
F. In the name of Our Creator, our Servant and our Source of our Strength. 
 

L. We’re going to sing the Servant Song later in the service but Frank and I would like to 
invite you to focus just on the words right now.  It’s on page 5 of your leaflet.   
 

L. We will alternate sides of the church reading the verses, beginning with my side.  
 
L Sister let me be your servant.  Let me be as Christ to you. 

 Pray that I might have the grace to let you be my servant, too. 
 
F We are pilgrims on a journey. We are brothers on the road. 

 We are here to help each other, walk the mile and share the load. 
 
L I will hold the Christ light for you   in the night-time of your fear. 

 I will hold my hand out to you.  Speak the Peace you long to hear. 
 
F I will weep when you are weeping. When you laugh I’ll laugh with you. 

 I will share your joy and sorrow  ‘til we’ve seen this journey through. 
 
 

F This morning what Linda and I would like to do is tell you about a couple of deep 
encounters we have had in Guatemala and thereby put a human face on this companion 
parish program. 

 
 

I’ve known Padre Héctor Obdulio Pineda Aldana longer than I’ve known any other 

Guatemalan priest.  In January of 2000 when I was staying in the highlands of 
Guatemala studying Spanish, Bishop Guerra invited me to ride the six hours with him up 
the Atlantic Highway along the border with Honduras, toward Puerto Barrios, our 

northernmost church in the Northeast.  But then he decided to drop me off at Padre 
Obdulio’s home an hour short of his final destination, and pick me up the next day. 
Neither Obdulio, nor his wife, Beatriz, was told of this.  Neither of them spoke English 

and I was in Guatemala to re-learn Spanish.  But somehow, we muddled through.  
 
Several inches taller than I, and thinner, (at that time I was fat) He wore a scraggily, 

grey beard. Obdulio joked about being an Osama bin Laden stand-in.  But that was 
years ago; his beard and his hair are all white now.  He is precise, neat, careful, 
thorough, good with details.  We’re about as different as two people can be.     

 
It didn’t take me long to realize that Padre Obdulio is one of the most compassionate, 
hard-working priests I’ve ever known – with the exception, of course, of Emily Richards.  

 
Shortly after I had been appointed chair of the Diocese of Pennsylvania companion 
committee I spent five weeks in Guatemala visiting all of the churches of that diocese. 

Padre Obdulio drove me to the churches in the Northeast section of the country. We told 
stories and joked and laughed and teased each other. The second day, when we came to 
Todos los Santos, Gualán. I was given a seat at an outdoor table with Padre Mario 

Benítez to discuss his ministry while Obdulio waited.  It was hot and steamy as the 
tropics often is.  When we finished I looked across the church property and there was 



Obdulio in a hammock between two shade trees.  I said “Obdulio, ¿que estás haciendo?  
What are you doing?”  Putting his long leg down to give himself a little swing on the 

hammock, he replied, “Oh, Estoy sufriendo por Cristo.  Oh, I’m suffering for Christ.”  
 
I could go on and on about Padre Obdulio but it’s Linda’s turn now. 

 
L  My first trip to Guatemala was in 2001. I was incredibly nervous about visiting a third 
world country but also was drawn into this experience by Frank’s infectious enthusiasm 

for the people and ministry there.   
 
Since my career was working in public schools with students who had learning 

challenges, I was particularly interested in connecting with students and teachers in the 
schools of Guatemala. I wondered how they dealt with some of the challenges we 
experienced and was looking forward to having the opportunity to spend time in the 

schools. 
 
Imagine my surprise upon arriving in Guatemala and seeing a young child shining shoes 

on a street corner. (This was on a school day!) And on a later trip traveling to our 
companion parishes in a more remote part of the country, seeing children out in the 
field, gathering crops. And then seeing children walking cows down the road, keeping 

them in order. 
How could this be? Why isn’t someone stopping to ask why they aren’t in school? 
 

I learned that there is no school requirement in Guatemala. Families often can’t afford to 
send their children to school and also need the help with the work that needs to be 
done. It’s not that parents don’t care – there is just a financial reality here. 

 
And for those students fortunate enough to be in school, there is little in the way of 
materials. Teachers write on the board or chart and the students copy the information 

into their composition books, which then become their textbooks. 
 
Many teachers, like the students, don’t have transportation to school.  For the students 

of our companions, this means walking a long way – at least some of which is in very 
hilly/mountainous land. 
 

Obdulio’s wife, Beatriz, is a remarkably dedicated and compassionate teacher. She and I 
have had some very powerful experiences during our visits to our companion churches. 
 

In 2014, I had the opportunity with our J2A pilgrims and leaders to visit Beatriz’s school. 
I wondered how this experience would be for our young pilgrims, as the setting is very 
different than what we have here in the states. Despite the sparse building and minimal 

materials available, the students were engaged and enthusiastic. I observed a positive 
energy between the students and the teachers, as did our four youth pilgrims. The 
evening after our visit, our J2A pilgrims told me they wished they had the kind of 

relationships with their teachers that they saw between the students and teachers at 
this incredibly impoverished school. Our pilgrims had the depth and wisdom to see 
beneath the surface of the setting and I truly was in awe of their wisdom. 

 
 



Currently 44 students are receiving scholarships from us. And because we have been on 
a journey with our companion parishes for over 10 years, we now even have graduates! 

One is a banker, two are teachers, two young women who studied secretarial work are 
employed at a restaurant, five are university students, and one is a law student. 
 

 
The Divine is visibly at work in the schools and the churches that our companion children 
attend. May we be God’s hands that continue to make this possible. 

 
 
F Before we close, I want to tell you about Rigoberto Perez and his family. Rigoberto is a 

soft-spoken, guitar-playing blind young man, the oldest of six siblings who live with their 
mother and father in a three-room house with a dirt floor, an outside kitchen and an 
outhouse. When we first visited we were, of course, expecting poverty, but this visit to 

the Perez home was more than we expected – more poverty, more hospitality, more 
warm smiles, more laughter, more open acceptance. We Introduced ourselves and they 
introduced themselves, with a little help from Mom.  At the end of our visit, we stood in 

a circle to pray.  And as we were saying our goodbyes and giving each other abrazos 
(hugs), one of Rigo’s teen-aged sisters made a little speech about how much the family 
appreciated our visiting in their very humble home.  I was choked up with gratitude for 

their open hospitality. I don’t remember what I said but Linda remembers that I said 
something in Spanish about our common humanity which is far deeper than our 
differences.  Every time we went back we visited the Perez home.  They gave us a gift 

that day which neither they nor we will ever fully understand. 
 
 

So, you DON’T have to go to Guatemala to find the Holy Spirit at work, although I hope 
many of you will go, and will say “hello” to the Perez family for me.  And here at St. 
Peter’s I see and hear about so many people taking the risk of reaching out to be 

servants to others, And even riskier, allowing others to be servants to you 
 
Sister let me be your servant. Let me be as Christ to you. 

     Pray that I might have the grace to let you be my servant, too. 
 
 

 
 
 

  
 
 

 
  
 

 
 


