on it.  It looked so peaceful and  “at  home” lying there on the sidewalk on its side 
under a full moon.  I struck me as being rather fitting – Haitians have so little security they 
are at home anywhere.   

 
The attendant came with a pair of clamps and scissors.  While the cord was being 

cut Joslyn and the attendant continued the verbal battle they had begun earlier, Joslyn 
insisting that she wasn’t going to pay the hospital a cent because they hadn’t done 
anything for her, the attendant calling her an “old sow”.  Haitians excel at verbal combat 
and they don’t spare the colorful language.   
They become very excited but rarely come to blows and the episodes are usually soon 
forgotten.  After carrying the baby into the delivery room, the attendant returned and she 
and I lifted Joslyn to her feet and helped her walk.  Just before reaching the door to the 
delivery room the clamp clattered to the floor followed by the placenta and enough blood 
to leave a large splash of color on the cream-colored floor.  Mother and daughter were 
wheeled into the maternity ward and were soon fast asleep. I then walked home.  When 
I returned about 9:00 a.m., paid the hospital bill ($7 and I reminded Joslyn that she had 
said she wasn’t going to pay the hospital one cent, but she just laughed).  I also  loaned 
Joslyn $15 for things she needed for herself and the baby, she pressing for all she could 
get and I pinching every penny.  She now owes me about $170, having made practically 
no loan payments.   
 

“Robert” (a friend of Dr. Simone’s) 
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