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Evaristo Ramirez-Aguilar 

Good morning!!! My faith story starts in my home town of Orizaba, Veracruz. Mexico where I 

was born. A town located 190 miles southeast of Mexico City near the Gulf of Mexico. Orizaba 

is surrounded by mountains with great sources of water all around. 

I grew up with 3 sisters in a solid Catholic Church family. I remember attending masses with my 

mom in a nearby church. My mom was instrumental in teaching us to pray every day. I 

remember that before going to bed we would kneel down and prayed to thank God. We had to 

memorize the Lord's prayer, Psalm 23. 

During the summer breaks from school I would spend time with my Grandmother, living in her 

house which was located in a town near Orizaba. I loved spending time with my Grandmother 

and helping with attending to her farm. I grew up with my grandmother. She helped raise me 

since my father passed away while I was an infant. 

One day my mom's renter invited my mom to attend the Presbyterian church “La Santisima 

Trinidad”, The Holly Trinity in English, in my home town. My mom attended her first service 

which happened to be a special financial session of the church and then later was invited to a 

second normal church service. She was warmly welcomed and liked the service and Sunday 

School so much that she started bringing my sisters and I to the church. The church felt like a 

family to me and I enjoyed all my friends at the church. Mexico is a very Catholic country and, 

as you can imagine, it was a big deal to my extended family in Mexico that we were not 

attending a Catholic Church. But when my grandmother, the elder of the family, started 

attending and liked the church, that changed my extended family's perspective and in fact opened 

the door for all my uncles and aunt to look for other religious options. Now members of my 

extended family attend churches of multiple different faiths. 

Our pastor's son invited me to apply to attend Pan American High School which is a Presbyterian 

School in Kingsville, TX. I was granted a scholarship that allowed me to attend this school. 

During my Senior year, I took a computer class that sparked my interest in Computer Science 

and led to college studies and career in computer science. I made several friends in this school 

and felt the same family experience as in our church back home. Currently we have a WhatsApp 

group that has the seal of the school where we keep up with news from all these friends. 

While I was attending Pan American School, my church back home was organizing a summer 

mission trip with other Presbyterian churches in the Virginia and Washington, D.C. area. A 

group of youth from these churches came to visit our church in Orizaba, Mexico. I was able to 



help the mission group with Spanish-English translations. That is when I met Richard Campagna 

from Virginia. He stayed at my mom's house during the mission trip and we became good 

friends. The following year he invited me to meet his parents and his church in Virginia. At the 

same time, there was an counselor opening at Camp Glenkirk, a Presbyterian summer camp in 

Virginia that Richard knew well. He recommended me for the position. I had a phone interview 

with the camp director, Truman Nabors and I was given the 

position. I liked this camp so much that I went there 6 summers. Again I felt like I was part of a 

family away from home. The last couple of summer is when I met Kathy. We were both summer 

counselors. After dating for 5 years we decided to get married. By then, I could have owned the 

Mexican phone company with all the money that I paid for the long distance phone calls to the 

US. 

Truman Nabors, the camp director, was the pastor that married us by the lake at Camp Glenkirk. 

Richard was our best man and Kathy's sister was our maid of honor. All three of my sisters, my 

mom, my uncle, cousins, and two of my friends from Mexico had roles in our wedding 

ceremony. I said my vows in English and Kathy in Spanish. 

To this day, Truman Nabors is a dear friend of ours. He currently lives near Ghost Ranch, a 

Presbyterian Ranch in Abiquiu, NM where he worked before retiring. We visit him each year in 

NM with our children. 

My mom later decided to join the Baptist church, where they started having services at my 

mom's house. Later a church building was constructed by a mission group from a Wilmington, 

NC Baptist Church. I helped again as a Spanish-English translator for this team of engineers, and 

volunteers to get the foundation of the church started. I also served as a church treasurer. As a 

result, I have been baptized in the Catholic, Presbyterian, and Baptist faiths. 

My most grateful moment is when my twin daughters were born in Presbyterian St. Luke's 

Hospital in Denver, CO. Our church St. Andrew welcomed our daughters like big family again 

and helped us with food and cards in our first very difficult days after our twin daughters arrived 

home for the first time from the hospital after a month in the Neonatal ICU because of their 

premature birth. 

In closing, I hope from my story today, you can see how my faith journey has had a large, 

positive influence on my life and in fact has been an integral part of my life. I would not be here 

in this church today speaking to you if it was not for this journey. I am forever grateful for all 

these blessings and thank you for listening. 

Next, I would like to share with you, the following hymn, in Spanish “Jesús es mi Rey 

Soberano” which means Jesus is my sovereign King. It was one of my Grandmother's favorite 

hymns. It is written on my Grandmother's gravestone. To me, it means that we are all one family 

helping each other, even though we all have our own families...in God we are one. 

 

 



Rev. Jacqueline Decker Vanderpol 

 

Last week, church historian Diana Butler Bass published an article called, “The God of 

love had a really bad week.”  In it, she tells of watching the crowd at a political rally chant “send 

her back” about a US congresswoman, which caused Butler Bass to turn to her husband and ask, 

“Where did these people go to Sunday school?”  “You’re worried about Sunday school?” he 

asked.  “Yes,” she said, and then she sang him the song she learned in Sunday school – and 

probably all of us learned there too – Jesus Loves the Little Children.  In her article Butler Bass 

writes, “as many have noted, ‘send her back’ is racist, sexist, and un-American.  It is also the 

expression of a certain view of God.”  And not the expression of the God of love, not the 

expression of Jesus who said, “Love God and love your neighbor as yourself,” not the God who 

said “do unto others as you would have them do unto you,” or the God who came to usher in the 

peaceable kingdom or who welcomes all the little children of the world, regardless of race.  And 

then Butler Bass ends, after telling the story of the ongoing silence between her and her brother 

that has existed since Charlottesville because, as she puts it, they read the same Bible but pray to 

different gods – in spite of that heart-wrenching fracture in her own life – she ends with these 

words of hope: “the God of love is always hanging around, the brown-skinned Jewish rabbi 

preaching about the poor being blessed and the broken-hearted comforted.  [The one who teaches 

us:] love your neighbor as yourself.  Do unto others.”1   

It’s a word of hope in the face of “send her back,” as is Evaristo’s story.  When we had 

lunch to talk about his faith story, he said, “You know, my current life wouldn’t be possible 

without the education I received, and the Church opened the doors to that education.”  Which 

shouldn’t surprise us coming from the branch of the Church that invented Sunday school with 

the goal of teaching children to read, so they could read Scripture.  Education has always been at 

the heart of our theology – love the Lord your God with all your mind – but there’s still 

something beautiful about seeing the power of it play out in an individual life.  Think about it: 

the pastor’s son introduced Evaristo to his high school in Texas, and the high school introduced 

him to computers; an exchange student at his church introduced him to the camp where he was a 

counselor, and that camp introduced him to his wife.  Over and over again, the church not only 

opened doors, but also said, “Come on in.  And, while you’re here, let me introduce you to 

someone else.”   

Evaristo isn’t the only one in this room to know the power of education to open doors and 

the life of the mind to speak deeply to the life of faith and the way we love God.  But not 

everyone knows that power or access.  A couple of weeks ago, I was talking to one of the 

Assistant Superintendents of Boulder Valley School District – which you probably know is one 

of the top two districts in the state – about Sanchez elementary school, which in spite of being in 

a district that excels is the third worst performing elementary school in the state.  The Assistant 

Sup told me that in the last year for which data is available, Sanchez graduated one kid at grade 

level – in what some measures show as the most educated county in the country.  Why?  Well, 

it’s a tangled knot, as you would expect, somewhere in the intersection of economic issues – with 

80% of the kids living in poverty – and racial issues – with the majority of students as kids of 

color, many of whom are dealing with immigration issues.  Seeing several years ago that anyone 

with the resources and ability to navigate the process was opting not to send their kids to the 

school, the district has tried different measures to stem the tide of white flight, but so far nothing 

                                                           
1 “The God of Love Had a Really Bad Week,” Diana Butler Bass, CNN.com, July 20, 2019. 



has worked.  “But we’re not willing to fail anymore,” she said.  “This year, we’re going all in on 

Sanchez.”   

“What can we do help?” I asked.  “I’ve got a congregation full of people who care about 

economic justice and racial justice and the power of education.  Do you need math and science 

tutors?  Or grandparents to read one-on-one with students? Or a school supply drive (P.S. That’s 

happening in a couple of weeks.  Check your bulletins.)?  Or people to bring meals for teachers 

during conferences because the PTA is defunct? Or a book drive for your teacher resource 

room?”   

“What we need,” she said, “is a partner who is willing to be responsive, someone we can 

call when needs arise, who hasn’t decided in advance what they want to give, but is willing to 

listen to what we need.”   

“Okay,” I said.  “Consider us on-call.”   

The Church has such power to open doors for people and invite them in.  This may never 

be the building they enter, but holding a door open, welcoming someone and saying, “come on 

in,” makes any building sacred space.  Amen.  


