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 The conversation goes something like this, “I 

understand you go to Haiti.”  I answer in the 

affirmative, “Why, yes I do.” 

“Well, what is it you DO in Haiti?”  This inquiry is 

harder to answer than one would think so I simplify 

and respond, “I hold babies.”   

 In America, we are defined by what we DO and all 

too often by what we HAVE.  This concept is turned 

on its’ head in Haiti where I am not defined by 

these standards.  Rather, I try to define myself by 

God’s ideal of HOW.  HOW, Melissa, will you help me? 

 So, often with my simple answer of “I hold 

babies,” I watch as people are quizzical, or even 

uninterested.  In our country, holding our babies is 

a given and even seen as rather insignificant by 

some.  But to that dying child in your arms, it 

makes all the difference in the world. 

 As volunteers, we hold babies in various stages 

of death.  All are skeletal.  Most have worms in 

their bellies and bugs under their skin.  All too 

many have AIDS or TB, so many are very sick and 

dying of curable diseases.  As I approach them, they 

implore me to come.  Come hold me, come give me 

comfort.  It is my Jesus. He who has given me hands 

to be His hands now bids me to come to Him in the 

embodiment of His little ones, these babies.  The 

creator is calling me to hold his most precious 

creation.  How divine!  How truly blest I am. 

 I am often reminded, as I carry and love God’s 

little ones, of the importance of a mother’s love, a 

mother’s touch.  I look like a mom, perhaps I am a 

poor surrogate to these children but they snuggle 

into my arms and thru that common link of human 
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compassion and love, we are one. How close I am to 

the crucified Christ. I can touch and stroke his 

body, feel His breath on my cheek.  His heart rests 

on mine and I am in a different realm.  How often, I 

wonder, have I looked away?   

    How meaningful Mary’s suffering and Christ’s 

passion is to me and I use her as my guide.  I seek 

Mary and Jesus often throughout the day and they 

refresh my soul. 

 I am painfully aware of how close these little 

ones are to being with our heavenly Father, so I DO 

the only thing I can DO, I pray.  I pray in Kreyól 

so perhaps the last words these babies hear on their 

journey home is a prayer to Our Father, a prayer to 

Our Mother and  to a triune God, in their language.  

Small things like this take on new importance.   

 I dream of heaven for them.  I imagine the 

loving arms of Jesus taking over for me as they 

enter the Kingdom.  I can feel the touch of angels’ 

wings.  Soon and all too soon they will no longer 

know misery, they will be home. And I pray. 

 I am reminded of the statue “The Pieta”. 

Mary is cradling the limp body of her dead son.  I 

know, now, what that feels like as I have joined her 

in doing what must be done.  I hold babies, it’s 

what I DO. Such a simple act with such divine and 

eternal implications, implications I cannot always 

comprehend. But, I no longer seek to understand, I 

seek to DO. 

 I have not been the same since my first 

pilgrimage to Haiti.  I have truly never left there.  

The children, the Sisters, the culture and the 

people are on my mind and in my heart at all times.  

Haiti has become “home” to me and its people, my 

love.  In this country of much chaos, I have found 

peace.  In this country of less, I have become more 
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whole.  In this country of profound sadness, I have 

found joy.  It is the joy of serving another in the 

most simplistic ways.  “I hold babies” takes on a 

Godly importance and I am the beneficiary.  He has 

graced me with the honor of loving and holding his 

most precious gift and I gladly surrender to His 

will.  I’ve learned that these small ordinary acts 

take on new meaning in the presence of God’s love 

and when done for His glory, become extraordinary. 

 I now lead a schizophrenic life.  I dabble in 

this poverty but at any time I can leave it all 

behind and return to a comfortable lifestyle.  This 

haunts me and I live with appropriate guilt often.  

For too long, I had kept poverty at a distance, a 

great distance.  I now see the world in a different 

way.  We run parallel lives to the poor, and it is 

truly “the haves’” and the “have nots’” around the 

globe.  This keeps us from getting involved or even 

worse to shut our eyes to the plight of our brothers 

and sisters who live in this abject poverty.  

 Social injustice is mind boggling but man 

created.  We cannot lay this problem on God but can 

only ask for his mercy and guidance. Jesus’ 

indication that the poor would be with us always was 

His invitation to take care of their needs, not 

ignore that the problem even exists. 

 Poverty is no longer an abstract to me, 

something to be ignored.  Poverty has a darling 

face, big imploring eyes, fingers, and hands that 

reach out to me begging me to love them.  Poverty 

requires action and the work of my hands but this 

cannot be achieved unless I truly love the ONE whom 

this poverty is, God himself.  To work with the poor 

is to seek a relationship with Jesus as I try to 

follow in His footsteps.  Working with the poor is 

everyone’s responsibility. Our sin of selfishness is 
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ever before us but too often it is easier to walk 

away.  I know, I’ve done so all too often. 

 When asked that simple question, you can see now 

why I have to answer simply.  No one understands.  

My heart is restless, my mind races.  My ears ring 

with the cries of the poor.  I have so many emotions 

and questions that I can only turn to our Lord.  I 

cry the hot tears of shame and sorrow and ache for 

the simple touch of a Haitian childs hand in mine.   

 When I return to the United States, I realize 

how out of sync I am in my own country and my own 

culture.  The material possessions I once had to 

have are now repugnant to me.  Status, popularity 

and honor are totally unnecessary and shallow.  

While I love my country, I am finding it evolving 

into something I don’t want to be a part of.  I can 

feel God’s absence here and I find myself longing to 

look in the eyes of the babies where I come face to 

face with Jesus in His most naked form.  I seek to 

“go home” to the children and to again hold them 

because, yes, I hold babies, it’s what I DO. 

  

    

   


