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*PRAY 
 

It may be my most memorable Pentecost. I once traveled to an area devastated 

by poverty in the developing nation of Guatemala. I had heard about this area for many 

years from my friend Mike Armstrong and others. Our church helped build a medical 

clinic there and wanted to see what it was all about. The missionaries who run the 

organization, Ken and Lois, had stopped to meet with me when they were in town. As 

compelling as their stories were, as poignant as the pictures may be, I knew that I 

needed to see it for myself.  

 Our Minister for Congregational Care, Rev. Dr. Deb Kaiser-Cross, and a member 

of our Board of Mission and Outreach, Duncan Varty, and his wife, Judy, were planning 

a trip there to see what it was all about. I was due to be out of the country with another 

group, but that got canceled, so, suddenly, I had free time in my schedule (which rarely 

happens.) Since I was already scheduled to be gone and not preach, I decided to join 

the trip and see things firsthand. Deb, Duncan and Judy returned on Thursday morning, 

but I decided to stay through the weekend. That Sunday was Pentecost Sunday, the 

day that we celebrate the birth of the church. 

Our first morning there, when we arrived at the Clinic, there were already lines of 

people outside waiting to see the doctor and the dentist. Appointments at the clinic 

typically take a long time, because often the patient has never seen a doctor in their life. 

Getting medical history from someone who has never seen a doctor is quite time 

consuming. 
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As we walked into the clinic that day, I’ll never forget seeing the picture of our 

church hanging on the wall. Tears immediately filled my eyes. After touring the clinic 

and education center, we learned that one of the local village councils had asked if they 

could host us during the morning. They wanted us to see firsthand how far they had to 

walk from their village to access the care of our clinic. They walk miles through the fields 

of a coffee bean plantation, crossing over barbed wire, to seek the medical attention 

that you make possible.  

At one point, during our hike, I looked over at Deb and exclaimed: “I have to get 

to the gym more.” And then I looked further and there was a woman doing this same 

walk with a baby strapped to her back.  

 On our way to the village from the clinic, we saw firsthand the day-to-day lives 

that people were living. Unventilated stoves in their huts fill those huts with thick smoke 

that I could barely stay in long enough to attempt to take a picture before my coughing 

became too bad. And yet, they are in those huts their entire lives, dying from 

preventable lung diseases. We saw the lack of clean drinking water and indoor 

plumbing. And we saw that there was no road to access the medical clinic or much else. 

 When we arrived at the village, they seated us at the front table, as if we were 

royalty. The president of the council called his community together in the room and 

welcomed those from a nearby village who were also there. The room grew quiet, the 

president of the council bowed his head and he prayed in Spanish, a language that I do 

not speak. And as his prayer soared through the rafters of their community building, 

escaping to God through the holes in the tin roof, this morning’s first reading came to 

my mind: “…I am not ashamed, for I know the one in whom I have put my trust…” 



[3] 
 

 These beautiful people could have been resentful or downtrodden. But instead, 

they are filled with hope and perseverance. They are committed to making the lives of 

their children better than their own. They were speaking in a language that is not my 

own and I could still sense the passion and commitment they have to improving their 

lives and their world. It was as Pentecostal as I have ever been.  

On this World Communion Sunday, I think about Christians all over the world. Some will 

gather in beautiful, temperature-controlled places of worship like this, and some in 

developing nations will barely be able to scrape together a loaf of bread and a cup of 

wine.  

 But we will each celebrate Communion, although in our own way. Some will have 

formal liturgies and prayers of confession led by well-educated clergy. Others will have 

a lay person passing the elements and saying: “Take this bread and this wine, given for 

you.” But I believe that, collectively, we will all be saying: “…I am not ashamed, for I 

know the one in whom I have put my trust…” 

 That day in Guatemala, after we had the beautiful experience with the villagers, I 

thought to myself: “Oh great, now I have to walk back to the clinic.” And every downhill 

was now going to be an uphill. Then, unexpectedly, a truck from the clinic showed up to 

take us back to the clinic and that’s when I really understood the power of God. 

 As we were riding back in that truck, I turned to my friend Amilcar, who was 

driving, and asked what the vehicle was used for. He explained that it is the emergency 

transport truck. When the clinic receives word of an urgent medical need, they send this 

truck to that village to drive the person to the clinic. As I looked at the aging vehicle, 
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without air conditioning, I thought to myself, you would have to be very ill to be 

comforted by this vehicle showing up to help save you.  

 And so, today, this church wants to change that. I would like to invite David 

Hindman, the chairperson of our Board of Mission and Outreach; Rev. Dr. Deb Kaiser-

Cross, our Minister for Congregational Care; Ann Olson, our Moderator; Judy Varty who 

was with us that day in Guatemala (and we trust that Duncan’s spirit is with us here 

today); and Ken and Lois Werner to join me here for a special presentation: 

[Check Presentation to People For Guatemala and $12,000 request to Congregation] 
[Invite ushers forward and offer Prayer of Dedication] 

 
 
 


