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Killing Without Consequences 
 

In a Journal a few days ago I mentioned how Gabens and I were seated on the back bench when 

we heard gun shots. We don’t often hear what had happened. But his time we did. Our teacher 

was walking through the slum below us on her way to the main street in order to catch a tap-tap 

for a ride home. She witnessed the shooting. People knew that the guy with the gun was a cop. 

He was off duty. Days before the incident, the cop gave his phone to a guy in the slum to fix it. 

When he returned to pick the phone up, he was told the phone was not ready. An argument 

followed. The cop wanted his money and the phone back. The repair guy said he spent the money 

on parts for the phone. The guy then said something derogatory about the cop’s mother. It was a 

typical crude comment which should have been brushed off. Not this time. The cop shot the guy 

in the foot. But it got worse. The cop began beating he man with the handle of his gun. The phone 

repair guy died; his face was bloodied from the beating. The cop just walked away. Their will be 

no justice, no retribution.  
 

In contrast, a police officer in the Dominican Republic was arrested for taking a bribe from a 

Haitian who did not have valid papers to enter the DR. That is the sign of a functioning nation 

were rules are expected to be followed and if not, there will be consequence. In Haiti, bribing cops 

and government officials is common practice. In Haiti, people, including cops, get away with 

murdering people all the time. The above story was common knowledge in our neighborhood. 

No one will say anything to the police, nothing will happen, there will be no consequences for 

taking a life. The body was removed and disposed of…and that would be the end of the story, 

except for the grieving family of the deceased. His death was not the result of his failure to fix the 

phone in a timely fashion. He died because he insulted the cop with a crude comment. The guy 

paid dearly for his ill-chosen words.  

 

Mixed Emotions 
 

Yesterday morning I went downstairs around nine o’clock. Wanted to hang out with Moise for a 

little while. I sat on the white folding chair near the front gate. Moise sat on my lap for a long time 

as we watched the ladies on the staff march the little kids around the yard…ala a military march, 

without the guns or a straight line. They sang a song and did various stretching exercise as they 

marched. It was fun to watch. At one point, Moise joined in, holding Olga’s hand. But once he sat 

Dr. Stéphanie come down the stairs, it was bye, bye Olga. Moise ran to Steph.  

 

As the little kids marched, Mackenson and Deshommes (aka the tall man) finished the 

construction of a badminton/volley ball net that could be set at various heights depending on the 

game being played or the size of the players.   

 

First up at badminton was a match between me and Mackenson. The kids roared with laughter 

and offered huge cheers when I won a point. It was fun. But I soon became winded and short of 

breath as I had forgotten to take my Symbicort. My old and weak lungs were not up to the task. 

I surrendered my racket to Stéphanie…just so she could realize the game was not as easy as it 



looked. She seemed to have fun. Soon the kids seized the “court.” I took lots of photos of all this 

will my cell phone…but they were all held hostage in the “outbox” and never delivered to my 

email where I could download them and incorporate a few into the Journal. 
 

I was feeling so overheated and experiencing shortness of breath that I went upstairs for a few 

puffs of the Symbicort. The TV had the BBC World News on, which I much prefer to the breathless 

American news outlets. They were in the midst of long report on a landfill in Argentina where 

hundreds of poor people spend their days under the blazing sun picking through the trash in 

order to find food and recyclable item they could sell. The part I saw ran at least ten minutes. It 

was hard to watch. Of course, I was all too familiar with the story, as I have filmed people 

scavenging through rotting waste in the Philippines, Jamaica, Mexico, El Salvador, Kenya, and 

Uganda. I’ve taken perhaps a thousand photos in garbage dumps around the world. It sickens 

me.  
 

As I watched the BBC on the big screen on my desk, there was an odd coincidence. My lap top 

has a screen-saver of a series of photos from Haiti. The laptop sits adjacent to the big TV. 

Suddenly, the slide show screen saver displayed photo of people rummaging through the trash 

of a garbage dump in Haiti. I took a photo of the laptop and the TV showing the same ugly reality 

in two different nations take a dozen years apart.  
 

 
 

Coming upstairs after watching all the Santa Chiara kids having so much fun…and then seeing 

kids in Argentina scavenging for something to eat, risking getting cut by broken glass or sick by 

eating spoiled food or exposing themselves to harmful bacteria and infections, I felt unsettled and 

disturbed by the harsh reality that so many impoverished kids around the world face every single 

day while we gobble up more stuff to cram into our ever-larger homes loaded with ever 

convenience imaginable while we plunder the planet with overproduction of an unlimited 

amount of material goods, and our ever-increasing energy demands. Our human habitat is 

suffering. It biocapacity is not being given the time to regenerate. We need to start taking better 

care of Brother Earth or in not too many generations it will perish. Humans are killing earth. We 



act as if we are not heading for an abyss. Humans are the great threat to the biosphere. There are 

scientifically sound predictions that 80% of humanity will disappear by the end of this century, 

unless we collectively change out behavior. 
 

We are willfully blind to the plight of the poor and earth. We can start reversing that trend by 

caring for the weak among us as we learn to respect Mother earth.  
 

“If I had to face only the Sermon on the Mount and my interpretation of it, I must then say, “Oh 

yes, I am a Christian,” Gandhi exclaimed. A communal spirit pervades all faiths, Islam’s alms and 

fasting are akin to Judaism’s Tikkun Olam (mend the world) and Tzedakah (the moral obligation of 

charity). The self and the rest of the universe are not separate entities, but one functioning whole, 

a Zen precept teaches. We are all in this together, a global fraternity of humans needing to love 

and be loved. The current spirit of cultural, political, racial, and religious divisiveness will be our 

doom if it is not rejected and replaced by a spirit of peace, harmony, and genuine community. 
 

At six o’clock last night, the photos held hostage in the “outbox” were released. Here are a few 

that captured the morning fun. 
 

 
 

 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
 



 
 

 
Moise likes the tall man so he walked out in the middle of the match to say Hi. 

 



 
 

 
 

 


