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It was a cold morning on the eighteenth of August when we left Piedras Negras. I sat on the floor of Jose’s van, half asleep and half awake, listening to the news on the radio. We reached Eagle Pass within about forty-five minutes, with little delay at the border. Thank God. As we packed our luggage from the pick-up truck to the van taking us to San Antonio, a few of us began to cry. I held back my tears. It was not easy, but I did it. Before we left, I told Juan Manuel “I won’t cry because I will see you again. God will see to it that our paths will cross again in the future.” He smiled in agreement and embraced me. Juan Manuel is the seminarian that assisted Father Juan Alberto at the parish. We used to pray the Liturgy of the Hours together; I in English and he in Spanish. I missed that already. As I was boarding the van, Father Isaac asked me to check the pick-up truck one last time just to make sure that nothing was left behind.

As I walked back and saw the truck, I realized what I would be leaving. The memories that were in that truck, the lessons learned, the experience of it all. For me at least, the truck was a focal point. As soon as I saw that truck, that 1989 blue Chevy that was part of most of out experiences, I could not help but weep. I stood there, crying, filled with all the emotion that this trip accumulated. I savoured that moment as both a beginning and an end. Here was the culmination of two weeks of work, and yet we all knew that our work has just begun.

This was the same truck that took us to the centres. The image of children running beside that truck touching our hands as we passed by flashed in my mind. These children thought the world of us and we thought the same of them. Our hearts sank at the thought of leaving these children, with whom we shared so much of ourselves. I remember their names and what they mean to me. Lesley, who had a sparkle in her eyes and always played with my cross. Oscar, who told me that he would remember me always because of the rosary I gave him. Cynthia, and the way she kicked that soccer ball like a young Mia Hamm. Many more names and even more faces. And now, even more tears.

This was the truck that took us to the hardware store to buy materials. I remembered the hard work that each of us put into the sacristy. How I admired each of my fellow missionaries for their effort. From mixing cement to making the rounds for water, each bore their cross with the patience of a saint. In the two weeks that we all worked, I do not remember asking for water.  Somebody was always there to offer his or her glass. I remember the bond I have with them and how we were all brought closer together. I looked up momentarily, and whispered to the amber coloured dawn, “Thank You.” That was all I could say. Words seemed useless now, when all I felt was raw emotion.

I remembered Juan Manuel, Sara, Fermin and Padre Juan. They taught me so much about giving of one’s self and not counting the cost. Sara loaned us that truck and Juan Manuel, Fermin or Padre Juan drove us anywhere we needed to be. The truck was a symbol of their selfless love. They gave us everything we needed and in turn taught us that to empty one’s self is to make room for the grace of God. Yet more tears.

I walked back into the van and I sat there in silence all the way to San Antonio. I was still in tears. I felt someone’s comforting hand on my shoulder. I didn’t know who it was but it didn’t matter. They all would’ve done it. Someone just did it first. As I looked out into the rising sun, I knew that my heart would be forever tied to the land and its people. With that I whispered a silent “Amen.”

