
A Short Story – Regret 

By Deacon Gerry Palermo 

 

Sacred Scripture tells us: 

Then Peter remembered the word that Jesus had spoken: 
“Before the cock crows you will deny me three times.” 

He went out and began to weep bitterly. 
(Matt 26:75). 

Sociologist and Psychologists will tell you this axiom: 

A person could be willing to 
run into a burning building to save people. 

A person inside a burning building will always first run outside 
before returning into the building to save people. 

My friends know this story. It is my bitter regret. 

Hiring a Car and a Driver 

Although I have driven the distance between Port-au-Prince and Les Irois before, I simply did not have 

the energy to do it this time. It certainly was easier on me to hire a car and driver. 

The drive is always fun when you hire someone to drive for you. Naturally you can see the beauty of the 

city and countryside roll by. Well, crawl by, most of the time, but that’s ok. It’s the life. 

A special nature to the treat of hiring a driver is all the stops and pickups we do along the way. Someone 

always needs to get to Les Cayes or Jérémie. Everyone needs to get to Port-au-Prince at one point or 

another. Transporting friends, acquaintances, and pay-back favors are a customary habit of cars-for-hire. 

Everyone worried if this Blanca will be a jerk or not. For me, I relish it. Hey, now that we have Uber and 

other business models even Americans get the idea of using idle or underutilized assets well. 

My favorite is giving rides to clerics and religious. Hey, that is the center of my spiritual life. Giving rides 

to clerics and religious is always an honor. Sometimes, if they can suffer me, we discuss their lives and 

missions. Sometimes it is pure joy. 

One time I had two Nuns with me. They have a hard life in matters of food and circumstance. When we 

stop for the midday meal I am certain to offer meals for them. They always refuse. So I order more than 

I can eat, eat what I can, don’t touch what is for them, then decry the sin I am committing without 

consuming the food. Who can help me in my insufficiency? 

Return Trip 

It was time to leave Les Irois and return to Port-au-Prince. Along the way we included stops in Jérémie 

and Les Cayes plus a few outpost in the mountains. About what you’d expect in this story. Along the way 

we picked up a Dominican Republic Priest. Why he had business in Haiti this far west I am unaware. He is 

core to the story. Let us name him Michael after the Archangel and protector. 



We departed at about 4 AM. One must leave very early to make the journey for all the same reasons 

anywhere: traffic and marketplace. The farther and fastest you can go for as long as you can is pretty 

much the same anywhere, yes? 

On this return trip at this point, we had already de-boarded all our guests. There were only three 

remaining in the car: the driver, Michael and myself. We were the final miles of the greater Port-au-

Prince area. We were headed to the airport. 

Then it happened. 

Early Morning 

We were going rather slowly alone the main highway and marketplaces. People and cars and trucks 

going in every direction. A synchronized chaos that is a marvel only surpassed by ant hills in nature. We 

humans are capable of massive cross current movement! 

There he was. 

Lying in a pool of blood in the gutter along the road. 

I could clearly see the bullet wounds. I could clearly see the agony. Writhing in pain, he had been there a 

while. Perhaps in the night. At first light we can see his dehydration, and his weariness and his pain. 

But we did not stop. 

Stop! Stop Now! 

The driver stopped. Did you see? Yes, I saw. We must do something. We cannot. 

He started to drive again. 

Stop! Stop Now! 

The driver stopped. I cannot leave him. We can take him to a hospital. We cannot. They won’t allow it. 

I have an Alb, cincture, and stole. I have Holy Water. I have my prayer book for the sick and dying. I can 

dispense the gifts of the Church. I can organize his posture for comfort and arrange his limbs for his 

death with some dignity. You cannot. They won’t allow it. 

From the front passenger seat, Michael spoke. 

We can do none of those things. He is in the gutter as an example to others. If anyone 

attempts to help him the sharpshooters hidden nearby will shoot you. They will shoot us. And 

we will be piled up in a writhing mess in the gutter. You will do no such thing. 

Then nothing. 

It isn’t as if I got much time to think about it. Time to construct alternatives. Time to be creative. 

Time to beg almighty God for help in discerning. 

The driver sped off. The man disappeared into the near distance as it was market day and the street 

returned to its synchronized chaos. I could no longer see him. But I can see him. Even today, right now. 



 

Columbine massacre - 1999 

Cassie René Bernall and Valeen Schnurr professed better than I did. Seventeen and eighteen, 

respectively, at the time, their witness to the divine exceeds my own. 

One survived and the other did not. 

Next 

Pope Francis said (given in poetic style – not exact quote): 

Truth is essential. 
Truth without love is unbearable. 

Journey 

So we must journey on. Aware of our thorns of the flesh, our insufficiency, our regret, we carry on. 

Until we can no longer carry them. 

But I will always remember you and pray for you and hope for you the beatific vision for the one who 

lies in the street. 

Peace be with you. 

Deacon Gerry 

Disclaimer – Some names, times and places are fictional or obscured to protect the privacy of others 

without distorting the essential truth of the encounter. 
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