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The Compassion Fund 
 

The idea first struck while filming during the first of three trips to Uganda. I saw so much 

suffering in Uganda as I filmed that I felt compelled to do more than film people on the verge of 

death or enduring unimaginable hardships or suffering. But what to do? I was a filmmaker. I was 

in these dreadful places to tell the stories of the heroic people living a life of total self-emptying 

as they tirelessly served the poorest of the poor, desperate people living a hidden life on the 

periphery of life. My job was to tell the stories of the people serving the poor in order to help 

them raise the funds needed to make a difference in the lives of some of the poorest people they 

encountered. I knew how to film; they knew how to help. I had the easier job.  
 

Still, it was hard to walk past a person in dire need and not do something other than film their 

perilous situation. The simplest most effective thing I could do was to dispense money directly 

where it could have an immediate impact without compromising my responsibility as a 

filmmaker trying to put the power of film at the service of the poor. The idea was to establish a 

fund within Pax et Bonum Communications designated for use at my discretion as I encounter 

legitimate needs while filming. Whenever I departed on a trip to film, I would have about $500 

in cash with me that could use to ease someone’s burden. 
 

 

Here is the simplest example of how the Compassion Fund worked. I was filming in a hospital in 

northern Uganda located smack in the middle of a war zone. Guns were everywhere. Suffering 

was omnipresent. As I filmed a boy whose belly was so extended, he was unable to lay down. As 

I put my camera down, I noticed a man visiting his very sick son. The father said that in order to 

buy the medicine his son needed he was about to leave the hospital and walk for two full days to 

reach his village, sell everything he had, and make the same two-day walk back to his son to buy 

the medicine. I found it hard to believe the boys medication would be delayed for five days 

because the father did not have the money for the medication. I asked how much the medicine 

cost. The answer stunned me: $25. I consulted with the nurse. The boy desperately needed the 

medication. I gave the father the money. On another occasion in Uganda, I was filming in a slum. 

A priest was with me, guiding me through the slum. He introduced me to an elderly Ugandan 

woman who cared for dozens of handicapped kids housed in an old building. I gave her $200.   
 

I would like to resurrect the Compassion Fund within Santa Chiara. Now whenever I encounter 

a someone in deep need, I must balance my response with the care of the children. For most of 

our nearly seven years of operation, SCCC has operated on a month-to-month basis. In the early 

years, we ended each year carrying a deficit. Even as I write this, we only have enough funds to 

see us through the end of the year…baring any costly emergency, such as the need to buy another 

used car if one of our two Xterra’s must be replaced. I fully realize I can’t meet every need that I 

encounter. But some needs simply can’t be ignored. A few years ago, a woman staffer had a huge 

life-threatening infection. She needed emergency surgery or she would die within two days. I 

drove her to the hospital, arranged the surgery, and left to purchase blood from Red Cross that 

was needed for the surgery. The surgery cost $2,000. The woman lived and fully recovered.  
 



Yesterday’s Journal featured the stories of three women we helped. I neglected to write about 

another staffer: Rosemary, who is our primary cook. She has been with us from the very 

beginning. Rosemary’s oldest daughter, Sabine, was very sick with yellow fever. Her illness had 

worsened because instead of taking the teenage girl to the hospital Rosemary sought medical 

advice from a nurse who lived near her. The medication the nurse prescribed was no match for 

Yellow Fever. Sabine’s condition worsened. Rosemary took her daughter to her mother, who 

lived far outside of Port-au-Prince. The grandmother took Sabine to a local hospital where she is 

currently being treated. Rosemary asked me for financial help to cover the hospital costs. Gabens 

came up with a plan. He gave Rosemary four days off so she could go be with her daughter. He 

gave her $70 in cash to cover her travel expenses and cover the cost of her daughter’s treatment. 

He instructed Rosemary to call him with an update on Friday. If she needed money, he would 

send it via an app people in Haiti use to send money. 
 

We don’t need a lot of money in the Compassion Fund. I will start it off with a $100 donation. If 

another 16 readers send just $20 each, we would have $500 in reserve to meet emergency needs 

without taking funds from the children. 
 

As a reminder, recently two people donated a combined $1,500 to relocate Lilly and her family 

and give her startup funds for her new life. Most of the help we give costs far less money. If you 

are able to help, just note “compassion fund” on the memo line of your check made out to Santa 

Chiara Children’s Center.  
 

Also, it is my sincere hope to give each of the staff a raise in 2022. The ugly reality is that most of 

the staff cannot live on the paltry salary they receive. This really bothers me. Mr. Gabens is 

working hard to trim the budget in order to increase the salaries.  
 

Follow Up: Yesterday Mackenson and I purchased light bulbs and ceiling fixtures and installed 

them in Lilly’s apartment. We took her 7-year-old son back to SCCC with us. He had fun playing 

with Bene. He stayed about three hours, I made him something to eat and drove him home. It 

was Lilly’s youngest girl’s, Santa, 3rd birthday. I bought her a birthday cake. 
 

 
 



Breaking Old News: I forgot to mention that Peter Francis and Clare Marie have started attending 

the external, private school. The school has admitted both of them for the price of one. SCCC is 

now very quiet in the morning, with just two toddler’s downstairs and Moïse upstairs. 

 
Yesterday’s march home after dismissal. Peter & Clare are in there somewhere. 

 

 
Peter’s uniform will be ready soon. 

 



 
The older girls were helping Clare. 

 
 



In yesterday’s Journal I shared the story of Sisi’s trouble leaving the slum where she lived for her 

new home which she found and SCCC paid for…$400 for the year. Yesterday afternoon Sisi took 

me to her home to show it to me. Robenson drove us. Seeing her new home made me sad. 

 
After leaving the crowded street, we had to walk down this narrow path 

to an area cluttered with wooden shacks. 

 
Sisi was truly happy with her new shack of a home. 

Her son, Daniel, used to live with us. I was happy to see him. 

 



 
When we help a woman like Sisi, we are also helping her children. 

 


