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Rising Gang Violence and Declining Health Care 
 

Recently, the Washington Post published a lengthy article on the rising gang violence in Haiti in 

an area just outside downtown known as La Saline and in Cité Soleil. During the coronavirus one 

gang leader managed to unit nine different gangs into a “family” that is carrying out a reign of 

terror. Gang members have looted and burned down shacks and stalls, systematically raped 

women, killed at random, and dismembered or torched bodies. Consolidated gangs are extorting 

businesses, hijacking fuel trucks and kidnapping professionals and business owners for 

exorbitant ransoms as high as $1 million. The story is too complex and crazy to summarize. But 

here are two paragraphs which sheds a light on the declining health care which impacts every 

one: 
 

The 2010 earthquake that killed more than 200,000 Haitians and left 1.5 million homeless 

crystallized the country’s plight, bringing, for a time, an avalanche of international 

organizations and promises, finally, of transformative aid. But many of the charities 

have since departed, the transformation unrealized, leaving a mix of resentment and 

hopelessness as the country has teetered on the verge of anarchy. 
 

Health analysts feared the coronavirus would devastate Haiti. Most believe numbers are 

higher than the official count of 7,810 infected and 192 dead, but the country’s relative 

isolation seems to have spared it the worst of the pandemic so far. Still, the outbreak has 

made chronically underfunded health care here worse—medical staff, lacking protective 

gear, have failed to show up for work, leaving hospitals operating shorthanded or 

closing altogether. 

 

Night Riders 

 
My three tap-tap escorts on a trip from the airport in January 2018 

https://www.washingtonpost.com/world/the_americas/coronavirus-haiti-dominican-republic-hispaniola/2020/05/14/a51d0664-947f-11ea-87a3-22d324235636_story.html?itid=lk_inline_manual_57


 
This photo was taken near the end of the ride from the airport. 

I was riding in the back of tap-tap. 

The ominous looking street is in the slum just below us. 

Notice the narrow, rough, dirt road, 

which forces the tap-tap to drive slowly; 

at any point someone could jump in and snatch my backpack. 

I think the quick cell-phone photo captures the sense of fear and danger 

that permeates the night air in Port-au-Prince. 

 

 

 


