
I spent the night at my friends Clair and Sharon Miller’s House.  
They have been a tremendous help to me all throughout the times 
I have been involved visiting Cuba.  They have been strong prayer 
warriors and financial supporters.  And now, they are helping by 
providing their home to me and taking me to the airport.  

The First Obstacle
At about 5:30 am, Clair drove me to O’hare without any problem.  
Traffic was not as heavy as we thought.  When we got to the 
terminal, I even found an empty luggage cart to help me bring the 
bags and cases I had.  We said our goodbyes, and I went to check 
in.  I tried to use the kiosk, but it would not allow me to finish, so 
I had to go to the counter.  As I told the clerk what I had, she told 
me I could only check two bags.  This was a total surprise.  I asked 
if I could talk to supervisor, but this did not do any good.  I had to 
call Clair to come back and pick up the tile saw and other tools I 
had in the case I had packed so carefully.  Clair was, as usual, 
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helpful and did not hesitate to come back even though he was 
already half way home.  I was also told that one of my bags was 
over weight by twenty pounds.  So while I waited for Clair, I 
repacked everything so that the weight would be more evenly 
distributed.  I handed off the extra case to Clair and quickly went 
in to catch my flight.  Fortunately, I had FTA recheck on my 
boarding pass so security did not take long and I got to the gate in 
plenty of time.  My first flight was to Miami where I would make a 
connection to Camaguey.  I also later discovered that I was 
upgraded to first class on the trip from Miami to Cuba.  So not all 
was as bad as I thought.  

The flights went well.  I even had time to eat some Cuban food in 
the airport in Miami.  I got to Camaguey and went through 
immigration without any problems.  But in the customs area, they 
made me unpack all my bags, separate several items and then 
reweighed everything.  They we actually being very considerate so 
I didn’t have to pay extra for certain things.  I still ended up paying 
over $90 dollars in customs tax.  My friend and fellow ACTION 
missionary Alternan was there waiting for me and even though I 
thought it was a long time, he said it was not long at all, only one 
hour  He helped me load everything in his car and off we went to 
Casa Esperanza.  I felt good to have finally made it onto Cuban 
soil.

However, I was already feeling quite sick since the night before my 
flight.  I am assuming it was the after effects of two vaccinations, 
flu and pneumonia, that I had received at the last minute on 
Saturday.  I came in after bring in the luggage, greeted everyone, 
has a glass of juice and told everyone I was going to take a short 
nap.  I did not wake up until 10:30 at night.  And then I only got 
up to take out my contact lenses and went back to sleep.  The next 
morning I got up at and took a shower, but by the time I came out 
of my room, everyone had left.  

Today I got an internet account with Etecsa.  Now I have my own 
email address in Cuba.  I tested it out a few doors down from the 
Etecsa office where there was a public hotspot.  One of the first 
things I did was try out FaceTime with my exwife, Bunny.  To my 
surprise, it worked!  I think she was more surprised than I was!  I 
also FaceTimed my brother and his wife.  I plan to do the same 
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with the kids and grandkids.  I was able to text with various people 
and sent a couple of emails.  

On the way home I visited the Casa Tania where I had stayed two 
years ago.  I rented my friendships there and proceeded home.  A 
few block later, I got a Cuban haircut at the same place where I 
got one a year ago (down the street from Casa Esperanza).  It was 
the same young barber.  I told him not to cut it too short, but like 
all barbers, he didn’t listen.  But it still looks OK.  And I also gave 
him four times what he asked ($4).  This will last me longer this 
way.  That’s the third haircut I’ve had in Cuba!

I got a chance to talk with several people when I got home, 
including the driver for the van that is being used to transport the 
team of pastors from the US.  He is from the Pinos Nuevos 
denomination about which I have been wanting to find out more.  
He gave me a very interesting bit of history and lot of contacts 
that I will follow up on in both Placetas and Havana.   The story he 
related was that the founder of the denomination had left Cuba for 
the US and during his absence, some thugs had killed his brother.  
He vowed to kill his brother’s assassins and flew back to Cuba for 
that purpose.  But somehow, his heart turned when flying directly 
over Cuba and viewing through the plane window some beautiful 
pines growing on the island.  In that instant, he decided to reverse 
his vow and instead of avenging his brother he would purpose to 
begin a work of God on the island.  That was the start of the Pinos 
Nuevos some eighty years ago.  

The rest of the evening I spent talking with our guests Peter 
Galata, Damian ______ and Jeff _______.  Peter is very animated 
and funny.  He was the pastor of a small church in Everett 
Washington made up mostly of African refugees.  He studied at 
Moody Bible institute.  Damian has a Phd in Church planting and 
was a seminary professor.  And Jeff is a layman in a growing church 
planted by Damian.  I gained some very valuable insights into 
church politics and culture from Damian.  Too much to go into 
here, but I might detail it at a later time.  

This morning I had breakfast with the visiting team and went to 
the Elim Bible Institute to hear their presentations.   The EBI is 
run by the Christian Pentecostal Church of Cuba with whom 
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ACTION has a very close relationship.  The institute meets 
quarterly for week-long sessions at a prominent CPCC church in 
Camaguey.  This year things were complicated by Hurricane Irma.  
A big tree next to the church fell directly onto the upper story and 
broke water pipes and did other interior and exterior damage.  The 
pastor mobilized his congregation to do the needed repairs before 
the students and speakers came.  It was hectic to say the least.  But 
the work got done and the Institute got under way as scheduled.  
As a bible school goes, Elim is somewhat unusual.  Approximately 
100 young men and women (and often their children) come from 
all over the island to receive a foundation for ministry as pastors, 
missionaries and evangelists.  They all congregate at the church for 
an entire week, not only for classes, but for meals, sleeping 
quarters and bathroom/showers.  At night, they claim a space on 
the floor or on pews and set themselves up to rest.  Mattresses are 
stored upright against the walls during the day as classes resume.  
Professors sleep in the church as well.  As you can imagine, 
towards the final couple of days, people are walking around in a 
daze from information overload and  the lack of comfort.  

Walking back to our lodging at Casa Esperanza, we witnessed some 
of the devastation of the hurricane.  Many piles of refuse were out 
in the curbs of many streets.  I was amazed at how much damage 
that garbage represented.  And yet, no one seemed overly 
disturbed by it all.  Large trucks and other heavy equipment were 
already doing the pick up as we watched.  I am planning to stay in 
the Camaguey area longer than planned to help with an assessment 
of the effects of the hurricane and provide ACTION funds directly 
to people who need to rebuild.  

Tonight, Peter Galata from Seattle spoke very powerfully on 
salvation. He challenged everyone to examine why they were saved 
and confessed that in his case it was initially out of fear of hell.  
Gradually he found other reasons, not based on fear, but on the 
immense love of Jesus Christ.  He forced us all to think more 
clearly on our understanding of the gospel.  Many in the audience, 
composed mostly of people studying for the ministry, apparently 
had some doubts as to what they believed.  Many responded to 
Peter’s offer to pray for them searching to establish some assurance 
of salvation.  I was amazed at how many did not hesitate to come 
forward.  It was both wonderful and disconcerting.  What 
assumptions we must all make about ourselves and others!   Many 



are those who continue to grow in church involvement, yet are 
stagnant spiritually.  I was taken aback by it all.  But I was also 
thankful for the transparency of the speaker and the audience.  

Today I was finally able to get my mobile phone line here in Cuba.  
This is something I’ve been wondering about for a long time.  And 
best of all, I didn’t need a new phone.  My iPhone 7 works fine 
here in Cuba and does not need any “jailbraking” or adjustments.  
All that the clerk did was insert a new SIM car on the side and 
everything was good.  Only thing was that she converted the 
phone menus to Spanish, and for a while I was lost!  I’m just not 
familiar with the technical phone jargon in Spanish.  Maybe as 
time goes I can switch to Spanish menus while I’m here and back 
to English when I get to the States.  

This afternoon I met with Dagoberto Waugh who is the Sports 
ministry director at a vibrant church in nearby Cespedes, about 15 
miles from Camaguey.  My Action director, Brian Stewart, 
mentioned this church as a possible partner in planning a sports 
ministry short-term mission.  I was very impressed with 
Dagoberto’s testimony and experience.  Additionally the church 
has a camp right next door where they hold many sports ministry 
outreach programs.  They attract youth of all ages from the 
surrounding area.  

After dinner, I had a wonderful conversation with a baptist 
missionary named Lester ___________.  Lester is from Bayamo and 
he has worked with Action on many occasions.  We were talking 
with Brian and they were reminiscing about previous speakers that 
had a memorable impact on their audience and on them.  One was 
an Action missionary from Canada who, as unassuming and 
humble as he was, he made a lasting impression on Lester.  The 
speaker was as powerful as he was subtle.   It was his transparency 
that broke down the defenses of his audience.  People were 
sobbing, and the translator has to take time out to compose 
himself.  

On Saturday, we made our way to Santa Lucia beach about two 
hours drive from Camaguey on the north coast.  We were in a van 
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and David Gomero was giving the driver directions from his 
iPhone.  The only thing was, the GPS app was set to walking 
instead of driving.  So we ended up in a pedestrian-only street mall!  
People were visibly annoyed with us as they were forced by the van 
to move out of the way.  One guy we passed had his arms stretched 
out and wore a frown as if saying nonverbally, “What the…?”   Our 
driver was really upset as he inched along saying he would never 
again trust David or a GPS.  Things were bad enough, then the 
inevitable happened.  We headed straight toward a policeman.  The 
driver made some excuses and got off without a citation.  The 
policeman pointed to which way we should go and we exited the 
tense scene.  

We weren’t that far out of the city before we met up with our next 
policeman.  There are regular check points throughout Cuban 
highways where if you are signaled by the police you are compelled 
to stop.  That’s exactly what happened, and we wondered what we 
had done this time.  To our astonishment, the first thing the 
policeman asked us was, “Are you Christians?”  I was stunned but 
somewhat pleased.  The man went on to ask, “Are you 
pentecostals?”  We all said yes even if we weren’t!  As it turned out, 
the man explained he was being persecuted in his job by people 
who were antagonistic to the Christian faith.  He had already 
served on the police force for 16 years and now he was being 
tested.  As he humbly explained all this, he asked for prayer.  I 
don’t know what made me do it, but I said, “we will pray for you 
right now.”  He came around to the passenger side and we clasped 
hands.  I mustered up the best prayer I knew how to do in Spanish, 
for I truly felt sorry for the man.  We all joined in with an amen 
and he thanked us with relief in his face.  He waved us on and we 
just marveled at how God works.  

Once at the resort, during the checkin process, I discovered I did 
not have my Cuban ID.  This really upset me.  I was able to make 
do with my Cuban passport which I had fortunately brought along.    
I felt very stupid.  But I didn’t allow that mistake to ruing our 
time.  Somehow God helped me forget it instead of ruminating 
over it.  

We had been to this same resort previously.  It very nice and the 
beach is beautiful.  It was only a few days after the hurricane, but 
they had done a super job of fixing up the place.  We went straight 



for the snack bar where we had burgers and cokes before going to 
the beach.  We enjoyed the water for a while and then had a 
wonderful evening meal.  Everything was included.  David and I 
shared a room and had a terrific time talking.  He is an even more 
skilled translator than I thought.  What a great brother in Christ!  
The best thing was that I could talk to him in both Spanish and 
English, and he didn’t hesitate to correct my bad Spanish.  I really 
appreciated that.  I jokingly asked him if he could hang out with 
me for the whole three months I would be in Cuba.  I think He 
would if he didn’t have so many book translations to finish.  

We spent part of Sunday at the resort and headed for Camaguey in 
early afternoon.  The rest of the day I did translation work.  

First thing on Monday morning I went walking (it’s only about a 
mile) to the Etecsa office to see if I had left my ID there.  I prayed 
almost all the way there.  This was a logical place to look as it was 
the last place I remember using it.  I jumped the long waiting line 
and went in.  As soon as the clerk saw me, she reached for my ID 
and with a smile said, “You forgot this!”   I breathed a sigh of relief 
and replied, “I guess now I don’t have to change that amazing 
photo on it.”  I was being facetious because it is probably the worst 
photo I've ever taken.  I had very long hair at the time and I look 
like a serial killer.  Nevertheless, I was happy as a lark to not have 
to worry about this mistake any more.  

Back at Casa Esperanza, my fellow Action missionary, Alternan, 
was already in a meeting with three men who were applicants for 
the micro lending project.  I joined the discussion and got 
acquainted with these three wonderful guys.  One is a pastor who 
wants to start a concrete block business.  The other is a man in his 
church who wants to launch a clothespin factory.  And the third is 
a farmer who want to expand his pig farm.  All three have 
outstanding testimonies.  We sent time with them and prayed with 
them and made arrangements to see their proposed work sites the 
next day.  That night, I translated all the comments our Canadian 
sponsor had made to their business plans.  Alternan gave them the 
changes that they needed to make and everything was done by the 
next day.  
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It was fascinating as we traveled the next morning to the church 
and the farm.  The church has extra property where the clothespin 
factory will be set up.  And the farm has a lot of property to set up 
the block business.  The pig farm owner helps the block business 
owner and the block business owner helps the clothespin factory 
owner.  I called them the three musketeers…all for one and one for 
all!  We made the first loan the next day.   I feel so privileged to be 
a part of this effort.  

On Tuesday I got up and went in to have breakfast.  What a 
pleasant surprise to see my friend Carlos Alamino there with his 
wife.  He is the pastor of the church in nearby Cespedes that has 
the sports ministry (he is a former baseball player himself).  His 
wife is struggling to recover from breast cancer, and is doing fairly 
well.  But it has been draining on them personally and on their 
ministry.  Carlos seemed eager to talk, and I enjoyed immensely 
what he had to share.  We spoke briefly about the sports ministry 
and how it has grown.  We spoke about Baptists and Pentecostals 
and how maybe it is possible to merge both perspectives (as his 
church is doing) here in Cuba.  But then he started to share how 
his church responded to those people in their community and the 
surrounding area after the hurricane.  It was an almost immediate 
outpouring of help with food, supplies and even shelters for those 
who had been left homeless.  The effort spanned quite a large area 
and people were incredulous at how fast the church responded.  So 
much so that it caught the attention of local officials who were 
somewhat embarrassed by it.  Carlos described what they told him, 
“We cant criticize you!”  But it seemed as if they were frustrated by 
that! His response to them was, “why don't you join me and we can 
be partners!”  They did not want to do that.   We laughed.  He is 
bold and loving and energetic.  What a great example of Christian 
leadership.  

On Wednesday I helped set up breakfast, acted as a translator and 
ate with a visiting team from a church in Jefferson, Missouri.  They 
are a very young group, perhaps in their mid thirties.  Most of 
them have a Ukrainian background and are charismatic believers.  
They are here to help the local pentecostal church with basic 
repairs to the church building and to do ministry with the 
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homeless and the church in general.  They are committed to help 
build a property next to the church so that the Bible institute can 
function in its own building.  They are a fun group, with a lot of 
energy and full of laughter.  


