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Creating Heaven and Hell 
 

“We have trifled with the name of God. We have taken the ideals in vain. We have called for the 

Lord. He came. And was ignored. We have preached but eluded Him. We have praised but defied 

Him. Now we reap the fruits of our failure. Through centuries His voice cried in the wilderness. 

How skillfully it was trapped and imprisoned in the temples! How often if was drowned or 

distorted! Now we behold how it gradually withdraws, abandoning one people after another, 

departing from their souls, despising their wisdom. The taste for the good has all but gone from 

the earth. Men heap spite upon cruelty, malice upon atrocity.” 

-Abraham Joshua Heschel 
 

God is not tyrannical and punitive. God is loving and benevolent. If you believe in an angry God, 

you live in fear of punishment. If you believe in an affectionate God, you live in positivity. How 

you envision God creates your perception of heaven and hell. 
 

Hell was created by humans. Humans are drawn to systems of reward and punishment to control 

behavior. The very idea of eternal punishment of burning in hell is abhorrent God. Hell obliterates 

the need for mercy and forgiveness, which are the rich soil of growth. Hell is the product of an 

angry, mean god; Jesus portrays a very different God, a God who asks us to love our enemies, a 

meek and humble God who calls us to endless forgiveness and who inspires acts of kindness and 

compassion.  
 

If you loved your child, you could never imagine condemning them to a lifetime of perpetual 

torture, no matter how offensive and repugnant their behavior. Yes, you would be mad as hell at 

them, but you would eventually offer them a heavenly hug. I can’t tell you how many times I 

wanted to throw Bency out of Santa Chiara. I came extremely close just a few months ago. 

Everyone wanted her banished, gone for good. Me too. But if it hadn’t been nighttime and there 

was no place to take her to, she would have been ousted. In the last second, I motioned for Bency 

to come to me. I asked her if she wanted to spend the night on the second floor. Her bright eyes 

looked so sad, as she shook her head yes. I held her hand and we walked to the back stairs. 

Everyone watched in stunned silence. I’m sure many of staff felt I was too weak to do what was 

needed. It was however, a moment of truth: punish or forgive. Many months later, after many 

sessions with the psychologist, Bency’s behavior began to improve; she was less argumentative, 

less rebellious…and, miracle of miracles, there was less talking back to the staff and actually 

doing what she was told to do. When I wrote about her turnaround in my Haiti Journal, a dear 

friend wrote: “Perhaps down the road, you will realize that a very enlightened action of your life 

was your decision not to send Bency away…and that moment will surface for you as just and 

most beautiful.” And so, it did. 
 

A priest friend who has spent many years serving and healing the broken poor in Haiti and who 

is the rarest of human phenomena, the holy man, has repeatedly encountered the impact of 

violence, retribution, and fear on people’s lives said that fear acts as a stimulus. It becomes highly 

energized. It takes on a life of its own. It feeds on your dreams and has untoward effects of the 

brain, the mind, our thinking. Fear even hounds your sleep with nightmares that disturb any 



hope for a good rest. Fear can be minimized by acts of kindness, by sacrificing yourself in the 

service of others, and by doing something so simple as seeking to see the beauty in the everyday 

things of life: kids laughing and playing, an infant’s first steps, flowers, friends, a humming bird, 

a Vivaldi concerto, seeing an older couple holding hands…all these things help create something 

from nothing if we deliberately seek to see the beauty of life and not dwell too much on the 

ugliness stemming from incentivized fear. In the midst of every tragedy, every disaster, we see 

heroic acts of loving kindness, one hand reaching out to another. 
 

I know how I’m often drawn to the bright and glistening object or person, rather the seeing the 

true beauty in simplicity and what is naturally real and good. It has been among the lowly and 

the lost that I found the beauty and wonder of life…and the God of all life.  
 

 

Noteworthy: A few days ago, I mentioned there was a rumor that Walencia’s father, the 

notorious gang leader, had been killed. He was not. He had instigated a war between the 

gangs. As a result, the other gang leaders decided to track him down and kill him. Sensing 

his own peril, the father fled to the Dominican Republic. Speaking of Wally, she is doing a 

great job caring for Bene. The puppy has not been on the 2nd floor in a few days. She feeds 

the dog, and even put a small blanket on the ground when he is tied up. Often during the 

day, Wally walks the dog all over the yard. Bene sleeps with her every night. She truly loves 

the dog. She tells Bene is “beautiful.” It is great that she is taking responsibility for the care 

of the dog, learning to pay attention to the needs of another living being. 
 

We’ve added another psychiatrist to the staff. Actually, the new doctor is volunteering. He 

is a good friend of Gabens. He comes for a few hours whenever his schedule permits, often 

twice a week. He always sits at the back of the yard for long conversations with a child. The 

doctor told me on Saturday that he loves the Santa Chiara Children’s Center. 
 

The external school that 20 of our kids will be attending this school semester begins classes 

tomorrow. The backpacks, supplies, and new shoes have been purchased. The registration 

fees, tuitions, books, and uniforms have been fully paid for…all thanks to the generosity of 

one couple who were delighted to be able offer the kids a quality education. 
 

The thousands of Haitian migrants stranded on the Mexican side of the boarder in Texas 

will be put on a plane and returned to Haiti, except for the few who have the proper 

documentation to qualify for asylum in the United States. At least they’ll get a soda and a 

snack on their way back home. 
 

In Haiti, heavily armed gangs are now in often control of the streets and much more. Gangs 

have been instrumental in preventing gas and diesel imports from entering the country. 

They also decide which kidnap victims will be released and which will be killed.  
 

Yesterday I felt well enough to drive to Tabarre to do some needed household shopping. I picked 

up a little toy for Moïse. He spends about two hours a day in my office. I get good exercise pickup 

up the toys that fall on the floor. When I leave the office to get something from the kitchen, he 

follows me. I love this kid.   

See photo on next page… 



  
 

Peter Francis Straub and his “mom” Baby (Orlane Alexandré) 


