
Worship At Anapra 
A Brief Reflection from the Interim Synod Executive/Stated Clerk 

 
On Saturday morning, March 5, 2011, the Synod of the Southwest concluded its Stated Meeting 
by worshiping on the Mexico/United States border at Anapra.   In a rather barren area, filled with 
fine sand into which one actually sank and surrounded by border patrol agents in cars and on 
bicycles, we joined with our sisters and brothers from the Juarez Presbyterian Community in 
lifting praise and prayer to our God.    
 
Led by the Rev. Wayne Hawkins, organizing pastor of Iglesia del Pueblo (an outreach of First 
Presbyterian Church, Las Cruces), and members of the Synod’s Hispanic Ministries Coordinating 
Committee, we also joined together in celebrating the Sacrament of the Lord’s Supper….our 
Juarez brothers and sisters on their side of the fence and we on ours.   Some of our community 
actually shared communion between the fence and we had the opportunity to pass the Peace of 
Christ/La paz de Cristo, palm to palm and even with fingers intertwined between the spaces in the 
fence.   It was a powerful time when divided by a chain link fence we celebrated our oneness in 
Christ, a community of faith without fences or borders.   
 
Two things took place during that time we were at Anapra that were particularly poignant for me.  
First, we had arranged to have a sound system and generator available.   However, our generator 
did not function properly and we were at a loss as to how we would power our sound system.    
Our sisters and brothers on the Mexico side had a generator and with the permission of the Border 
Patrol we passed our electrical cord between the fence and connected our sound system on the 
American side up to their electrical generator on the Mexican side.    At that point I realized that 
like many other days, we, the Americans, the Synod of the Southwest, could be and were being 
“energized” by our sisters and brothers in Mexico.   Here we were the folks from the land of 
abundance receiving aid and energy from those across the border often seen as those from the 
land of scarcity.    
 
Then, as we concluded our service and prepared to depart, we found ourselves “trapped” between 
the fence and a train that had stopped dead on the tracks over which the only egress from our 
place of worship was possible.   This time I found it poignant that we, like our sisters and brothers 
in Mexico, were unable to, or at least prevented from, crossing over and making our way into the 
land of abundance.   Further, the cause for the trains stopping was due to a mechanical brake 
problem.   You might say, the brakes had been put on the means that allowed for our passage 
between this place and the remainder of the world and a barrier had been erected in its place.  
Some of us took it in stride, some seemed totally unconcerned, others actively sought to get the 
train moved, while others just worried about whether and when the train would move and allow 
us to leave this place of sand and desolation and get about our lives…..not unlike the diverse ways 
we respond to the issues of immigration that affect not only our sisters and brothers in Mexico but 
also those of us who live in the United States.  
 
So it was, that on this glorious day on the border, we lifted song and prayer to our God, heard the 
Word proclaimed, feasted at the Lord’s table, shared the piece of Christ with one another, 
experienced, if ever so subtly and for a relatively short period of time, the feeling of being 
prevented from freely moving back and forth and found ourselves physically and spiritually 
“energized” by our sisters and brothers in Mexico.    
 
¡Gracias demos a Dios!  Thanks be to God! 
 
Conrad 
 
 


