
When I discovered I was going to Cuba, I was very excited, but I had many apprehensions. Among many 
were the less than comfortable living conditions, airport troubles, and in general, being away from home 
for so long. It wasn’t until the day of departure when I realized those things couldn’t hinder me from 
seeing the love of God. I choked up when I took my first step in the country. I couldn’t believe I was 
actually there! 

Even though my predicted troubles in customs did occur, we all managed to make it into the country 
only by the grace of God.  

My first night of Cuba was not what I had expected. I witnessed people shaking and falling to the ground 
because of the Holy Spirit. Throughout the week, I met so many people, and I was thrilled to practice the 
language I have studied and loved for years. Talking to these teens at the camp was just like hanging out 
with friends here in America. I knew I was going to try to speak Spanish, but I never could have imagined 
I would be speaking little English on some days of the trip. Every person I met was so kind and willing to 
make sure we were comfortable. I felt so united with these wonderful brothers and sisters.  

Above all, the church services were truly phenomenal. Every single person was dancing and praising, and 
the best part was that it all was for the glory of the Lord.  At first I couldn’t comprehend why these 
people were falling and shaking on that first night, but I finally understood on the last full day of the trip.  

Pastors Isel and Ernesto were gracious enough to baptize our group at the beach. When I came out of 
the water, I literally felt reborn. I felt the Holy Spirit like I never have before. I hope I will always 
remember this awesome experience!   
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