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The Last Chapter 
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My Hiraeth 
You know when you’ve read a really good book? You sit back, sigh, and think to 
yourself, “That was excellent.” You are satisfied and content to see how the plot of a 
story you found yourself deeply invested into was wrapped up. Oftentimes, however, if 
the book is good enough, there is a part of you that grieves the loss of such a faithful 
companion, the feel of the smooth sheets of paper on your fingers, the difficulty you once 
had to shut the book, turn off the lights at night and finally go to sleep instead of staying 
up to read more. I feel myself grieving a really good book (X 1000). I grieve, set that book 
on the table, get up, and gratefully and joyfully find myself surrounded by friends and 
family who have been supporting me and constantly loving me. They have patiently 
waited for the time to come for me to reunite with them, to set the book down and catch 
up on our lives that have continued despite our physical distances. But we all know this 
good book, that I write about now, isn’t really a book. It has been a profound season of 
my life, a chapter in my journey, a continuation of daily life simply taken place in a new 
context, with different and new friends, who have also imprinted themselves on my heart. 
It is chapter of my life that has themes that will reappear throughout my life.  Hopefully, 
it is a chapter I can take the time to reread every now and again. Maybe some day I will 
be able to revisit those special characters I met along the way. Right now though, I have 
other chapters to attend to, old ones to reconnect with as well as new ones to discover 
and live out. Thank you to ALL you characters in my life who have surrounded me with 
your support, joy, and love. I love that our life stories are intertwined. J  

1

You can kiss your family and friends good-bye and put miles between you, but at the 
same time you carry them with you in your heart, your mind, your stomach, because 

you do no just live in a world but a world lives in you.  ~Frederick Buechner 

Hiraeth 

(n.) a 
homesickness for 
a home to which 
you cannot 
return, a home 
which maybe 
never was; the 
nostalgia, the 
yearning, the 
grief for the lost 
places of your 
past. 
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There is so much I can say, so much 
I want to say, and so much I am 

processing more than a month after 
my return to the states. I am unsure 
how to best articulate my thoughts 

for you, let alone for myself. 
However, here is an attempt. 
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Luke 10: 38-42 

Now as they 
went on a their 
way, Jesus 
entered a certain 
village, where a 
woman named 
Martha 
welcomed him 
into her home. 
She had a sister 
named Mary, 
who sat at the 
Lord’s feet and 
listened to what 
he was saying. 
But Martha was 
distracted by her 
many tasks; so 
she came to him 
and asked, 
“Lord, do you 
not care that my 
sister has left me 
to do all the work 
by myself? Tell 
her then to help 
me.” But the 
Lord answered 
her, “Martha, 
Martha, you are 
worried and 
distracted by 
many things; 
there is need of 
only one thing. 
Mary has chosen 
the better part, 
which will not be 
taken away from 
her.  
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                 Even towards the end of my time in 
Argentina I found deeply engrained cultural habits tripping up my efforts to fully 
accompany others. I spent one of my last weekends in Itati, a small town an hour 
north of Corrientes capital. It was a wonderful weekend, full of informal cookie 
and banana bread baking lessons, a Doma (community event with various contests 
for horses and their riders), a packed community gym intently watching Argentina’s 
3rd soccer match in the world cup, and construction work! The two farmers markets 
in town were collectively working to build a permanent store to sell their products. 
I was pumped to get my hands dirty and help out. When I arrived at the site I went 
around and gave the expected besos (one kiss on each cheek) as I greeted every 
person there individually. I didn’t bother two of the men who were already busy at 
work because I didn’t want to disturb them. Instead I waved to them, greeting them 
from a distance, clasped my hands together, and enthusiastically announced that I 
was there to work! Later, one of my friends who I had greeted from a distance came 
up to me and in a slightly offended tone asked me why I hadn’t greeted him.  

 Here is one of the major cultural differences that I have seen between 
Corrientes, Argentina and my life in MN. In a job-like setting, work is the point. 
Sure, some light banter as everyone gets settled into the day is typical, but to 
physically greet each individual person or set aside more than an hour at a 
moment’s notice during the workday for tea is not common. This year in 
Argentina, I saw the beauty of those things lived out. The majority of Argentines I 
encountered always set aside extended time for relationships. Most places of work 
have an informal mate and conversation time at the beginning of every day as 
coworkers gather around and converse about life. I’m not trying to say that “our” 
way is wrong, but it is certainly distinct from what I experienced in Argentina. The 
general stress level of daily life was there different too. My Argentine housemates 
were absolutely shocked each and every time I causally ran around eating my 
breakfast oatmeal out of a bowl in one hand as I searched for my clothes hanging on 
the outside line -instead of sitting down at a table newly spread with a breakfast 
tablecloth. Perhaps this actually says more about the fast-paced way I managed my 
time in the US prior to moving to Argentina than it does about our culture as a 
whole. (I did break my favorite ceramic bowl and splatter oatmeal everywhere in 
my apartment living room my senior year in college as I ran around in a morning 
rush…) Regardless, such regular differences have caused me to reflect on the value 
of being a listening relational ‘Mary’ instead of a hurried ‘Martha.’ I’ve realized I 
unconsciously sometimes do things that prioritize work over relationships, even 
though I never would have considered that to be the case looking at my life on a 
more macro-level. Likewise, I now see that I often prioritize my personal ‘spiritual 
to-do-and-serve list’ over that of my prayer life.  
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Massive rains in Brazil brought flooding to much of northwestern 
Argentina as floodwaters came by way of rivers. Entire 
communities were displaced. The community garden project that I 
mentioned in my last newsletter was put on hold due to the Paraná 
river rising by 7 meters! The neighborhoods we had been planning 
on working with were flooded out and volunteer energies were 
directed elsewhere. Student groups, churches, and other 
community organizations pulled together to support their affected 
friends, family, and neighbors. 

Thankfully, floodwaters have now receded and efforts are 
underway to create not only more community gardens but also an 
edible pubic park with 400 fruit trees scheduled to be planted this 
September. It will be the first of its kind in Argentina! 

“The miracle of gratitude is that it shifts your 
perception to such an extent that it changes 

the world you see.” –Robert Holden 
Saying goodbye was a 
multi-week affair as 
people from every part 
of my life wished me 
beautiful farewells. I 
have felt so loved in 
Corrientes and I am so 
grateful to everyone 
who took the time to 
get to know this 
yanqui (Yankee: 
pronounced as jonky).   

 

• New volunteer from St. Paul, MN, Sally Fifield moving to 
Corrientes, Argentina August 29th.  

• All 2014-2015 YAGM volunteers and their sending and host 
communities  

• All returning YAGM’s as we transition back after a year abroad.  
• My INCUPO co-worker Vero and her family, as they mourn the 

passing of her father 
• Those affected by the aftermath of severe flooding in northeastern 

Argentina 

Prayer Requests 


