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The Night Sings of Death 
 

An added benefit from my daily walks is that I get a closer glimpse into the lives of the poor. 

While my surrounding neighborhood is very impoverished, it is a far cry from the bigger slums 

such as Cité Soleil. The houses are sturdier and more secure; still, they are basically cinder block 

construction with few amenities. Most nights are spent in darkness. The stench in the streets 

comes from dumped fecal material as there is no indoor plumbing. But at least some of the roads 

are paved. While walking you see the harshness of life for the poor.  
 

The poor in Haiti are faced with continual threats to their well-being and survival. Dangers and 

tribulations abound. Just staying alive is very stressful. The night sings of death. Sunrise brings a 

fragile hope that will be dashed before the sun is high in the sky.  
 

If I were magically transported to living in one of the homes I pass in my walk, I would not last 

very long. My simple 2nd floor apartment is a palace compared to the homes I see as I walk. I have 

a refrigerator, a microwave, and a TV—yet, I dream of air conditioning and hot water. The staff 

brings me jugs of water, fills my propane tank, and the guys make sure I have uninterrupted 

electricity. These things are far beyond the reach of the poor I encounter on my walks. I can see 

the hunger in their eyes. I can see the threadbare clothing they wear. I can see their exhaustion. 
 

In following the example of St. Francis of Assisi and Jesus, I wanted to be one with the poor. I 

may be living among the poor, but I am not one of the poor. I am not fully sharing their anxiety, 

hardships, and suffering. I’ll be getting on a plane on Friday for a week on a beautiful island off 

the eastern coast of central Florida. This is beyond the reach of 99.9% of my neighbors. Even my 

wife will face an uphill struggle to get a visitor’s Visa to occasionally come to Florida with me. 
 

I wish I could do more. Yesterday, was Peter Francis Straub’s 4th Birthday, which helped me 

realize I am doing all I can. He came to us on the second day of his life. His mother left him in the 

garbage. He went from the trash to being a treasure, a tangible sign of hope. I went downstairs 

early yesterday to see Peter before he left for school. I brought by professional Canon Camera and 

in less that 30 minutes I took 236 photographs. The kids went wild. They get truly excited to have 

their pictures taken; they tug at me to see them. I walked with them to school. Over the next few 

days, I’ll share the best of the photographs. The kids are irresistible. Whenever I feel down about 

my life in Haiti all I need to do is hang out with the kids for an hour and I feel much better.  
 

I wrote the above yesterday morning. A few hours later, a Journal reader wrote about his reaction to reading 

Sunday’s long Journal. He said reading it brought tears to his eyes. He went on to say: “Years ago, you 

wished/longed to truly understand poverty, and you realized to gain that understanding you 

knew you had to live with the poor. Perhaps then you didn’t fully understand that to live with 

them is to suffer with them, but not to suffer in the same way, but rather to suffer in the unique 

way only you could suffer because of all you are and were, all you have witnessed and 

experienced in your life. Isn’t that kind of the Merton way? Now you know the true nature of 

poverty because of the deep pain, anguish and suffering (and betrayals) you have experienced. 

That you have reacted badly at times reveals your humanness. That you and SCCC have 

prevailed reveals your innate goodness, strength of character, and a true longing (I believe) to 

live the selfless and sacrificial life in imitation of Christ and St. Francis.” 



 
Peter Francis on his 4th Birthday. (I will send the party pix on Friday) 

 

 
Adele was my neighbor in our first home. Her parents were squatters in an unfinished building. 

We’ve been with her since the day she was born. She was the first child to need surgery. 



 
This is a new employee named Christella. She is a nurse but works downstairs in day care. 

If a child is sick, she will bring the child to the clinic and treat her. But her primary function is 

not to be nurse, but to care for the younger kids, including bathing them. 

Gabens is determined to hire educated and better qualified people to work with the kids. 
 

 
This, of course, is Bency Clare Straub, who is changing into a positive presence. 

She helps keep the yard clean and watches over the toddlers. 

She reminds us to never give up on a child, no matter how bd their behavior. 



 
 

 



 
 

 



 
 

 


