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Honduras Mission Trip – February 2017 
Blog by The Rev. Paul Nancarrow 

 

Off and Away 
FEBRUARY 6, 2017   

Later today Lee and I will drive up to the DC environs, where we’ll spend the night before 
boarding a very early flight to Atlanta – the first leg of our trip to Copan, Honduras for Trinity 
Church’s 2017 adult mission trip. From Atlanta we fly to San Pedro Sula; and from there it’s a bus 
ride that gets longer each year, as each year the roads get worse, into the mountains to Copan. It 
makes for a long day of travel – going a great distance not only in miles, but in culture, in climate, 
and in spirit as well. 

There is much about this mission trip that is familiar: we know the hotel where we’ll be staying; we 
know the people we’ll be seeing; we know some favorite restaurants we want to visit; we know we’ll 
be working in the very first church our mission group helped to build on our very first trip. Parts 
of this trip already feel like a kind of homecoming. 

But there is much about this mission trip that will be very different. Over the last couple of years 
the focus of our trips has been changing a bit: where we originally went for the sole purpose of 
building church buildings for local communities, lately we’ve been branching out into working 
with a local school as well. Worship, fellowship, and education are all traditional elements of 
church mission, and our trips have been embracing more of that diversity as we’ve evolved. This 
year’s trip will see more shift in that emphasis as well. 

Another new thing will be the chance to talk to Padre Hector about the future of the Episcopal 
Church in the Maya Deanery. Padre Hector is the rector of the “mother” church of the deanery, a 
position that has been vacant or only part-time for many years. As Hector brings his vision to the 
deanery, I want to make sure I get some time to talk with him about what that future will look like, 
and how Trinity can be good partners with the local congregations going forward. Having a good 
face-to-face between Padre Hector and “Padre Pablo” (with Oakley to translate, no doubt!) is one of 
my particular goals for this trip. 

One thing that will be very different for us will be the absence of Ted Jordan and Dana Flanders. 
Ted and Dana have been central to the mission since its beginning, and it is very very hard to 
imagine this trip without them. Ted was one of the two or three missioners who really understood 
construction; and with his death we find we need to think again about how much construction 
work we can do. Dana has a gift for organizing people and details and plans; and with her wise 
decision to step back from the mission trips for a time to grieve, we are feeling her absence even 
before we get to the airport. We will miss them both in Copan, but we will carry them in our 
hearts and in our prayers. 
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Some familiarity, some difference. And, like the wise scribe in Matthew, we will bring out of our 
spiritual treasury both what is old and what is new as we join God in this mission. 

Once we get to Copan, and settle in, and connect to the hotel wifi there, I will add more blog 
posts to this mission journal. I ask your prayers for all of us as we go — Oakley, Margaret, Pat, 
Todd, Pete, Brenden, Lorain, Bill, Tom, Lee, and me — and know that we carry you all with us in 
spirit. 

 

 

Arriving 
FEBRUARY 7, 2017   

Travel can be exhausting. It seems strange in a way: travel involves a lot sitting around – sitting in 
airports, sitting on planes, sitting on buses. How can so much sitting around be exhausting? And 
why is it, when we arrive in Copan some twelve hours after leaving our hotel in Dulles, are we so 
worn out? 

It wasn’t all sitting, of course. Some of it even approached running, as our flight from Atlanta to 
San Pedro Sula began boarding before our flight from Dulles to Atlanta even touched down. 
Thank goodness the Atlanta airport has fast trains between concourses! 

But mostly it was sitting. And still we feel pretty tired out as we arrive. 

I think part of it is the sense of not being in control. Traveling by air to another country puts us at 
the mercy of a lot of other factors. We can’t decide how fast the security line will move; we can’t 
decide when to board the airplane; we can’t decide how air traffic will be rerouted because of 
storms elsewhere in the country. A lot of what happens is up to other people and other forces, and 
we have to be on our toes, often enough, just to keep up. 

Maintaining that level of attention, without any corresponding action, can actually be kind of 
mentally draining. 

On the other hand, on the very last leg of the trip, I began to recognize that not being in control 
could also be a gift. As the bus wound up and down the mountain roads bringing us to Copan, 
and I realized it wasn’t up to me to avoid the potholes or steer around the trucks or manage the 
hairpin turns, I turned my attention instead to the scenery. Not listening for airline 
announcements, not keeping track of where and when and how long, I just started looking at the 
countryside as it went by. 

The forests look greener this year than last; everything seems more lush and verdant; it must have 
been a good growing season for the sugar cane and coffee we saw harvested. There is much beauty 
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here – like the Shenandoah Valley in a way, and yet very different as well – and it is a gift just to 
take some time and enjoy it for what it is. 
So here we are. Tired from a long day’s travel, not quite in control of what happens now and what 
happens next, trying to receive this place and this time and this mission as a gift. So now we sleep, 
and tomorrow will be our first working day. 

 

Filling in the Holy Spirit 
FEBRUARY 8, 2017   

Today we went to work at La Iglesia Espiritu Santo – the Church of the Holy Spirit – which was 
the very first church this mission group worked on when our trips to Honduras began. The church 
is growing right now: they’re seeing more young families with small children: and they’re 
considering ways they might expand. The church building has already grown a couple of times; in 
addition to the worship space, there are offices on a lower level, and a large room that can be 
rented out as a classroom or meeting space or wedding reception venue, and a terrace just above 
the river. This is all built into a hillside, so that the terrace is the lowest part, and you climb a long 
irregular stairway to move past the meeting room, the offices, and the church itself to street level. 
Original trippers love to point out the areas they worked on at the beginning, and how much has 
grown since then. 

Part of the work we are doing on this trip is on that very lowest level, the terrace, where we are 
helping to enclose some space and make a new room. First, though, we had to move quite a lot of 
scrap wood out of the space. Nothing in Honduras is ever wasted; some of this wood could be used 
again for concrete forms or building simple things. So instead of discarding it, all the wood had to 
be carried up to the roof of the large meeting space, where it will be stored. Until it needs to be 
moved again, that is. 

Moving the wood involved carrying it along the terrace, up part of the irregular steps, along a 
corridor formed by the space between the original church and the big meeting room, then up 
some temporary wooden steps to the roof. It was a surprisingly rabbit-warren-y route. And it gave 
me an insight into how church buildings like this grow, not according to a master plan, but as 
needs an opportunities and creative usages arise. We were part of that process long ago, and we’re 
taking on a new part of that process now. 

But even as new bits are being added, the old bits need to be maintained. The interior of the 
worship space needed to be repainted, so a few of our team took up the brushes and buckets and 
long-handled rollers and got to work on the church walls. The work on the south wall, and the 
west wall, and the north wall went more easily than I’d expected, to tell the truth. But we were all a 
little daunted by the east wall. 

The east wall has a marvelous mural of the Holy Spirit as a descending dove. You may have seen 
pictures of this dove in blog posts or sermon pages before this. It is part of the life of this place – 
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and none of us painters wanted to be the one responsible for leaving a large drip of yellow paint 
running down the mural from a careless swipe of the roller! 

 

Finally, though, after others had rolled all around the mural as carefully as possible, Tom Howell 
took a brush and delicately, painstakingly, filled in all the edges around the rays emanating from 
the dove. The end result was a perfectly preserved mural in the middle of a fresh and bright newly 
painted wall. 

And while I appreciate very much Tom’s careful work, it occurred to me that in a way this is just 
the opposite of our theological understanding of the work of the real Holy Spirit in our lives. We 
were concerned about filling in the gaps around the Spirit. But usually it is the Spirit who fills in 
the gaps in us. It is when we want to pray but don’t know how that the Spirit breathes in and prays 
in us, in sighs too deep for words. It is when we know we ought to love, but do not feel ourselves 
able to make the caring gesture or say the loving word, that the Spirit moves within and empowers 
us to do what we could not on our own. It is when we try to connect with each other, to be more 
than just individuals but a body in communion, that the Spirit flows between us and weaves us 
into right-relationships and mutual well-being. So often it is not we who touch up the gaps around 
the Spirit, but the Spirit who mends the gaps within ourselves. 

All of which makes this Spirit mural a symbol, I think, not just for the church building here 
outside Copan, but for the work we’ve come to share in this growing, serving, sharing mission 
place. 

 

 

Chipping Away 
FEBRUARY 9, 2017   

My main job today was chipping away old paint. 
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Yesterday we worked on painting the worship space of the church in Santa Rita. There were two 
big sections, however, along the bottom of the streetside wall, that we could not paint, because the 
surfaces had deteriorated and needed to be scraped clean before new paint could be applied. That 
job fell to me. 

I am not a builder by trade, nor a restorer of old homes by avocation. I don’t know if this sort of 
thing is common in certain kinds of construction or not. But here in Honduras, most of the 
building is done with masonry block. When a wall is completed, its surface is still pretty rough, 
since the block itself is pretty rough. A wall is typically finished by “mudding” it with a cement 
mixture, which is thrown onto the wall (yes, thrown; it can get pretty vigorous) and then smoothed 
out with a trowel. When the wall is mostly smooth, a caustic mixture is spread over the wall, which 
partially dissolves the cement, and then dries to a hardened, smoothed consistency. 

Over time, however, and especially with lots of moisture, that thin outer layer can break down. It 
gets weaker, it’s prone to holes, and in some cases it can even bubble up with air pockets between 
it and the block beneath. Such a rotten surface cannot be painted – you could do a beautiful paint 
job and then watch as the whole thing fell right off the wall as the layer separated! – so it had to be 
removed. 

I was given a steel implement that looked like a short crowbar with an exaggerated bend on one 
end, pointed toward the wall, and let loose. And for the next several hours I scraped and chipped 
and pounded to do my best to get the loose layer off and the harder wall exposed. 

Sometimes it was easy, when I came across a bubbled patch, and the scraper nearly glided through 
the rotten surface, peeling it away in nice satisfying chunks. 

Sometimes it was harder, when it took multiple swings of the crow-hammer-scraper (I’m still not 
sure what that tool is really called…) just to chip off a small area. 

Sometimes there were surprising little momentary rewards, when I’d pound away in futility for 
awhile, and then one good stroke would bring a palm-sized piece off all at once. 

But easy or hard, it took a long time, and progress was slow, and it left me with time to think. 

And it occurred to me that chipping away at the wall like that might be a metaphor for parts of the 
spiritual life. We are all created good by God; but years of experience, hurts done to us, hurts 
we’ve done to others, living enmeshed in social systems of injustice and oppression, bad habits 
repeated until they grow into self-destructive patterns of behavior, things like this over time build 
up a kind of hard shell around our good hearts. And spiritual disciplines can be tools for chipping 
away at that hard shell, chipping away at the things that keep our hearts from loving God and our 
neighbors in joy. It can be hard work; there can be days when it seems to be going well, and days 
when we’ve no idea how we can keep at this exhausting task; sometimes we seem to pound away 
with no effect, and sometimes the rotten spots just fall right off and the true heart shines through. 
And with the spirit, as with that wall, the only way to really get anywhere is to keep chipping away. 
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I think that metaphor hits close to home for a lot of us. We read about sudden conversions, and 
we hear about people turning their lives around all at once, and we imagine that God could snap 
the divine fingers and “fix” us in a single moment. But most of the time life doesn’t work that way. 
Most of the time the real change comes through patient, repeated, faithful work, chipping away at 
the shell of sin so that the presence of God within can be revealed. 

There is a saying in the stories of the Desert Fathers, in which an older monk counsels a younger 
monk to “Sit in your cell, and your cell will teach you everything.” I won’t claim it’s everything, but 
a church wall taught me a thing about chipping away today. 

 

 

The Tired Day 
FEBRUARY 10, 2017   

It seemed as though the common theme today was “I’m tired.” Lee and I said that to each other 
almost as soon as we woke up. Oakley mentioned it before breakfast. None of us were quite so 
sprightly jumping up into the back of the pickup truck to ride to the church. Whether we were 
moving block or building walls or painting rooms, everything seemed to go a little slower than 
yesterday, with more comments of “whew, I’m tired!” mixed in. 

There’s a reason for that, of course. This was our third day straight of hard manual labor from 
7:30 in the morning till 4:00 in the afternoon. And this for a group who, mostly, are not 
accustomed to hard manual labor as a daily occurrence. We’d all been operating at about the top 
of our curve for days in a row, and we were all, in one way or another, feeling our limits. 

There is a rhythm to these Copan trips, a rhythm that was worked out from experience early on in 
this mission work. The first Tuesday is the traveling day. Wednesday is the first work day. 
Thursday is the “now we know what we’re doing” day. Friday is the tired day. Saturday is the free 
day. Sunday is the worship day (with a free afternoon!). Monday is the next-to-last working day. 
Tuesday is the last working day. And Wednesday is the travel home day. Every day has its own 
character. 

And all together these days make up a nice arc of activity. We put more working days before the 
weekend break, so that we can crest the arc quickly and not feel rushed in the final days. The 
weekend serves as an incentive and reward for working hard the first three days. Monday and 
Tuesday we feel rested, recharged, and ready to make the most of the remaining time. And Sunday 
anchors it all with the worshipful reminder of the reason we’re all here in the first place. The 
rhythm keeps us going day by day. 

So even though today was The Tired Day, it was still a good day. We saw how much had been 
accomplished our first two days, and that gave us confidence to do more. And knowing we would 



Page 7 of 13 

not be working tomorrow made it just a bit easier to wring out the energy reserves today. It was the 
rhythm that made the day go by. 

Lots of things in life have their rhythms. Days may be good or bad, better or worse, rejoicing or 
depressing. But days don’t happen on their own: there are days before and days after, moments 
before and moments after, and it is the arc of activity over these moments and days that adds up to 
our real experiences. In every moment God gives us new possibilities to act in love and grace – 
even the most tired or depressed or tragic moment has its possibility for love and grace – and in 
each moment we respond to God as best we can. But the individual moments come and go, they 
become and then they fade away; what matters is how moment leads to moment in an arc of 
activity that bends toward God. And getting a sense of the rhythm of that arc is often the one 
thing that gets us through the Tired Day and on to something else. 

Prayer has its rhythms, too, as moments of insight and moments of loss and moments of confusion 
and moments of deep communion link together, arising from God’s gifts of possibilities, and 
forming an arc of activity that bends toward God. Praying is a good thing to do on a Tired Day, to 
help reveal the rhythm that moves us deeper into life. 

That was my prayer today. May there be prayer for you on your tired days, too. 

 

 

Looking Two Ways 
FEBRUARY 11, 2017   

Not all the Mayan remains in Copan are in the acropolis. That’s where the major temples and 
plazas and ball court are, to be sure. But there are stelae, stone pillars carved with the images of 
kings, set in several places in the area. Many are concentrated in a section of the archeological 
park; many are lost; but a few can be found still standing in the countryside. 

The archeologists tell us that at its height the Mayan city of Copan was far larger than the section 
now in the archeological park. That was the city center, the ceremonial and governmental heart of 
the city. But there were residential sectors, artisan work areas, housing for nobility and courtiers, 
even lesser temples, that extended far beyond the ruins that are famous now. 

One such outlying area, maybe half a mile from the park, was named “Las Sepulturas” by the early 
European explorers who found the ruins. They took it for granted, based on their expectations 
from other cultures, that the structures here were tombs, so they called it “the sepulchres.” It 
turned out, however, as they excavated and found artifacts, that the structures were actually 
residences. It hadn’t been a place of the dead, but a neighborhood for the very much alive! It’s still 
called Las Sepulturas today, when it has mostly become farmland. Names, even inaccurate names, 
can have a way of sticking. It’s a reminder that it’s wise to know a thing before you assign a label to 
it. 
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Neighborhoods like Las Sepulturas were an important part of the city, though they were separated 
from the ceremonial center. So the kings sometimes erected stelae of themselves outside city 
center, in the neighborhoods, partly to assert their authority, and partly to unify the sprawling city 
into a single ceremonial system. Though the neighborhoods are gone, some of those stelae still 
remain. 

In present-day Copan there is a nice paved walking path that runs from the city out to the 
archeological park and beyond, as far as Las Sepulturas. (I’ve seen a little map that shows the path 
going farther, and even leaving the road and going up into the hills; I haven’t personally checked 
that out!) Lee and I walked out that path today, in the late morning, as a pleasant alternative to a 
working day. 

On the way to the park, the path goes by two remaining stelae. One of them is carved with the 
image of the king on both sides; but the two sides are very different. They are both images of the 
same king – each of the kings of Copan is depicted with a distinctive headdress/crown and other 
defining characteristics – and the images on both sides of Stela 5 have the same identity markers. 

But the side facing toward the city center is depicted as a young man, and the side facing away as 
an old man. The young face looks proud and powerful, the eyes partly closed, as if narrowed in a 
shrewd and calculating authority. But it’s the old face that haunts me. The stone here is partly 
broken, so that the face is incomplete; but there is enough to show the eyes, large and round and 
somewhat sunken, carved without lids, so it’s impossible to tell if the eyes are closed in 
contemplation or staring openly into depths of mortality. The mouth is a thin line, with jowls on 
either side. He still wears the oversized headdress of feathers and jades, but it seems to weigh more 
heavily on him than on the youthful side. And yet there is a strange and scary strength in that face, 
as if to say that here is a man who has stared at death, who knows loss, and who is no longer afraid 
of time. And he stares resolutely, as he has for centuries, away from the city he ruled and judged 
and priested for all his life. 

I read in a guidebook once that it was not uncommon for kings to be depicted in different ways on 
the two sides of their stelae. But this young/old contrast seems particularly poignant to me. 
Especially when I remember that this stela was most probably commissioned while the king was 
still alive, and probably not quite as old as he’s depicted. It’s as if the king is looking both ways in 
his life, back toward the youth that formed him, and forward to the finality that will define him. 
Back toward the city that anchors him, and out into the unknown beyond. And it’s in this looking 
two ways that he finds and reveals his strength. 

Looking back and looking forward. Knowing where we’ve come from, and facing into where we’re 
going. Learning to grow from the narrow gaze of calculation to looking deeply into truth, even the 
truth of loss, without fear. 

What would we see of ourselves if we looked two ways? 
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God Gives the Growth 
FEBRUARY 12, 2017   

In our Epistle reading in church today was the thought “One plants, another waters, but God gives 
the growth.” 

I know this because I looked the reading up on the English-language Lectionary.net website. I 
could not have told you that based on the Spanish-language reading in church. I am getting better 
at reading Spanish, at least in small doses, with common phrases. But hearing Spanish is a different 
matter, and I am quickly and easily lost. So it was in the church service at Espiritu Santo today. 

I find worshiping in a language other than English to be a multileveled experience. On the one 
hand, I have come over the years to know the Book of Common Prayer very well, and I can tell 
what is happening in the service based on actions and sequence and cadence, even if I don’t really 
know the language. If you put a Spanish-language Prayer Book in my hands, I can pretty well tell 
what every bit of text means, based on my memory of that text in English. I may not be too good at 
how it sounds, but I know in my bones what it means. So on one level worshiping in Spanish is full 
of the delight of discovery, as I recognize deeply familiar prayers being voiced in a very different 
way. 

But then come the parts of the service that are not in the book, and that I can’t follow with text: 
the scripture readings, the sermon, the moments when the priest goes “off book” to explain a 
certain action or invite people to reflect on a given moment. Then I am quickly and easily lost – at 
least as far as the language is concerned. But it is often precisely when I am lost to language that I 
sense most deeply the commonality of our common prayer: when I don’t know quite what’s going 
on, then I can only let myself be carried along by the prayer and intention and love of others. So 
on another level worshiping in Spanish is a reminder that prayer is never a matter of one person 
praying alone, but we are all caught up in each other’s prayer-flow, and all moved as one by the 
deeper movement of the Holy Spirit. 

And that’s when it occurred to me that our worship was a precise illustration of our Epistle 
reading. All of us there could do different things: one read the Epistle, one played the keyboard, 
one led the singing, many sang, one lifted the bread and wine, one led the service, some 
understood little, and some understood much. And through all those different things, it was God 
who gave the growth, God who wove our different voices into harmony, God who brought our 
different gifts into communion. 

And I realized it wasn’t just our worship that reflected God’s gift of growth. The building we 
gathered in was also a group effort. All the painting we’d done on Wednesday and Thursday and 
Friday made the church look fresh and clean and resplendent when we gathered on Sunday. Even 
the part of the wall where I’d chipped away days before was there – not patched yet, not repainted 
yet, hidden behind pews and chairs and cabinets that had been pulled into place to cover the mess 
– but still a reminder of the ongoing work of building and strengthening the church. The work 
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we’d done the last few days, and the work the parishioners have been doing for months, were there 
side by side – and it was God who gave the growth. 

And God has been giving the growth to this working relationship for years, ever since the Trinity 
mission group first came to Honduras and first started working on this church building. I’ve heard 
many times the story of how they had to rebuild the chancel platform three times, as different 
church leaders gave them different specs – and yet today there the chancel is, in its final form, 
being used for joyous and solemn worship. Some built that platform, others stand there to offer 
prayers, but it is God who gives the growth. That spiritual truth is built into the very stones and 
blocks of this building. 

And today that truth was built into the building in a very powerful way. Ted Jordan was among the 
first mission trippers, and his construction know-how and gift of hard work and deep generosity of 
spirit helped to form this building, and the community that meets here, and many of the other 
communities and buildings throughout the Maya Deanery. Ted’s death is mourned by many here, 
as it has been back home in Staunton. We brought some of Ted’s ashes with us on this trip, and in 
church today, using the prayers of Commendation from the book of prayer we have in common, 
Padre Hector and Deacon Concepcion and the people of Espiritu Santo, and Mision Santa Cruz, 
and Santa Maria Virgen, and San Miguel Arcangelos, and San Nicolas, along with us trippers from 
Trinity Staunton, placed those ashes in a niche in the church wall. They will always be a part of 
this building, as Ted’s spirit will always be a part of this community and this mission. Ted did his 
work, and we all do our works, to build up this church – and it is God who gives the growth. God 
who gives growth to Ted in eternal life. God who gives growth to us in this earthly life, as we move 
closer each day to heaven, God who gives growth to the church for the mission of growing peace 
and love and communion for the entire world. 

One plants, another waters, and God gives the growth. For us all. Demos gracias a Dios. Thanks be 
to God. 

 

 

Let the Room Guide You 
FEBRUARY 13, 2017  

With only two working days remaining, we are already starting to think about finishing up. While 
tasks are still in progress, there are some that we are steering toward completion. 

Painting, for instance, reached its big conclusion today – and mostly because we’d used up all the 
paint! The church interior is a beautiful sunny yellow. The church façade is an apricot/peach 
color, with bright white trim and a rich red outer wall. A room on the bottom level, which will 
become a place to stay for the local homeless and/or people visiting for church events, used up the 
apricot from the church façade. And the interior yellow went to the last drop to a room in the 
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“undercroft” of the church, which is used for children’s Sunday school, along with some 
bathrooms and a storage area. 

Some of us spent the better part of Friday in that room, painting the walls. But when there was 
more yellow paint left, the local overseer of the job, Jose, decided we should paint the columns, the 
beams, and the ceiling as well. Besides, there was a big mural of Noah’s Ark on one wall; they 
didn’t want that painted over! – but they did want the yellow background refreshed all around it. 

So five of us grabbed brushes and rollers and went to work in that one room. At first I feared we’d 
be bumping into each other all the time. But it didn’t take long until we’d sorted the room into 
distinct tasks. Tom painted around the mural, as he had so well days before around the Holy Spirit 
dove upstairs. Lee climbed on top of tables and chairs and, at one point, a stack of bags of cement, 
to paint the tops of the beams and the ceiling edge. She pointed out the irony of being the shortest 
member of our group and painting at the top of the room. Lorain and Margaret worked in the 
back storage area and the ladies’ room (baño de damas, according to the sign). And I took a roller 
and stood on tiptoe to do the beams throughout the room and the ceiling in the baño de caballeros. 
At one point I even climbed up onto the edges of a large cistern to paint the beam and ceiling 
above it, wondering all the while how much the water would break my fall if I slipped and fell in. 

And for a couple of hours or more, the five of us went about our painting tasks, talking 
occasionally, give each other room when we needed it, refilling our pans or bowls from the big 
paint bucket in the center, weaving back and forth in a way that couldn’t really be 
called cooperation, since we weren’t actively and intentionally operating together, but formed a kind 
of emergent synergy, each one contributing one piece to a growing functional whole. We almost 
didn’t need to consult each other, because it was the room itself, with its particular geometry and 
its as yet unpainted surfaces, that dictated the work. None of us really had to figure out too hard 
what to do, we only had to let the room guide us. 

There is a Taoist story of a master butcher, whose artistry and skill in cutting meat was renowned 
throughout the province. When the emperor asked him what he had to do to develop such skill, 
he answered that he really didn’t do anything: he said he let the knife find its way through muscle, 
past bone, parting joints. All he did was let the knife guide him. For him, butchering was not a 
matter of hacking through resistant meat, but instead a matter of letting the flesh and the knife be 
his guide. He found a kind of serenity in that, and the artistry and skill other people admired was 
nothing but their perception of his serenity. 

Perhaps there was something like that in painting that room. Perhaps the five of us didn’t need to 
plan or organize, because we had the room to guide us, and we let the beams and ceiling and 
geometry direct our energies, and there was a sort of serenity in that guidance. And there was just 
enough paint – no less and no more – to finish off that room. That was our tao, our shared way, 
today. 

Sometimes I think we feel as though God is calling us to battle with life, to struggle with what is 
missing, or what is lacking, or what is less than the ideal we think God wants. And while I think 
the spiritual life does include struggle, I wonder sometimes if we don’t resort to the struggle 
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metaphor a little too much. Because God doesn’t want us to fight our way toward him; God is the 
one who comes to us. God comes to us in Jesus, God comes to us as the Holy Spirit, who guides 
and encourages and inspires. God is the one who makes a way – might we even say a tao? – where 
there is no way. And our role is to let ourselves be guided, to let ourselves be encouraged and 
inspired, to move in the directions God moves us to go. Sometimes the situation of your life is not 
an enemy to be battled or a cage to be escaped, but is the room with beams and ceiling and 
geometry, the room that shows you itself what it is you need to do. Sometimes the heart of the 
spiritual way is just to let the room guide you. 

That’s when you find you have enough – nothing more and nothing less – to do the task you’ve 
been given to do. 

 

 The Work Is Over; The Work Begins 
FEBRUARY 14, 2017  

Well, today we finished up. The last bits of trim on the walls, the final patching of the missing 
plaster, the remaining masonry blocks moved from the street to safe storage (well, most of them), 
the last words with Honduran friends. 

Because it’s Valentine’s Day, about 3/5 of our party – Margaret, Lorain, Bill, Pete, Brendan, and 
Steve – went up to the school in San Rafael to make Valentine cards with the younger kids. They 
were a big hit with the children, even though they never broke out the glitter glue. The valentine 
cookies Margaret brought were also a highlight! 

Meanwhile, the rest of us – Oakley, Tom, Lee, and me – went to Espiritu Santo to finish up the 
work there. There wasn’t that much left to do; but the weather was hotter today, and the 
accumulated fatigue of several days of hard work made the morning seem awfully long. By lunch 
time we were slow and sore and ready to be done. And then after lunch, after about an hour more, 
suddenly we were. The folks from the school had joined us for lunch, we’d done all we could do, 
and our ride back to the hotel had arrived. It was time to go. 

And as the physical labor wraps up, it’s time to take a mental step back and think about the larger 
work here. We travel here to build church buildings and to build relationships, to repair and 
improve properties and to deepen our understanding and partnership in the mission of God 
among these people in this place. But our joining in God’s mission here goes far deeper than just 
these mission trips. There are things we can do back home, there is support we can offer all year 
long, to join God in this neighborhood, to partner with these sisters and brothers in Christ. 

There are twenty-six congregations in the Maya Deanery here, served by one priest, three deacons, 
and several lay leaders. The rector, Padre Hector, has worked hard over the last year, ever since he 
was assigned here, to build up the organization and cooperation between these congregations. He 
travels to each one, celebrating with them, teaching them about the Prayer Book and the 
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Lectionary and the Episcopal way of being Christian (which is really quite distinctive from both 
the prevailing Roman Catholicism and the popular Pentecostalism), baptizing and marrying and 
praying. He has also instituted a pattern of gatherings, in which congregations come together in 
three regions once a month, and throughout the whole deanery every other month. 

He’s helped me to understand that our real mission relationship here is not just with Espiritu 
Santo or Santa Maria or Mision Santa Cruz, but with the whole deanery, with the work of God in 
each congregation and each of the communities they serve. When I get home, I want to give some 
careful thought to how we can expand this mission relationship – both how we can connect with 
more congregations throughout the deanery, and how we might bring more people from our 
convocation and our diocese into this work. I can’t imagine yet just what that might look like; but 
I do foresee emails to Padre Hector, no doubt translated by Oakley, and conversations with Bishop 
Mark as well. 

Trinity’s Honduras mission has been going on for many years now, more than a decade, and has 
already reached to more places and communities than anyone had imagined when it began. We 
have an opportunity now for a new kind of growth, and a farther reach, with the deanery-wide 
leadership Padre Hector brings. I am excited to see how the Spirit will lead us! 

So now our work here is over; and now the work begins. 

 
 


