
Well, I began writing this newsletter 

Monday morning at 3am.  I was ly-

ing in bed, full of anticipation and a 

bit of pain that I attributed to excite-

ment. I was so excited for fertilizing 

the corn fields with the Abuelo, my 

new host mom, and my new host 

brother!  Yay!!!  We started at 5am 

so we could finish before the rain 

came. Despite the fact that it was 

early and we were spreading toxic 

chemicals with our bare hands, I was 

stoked to experience community with 

some people whom I have come to care deeply about over the past few weeks. 

And, despite the pain, it was a great experience.   

I have moved again.  This time to a house with an 

indigenous family in Cantel, a mostly indigenous 

municipality outside Xela.  I love this family, and 

although I’m grateful I’m here for only three 

months (I live in the entryway between the street 

and our outside patio and share my room with vari-

ous farm tools and insects), I’m incredibly grateful 

that I am here for three months.  I live with Elly, 

Marcia’s former nanny, and her parents and son.  

Porfilio pequeño is 21, Porfilio grande (abuelo, pic-

tured here) is 84, and Maria grande (abuela) is 77.  

Maria pequeño and her husband, Carlos, often co-

me by as well.  This good Catholic family who, for 

the grandparents K’itche is the first language, has 

provided me with an amazing community as well as significant downtime to 

begin processing the year as well as finish job applications.   

If you would have asked me a year ago where I would find community in Gua-

temala I think that the last place I would have said is in an indigenous com-

munity where I can only talk to 1/2 the people, and that 1/2 not very well, 

spend a lot of time crushing corn,  stand out like a sore thumb (“look mom!  A 

gringa!... And they run and hide), and spend most of my time with people who 

are more than 3x my age.  But there are things in life I don’t plan and don’t 

understand.  This is one of them.  I’m grateful for it.  Next page 

Lessons I’ve 
Learned so far... 

 I am officially qualified 
to write a book on types 
of and experiences with 
Guatemalan medicine. 
Mayan medicine, vari-
ous doctors, surgery… 
oh yeah! 

 Sometimes God doesn’t 
make sense but He’ll 
start to reveal things 
eventually 

 You can live with a 
plethora of flies and 
their other insect pals 
for three months—no 
problem!  I just hope 
insect killing isn’t a sin 

 Beware of cars on wet 
roads 

 Xela needs a City Engi-
neer 

 Laundry is a time in-
vestment—especially 
when it rains every af-
ternoon 

 Taking 110 kids, many 
of whom come from few 
resources, to three mu-
seums is an adventure 

 Police are less interest-
ed in the 110 child 
dance party on the bus 
than they are of making 
sure the driver has a 
license 

 Stopping for the cops is 
not obligatory 

 If you’re ever waiting 
for a bus and the police 
pull up, jump in the 
back of their truck. 
They drive fast and it’s 
fun!  AND FREE! 

 There’s lots of thinking 
space in the cornfields 

Community and a change of plot... 
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Despite the fact that I’ve only lived here for a month, this community has taught me a 

ton.  It has shown me the power of family.  The pain I had Monday morning ended up 

being appendicitis.  I finally decided I couldn’t bear it anymore and told the abuela at 

lunch. She told Elly and Elly called Marcia and before I knew it, Elly had found a neigh-

bor with a truck and we were driving to the hospital.  By 9pm Monday, I was talking 

about dragons and my full body cast (which is evidently my drugged interpretation of a 

Spinal Block) and had one less organ in my body. Elly was there with me throughout all of it and only went 

home when Tina promised she would stay the night.  Elly was back first thing in 

the morning and Maria later that day to take me home.  Then, at 9:15 this 

morning the Abuelo came into my room really concerned that I had died.  After 

reassuring him I was alive, I went to the kitchen and apologized to the abuela, 

“don’t apologize.  This is your house and we’re family”, she said.  Wow. 

This community has also taught me about the power of prayer and importance 

of not limiting where God can be. I’ve come to realize the truth that where there 

is love, God is there. My first Sunday living here, the pequeños and I left at 

5:30am and took at hike up to the highest peak in the municipality.  It took 

about 4 hours to get up there.  When we got to the top, we had a mass where we 

asked for rain.  Our municipality has 9 parishes that all share the same priest.  

So, all 9 parishes went to the top of the mountain together for this service.  

There were easily 1000 people there, probably more,  all sitting between the 

trees singing, praying, lighting candles, and getting water splashed all over us 

as we pleaded with God to let the rain come.  It was spectacular—what a cool 

way to experience community, and I think I felt God there more 

than I have ever felt him before. (Except maybe, an hour later 

when the rain did come, and it’s been here daily ever since) After 

the service, we joined up with all their friends and picked up trash 

on the mountain as we walked to an old lady’s house who was real-

ly sick.  We had a prayer service for her, my companions were so 

passionate about praying for her health and comfort.  She ended 

up passing away and they were at her house for almost three days 

straight helping the family—what love for this elderly woman who 

doesn’t even live in the same town. 

Finally, I’ve learned about the importance of love in a community.  

My family is not rich, by 

any means, yet they are 

incredibly giving.  Pictured here is a house in a pueblo down the 

road.  Last year, during Agatha, all the houses fell into a sink hole.  

Many people are still homeless or are living in their houses that are 

1/2 in sinkhole, 1/2 tarped roof, so Pescadores de Jesus, aka my host 

siblings and their friends, have gotten a 

grant and are interviewing eligible fami-

lies and getting people together to re-

build houses for them. This helping your 

neighbor mentality is all  too rare, and 

for a couple that lives off weaving 

(pictured left), it’s incredibly impressive. I can’t wait until the rains cooperate  

and we’re able to build these four families houses!   

More on  community…  Where’s Katharine—June 2011 

And…. Thank you all of you for joining me in community and supporting me!  I’m now 100% 

fundraised and feel super duper blessed and covered in prayer =) 



 

What a fun month it has been!   

We started the month out with a trip to the zoo.  During 

April, the school’s theme of study was ecology, so we cul-

minated the theme with a trip to the zoo to pick up trash 

and paint trees with lime so they don’t have insects.  Af-

ter we worked, we got to look at all the sad animals in in-

credibly small cages (including raccoons, chickens, rabbits, 

and two jaguars) and then play on all the amazing toys 

that were definitely condemned in the US by the year 

1975 for being too dangerous, but here they are just amaz-

ingly fun!  You can see some of the pictures on my picasa 

photo page, but picture the crazy toy I’m spotting the kid 

on in the photo here, giant slides that are no less than 20 

feet tall and don’t have railings, see-saws made out of logs, 

etc, and you get the picture!   

We also celebrated Dia de la Madre (Mothers 

Day) in ways I would never had imagined.  I 

think Dia de la Madre may come in a close 

2nd to Christmas in terms of commercialism 

and world-stopping activities.  We cancelled 

school for all the students and had a few select 

ones come and put on an assembly for all the 

moms of the school.  It was definitely strange 

having moms there and not their children!  

The assembly went great, with only a few ex-

tremely stressed teachers, and all the moms 

definitely felt appreciated. 

Then, last week, we took 3rd-12th grade to Antigua 

for the day.  We all went to museums to learn 

about the colonial past of Guatemala and then to a 

park to swim and take out boats.  We had about 

110 students in two busses and it was insanity.  

Dance parties, bubbles, beach ball volleyball… and 

that was only on the bus while we were underway!  

So much fun!  The pictures below are of the sib-

lings that I wrote about in a newsletter a while 

back who live on their own and have nothing.  We 

got a scholarship for them to go, and they got to go 

on a boat for the first time in their lives.  Seeing 

smiles on their faces remind me why 

I’m here… and why I want Guat to 

open adoption… just joking… kind of... 

Update from the Work World... 

What’s next?     

Holy smokes!  Time is drawing to a close… 

What’s next?  Well, first of all, I hope the silly doctors 

clear me to go back to school ASAP so I can play with 

my kids.  Then, we’ll have lots of fun, adventures, class 

time, more Spanish language skill cramming. and trying 

to not think about how I have to leave soon 

Official Seatac landing date:  Night of August 13th 

Where’s Katharine—June 2011 
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