
For I Was Hungry
"You're just really heavy," said a weary voice behind me. I turned and immediately 
empathized with the young mother who was wilting under the strain of carrying her 
son. The boy flashed a sly smile, reminding me very much of our little Silas. 

"My sons are the same way," I said with a slight laugh. "They are getting too big but 
still want me to hold them." 

"Yeah, that's true, but I'm mostly 
holding him because he doesn't have 
any shoes." I looked and for the 
first time noticed the boy's bare feet, 
feeling a twinge of shame in thinking 
that my experience as a mother 
compared with her exhaustion. 

"How long have you been in Costa 
Rica?" I asked. 

"We just arrived last night."

Over the next few minutes we learned a 
little more about Rosa and five-year-old 
Mateo. They were new to the tent city 



set up in downtown San Jose, but they had been living as refugees for awhile. 
They had left their hometown of Valencia, Venezuela, in search of something 
better, hoping to find life in a land where a month's wages would buy more 
than a day's worth of groceries.

They had left with a large group, she told me, but their numbers and their funds 
dwindled as they crossed through the jungle in Panama. The jungle, we knew, is a 
stretch of land known as the Darien Gap, a vast uninhabited stretch of land that 
connects Panama with South America. Those who dare traverse the Darien will 
encounter steep terrain, waist-high mud, wild animals, parasites, disease, and 
intense heat, but the greatest danger comes from bands of criminals that take 
advantage of the rough conditions to attack, rob, and sexually assault migrants. 

Nearly everyone who gathered that night had been through the jungle, some more 
than once. One man was preparing to go back, as he had left his four young 
daughters in South America. He showed us their photo and told us that he was 
planning to return with them, anticipating that the journey he had made in nine days 
would take at least two weeks with kids in tow. I thought about young Matías 
and just how far his mother must have actually carried him. 

As the residents of the tent city learned that a group of Americans had joined the 
serving team that night, more and more people gathered around us simply to 
ask questions. What is it like in America? Do people want us there? If we work two 
jobs, will we be able to live on what we earn?

As we looked into their faces, we saw that they were hungry. Hungry in a literal 
sense, yes, but they have lived with those pangs for years. Full-time wages in 
Venezuela are currently around $13 per month. But what we saw that night 
was a hunger for hope. Hunger for a second chance, a chance to work two jobs and 
earn a living wage. Hunger to give their children something better. We felt 
overwhelmed, knowing that after all they have overcome, they are unlikely to find 
what they are looking for at the end of the journey

"If you find an opportunity along the way," I said, carefully, "I would take it." 

The immigration question is complex, and there are no easy answers for what to 
do with the seemingly endless stream of people making their way to the southern



border with the hope of entering the United States as undocumented workers or, in the 
case of the Venezuelans, as legal asylum seekers. While we understand the wide 
range of dynamics that people of all political affiliations have to consider, standing 
on the streets of San Jose, the whole conversation became much more human. 
The men and women standing before us were not mere numbers, nor political 
pawns. These were kind, polite, educated people, with names, stories, and dreams.

As the night drew to a close, we gave Mateo a stuffed rabbit we had brought with a 
few other toys that our kids no longer use. He hugged it, smiling, and we also 
noticed that he was no longer in his mother's arms. The Costa Ricans that had come 
to serve had found him a pair of Mickey Mouse shoes, which he sported proudly. 
They didn't have pants his size to replace the threadbare ones cinched around his 
waist, and Rosa declined to accept a pair that was much too big for him. Instead, 
she pointed out an older boy who could use the ones that were offered. On just her 
second night, she was making herself part of the community that had formed here.

We don't know what will happen to Rosa and Mateo or to anyone else residing in 
San Jose's tent city. The situation is, frankly, unsustainable, and we suspect that 
public pressure will soon force the government to move them out. But, in the 
meantime, we are immensely proud of the churches and church members going 
regularly and giving sacrificially to serve the least of these. 

When I lived in Colombia, my heart was shattered for the desplazados, people 
who had fled threats of violence or the forced recruitment of their young 
children into armed groups that would turn them into ruthless killers or sexual 
objects or both. It was heavy. As we prepared to serve the Venezuelan 
refugees, I found myself  wanting to harden my heart, not knowing if I could 
handle the emotional burden of their stories. I wanted to create distance. And then I 
met Rosa and Mateo. 

Once again, we were reminded that we are called to be close to the 
brokenhearted, in the same way God has drawn close to us. He does not look 
away from our suffering. He embraces it. In fact, the story of Christmas is a 
celebration of One who left His comfortable home to dwell in a place of pain. He 
suffered greatly in the process, for our good and not His own.

In this season, what are we doing to bring about the "peace on earth, goodwill 
toward men" that we so often sing about? What are we willing to sacrifice? May we 



live this year and every year with our eyes open to those who hungry: hungry for 
food, hungry for hope, hungry for love. Whether it be a child, a widow, a refugee on 
the streets, or someone else, may we step outside of our comfort zone to love those 
the Lord places in our path with the love of Christ. 

"I was hungry, and you gave me spaghetti and granola bars to eat, I was thirsty and 
you gave me tea and juice to drink, I was a stranger in your country, and you invited 
me in to your hearts, I needed shoes and you found them for me, I was heartsick 
and you prayed for me, I was a refugee in a tent city, and you came to visit me."

Walking Alongside the Costa Ricans
After a season with a lot of international travel, we have enjoyed spending the past 
two months closer to home in Costa Rica and having the chance to get more 
involved with the churches and leadership here.



In October, we hosted the monthly pastors' meeting at our home, which was a fun 
change of environment that allowed for extended conversation and lunch together.

In the middle of the month, we took advantage of a last-minute school closure to 
travel to the Caribbean coast to visit some of our churches in that area. We had a 
great time attending two services and spending time with Pastor Raúl and his wife 
María from the Cocles church. It was exciting to hear about the ways they connect 
with their community through his work as a tour guide and volunteering as a baseball 
coach. The church building is currently under construction, and church members 
gather every weekend to work together on the building and then share a meal 
together before service. 

At the end of October, Jason had the chance to travel with the national board to the 
city of Nicoya, near the Pacific coast, and in early December, the credentials team 
traveled to to meet in the Caribbean city of Limón. 

One of the most joyful days came on November 20, when we had the chance to 
participate in the ordination service of Pastor Armando Alcazar of the Tiribí church in 
San José. A few hours later, we were a part of the installation service for Pastor 
Josué Martínez. It was a joy to celebrate and affirm the call of God on the lives of 
these two men and their families, and it was a special blessing to celebrate 
alongside their congregations, who love and appreciate them deeply. 



The week of the ordination service we also had the opportunity to host our first post-
pandemic mission team. Four leaders from Cornwall Church in Bellingham, 
Washington, came to Costa Rica to spend some time getting know our ministry 
and exploring opportunities to return with larger teams. They got to visit with 
several leaders but especially connected with Armando and Josué, so it was an 
extra joy to have them present on that special Sunday. 

One of the most fun events of the year was the annual pastoral appreciation outing. 
This year, we and the other pastors traveled to the Kalambú Hot Springs water park. 
While we enjoyed the park itself, the biggest blessing to us was watching the pastors 
and their families enjoy a day of fellowship and connection. Many do not get much 
break from the grind of life and ministry, so whether they were soaking in the warm 
water or laughing hysterically on the water slides, we were happy to see them have 
the chance to relax and enjoy their time together. We also said goodbye to Pastor 
Xochilth and her husband Luis from the Church of God in Nicoya, as they prepared 
to return to their home country of Nicaragua and the call the Lord has for them 
there. 



Not every moment was joyful; in fact, some of the meetings we attended were 
very intense as the leaders wrestled through some tough conversations together. 
Still, we are so proud of the unity that has been forged in the fire and the fun. It 
has been a joy and a privilege to be a part! 

Project Highlights
The start of a new year also means the start of a new school year for much of Latin 
America. We are proud to partner with a number of educational initiatives here in the 
region, and we want to highlight two this month, both of which we have featured 
recently. 

The first is Timothy's School in Paraguay. As we shared in 
our last newsletter, the school doubled in size at the 
beginning of this year. Construction had already begun on 
the school's new building, but the growing student population 
has made the need to finish even more urgent! If you would 

like to be a part of impacting more than 200 students of a variety of abilities and 
disabilities with a quality Christ-centered education, please click here. 

The second is the project for Theology Training in Latin 
America. We are so excited about the growing interest in 
quality Church of God theological education, and we are 
grateful for the opportunity to walk alongside the 
Interamerican leadership team as they help us discern the 
best way to invest in present and future leaders that are seeking to learn, grow, and 
prepare themselves to serve the church even better. If you are interested in 
partnering with an assistance fund used to support these leaders' education at a 
Church of God school, click here. 

https://chogglobal.org/mission-projects/projects-latin-america/timothys-school/
https://chogglobal.org/mission-projects/projects-latin-america/theologyinla/


Other Prayer Requests and Praises

• Give thanks for the opportunity our family has to travel through Colombia, England,
and Spain together over the holidays. Please pray especially that we are safe,
healthy, and able to fully embrace the adventures as a family.

• Please pray for Anay Palacios, wife of retired pastor Arturo Laitano of the Tiribí
Church in Costa Rica. She was recently diagnosed with cancer and has suffered
health problems that have hindered her treatment.

• Please pray for the Church of God in Costa Rica, as two out of our eleven
churches are currently experiencing a pastoral transition, one of them under very
difficult circumstances. Pray for the Lord to provide healing and raise up new leaders
soon.

Copyright © 2022 Global Strategy, All rights reserved. 
Thanks for all of your prayers and support! 

Our mailing address is:
Global Strategy
P.O. Box 2420

Anderson, IN 46018

http://www.facebook.com/torgesonmissions
http://www.chogglobal.org



