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My Eyes Don’t Need Statistics 
 

During the first few months at Santa Chiara back in 2015, I came across a staggering list of 

statistics that dramatically illustrated the depth and width of extreme poverty in Haiti which I 

shared in monthly reports that morphed into the Journal. Back then, I did not have access to the 

internet. Our electricity was out for long stretches of time. My pen worked. I filled pages of a 

notebook with my observations of life in a slum. When we had power, I refined and typed my 

notes on my laptop computer. When I got back to the States, I shared the story of our mission 

with the handful of friends who supported the work. 
 

On Wednesday, a Journal reader sent me a link to the website the Salesians, an Order of Catholic 

Priests and Brothers, who work with street kids in Haiti. Here is one paragraph from the website: 
 

Despite the ongoing reconstruction and infrastructure improvements that are helping to 

rebuild Haiti after the devastating Jan. 12, 2010 earthquake, the country remains the 

poorest country in the Americas and one of the poorest in the world. Three-quarters of 

the population lives on less than $2 a day and faces the highest levels of severe food 

insecurity in the world, according to the World Food Programme. More than half of the 

country’s population of 10.7 million people is undernourished. Nearly 100,000 Haitian 

children under the age of 5 suffer from acute malnutrition, causing irreversible stunted 

growth for close to 30 percent of all children in the country. 
 

I no longer need statistics to tell me how bad things are in Haiti. I have two eyes that inform me 

every time I leave Santa Chiara. Even during a short, pre-dawn drive to the Missionaries of 

Charity my green eyes always see things that breaks my heart. 
 

My days in Haiti are filled with uncertainty. That is especially true for poor Haitians. A minor 

crisis tumbles them into despair. Yet, they pick themselves up, find a reason to smile, and keep 

going. The garbage is piled high. The roads are atrocious. Hunger is omnipresent. Violence is just 

around the corner. In Haiti, life is precarious and unstable. This is truly exhausting…for Haitians 

and for me. 
 

 


