
January 10, 2022 

A Journal Flashback: A Cruel Tyrant 
 

July 6, 2015 at 9:40pm. A little while ago, Orlane [the first child we served whose nickname is 

Baby] and I were a bit hungry. So, I made us each a ham and cheese sandwich on Syrian bread. 

The house was still hot, so we sat outside in the rain-cooled air, enjoying not only the sandwich 

but a pleasant evening breeze. Out of the darkness the little girl who lives next door in the 

unfinished building appeared. Her name is Sabine. She is ten years old. She is very thin. She 

wears the same frayed, over-sized denim dress every day. She has no shoes. She is usually very 

dirty. She has never been to school. She cannot read or write. If all that wasn’t bad enough, her 

father often beats her. Sabine frequently comes to our apartment, perhaps seeking refuge. I 

always joke with her and make her smile. We were nearly finished our sandwiches when Sabine 

came for a visit. I couldn’t help notice how she was watching us eat. I had Baby ask her if she was 

hungry. She said yes. I went into the house and made her a sandwich. I was sure the little girl 

never had Black Forest ham or cheddar cheese before. I folded it all inside a large piece of Syrian 

flat bread. What absolutely stunned us was how quickly Sabine devoured the sandwich. She 

practically inhaled it. It wouldn’t have been possible for me to have eaten it any faster. We fed 

Jesus a ham and cheese sandwich. 
 

Pervasive and destructive poverty is a cruel tyrant. The poor are vulnerable to disease and natural 

disasters. The unjust distribution of resources leaves them living in constant need. More than 1.5 

billion people worldwide are forced to subsist on less than a dollar a day. About 850 million 

people are undernourished, with the number of chronically hungry people growing at a rate of 

nearly five million a year. Every year some six million kids will die of illnesses that are directly 

or indirectly attributable to malnutrition. Haiti’s need is just a drop in the global bucket.  
 

The cries of the poor and the oppressed, the very stench of their unjust deaths, have been met by 

a heartless indifference that amounts to nothing less than a cruel inhumanity. In a world of 

wealth, the poor live in an endless Shoah, living on pennies a day, dying hungry and alone at 

night. Forced displacement, unemployment, exclusion, isolation, rejection, starvation, no 

permanent home, no sewage, and no access to clean water or medical care: these are the harsh, 

menacing realities faced by the acutely poor around the world. Their corpses are piling high, 

thousands upon thousands a day, all victims of our insensitivity and apathy. Violence and 

terrorism often become a misguided means of escaping the prison of poverty.  

 
 


