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On Saturday, July 31, 
2010 at 4:30 AM, 
nineteen members of 
Charlton Baptist Church 
left the church for a 
nine -day mission trip to 
Carpio, Costa Rica.  We 
had 39 bags and paid for 
only one extra because 
American Airlines didnôt 
charge for the second 
bag for trips to Central 
and South America for 
the two week period we 
were traveling.  We 
thought the extra bags 
would have been 
$30/bag, but it was 
actually $100/bag.  The 
savings were $1,900 ïa 
great start to an amazing 
trip.

The travel was easy and many were
blessed with sleep to recover from our
early departure . We landed in San Jose
and spent the first night at a mission
house in San Francisco . Yes, we really
were in Costa Rica! Orientation was
helpful, more for learning what we
should not do than anything else .



Sunday morning, we arose early, 
packed our bags, and traveled to 
the community center in Carpio
for church.

There we were greeted by the 
teen worship band and the 

friendly people who arrived early.

Carpio is an area near the 

San Jose city dump where 
30,000 Nicaraguan refugees 
are squatters in about 0.4 
square miles.  As illegal 
refugees, many have 
trouble finding regular work. 
Buses taking them into the 
city run constantly.

You can find the community center online at 
latitude, longitude = (9.961385041978179, 
-84.14637923240662).  Cut & paste the 
numbers into Google maps.



We sang songs in 
Spanish and the local 
children sang a special 
song they prepared for 
our arrival .

The group split during 
the teaching time.  A few 

of us stayed with the 
adults and the rest did a 

Sunday School lesson 
with the children across 
the street at the clinic.



In the adult class, 
five of us shared our 
testimony of how we 
became Christians, 
some as children, 
some as adults, but 
all by faith.

When we finished, the 
missionary pastor from 
Argentina did an alter call.  
A disheveled man names 
Gerardo came forward in 
tears, repenting of his sins.  
The pastor spoke again, 
and a pregnant teen 
mother (Vanessa) came 
forward with her three-
year-old son.  He asked the 
team to join him in praying 
for these two new 
transformed people.  With 
another invitation, a third 
person came forward, a 
Christian woman named 
Rosa who was moved by 
one of the testimonies 
about anger ςshe was 
ready to forgive those who 
had abused her.

Rosa Gerardo Vanessa/Son Pastor Horacio

MelanieDavid



They had a special lunch for everyone and
that gaveusa wonderfulopportunity to get to
knowthem. TheǇŀǎǘƻǊΩǎdaughterspokevery
good Englishand translated for hours. Her
maturity impressed several people though
ǎƘŜΩǎjust seventeen. She and her parents
hope ǎƘŜΩƭƭbe able to study in the U.S., but
she had been denied a visa twice. Because
her family is so poor, Immigration fears that
sheǿƻƴΩǘreturn onceshereachesthe U.S.

With her parents blessing,I started the
processof finding out what it means to
άǎǇƻƴǎƻǊέher for college. Gerardocalled
me over to άǘŀƭƪέto him a few times
during lunch. He wasunemployeddue to
a deep cut in his leg, and he collectedall
the Styrofoam cups to reuse them. I
markedhisBibleto guidehis readingand I
prayfor him daily.

Rosita

Loraine

Pastor Lopez & family



We left Carpio to go to 
another center in Pavas.  We 
separated all the donations 

into clothing, crafts, and 
medical supplies .

Sylvia

Rebecca Halie



Soon, our hosts from the neighborhood arrived.  My 
friend Bill and Istayed with a family of six ςfather, 
mother and four boys (17, 14, 10, and 1).
Bill spoke better Spanish than I, but we both relied 
heavily on Spanish-English dictionaries.  They were 
very patient with us.  We ate rice and beans every 
day, typically with something else for each meal, e.g., 
eggs, vegetables, cream sauce, etc.  They eat far less 
meat than Americans, but we both reallyenjoyed the 
food.  And the fruit was incredibly fresh ςyum!

We all stayed in the same 
neighborhood in similar looking 

homes.  This is a picture of where 
my daughter stayed with her 

hosts. Three bedrooms, kitchen, 
living room and a small bathroom 
for 4-6 people.  Cold showers for 
most of us ςbrrrr!  Everyone had 

gates around their homes.

David Bill
My daughter with her hosts



It was great to have my youngest 
daughter, Caroline , as part of the 
team.  Our hosts were very 
interested to meet related 
people.  

Carolineôs prayers were answered 
when she learned her host family had 
a young girl because she brought 
homemade paper dolls to play with.  
One night she went to a birthday 
party and a mariachi band showed up 
for the guest of honor, and their hosts 
gave them a manicure/pedicure 
another night. Our hosts gave so 
much to all of us even though we 
served a different community ïthat 
was true
charity.

David Caroline



Monday was a national 
holiday, so the children 
werenôt in school.  We 

cleaned and decorated the 
Carpio community center

to host a special event.  

The teen boysfrom the church 
led us in five groups through the 
dirt streets of Carpio to 
distribute 400 invitations to our 
afternoon event.

Jeffry and Oscar spoke good 
English and worked with us and 
translated for us when not in 
school.  Jeffry hopes to come to 
the U.S. for college, but needs 
sponsors.  Oscar is from 
Maryland; his parents sent him 
to live with the Lopez family for 
two years to learn Spanish.

Jeffry Oscar



Sewage and trash 
littered the Carpio 
streets and 
domestic dogs ran 
wild, so we had to 
watch our step.  

The children
were glad to see 
us and several 

ran ahead to call 
their friends out 
to meet us.  As 

we traveled 
further from the 

main road, 
homes got 
worse and 

smaller.



That afternoon we hoped for 100 
kids, but 170 showed up ïthe exact 
number of crafts we prepared that 
morning.  The children loved to 
have their pictures taken!



The next day we traveled to the 
New Horizon Center at the far end 
of Carpio.  It is home to the Girlsô 
Refuge and the Boys Center.  All 
the horizons were beautiful, 
mountains soaring like the Rockies, 
covered in lush, jungle green.  Yet 
just below the horizon were all the 
rusted metal roofs .  During a quick 
stop, I was able to grab some fruit 
for the day near the center at stand
run by a church member.  
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Fruit Stand


