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I cannot remember a time that I ever went to bed hungry. Growing up, I didn’t even think about 
it as a possibility, as we had a garden with vegetables that were frozen or canned to last the full 
year, and annually slaughtered of a cow that stocked the freezer as well.  We did get educated 
about hunger in learning about the “poor starving children in Africa” or similar stories while in 
Catholic grade school, but it wasn’t something I thought about much. 
  
On a mission trip in 2004, I traveled with a group to Nicaragua. This was my first deep 
experience with seeing hunger up close. As our bus traveled a lonely mountain road, there was 
a man with no legs sitting on the side of the road. He held a sign begging for food. Most of the 
people on the bus were busy chatting and didn’t even notice him. When we got to our 
destination, the leader of the group looked at me and asked what was wrong. I guess she 
noticed the pained expression on my face. I burst into tears and shared my concern for the man 
on that not-very-well traveled road.  We had been learning about the poverty in Nicaragua and 
seeing this, I felt the desperation. How was this man surviving? 
  
Trips to Guatemala garnered a similar concern. How do people survive? Subsistence farming is 
the answer for many, but when a tropical storm or hurricane wipes out their crop, what 
happens then? There are no social safety nets in these countries. These are the questions that 
haunt me as I live in “this world” vs. seeing the realities of “their world.” 
  
I try to reconcile my actions to better align with my values, but the challenges are very real. I 
feel that being involved in LCR’s outreach and world hunger ministries is one way to do my 
part.  Sometimes it does feel like moving a mountain because the problems seem large and my 
efforts small. I have to remember that it is the cumulative effort of many that makes a 
difference, and I’m gratified to belong to LCR with our many members working to move the 
mountain. And I remember to be more grateful now, especially for my father who provided for 
us with a meager income but also a robust crop each year. 


