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Holidays always remind me pervious times when I have celebrated usually with family and 
food. The 4th of July always brings memories of picknicks, BBQõs and family fun waiting 
for the sun to go down. It was terrible having to then wait for the sky to be dark enough. 
Finally, finally the sky would explode in a riot of  color. I still love watching fireworks. 
 
One 4th of  July is very special to me. It was 1971 and I was celebrating with a group of  
teenagers from across America on the shores of  a lake in an inactive volcano in            
Nicaragua. Some were firing off  bottle rockets over the lake. Some were swimming. All 
were enjoying speaking in English and eating stale peanut butter sandwiches and dry 
chocolate chip cookies. These were the last of  the rations we had brought from home    
almost 3 weeks prior. We were members of  an organization, Los Amigos de las Americas, 
that provided vaccinations to rural areas in Nicaragua, Guatemala, Honduras and          
Columbia.  
 
For 3 weeks I lived in a village along with one other American that I met 2 days before we 
left the states. We gave vaccinations, taught English, and rendered basic first aid at no 
cost to the villagers. They had to house and feed us. (Beans, rice and tortillas 3 meals a 
day.) 
 
One day when we were going door to door with our shots, we came to one house where 
the mother was very nervous about us being there. She kept trying to send us away. My 
Spanish wasnõt that good so I thought she just didnõt want the shots. She finally pulled us 
into the house, closed the door and slowly explained. We were not allowed in that part of  
town because they were not Catholic. If  the Mayor found out they were getting the shots 
there would be trouble. We had her send her children out to the other houses in the area 
to tell the residents where we were. They came in through the back windows so as not to 
be seen. One by one they came for their shots. 
 
It was then that I started realizing just how amazing it is to live in the U.S.A. We live in a 
country where we are allowed to worship where and how we please. 
We live in a country where we have the right to vote for our leaders 
and our laws. We live in a country where we can peacefully disagree 
with our leaders. 
 
We need to remember to be grateful for the country that we have. 
We need to hold our governmental leaders in prayer. 
 
Peace, 

Pastor Martha 
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