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Picture the scene:  A group of thirteen missionaries in Piedras Negras, Mexico takes time off from missionary duties on a Sunday evening to have some fun at the fair.  As they shop, play, and explore, a thunderstorm brews.  It doesn’t take long before they and others are forced to seek shelter under one of the tents.  They stand and watch the rain pour down, and begin to wonder how long it would take before the storm would pass so that they could make the trip back to their “home” – a house that was left to them by its owner for the duration of their stay.  The mode of transportation for the group is a 23-year-old blue pickup truck, and since the cab can only fit the driver and two passengers, the majority of the group would be exposed outside in the back of the truck.  The house is a thirty-minute drive away.  Now, you’re probably thinking: “So, what’s the big deal?  So they’ll get a little wet on the way home.”  It isn’t getting wet that they are concerned about (as some of the members were already drenched due to their antics in the rain during the wait). Even though the lightning appears to be a safe distance away, it’s the knowledge that it could strike anywhere and at anytime that concerns them, especially since most of them would not be protected.  What would normally be a slightly uncomfortable yet pleasant ride through the evening air was turning into a ride filled with uncertainty. After spending some time considering different options a decision is made, and the group heads for home.


As they sit in the truck and the truck begins to move, there is complete silence.  Then, four words are spoken:  “Let’s pray the rosary.”  So they begin to pray.  During prayer, the rain subsides.  The voice of the one leading the rosary is a strong and calming presence, despite the fact that it would increase in intensity and pleading with every flash of lightning (which was so bright, it was as if every flash was a flash of daylight), roar of thunder, or bump in the road.  It is strong and calming because it acknowledges each group member’s anxiety and comforts their fears at the same time.  The group’s responses during each prayer also give him the strength he needs to continue. Thirty minutes later they arrive home safely, without a single drop of rain falling on them, and with the lightning still a good distance away.  

*               *               *

 I know what you must be thinking now:  “That was a coincidence - they got lucky, timed it pretty well and managed to leave just as the storm calmed down.”  But it was no coincidence.  It was also no coincidence that the last words of the rosary were spoken just as the truck pulled up to the gate of the house.  As one of the ten in the back of that truck, I know what that was; it was the power of prayer that got us home, and the guiding hand of the One who watches over those that acknowledge His presence.

So, what does this incident have to do with my missionary experience as a whole?  I was there for two weeks; how was this incident the most significant thing to happen to me?  Why would I even consider this to be an important event?  I’ll tell you why.  Because I realized that I’m not alone when it comes to having doubts, fears and anxieties about events in my life.  Because it made me aware of the fact that there is a guiding presence in my life despite the crosses I carry.  Because I’m slowly learning to accept my crosses and believe that things are happening for a reason.  Because I truly became conscious of how powerful prayer could be, and I am able to see it more clearly in the people I interacted with during the trip, now that I’ve had the chance to reflect. Because, in thirty short minutes, what could have been a dangerous experience and what felt like a big deal turned out to be a small occurrence in the grand scheme of things.   

Ok, so I know what you’re going to say next:  “You’ve been a Catholic all your life; you’ve been taught to pray daily.  What took you so long to realize this?” In response, I ask you this:  Have you realized this yet?  Do you think you’re at the point where you could say that you would have been completely aware of the power of prayer if you were in the same type of situation as our group in the truck?  The simple fact of the matter is, if we were completely sure of our faith and truly praying as we were taught, then we wouldn’t need to pray anymore.  Faith is a life-long journey, and prayer is a life-long activity.  These revelations did not come to me overnight, nor am I anywhere near accepting them wholeheartedly.  But what happened that night is a sign to me that my faith is in need of a “tune-up,” so to speak, as well as encouraging me to think about the role of prayer in my life.


Since that time I realized I was wrong in thinking my prayers and actions during weekend masses are enough.  Where is prayer during the other five days of the week?  Why am I not taking that time to speak to God and ask for his guidance in all of my actions?  During a group evaluation near the end of the trip, I stated that I was disappointed since I only attended four masses during the mission.  I felt that I didn’t have enough time to pray with the people because we didn’t attend as many masses as we had in the previous mission.  What I failed to notice was that their prayers for us were in every meal they provided, every “thank you,” every smile, and every gesture of friendship.  Our prayers for them were in every wall we painted, every class we taught, every item we donated, and every game we played.  Attending mass every weekend is not only important but it’s also not enough; it’s what we do in-between each mass we attend that counts as well. 

“So,” you ask, “how does the story end?”

*               *               *


After another unforgettable mission, the group returns to the comforts and chaos of home.  Days pass, and as they reflect and reminisce about the experience, one group member begins to think that it’s finally time to make prayer a regular part of her everyday life.  She decides to stop berating herself for not doing this sooner; it’s time to focus on the present.  So she picks up a rosary and for the next thirty minutes, she prays:  for herself, her family and friends, her brothers and sisters in Mexico, and the people in the blue truck who helped strengthen her faith.

