
We know that this sweet, touching story
will warm your heart and bless you.

Little Bare feet on the Mountains
Seven-year-old Stephanie began the long climb back up the mountain.  The path was full of sharp and jagged 
rocks that would cut holes into most shoes and Stephanie was barefoot.

Wet Clothes and a Wooden Paddle
On her head, Stephanie balanced a large round, “well-worn” plastic tub.  Inside this plastic tub were clean wet 
clothes.  On top of the wet clothing lay a wooden paddle (batwel).  Each morning, she would leave her home 
on top of the mountain carrying dirty clothes to wash in the river below.

Once she got to the river, she would use the wooden paddle to “beat” each piece of clothing until it was clean, and 
when she was finished, she would start the long trek back up the rocky mountain to her straw hut.  There, she would 
spread the clothes over some bushes to dry.  She did all this so she could earn a few pennies.

Stephanie’s little hands were rough and calloused from scrubbing all those clothes.  As she laid the clothes over the 
thorny bushes, thorns stuck in her bare feet and her fingers.  But it didn’t matter…she knew she had a job to do.

A Child Becomes an Adult
Several years ago, Stephanie’s father drowned while trying to cross a river during a terrible storm.  After his 
death, it became very difficult for Stephanie’s mother to make a living.  Her mother was the one who always got 
up early in the morning and carried the dirty clothes down to the river to wash.  And it was her mother who carried 
the heavy wet clothes back up the mountain to make a few pennies.  But when Stephanie’s mother died a year 
ago “things quickly went from bad to worse,” and she was sent to live with her grandmother.



Suddenly, this little Haitian child could no longer be “just a little girl.”  She now had to be the “little mother” 
who was taking care of a sick and elderly grandmother.  This meant that she would never go to school, 
never be able to play like other Haitian children her own age, never have a new dress, a pair of shoes or even 
“one hot meal” a day.

Today, the trek up the mountain seemed to be taking all of her strength.  She had not eaten since 
yesterday morning and that was just a piece of bread.  Now, she was not only feeling the pain of the 
sharp rocks beneath her feet, she was feeling the pains of hunger.  How could this frail and tiny 
little girl keep up with the emotional stress and responsibility of caring for an elderly grandmother and 
the constant pains of hunger?  This would be almost unbearable for any adult, let alone a little child.

Where There is Smoke There is Food
By the time Stephanie arrived home, it was late in the afternoon.  As she neared her village, she could see 
the dark smoke from charcoal fires.  “If my mother were still alive, she would be making food for us,” 
she thought.  As she walked the final steps into the village with the heavy load on her head, she could 
smell the aroma of food cooking on the open fires.  She was so hungry she could almost “taste” the 
food.

As Stephanie lifted the heavy plastic bucket from her head and set it on the ground, sweat ran down her face.  
She was hungry, thirsty and exhausted.  But the first thing she had to do was check on her grandmother.  
Normally, Grandma would be sitting on the wooden chair outside waiting for her…but this time, she was not.

When she went inside the mud hut, she found Grandma lying on a straw mat on the ground.  She knew right 
away there was something wrong.  She knew her grandmother was sick and she knew she hadn’t eaten.

The Pilon
Stephanie would now need to buy some corn and “grind it” in the pilon.  (A hollowed out wooden stump 
with a large round wooden pole used to grind food inside it.)  When she returned with the corn, she 
stood there for a while, barefoot in her ragged and faded red dress.  With her hands around the “mach” 
(the large round wooden pole), she lifted it repeatedly, pushing it up and down to grind the corn.  It was 
hard and tiresome work…just to get a little cornmeal from the small amount of corn she had purchased.

Two Sticks and a Handful of Cornmeal
When she was done, Stephanie squatted down in front of her hut.  Exhausted, she wrapped her arms 
around her knees, bowed her head and said a little prayer.  Then, she went out to look for some sticks to 
make a fire and cook the cornmeal.  She broke two of the sticks and started the fire, blowing the flames 
until they grew hot.  Then, she cooked the handful of cornmeal for her grandma.  “Life wasn’t fair…but 
God was there.”



The Widow Woman’s Sacrifice
When I heard Stephanie’s story, it immediately reminded me of a story in the Bible.  In 1 Kings Chapter 
17, Elijah, the prophet of God, was sent to a widow woman so that she “could take care of the prophet.”  
There had been a drought and famine in the land much like it is throughout Haiti today…and food 
was scarce.  (Please read the rest of the story.)

The widow woman was gathering a few sticks to make a fire and bake “her last cake” for herself and her son 
so that they could eat it and die.  But Elijah said to her, “Bake me a cake first and afterward, make one 
for you and your son...”

You know what happened to the “widow woman” in the Bible.  God richly blessed her for giving out of her 
needs and “first baking a cake” for the Prophet Elijah.

Stephanie’s Sacrifice
Now, we see this little Haitian girl who has lost a mother and a father.  She is alone except for her elderly 
grandmother who is very ill.  She is the only one that is able to go and make a living so she and her 
grandma can survive.

After her horrible trek up and down the mountain to wash clothes, she found herself with only enough money 
to buy a little corn to make cornmeal.  She now has a decision to make.  There is only enough food for one 
person to eat.  Should she eat it herself or should she give it to her grandma to save her life?

When I met this brave little Haitian girl, she was all alone, skinny and frail, with hardly any hair.  Her story 
really broke my heart.  She made the sacrifice to give her “last cake” to someone who was worse off than 
she was.  I believe that when she bowed her head that day, she was asking the Lord to help her make the 
right decision.

Food is the most important thing in the lives of children and the poor in Haiti...“your neighbors.”  
Without food, they cannot work, think, or go to school to learn.  Food is always the “bridge” and food 
“brings them hope.”

Could You Bake Your Last Cake?
I am going to ask you to do what this little Haitian girl did.  It may take a sacrifice to “bake your last 
cake.”  It may take a sacrifice to give something you have never given before or to do something you 
have never done before.

You cannot “out-give” God.  The Bible teaches us in Luke 6:38, “Give and it shall be given unto you; good 
measure, pressed down, and shaken together and running over, shall men give into your bosom...”



Your Sacrificial Gift
For a gift of $16, you can provide food for two hungry families (each family will receive a box of food 
which contains 216 meals).  This will help sustain them for one month.  For a gift of $24, you can provide 
food for three families for one month.  A gift of $48 will provide food for six families, $120 will provide 
for fifteen families, and $1,000 would sponsor an entire village, just like Stephanie’s.  

Please pray about what the Lord would have you do to help.  Remember, it will take a sacrifice…but 
the sacrifice will be well worth it when you help feed starving children.

You can make a difference right now!  Give today: by mail, by internet, or by phone, but please “give” 
so that the Lord can use you to help feed hungry children just like Stephanie.

Please know that nothing happens by “accident.”  The Lord wants to use “you” to help feed our “little 
neighbors” here in Haiti.  Please rush your sacrificial gift today!

May God richly bless you,

Missionaries Bobby and Sherry Burnette 

P.S.  The rest of the story…  When we heard about little Stephanie’s plight, we gave her a box of food 
(containing 216 meals) and added her and her grandmother to our monthly feeding program.  Stephanie 
gave her grandma her last meal -- her last cake, and God abundantly blessed her…God can abundantly 
bless you too!

When we receive your gift, we would like to send you a picture of Stephanie with her box of food, along 
with a letter of blessing to you and your family.

https://dnbweb1.blackbaud.com/OPXDONATE/donate.asp?cguid=9B48D38A%2DD017%2D4155%2DB48C%2D11E9AF565EE0&dpid=29721
http://www.loveachild.com/ecfa-charity-navigator-ica/
http://www.loveachild.com/financial-accountability/

