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A Horse Named Ambulance 
and the people without names 
By Dean Lohse 
 

        I had been walking for about 
four hours through jungle paths 
and endless mud, mostly uphill.  I 
was grateful that horses had come 
to take our backpacks, and I was 
grateful for our excellent guides, 
Alekcey Murrilla-Alfaro and his 
wife, Judith Dunteman.  I was 
grateful for being blessed by 
being on a mission trip with my 
daughter, Brieanna.  but mostly, I 
was sweaty and tired and I knew I 
had a long way to go.  I had just 
passed an Indian with a horse at 
the top of a steep part of the trail.  
He seemed to be waiting for 
something.  Alekcey, walking 
behind me, stopped me, and said, 
“Wait, Dean.  This is pastor 
Honorio.  It is his house that we 
are going to.”  

 

I stopped and shook his hand, 
and told him that I had heard of 
him for years through Tom 
Kennedy, and felt like I was 
meeting a celebrity.  He walked 
with us the remaining three hours, 
leading his horse. 

It wasn’ t until two days later 
that I realized his horse was 
nicknamed Ambulance.  They had 
positioned the Ambulance on the 
trail in case I was having trouble 
making it.  I’m grateful for that, 
too. 

So, how does there come to 
be the Evangelista Methodista 
Iglesia San Lucas in the village of 
Tsinikitcha with a pastor called 
Honorio, and a horse called 
Ambulance? 

Timothy Jones walked 
through the mountains, jungles 

and rivers of the Chirripo and 
Talamanca Reservation to villages 
of the Cabecar tribe.  His parents 
had come to be missionaries to 
the Cabecars in the early 1950s 
and Timothy and his siblings were 
raised living with the Indians and 
learning their language and 
culture.  His father and mother 
worked for over 30 years before 
they saw their first converts to 
Christianity.  When Timothy 
came of age, he followed his 
father’s example.  He describes 
walking for days to a village, and 
in those dark days he would be 
received coldly, about as welcome 
as a stray dog.  Cabecars are shy 
about giving their own names, but 
they would not even tell Timothy 
the name of the village he had 
entered. Yet, he persisted.  

“The farmer sows the 
word. Some people are 
like seed along the path, 
where the word is sown.  
As soon as they hear it, 
Satan comes and takes 
away the word that was 
sown in them.  Others, 
like seed sown on rocky 
places, hear the word and 
at once receive it with joy.   
But since they have no 
root, they last only a short 
time.  When trouble or 
persecution comes  
because of the word, they 
quickly fall away.  Still 
others, like seed sown 
amongst thorns, hear the 
word;  but the worries of 
this life, the deceitfulness 
of wealth and the desires 
for other things come in 
and choke the word, 
making it unfruitful.  
Others, like seed sown on 
good soil, hear the word, 
accept it and produce a 
crop---thirty, sixty or even 
a hundred times what was 
sown.”   Mark 4: 14-20. 
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After he was married to Keiry, they would 
walk through the jungles together.  After they had 
two children, they would walk through the jungle 
with their children, always talking about Jesus.  
Now with five children, they walk less, but they 
still always talk about Jesus. 

One man who heard the word in the village of 
Tsinikitcha (don’ t bother to try to find it on a map) 
was Hernan.  He became a believer, and he found 
other believers, and became a pastor and an 
evangelist.  He told the brother of the woman he 
was to marry about this Jesus, and the freedom he 
experienced from the shaman and the rituals of their 
traditions, but his future brother-in-law, Honorio, 
was not yet convinced. 

Tom Kennedy, a missionary supported by 
CrossRoad, was told of Hernan and Honorio by 
other Cabecar pastors.  He made the seven hour 
walk to Honorio’s village to find him sick with 
weight loss, fevers, and frequently coughing up 
bloody sputum.  He had twice made the trek out of 
the reservation to the nearest public health clinic 
only to be given some Tylenol and sent home.  Tom 
found him, prayed for him, and arranged some 
better medical care, with the best medical opinion at 
the time being that he had tuberculosis. 

Honorio began improving dramatically with the 
prayers.  The fevers stopped, the cough stopped, he 
started to gain weight.  By the time he did get to 

reliable medical care, he had no sign of residual 
disease.  Because of his miraculous cure, Honorio 
became a believer, and one by one his family 
became believers.  Tom Kennedy continued to visit, 
and bring teams of people to help the new believers.  
Medical clinics were held at his home with the help 
of two medical students, Alekcey and Judith.  The 
house was enlarged, and a simple church was built.  
Others becames believers, and Honorio became 
their pastor. 
 

“ Honor io’s mother  remained dark, 
unsmiling, and not speaking, even 
after  her  son had become a Chr istian 
and wanted to become a pastor .  
Then one day, she asked us to pray 
for  her .  The women of the group laid 
hands on her  and prayed.  When we 
looked up, it was as if someone had 
taken a weight off of her .  She smiled 
the first smile we had ever  seen from 
her .  She gave us all hugs.  She even 
seemed to stand a little taller .”  

Lor i Kennedy 
 

Timothy Jones, Sower  
Tom Kennedy, Gardener  
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Pastor Honorio  
On the left, with 
his horse  
(nicknamed 
“Ambulance”) and 
his “parsonage” on 
the right. 
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Learning the Language: 
Cabecar  
By Dean Lohse 
 
Did you think leaning Spanish might be 
hard?  How about a language that has no   
words in common with English, a 
different sentence structure, tonal 
characteristics so that the same sound 
has a different meaning in another tone? 

Well, that would be Cabecar, and 
the only people who are not Cabecar 
(that I know of) that speak the language 
are Timothy, Philip, and David Jones.  
Their family has translated the New 
Testament into Cabecar, and are near 

completing a revision that more 
accurately reflects the Word.  Timothy’s 
full time work now centers around 
translation efforts as they have started 
on the Old Testament, with working 
versions of Genesis, Exodus, and several 
Psalms. 

Timothy is a serious and driven 
man;  he doesn’ t take students lightly.  
But he has taken on Alekcey, and Judith, 
and Samuel Kennedy (Tom’s son) when 
Samuel is in the country.  Timothy gives 
them lessons to review with Honorio. 
 

Prayers and support were given 
Honorio, and he learned Spanish enough 
to read and study the Bible.  He now 
travels out of the reservation for a week 
every month to attend seminary. 

While staying with Honorio on this 
visit Alekcey and Judith, who are now 
medical school graduates and certified 
family practitioners, ran a two day 
medical clinic for all Cabecar Indians in 
the area.  They treated approximately 100 
patients, kept records on each one, and 
kept a careful inventory of medicines and 
supplies used.  One of the challenges 
working with the Cabecars is that they 
seem to have no concern with their name, 
at least not their Spanish name.  Patients 
who had been there before would give a 
different last name when they returned.  
First names seemed more reliable than 
last names.  Although I had previously 
known that it is impolite among Cabecars 
to use someone’s name in public, I didn’ t 
realize how deep the custom went.  For 
example, when Alekcey asked Honorio 
his sister’s name, he couldn’ t remember.  
And when he did give an answer, his 
sister had to correct him. 

During the clinic, either Alekcey or 
Judith would see the patients, sometimes 
needing Honorio to interpret from 
Spanish into Cabecar.  Iris and Joanna, 
neighbors of Alekcey and Judith, 
registered patients.  Brieanna took the 
orders and prescriptions to be filled.  I 
was the pharmacy and supply technician 
filling the orders.  Judith or Alekcey 

would then review the medications and 
instructions.  Everyone was treated.  
Everyone was prayed for.  And I believe 
God remembered all their names. 
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The Clinic Waiting Room. 

“ Whoever  welcomes one of these little children in my name welcomes me; and 
whoever  welcomes me does not only welcome me but the One who sent me.”  

Mark 9: 37 
 

Language lessons 
Honorio teaches the Cabecar language to Dr. 
Dunteman, and Dr. Murrilla-Alfaro. 
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“ For  where your  
treasure is, there your 
hear t will be also.”  

Matthew 6: 31 
 

I had heard of Alekcey Murrilla-Alfaro and Judith 
Dunteman soon after my first trip to Costa Rica in 1999.  
At that time they were young medical students who 
began visiting the Bribri and Cabecar villages with Tom 
Kennedy.   When they finished medical school in 2003 I 
heard that they had been accepted into a Family Practice 
residency at the Mayo Clinic, Rochester.  Their intent 
was to get their training in the United States and return to 
Costa Rica to work with the indigenous peoples.  Indeed, 
they did come back and bring short term mission groups 
from the United States.  But I confess that I was skeptical 
about them returning to a life of full time missions.  Most 
foreign nationals who receive post graduate training in 
the United States stay in the United States. 

The reasons are many:  better pay, better living 
conditions, better educational opportunities and 

professional opportunities for advancement and 
recognition. 

Doing the math, two well trained Family Practice 
physicians would have no trouble earning $125,000 each 
per year.  That’s a quarter million a year for 30+ years, or 
roughly eight million dollars in projected lifetime 
earnings. 

Yet here are Alekcey and Judith, living in an 
unfinished room in an unfinished building without 
regular electricity, telephone, or internet, a long way 
from anywhere with a familiar name.  They live on 
miniscule earnings and do missions on donations.  When 
I expressed my surprise at seeing him back in Costa 
Rica, Alekcey simply said, “God is good.  He gives us 
grace.”  
 

Dr. Murr illa-Alfaro and Dr . Dunteman 
an eight million dollar  decision 
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A Man Called Eyebrow 
and his church 
 
Alejandro is the director of activities at 
the Christian Adventure Camp.   

He tells me that there are over 40 
climbing routes in the gym, and each of 
them has a nickname.  He said that one 
of the routes is named after him, and he 
pointed to a route in the corner. “My 
nickname here is “Eyebrow,”  he said.  
And he pointed to a handhold on the wall 
that looks exactly like his own bushy 

unibrow.  “That route is called the 
‘Eyebrow.’  “   

“Many young people who would 
never set foot in a church, will come into 
this gym.  It may be their only chance to 
hear about Jesus.  This is my church.”  

And since I met Alejandro, I started 
thinking that maybe my office, my 
operating room, and my home might also 
be my church---places where people who 
would not likely set foot in a church will 
come;  they could have an opportunity to 
hear about Jesus. 
 

Tom Kennedy 
M ixmaster  of missionar ies 

By Dean Lohse 
 

“So, how did you ever get involved in 
Costa Rica missions in the beginning?”   
Alekcey asked me as we walked the long 
walk to Tsinikitcha. 

“Tom Kennedy came to our church, 
when we still meeting in a warehouse.  He 
helped us organize a team to go to Bribri 
and introduced us to John Whited at 
AguaViva Ministries,”   I replied. 

So, in return I asked Alekcey,  “How 
about you?  How did you get involved in 
missions?”  

“Judith and I were in an International 
Youth Group that Tom Kennedy directed.  
That’s how Judith and I met.  Later on, 
Tom took us to Durupe, where you had 
been a few months before on your first trip 
here.  We  knew we wanted to be in 
mission to the Indians, but that didn’ t 
seem like the right place.”  

“Well,”   I said, “you’ve been going to 
San Lucas at Tsinikitcha for several years, 
even before you finished medical school 
and moved back.  How did that happen?”  

“Tom Kennedy introduced us to 
Honorio and brought us to San Lucas for 
the first time.”  

“And how did you meet Timothy 
Jones?”  

“Tom Kennedy introduced us.”  
And so it went.  Every time you asked 

someone how they made a connection or 
acquaintance Tom Kennedy’s name would 
come up.  Tom fosters relationships, 

recognizes and encourages talents and 
gifts where ever he finds them.  He 
mentors other missionaries and is 
generous with his rime and resources.  He 
is nearly totally oblivious to 
denominational lines, and is quick to point 
out the real team leader, Jesus, when there 
is contention. 

Most recently, Tom has taken a 
leadership position at the Campanica 
Adventura Christiana---the Christian 
Adventure Camp high in the mountains of 
southern Costa Rica.  It is a place that 
serves youth groups with leadership 
training and retreats throughout the year.   
The International Youth Group uses the 
camp several times a year. 

It was there that I met a man called 
“Eyebrow.”  
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Tom and Lor i Kennedy with their  
daughter, Susanna 

Alejandro in the climbing gym 
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Missionary suppor t: 
 

Tom Kennedy who taught me the value of generosity and love in the universal church 
 
 email:  costaken.78@gmail.com 
 support:  Calvary International 
  PO Box 10305 
  Jacksonville, FL 32247 
  #224 in the memo line 
 
Timothy Jones who taught me that it is possible to put Jesus before the most loved ones of this world, and He will take 
care of you. 
 
 River of God 
 PO Box 406 
 Zionsville, IN 46077-0406 
 
 Web site:  www.riverofgodcostarica.net  
 
Alekcey Murrilla-Alfaro and Judith Dunteman who taught me about the cost of discipleship 
 email:  dralekcey@hotmail.com 
 
 support:  Miracle Village International 
    PO Box 890 
    Melbourne, AR  72556 
 
John Whited who has been my brother in Christ through many long jungle walks and long dark nights in Talamanca 
 email:  john@aguavivaministries.com 
  

web site:  www.aguavivaministries.com  
 

 Support:  AguaViva Ministries 
     71 Byrd Road 
     Mebane, NC 27302 
  

 


