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Catholic Relief Services educational and health care programs have been suspended. “Roads are 

blocked, and [staff] can’t get on the road to go to the office,” Akim Kikonda, the C.R.S. country 

representative, told The Associated Press. “There is no gas to drive their cars, and in some cases, 

there is no internet at the office.” He added: “You can imagine our frustration...when we see the 

needs are greater than they have ever been, but we are unable to go meet those needs.” 
 

Jean Denis Saint Félix, S.J., the Jesuit superior in Port-au-Prince had this to say in an interview 

with America magazine: 
 

Today, 16 months after the assassination of the former president Jovenel Moïse—a 

crime which the name of the de facto prime minister Ariel Henry has from the very 

beginning been associated—Haitian people are living in what may be easily compared 

to hell. No electricity, no running water, no transportation because there is no fuel. 

Unhealthy conditions everywhere. Even garbage serves as a political tool here. 
 

Even those who considered themselves middle class are literally starving, and violence 

is everywhere, especially in the capital. The specter of kidnapping threatens every 

corner of Port-au-Prince. 
 

Communication between the different provinces has long ceased because of the lack of 

fuel and the insecurity caused by the armed gangs. Telephone and internet services 

have become a luxury. There are no schools for children and young people—

universities and hospitals are closed. Banks and public offices are working three days 

a week. 
 

Some private and international institutions have simply closed their doors. On top of 

this, the cholera that has been brought here by the U.N. troops in 2010, causing more 

than 10,000 deaths, is back in most of our major slums in Port-au-Prince, where people 

are living in the worst conditions imaginable. 
 

There is no life for Haitian people other than hunger, lamentations, violence, and death. 

It is all a catastrophe here. The frontier between life and death is only imaginary. 
 

Asked why government and security forces can’t get control of the streets and protect vital 

infrastructure, the Jesuit responded: 
 

Because of its lack of empathy, its incompetence, its illegitimacy, and the corruption 

that characterizes the actual government, there is no way that it can solve the 

problems of insecurity provoked by gang violence and the misery that Haitian people 

are facing today. Furthermore, the government has never demonstrated any 

willingness to do so. We have to say also that some members of the government have 

been linked to some gangs that have acted like collaborating extensions of interests 

inside Haiti’s political and private sectors. Many gangs now, of course, follow their 

own interests, to the people’s detriment. 

 

https://www.crs.org/


For me, the most poignant comment Fr. Jean Denis Saint Félix made was this: 
 

Protecting ourselves is simply an oxymoron; anything can happen to us whenever and 

wherever we are, regardless of the measures of precaution we may put in place. We try 

to limit our activities and to avoid certain zones in Port-au-Prince. But all these 

precautions can be pointless since some of us are working right in places where things 

are worse—providing care for the needy, food for the hungry, and education and dignity 

for the least among us. So, like our Haitian brothers and sisters, we are kidnapped, killed 

and our houses are robbed and ransacked almost on a daily basis. 
 

Of course, Journal readers know all this; however, I felt it was important to hear it from other 

people struggling to help the poor in Haiti. I’ll end with this key comment from the priest: 
 

We are feeling helpless, forgotten, and abandoned by the other nations, especially the 

United States, Canada and France who have responsibility for what is happening in our 

country since they are the ones who usually put in place and support our corrupt and 

bloodthirsty governments. 
 

The only way out for most people, especially the youth, is to leave Haiti by any means. 

And this is what they are doing. Our professionals of all kinds, our students, our teachers 

are leaving. It seems that we have two options: Let ourselves be kidnapped or killed, or 

to migrate.  
 

Steph and I know all too well how hard (impossible?) it is for any Haitian, even a doctor, to get a 

Visa to the United States, which is why so many are electing to use illegal forms of migration, 

willing to risk their live on rickety old boats. They are depressed and desperate.  
 

What depresses me is that for all the kids I have been loving and nurturing for nearly eight years, 

I know, despite all our efforts, these kids will face a bitter, dead-end life in Haiti once they leave 

our protective care. What is the point? I am OK with all the hardships I’ve endured for the sake 

of the children I serve, because that is what my faith, my heart, calls me to do. I can live without 

hot water, air conditioning, Starbucks, paved roads, clean air, even electricity, but doing all this 

stressful work with the realization the kids will be eaten up and spite out by the vile, corrupt, 

vengeful, barbaric violence, and imbedded corrupt that is supported by a political system that 

has no interest in the common good, that does not have a shred of morality. I worry about the 

safety of all the staff, even the ones who annoy and irritate me.   
 

But then I go downstairs and see Peter, Clare, Teresa, Izzy, Ally, Naïve, Bency, Holganita, Ernscia, 

Anaika, Alexis, Francesca, Judeline, Berline, Geurlencia, Djoumika, Naica, Bethanie, Johana, 

Dieuvena, Winsay, Moise, and many others, and think: I cannot give up, they need me. 
 

In response to Sunday’s Journal, a reader wrote: “Here we have a bad day but know when we 

wake up in the morning, all will be better. How do you face each new day?” I did not know how 

to answer. Yesterday, I saw the answer: I can face each new day in Haiti by grace and because of 

the kids. I wish I could put them all on a plane headed anywhere.  

 



On a lighter note, Moïse now insists on walking up and down the stairs on his own. He no longer 

wants to be carried. I suppose one day he will be carrying me up and down the stairs. 

 

 
 

 
 

The little girl seated behind Moïse Straub is Clare Marie Straub. 

Unfortunately for me and her, 

she spends more time on the stairs than any other kid… 

sent there by the staff as a form of punishment 

for her unruly behavior. 

She is a wild child. 

Of course, I love her. 

 

 



 
 

 
 

 



The following is from the beginning of a letter Sr. Ann in Northern Ireland sent to me. On behalf 

of the parishioners at church where she lives, she sent us $1,100. 
 

Dear Gerry, 
 

Thanks for the photos you sent.  It’s wonderful to know that there are people in the 

world like YOU, who are willing to dedicate their lives in looking after the 

marginalised. The children’s faces show such happiness and that is marvelous, 

considering what their little lives have been before they came to your centre. 
 

Want to give you a little background information about our little Charity. Just want to 

say that there is just another man and myself who “run” our little charity…the man who 

helps/ supports me and has done so for nearly 20 years is called Gerry (like yourself) 

Deeney. We organise 2 Raffles / fundraisers per year…one before Christmas and one 

before Easter and the Parishioners in my local parish, Holy Family Parish, 

Ballymagroarty, Derry are extremely supportive, to my Begging!  Our Parishioners are 

very generous but they’re not wealthy. We have a lot of poverty & alcohol and drugs 

problems in our Parish but the Parishioners give what they can. I know the poverty here 

is NOTHING compared to what you see every day in Haiti. 
 

We send money to various Sisters and priests in Kenya, India, Chile, Zambia, Nigeria 

and Sudan…. 
 

She heard about Santa Chiara from a friend of mine who was featured in one of my early films. 

Many of the contacts that support our work go back twenty years. It is amazing what has 

happened to keep us afloat without any formal fundraising.  

 

Yesterday, Steph and I were able to purchase 20 jugs of pure drinking water for $35 cash. Gabens 

and Michel managed to score 20 gallons of diesel fuel for $300 cash. As I write this, they are 

hunting for propane gas. During this relatively short trip, I’ve gone through over $5,000 in cash. 

Not sure how much longer we can sustain this. Access to the port must be opened if there is going 

to be any chance that Haiti survives. The fuel shortage is killing people.  
 

At the rate we are burning through money, the available cash we have on hand at this moment 

will last perhaps 2½ months. Of course, when I return to Florida tomorrow the donations 

awaiting me could push it to just over 3 months.  

 

Japan has temporarily closed it embassy in Haiti due to security concerns. At one prestigious 

school in Port-au-Prince, children fleeing gangs have stayed sheltered behind the gates for weeks. 

Hundreds of miles southwest of them, some students inside a cracked school building still go 

into panic at the slightest hint of tremors, one year after an earthquake damaged the facility. In 

the Artibonite region, at least 30 schools were vandalized and looted during a two-week 

period that saw mass protests against inflation turn into mob riots. In all regions of Haiti, looters 

raided the food pantries of schools throughout, making off with supplies meant for student 

lunches at the local schools. Then in early October, the United Nations International Organization 

(UNICEF) said Haiti’s increase in violence and resurgence of cholera in Haiti may leave more 

than 2.4 million children unable to return to school. 


