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Construction Mission, January 15‐23
La Cucarita

We arrive up on the hill and
are greeted by our DR
community. We are
overwhelmed by how people
are treating us. I have made
many trips to our brothers and
sisters in the DR; they have
greeted us with open arms and
hugs. I know what we have com‐
pleted this week is a dream
come true, a house in waiting.
In our reflections I understood
some of the video, but some of
it was hard for me to under‐
stand. Some of them
reflect on what is going on in
foreign areas of our world. Poverty is everywhere in our parish community, which we all try to help out.
Back to our Christian community we come here to make something for the young
people. We have built houses and are now finishing up on education programs that will help them have bet‐
ter lives.
My name is Santa Clause which all the kids call me. Some ask me what my name is, and how are you, and
the last saying how old are you?
It‘s a new way of living, when I come here to do what I can. God has
given me some talent which I thank Him for. When I relate to my fam‐
ily and friends at home I will them how I work, and live with, and what
food they serve us. I feel different in my heart and spirit when we
leave. What they have and what we have back in Orlando. My spirit
and life change a little bit when I arrive back home again, “The Rat
Race”. Thank you God for another trip.
Thomas D. Crowley

I am a simple man. I have always been spiritually challenged. I have been raised in a very religious Catholic
family, but I rarely attend mass on Sunday. I do not practice my faith this way. I prefer to practice by helping my
neighbors. This is the only way I know and this, my precarious relationship with God. I believe Jim Wallis’ com‐
mentary was revealing and informative, but I have understood and heard most of these issues before. I want to
set aside these issues because I was more touched and moved by my experience in the “Hills.” The camaraderie
and cohesion between us (missionaries) kept us focused on the physical goal. I am a driven person in every‐
thing that I do. Fey, Barbara, Steve, Tim, Jim, Ricardo, “Santa Clause”, Tom, Brian, John, and Chuck, in spite of
all we accomplished together, I will probably not mention our achievement this week to my children because
they will not relate to this. They have seen me build before.
I was moved by the community we were immersed into. The sense of unity and pride they showed will be
with me forever; a simple people willing to move forward and overcome major obstacles like water supply,
food, education, and health. It kept me going.
Most importantly, I witnessed children that were free and truly happy regardless of the daily struggle. Their
smiles and genuine affection were contagious. They played with practically nothing and seemed so overly
happy. Personally I was affected and moved by a simple minded and naïve 16 year old boy. He was looking
after me at a fair at Los Frios so I would not get into trouble. He was looking after a grownup man in a strange
world.
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Each mission year we
have a theme. One year
– “Be the change you
want to see in the world”
– another year “Live sim‐
ply so others can simply
Live.” This year “Love
God, Serve People,
Change the World.”
It seems that each of
these challenges is like a
carrot placed in front of
me and the Lord saying;
“Brian take another step
toward the carrot. Come another step out of self. See more of the world I have to offer.”
This year as we looked at world poverty I became overwhelmed at the enormity of the subject. I
could not see myself relating to the life of the poor, by associating with that poverty. Then after
seeing the miracle of South Africa I woke up. I realized that anything is possible with God. But I could
not see my part in combating this giant‐poverty.
Then I realized I’m called to do something small and doable. I can help build a house‐ I have that
talent. I can join with others to dig a well, or some other small step like that. I can study more about
the problem, and maybe see a path to follow. But the spiritual break through for me was that I’m not
alone in this journey, and I’m capable of doing it. My call to change is to seek relationship with the
spirit of Jesus in order to take on his mind and his heart. My call is also to be in community with
others to hear the voice of the Lord through them. Then one step at a time change will become
clearer, and changing the world can be a miraculous reality.
Brian Buck

Each year as I return to the “Hill” I see change. Change in
the village, change in the people, and change in myself.
As we come to a construction mission all of us are called
to work together, as a group and work together as part
of the community. This Village of La Cucarita is a poor
village. We as Christians reach out to them in our help,
our sharing, and our very presence. Just our being there
shows volumes that cannot be expressed into words.
Our world is broken and we have forgotten those who
are left out: those who do not have the means, those
who can’t pay back, those who cannot help themselves.
If we see this as a broken bridge, or a broken wall, each
of us has the chance to rebuild that bridge or wall. Each
individual, no matter how great or small, can contribute
to building those relationships by their own gifts that will
make those bonds strong. As those bonds get stronger
they will reach outward to others more and more. The
idea is like a small pebble thrown into a pond and the
rings reach out farther, and farther from the center until
it reaches the far shores. If we all do our part, I see
change on the horizon.
Jim Vass

This was my first mission and I
truly did not know what I’d be expected to
do! I felt welcomed immediately by the
other members of our construction crew. It
was amazing to see how well we all worked
together. God had to be smiling as walls,
cabinets, plumbing, and painting miracles
took place. On Wednesday morning I
struggled to walk the road up to Alfredo’s
school. The students there were excited
about being in class and eager to share
what they’ve learned. (Many had walked a
very long way.)
I worked with two of the slower
students, and enjoyed the four hours
immensely. Then, after school, Yolanda,
one of the boys, and I sat on Milagros’
porch and worked on grouping using
Smarties candies. Many other children
joined and participated. The community
that we worked on could be the perfect
place to make learning fun. I look forward
to being a part of this experience.
Fay Lumpkins
Diocese of Orlando, Mission Office
Annual Memory Book 2011

Construction Mission, January 15‐23
La Cucarita

Our January 2011 trip to the DR was very special for
many reasons: Great to see old friends doing so well,
and happy as they strive to get by better in their lives
and the lives of their families.
The lesson about the Prosperity Gospel was a little
shocking; that men of the cloth would ever preach a
thing which promotes greed over sharing. Americans as
a nation have always said that hard work will reward
everyone no matter what their social status. If we fail
then we start over to achieve success. In La Cucarita we
see the entire family working to have a better life
through harvesting crops and getting a better
education. Such a gospel rewards someone through
blind luck or an inheritance – inequalities become
worse. A
Gospel that forces greed over sacrifice makes it so that
people will not share their limited resources. Church
leaders and our government need to encourage sharing
any way they can. When you see a village like La
Cucarita where they share resources so well you
wonder why others do not too.
In closing, when a church takes the approach of the
prosperity Gospel it is giving up one of the main rules of
the church; to help those who cannot take care of
themselves. The poor are being put down and being
made second class citizens.
These church leaders have given up their leadership
for their own personal good, and what they think their
parishioners want to hear.
Dick Aldinger

This mission trip was to rebuild
the Community Center that burned
down after several years. I helped
build it and saw the fruits of our
efforts. I then returned and helped
clean up the mess; and observed
the faces of the people, and
realized just how much that
building meant to them. It was then
that I knew I had to help rebuild
that building. You see that it is more
than just a building; it is the center
for education, medical, and vision
missioners. It provided hope for the
people, and interaction with us.
This trip was the culmination of
crew efforts for our brothers and
sisters in Christ. After 8 years of
hard work on our part and theirs, I
see the progress that I never
dreamed of. The Dominican people
are hard working people, who are
hungry for the word of God,
education, and a better life. I
sincerely believe in what we are
accomplishing and know that one
day, I and the Dominican children
will both be blessed and better off.
We all need to share what God has
provided.
I alone cannot change the world,
or the conditions under which these
people live. Together as Christians,
following the teachings of Christ,
we can make changes. I think
realizing this more fully was the
highlight of the mission trip.
Charles C. Goodwin
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La Cucarita,
During this, my first mission trip, it
is very hard for me to pick just one
thing. But, I suppose my 6AM trek up
the mountain to the cross was the
most memorable. It was a hard climb
but I kept asking God to get me up
there. Once there, the view of the
sleeping village at dawn was spec‐
tacular. The air was cool, all was
quiet and the cross was silhouetted
against the moon. I felt a peaceful
calm and I knew God was just there.
It was easy to feel close to him and
plead for things for the village that
we came to serve.
I also enjoyed and counted it as
educational, to live and work
amongst the residents of La Cucarita.
They taught me humility, simple
living and graciousness. I wanted to
be their servant, but our host family
was actually my servants. They were
a very patient people with the
language barrier and always had a
smile, a greeting, a handshake, or
even a hug.
I especially feel fortunate to have
met eleven new people, each with
their own expertise. I felt welcomed
into the group and soon was
absorbed into the work force where
the common bond was to serve. I
shall take my memories, photos,
experiences, sore muscles, tired feet,
and blisters home; and share with
anyone who will listen. I certainly
have a new respect and greater
understanding as to what mission
work is all about. When I make my
plea, it will be from hands‐on
experiences and from the heart.
Barbara Chaundy

As I once again complete a journey to La Cucarita, I find myself searching for
meaning and signs of spiritual growth. I ponder every detail, every exchange, every
encounter, and wonder what lessons have I learned and what God has been saying to
me.
My week has been filled with gratitude, friendship, fellowship, and love. Once again
I have been warmly
welcomed by my host
family, and brought
into their home to live
with them. I have
eaten with them, slept
under their roof,
shared myself with
them, and they with
me. I found myself on
my last night telling
Guillermo how oddly
enough; when I make
these journeys I al‐
ways wind up receiv‐
ing more than I give. I
receive gratitude‐ for
my health, my family,
nourishment, material
blessings, friendship, and mostly gratitude for finding my way to a lost, hidden,
forgotten far away little village; where I have no other purpose than to serve as God’s
instrument.
I am also grateful for the hills that I climb each day, hills that strengthen my
muscles, and my heart; and that make me think of how good for me daily struggles and
challenges truly are. I receive fellowship through working and sharing with my fellow
missioners who are making the journey with me. I receive love from the kind people
who are so happy to have us in their lives and their homes; and I receive spiritual
nourishment that can only be achieved through giving of oneself, and making personal
sacrifice.
And mostly I receive the contentment and satisfaction of knowing I have actually
helped make a difference in someone’s life. So often at home we are asked to give to a
church, to a cause, to a charity, and we may never really see firsthand what impact we
may have had, if any. As someone who often feels lost and without guidance this is
the one way I know to follow the commandment of Christ, to love the unloved and to
live as his disciple. To be filled with purpose, and to have the means to fulfill that
purpose is the one blessing that I could not have realized was the greatest blessing of
all. And in trying to help, just a little bit, the people of La Cucarita, I have received
tenfold in return.
Tom Murphy
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A new tomorrow
When did I see you hungry, thirsty, imprisoned, lacking clothes and shelter?
When you stepped up on behalf of the poor? When you reached out to the
least, you reached out to me! The message strikes to the core. The challenge to
awake from complacency. The invitation to reconsider my actions. Be well only
in simplicity, sincerity, and sacred touch. Nothing simplistic here. Meet
disappointment here courageously. Wrestle not with blame or excuses. Feel the
disappointment.
His is the gift of the moment. The wakeup call to complacency and
inertia. Step outside, embrace the disappointment. Be attentive to healing – a
gift to share, a salute to the positive, a crescendo of positive images.
Teachers awaken to new ideas. Conversations emerge; slowly but
persistently. Children’s confidence grows. Many “Thank you’s” softly begin to
sound. Gentleness finds a voice. Laughter is heard. Step outside, literally and
figuratively. The fluorescent glow of the
moon bathes the hills. The orange glow
of the rising sun speaks of healing and
renewal. The “little people”, the gift,
and the challenge, give voice to the cry
within. The drum beats – for faith – love
God. The drum beats for hope – serve
people. The drum beats –for action –
change the world, join the dance.
Whatever you do to the least, you do to
me! It is the dance of deep love.
Sister Bernie

Dear Lisa:
I had resolved before this trip to
be humble and let Jesus lead me. I
wanted to leave my sarcasm aside
and let the true spirit of those
around me shine through. You have
always told me to strive for a
personal relationship with God, and
pray for guidance before each step.
To be open to His wishes for me,
not necessarily to what I believe are
the highest priorities. I tried this
new technique and felt my spirit
being lifted each time I avoided the
opportunity to slip into old habits.
With God’s help, I was also able
to see the excitement of the people
of La Cucarita as we progressed
toward completion of “El Centro”.
After the tragedy of the fire
destroyed this valuable gathering
place, it’s re‐birth has allowed our
Dominican friends to focus on the
bright future. The charred, empty
slab is springing forth with hope,
the life‐giving water that washed
away the ashes.
My journey is still in
progress, but my walking mate is
making the sojourn much clearer.
Love, Tim
Tim McCarthy
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To my family, close friends and again those who might listen:
This was my first mission trip and I did not know what to expect. We arrived, we were told to do and we
went about doing it as a group that soon became a team. Our mission was to complete the reconstruction
of the community center which had burned down. Other teams had been there before and done part of the
restoration but we had to finish it off. At first it was get up, work, eat, work, and sleep and you repeat. The
next day Sister Bernie, who led nightly reflections, noted the trip was based on Justice for the Poor. The first
chapter was a story called the B.K. lady. As part of the discussion she started discussing Luke 4:18‐19 which
is Jesus’ inaugural sermon in Nazareth and he started his mission on earth. It goes “The Spirit of the Lord is
upon me, because he has called me to bring good news to the poor. He has sent me to proclaim the release
to captives, recovery of sight to the blind, to let the oppressed go free and to proclaim the year of the Lord
Jesus. If this is his inaugural address and the way Jesus says, “I’m here to bring good news to the poor”; it
must be one of his primary missions on earth. Then there are many other references to help the poor in
both the Old Testament and the New Testament and we are called to be Christ like and in faith believe and
Once I realized that a light came on, if I’m to be more Christ like I need to help the poor and oppressed
in any way I can. I had never put all this together. Also once I realized this, my work became easier, the
small hardships bearable as I looked at the smiles and happy faces of the children of the village, the
Dominican men that were helping us, the ladies that
shared their meager resources with us for lunch. I
realized we could do something very good. I felt
happy that we were doing Christ’s work at the same
time I felt great compassion for the people of the
village.
But I soon realized although very, very poor
these people are very content, resourceful and have
a strong belief in Jesus Christ. I know each time I see
rice or beans, I’ll think of them and their struggle to
eat. I hope that when I drink a glass of water, use our
bathroom or take a warm shower that I’ll think of
them and the lack of pure water, sanitation, or real
power. And when it’s extremely hot or cold outside
I’ll think of them without power, heat or cooling. And
when I think those thoughts, I hope to say a prayer
for them and all those who my job is to help. I thank
God for the opportunity to serve on this mission trip.
I have been blessed by it.
Steve Zepf

To my boys:
I’m sorry I missed your basketball games, but I know you understand that dad would be there if it
wasn’t important. In La Cucarita there was a building that burned down that made the whole village
sad. But not just the village, everyone that has been there understands the importance of the center. I
wanted to be a part of rebuilding this piece of the village; and for the village, for myself, but mostly for
a dear friend, who is known in the village as Santa Claus. I was asked to help lead this project; and was
a little concerned, knowing my lack of knowledge of construction. I decided to lead by example and
work as hard as I could. Do what I could for the village, for Santa Claus, for fellow missionaries, and for
you. I wanted you to be proud of your farther. I saw Sister come down the hill with the girls in her
truck. I saw the little one in the back. Her eyes were wide; I saw her mouth say “Wow” as she looked
at the building. I felt worthy. I felt although the building was not complete, our mission was a success.
I hope my friend feels comfort in where we stand with the buildings. I feel blessed to be a small part of
it. My gift will always be you.
Love,
Dad
John Russell
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Construction Mission, February 5‐13
La Cucarita
As life’s journey begins for each of us, we are totally dependent on others. However, our journey does not
begin in a full run but with baby steps; until we find we can stand, walk, and run on our own. Dependency is a
necessity until we stand on our own, alone.
Our journey is not our own but a journey that God has planned for us. Life is not about arriving at a destination
but learning, sharing, and caring along our never ending journey.
I have learned that my life is about “steps,” and that I first need to make me the person God created me to be.
When I find myself journeying in harmony with God, then I can make all things right with everything that is
around me. I can only do this just one day at a time; just one step at a time.
Life is not about changes, but my perception of
what is happening to life around me. As I change
me, so do my actions, reactions, and attitudes
change toward the people, places, and things
around me.
George Palmere
The Beatles
“There are places I remember
All my life, though some have changed
Some are better, not for better
For people and friends that went before
Some are dead and some are living
All my life I loved them all.”

My moment is seeing God’s love in the people who
came on this mission. My belief in what heaven could be
like includes people loving others and not themselves.
This group of people working feverishly to complete a
project for others with no economic gain for themselves;
this is how the world should be. I was rewarded today
unexpectedly when a young girl, who I helped work on
her house, called me by name and asked me to dance.
She made my day. I guess we really don’t know when
our love will be rewarded by others. Happiness is when
people love each other. This is what keeps me coming
back to the mission work, the mission people.
Butch Forma

While I was working on a generator, a little boy
sat down behind me and watched intently. I asked
him his name and age, two of the few questions I
know in Spanish. He answered each
with hesitation. Then, I asked him
where he went to school. His eyes lit up
and he pointed in the direction of the
mission school. I asked him if he liked it
and he said “Yes” with a big smile.
What an amazing transformation
these years of mission work have
brought to this village. The water is
clean, the houses are safe, and the chil‐
dren have a school they like to go to, a
far cry from the apathy the
government schools engendered.
For the week I was just one…in the
mission machine that has run for years
to get to this point, but I gave thanks to
God at mass tonight for the
opportunity to do my part and hope I’ll
be able to contribute again.
Russell James
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This week brought back memories of Grandpa Sullivan (my dad’s dad); and the work he has done with
cement. I have good memories of him mixing concrete with a hoe in a wheel barrel for a walkway. He
showed my dad and his sons‐in‐law how to mix and finish concrete. This week, I was given the
opportunity to teach a man how to lay floor tile. The man is Nelson from La Cucarita, who speaks no
English (and I speak no Spanish). Yet with a common goal (lay all the tile in mission house) and faith in
the Lord we were able to communicate with each other. It is amazing after two and a half days of the
two of us working together we became efficient and accomplished our goal. Now Nelson is the
resident tile installer in La Cucarita. Thus we are changing the world one person at a time which
reinforces the saying: “inch by inch it’s a cinch, yard by yard it’s hard”. Thanks Nelson, I got more
from us working together than you will ever know.
Tom Sullivan
PS. This was one of the most
enjoyable mission trips I’ve been
on as I got to interact/live with
four other guys for a week. Russ
and Richard thanks for the good
meals.

The most significant moment, I believe was Friday morning helping the 8th graders with their English. We were
“learning” about living vs. non‐living things. We read through the lesson and I began giving the eight students
examples to see if they were grasping the concept of living vs. non –living. I threw out examples and asked them
if the object was living or not. Flower – yes, Wooden Pew – no, Burro – yes, Rock – no and so on.
My final question is this church building living. All answered, “Yes” in unison. I almost corrected them, as I had
meant the physical structure. I realized then that the building was alive. It was built with human hands, and
hearts, and vision.
How often have I zoned out at mass on Sunday thinking about the errands I needed to run, the movies I might
see, what work out I’d do at the YMCA – I know the concept of “the living Church” has been repeated in countless
homilies or on retreats; but until 11am yesterday it had never sunk in and felt so real. I learned a lesson from 8th
graders serving along side. This mission group was such an honor; and coming to know the people, of the
community was grace filled.
I have no doubt that I will go on other mission trips. It doesn’t matter where really because wherever I go I will
have a job or place at the table. Human – Kind, be both.
Kathleen Connolly
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One morning during reflection when Fr. Fred was present and
our group was discussing poverty throughout the world, he made a
statement that really seemed to resonate deep within me. We
were talking about living conditions in the
various mountain communities, and he told
us that he considered himself living like a
king! Here is a man who has dedicated his
life to God and serving the wonderful
people in our sister diocese, and who is so
incredibly in touch with how little so many of
these people have. This man more deeply
reinforced God’s calling to me to continue to
come to these mission trips, to do
whatever I can to help these beautiful
people better their standard of living
whatever and however possible.
We are called as Christians to reach out
and give back some of the blessings God has
given us. Life is about opportunities – many
times people in these mountain
communities do not have opportunities
available to them, which would and could
help them with where they are in life. In
answering God’s call, I am blessed to be able
to help with this task, even if it is only in a
small way. By helping to build a new school,
repair a building, talk to the beautiful
children and show them we care. I hope our
actions show them hope is not lost and they
will have many blessings ahead. I thank God
for continuing to open my heart, my soul,
and my eyes so I can share His message
about these people when I return.
Don Smyth

“You are my inspiration” was a popular song of my yesterday. I sang the song
with gusto even though I realize now that I really didn’t appreciate what the
word “Inspiration” really meant. Now, once again after a week with all of you, I
can appreciate what inspiration really means. I saw it in your eyes, and knee
pads, and perspiration all in an effort to serve God’s poor in this third world. As I
left home a week ago I told my friends I had to make just this one more trip. As I
head back home I say to you my brothers and sisters, just one more trip. I firmly
believe that “The Good Lord himself” speaks to me in whispers heard
throughout the day, and during the night, when Richard mumbles his dreams.
“You are exactly where I want you to be and with the ones I want to surround
you.” I’ll never be able to give the true thanks due to each one of you for making
this week one of the most special in my life. God bless you, those we serve, and
I’ll see you again because, “You are my Inspiration”.
John Cobis
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Education Mission, School Physicals, March 12-19
La Cucarita, Los Guayuyos, El Montazo, & Los Frios
Hello my sons:
Another week in Las Lomas has passed. Again, I leave old friends and new ones,
but I leave with incredible memories; memories of seeing Bolalo, Milagros, Alfredo,
and my host family last year; and being able to thank them again for their
hospitality.

One day, walking down from Los Frios, I hear my name being called; it was one of
the patients from the surgical mission. She and her husband invited me into their
home, and expressed their gratitude for the care she received last November. It was
I who thank her for placing her trust in us.
Our small team, Mandy, Lesley, Lindsey, and I stayed at the Russ House, while
Sara stayed at the Shoters House. What an incredible bonding experience that was.
We learned about each other while cooking breakfast at 5:30 am, and after we
finally made it back to the house in the early evening; we became a new family while
living and working together, to do the physicals on 347 school kids. It was an
incredible gift to see God’s work in all of us as we talked late into the night about our
day, the good, the bad, and all in between. I will miss my new special friends, but
hope to share another mission with them.
Luz S. Euribe

I just came down from “a
mountain” that I didn’t know
existed three weeks ago this
very night. La Cucarita
afforded me the gift of over
500 new friends and several
new family members, of whom
I’ve grown to love. God surely
hears my prayers, as he
answered every plea – He sent
“La Cucarita angels” to guide
and direct me. He continues to
assure me, whatever we do to
the least of our brothers, we
do to Him. So, once again I was
given His love to pass on and
share; as He walked with me
on life’s journey, and allowed
me to extend a hand. I’ve been
to the mountain, I’ve soaked up its very essence, its sounds,
its smells, its flavors, its tastes; but its people will always
make me smile with my heart. To my mountain friends and
family, MUCHAS GRACIAS; and my best hugs and love to
each of you.
Leslie Neese

I have long seen images and read stories of the material poverty of many of God’s children It was at La
Cucarita that I experienced it for myself. I was to live without my material possessions and many comforts,
knowing it was for a finite time span; but I can’t imagine living without clean, hot water, reliable and
consistent plumbing, electricity, paved roads, and access to products, services, and information for any
extended period of time; let alone indefinitely.
What struck me and has come into
my heart will continue to be the spirit
among the people in La Cucarita and Los
Frios, in trying conditions. The spirit of
caring for, and sharing with each other
was incredible. Small children on
instinct shared their candy with each
other, even when each could have their
own. Hope and love were among the
families and children, as they brought
them to the doctor. In my own spiritual
journey, the sharing I witnessed has
guided me to seek to explore sharing in
my own culture, and within myself.
Lindsay Drago
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Education Mission, School Physicals, March 12-19
La Cucarita, Los Guayuyos, El Montazo, & Los Frios
I was called to the mountains of the Dominican Republic to perform
school physicals on about 350 children, in five different schools, in remote
villages near the highest point in the Caribbean. I met for the very first time
a small team of hard working and dedicated professionals, and we came
together to accomplish a seemingly impossible task. For most of these
children it was the first time they ever saw a doctor for a well visit. With
limited resources we were able to work miracles. We were able to detect
many conditions, which would have otherwise continued to go undetected.
It touched my heart to see how many of the children were wearing school
uniforms from St. John Vianney. That was the school which all three of my
boys attended. It was just further confirmation; this is where I was supposed
to be.

After our last full day of work was completed, I was wondering how the
community really felt about us, and our mission. Then the church bell rang,
and we walked towards the town. We were immediately surrounded by
dozens of children giving us their home made toys. They invited us to the
“Colmado” for a fiesta in our honor. We danced the Merengue and Bachata
with the children and their parents. They didn’t want the party to end, but
mostly they didn’t want us to leave. So I had my answer, the people of La
Cucarita embraced us. The experience was challenging, rewarding, and
fruitful. I feel blessed to be a “pioneer” on this mission. I am so thankful to
my new friends; without them the work could not have been accomplished.
In our “home” up in the mountains we laughed a lot, and kept each other
sane. So, thanks to my beloved friends, and to the people of Las Lomas for
embracing us. We are truly a much needed and welcome part of this
community.
Dr. Mandy Mammas
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Construction Mission, March 26—April 3
La Cucarita & Los Frios

Today is Saturday, the last day in La Cucarita we needed to complete
the Los Frios School. All involved acted completely selflessly, and did
what was necessary to complete the planned work. This is what
serving the people is about. Again, if all people put others ahead of
themselves I feel we would experience something close to what we
call heaven. I come to these missions because of all of you. If the
world were filled with people like you, we would be in heaven. This
mission took me away from the selfish life of the American way.
Thank you all, for loving your neighbor.
Butch Forma

Dear Melissa,
I’ve thought and prayed for you all during this mission. After seeing you recently, and
knowing of your extreme living conditions, I can only want great things for you. I must
encourage you to seek God’s love and guidance. Even in our darkest hour, our God loves
us unconditionally. Watching my friends, in La Cucarita and Los Frios, and the sacrifices
they make to see that their children get an education; brings me to the thought, that you
too must seek education and training and invest in your personal growth. Your
opportunities, although they may not be easily recognized, are countless compared to
the people in these villages. Find God’s forgiveness, and live a life of love by serving
others.
Patrick Giannini

To my wife Mary,
During this mission trip, while we were having one of our
reflections, Sister told us a story about an abbot who was in
church praying and an angel appeared. As he was looking at
this mystical sight there was a knock on the church door. He
wasn’t quite sure what to do, keep looking at this awesome
mystical sight, or go and open the door for the poor beggar
outside. After some contemplation he went and opened the
door; when he returned to the angel, the angel said, “If you
wouldn’t have gone, I would have.”
It made me realize more, how important it is to pray for those
who are going through struggles; but it is even more important
to shake the tree and do something about helping them.
Warren Will
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Construction Mission, March 26—April 3
La Cucarita & Los Frios
Dear Lord,
Thank you for this mission experience. As always the special people we
encounter on mission lifted my heart with their compassion, hospitality,
and genuine kindness. But what really
touched my heart on this trip were
the seven men I missioned with; they
all are truly kind and compassionate
men. Watching them give every
ounce of energy they had to help
others, inspired me. Give me the
strength, courage, and wisdom to
learn from their example. I love them
all as family. Amen.

Emmett Sapp, Jr.

Dear Lord,
The most significant lesson that I learned this week was how to serve
others through hospitality. This week I was surrounded by countless
examples of openness and giving. The people of Los Frios and La
Cucarita never hesitated to offer a hand on the construction site;
through help with labor, lending tools, or preparing meals for us. I
was particularly struck by how Olivia would stop by our house in the
morning to round up some items for our lunch, she walked all the
way to Los Frios, prepared our lunch, cleaned up after us, and beat
us back to La Cucarita to prepare our
dinner, before we arrived back from
the worksite. She did all of this work
for us, and kept a smile on her face
and a positive attitude all week. Lord,
please give me the strength and
courage to follow the example of how
to serve others and be hospitable
provided by Olivia and the countless
others of Las Lomas. Amen.
Emmett Sapp III

Seven guys, sometimes eight, gathered around the
table.
A story from the past or present was read.
A profound silence to grasp the truth followed.
Moments of sharing together ensued comforting
thoughts, challenging interpretations woven
together like a tapestry, from the other side.
The work at the school, volunteer parents lending a
hand.
Volunteer missioners completing a covered
walkway.
Yet others on their knees building gates for safety.
Still others bring light to a dark building – to a
community.
Teachers all smile as the completion unfolds all,
learning with process the meaning of ‐ Love God,
Serve People, Change the World.
Sister Bernie
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Construction Mission, March 26—April 3
La Cucarita & Los Frios

Dear Ones,
Perhaps the most significant moment that came to me
this week was when I observed Sister Bernie and Emmett
measuring, with a construction tape measure the leg of a little
boy named Francisco. Francisco is about nine years old, a
student at the Los Frios School. Francisco could not run and play
like the other children; but he was getting around pretty well on
his deformed leg, with the aid of a cane. Emmett and Bernie
were measuring his leg, so he could be fitted for a brace. It was
just like the measurements we use to do for construction work. I
wanted to photograph them, but did not for fear of
embarrassing little Francisco.
This moment brought home to me that our real calling
is not to build houses or schools, though surely those things we
do are helpful and necessary. But in a larger sense, we are
brought to this place to re‐build the people we serve, as surely
as Emmett and Sister were measuring the little boy, so his leg
could be rebuilt. We serve the people of La Loma, when our
world has chosen to forget them. Yet I know that God loves
them, and somehow he calls us to re‐build His people. It was an
honor for me to serve them this past week.
Love, Sam
Sam Updike

To my wife Cheryl,
Dear Love, where do I start? My mission this week was unbelievable. What a great group of guys the
team was made of. Emmett is the perfect leader for these trips, because of his patience and
demeanor. Pat took me under his wing and showed me how to get things done; even when you don’t
have all the parts. Warren is great as always with his calming influence, and I see great things in the
future for Little E. My little friend Daniel in La Cucarita, spent a lot of time with me after each work
day; and I don’t think it was just the Oreos I would give him. He just wanted to be around, and that
was fine by me, we didn’t talk much, just hung out, threw the foot ball, ate snacks, and laughed. He
has grown from just a little boy to a fine young man. I am proud of him and see promise for him, and
those who manage to know him. He has made a huge impact on me and I hope to be able to impact
his life also. I also want to say that God picked the perfect person in Sister Bernie to guide the
betterment of a wonderful and deserving people.
Jim Schofield
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Education Mission, English Summer Camp, June 18—July 2
La Cucarita & Los Frios
Dear Students in the United States,
I would like you to meet a boy from La Loma named Ramoncito. Since he
lives so very far from you, and in reality far away from any type of modern
conveniences, I would like to tell you about him. He lives in a small commu‐
nity called La Cueva. In this community, the homes are mere shacks, with
dirt floors and slats of woven sticks for walls. There is no electricity or run‐
ning water. There is no opportunity for a good education; yet this boy has
made his own opportunity. He sought out education in the next commu‐
nity; the next community is an hour and a half walk from his home. He fin‐
ished elementary in this town, but the middle school is in the next town
from there; this is another hour long walk. In your minds you may be pictur‐
ing even sidewalks, an intersection with a crossing guard, and houses along
the route. That is not the walk of Ramoncito. He leaves his home before
sunrise, his feet clad in rubber sandals that are just a little too big for his
feet. He begins on a foot path barely a foot wide. To the right is a steep
drop‐off down the side of the mountain. To the left is brush, bushes, and
thorny plants. This is the easy part of his journey. The path widens, but
plunges downward. The ruts have been cut deep by the rain. The loose
rocks and pebbles slip and roll under his feet. Though his feet may slide, he
keeps his balance and trudges on. The path turns and twists. Now there is a
steep up‐hill climb with more loose rocks and ruts. The path continues this
way for miles, up and down, and across mountains. He arrives at the school
hours later, feet dusty; but still early for class. His broad smile lights up his
face, his eyes sparkle. We say to him in English, “Good Morning. How are
you?” He replies, “I am happy because I am in school!” Ramoncito walks for
miles and hours across the mountainside to go to school. He appreciates the value of a good education.
He is my hero and an inspiration for me. I hope he will inspire you to appreciate and value education
too.
Sincerely,
Christie
Christie Pickeral

The squeak of a dry axle;
Chewed, plastic wheels fighting
The rocks that jab their bellies.
Glowing softly
Like the blush of dawn on velvet mountains,
A youthful innocence caresses the path.
The young man guides
A tired Pooh
Back home.
Kaley Deal

It’s Wednesday
morning and my
final day of
“teaching” the 3rd
grade class at Los
Frios. As I come
up the path next
to the school and
sit on the bench
outside of the
Banco. I see small,
tiny bodies scrub‐
bing desks and
chairs. They work
with such pur‐
pose; no squirting
water or goofing
off. They are on a
mission.
I watch in
amazement as the
smallest girl in my
class hoists a desk up over her head, and returns the desk to the classroom, her uniform 2‐3 sizes
too big, the hem unraveling in the back.
When this task in complete we begin to make our way to our classrooms. Just outside the
room I feel a tug on the back of my blouse. I turn; the small girl has a small but perfect mango in
her hand, and holds it out to me. Her smile and her stance speak volumes. The two of us, without
a common language have shared a special bond these past eight days.
I noticed her dirty finger nails, the first day. On the last day, I saw the pureness of her heart.
Beat up shoes, hand me down sweaters (which in Orlando would have been thrown out long ago),
smudges on her face and legs, yet she is so beautiful. I see God in her eyes and know she is surely
one of his favorites.
Perhaps she learned a little bit of English from me, but what she taught me is indescribable; to
love someone just where they are, not out of pity, but pride and awe of her spirit. I experienced a
peace and grace with her that I want to share with others, and that I will carry in my heart
forever.
Kathleen Connolly
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Education Mission, English Summer Camp, June 18—July 2
La Cucarita & Los Frios
Mom,
As you know, it’s been five years, too long, since I have been on my last mission trip. Not sure why I allow “life” to
get in the way of my return, but I am so grateful and happy we made it happen this time. Like you have experienced it
is very difficult to mention only one situation or moment that impacted me in such a way that I will never be the same
again; as a woman, professional, and most of all as a Christian. Therefore there are a few things I feel I need to share.
This time around I finally got to visit Los Frios and La Cucarita; the people are amazing! The “saludos” are non‐stop, and
I can’t even count how many times I was invited into a home where I was offered anything they might have: mangos,
coffee, or water. The students are so bright and ambitious, not to mention loving and full of life. Their dedication to
learning is mind blowing; like Ramoncito who walks well over 5 miles each way, to come to school every day. Then
there is Germania who was so determined to attend a good school that as a 3rd grader she would wash all the cups
after breakfast in order to complete the duties her mother did not do (she is now in 6th grade and at the top of her
class). Then there is Jonathan who is a tiny 10 year old ball of joy, who I became close to as he accompanied me while I
was walking up the hill. He waited patiently as I most definitely slowed down his usual pace. This became sort of a
ritual, him walking up with us. He would often find little things to give me and Dayana (a fellow missioner) mangos,
flowers, or hide somewhere to scare us lovingly. In class I observed him closely and as our lessons went on he would
try harder and harder. I forgot to mention the group of kids who began waiting for us to wrap up after school, just to
walk down the hill to La Cucarita. Now if you recall when I was in middle school by the end of the day I couldn’t wait to
get home. Imagine a group of kids waiting close to 30 minutes every afternoon as the year is about to wrap up and
other schools have already completed their school year. Yet the students of La Cucarita waited for us, offered to carry
our belongings, they would sing, and often helped us not to fall as we walked.
Finally, there is an amazing moment we were able to be a part of, the middle school students, earlier in the year
participated in their first track and field event ever! They went up against seven other Catholic Schools; and guess
what, they took second. Keep in mind many of our brave and motivated students have never left the mountains, and
had no clue what a track looks like or even how events like the long jump work. But they ran and jumped with all their
might and took second. The trophy arrived our last day teaching; which I feel blessed to have been able to share that
moment with the community.
Needless to say this trip has been amazing; where I have once again learned many lessons from the humble, brave,
and loving people of the Dominican Republic. Never have I seen such hospitality in moments of struggle and despera‐
tion. The pouring out of love from the community and the kids is overwhelming; and a fine example of the way God
intended his people to live. The phrase, “mi casa es tu casa” (“my home is your
home”) is a reality here. Today, I make a promise that I will not let five years pass by
before I return; they are family now! It’s amazing just how tiny most of these stu‐
dents are yet they have such big hearts.
I know my letter is getting long, but I have two more stories I must share. One is
about Gabriel and Joel, they both attend public school and they where completing
their 8th grade exams during our first week. Gabriel observed me walking up the hill
the first day (man was I struggling). He didn’t even know my name nor did he care;
he saw my struggle and slowed down his pace to make sure I was okay. He also
offered to carry my belongings. A few days later I saw him again with his friend Joel.
They joined Dayana and me in wonderful caring conversation. Joel asked us in
English about our families. We compared notes about life in the US and in the
Dominican Republic. Mom, let me remind you these are two 8th graders; so mature
and poised I still can’t believe it.
See you soon.
With love, Keila Rios
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Education Mission, English Summer Camp, June 18—July 2
La Cucarita & Los Frios
As I began my 2 mile walk up the
mountains of La Cucarita, I had no
idea who or what was waiting for
me at the top. Nor did I know this
would be the first step of a long
spiritual, emotional, and physically
challenging journey. Every day we
would walk to and from school; we
would meet locals on foot or
horses/mules. Every person or child
would stop to smile or wave hello;
and with each passing day I came to
see how much love they cared to
give. As I whined and griped about
my forty‐five minute walk to school,
I came to learn about a child named
Ramoncito. Ramoncito was a 7th
grader that attended Maximillian
Kolby, the school we were teaching
for our summer
mission trip. Ramoncito was from a
town called La Cueva. La Cueva was
one of the poorest towns in the
area, and also one of the farthest
from the school. Everyday
Ramoncito would walk two and a
half hours to school, one way. I could not possibly imagine what would motivate this thirteen year old boy to
walk by himself alone all this way. But after spending two weeks at St. Maximillian Kolby, I understood. The
children who attend this school have extraordinary, smart, funny, clever, and entertaining personalities. The
teachers were even more special, dedicated, and hard working.
During my short time I came to realize this was more than just going to school. As we began to share
with our students about ourselves, and learned more about them, we grew close rather quickly. Every day my
hike up the mountain grew a little easier, because I knew I had something to look forward to. Our last week at
St. Maxmillian they held their first sports competition; the children had worked so hard for this. The entire
school waited for the arrival of the trophy; and who better to bring home this prestigious award but
Ramoncito. All the children, teachers, and missioners gathered outside as we saw the motor bike pull up. I
looked around at the faces of everyone, especially of the children, and I could feel the joy. The one memory I
have is one of Ramoncito holding the trophy up, and I understood as I saw his smile what motivates him to
walk all this way. This was more than just going to school, this had become like a family.
Dayana Manchery

The Trophy
Arrival time 10:45 a.m.
At 11:00 a.m. still no sightings
Several motor bikes went by
Their sound creating a flurry
of expectation – to no avail.
Will Ramoncito bring back
a prize for each one, a bag of candy?
What is this thing called a trophy?
Each child wondered and questioned.
As if from nowhere, all in an instant
the racing sound is heard.
Domino pieces fall, jacks are dropped,
chess pieces scatter,
little feet race outside – the motor bike
stops.
Where is the trophy?
Ramoncito grins from ear to ear,
holds high a black bag – little eyes stare
with excitement.
What is this thing called a trophy?
Carefully I take it out of the black bag.
Eighty‐five pairs of eyes open still wider.
A loud applause arises.
Everyone rushes forward for an up close
view.
This trophy tells us we are in second
place ‐
a new force to be reckoned with;
a mountain people standing tall
among the city folk;
Track and Field no longer an unknown.
Prepared we will be to run, to jump, to
throw.
The prized first place trophy not a dream
but a challenge.
A must win in 2012.
Sister Bernie
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Education Mission, Science Camp July 2—9
La Cucarita & Los Frios

Hospitality would be a key word to describe this mission.
There were so many significant moments to share. The first is
the way the La Cucarita village is like one large family unit. The
people took us in as though we were one of their own. The
children in this village especially were curious and kind. My
expectations initially on this trip were so different from what I
encountered. The most significant moment would have to be
our last day of teaching. The children all wore their nicer
clothing and one little boy in particular (Carlos) greeted me
with a warm hug, after a strenuous hike to the school. I asked
him, “How are you?” As I frantically skimmed through my
Spanish to English translation book he muttered the words “I
am tired.” Before I could locate the way to respond he stops
me and says “tired is cansada”. He smiled and told me in
Spanish, I am tired. I smiled back at him, as the morning sweat
drizzled down my face, and thanked him. He also shared with
me translations for other words like friend and school. I will
never forget this moment, the moment when I needed a little
guidance, and they were there to show me the way.
Deena Precil

Sharing stories is what we did on this mission. The children told us about their families, their
hopes, and their dreams. The adults shared their homes, their food, their coffee, and their lives
with us. We told the people
of La Loma about our lives in
the United States. What a
rich and valuable exchange!
In addition to sharing our life
stories, I had the opportunity
to share another type of
story…the kind found in story
books.
It began at the school.
There was a book of stories
setting on a shelf. I picked it
up and took it outside at
lunch. I asked a group of girls
if they wanted to read a
story. They did. We sat on
the bench, and I read aloud
to them; what started as
three girls turned into a small
group gathered around eager
to hear how the story would
end. It was exciting to see
that a book could compete
with the hackie sack and
domino games going on
around us. The next day, I
went out at lunch and some
of the girls were clustered
around the book reading on
their own. I joined them.
Once again, the group
around us grew as the story
progressed. The last day, we
read Cinderella. The largest
group yet gathered around.
They all smiled when they
heard that she lived happily
ever after.
The reading continued in the home where I stayed. On the kitchen table was a story book. I
asked the girls, “Would you like to read a story together?” Their faces brightened, as their smiles
spread. We each took turns reading a page until we got to the end. We looked up from the book,
grinned at each other, and we knew we had shared a special moment. The children eagerly in‐
quired, “Can we read another one?” So we did. Each night before we went to bed, we sat down
together, and read a bedtime story. It was like reliving what my mother had done for me growing
up. She kindled my interest in reading and I hope I can do the same for the children in the village.
Christie Pickeral
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Education Mission, Science Camp July 2—9
La Cucarita & Los Frios

This week was full of significant moments, but I
learned even more from living with my host family
than I did helping to organize the science camp.
I was most struck by the richness of their lives.
The home had sparse furnishings, no running
water (while I was there), and only enough electric
power to run a light bulb or two. This was all very
different from our lives of almost maniacal
affluence.
They did, however have so many things that we
do not. My hosts are surrounded by family, who
seemed to actually enjoy each other’s company.
They had time to sit on the porch to greet friends, and to offer their
friends a glass of water, a seat, and the time to share a companionable
silence; once we had exhausted the few stock phrases we had in com‐
mon. They seemed to be surrounded by love in a way that we are not. I
couldn’t help but think how bizarre they would view our lives to be, and
for the life of me, I couldn’t take on the task of defending our lifestyles –
even though I suspect that I’ll quickly sink back into the warm, but
ultimately empty, embrace of luxury and selfishness.

Kevin Mulholland

There were a series of moments that occurred and meant the most on my journey this week. Two
fellow missioners and I went for a walk to an area towards the edge of La Cucarita. Along the way people
would greet us, ask how we were, and some would introduce themselves. Others would invite us in. This
happened at nearly every home. We approached one home where a missioner was staying and the
grandmother introduced herself with a bright smile and open arms. Next the lady of their house appeared on
the cement porch, followed by the man of the house, and a young shy girl. She made eye contact, and I
smiled back and waved. While some conversation took place with the adults the little girl slipped away.
When she returned a few minutes later, she had removed the worn dirty clothes; she had changed into a
pretty white summer dress. She still remained shy but this time when I smiled at her and told her it was a
very pretty dress, she made a small smile back.
I don’t speak the language much, but she knew what I was trying to say, and at that moment I
connected with the child. Later that night, most of the village showed up to celebrate our last night in the
village with us. As I walked around, I realized that all of the villagers were wearing what appeared to be their
“Sunday best”. Then I saw the little girl across the room in her pretty white dress. At that moment, it melted
my heart when I realized she had put on her prettiest dress for our brief visit earlier. The little girl shyly
looked up at me and I smiled widely back at
her. I motioned for her to come to me and
this time she smiled from ear to ear back at
me. When she crossed the room, I reached
out for her and she responded by wrapping
her arms around me and burying her head
into me. Several minutes passed and she
didn’t let go, and oddly neither did I. Instead
I picked her up and cradled her. She
wrapped her arms around me, laid her head
against me and closed her eyes, for the next
half hour while adults and children danced
around us in the small dimly lit shack. She
had no reservations to share her love and
trust with me, a woman she had just met.
These moments with her taught me its okay
to trust my heart, and to let it lead me with
no expectations, and the results will teach
me more than the wall I previously had up. I
will remember her always.
Bridget Watson
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I trusted the earth,
I rode shot‐gun in a diesel truck;
And when the earth took the road
My hands were two of many
to pull the same diesel truck up a
mountain.
I listened to the wind rustle the leaves
of the trees in the valley of my heart.
I walked seemingly endless miles.
I trusted the earth
‐I bathed in her rivers,
I swam in her seas,
I had her dirt beneath my nails,
I felt her heart beat against me,
And I let her roads guide me.
‐I trusted strangers with my life.
I was willing and she carried me;
To the laughter of eager children,
To the open arms of a community to the
gentle embraces of soft women,
To the rhythm of meringue and bachata.

When I was willing she showed me:
That you truly do not know
what you are capable of doing without
until you see an entire community doing
without it.
Kendra Davies

After three days of teaching, and giving lessons to kids of several ages from
ten to about fifteen years old. After struggling to teach them, and make them
pay attention (by grabbing their attention), which was hard. There came a
moment when all my efforts paid off. They finally were paying attention and
listening to me! My project was simple, a slingshot, but it worked perfectly to
explain my topic. As always, they started by reading, then summarizing, and
answering my questions; and when it came time to write the question, for the
first time one little girl, Leysi, knew what it was. That moment was magical for
me since they understood everything I was telling them. When it came time
to write, everybody was writing in silence, for the first time. Then when we
started to do the experiment, after a couple of minutes of explanation, they
were doing the experiment all by themselves, without my help. I was just en‐
joying the moment. After all my hard work, I felt that I had managed to learn
the skills necessary to teach those kids which made me feel fulfilled. I had
accomplished what I went there to do.
Juan Villegas
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La Cucarita & Los Frios

One of the most significant
moments throughout this
experience, was when today, our
last day in La Cucarita a little boy,
with the name of Ramoncito,
walked all the way from his house,
to make sure he would be there to
say good bye to all of us.
This was very meaningful,
because I had learned about him,
and how to get to school it was at
least a 2 hour walk; and seeing him
outside our house, and a smile on
his face was just priceless. I felt
like we had achieved a goal, which
was to get a smile out of the kids,
to be that meaningful to them,
that they would be willing to open
their heart to us.
Even though throughout the
whole week I had something that
made me grow and change for the
better, this one last smile made it
all worth it.
Jennifer Vallejo

The moment in this mission trip
that was the most significant for me,
was when I realized the kids really
appreciate the fact that we came to
teach them; and they really look up to
us. It was the second day of class; the
students came and were so attentive,
nothing like American kids. And after
the lesson was over the kids kept
asking questions about us, like they
really wanted to get to know me.

Latasha White

I didn’t have one specific moment, but several. Each
time I had a chance to bond, and gain a relationship
with a child, I cherished that moment as if it was my
last.

Ashunta Thornton
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Pastoral Mission, Vacation Bible School, July 8—16
La Cucarita & La Cueva

The most significant part of my journey this week was
just that – the journey; the many roads on top of the
mountain, with its loose rocky ground, steep inclines, and
tireless miles. The journey reminded me of my faith. There
were many times I wanted to give up but someone was
there to lend a hand. Someone always made sure I did not
fall behind. This is true of my life. I have always been a
deeply rooted Catholic; but at times I have fallen away, yet
somehow I always found my way back.
No one said it was going to be easy. I will say I was not
prepared to push my body to such limits. But it taught me
that I can. It taught me that with faith in my Lord Jesus Christ
I can do anything.
This journey has been long and hard. The road was tough
and though I did fall, a hand was always there to help me
back up. I will always remember how hard the journey was
and how it made me a stronger person, both physically and
spiritually. Thank you God!
Erin Anderson

God called me on a mission, and I said yes without even thinking
about what I was going to do. I knew I wanted to love God, serve
others, and change the world.
People say we are like flowers – we blossom and grow. Is it
possible for a flower to plant a seed? The children of La Cucarita and
La Cueva, the flowers of God, planted a seed in my heart. Each
adventure and event was the water, sunlight, and TLC a flower
needs to grow. Each smile I saw, each laugh I heard, and each hug I
received – I felt a flower grow inside of me. When I walked hand in
hand with two beautiful flowers to the “Cruz,” on top of the hill, a
connection was made. I stood awestruck of God’s beauty and
realized in one week I had blossomed and will forever harbor the
beautiful flower in my heart – always remembering the flowers who
planted it.
Yes, flowers can plant a seed.
Annabeth Huff
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One of the most difficult aspects of my spirituality and I
believe in most people’s spirituality, is complete trust in
God. Even the Saints, and many holy men and women from
the Bible, struggled with it throughout their lives. If there
ever was a group of people we could look to as examples to
follow; if there were people who could truly show us how to
give up our own worries and our own selfish pride in our‐
selves, I believe those people are the inhabitants of La Cuca‐
rita.
I saw no sense of fear, worry, or doubt in the family I
stayed with. All I saw was an absolute certainty that all
would be well if left to God’s care. This confidence in God’s
providence began at 5:30 a.m. every day with a Rosary, said
by the entire family. I hope one day I am able to follow in
their footsteps with my own family.

Jacob Schlierf

On Thursday,
in La Cueva I
received the
best hospitality
from Carlos.
He is a little
boy and is very
poor. He came
half way on the
very long trail,
and gave us
mangos. It
touched my
heart that a
boy that poor
would take
time out to
come all that
way to meet us and give us mangos. He did it out of his heart even
though he had so little. On the rest of the way to school he tugged on
my shirt and hand, because he was so excited we were there. That ex‐
citement and generosity the little boy had was the most significant
event that has touched me in my spiritual journey. I really felt the Holy
Spirit in him as he tugged and pulled on my hand. God talks to us in
many ways; and I could definitely hear him through Carlos this time. I
believe God was trying to show me how generous Carlos was with so
little; and how I am not as generous, and I have a lot. It taught me that
anyone can be generous; it is in your head.
Matthew Watson

On the plane ride to the Dominican Republic all I could think about was going home and hav‐
ing to get knee surgery. I was worried about the cost and the pain I would be in, and not being
able to play soccer. Looking back I feel so foolish.
The night we arrived in La Cucarita we went to church because it was Sunday. Fr. Ruse spoke
about a boy who was born with a displaced hip, a malformed foot, and a shorter leg on his right
side. He needed surgery on his right side. He needed surgery badly. The boy already walked
with a cane, and in a few years he would lose his ability to walk completely. He needed to be
looked at by a doctor because he was hopefully going to be in line for surgery that would take
place in the U.S. After months of planning they finally went down the mountain to go see a
doctor. When they got there they were told the doctor wasn’t there and to come back another
day.
It showed me how lucky I really am. It touched my heart so much because I could not even
imagine how that felt for that poor boy. I am so grateful for everything that I have, because God
has certainly blessed me with so much. I actually feel guilty that I have so much, and they have
so little. I definitely want to do more.
Going into surgery I am not going to be scared; I am going to be grateful and pray that little
boy also gets surgery.
Shannon Anderson
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I wake up and breathe the mountain air.
I start the morning with a prayer:
To bless the families for their kindness.
On this trip I’ve cured my blindness.
If I learned anything in La Cucarita,
It is that “Sin amor, no hay la vida.”
Malcolm Petit

“Think of me. Think of me fondly when we’ve said goodbye. Remember me once in a while. Please promise me
you’ll try when you find that once again you long to take your heart back and be free. If you ever find a moment,
spare a thought for me – think of all the things we’ve shared and seen. Don’t think about the way things might
have been. Think of me. Think of me waking silent and resigned. Imagine me trying too hard to put you from my
mind. Recall those days, look back on all those times, think of the things we’ll never do. There will never be a day
when I won’t think of you.”
Emmy Rossum’s angelic voice from the Phantom of Opera fills my head when I reflect on this past week. Had I
been pressured to perform a second time for the children of La Cueva, this is what I would have sung to them.
Rather, this is what I would have sung to the team volunteering there this week. I know none of those children
have most likely ever seen or heard of The Phantom of the Opera, but I feel that if they had, they would say those
lyrics describe how they feel. I’m sure they want to be thought of after we leave. I’m positive they want to be
remembered. And I will remember them. I’ll remember every special detail of my week in La Cucarita and La
Cueva. I constantly think of Maikal Miguel, Karina, Antonella, Junior, and all of the other beautiful children I met
during my two days at the school in La Cucarita. With the fondest thoughts I’ll think of Carlos Dos, Maileni, Ariani,
and the sweet kids at La Cueva who, after hearing that I like to sing, entreated me to sing a piece of Landslide by
the Dixie Chicks.
I had the most blessed week in the Dominican Republic. I met the most darling little girls and the most
charming young men I’ve ever had the pleasure of forming friends with. I went down to La Cucarita to assist in
building the faith of the children in Jesus Christ. I am not sure if they know it, but they greatly aided in the
strengthening of mine. I know now exactly how much I needed this mission trip. I desperately needed to
reconnect with God and make him the center of my life, just like he is the center of theirs. I am on fire for Christ
now; and will do all I can to hold onto the innocence, simplicity, and serenity I rediscovered in the villages. I wish I
could settle on one moment to think of for this piece; but my moment is every encounter with the people rolled
into one big memory, overflowing with love. I love the people I met. I love my team and I hope we never forget,
and that we will frequently and fondly think about our brothers and sisters in Christ in the Dominican Republic.
Julia Petit
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When I was first informed that my group would be going on a Vacation
Bible School mission, I became very disappointed and pessimistic. I
thought: “How are arts, crafts, and Bible stories going to help the poor
of La Cucarita and La Cueva?” This question kept popping into my head
weeks before the mission trip; and at one point I thought I would not
gain anything by going. However, all these negative feelings
disappeared in an instant when I saw the ear‐to‐ear smiles of fifty or
more children. Immediately I could sense a joy in their hearts that I
have never seen before. Their sheer innocence and love for God was
simply incredible. I couldn’t comprehend what I was seeing when I
heard screams of joy and laughter over something as simple as a bottle
of bubbles or lion masks made out of paper plates and pipe cleaners. In
general, the most awe inspiring moment of the trip was to feel the joy
in these children’s hearts over the most simple things. My life will
never be the same after this trip; and I thank God for the opportunity
to attend.
Zachary Heibel

I walked into La Cueva again, a year and a half later. Nothing seemed to have changed. The first
person we saw was an old man standing alongside the path. “Buenos Dias!” I called out and
walked over to him. He greeted me back and gripped my elbow in the customary handshake. I
looked at him closely and recognized him as Jorge, the oldest man in the village. I smiled at him
and explained that I had been to La Cueva the year before and helped paint the church. “Te
recuerdo,” I said, “Te llamas Jorge.” “I remember you. Your name is Jorge.” His face instantly lit up
and his cautious handshake became a hug. “Si, Si, bienvenidos!” he said enthusiastically.
As we continued on into the village, I was struck by the impact of the words “Te recuerdo.”
They were magical. For in this lost little village, that even the government barely acknowledges,
the words “I remember you” meant everything. They showed these people that there were
people from far away that came back, that wanted to see them again, that remembered them,
and loved them.
I have felt many things this week. I have felt the heartbreak of pouring out Alpha‐Bits cereal to
many hungry, desperate hands. I have felt the joy from thirty children jumping around blowing
bubbles and having the time of their lives. I have felt the sacredness of thirty hungry children
around a makeshift rug of washcloths, patiently holding a piece of bread as they listened to Luis
describe the Last Supper. And I felt the cautious hug from an angry child who was finally dropping
the barriers that he had erected. But what I have felt most is the impact of the words, “I
remember you” and what a gift that is to these beautiful people.

Kelly Holtz
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Day 1 – The Ascent: Two
hours into the ascent to La
Cucarita, one hour to go, and I
find myself completely
overwhelmed in tears, for
fifteen minutes, asking myself
and God, “How do these
people survive in these
conditions?” I pray for them
and thank God for my many
great blessings; as the son of a
Bavarian farmer who was
rented out to another farm,
because my Grandfather could
not feed his own son. Through
my father’s and mother’s great
sacrifice I got to grow up with
an American college educa‐
tion; and build a space station
with NASA. I ask myself and
God, and pray: “Will little Carlos Daniel, affectionately known as Yoli,
have the same opportunity as I? Why not? What can the Church do to
help?”
Day 2 “It’s gonna be o.k.” Through the generosity of the Diocese of
Orlando, funds, and hard‐working volunteers; I came to realize that
things are going to be o.k. What a relief.
Day 3 Shock and Awe: La Cueva School is in horrible shape,
compared to La Cucarita. I ask God and the people of the Diocese to
bring La Cueva to the level of cleanliness, health, and education I saw
at La Cucarita the day before. The children of La Cueva have such joy
and potential. I pray it will come to be.
Days 4‐5: Wow; this is really hard work, but a joy to just be here with
these two beautiful communities. I thank God for my health, and the
opportunity to “just be” in a very simple community with a simple
life.
Day 6 The Descent: As I left, I thought, prayed, asked, and wondered:
“Will I come back?” At first I thought it would be unlikely in my busy
life; but as I descended I became more and more compelled to return.
I felt the Holy Spirit compelling me to come back with friends, and
help La Cueva along ‐‐ maybe to overhaul the school. It is in God’s
hands as always; as I continue to try to hear and do His will. Amen!

Roland Schlierf

My mind drifts back to the “Loma,” the Dominican word for the country or hillside where most of
the poor live. We were on top of mountains nestled among a majestic view – the hills an emerald
green, alive, and effervescent. They call it “aire puro” – pure air. We lived for a week among the
poorest of the poor in our western hemisphere. Being around them makes me a better human being.
In the “Loma,” children roam the hills in torn rubber shoes or barefoot. We are greeted every‐
where we go; and every time we see a child or person their smiles are contagious and their generos‐
ity knows no bounds. If you offer a child a piece of gum, he will cut it into thirds and share it with
those nearby, and there is always someone nearby. I do not exaggerate.
This year I had the privilege of getting to know Antonidy. Her image is heavy on my mind. She is
the oldest of three girls in the house where I resided for a week. She is frail, thin, but strong and vi‐
brant; a bit of a nerd by our standards with her thin nose and glasses. She is twelve and is going into
the 9th grade; she will be leaving the village to attend the Polytechnical School of Loyola in San Cristo‐
bal, a rather prestigious school. She is one of the brightest to graduate from the elementary/middle
school.
She was one of my students this summer and is learning English rather quickly. My image is
of her lying on a piece of foam with holes all over it – her makeshift bed; amidst the clothes and her
two younger sisters, with a tiny flashlight reading a book. No sheets, no pillows, none of the comforts
of home. She is my little queen. She is my hero. I have come to believe that God has a special place in
Her heart for the poor, and I am a better person for having lived among them for a week.
Flora Torra
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Love God, Serve People, Change the World! During this mission I couldn’t help to think, what a
blessing to visit again. Going back to La Cucarita after three years – not many people have that
luck!! Now, how blessed am I to experience the Holy Spirit in a place so far away from home. The
brothers and sisters
of La Cucarita are
extremely generous,
to give us the
opportunity to share
this journey with us
again. Their
laughter, smiles, and
open hearts always
touch me spiritually.
I can only thank
God, and hope to
someday go back for
a third time.
I was also blessed
to meet and interact
with the brothers
and sisters of La
Cueva. Such humble
people! I can’t express how blessed I am to have met them. They truly hold a special place in my
heart now. I’ve learned so much from them within such a short amount of time. They were so ea‐
ger to learn from us, as we were so eager to learn from them. This journey to La Cueva has taught
me to never abandon those who need you the most. Share your life with those that are less fortu‐
nate. The smiles and happiness we received in return were priceless. God, thank you for this op‐
portunity to help serve others, and change the world. I love you!

Iliana Aguirre

My second trip to the Sister Diocese was an Education Mission – the first trip was a
Building Mission. I was privileged to bring ten others from Our Savior’s; including two other
youth leaders and eight wonderful young people to assist in providing a faith group to the chil‐
dren of La Cueva and La Cucarita.
At our mass Fr. Fred spoke of a young boy who had an extreme limp and was scheduled
for surgery in the capital. After making the appointment, preparing for weeks on the rough
travel down the hills, and arriving finally in the capital to hear the receptionist say, without
apologies, that the doctor was not in, reminded me these are the forgotten people, ignored by
their country and the world.
God helped me after that heart‐sinking story when we experienced working with the
children for four days with as many as fifty‐six kids one day. Classes were to start at 9:00 a.m.
but they were lined up to get in the school by 8:15. We talked about God, we did crafts, and
sang many songs; and they were like any other kids in the U.S. with an extra dose of eagerness.
One of my favorite songs they learned reminded me how precious they are in God’s eyes. They
sang Especial, Especial, Yo soy muy especial, and there is nobody else like me. How wonderful
and precious we all are in God’s eyes. He has not forgotten us, and those children are truly spe‐
cial. I had a sense we were truly stepping on holy ground in these Villages of Las Lomas. Very,
very special are these people indeed – generous, kind, a very strong faith, and very happy peo‐
ple; who have so very little material goods.

Pat Koralewicz
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“If you build it they will come!” This saying definitely resonates for me as I reflect back on
my week. Where we thought twenty‐five to thirty children would attend, (but we’ll prepare for
forty) fifty‐six children arrived joyfully each day. They arrived early, following me down the road,
and more and more joined me as we progressed towards the school.
Each day their joyful voices would ring out as they learned to sing and dance the Padre
Nuestro. By week’s end you could hear bits of the song on the road, and coming from their
homes. It was a week filled with stories, crafts, bits of singing, and definitely lots of smiles and
laughter. It is probably their smiles and joyful laughter that will stay with me, as I remember all
the fun we shared. We are truly connected, even if we seem to be worlds apart.
Yara Aldana

Well, the Holy Spirit did it again! He has led me
back to a place I would have never come on my own.
It’s amazing how something so out of my comfort
zone could bring so such comfort! From the
hospitality of Mirasia and Giermo, mi mama and
papa; to the overwhelming warmth and love I
received from my La Cueva family. I will miss the
velvet mountainside, the security of my walking stick,
the sincere embraces from my Dominican children,
the mangos given with love from little Carlos (who is
unloved), my backpack being carried by Juan Jose
(who should have only been thinking about carrying
himself up the mountainside in shoes three sizes too
small for his feet), the “high grace” I felt from Alto
Gracia, (the keeper of the key to La Cueva’s only
Bano), the way “Shaquira Shaquira” danced, the
simple joy that bubbles can bring, the washing of the
hands, the beautiful, beautiful
smiles of all God’s children, and
the reminder that the Holy Spirit
reaches mountain tops.
Take away the mud,
mosquitoes, and mule poop; you
have a little piece of heaven on
earth.
Kathy Kelly
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July 10th I hopped on an
old flatbed truck for the
first time to embark on a
journey up a mountain, to
a town so foreign to me
that I could not even
create my own mental
picture. I went to La Cueva
and La Cucarita to be a
teacher to the children and
the community. I was
going to teach about the
Bible, how to pray, and
about God himself, but as
the week went on I felt
less and less like the teacher, but more like the one being
taught. I learned how to run up and down a mountain, how to
throw a rock at trees to obtain mangos, the many ways you
can be misinterpreted while trying to communicate in
Spanish, and much, much more.
I went up the mountain as a teacher, but came down as a
greatly changed student and the main lesson that this student
learned from her teachers was how to live freely, and maintain
a pure happiness in your life. I learned you don’t need
computers, television, or phones to be happy. You don’t need
running water, electricity, or cheese pizza. All you really need
to acquire true happiness in your life is deep compassion for
one another, a selfless heart, and an endless love for God.
Thank you to all my teachers, the kids of La Cueva, Mirasia
(mi mama), Luize, Fr. Fred, and the whole La Cucarita
community.
Kaitlyn Kelly

Successful was “Campo de Fe.”
Enrichment and fun for four
full days.
Thank you God for teachers
like Luis and Yara.
And also the many talents of
Flora Torra.
Kati lit up La Cueva with her
smile.
Mary wished she had been
there all the while.
Kelly is gifted with
organization, and getting the
agenda on track.
The Our Savior team was great, that is a fact.
Pat bounced down Main Street on a mule.
Julia’s song delighted all at the one room school.
Erin dismounted the mule but did not give up.
She hiked, went to the river, and valiantly rode the mule back up.
Anna Beth is good with the children and a lot of fun.
And who could match the energy level of that father and son?
Jacob and Rolando – that is – if you could not guess.
Great workers, athletes, and role models who now deserve a little rest.
Malcolm said he liked to surf in the Oceanos.
A La Cueva boy’s eyes lit up thinking of the water muchos lejos.
Illiana said she really enjoyed the walk.
But we were thankful she arrived, as she could talk the talk.
Santos was so happy to pair up with Kaitlin for his daily run.
Amazing after Kaitlin taught all day, and hiked in the sun.
Matt hung the piñata with great care.
But finding a teen as true as Zach would be truly rare.
Shannon hiked, climbed, and rode with a hurt knee.
But really this week without Marianne, would never have come to be.
We are thankful that we could go show a little of God’s love.
Experiences like this only work out with so many blessings from above.
Tracy Vass
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To me there were many significant moments. All of them were
ways used by the Holy Spirit to flow through the hearts and
hands of missioners in this trip to reach and touch those who
cannot make any contribution. The face of gratitude and the
humble tears of those who wished they could have been done
more speak about the language of the heart.
The fact that I could witness these people interacting together
for the good of strangers is a blessing and an honor.
In my brokenness I still continue to be blessed.
“Service is the rent we pay for living.”
Diana White

The Dice
15 cm
Contrasting colors
#6 predominantly black
#1 predominantly white
The color wheel our guide
Paint, construction paper, scissors
Tools for the task
A slow project in the making
Each step a learning moment
Excitement grows with each final touch
Will this project make the grade
Everyone is expectant, anxious
Off to school, dice swing from a pile
Visitors are awaiting our return
We hold our dice in hand
High fives flow – smiles, hugs
Excitement with each arrival
Each of eight voices proclaim
I scored an A
Ours was the best in the entire school…
Sr. Bernie

I was happy to see the changes in the hospital that had
taken place since I first came in 2008. Since I worked in the
OR, a big one was two new autoclaves. Although Father Fred
discussed the plight of the Dominicans, the positive change
indicated a hope that there will be better healthcare, hope
that there will be a brighter future.
The moment that touched me the most was seeing that
hope displayed on Sister Bernie glowing face when she took
us to see the school and the children.
It brought God’s work through chosen people full circle,
some of us do medical work, some teach and I truly felt that
God had chosen me along with the other mission participants
to bring in some small way to help in the future.
Sandy Mortinson
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One of the most profound moments of my trip to the DR was when I was asked to draw blood on a
lady. I entered the room with Sister Bernie; she explained to the lady what I had to do. She agreed without
any complaint. I noticed there was tape over and around her left ear, on her left arm was a cast about to her
elbow and her fingers were swollen, there was evidence of dried blood on her in many places. Her IV was in
her right arm and on her right was a piece of card board. I’m not sure why it was there, maybe to help her
keep her arm straight because of where the IV was.
But seeing that card board taped to her, made so many things rush to my mind, then I began to
realize how spoiled I have been, I almost felt ashamed. Later, I found out that the lady who appeared to me
to be in her 60’s was attacked in her home, hit in the head with a machete and beat up, her arm broken, we
were going to try to fit her in our schedule, but time did not permit. I want to help everyone here, but am
only one person, however with the world full of people like many that I met on this trip, I know soon she will
be helped .
Many of them will be the most important things I think I will take home are new friendships and the
phrase Sister Bernie, said that I really loved , “Live Simple , So Others can Simply
Live.”
Katrina Ladd

“Smiles”
I had the gift of going on the screening mission in September as the Ortho
doc. There was one enchanting day at La Cucarita where I went on a bike ride with
two boys to the hill. I had no idea where they were going but they did and I was up
for the adventure. They spread like gazelles over the rough trail while I had to watch
every step. They got to the hill which had a stream this is where they would go
probably a lot for their daily bath. But it was more than that. They delighted in their
play as only as they play little at a time. And I will remember their smiles…and can’t
remember anymore.
Today at San Cristobal, we met the students who have come out of the
mountains some from La Cucarita to the pill themselves and their families in the
future. They have marvelous opportunity. There is very little more important of the
education of a child’s mind. I became overcome with the brilliance of their smiles and
I will remember their smiles until I can’t remember anymore.
Jim Leffers
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This is my first Mission. I have not
completed my journey yet, there are too many
Mages rapidly flowing likes a movie on fast forward.
The challenge, the unknown, meeting new faces,
stimulating conversations, the limitations, etc.
A renewal of Faith, Hope & Love and a message of
Forgiveness.
I hope that in the future, tomorrow, next
week, next month, next year, that “most significant
moment” will become more self evident, right now,
I am still in my journey.
Jose Gutierrez

What struck me the most was the faith these poor people have. Multiple times I
would be explaining to a family that I had been involved with for perhaps ten
minutes what the patient’s big upcoming surgery would entail. I would pause and
ask if they had any questions and the reply would be “No, I trust you and God to do
what’s right.” They may not have money or education but had real faith. It made me
want to go the extra step to do a great job and therefore a truly life altering
outcome for them. After surgery the common comment would be how thankful they
were for caring about them and that although they could not pay, the team would
be paid with God’s blessings and I believe it. I got a lot out of this week’s
experience, working at times out of my comfort zone, and I hope the patients got a
lot out of this week as well.

John Thayer

Diocese of Orlando, Mission Office
Annual Memory Book 2011

Surgical Mission, Orthopedic and GYN, November 5—12
San Juan de la Maguana

Strangers becoming a team.
Initial “first impressions” being wrong.
Proud of the adaptability of people in the medical profession to achieve a great deal with the
minimum of technology and equipment. We became an “integrated think tank.”
Our medical care was “people oriented” not “status oriented,” “profit oriented” or
“politically oriented.”
I will always remember the caring looks on the family members and how no one ever
complained about staying up all night, alone in the ward, watching “our” patients. Very little
complaining from patients, families, or our team.
I will always remember the helpfulness, acceptance, and up‐beat attitude that prior mission
trip professionals showed towards me on my first mission trip. Acceptance, encouragement,
teaching, and fun.
I will always remember Sister Bernie on her cell phone. She was always one step ahead of us
and the amount of organizing and facilitating was amazing…quite a woman!
I will always remember our fellow volunteers. Mostly I will always remember my patients in
the men’s ward. How frightened they were when they first came back from surgery being replaced
with huge smiles when they got out of bed for the first time…with old equipment, no fancy clothes,
donated sheets but smiling and going home for “something better.”
Kit Thayer

One of the things that touched me this week was watching the
children come home from school today and their delight in
seeing Sister Bernie and the love for each of them that was
evident on her face. How proud each one was as they
announced the grade ‐ an “A”‐ that was given for the dice they
had made. They are so young to be away from their families
and so brave to be looking at the lifelong benefits their hard
work will give them.
Jolene Muckley
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Commitment Signs
The husband that comes early to breakfast and pours coffee for his
wife because she likes it cool. The Doc that just checks on his wife searching
until he finds her. The Doc who is under the weather and continues to work.
The nurse who gets those patients up and walking with such joy, they laugh
inspite of themselves. The first timers that search to find their niche and find
it.
The OR nurses that say they are taking a break and all they talk about
are the cases. Cousins that work hard and find time to share time together.
The Doc on short notice who spends his time updating the packs needed in
the future up on the mountain. The tiny nurse who holds her own with
equipment. The guy willing to find whatever and tote it to wherever. The guys
that worked hard long hours and sit across from each other smoking their
cigars in silence. All those who carried extra suitcases so the equipment is
there when needed. The mother and daughter that love each other. A
daughter worried about her father and sister anywhere and everywhere.
Janice Hoskins

I was must struck by the devotion, patience and
kindness of the patients and their families. Time
and time again I saw mothers, fathers, siblings, and
friends attend their loved ones with remarkable
compassion. There were no strangers in the rooms
either. Everyone became a family as eight or so
patients recovered together. There was no com‐
plaining about the wait, or the heat, or even the
pain. There was just gratitude. Their generosity was
humbling, too. Patients and their caregivers offered
me food, a place to stay in the mountains, and
clothing. It was a great reminder to me to give
whatever I can give back to those in need, knowing
that even small gestures make a lasting impact.
Leigh Manuel
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Most of my memories cluster around the eyes
and faces of the Dominican people, although their
hardships are unforgettable, it is their eyes that will never
leave my memory. Perhaps it also has a lot to do with my
inability to communicate verbally that
leads me to search their faces and
expressions so carefully.
I love to watch the children’s
open or sometimes furtive glances at
these strangers in their lives. In San
Juan, the children seemed somewhat
burdened and certainly more cautious in
a hospital or clinic setting even watching
them on the street, I noticed a more
serious demeanor overall. However, I
was noticeably struck by the children at
the school in San Cristobal with regard
to their deportment and presence with
us.
Their poise and posture, facial
expressions, light in their attitude was
so impressively positive. They radiated a
confidence I had not seen anywhere
else. It was wonderful to physically see
what a difference this school can make
in their lives and imagine a future that
can allow them to dream things never
contemplated previously. I was very
heartened by every single child and
their possibilities.
Marijo Ratcliffe

Rather than a moment being the most significant for their mission, it is rather more an
evolution over four years of missions. I vividly remember our first and many things have changed.
Gone was the apprehension concerning the travel of accommodation details. I no longer worry
that my help here is so very limited for so few over just a short time. The insecurity of living in a
foreign culture of being helpless to communicate does not concern me and all the inconvenience
are nothing but an occasional second thought and rather than being concerned almost working
with those unknown to me, I find security in knowing that “the team” will be there.
On the other hand, much was not changed and the heart of the mission remains the
same. It’s a week with some of our best and closest friends. Bernie is still here magically
organizing and solving problems just in time to prevent disasters. And I know that everyone who
returns to the mission does, in fact strive to live what Bernie has been driving at all these years.
The overwhelming magnitude of the health problems have not changed. In particular the
orthopedics problems remain difficult. Fractures come in every unarguable pattern. And the
post‐traumatic problems defy description.
My previous anxiety over my abilities to repair the problems remains extremely high .But
their particular anxieties has been such a constant companion that it no longer causes me to
question my orthopedic worth. I know that “the team” can scratch out a solution even if it’s not
state of the art. I know the support system is there, having started with planning as soon as the
previous mission ends.
I am convinced that “the team” can fill in the gaps for the patient. I’m just the end
instrument of the delivery of our care. It all again my role in the process. It is easy to stay humble
in the presence of “the team.”
It is always nice to be once again on Dominican Republic soil, but it is also nice to know
that “the team” will be back to help again, along with Bernie and her magic.
Steve Ratcliffe
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Every mission has that special moment or special person that leaves a lasting impression. The 2011
Surgical Mission was no exception. On Sunday, during clinic a 13 year old girl came with her mother to
be evaluated for possible surgery. Her expression was sad and her eyes were sad. She could barely
walk because her legs were so bowed. The people in the waiting area stared at her just as people
stared at her when she tried to walk down the street. What a horrible experience for anyone, but for
a 13 year‐old girl it must have been unendurable. She was given a diagnosis of Blouts Disease, I had to
look it up when I returned home, but because of uneven tibia bone growth in her legs they had
become bowed. The surgery was performed and she returned to her room with bilateral leg casts
from her hips to her ankles. Her mother lovingly attended to her every need and as she became
stronger we started to help her with ambulation, sitting up, standing with a walker, and finally walking
with a walker. She was very fearful and cautious as first, but as she realized she could do it she started
to smile and a twinkle came to her eyes. And suddenly her disability started to disappear and a
beautiful 13 year‐old girl named Claritza appeared. She was discharged with a wheelchair too large
for her and her legs propped up with her crutches,
holding her walker. And giggling was she was told
because the wheelchair was so large she could take a
friend with her for a ride. This is what this mission is
all about; one teen girl coming to see us with such
sadness and going home in giggles because she can
take a friend for a ride in her wheelchair.

Kathy Gilliam

Apprehensive: I met Jean, Sunday a.m., and that’s the word I
would use to describe her – when we go to the hospital and all the
pieces and parts started coming together. It just became
anesthesia – she quickly went from: I think I can, I think I can, to: I
know I can.
had the privilege of working with wonderful
Education:
interpreters this week. Loly and Diana were extremely helpful –
Loly was my ventilator on a general anesthetic in Room 2. They
and Father Fred both had a lot of questions about surgery and
anesthesia. I was able to explain the surgeries in my electrician
tells you what the carpenter is doing, fiduciary terms.
Fear:
All of the patients are afraid. The last case of the week, a
21 year old with a nasty 10 day old femur, tibia fracture was no
exception. I did a combined spinal epidural on him; gave him some
sedatives and put a bair hugger on him. I saw him Friday a.m.,
before we left – he was so thankful. Fear had been conquered.
J.P. Kerr

For me the most
significant moment was the
realization of the beauty of
this place. It started on the
ride to San Juan where even
the contrast of the houses
and the hills struck me this
trip, not in the amount of
poverty or disarray but a
simple unrealistic harmony. I
do not know why this year
and not the other years that
this has hit me this way. I
found beauty everywhere, in
the colors, the landscape,
more so the people, the
missioners accepting the
new, shocking, and
unfamiliar with open arms
and specially the Dominican
people. Their graciousness
and hospitality. The hugs and smiles, the slaps on the shoulder. Yes, these beautiful people live in
conditions unheard of, or rather not spoke of for fear of a guilty conscience but somehow they find
harmony with it in a way that in my world I admire and maybe even envy.
It is easy in our society to feel hollow in the soul, many as we know fill this with material things
but here it is filled with life, family and most of all patience. I feel whole when I am here, exhausted yes!
But whole. I hope I can carry the beauty I find here, in all of its absurdity, with me until I can come again
and experience it all over again with fresh eyes and slightly damaged soul.
Ali Chromy

The same moment repeated itself
over and over again. The family
member looked straight into the
doctor’s eyes and with great
confidence proclaimed: “I know
that with God’s help and your skill
everything is going to be just fine.”
Pedro Carmona
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A Humbling Moment!
The OR Seat tic team wanted to say thank
you to the ladies in the instrument room. All week
they were waiting on us to bring them our
instruments and they would wash them, dry them,
and then wrap them once the trays were assembled.
They worked late nights in a hot room. They always
had a smile and worked with enthusiasm and showed
attention to detail. They cared, about doing a great
job and helping the Americans.
We had a box of Rocky Mountain chocolates
to give as a gift so Jolen and I went along with Pedro
to interpret and approached one of the ladies and
explained our gift was all we had. I expressed our
appreciation for all their hard work. She put her hand
to her heart smiled a big smile and said “We do it with
love.”
Kim Leppert

Thankfulness.
Important moments, there were many.
Watching my daughter evolve in her life. This was her fourth mission, first coming as a scrub
tech and then as a physician assistant. I was so proud of her skills in the operating room,
working with our surgeons, being involved in planning cases, problem solving, and seeing the
whole picture.
Feeling a real part of a team, being appreciated for planning and background work.
For being a mentor to our new mission members especially those whose jobs do not seem
maybe to them as glamorous or important as a surgeons or the medical people.
For Dennis for being the new guy, doling out supplies. For his enthusiasm and hard
work. For seeing through his eyes the wonders of the OR for seeing how his job was so
important to us.
For Steve and J.T. for being so open and caring to their patients, to their families and
to all the staff.
For my partner Jose for working with no instruments, always in good mood and never
complaining.
For all my friends who are here. For their incredible hard work, long hours and very
low pay. I thank each and every one.
This was one of my most busy and most satisfying missions. It never felt like work,
only fun, well maybe not for the one meltdown at the end. But I hope for forgiveness from my
friends.
Cece Williams
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Being my first time, I intentionally had no real expectations and I allowed everything to be
new. What I found in the Dominican Republic was a major contrast between a lush and beautiful
landscape and a struggling population not seemingly benefitting or existing in the same level as the
country.
Meeting many talented, dedicated, selfless team members was certainly a significant and
treasured experience. Seeing and interacting with the local people and even developing a limited
(mostly by language) relationship with people who had never seen me before was also very spiritual
for me. I guess seeing so many physical and economic needs and also seeing and being a small part of
an effort to ease just a few of those needs is very rewarding. And it reminds me of our faith teaching,
that feeding, clothing, caring, helping the least of God’s people is truly doing God’s work.
I have known for some time that all God’s children have value and that our status in this
world should not be measured by our birthplace, our possessions, or our own self image, but by how
we treat our fellow human beings. All of the things I have heard about the graciousness and spirit of
the Dominican people were confirmed on this trip and the basic goodness of mankind reinforced by
the members of our team.
Dennis Sweeney

Six or eight people are gathered around his
bed. The surgeon explains what needs to be the
next steps from the corner of the room; I noticed
the tears gathering in Tony’s eyes. Yesterday he
completed ten days, days in a hospital bed, his leg
stretched straight, with fractures above and below
the knee. Today he awakens in ICU, his leg now
fixed with a long rod, a plate and grafted bones. A
work of immense precision. The lesson he now has
to learn is to move about with diligence and no
weight on that leg for five months. His path to
healing is real. He is no longer just waiting… waiting
in a hospital bed. The people gathered around his
bed today are listening with awe and attention to
the explications, promises and precautions. The
silent and intense joy wells up from deep within.
The tears slip from Tony’s eyes, first one, then
another and then the flood.

I stand and watch and wait for the circle to
move away. Tony notices me; I give him the thumbs
up and more tears flow. The truth dawns the path
of life opens anew for him and he welcomes the gift
with tears. A new beginning blessed by his tears and
so many others healing in abundance – blessing in
plenty.
Sr. Bernie
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Mientras caminaba con rumbo al hospital pensaba mi “Dios” proteja mi familia mientras yo trabajo aquí quiérelos por mí,
protégelos de todo mal y peligro y déjame concentrarme en lo que hoy Tú tienes para mí en lo que Tú quieres que haga por Ti.
Espíritu Santo, ilumíname, ayúdame a ver, a escuchar el mensaje que Tú tienes hoy para mi, en el nombre de nuestro Señor
Jesucristo te lo pido. Amén.
Hoy la rutina parece igual todos muy ocupados, cada uno con su trabajo, mientras llevaba al paciente a la sala de recupera‐
ción me llamo la atención de una chica joven que estaba sentada en una silla de ruedas. La mire y seguí con mi rutina. El pa‐
ciente está en la cama, me aseguro que el este bien, que entienda por medio de la traducción los indicaciones de las enferme‐
ras para él.
Cuando termine, al salir me doy cuenta que Cindy está con ella. ¡La estaba abrasando y miro lágrimas en sus ojos! Sin pensar
dos veces me acerco y Cindy me explica brevemente la situación. Me la acerco converso con ella lagrimas corren por su
rostro. Dios ilumíname, permíteme llegar a su corazón y sin pensar más hablaba con ella. Sentía como si yo y ella estábamos
solas en la habitación pero con la presencia del Espíritu Santo. Sin preguntarle qué pasaba con ella a pesar de que sabía su
situación lo único que hacía es hablarle acerca de Jesús, de Su vida en este mundo, de cuanto El ha hecho por nosotros y de Su
amor hacia nosotros. Cuanto El nos ama a pesar de todo especialmente en momentos muy difíciles, mientras hablaba con ella
sus ojos empezaron a mírame con consolación, con resignación, finalmente una sonrisa le digo todo está bien, Dios está
contigo el te ama hoy más que nunca. La beso en su frente y me retiro seguía con mi rutina mientras está en otra operación
Teresa viene y me llama. ¿Loly me puedes ayudar? Claro respondo en que te puedo ayudar. ¿Hay una paciente a al cual no
estoy segura si ella me entiende, está llorando desconsoladamente podrías hablar tu con ella? Claro no hay problema, vamos,
donde esta, pregunto. ¡Llego a la habitación, era ella la misma chica que había conversado antes! Que pasa le pregunto,
háblame estoy aquí, no tengas pena. Me responde, mi bebe perdí, a mi bebe este es el segundo que pierdo. Mientras la
escucho mi pensamiento esta con el Espíritu Santo. Jesús abrázale fuerte, te necesita.
Mientras se desahogaba sentí la presencia de Jesús que emocionante. La miraba escuchándole de su gran tristeza, cuando
de pronto no más lagrimas. La sonrío y ella también me sonríe, todo está bien. ¡Imagínate corriendo, riendo, conversando con
Jesús to imaginas! Si me dice que hermosos conversa con El cuéntale todas tus penas El está contigo especialmente en este
momento, El te abraza con mucho cariño, no estás sola, nunca estas sola de ahora en adelante nunca mas estarás sola confía en
Él una oración para ti. Siempre llévale contigo especialmente cuando te sientes decaída. Repítala siempre cuando lo
necesitas:
‐ Jesús te amo. Confió en Ti. ‐
Tú cuentas conmigo y yo cuento contigo, te amo, gracias señora, me dice. Pero yo no lo a hecho, lo a hecho nuestro Señor
con Su Gracia y Bendición. Que Dios te bendiga y te cuide, fue la última vez que le vi, ni siquiera supe su nombre pero siempre
la voy a recordar. Yo se que Dios estaba con nosotros en este día y que el contaba conmigo. Que hoy fue un día para servirle a
El cómo lo quiera.
Si bien esta mañana de camino al hospital le preguntaba que es lo que hoy
tengo que hacer por El. Bueno esta Su respuesta, Dios nos da voluntad de
escucharle pero es nuestra decisión de abrir nuestros corazones y seguir Su
Voluntad, de estar siempre listos para seguir Sus Pasos y predicar Su Palabra. Esta
semana ha sido muy intensa, diferente de mis misiones anteriores. He
visto y sentido la compasión, el amor y dedicación de todos, cada uno
sembrando una semilla que en el futuro crecerá llenándose de muchos frutos.
Espero volver nuevamente para seguir dando cuanto pueda, estas experiencias han
sembrado en mi corazón, la gracia, voluntad y el infinito amor que Dios nos
tiene y que lo hagamos de hoy en adelante sea con la misma pasión que hemos
tenido durante esta misión. Recordemos todos juntos:
“Jesus I love You. I trust in You.”
I count on You and You count on me ‐
God bless you all.
Dolores Ziegler
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The invisible people of
“Las Lomas”
We arrive Saturday night at
San Juan de la Maguana, tired
from a long trip from the
Capital. The next day on
Sunday at the clinic our
invisible people of Las Lomas
filled our waiting room at the
clinic; they all became visible.
The week continued all the
people’s families and friends
filled our hospital ward and
hallways. Our Las Lomas
people, together with the mission staff became the center of attention of the hospital hallways. The family
caring for the patients, our medical staff and nurses also caring for them, all became visible.
The mission continued on, and as the week progressed our people started leaving the hospital and leaving
empty beds at the hospital floor, they became invisible again. Now it’s time for us to also go home.
Altagracia, one of the Dominican helpers in our mission that I never met before in my life, came to me with
teary eyes said to me “Thank you doctor”, she then proceeded to give me a hug; then she whispered in my ear
“Whatever you have done with the mission, with my people it cannot be repaid in this lifetime, because my poor
people died here every day; screaming in pain and in bed alone, because no one cares about them. You have
changed their lives.” I said thank you and I walked away. Little did she know that it was already paid to me with
something more valuable than anything else in life, Generosity and Gratitude as a proof of God’s love.
So now that the mission is over the people of Las Lomas, that for just a week became visible and important are
going home and are becoming invisible again.
Wilfredo Vega

I especially enjoyed Fr. Fred’s meeting and homily. His description of
“Sin” and how we should treat “Sin” with grace, really hit home with
me. It made me feel special the way he pointed out that we were sent
as the carriers of this grace. I never looked at myself as being special –
but here in the Dominican I learned the true meaning of the word. I
have never been so inspired as I have been this past week to have met
and joined with some of the most sincere, caring and giving people.
The team went over and above the call of duty in every sense. I have
never felt so welcomed, so appreciated and so loved by a group of
people who had never met me before. I saw magic performed by the
dedicated doctors and their teams. I saw a new quality of life for those
touched by us – and for those who will be touched by them. I pray that
God grants me the time and the means by which I can do this again. I
can honestly say that I have only one regret – that I had not started this
many years ago.
Christine Pratti

All this is the result of “Sin”
(“Sin”[pronounced seen] – in English means without)
I saw a young man wearing girl’s sandals. I don’t have to ask why –
“Sin”. I saw patient after patient with broken bones that healed improperly
‐ I don’t have to ask why.
I saw an entire ward full of people with cholera ‐ I don’t have to ask why.
I saw people begging and eyes that were sad ‐ I don’t have to ask why.
Then I saw groups of people, ready to serve, anxious folks wanting to do
more.
I saw this same group, rise early every morning and start their day with
simple things to ponder and prayer.
This group brought water to the people who had none, medication to
those who had none, medication to those who were in pain. There were
tears of sadness when we had to refuse a patient for a much needed
surgery; tears of joy when familiar faces returned to see us again, because
they love us. These are the things that somehow combat the “Sin”. People
loving people and making a difference in a few live; this is what Jesus has
sent us out to do. We are listening Lord. We are Your servants.
Peggy Niehoff
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During these
past weeks there were
many moments and
experiences that remain
close to my heart. There
was one that will remain
with me forever and that
was a patient who came
for a routine surgery
procedure with her
family by her side. After
the surgery, the surgeon
told the family, he was
unable to perform the
surgery because she had
cancer. After the
surgery, I had the
opportunity to provide
care to this patient. The
love and caring I saw her
family provide to her
was very touching.
The family
continued to be with her and showed her caring and kindness each and every moment. This patient
despite her own health issues was telling the other patients in her room that they would be feeling
better after their surgeries. The concern she showed to these patients really inspired me because she
was not focused on herself but on the other people who would have a recovery from their surgery.
Patricia Cumming

The sun shines on the mountain
as the son of God shines on our
soul. Each of us reflects that light
in all that we do. The gentle voice
of the interpreter, as he warms
the heart of the patients. It is
reflected in the calmness of his
eyes. The cries of the children
turned to laugher by the reflec‐
tion of the light of Jesus in the
souls of the volunteers. It is what
it is.
Ronald Wlodarczak

Thank you God for placing Theresa in my path this week. She is petite, German,
blond, blue eyed, 24 year old that we met in Vallejuelo at the home of the lady that fed us
lunch, while working moving medical supplies to the hospital. She has been living with her
family since September and she will stay for one year working with the youth of the area. She
asked if we needed help and we accepted on the spot. She started smile and willing to help
anyway.
As the first week was coming to an end, I found myself tired and dreading the
weekend and week two. Theresa asked me, where one of the patients was and I took her to
her. I decided to take a break and stayed with Theresa, while she was talking with the young
girl. As I paid attention to what she was doing, I realized I was losing my focus on being with
the patients and concentrating on task. Her attitude of sitting with the patients, holding hands,
looking into their eyes and just being there gave me peace and I was able to refocus my
behavior. I learned not to lose sight of why we are here “helping and giving comfort to all
patients.” I feel very privileged to have met the next generation that is willing to work and
give of themselves so selflessly.
God thanks again for placing her in my way so I could listen to your message.
Luz S. Euribe
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Our week in San Juan for the surgical mission is always such a mix of feelings – joy at seeing team
members again, frustration at the time required to sort through the chaos of Sunday and assigning surgery
days and times, gratitude to our God who gives us so many blessings, and who sends peace to our days, and
relaxation at the end of the day (Thank goodness for the rooftop at El Libano!)
I remember specifically the love and concern in the eyes of one father when he came to the recovery
room to be with his teenage son. At first glance, you wouldn’t think much of him – a small, wiry man who
walked in holding his motorcycle helmet. But then you realize, ‘He has a helmet’! Not very usual in the DR!.
My first instinct (so wrong) is that this man isn’t what you want in a father. I am thinking of my preconceived
idea of ‘motorcycle man’ –
sort of along the lines of
gang member. And then
the care and loving
concern in his eyes for his
son who is just waking up
from the anesthesia
showed me that we are all
children of God and
parents everywhere love
their children and hurt
when they hurt. And the
son obviously has felt the
love of his father as shown
in his response to the hugs
and caresses. So tender
and so loving.
Father God, thank you for
reminding me that we are
all human beings, made to
love one another and You.
Ann & Tom Carrasquillo

“Tempus Fugit Mememto Mori” – Time Flies Remember Death
One of the themes for morning reflection was the appreciation of time and
how fleeing it is. this coming year I will have been a doctor for 40 years and
on too many occasions I have had to deal with death and dying and still to
this day it has always given me difficulty. I still remember the death of my
father and the how hard it was for me even to this day. On this mission trip
I received a better perspective on dying from a young priest who just
discovered that his mother will be dying very soon. Yes he is mourning but
at the same time he is celebrating her past and future life. He is not angry
but on the contrary he is looking forward to the rewards that await her. I
can only hope that when my time comes I too will be celebrating my future.
Dr. Tomas Carrasquillo

This is my third mission trip. I love this country. I love
these people; and for the kindness they had given me, years ago,
I still owe a huge karmic debt and I am glad to have a chance to
repay. It is a long story, but at no other time do I so regret my
career decision as on these mission trips.
In college, I wanted to be a doctor; dad said, “No, be a
nurse.” I rebelled and became an anthropologist with the goal of
helping people in third world countries develop – their way!
(!What did Fr. Fred say about sin?!) Still, during the ten years I
lived in Santo Doming, maybe I left something good behind, but I
know far more was given to me.
A surgical mission; I am still dreaming.
Interpreters were a dime a dozen this year. It is hard to watch
other live out your dreams and all you can do is stand in the way
somewhere, hoping for an opportunity to be of a little service
somewhere. I admire all the participants on our team; their
skills, love, and generosity. I have taken some small steps to get somewhere in the medical field; I am enrolled in A&P II
now. Someday I will get there and have much, much more to give on a medical mission.
Still, as always, the biggest GIANTS were the Dominican people we served. I bet someone else will tell
Candido’s story, so I will talk about Rogelio. On Thursday, I worked with Sharon, interpreting so that she could give
hearing tests and fit hearing aids. Rogelio had waited all day; he struggle to be patience till his turn, finally towards the
end of the day. Ten years ago, he was kicked by a donkey while out plowing in the fields and became almost totally
deaf shortly after that. It became clear to Sharon during the test that he was raising his hand just to please her and save
face, but he couldn’t really hear anything of what was going on. Still smiling and determined, she looked across the
spread on her table and selected an apparatus and place it in his ear.
I wish I could have been there to see the smile wash over his face and the light flashed in his eyes. He raised
his hands and exclaimed: “Jesuscristo bajo del cielo!” (“Jesus Christ has come down from heaven!”). Sharon explained
that the emotion was because he had just reconnected with the world around him by hearing some of the sound,
though it might take time and he might never comprehend words again. He grabbed her hand and arm in a caress and
renamed her, his “Paloma blanca” or white dove. He was so happy! His son was there trying to take it in too. After a
few more exclamations of joy, I took him outside to provide instructions for care of the apparatus. At Sharon’s
suggestion, I spoke slowly and right in his face and said he should take the hearing aid out at night (de noche)…si, de
noche he repeated back to me. He was hearing and understanding my words! Wow, what a humbling miracle…the
blind shall see and the deaf shall hear…just like the Bible says.
Although I feel many door have been slammed in my face in this life time, and my all too sensitive heart has
been broken to pieces far too many times to count (and many, many more blessings have been received) I finally have
to learn from Candido and Rogelio to HAVE FAITH – a deep and solid faith – against all odds and through the toughest
trials that life can provide. Thanks Sharon. Thanks, Pat and Patty too, for all you taught me on the floor, I dearly
appreciated that. Nurses like you and Cindy, Trish, Luz, Kathy, Kristen and Barbara – ok, you are OR techs, Clair (and
soon Eden) Nancy, and Woody too (ha,ha) really do hard and beautiful work! You are all fantastic! Thanks Sister Bernie
for giving me one more chance to work and walk among your giants.
Oh and dear Jesus, THANKS for one more really beautiful gift; Father Hilario will be coming to my
neighborhood in Pierson on December 1st. I will do my anthropological thing and to help him get introduced and
integrated into the community right from the start. At least that I am very good at that. This will be a very big and
special blessing for our mostly Mexican farm working communities.
My love, thoughts, prayers, and admiration to all of you, GOD BLESS YOU ALL, (Docs, nurses, nuns,
anesthetists, OR techs, pharmacists, interpreters, Theresa, wherever you are, and specially our Dominican friends),
each and everyone!
Lisa Doig
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My favorite part of the trip was the kids. I love kids. The kids in the
morning would brighten up my day. This whole trip will have a great spiritual
impact on me. I really enjoyed the experience. You know you have done right,
when you see that smile on that person’s face.
God was with us throughout the whole trip, watching over us. All the
patients went home happy and all the volunteers did to. For this being my first
mission trip, I can say that I would definitely come back.
Eden Ortiz

Upon arriving in the Dominican Republic, I did not expect to be met with such openness and
kindness. Everyone was so welcoming and made me feel so at home. There were several people that
I met that made me feel as if I’d known them for years. One person that sticks out in my mind is a
young guy that was my same age. I remember him well because to meet a person who is so kind and
to be going though something as tragic as he was at such a young age is something that I had never
experienced before.
I couldn’t imagine as his same age, going through the same thing he was, and as hard as it
was to have a gentle heart. He was so kind to all of us visitors, and his attitude was amazing. There
are so many things we take for granted in our world today, and I think people is one of them. If this
young man could still be as compassionate as he was in the condition he was in, I think we can all
open our heart a little more to each other, I will never forget him.

Ellen Downing
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I am supposed to write my story about
this mission trip and after pondering, I realized
that in reality, I do not have a story. I was just a
witness of many stories unfolding in front of my
eyes. Each story comes also with some teaching
about love, patience, suffering, sharing among
others. From doctors to patients, everyone has
something that I can learn from. I was able to see
all the teaching from JESUS come alive. Matthew
22:38‐39.
38

This the first and greatest commandment

39 And the second is like it: ‘Love your neighbor
as yourself’.
I met my first patient on Monday, a sweet lady named Augustina, suffering from a gallbladder stone.
She had not been eating for days, just a little bit of milk and water. Even with all that pain, she did not com‐
plain. When it was time to go surgery, I wished her the best. I started doing other duties when I realized that
Dr. Tom was out of the OR and had gone to the doctor’s room and was talking to Augustina’s family. They
found out that her gallbladder pain was in reality cancer, and it had metastasized to the liver and other organs.
A few minutes later, I spoke to her oldest son, a priest in town. He was going to talk to the Cardinal, hoping the
Cardinal could do the Anointing of the Sick; he was very humble in his request. I make a comment to him (in
my ignorance) that maybe Augustina will appreciate it more if the anointing came from him, her own son. He
looked at me and smiled. I found out later that he did the anointing and departed to Santo Domingo to take a
biopsy sample to a pathology lab. It was a very emotional and rewarding day for me, the first of many to come.
We need to appreciate each moment of our lives, lives in the present, loving and sharing all that God
gives us, because maybe we have not tomorrow.
Cándido, a 68 year old male with prostate cancer, came to have surgery to remove his prostate. He is
a very outgoing person and I felt a connection with him. I was with him when Ricky came to talk to him about
the anesthesia. He agreed to everything that the Dr. said and did not question anything about the whole
procedure as he repeated several times that his trust was in GOD. He showed a lot of faith, patience and trust
in GOD. One of the most important lessons that I learned from all these people is gratitude. They are so happy
with so little; grateful for everything they have.
These are a few of
the many stories that I was
able to experience. However,
these two connected with me
in a special way. GOD used
every situation in this mission
to teach me something, and
one thing that I learned is that
no matter how much you give,
GOD gives you even more.

Carlos Rodriguez

It was hot and late. It had been a long day. Eusebio, a 14 year old with
hearing loss for more than 7 years (I suspect longer) was tired and getting
disinterested in our persistent testing. Mom told us that he spoke very little,
rarely communicated in sentences and only said “mama, comida, hambre.” He did
not communicate with his friends and was having a difficult time at school.
Eusebio presented to our clinic to be evaluated and see what could be
done to help this teenager with suspected hearing loss and not speech
development. They had seen someone at the capital city who had done an
audiogram about 2 – 3 years ago. Mom had brought this analysis with her and it
showed a scoping mild to severe high frequency hearing loss. This type of hearing
loss is more typical of a noise induced hearing loss not one that would be affecting
a 14 year old boys hearing and speech. His audiologic exam was otherwise normal
and mom related no specific or localizing medical history.
Luckily, Sharon had come on this mission and she began her testing. It
took a few minutes to get the movements clear but the testing showed consistent
responses in the normal range! We were surprised at these finding considering
the history and lack of speech. The tones were presented several times and the
results always showed normal. We asked more questions. I stood behind
Eusebio and asked him to turn his head, left his arm, point to his mom but he
could not hear me. We had his mom call him and again he did not hear or
respond to her voice commands. We were a bit confused
by our “normal” findings and the prior audiometric
findings in a teenager with very apparent speech and
language issues. We asked more question of mom. We
decided to go with our clinical reader than current
objective findings and Sharon placed behind the ear
hearing aid on Eusebio and we started testing it. His eyes
widen and the largest smile I have ever seen came upon
his face when he heard human voices for the first time!
He was able to hear his mother’s voice for the first time!
This moment was my “miracle” moment. To have been
part of this single moment that will change this young
man’s life forever – to allow him to begin to interact with
others – is a miracle and became my most significant
event in my spiritual journey on this trip to San Juan de la
Maguana. I will always remember that smile and their joy
when he heard for the first time!

Dennis Diaz
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I brought a smile. I hope I did.
Have no idea on what they said.
To take their thoughts away from pain.
I brought a smile I hope I did.
Our days were long, together we worked.
I brought a smile I hope I did.
Our work is over, I brought a smile.
Now go forth and spread your smile.

Andy Honer

Each year we gather together,
the returning volunteers and the new
volunteers. The returning ones are all
happy to see our old friends and the
new ones not knowing what to expect.
We come from all over the U.S. and from all walks of life. We come to give
of ourselves for all our own reasons. I come to give back for all I have been
blessed with in my life and to do whatever I can to help. Each year I look
forward to the mission and the week always flies by. As we get ready to go
home I always find myself hoping it was longer.
It always amazes me that whoever comes: doctors, nurses,
anesthesiologists and our blessed translators and all our very important
helpers. That we are able to gel into such a well oiled machine that works
so well to serve the people who come to us for help. Many of us have
never met, yet we each fall into the place we need to serve like we have
been working together a long time.
I truly believe this is God’s loving hands guiding us as we serve his
people who put their complete trust in him and us to take care of them. I
truly believe we all get so much more out of our service than we give.
Nancy Wlodarczak

Today is my last evening in “heaven”. (A hotel room with a shower, with warm water, with walls
made of stone, with electricity the whole day…) I had three bottles of my German mother’s milk and went to
bed early to write my homework: these memories and thoughts about the last two weeks. My reasons for
being in the Dominican Republic are getting an idea what I could do with my life and helping people that
really need support. I try to be patient and I try to walk through my days with open eyes until the “right
things” happen to me. And suddenly, I was in the middle of this mission. It is such a big coincidence that I
think it is supposed to be this way.
Concerning my reason to be here: I made a huge step in a new/right (?) direction. I met a lot of
wonderful people; people from the team as well as Dominicans. I might not be able to remember the faces
but I will remember the stories. I learned a lot about reality, about responsibility, different lifestyles, respect,
faith, what it means to take care of someone or what it means to be satisfied and thankful. There were
things that made me feel deeply sad and others that were overwhelming positive – two weeks full of contra‐
dictions.
I had my worst moments when I realized how the Dominican patients and emergencies sometimes
were treated (or not treated). On the other hand I had my best moment with a 13 year old girl that had sur‐
gery on both legs: I was with her when she made her first steps.
All in all I would like to finish with the words: I appreciate every single moment that I was allowed
to take part in. Muchas gracias.
Theresa Klinber
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Chairs were clattering along the floor as everyone inched their
chairs forward to try to get a better view of the graduates. The
chatter of voices filled with pride and excitement filled the air.
Family and friends were uniting to celebrate the great accom‐
plishments of their loved one. Then the graduates paraded
into the room to the uplifting music played by the band.
Words of wisdom, encouragement, and pride were spoken by
the university president. At last came the reading of the
names. When we heard Tofi’s name being called; we yelled,
clapped and cheered. We wanted him to know how proud we
are of him. After the ceremony there was a sea of faces, but
we found Tofi quickly with his tall capped head above the
crowd. The whole family and many friends were there to con‐
gratulate him. Hugs abounded. Everyone felt honored to be a
part of the celebration. I was thrilled to meet his family and be
welcomed into their home. We are all so proud of Tofi, and it
was a wonderful experience to participate in the celebration
of his graduation. Education is the hope for the future.

Christie Pickeral

Many years ago in the village of
Guayabal, I met a young boy of ten
years named Tofi. Tofi despite
being very, very tall for his age was
reserved, soft spoken, and very shy.
He was shy, but was the best chess
player in the village. Young and old,
Dominicano or Americano, nobody
could beat him. I played chess as a
young child but not well. However, I
found chess was a way to
communicate and bond with Tofi.
Our friendship began over a chess
board and has grown over the last
fifteen years. He became the son,
my husband and I never had.
As the years passed, we watched
Tofi grow up; first from grade
school to high school, then high
school to college.

Ann Farrell
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In October I visited the Mission in Dominican Republic with some
goals that included teaching a little science to the children up in the
mountains. I took various materials with me, including light‐up bracelets.
I was unable to teach the children on the hill due to unforeseeable
events. I worked with the teachers, instead, at their formation day, showing
them concepts that they had read about, but had not experienced.
Down at the high school, the children were feverishly studying for exams and it was not an
appropriate time to add more information. On my last night, we took out the light‐up bracelets to
share during the September Birthdays celebration, as sort of party favors. The celebration took
place during “Snack” time, which is a regular event every evening. The children followed directions
to break the barrier in the bracelets between the chemicals, and were OK with the results, but it
was not spectacular. Sr. Bernie slipped over to the doorway and turned out the lights so that the
children could see the chemistry reaction better. The “Ohs” and “Ahs!” All the children were
surprised and delighted. This reminded me of toddlers first experiencing Christmas tree lights, all
the awe and excitement.
The excitement around the table was my reward for patiently waiting. At last I was able to
share some science with children, and the effect was more than I had imagined.

Marie Ruckstuhl

Spring 2011 La Loma, DR
To: Family and Friends
The third trip this year. My Spanish vocabulary is growing. The 5thgrade students now respond in English to
What is your name? and How are you? They beam with pride and I do too!
Marianne Rhode
June 22, 2011
English Summer Camp At St Maximillian Kolbe, the middle school
and Senora de la Altagracia, the elementary school in Los Frios
To; Family and Friends,
The walk with the children from La Cucarita begins each awesome
day! Gratitude is felt and expressed for this "challenging" hour on
steep, rocky, jutted road. Little "kids" at Los Frios Elementary in
the morning so eager to learn. Faces and eyes revealing their
stories. Shouts of Manaña and tomorrow follow the team as we
leave. At St Max .5th, 6th and 7th grader learning English thru
song. Thirteen 8th graders taught from Super Goal the English
Book used by Loyola Polytechnic Institute the School 10 of them
hope to gain entrance. Walking back to La Cucarita the students
are singing songs in English from this year and past years.
Marianne Rhode
July 4, 2011
On the road to Los Frios
Today Valencia begins Science Camp with the Middle School
Students at St. Maximillian Kolbe. Their group has gone very early
to make sure all is ready. I am coming later to offer support and
am walking alone.
Approaching the last long hill before the road from Los Guayuyos
joins in, from above me I hear: “What is your name?”, and I reply
and send the question back to them.
I look up and see five students and they answer one by one.
I shout asking: “How are you?”, and again each answers
individually, “I am happy.”
My question back thom is: “Why are you happy?”
Together they scream: “Because we are going to school.”
One of the goals of ESC was to engage the students in conversation and they had initiated this one.
They wait for me where the two roads join and we “pound” and give high fives.
The small beginnings of “conversation in English” continue. God’s grace abounds.
Marianne Rhode
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Faith Camp at La Cueva and La Cucarita 7/19 ‐ 7/16, 2011
Monday, July 11th
Laughter filled the morning gathering.
All 26 of us filled with eagerness and a bit of apprehension.
Challenged by both the hour plus walk and teaching.
Understanding that we are in this together.
Excited to finally be doing what we prepared to do.
Valuing the God given gifts of team members and participants.
Attitude is one of gratitude.
Lunch each day at both sites is a simple P&J sandwich.
Absorbing so much and sharing each evening at Reflections.
Comprehending the limitations and potential of the children.
United each day with different missioners.
Choosing to give fully of self.
Allowing the children to teach me.
Realizing I am being called to change and changing.
Increasingly aware of living simply so others may simply live.
Thanking God for the opportunity to be part of this Mission.
Amen ‐‐‐ So be it! Vaya con Dios ‐‐‐‐ Siempre.
Marianne Rhode
Saturday, July 2, 2011San Cristobal, DR
Loyola Polytechnic Campus
To: Family and Friends
At 9AM the results for those who had taken the
entrance exam were available. What a privilege to accompany
Sr. Bernie on this mission. Ten letters, not in envelopes but
stapled so to see the name of the potential student but not the
hoped for word‐Admitido.
Working slowly and carefully so not to harm the
appearance of the letter the staples are removed from each. #1 admitido and we sang Alleluia! #2 admitido, and
we sang Alleluia and so it continued through #8 and #9 and yes # 10. Alleluia and praise and thanks to God. All
had been admitted A call to Fr Fred. to share the exceptional news was filled with joy.
On Sunday the news spread
quickly in the hills . There was a meeting
of the parents who laughed and cried
and wore expressions of great pride. But
I also noted parents faces expressing
concern. As a parent I related to the
concern of children leaving home and
growing up and especially to where will
the $$$$/pesos come from to do this.
Prayers for the parents became a
priority.
Marianne Rhode

Sunday November 13, 2011 AM
12:01 Am
Residence on Loyola Campus
San Cristobal, DR

To: Family and Friends
Saturday evening Mass was on the schedule. We would walk to a
parish church about a mile away. This allowed the students to
participate in review sessions studies on Sunday morning.

Wendis, Digna, Scarlyn Maria,
Bianellys, Alfredo, Guidelby,
Johan, Antonidy

Not on the schedule was the incentive program, a stop after Mass for a
one scoop ice cream cone for each and a second scoop for a few who were using English with me a good part of the
time.
Not on the schedule were the heavy rains that arrived about 5:30 PM with bands of rain arriving about 10 minutes
apart. A phone called to Bernie affirmed my decision not to try to walk.
Mass was rescheduled for Sunday morning at 11 on Campus
Yes, I was disappointed that I could not use the incentive pro‐
gram to increase English being spoken. So, what to do? In
between the bands I hastened to a store front and purchased the
variety of small individual snack bags they had ‐‐‐23 and I needed
21.

Luisa, Larissa, Maria, Blander,
Santa, Luis Jose, Francelina,
Frankelina, Yoelina

At 9:00 PM, the usual time the residence gather at the end of
the day for a small package of crackers or cookies and a drink, all
were on the porch. Prayer took form in song. First a hymn in
Spanish and then in English "Open my eyes Lord" . taught to
them the summer of 2009.

Next, I dumped the snacks on the table and with 2 extra everyone had a choice. Such noise, excitement and
happiness over an individual 1 to 2 ounce package. Thanks were expressed loudly in English.
Then, I witnessed most of them approaching another and offering a chip from their bag.
What little they had was being shared.

Elmi

Thank you Wendy, Digna Bianelly, Alfredo, Scarlyn Maria, Guidelby, Johan, Antonidy,
Elmi, Luisa, Santa Larissa, Luis Jose, Frankelina, Blander, Francelina, Maria, and Yoelina.
I see Jesus in each of you and you have called me to a deeper relationship with him.
Marianne Rhode
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