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Garment Workers Protest Continues 
 

This photo was taken on Thursday, as the factory workers fight for higher workers. 
 

 
 

For decades, Haiti has promoted itself as a center for clothing manufacturing thanks to low wages 

and proximity to U.S. markets, but has faced consistent complaints that wages are too low to 

cover the cost of basic goods in Haiti. I often see “made in Haiti” labels inside t-shirts at a major 

chain of stores in the US. The quality is high; the cost is low. The low-price tag is possible because 

the garment workers making the t-shirts are so grossly underpaid, they can’t afford the basic 

necessities to maintain even the lowest standard of living. Somebody is making money, just not 

the people making the t-shirts. The factory owners and the US distributors are lining their pockets 

at the expense of the workers whose pockets are empty. 
 

The story of the hardships of exploited, underpaid workers in Haiti is hardly noteworthy in a 

world that seems to be exploding with so many problems that we simply just throw up our hands 

and say, “So what.” We are quickly losing any sense of the importance of the common good, 

which is being sacrificed on the altar of the autonomous self and the accumulation of individual 

wealth. The pursuit of the transforming love, universal communion, and cosmic consciousness 

that are needed to create a better world for all has hit an impasse. We are not all rowing together 

in unison toward a better life for all. We feel an existential powerlessness that paradoxically is the 

perfect condition for a deeper encounter with God. 
 

Every day in Haiti, I rub up against the stark limitations of my own humanity. Each day I must 

surrender to a mystery that is far beyond my grasp. My future, the future of Santa Chiara, the 

future of Haiti is all unknown. Here on the margins of life, everything is unpredictable. There is 

no clarity, no way out. The mystics and poets tell us that it is in this place of stalemate and 

darkness that God is best encountered and, as a result, creative growth and transformation is 

possible. I hope so. 



Bookkeeper Blues 
 

Yesterday, our bookkeeper in Florida sent me a summary of our financial situation, that is the 

funds in the checking account and our credit card debt. To be honest, I was afraid to open it. The 

alarming bottom line is that we have $24,572 of available funds. It takes about $25,000 a month to 

operate the Santa Chiara Children’s Center. So, before my next birthday on the last day of March 

we should be out of money. We’ve been a month from extinction many times over the last seven 

years. During the first three years we literally operated on a month-to-month basis. The nonstop 

financial worry is more stressful than the threat of being kidnapped. I dread the thought of having 

to dramatically reduce the operation…just as things are starting to really run smoothly under the 

new management team. We know we are underfunded to do the things we are doing during 

these challenging times in Haiti, but what we are doing is pretty amazing in and of itself. The 

kids are healthy, well-fed, being educated…and they are loved. Spend any time here and you will 

be thrilled by the laugher that echoes throughout the place. The kids are free to be kids. Outside 

our gate, kids of all ages, from toddlers to teens, are exploited and abused. And those kids who 

are not subjected to those evils, are hungry and more than likely not going to school. While our 

kids bear the scars of abandonment, they know they are blessed to able to call SCCC home. 

 

 
An emptied box from our food shopping outing yesterday become an instant toy. 


