
(For those of you who read my blog, this may be a bit repetitive…) 

When I came to Guatemala, God and I made a deal… 

or at least I thought.  I was going to leave everyone I 

knew and loved and go on a road trip with one of my 

best friends for a phase of transition and then was go-

ing to embark on a yearlong adventure in a foreign 

country with people who are strangers to me, speaking 

a language I don't know.  In exchange, God was going 

to give me three things: 1) Teach me a whole lot of les-

sons about who He is and the immenseness of His love, 

2) Keep me healthy (I couldn’t imagine dealing with 

culture shock on top of ill health), and 3) Teach me a 

lot of lessons from the loving family that He gives me 

with whom I will be able to stay in contact forever.  Number one has been, and con-

tinues to be, fulfilled.  Numbers two and three… not so much.   

This past month, the health and family parts of the deal disintegrated.  My stom-

ach has not been a fan of Guatemalan food pretty much the whole time I’ve been 

here (aka I’ve been sick…).  As it’s gotten worse, it became apparent that I would 

need to steer away from the standard Guatemalan staples of fried chicken, bread, 

strained oatmeal, and tortillas.  Compounding the situation, my host dad lost his 

job and the dynamics of our host family were deteriorating, along with the quality 

of food.  Talking with the fellow volunteers and Marcia, our advisor, it became ap-

parent that I would have to move.  Sadness.    

This situation, compounded by the fact that the 

day I moved I discovered that I had both Staph 

infection and a parasite, set the stage for a slight-

ly tumultuous March.  The beginning was great; I 

got the opportunity to teach my youngest host sis-

ter how to ride a bike, the older girls and I had a 

lot of quality “attack Kat” time, and we had a 

great deal of fun events at school.  Then, after 

moving (into Malea and Kyra’s apartment that 

they are so generously offering to allow me to 

crash in), I got on lots of medications, we had finals at school (where I had to bear 

witness to my students not succeeding like I wanted…), and was just feeling con-

fused… what happened to God’s part of that deal?   

Health? - no.  Family? - apparently no as well (I’m on house 6 in this country).  Les-

sons?  - yes.   He’s teaching me lots and lots of lessons.  (But fulfilling 33% of my 

perceived of a deal is not fulfilling the whole deal… by the way).     

          (next page) 

Lessons I’ve 
Learned so far... 

 Beware of Carnaval 
outside of your own 
school… you may get 
attacked by an egg 
filled with flour 

 Don’t try to make 
deals with God and 
think that you have 
life under control 

 There is amazing 
power in knowing and 
being known 

 Carousels in Guate-
mala = creepy.  My 
future (way off in the 
future) adopted chil-
dren will never sit on 
their laps 

 Play carnival games.  
You win cool toys. 

 Slightly sketchy, vol-
canic heated saunas 
are amazingly refresh-
ing after a nice, long 
hike 

 Also refreshing is vis-
iting people who know 
the country and the 
culture and also 
where you come from 
(thanks Agrellus fami-
ly!) 

 There are reasons to 
rejoice in your bus not 
having a speedome-
ter.. Like when you’re 
sitting in the front 
row and realize that 
you’re going to make 
the Guatemala City to 
Xela trip (usually 4+ 
hours) in 2h45min 

 Deals with God... 
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But, then we come back to the lessons.  Maybe one 

of the lessons I’m supposed to learn this year is the 

importance of not making deals with God.  What I 

perceive as a deal may or may not be what He’s 

planning… and if I’m all set on Him fulfilling His 

part of the deal, then I get distracted by the anger I 

have towards Him for not fulfilling His part of the deal (that I imag-

ined) and miss His hand reaching out and the soft voice saying, “come, 

my child” 

Fortunately, in the midst of all the 

turmoil, the illustrious Nora Feeney came to visit.  We had an amazing 

visit and I was just reminded of the value of deep, lasting friendships 

when someone knows you so well that you can go from having deep con-

versations to silently sitting next to one another to goofily playing in the 

Lake all in the matter of an hour and none of it feels odd or awkward.   

Together, we got to teach my classes (yeah for strength in numbers and 

greater creative mind power!), see all the other volunteers in Antigua, go 

hiking, visit the girls, try new foods (and gain new stories about those 

experiences), shop in the markets, explore Xela’s volcanic saunas and hot 

baths, swim in Lake Atitlan, and go ziplining.  Really, I can’t think of a 

better way to end this month; it was so refreshing and such a gift; we had 

such a blast! 

The other exciting news of the 

past month has been that Lent has started!  Living in a country that has a 

strong Catholic influence has given Lent a whole new meaning in my life.  Eve-

rywhere I look, it seems as though sawdust rugs are painstakingly being created 

in anticipation of Jesus.  People spend hours putting sawdust, or other pieces of 

nature, into beautiful arrangements in order to prepare for the coming of Christ 

on His resurrection walk. These things are ELABORATE.  I’m sure that as the 

season continues, more and more of the pictures will make their way onto my 

blog and picasa page.  But until then, imagine the most gorgeous, entryway car-

pet in a mansion being painstakingly assembled out of sawdust shavings…     

impressive, right?   

Then (the following is my interpretation… not necessarily correct), a town is 

responsible for reenacting the walk to Calvary.  First, come in the Roman Sol-

diers and their drums and scary looking costumes.  Next, people dressed in all 

purple carrying incense, then comes Jesus, on a giant float thing, carried by 

the men who are in purple, and… THEY WALK ON THE BEAUTIFUL CAR-

PETS.  Behind Jesus, is Mary, carried by the women who also walk on the car-

pets. These really impressive floats and parade go on for hours (the one we 

watched started at 1pm and was expected to get back to their town (up the 

mountain) at 11pm.  It has been really cool to watch the festivities; the dedica-

tion to the carpets and the subsequent sacrifice of the fruits of peoples’ pains-

taking work to the all important walk to the Cross as well as the hours people 

spend carrying a ginormous float just so that they can remember the reason 

for the season.  It’s really beautiful! 
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Lent  in a whole new light… 



 

 

It has been an eventful (and not class-full) 

month of school.  With different celebra-

tions for Carnaval (the Latin American 

equivalent of Mardi Gras), Dia de la Mujer 

(Day of the Woman), the end of month theme 

presentations, soccer tryouts for our inter-

collegio league, and finals (I don’t like grad-

ing… I just want everyone to get 100% and 

learn everything), English classes became ra-

ther scarce. However, it was fun to get to know the students a bit better outside 

the formal classroom and I think that I now am known as someone more than the 

strange, hyperactive teacher who charges into class every day for 30 minutes 

with a bunch of crazy activities.  At least I hope. 

One of my highlights of the month was Carnaval.  The tra-

dition for Carnaval is to take empty eggs and fill them with 

confetti and break them on people’s heads (pictured above).  

Our school also had a costume/dance contest.  I will let you 

imagine how fun all that was for four hours (answer:  a 

blast!!!) 

Another highlight was when I accompanied the fifth and 

sixth grade students to a soccer excursion.  Fortunately, 

Nora was visiting at that time and able to laugh at the iron-

ic chaos.  I went into this activity thinking that it was a 

friendly game and Nora and I would be playing with the 

girls against the boys.  We got all dressed and ready to go 

and walked to the “nice field” with the kids a few blocks 

away.  The “nice field” was scattered with cow poo and trash and part of it 

seemed to be in the process of converting to a housing development or something.  

We took some of the larger pieces of trash and constructed some goals then the 

boys played on a makeshift field on one side, the girls on the other.  I turned out 

not to be playing but to be coaching and scouting.  WHAT?!?!?!  Evidently, it was 

tryout day for our team that will play against neighboring collegios so the 6th 

grade teacher and I had to decide who made the cuts.   

Thank you PAA for my childhood soccer lessons! 

 

Pictured here is 

one of my stu-

dents’ houses/

families.  

CHICKENS! 

Update from the Work World... 

What’s next?     

Semana Santa!   

(Holy Week) 

Tina and I are planning to spend it in Anti-

gua with the other volunteers… Antigua is 

said to be one of the best places in the world 

to be for Holy Week, so I’m excited! 
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