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The Hell of Isolation 
 

Dante’s Divine Comedy confronts our struggle to arrive at place of human promise amidst human 

frailty, injustice, and loss. The poem takes us on a journey from the blinding isolation of Hell 

(Inferno) into the tranquility and open air of Mount Purgatory (Purgatorio).  
 

“We walked along the lonely plain 

like one who returns to a path once lost, 

whose journey, till then, seemed meaningless.” 

Purgatorio, 1.118-20 
 

Before I entered that empty church in Rome in 1995, my journey through life seemed meaningless. 

The path I was on took me to a place of despair. In a flash, I was brought back to “a path once 

lost.” I caught a glimpse of the beauty of a life shared with God and all humankind. I wanted to 

walk down a path of mutuality and kindness, a path of human interdependence that encourages 

us to lift others out of the hell of alienation, despair, prejudice, and marginalization. To do so, I 

began my journey down poverty road. I was shocked by the dehumanizing conditions I 

witnessed. 
 

What makes the Santa Chiara Children’s Center so frustrating, besides my inability to 

communicate or understand a culture so enslaved to violence, is that I dreamed of it being a large, 

loving family. It is large, but it is far from loving. The petty bickering, the mean-spirited gossiping, 

the stealing, the self-centered quest for survival, and the apathy and distain from the Haitian elite 

meld together to mitigate the sense of community I dreamed of creating. Ascending to the 

heavens of the blessed in Paradiso is not possible.  
 

I am feeling the hell of isolation. Hope is dying. But this is OK because it pushes me deeper into 

prayer. Oh God, give me wisdom, give me strength, give me courage. Help me not to lose my temper. 
 

Things will not change in Haiti or the world as long as inhumanity remains profitable and justice 

remains indifferent. The culture of corruption in Haiti is crippling. If you have money, anything 

is possible, all doors open. If you are penniless, your life is a dead-end. 
 

I feel asleep in the lazy boy recliner last night at 7:30pm despite the loud music and fireworks 

outside my office window. I woke at 1:30am. After realizing I had not written today’s Journal, I 

wrote this. Things seem cleared in the dark of night. Afterward, I took a deep beath and tried to 

steel myself against the unknown terrors of the coming day. I knew I had to take a sick staffer to 

the hospital. I knew one of the women I banned from SCCC on Friday had told another staffer 

she would be returning today to confront me. I dread her arrival. I do not want to let her inside. 

Not sure what I will do. Nor am I sure how I will deal with the apparent disinterest of one of the 

Center’s leaders. I am so tired of nothing ever getting done in a timely fashion. In Haiti, the name 

of the game is delay, delay, delay. Progress is an unknown word. The only thing that matters is 

that schoolgirls have ribbons in their hair. It is an absurd, undivine comedy. 

 


