
These boys were gang members 
in my neighborhood. I wanted to 

be just like them. They looked 
so strong and important.

I dreamed of having sneakers like theirs. 
My shoes were so worn out, I stuffed 

cardboard inside them to make them last. 

I grew up in the Dominican Republic. 
My mom worked long hours but 

earned only $1 a day. 

I sold juice and empanadas on the 
street to help my mom earn money. 

But it still wasn’t enough. 

Life felt so hard. I started pushing 
and hitting other boys. I thought 
fighting would make me strong. 

But really I was hurting inside.

When I was 7, I joined the Compassion 
program at a local church. The center 

became a safe place for me — and that’s 
where I first learned about Jesus.

But things didn’t change right away. 
I kept getting into fights.

I was scared and felt so bad. I thought 
the Compassion center would kick 
me out. But the center director had 

something else in mind.

“Jonathan, why are you fighting? You 
don’t have to fight. We love you.” 

Those words changed my life.

That’s when I began to understand that 
Jesus loves me, even when I mess up. 

People at the center didn’t give up on me. 
I learned that Jesus wants to forgive me 

and be my friend. This changed my heart.

Today I work for Compassion in the 
Dominican Republic. I help children like 

me find the hope I found in Jesus.

Can a fighter become a helper? At the Compassion Experience, 
you can step inside Jonathan’s story and discover how the hope 

of Jesus changed his life. Here’s how it all began. 

You’re part of the story now! 
Finish coloring the comic to 

bring Jonathan’s world to life.

This is me now! 

My story changed, 

and now I help 

others to find hope.

The Boy With
the Cardboard Shoes


