
July 24, 2022 

We Are Deaf to the Message of the Prophets 
 

Beginning in the Old Testament and boldly traveling down through the centuries to our own 

time, the prophets have all spoken loudly and clearly about the absolute need to care for the poor. 

Yet we mostly have ignored those living hidden lives on the margins of society, living, suffering, 

and dying in dire need. The great Jewish rabbi, Abraham Joshua Heschel, whose writing on the 

prophets is the quintessential text for understanding the role of a prophet, said a prophet 

“employs notes one octave too high for our ears.” All the prophets spoke out against the 

exploitation of the poor and the weak. A religious faith that does not fight against all forms of 

injustice, including racial and economic injustices, was intolerable for the prophets. As people of 

faith, we are compelled by God to see injustice and to work to eradicate it. In the eyes of God, this 

is, according to the prophets, more important than ritual worship.  

 

Hand in Hand, Heart to Heart 
 

The following was sent to me from a friend. The current situations in both of our lives have curtailed what 

was once our frequent communications. Her message sent a few days ago deeply touched me as I am 

struggling to figure out my future in Haiti. 
 

I continue to read your Daily Journal each day 

and continue to admire your deep commitment 

to the vulnerable children of Santa Chiara Children's Center ... 

as well as the good you are accomplishing with the help of persons, 

such as dependable Gabens, your own Dr. Stephanie, Nurse Rose,  

and your many faithful employees who contribute so much to the center ... 
 

and then 

there is YOU ... 

your own struggle 

with the day to day ... 

with your own inner need 

for contemplative quiet and 

intimacy for God ... i do believe you 

have found the right companion to walk 

with you these next decades of years... your 

beautiful Dr. Stephanie ... so perfect for the journey ... 

hand in hand ... heart to heart ...what a gift you are to each other... 

are you smiling? i am. 
 

Of course, I don’t have “decades” of life left in me. I no longer make long-term plans. I can’t think beyond 

2023…especially because I mostly live in Haiti, where death lurks around every corner. 
 

If you watched the short video I sent out yesterday that captured the essence of the chaos and violence in 

Haiti then you are better able to understand the stress all of us in Haiti must endure. Of course, Stéphanie 



helps minimize the stress for me. Still, 89 people were killed in the last week in Port-au-Prince. In June, 

155 people were kidnapped. More and more Haitians are facing food insecurity as the roads from the port 

have been blocked by the gangs. I have not said this out loud before, except to a very few people: I am not 

sure how much longer I can be in Haiti. Yet, I can’t walk away from the kids. I hunger for silence and a 

space to write. Much of the problem for me is not simply the violence that surrounds us or the slowly dying 

sense of hope that permeates all of life in Haiti…the deeper problem is the ignorance, vulgarity, meanness, 

and malicious gossiping just outside our gate. 
 

So many of our neighbors are uneducated. Some cannot even write their own names. Most of our early staff 

fell into that category. I had no idea about the people that were hired by Billy and his mother. But that is 

another story. Over the last few years, the people we justifiably fired were determined to hurt not only me 

but Santa Chiara as well. They spread the most horrific rumors about me…all lies. They wanted to destroy 

Santa Chiara. They did not care about the kids who would be hurt if we closed down, nor did they care 

about their fellow Haitians who would lose their jobs. Vengeance was all that mattered.  
 

It has only been in the last year that I slowly learned from Steph just how horrific the gossip about me was. 

Even her parents thought I was a monster. Her father still will not step foot inside of SCCC. (Many of our 

neighbors did not like Steph long before we became a couple. Their disdain for her grew out of the fact that 

she did not sit around at night on the street with the rest of the neighbors; she wanted no part of the mindless 

chatter. Her focus was her medical studies.) It was during the period of over a year after she began working 

part time at SCCC and when we had very little personal contact, that she saw none of the rumors about me 

were true. To the contrary, she saw a compassionate and kind man surrounded by people who tried to 

exploit me. If I paid one staffer’s rent, they all felt entitled to have their rent paid also. The staff in the first 

five years had divided into warring factions that manufactured endless mean-spirited gossip about each 

other. I had no idea of the level of lying and stealing that happened within our walls or how badly things 

became during the week I was in Florida each month. Add in the mental illness of the person responsible 

for me creating the orphanage, along with the funds stolen by her duplicitous son, it is truly a miracle that 

Santa Chiara survived.  
 

Ironically now that there is order and calmness inside our walls, we have extreme chaos and barbaric 

violence outside the walls…making us de facto prisoners. We now live in a war zone. 
 

Wednesday evening, the eve of my flight to Florida, there was a short flurry of gunshots that 

sounded rather close to our home. Single shots, perhaps a dozen of them. In the predawn 

darkness of Thursday morning at about 5:20, I heard more gunfire, a little more distant from us. 

Gunshots and dogs barking are the daily soundtrack of our lives at night. 
 

Something very unpleasant happened on Tuesday during the fading light of the day. I became 

very upset...no, make that angry...to the point where I took what had to look like an irrational act 

that put myself in a dangerous situation.  
 

It is hard for anyone who has not been deeply embedded in the underbelly of Haitian life to really 

understand how the endless frustrations can pile up inside you until they explode. I have done 

more yelling in the last two years, mostly at the ineptitude and laziness of some staffers, than I 



had ever done before in my entire life. However, just last week, Bency said to Steph: “Since you 

have been with my dad he doesn’t yell so much anymore.” Tuesday evening was an exception. 

 

I was standing on the balcony hoping to feel a hint of a breeze, when I happened to see something 

that disturbed me. One of the staff, a woman who has been with us since near the beginning 

tossed what looked like a bit of her trash over the wall and onto the street. I could not believe it. 

I have spent much time and energy teaching the kids not to litter in the yard and to use the 

garbage cans. Littering in Haiti is part of life. I wanted the kids to take responsibility for keeping 

their home clean and litter-free. I immediately walked, briskly, down stairs and to the gate. I went 

outside to see if I could spot what the woman had tossed over the wall. 
 

Before continuing a little backstory is required. About 18 months ago, the guy across the street 

added a third floor consisting of a small structure and a laundry area. He had a truck deliver a 

huge pile of sand which they emptied along the far end of our wall where the street widens out 

into an area where the men play soccer. No one asked if this would be OK with me. It actually 

annoyed me, as we sometime parked our cars and visitor’s car in that space. Once the construction 

was completed there was still a fairly high hill of sand and rocks leftover. I assumed they would 

remove it. They did not. Over the last year, I asked if the sand and rocks could be moved. I was 

told it would be moved. It never was. I expressed my concern to my neighbors that boys and 

some men stand atop the hill and look into our yard where the girls played. I felt the sand 

presented me with a security risk as it made it easy to get over the wall. A few months ago, I had 

barbed wire installed across the top of the wall. And lately, men have on and near the sand at 

night, always drinking and talking loudly, and often playing loud music with vulgar lyrics. When 

they play loud music, I play classical music (mostly Mozart and Vivaldi) very loudly. 
 

Back to my search for the tossed trash. When I got to the top of the sand hill, I couldn’t believe 

how many empty liquor bottles I saw…some large, some pocket sized. There was so much trash 

there was no way to identify what my staffer had added to the mess, which even included old 

sneakers. I was really angry. I marched back inside Santa Chiara and told the male night 

supervisor to get all the men and come outside with me…and bring shovels and rakes. When 

they assembled, they were puzzled when I told them we were going to move the hill of sand. 

“Where will we put it, Mr. Gerry?” I told them we were just going to spread it around the street 

and the soccer area. 
 

Suddenly, all eyes in the neighborhood were on us. Eventually one guy who I had never seen 

before began to yell at one of my guys. I yelled back at him. I learned he was a friend of the owner. 

He said we would have to pay the owner for moving his sand. I said the had to pay me for store 

his sand against my wall. Slowly, the height of the hill was being reduce. The guys dug and I 

used the rack to spread the sand. There was some more commotion. One of our guys went to get 

Dr. Steph…I assumed they felt she could get me to go back inside.  
 

When she stepped outside the gate, she was confronted by one of the bad guys who hangs out in 

the area. He said something to Steph which really aggravated her. She got right into his face, 

practically pushing him. I figured she was either mad at me or defending me. The tension 



between Steph and the guy was growing. I thought she might hit him. My guys thought the guy 

might hit Steph. They tried to get between her and the guy. Steph just pushed them aside. 

Eventually, the guy retreated. Some of the women exchanged angry words with Steph. 
 

Meanwhile, I kept raking. We had reduced the height of the hill by half. It was starting to get 

dark. We went inside. 
 

Steph was not mad at me nor was she defending me. The guy made a derogatory remark about 

Steph and I being together. He called our marriage “shameful.” The Creole word is stronger than 

that. This really pissed Steph off and she was not going to take. She screamed at the guy saying 

what she does is not of his business. After a long discussion with the guys who helped me (with 

some laughs mixed in), Steph and I went upstairs. Then she told me in detail all the nasty, vulgar 

things the people in the neighborhood said about her, her mother, and me. I can’t repeat any of 

it. It was too vile. I think Steph got into the guy’s face because she has remained silent all her life, 

listening to all the crap, some of which was aimed at her mother. She just needed to let it all out. 

Calling our marriage shameful was more than she could take. She had fight back. 
 

The next day, after I had departed for the airport, there was no repercussion from the event. While 

I am away, I instructed the guys to finish removing the sand. We will also install a chain-link 

fence along the outside of the wall, six inches from the wall and a foot higher than the wall.  
 

To put this in better context, I have always strived to be a good neighbor. Our street was always 

in the dark. I had two flood lights installed to illuminate the street at night. The people across the 

street have a tiny store which has been able to stay open at night because of the lights we installed. 

We helped fund soccer championships, by uniforms for the players and providing new soccer 

balls. Meanwhile, the malicious gossiping and the spreading of outrageous lies continued.  
 

Of course, the always calm Gabens told me that his concern was that some of the neighborhood 

men might begin pelting me with rocks because I had place myself in a precarious and vulnerable 

situation. I told him I was very aware of the danger as I raked. It was an impulsive act, triggered 

by years of bad behavior outside my gate. I needed to reclaim the patch of land alongside my 

wall.  
 

Enough. 
 

I just felt it was time to let the Journal readers know the kinds of things we face beyond all the 

violence and protests. No one trust anyone in Haiti. Everyone is in survival mode. 

 

 
 


