My experiences in the Dominican Republic

The first two weeks


Somewhat of a transition time between leaving the States and moving to the DR for three months.  It was a hard time for me as I felt unfulfilled in the work that I was doing.  I met two amazing guys who were working with YFC as well for the summer and without them there, I would have been extremely lonely.  For me leaving the friendships and family in the States was the hardest thing that I had ever had to do.  I had dreaded it for a long time and now that it had finally happened, I felt that my heart had been crushed and run over by the heavy wheels of the airplane that took me to this far off country in the mysterious Caribbean.  I was taken away from everything familiar to me and I was willingly leaving my life solely in the hands of my Lord and Savior.  While I can look back and say that it was one of the best times of my life and I learned so much, I also look back remembering that I thought I would never make it.  That I would never be able to survive the three months until my weekend home.  


But I did make it and the time flew by so quickly.  Those first two weeks were filled with learning to lead a short-term team and leading them through the mission process.  It was so amazing and I “fell in love” with short-term missionaries.  It was a gift to watch them serve the Lord, some for the first time out of their country and realize how great and how big our Lord is.  It was awesome to take them through the villages and watch their faces change and their minds be changed forever as they realized what it was like to live away from what they were used to.  I was amazed over and over again how much I enjoyed leading the group and leading them through orientation when the other leaders were gone.  I loved being more than just a member of the team, and being someone that could impart my experiences with them.  I also loved learning from each one of them, how I could be more like Christ.  Watching people from all different backgrounds come together to serve the Lord was like watching a tapestry be woven together to form a perfect design.  I saw the Body of Christ unified far from all our disputes and disagreements in the States.  I saw the Body of Christ the way that it should be everywhere.  I watched their hearts be touched by the Christians in the Dominican and I watched their hearts be softened and touched by God.  He placed the Dominican in their hearts and they will take their experiences back to their churches and back to their friends and share of the great things that they saw.  


I learned that this is what I want to do in missions, besides the long term work that goes on all the time, I want to give people the opportunity to experience God through missions and allow them to be a part of God changing lives.  I want to enable and encourage people to do missions outside of the States.  I also want to enable people to come to a point where they have to depend completely on Christ in a place that they are unfamiliar with.  I had no idea what the Dominican would hold and I had no idea how I was going to make it through without knowing anyone, but I did make it, and God was my only way through it.  

Before leaving, I said to a friend, that I wished I was on my way to Colorado again, to the Focus on the Family Institute, because then I would know that everything would be ok.  I have been through that once and I know how wonderful it was.  I wish that I could do that summer over again rather than this new and scary thing.  Isn’t that so true in our lives that we want to do the things that we are comfortable with.  The things that we have done before and that we know will end well.  I had the same feelings when I left for these six months that I did when I left for Colorado the summer before.  I had no idea what to expect, but I knew that I would be changed forever and that God was leading me there.  I was excited and nervous and unsure, but God was right there next to me, holding my hand and saying, “This is the way, walk in it.”  So I walked, so I went, so I followed.  


I have been told that the first 40 days away from home are the worst and then it cycles every six months.  Let me tell you that most of the 40 days were ok as long as I didn’t take time to think about what I was missing at home.  As long as I didn’t stop to think of how long it would be before I saw all my friends and family at home.  As long as I didn’t think about how long it would be before I sat and drank Starbucks with a friend or watched the sun set over my ocean.  The first two weeks were probably some of the hardest because everything was so fresh in my mind.  The wound was new and it was just beginning to heal.  I was working with YFC groups and getting to meet some amazing people, but I was still missing everything back home.  I was doing construction and VBS with the kids in the neighborhoods.  I was having fun and learning a lot.  I wasn’t doing what I had expected to be doing, but I knew that God was in control.  God didn’t share this with me until I was in Peru, but He let me know that what I was doing was not a mistake, it was His perfect plan for my time there.  I learned about doing what God had planned for my time rather than what I had planned for my time.

“This thing that I wanted to do for You, Lord, I have not been allowed to do.  I thought you had gifted me especially for this task—in other circumstances the gift has been obvious.  It’s needed here, it seems to me.

“Trust me, child, to make a way when the time comes.  Trust me to open doors when I want you to serve me.  Do not assume that the job is yours simply because you are good at it.  I have other plans for you, plans which will open a way for you to learn to know Me.  Is that not far better?  Isn’t that what you have asked for beyond all else?”

“Yes, Lord.  Help my unbelief.”

Elizabeth Elliot from Music of His Promises


My time is the Lords, my life is the Lords, let Him do with it as He pleases, let me not take anything back from Him.  Let me give freely all that I am and all that I will be.  Let my time not be my own and my plans not keep me from doing what He has planned.  Let me be open to whatever and wherever He calls.

“Walking by faith means putting one foot in front of the other—with both eyes on God.  Lord, help me walk by faith.”

I don’t know the author of that.


The first group that I worked with was a high school Campus Life group from the States.  They were great kids and worked very hard while they were in the Dominican.  I connected with one of the ladies that was leading and she was a doll and we were able to discuss a lot of the things going on with the trip.  I had only been there a few days and came into the middle of the project as they had started a week before I arrived and yet they were asking me questions.  I learned very quickly how everything worked so that I could be there to help them out if they needed anything.  We spent a wonderful few days together.  We went to a Haitian refugee camp on the last day that we were together to do VBS for the kids there.  We walked through the camp and it was the poorest area that I had ever seen.  The children were adorable and we picked them up and gathered them into our arms to bring them to the VBS that the group had prepared for them.  My heart was shattered as I saw their living conditions and prayed that they would not know the hopelessness that seemed to permeate through the camp.  I prayed that they would know the One, True Hope and that they would be connected with Him forever.


The second group had been here the year before and knew how things worked. They were a singles/young adults group from a church in Sarasota, Florida.  They were awesome and I went with Alex to pick them up from the airport and then did orientation with them.  We had a great time that week doing a variety of different things including moving a mountain of dirt into a ramp.  The job that never ended was never finished and when I went back at the end of the summer to the church I realized that the ramp had never been finished and the mountain (which was now only a hill) still stood.  This is where I learned that doing what you are asked to doesn’t always make sense, but that doesn’t matter.  Doing what we are called by God to do doesn’t always make sense either, but we must still do it.  God is good and has a purpose for it all.  During this trip I was approached once again to lead short-term missions by the pastor of the group at his church in Sarasota, FL.  Knowing that the job would keep me in the States for even longer, I had to decline for now, knowing that I am called away for long term work.  But the idea stuck in the back of my mind as something that I would love to do.  And God continued to shape my ideas for the future.  

Two more weeks


Here began my first project with MMI.  I spent that Saturday alone waiting for the group to come in.  There were two girls who were staying for both projects and they came a little bit later that afternoon, but I spent the day at the camp alone and waiting.  I was finally able to process a little bit of my time and called my parents for the first time that day.  It was hard to hear their voices and not be able to see their faces or be with them.  It almost made being away harder to hear them and not be able to be with them.  Then I sat and just thought about being away and about getting to know a whole new group of people after just having said goodbye to the other group.  It was an emotional struggle to meet so many new people and say goodbye so quickly to them.  It made me want to never see another new person again whom I would connect with and then leave.  Then I met Kristi.  She was an instant friend and we connected right away.  She has the most beautiful heart that desires only to serve God.  Whether she is in the States, at university or in a foreign country, she serves the Lord in everything that she does.


Kristi is one of those rare people that we only meet a few times in our lives.  Crazy enough, I met a few of those rare people while I was away from the States and that is something that I had to learn to do.  To open my heart in such a short time and just experience the time that we have together.  To enjoy the short time that we spend with people on this earth and know that we will see each other once again in heaven.  And to know that this time that we have here on earth is a gift, but that we don’t need to hold onto it forever.  That we only need to hold onto the gift and the treasure that He has given for this time.  And my heart learned to know people for a short time and be prepared to say goodbye.  I have never said goodbye so many times, to so many people, in such a short period of time.  It also was an emotionally trying time for me.  It makes the prospect of working with short term teams seem impossible and so horrible, but then I remember how many wonderful people I got to know during that time and the pain becomes all worth it.  Because I would have rather known them for just those two weeks than never at all.  And through the saying goodbye and through the opening of my heart, I was able to feel God’s heartbeat for His people and how joyful He is to see them doing the work that He called them to.  It is beautiful.  


I worked in surgery the first two weeks and was put in charge of the pre-op room.  Getting patients ready to go to surgery with another nurse whose job is in the States is teaching psychiatric nursing.  She had not started Vs for the past 10 years or so and I had done only 4 or 5 IV starts in my entire time of being in nursing school.  Here I was in charge of starting all the IVs because she said that she would rather not, she was too out of experience.  I was scared and didn’t know what I was going to do.  The first day was horrible and I only got IVs put in half the patients.  Well by Wednesday, our team decided that I needed to get every single stick to make things run smoother and by God’s grace that day I hit every one and from that point on, I only needed help with 4 or 5 IVs the rest of the trip.  It was a measure of God’s grace and I felt that God just multiplied the small talents that I had to make His glory known.  Just like God multiplied the five loaves and two fish, He also multiplied my talents and through those two weeks, I hit over 100 IVs.  It was amazing and it was such an encouragement to watch Him make miracles happen as I searched for veins in dark skin of people with dehydration and with no light.  Let’s just say that God didn’t want His children to suffer by getting poked more than needed!  God’s sufficient grace for every task that He puts before us was probably the biggest lesson learned that project.


For the 4th of July we had a special presentation of fireworks and it made me feel at home in this foreign land.  Last year at the 4th of July, I was in Colorado and I said to a friend, this is the last 4th of July that I will be in the States.  While that may not be true forever, it was true this year and I saw God bringing me to the place that He wanted me to be in letting go of everything that holds me to the States.  Breaking free from American patriotism, from holidays that I claim as my own, from the things that I hold dear.  My eyes filled with tears as I thought of my parents’ anniversary and the time that I was missing away from family gatherings and picnics.  Once again a process of letting go of all that was never mine to begin with.  Why do we continue to hold to the things of this world when God can offer us so much better?  What was there that I wanted that God wouldn’t give me if I asked for it?  God provides so much better for me than I could ever ask or even imagine.  He provided for me through out my time in the DR and His provision is testimony to His glory.  


We stayed at a house that overlooked the ocean from up on a hill and every morning if I could, I would get up to watch the sunrise over the ocean.  It was one of those moments that I couldn’t pass up even though I am not a morning person.  I spent those moments wanting to know exactly what God wanted for my life and for my future.  I had no idea what to expect as an answer.  The answer didn’t come for many more weeks, and still continues to grow, but I walk one step at a time, one step following after Christ waiting for His voice to permeate my soul.  I also spent time realizing what it meant to be a long-term missionary.  The other thing is that as I talked with them, I realized how many of them were doing things that they never dreamed of.  Things that they never thought that they would be able to do, but here they were and they were doing exactly what God had called them to do.  I loved to hear the stories of how they came to do mission work and listened to God’s call in their lives.  


I also realized that missionaries are not perfect people, no matter how high of a pedestal we put them on, they are not perfect.  And neither am I, nor can I be perfect on this earth.  That was a hard lesson for a perfectionist to learn.  I had hoped that becoming a missionary I would become a better person, but I stayed the same and actually felt like I was a worse person than before.  I became so aware of everything bad and wrong that I did.  I wanted to leave all of my sinful self behind and walk away from it, but it kept following me.  I have been told that the closer we come to God the more unworthy we feel.  I felt so unworthy to be called a missionary and so unworthy of the gift that God had given me in being a foreign missionary for these months.  Once again though, God’s grace was sufficient and in my unworthiness and in my weakness, I was made strong.  His glory was shown through me somehow and I grew to know Him more.


During this time my computer also stopped working for the first time and I was without any communication from everyone at home.  It was like God raking the coals of the fire that was purifying my heart for Him and He was burning out more impurities.  He was cutting me off from everyone that I knew, from everyone that I held dear and asking me to hold only to Him.  The other thing was that now I had no way to use my digital camera that I had just been given for graduation and I had no way to share with everyone what was going on and what God was doing.  I was so frustrated and wanted to just throw the whole thing away.  After talking with one of the missionaries that we were staying with, he thought that he could fix it and he did.  My computer was back after two weeks of not knowing what was going on, it was working again.  I was so excited to have it working again and for my work to continue.   It was one of those moments of definite letting go, where I thought I would have to let go once again of everything.  I kept wondering what was going on and why I couldn’t just let go the first time that these things were asked of me.  It was a learning process that continued to grow in me the entire time that I was gone away from my home.  Learning to let go of yet something else.  Learning to let God have control of everything.  

The next two weeks


These two weeks were spent on another project with MMI.  The Saturday in-between the projects, Kristi and I spent at the beach, relaxing and preparing for the next project.  She and I grew closer and closer as the days went by and we were sharing so many of the same circumstances.  She is a dear, sweet friend and if the only good thing that came from the DR was meeting her, it still would have been all worth it.  We shared so much together and as we ended our time together, we knew that even though we didn’t know each other that well, we had connected and would never forget our time together.  One of those things that God does in creating divine appointments for each one of His children.  


This group was much different from the first group that I worked with and they were much more focused on the spiritual life of our patients as a group than the other group was.  We also had a smaller group and joined together better.  We got to know each other and were able to bond with each other better as a group.  I once again worked in surgery at the request of the surgical team supervisor to be in charge of the pre-op and post-op.  While I was in charge of both, I delegated the post-op to our Canadian nurse who was a doll and then there was a med student who worked between the two of us whenever we needed help.  I learned so much about leadership and about running things when we only had what was there.  We had to improvise and learn how to use anything that was there.  None of the comforts of home.  I also realized that I love teaching another person how to do nursing.  I loved being able to help and guide the med student in learning what I knew.  It was awesome.  I realized how much I love doing this, doing medical mission work in any shape or form.  While I still don’t like the hospital as much as I like the clinic, I just love being able to serve God and can’t wait until I can do even more when I know Spanish better.

Surgeries on this project were all GYN as we worked with two GYN surgeons.  Their specialties fell into Cervical cancer and then just general GYN surgery.  They took out a lot of cysts and fibroids and these poor women had so many problems.  It was so hard to see them there and to see them suffering.  The recovery for these patients was so much longer than for the others and we had to be much more careful with them as they stayed over night and had to be watched.  

During this time, I faced my most trying experience in the DR.  I was teaching the med student to do IVs, she had done one or two before, but I was helping her be more familiar with it.  As she pulled the needle out on one of our patients, the patient began to bleed (which is normal) more than she expected and she whipped the needle around and accidentally stuck me with it.  I was gloved and thought that it just brushed me, but as I pulled my glove off, my hand was full of blood.  I walked out to tell my supervisor and the tears started rolling down my cheeks.  I was so scared and believed that nothing would happen, but knew that all was possible.  He grabbed my wrist to prevent blood from returning from the sight and we washed it over and over and then went to get a blood test on the lady whose blood had mixed with mine.  I wouldn’t get the results for like 2 days and I didn’t know what to do.  I talked with the project director and with the medical director to know what I should do about this.  I was put on wide range antibiotics, but we didn’t have the prophylactic AIDS/HIV medicine and so I just prayed that one through.  I went to a friend’s house to call my parents and let them know what had happened.  They were leaving for vacation the next day and would here no news until they got back and for that I was sorry that I had told them, because they had to be thinking about that and praying about that for so long.  Then I found out that they had put it on the prayer chain and on the prayer list at church and so everyone knew about it.  Crazy!!!

To add to everything, this we also at the point that I hit my 40th day away from home and was having a very hard time with that.  I was very sad and came to the hospital one day and did not want to work, I just wanted to go home.  This was very out of character for me as I was usually one who had lots of energy and was encouraging everyone else.  One of the missionaries with MMI in Lebanon who was on this project came to me and gave me a hug and explained the 40 day and 6 months cycle to me.  He told me that I had no reason to be sad because God saw what I was doing and saw that it was good and He was proud of me.  It was like I had an angel come and give me those words.  They were exactly what I needed to hear and I was ready to continue work after that.  It was a great gift and it was exactly what the Lord had ordained.

Back to my needle stick.  I went through a lot that night as I wondered about the possibility of ever having children if I had AIDS or Hepatitis or something else.  I wondered if I would ever get married, because I would never want to pass this on to my husband or to my kids.  I wondered if this was the beginning of the end of my life.  I fought with God for the right to live and for the right to continue in mission work.  I wondered if I would become just one of those stories of people who had prepared to do mission work and then died and everyone wonders why this had to happen.  I finally relinquished everything to God and finally learned to let go of everything.  I had to let go of my life, my hopes, my dreams and my desires.  I had to hold nothing back because I had nothing.  I had nothing.  The next day, the surgical supervisor came to me and gave me a kiss on the cheek and said that everything was going to be ok.  And I had no idea what he was talking about, but I was about to put in another IV and he handed me the paper with the blood test results on it.  I looked at it and realized that she had nothing and that I was going to be ok.  God had granted me my life and all I wanted to do was serve Him even more.  All I wanted to do was sing for joy and tell of the life that was not my own, but was solely His.  I could barely stop shaking.  I did get the next IV in and then I went and rejoiced in the hallway.  

It was stressful, but it was worth it.  I went to the girl who had stuck me and thanked her for what had happened.  I knew that she was feeling so guilty for it and I wanted her to know that everything was ok and that I didn’t blame her or hate her for anything.  I also wanted to thank her for all the things that it had taught me and for what God had shown me through it.  I was so blessed by that time and I was stretched beyond imagination.  Sometimes I think, I wish that I didn’t have to grow so much, but at times like these when the growing has been done and the rewards are left, I am so glad that God brought me through it.  He is truly greater than I could imagine.

I was asked to lead the devotion twice while on this project.  I shared about my IV starts from the project before and God multiplying our talents and then I shared about my recent needle stick and all that God had taught me through that.  It was awesome to be able to share those things with everyone and that has always been one of my greatest joys in short term trips is leading a devotion and sharing what God is doing in my life with the group.  It is one of the most touching times for me to hear what God is doing in their lives and then to share as well.  God is good!!!  

Kristi and I also were the directors of entertainment for the project and we spent days thinking of things to join the group together at night.  Every other night we did praise and worship.  It was an awesome time of fun and giving glory to God.  We also had our missionaries from Lebanon speak about the Arab culture and the Muslim culture.  They shared about MMI in Lebanon and the things that they are doing there.  They will soon be the project directors for the Middle East in MMI and be leading projects wherever they are allowed in to those countries.  They are opening an eye clinic in Lebanon and hope that will give them more of a base to enter into different areas.  They were an amazing couple and a perfect example of believing and trusting God in all areas of life to lead them to the place that they will be able to minister the best.  We also had two of our translators speak about the culture of the Dominican and the history of the country that was our home for these two weeks.  It was excellent.  Kristi and I also planned a Talent Show, which was the end to an awesome two weeks.  Everyone was a part of it and everyone had so much fun.  It was a great time for Kristi and I to work together in organizing and planning.  Even though it was just for the entertainment part of things, we got to work together and hope to work together in the future again in some bigger aspect.  

Kristi and I spent a lot of time talking about the future and about what was going to occur in both of our lives.  She looking towards the future of marriage within the next year and I looking towards where God would lead in missions in the next year.  We talked about working together in the future and about being used by God wherever we were, not just in a foreign country or in our idea of missions.  We talked about leading short-term trips in the future together and it was like this bond between us grew.  We will always be praying for one another and always be ready to go where God leads us.  

The next week


Kristi and I spent this week getting to know some of the other missionaries in the area who were working in the DR.  We spent a few days with the YFC summer staff, which included Mark, Aaron and Olivia.  I had met all of them before and they were my dear friends, but I wanted Kristi to meet them as well.  We also hung out with three other guys who were here working with a church for the summer, who I had spent the first two weeks with.  Matt, Mike and Zach, all from Parker, Colorado, were here to work with a contact from their church in Colorado and then lead their church youth group on a project with YFC.  It was awesome to sit with them and to talk with them and trade stories of how our summer was going.  


Mark and Aaron were staying with the same family that I would be staying with for my last two weeks and we had gone to dinner at their house before I left for the MMI projects.  We had sat and talked with the others about everything going on and really being led and drawn closer to God and closer as a group.  Christians of all shapes and sizes coming together to eat always leads to a wonderful night.  


Kristi and I worked with the group for a few days after going to Jarabacoa to visit our project directors from the first project.  We went to stay with them and see another part of the island.  They are such amazing people and I hope to be working with them on a project next summer if possible.  They also suggested to me to go on the Mercy Ships DTS program.  I had been thinking about it and praying about it for awhile and this was the extra push and encouragement that I needed.  We talked about long-term missions and their call to missions and what led them to the DR and to missions in general.  It was awesome to sit and talk with them and learn from their experience and hear stories of adventures since they have been in the DR.  They also have a new son, who they adopted from Haiti and he is just adorable.  We played with him and had the experience of getting to know him better.  Kristi and I also had the experience of getting to know public transportation in the DR and that was fun…and an experience!


After saying goodbye to the group, Kristi and I went to Cabarete to debrief her trip and to get to know each other better.  We also got to experience part of the culture of the DR in seeing God’s creation on the island and seeing how much he blessed this island with His unique design.  We went on a hiking trip through a canyon that has been untouched by people and went repelling down waterfalls and jumping off waterfalls.  It was unbelievable.  Kristi and I both felt that it was the closest that we have ever felt to paradise and we believed that we were in the middle of the most beautiful place in the Dominican.  God was so present and so revealed through His creation.  I think back to that day over and over again as one of the most freeing days of my six months.  I was able to commune with God in the midst of His gift to us, His creation.  While it wasn’t mission work, it was learning to know Christ more and being rejuvenated to go and share His word for the rest of my time in the DR.  It was spectacular.  The song that kept playing in my mind during this time was this…

You are beautiful beyond description,

Too marvelous for words,

Too wonderful for comprehension,

Like nothing ever seen or heard.

Who can grasp your infinite wisdom,

Who can fathom the depths of Your love,

You are beautiful beyond description,

Majesty Enthroned above.

And I stand, I stand in awe of You.

I stand, I stand in awe of You,

Holy God to whom all praise is due,

I stand in awe of You.


I was so exhausted from the first six weeks of work in the DR that I needed the break and slept a lot.  I even missed the sunset on the ocean the first day.  It was the only opportunity that I had to see the sunset on the ocean because we were finally on the right coast.  I saw it the next two nights and Kristi and I ate as we watched the sunset.  We also learned to cook rice and beans, they weren’t very good, but we were staying in a small apartment that backed up to the ocean and wanted to save as much money as possible.  We bought rice and beans to cook and had so much food, but it was at least edible.  First time using a gas stove and that was a little scary, but we learned quickly.  All new experiences showing us life in a developing country and the beauty that God gives to us all around if we only take the time to see it.  


My description of the sunset from my journal…

“The ocean is beautiful.  We climbed up to the roof and watched the sunset.  I say with my feet hanging off the roof and it was the most wonderful night that I have spent here.  I felt completely at rest and at peace.  I had no worries and nothing to hold on to.  I was completely full with my kiss from God.  I have described the sunset as this before and it was a gentle kiss, so tender and so full of depth.  The offering of all that I have and the relinquishment of my heart to my perfect Beloved.  That is what the sunset does for me.  It lets me know and feel God as nothing else does and lets me know Him more than anything else.  Especially over the ocean.  It’s like a dream come true, only better because it is always more than I could imagine, even if it is not as dramatic or breathtaking as I like, it is always perfect.”


August 3, 2002


I took Kristi to the airport with a friend that I had met in January and we spent the day together sharing about each other’s ministry.  I then went back to the camp wondering where I was going to spend the night.  God provides and my friend Ana Maria came to pick me up and I went to her house and every thing worked out fine.  I stayed with her for the night and then moved on to the next project, which began on Saturday.  

The next two weeks

I went to the guesthouse to wait for the group to arrive and when they did I was almost ready for a new group to come in.  I still wanted to guard my heart as I dealt with the fact of having to say goodbye to all of them in just a few days.  I did have two of the translators who I knew from before with me though and during that time, our friendships only grew and they became some of my best friends.  A definite advantage to being in the country for a longer period of time was the friendships made with the people that live there.  They are such beautiful people and I learned so much from working with them and from being with them.  They are my dear friends and I would do anything for them.  They are the ones that really showed me the Dominican and the beauty there.  


Just one example, that I share with everyone when I talk about the DR.  I went to my friend’s house one afternoon after clinic because he lived just behind the church.  It was his church that we were working at and he had taken me to his house to meet his mom earlier that morning and then to his house to have lunch and now we were going back to have more food.  The DR specialty rice, beans and chicken.  The food that I miss the most dearly.  We also had avocado on the side and he went to buy me a coke to share with him.  That sounds like nothing, but to me and for him it was everything.  I know that he didn’t have much money and the coke could have been skipped and the food could have been skipped, but food bonds.  And it shows the beauty of the culture.  He was my best friend in the DR and I spent the most time with him.  He is as dear to me as a brother and he showed me the “real Dominican.”  He took me on a tour through his neighborhood and showed me all the things that I would never see if I was just there on a project.  I saw his friends, their houses and how they lived.  He took me to the places that he held most dear.  He took me to his barbershop, which was just a chair with a mirror on two sides and four makeshift walls.  He took me to the places that he gets his food and where he eats breakfast.  They are places so vivid in my mind.  He took me to his best friend’s house and to his elementary school.  He told me the story of his life and how he grew up.  He told me that his parents didn’t have work for a year and a half and that he was their only source of income and that only came when people donated money to him through the MMI projects.  He broke my heart for the people in the Dominican.  I had seen the beauty and now I saw the struggle.  I saw them striving to make a way in the world and to survive and provide a life for their kids.  I saw their hearts and it opened my eyes to God’s heartbeat for the people here.  


His house is small and is made of wood.  It is painted pink and blue and there is light and water every once in awhile, when it is turned on.  His bathroom is a pit a few feet from the side of the house that is enclosed by four walls, his shower is a bucket and an area enclosed next to the bathroom with a drain at the bottom.  There is a gate door that closes and hooks.  His house has 5 rooms.  There is a living room/dining room that doesn’t fit the furniture that it holds, a kitchen in the back, and three rooms for sleeping on the side.  There are places where you can see outside from the cracks in the walls.  The clothes are cleaned in a bucket outside the house and then hung to dry.  His house is small and doesn’t consist of much, but it’s beautiful.  And I mean that with my whole heart.  I have never been anywhere else that I enjoyed as much as my time in that little house.  I know that he doesn’t take many Americans or many people for that matter to his house and I felt blessed to be there and blessed to have seen the “real Dominican.”  It was probably the most touching experience of my time in the Dominican.  To be trusted by him to come into his home meant so much to me.  And I went back quite a few times while I was there.  Once I had been invited, I never wanted to leave.


These two weeks were the last weeks that I spent on a project with MMI.  We stayed at the guesthouse and served the area that I called my home for the past few months.  Los Alcarrizos was the only place that really felt like home, since I kept coming back to the area in between every project, it was the place that I could have some recognition of.  And I learned the area a little bit.  These two weeks in the area were awesome and I loved getting to know the people there.  We worked in the communities of Lecheria, La Compuerta, Los Americanos, La Esperanza, Las Mercedes, Altos Charon, El Tamarindo, Caballona, and Buena Noche.  The people were amazing and I had such a wonderful time doing the clinic this time.  No more hospital for me!!!  I worked in the pharmacy and was put in charge having worked one day on the last project in the pharmacy.  Betty (the international director of health education) put me in charge and told me what to expect and what to do for different problems and then she left for Canada the next day, so I was out on my own with just one other nurse to help me.  My best friend and I basically ran everything and got it set up how we wanted it to go and then began each day.  It was good learning for me and was run much different from the ones that we did previously.  Projects change depending on the project director, that I learned very quickly.  All have their good points and all have their bad points as well.  It was very interesting and helpful to work with people of all types of leadership styles and to see what things worked better for each person.  Working in the pharmacy was hard work and I learned the names of drugs very quickly and how to translate all the prescription instructions into Spanish very quickly.  It was great learning and prepared me for my work in Ecuador.  


That was something that I noticed a lot.  The work that I was doing at that moment was always preparing me for work that I would be doing in the future with some other project or in a different place.  I watched over and over again as God prepared me for each new step, for each new place to go and to be.  God was always making a way for me so that I would be able to face every challenge.  God is so good and never took me anywhere that I could not handle.


I also learned about the way that missionaries treat the people in the country.  There is this idea that the missionaries know more about the country than the people that live there do.  Part of it is a defense mechanism to try and understand everything, but it was horrible.  There is so much patronizing that goes on.  I was in this situation for the first time on this trip and it made me feel like I was worth nothing.  I talked with a few of the translators about it and with a few other people about it, but it is something that I saw consistently happen and was just more aware of it because it happened to me too in this place.  There is also this struggle for power that a few of the missionaries feel that they need to have over the Dominican staff that works for them.  It was despicable and not the way that we were taught to love people as I see it from the Bible.  It made me much more aware of how I was acting with the Dominicans and I was careful not to present the same sort of attitude to them.  I was so worried that I would do that to them and they are the experts on their country.  I am not, I don’t know anything, compared to what they do. 

I also talked with my best friend there about it.  I asked him how I could be different and how I could make sure that I never made the people that I was serving feel less than me.  I asked him how I could make sure that they never felt patronized by me.  The answer was hard to take, but probably true.  He said, you can never be Dominican.  You can never be the nationality or culture of the people that you go to serve because you didn’t grow up there.  You can learn about their culture and learn to appreciate their customs, but you will never be one of them, so don’t pretend to be one of them.  Don’t pretend that you aren’t American.  They will appreciate you more and listen to you more if you are who you are rather than trying to be exactly like one of them.  Observe their customs and take part in their culture, but never assume that you understand how they grew up or how their lives were.  Just listen and let them tell you.  Then you will be able to impact their lives.  Live where they do, live with them.  Raise your family and children with them, work with them and you will see the beauty that they have to offer.  They will see you and want to be with you and you will have the opportunity to share with them all that you know, but don’t take away from them what they have and what they have always known to be true.  He taught me so much over a lunch of chicken and tostones as I learned about his culture and his people.  All I had to do was ask and be ready to listen!  They are ready to share the world with us, they (whomever we serve) are ready to let us into their lives, we just need to listen and be ready to learn.  

My view of the world was enlarged as I listened to the Dominicans and as they shared with my their hearts.  My mind and my idea of missions was once again shaped and molded as I learned what it was that the people really need and really want.  I was told by one of my friends that the missionaries never came to their house unless they wanted them for something.  They never came just to hang out and that was what made me different from any other missionaries that they knew.  That was what they wanted.  They wanted attention and real friendship from the missionaries there.  They wanted to be more than translators, they wanted to be friends.  As soon as I realized that, I knew that I would never treat the people that I served like that.  I would stay away from that as much as possible.  I would try to serve them and never look down upon them because they are different than me.  I would be as much like them as possible and always be ready to learn from them.  

The last three weeks

I had no idea what I was going to do for the last three weeks.  I had no idea where I was going to live.  I had no idea what was going to happen for those three weeks, but I believed that God had plans in store for me.  I believed that God had me in the DR for a reason for those three weeks and I would be ready to do whatever He would want me to.  On Saturday when the team left, I had talked with the Hunters about staying in the guesthouse for a few more days until I had somewhere to live and they said that was fine.  So there I stayed, or at least my stuff did.  I slept most of the day as I was getting a cold and I wanted to be ready for that night.  Saying goodbye once again was horrible.  There was an awesome group of girls and we had so much fun together.  I loved working with them and they were so much fun.

That night I attended an all night worship service with my best friend at his church.  It started around 10:00pm and went until 6:00am.  I made it until about 3:00 and then fell asleep in his mom’s bed where I slept until the morning.  It was an awesome service and another very touching moment in my life.  I sat in the back trying to be as unnoticeable as possible although a white girl in the mix isn’t very easy to hide.  I was listening and wondering about everything going on.  The praise was awesome as well as the message, but the most moving part to me was the offering.  I came with 100 pesos which is like 6.00 dollars to put in the offering, but I had forgotten it in the house and felt so bad.  Then they collected the offering and announced that they had collected 110 pesos.  A whole church of people and that was all there was.  Then they did a second offering and collected 60 more pesos.  I was amazed, these people were sacrificing all of what they had and here I was giving out of my wealth and it was more than half of what they as a church had collected.  

I wanted to go home and confess to God what a Pharisee I was in having brought only 100 pesos when I could have given so much more.  I wanted to be like these people in the church who had nothing but were willing to give what little they had back to the Lord for His work and His service.  I longed to have a heart more like theirs.  I watched them give so much and was challenged by their giving to be generous as well.  I think about how I struggle with giving up only 10% of my income and want to be more like them, willing to give everything.  Giving to the Lord is so wonderful, not just because He gives us so much more, but there is no better way to spend my money.  And no better hands to trust it in.  From their example and an idea that God had given me months ago, I strove to give away 10% of everything that was donated to me.  By they time I had left the DR I had given away 700.00 dollars to churches and missionaries and still had a little bit to go.  I loved being able to be so free with the money that God had given me and through the funds that were donated for my trip, missionaries were supported to go to every continent.  How amazing that is and what a blessing God gave is allowing this money to be given to world missions.  

Money has always been an issue for me as I strive to use it wisely and learn to be living off of what others have donated.  Knowing that the money was donated, it was a blessing to live as though none of it was my own.  All of it was God’s and to be used for His benefit.  Now this should be true of all money that we have, whether we work for it or are receiving it from donations, but I tend to claim as my own something that I “work” for.  Fundraising was one of the greatest joys that I experienced as I prepared to go and continues to be a joy as I receive monthly reports of my expenses and donations.  I have been so blessed by the faithfulness and commitment of those who promised to send in donations and surprised and overwhelmed by those who have sent in one-time donations or every once in a while donations.  God is so good.  I prayed at the beginning of my fundraising that He would open the floodgates of Heaven to provide anything that I would need and He did.  He provided more than I knew what to do with and the storehouses were overflowing.  What a testimony to His glory and provision!  And the best part is that none of it is mine, it is all His.  He holds all the wealth of the world in His hands and He provides for His children as we need it!  Praise Him for that!

I spent the last three weeks with an amazing family who loves the Lord greatly.  The Sotos are amazing people.  Their son, who is just a few months older than I, became my brother and took care of me.  And showed me more things in the Dominican than I ever thought I would get the chance to do.  He took me to have Pica Longa off the street, which no one else would do and took me to the Christian bookstore and so much more.  He gave me my first driving experience in the DR as we drove late at night to the ocean to listen to the waves and to just sit.  It was one of those nights for both of us where we just wanted to be close to God and the ocean does that for both of us.  We went to the malecon and watched the waves crash up on the rocks and squirt spray through blowholes.  There was a storm at sea and we could see lightning and clouds in the distance, but it was a clear sky above us.  A beautiful night of stars displaying God’s majesty.  Unbelievable!  It was one of those pictures that dreams are made of. Sitting in the presence of God as He shows His power in the storm and the waves, His beauty in the stars and the mist, His gentleness in the hot, quiet black night, and His majesty in the collaboration of it all.  And then there is me, tiny little me and I stand asking God what I am to do next.  Asking where the road goes from here.  And it all seems so insignificant in the beauty that is set before me.  And I wait, just wait for Him.  I am still and I know that He is God.  And for that moment in time that is enough.  And I am reminded that this is always to be enough.  Nothing more in life is needed except to know that He is God and to trust in His unswerving truth.  And that brings perfect nights like these.

This family also took care of me.  They made me amazing food and taught me how to use a cistern, the way to wash clothes in their country, how to heat food without a microwave, how to survive with electricity only 6 hours of the day, what to do when the water runs out and so much more.  They loved me like their own and I can’t wait to see them again.  I never dreamed that I would have the privilege of living with such a wonderful family in my time in the DR.

I spent three weeks working at the Nutrition Center at the MMI hospital.  It was a wonderful time of learning and working with the kids.  I had an awesome time playing with the kids, working with the pediatrician, with the nurses and with the community development team.  I worked in the mornings with the pediatrician and with the kids learning and teaching.  With the kids we worked on developmental skills, brushing teeth, washing hands, saying please and thank you, colors, numbers and letter.  With the pediatrician I worked taking weights and measurements and helping care for a baby that was very sick and needed to have oxygen treatments.  In the afternoons I worked in the community with adults and children talking about the dangers of dengue fever, stagnant water, preventing the growth of mosquitoes, the spread of tuberculosis and so much more.  It is helping to develop better health patterns in the communities around the hospital.  There is also always a prayer to begin and a prayer to end because the only reason that any of us do this is to glorify God.  And for that we must always keep Him first and foremost in our thoughts and actions.  We have to make sure that others are aware of the reason for our actions also, so that they may be drawn to Him.  

During the second week, I was trained to be a basic audiometrist by the two audiometrists at the hospital.  I learned how to do hearing checks.   I learned how to make a mold for a behind the ear hearing aid, which is the type that is used at this hospital.  I learned all the steps that are taken to get the hearing aids that they need and to make a correct fitting and adjustment.  I learned how to check to see if the hearing aid is functioning properly.  I learned about the machines and instruments used to check hearing.  I had an amazing time and learned skills that I will be able to use anywhere in the world that I end up doing long term work.  I was so excited to learn so much useful information.  

I spent September 11th away from the States and it was very interesting to see how my perspective on things had changed.  It was a very sad day as we all remembered those whose lives had been lost and that fact will remain forever to be true.  Families and friends were disrupted forever as they lost loved ones.  What changed in my mind was the magnitude of what had happened.  When the attack happened, I thought that this affected the entire world.  That if the United States was attacked than the whole world would suffer.  Economically this is probably true, but what I learned is that life still goes on. 

 “Life goes on for the lady who gets up at 4am to start the fire and begin her day of washing, cleaning, cooking, caring for the children and wondering where the next peso will come from.  My whole perspective on life has changed in the three short months that I have been in the DR.”

12 September 2002

A hard reality to face, but the world does not focus solely on the United States.  There is another reality to be seen.  So many of the people in the DR and other countries like it are more concerned with finding enough water and food for the day.  They have a completely different focus and while the economic stability of the world may rest on the States and a few other countries, life for the average person focuses on feeding their family for the day or the week, or finding enough work to pay the rent on the house.  

The last two days I spent saying goodbye to friends who meant so much to me.  I had my last meal at Pollo Victorina.  I spent my last day with my two good friends.  I spent my last day at the nutrition center.  I had my last cold shower.  I had my last day of electricity for only a few hours.  I said goodbye to my dear friends and left a piece of my heart with each of them.  I said goodbye to a way of life that I had grown to love.  A way of life that I would miss tremendously.  A way of life that will always draw me to this island in the mysterious Caribbean Sea.  

And I end in the same way that I began…

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart; 

Naught be all else to me, save that Thou art:

Thou my best thought by day and by night, 

Waking or sleeping, Thy presence my light.

Be Thou my wisdom, and Thou my true word; 

I ever with Thee and Thou with me Lord.

Thou my soul’s shelter, Thou my high tower, 

Raise Thou me heavenward, O Power of my power

Riches I heed not, nor vain empty praise,

Thou mine inheritance now and always;

Thou and Thou only first in my heart

Great God of heaven, my treasure Thou art.

High King of Heaven when battle is done,

May I reach heaven’s joys, O heaven’s Son!

Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 

Still be my vision, O Ruler of all.

Fun quotes from the DR

“I want to have a dishwasher and a washing machine when I get married.”  (Yeah, it’s not an automatic thing here in the DR, everything is done by hand!)

“Washing dishes in hot water is the way that they do it in the hotels, not in homes.  That would be a novelty.”

“I want to marry a Dominican, but if an American happens…” (quote from a good friend of mine!)

“I just want to have a toilet inside my house and then I would let people come stay at my house.”  (another quote from a good friend)

“Everything good comes from the Dominican.”

