
February 10, 2022 

The Great Haitian Divide 
 

In a Los Angeles Times editorial on Monday, Amy Wilentz wrote: “Haiti is divided into two 

factions: the Haitian people, who need everything, and the elite or business class, who have 

everything. It is basically that stark. And that’s what is being fought over as Haitians and the 

international community decide how to proceed with governance after [President 

Jovenel] Moise’s killing.” 

 

 
A man films himself during a general strike launched to denounce crime and insecurity in Haiti’s capital, 
Port-au-Prince, in October.  (Richard Pierrin / AFP/Getty Images) 
 

In a July 2021 editorial published in the LA Times, Ms. Wilentz wrote: “Fearsome gangs — allied 

with politicians, drug traffickers and businessmen — rule the streets, armed with imposing, 

military-style weapons. Kidnapping is a business, run like a business, but messier. Assassinations 

of journalists and opposition figures are run-of-the-mill events. Street killings go unnoticed. In 

parts of the capital, Port-au-Prince, gangs fight over turf while the population cowers indoors.”  
 

Into this hopeless, endless mess, yesterday Gabens and I left Santa Chiara to buy a new stove 

(that we can’t afford) as we continue to shelter, feed, and love the kids in our care. We push aside 

our fears and go about our day, doing what needs to be done to preserve our hallowed space of 

normalcy where kids can run, play, laugh…and, regrettably, give the staff a hard time. Some of 

our kids, in truth many of them, are really tough to handle. The other day, a six-year-old who 



spent the first few years of her life in the hellhole of Cité Soleil, gave a staffer her middle finger 

in an act of defiance. Some verbalize the words that gesture symbolizes. Gabens told me it was a 

good thing I don’t speak Creole because it shields me from hearing the vulgar language that many 

kids use, language they heard every day before they came to SCCC. The struggle to create a 

peaceful space is wearisome. I constantly have to pray my way into a firm resolve to stay in Haiti 

when the impulse is to get the hell out of here as fast as I can. The air is filled with debilitating 

fear and the toxicity of burning garbage. I miss the wonder of the pelicans on Hutchinson Island.  
 

As I wrote the last few sentences, I thought of the monastic aphorism ora et labora…prayer and 

work go together in monasteries and in the slums of Haiti.  
 

Out of an abundance of concern over the mounting fear of violence, the schools were closed on 

Monday and Tuesday. Mercifully they re-opened yesterday. Our kids just have a short walk to 

school. Throughout the city, kids walk or take tap-taps to school; they are usually unescorted. 

The kids are easy targets for kidnappers in hopes of reaping a rich ransom for their return to their 

desperate parents.  

 

 
 

The stove we purchased cost $725. 

 

When you’re the photographer it means you don’t have to carry heavy stuff, just take photo of 

others working. 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
The was the last supper cooked on the old stove. Black bean sauce over rice. 

 
 

 

 

 

 


