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Presbyterian Church, Kansas) 

John Fisk, pastor of the First Baptist Church, Attleboro, Massachusetts, has been three times on 

mission work-tours to La Romana, D. R.  In February of this year he had the rewarding 

experience of going with his wife, Jean, and teenage children, Laura and Court. 

Getting away from a cold, snowy New England winter is a welcome relief.  Sunshine and 

temperatures in the 80s do a lot for one’s spiritual health at that time of the year!  Visiting a 

Third World nation, however, is something of a shock to one’s system, with its teeming 

population who are in need of so many basic things.  But leaving behind our materialistic 

culture is also refreshing.  It is a good reminder of how clogging our daily concerns with our 

material way of life have become to us.  In the U.S.A. we are bombarded about the value of our 

lives being measured in terms of dollars and accumulated possessions.  When one returns to 

the U.S.A. after this kind of work-tour, one is challenged to re-examine one’s stewardship in the 

light of the gospel. 

Make no mistake, this is a mission work-tour.  Yet it does not feel like burdensome work 

(especially for those of us whose work back home is the non-physical kind).  There is a nice 

rhythm to the workday between the physical labor under the hot sun, a time of rest and the 

fellowship of eating together.  Kindness and consideration are expressed to one another in 

many ways.  Machinery is minimally used.  There is no forklift to move pallets stacked high with 

wood: it is moved piece by piece by willing hands.  The big trucks which deliver cement to the 

site are reserved for the headers which must be poured all at once.  Otherwise to conserve 

meager financial resources, all cement work is done by hand with the assistance of an ancient 

cement mixer and many buckets and wheel barrows.  Having fifty willing pairs of hands makes 

light work of it.  The many teenagers present on the work-tour inject needed energy which 

some of us middle-aged folk lack.  Indeed the physical teamwork is a perfect picture of the body 

of Christ metaphor Paul uses in 1 Corinthian 12.  All team members are needed for the different 

parts they play and for the gifts they bring.   It is a joy to watch the church in action in this way 

and a boost to those who might get jaded by memories of some church committee meetings. 

The week is a wonderful intensive experience of Christian community.  Many of the people 

return year after year.  Eating together, working together, playing together, worshipping and 

sharing cramped sleeping quarters are all part of the fun.  There are times for sharing the 

meaning of the experience and for caring for each other.  I am always awed by the way God 

uses the experiences of the week to touch people’s hearts and to draw forth compassion.   This 



past February was especially meaningful since my family was with me.  It was good to share the 

excitement of the trip with them. 

There is some risk one must take to go on one of these adventures.  The trip to the travel clinic 

to get an array of vaccinations before one goes is sobering.  I had no idea the extent of diseases 

prevalent in Central America until I went to the travel clinic.  We do not fly in the lap of luxury 

but trust ourselves to Dominicana Airlines with their unpredictability.  We travel in the 

Dominican Republic by an ancient Boston school bus (the number of usable seats gets less each 

year).  We stay in an environment where we meet no tourists and are known as the Americanos 

who work at the hospital site.  These are small risks in comparison with the ones our Haitian 

friends run every day, but risks nevertheless.  And we learn to trust God for our health and 

safety and well-being.  One night a friend and I were walking down to the city square, the lights 

went out (as they do most evenings) and we got lost.  After wandering past a darkened 

cemetery and down some dark streets, I was getting scared and wondered if we’d ever find our 

way back.  A young man on a moped stopped and asked if we needed help.  He gave us 

directions back to the church and advised us to be careful.  His directions were accurate, and 

we experienced God’s protective care through his concern for us.  Time and again in the face of 

problems we were learning to trust God.  Our tendency back in the U.S.A. is to trust our own 

resources and solutions before we think of putting the matter in God’s hands. 

It is spiritually refreshing to be part of a different culture with different sounds, smells, textures 

and colors all around.  Exposure to different worship experiences in the sugar cane villages as 

well as in the city, to different languages and styles of music, singing and preaching, is 

invigorating.   On a Sunday morning we visited several villages for worship and sharing.  At one 

of the small churches (there must have been 35 people in a 20 x 15 feet room) I shared a few 

words of greeting, and one of the elders responded.  He was a man with little education, yet he 

spoke with much eloquence.  Speaking in Creole he said that we should remember that in Christ 

we are all the same.  When Jesus returns to gather his followers to him, we will be equal in his 

sight.  In Jesus there is no distinction between white and black, between Americano and 

Haitian.   We will rest in the arms of Jesus together.  That was a sermon about oneness in Christ 

I shall never forget.  Despite the poverty and hardship faced by the Christians we met, there 

was no lack of vitality in their worship and witness.  It certainly gave this American cause to 

reflect on the state of his Christian commitment back home. 


