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Then and Now

by Jayee Crawley, Editor

In July 2004, Dr. Jeft Marshall
called and informed me that T was
going to Honduras. After 25 years of
writing about it, and 10 vears since |
had gone on a mission, [ needed to see
for myself how things have changed.
JefT was right. What [ saw was very
different from my first mission in
1982,

In 1982, the Honduran war was
winding down, and flying in to
Tecgucigalpa was intimidating. The
landing strip was lined with army
green tanks, big guns, and trucks. We
flew on Sahsa Airlines, and on the
back of the seat, someone had
scratched in an acronym, “Stay At
Home & Stay Alive.” The flight
stopped in Belize and Nicaragua,
where they tried to take all our
eveglasses off the plane as

“contraband.” We lost 5 boxes of

glasses.

During our stay we were “treated”
to a day at the park by our hosts. We
were stopped by guerillas in the
mountains and searched for drugs.
They took our passports and it was
without a doubt the scariest moment of
my life. They let us go, but the day
stayed with me forever.

We worked in Comayagua at a
Lions Club on the town square and
were housed by the Lions Club's
families, It was hot, and more than
3.000 people lined up around the
square and waited for hours,
sometimes days, to get an eye exam.
Their patience in the hot sun was
amazing. Their gratitude at getting an
eye exam and a pair of glasses touched
all of us.

For those of us on that first trip
who had not witnessed true poverty, it
was a shock. A child begging in the
square, abandoned by his family, and
crippled by a ¢lub foot, would have
had surgical repair of the foot as a
child and lived a normal life in the US.
seeing huts, made of whatever they
can find to put a roof over their heads,
was inconceivable to us, Washing
clothes, using the bathroom and
drinking from the river appalled us.
Only the rich lived safely, with water
filters and adobe walls protecting them
from the outside. The rest of the people
lived a dangerous life of disease,
hunger, lack of education and
uncertainty. There was no middle
class,

[ stayed with the only obstetrician

in Comayagua, who operated the only
OB clinic for a hundred miles. His
wife was an attorney. Their home was
beautiful, with groundskeepers and
maids. 1 felt uncomfortable staying
there. I wanted to change what was
outside their adobe walls. T came
home determined to do what I could.

What I had to offer was writing
about my experiences and that of
others who had gone on a mission. |
wanted to encourage people to see
third world countries and to help where
thev could.

San Pedro Sula 2005

The airport was a surprise. It was
new, with all the amenities. It was only
the first of many surprises. San Pedro
Sula is now a bustling, prosperous
city, with every chain restaurant you
can name, large malls, beautiful hotels
and many magnificent homes. Right
across the river, the huts were still
there, and the people still washing
clothes on the rocks and drinking the
dirty water. It was apparent that not
everything was new and up-to-date.

The school we worked in consisted
of three buildings, each housing three
rooms where 70-90 kids of all ages
would attend classes. The furniture
was out of a 1950 schoolroom. The
supplies were scant or non-existent.
The only computer is in the
superintendent’s office. There was an
outhouse facility that was less than
spic and span. Schools are funded by
taxes, which are woefully inadequate.
The children are the same as [
remember, beautiful and happy, not
noticing their poverty.






