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PRAYER, TODAY 
MORE THAN EVER

The world church within its excellent program that promotes revival 
and reformation has invited its members to pray with greater fervor 
and devotion.  Programs such as forty days of prayer in past years 
have been of great inspiration to all.  We began 2021 with the Ten 
Days of Prayer program. Of course, these initiatives seek to remind 
us that the practice of prayer has special moments for special 
reasons, but talking to God should be a daily matter. This habit was 
an important part of the life of our model of prayer: Jesus.  St. Mark 
tells us: “Now in the morning, having risen a long while before 
daylight, He went out and departed to a [a]solitary place; and 
there He prayed.” (NKJV).  In these difficult times we all live in, we 
should follow this practice that we could call 365 days of prayer, or 
better, every day in prayer.

God’s promises are always certain, such as the one found in Isaiah 
65:24 “And it shall come to pass, that before they call, I will 
answer”. (NKJV) They are also conditional. God cannot hear, let 
alone answer our prayers without a living and constant relationship 
with our Father. It is essential for every soul, but especially for every 
pastor’s wife, to bring our sorrows, difficulties and joys to the one 
who is able to answer and give abundantly.  Doing so would bring 
peace, comfort and daily strength to our lives.

CECILIA IGLESIAS Associate Ministerial Secretary – SIEMA IAD
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In difficult times like these, it is our privilege to cling 
to Jesus, our intercessor. The prayer of faith is a daily 
adventure that will be reflected in all our living and 
encourage us to encourage others to try the same 
experience. God is faithful today and always. Prayer has 
been and will be like a refreshing oasis where every child 
of God rests and finds strength, and from which we will 
only say goodbye, as the hymn says, when we are with 
Christ in the heavenly Zion.

We cannot forget that prayer is the life of the soul as 
stated by Ellen White: “Prayer is the life of the soul, the 
foundation of spiritual growth. In your home, before your 
family, and before your workmen, you should testify to 
this truth.… Tell them that if they will find heart and voice 
to pray, God will find answers to their prayers. Tell them 
not to neglect their religious duties. Exhort the brethren 
to pray. We must seek if we would find, we must ask if we 
would receive, we must knock if we would have the door 
opened unto us”. {DG 83.5}

Dear colleagues, I invite you to make your life a constant 
prayer. To promote prayer in your home, churches, 
pastors’ wives’ groups, small groups and in every moment 
and place. The promise is still valid. All who seek the 
Lord, will find Him and in Him is the answer to each of 
our needs. 

“The Lord is nigh unto all them that call upon him, to 
all that call upon him in truth. He will fulfil the desire 
of them that fear him: he also will hear their cry, and 
will save them”. Psalm 145:18-19
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Some time ago I was offered to buy some very good 
brand name shoes, but I didn’t really need them at 
the time. How to say no and have a firm will in the 
face of an unnecessary expense? 

Sometimes a need is confused with a desire and often 
our desires go beyond our income. It is very important to 
master the desire to buy unnecessary things. Before any 
decision you must ask yourself: Do I want this item or do 
I need it? Is it within the family budget? Is it really worth 
spending on this? Am I buying appearances that I don’t 
really need?

It is very important as families to practice financial 
communication so that at the time of making the 
decision there is a harmonious note, instead of causing 
problems and acrimony. Believe me, you will avoid many 
unnecessary problems.
 
It is advisable to adjust the family budget for needs that 
can be immediate and for others that can wait. However, 
some unrealistic needs will arise, but they are created 
in our minds by the massive advertising that large 
companies do in our society.

Remember the financial principle that the money we 
receive is sacred money, holy money that must be used 
very carefully. We are responsible for the way we spend 
it. “The earth is the Lord’s, and the fulness thereof; 
the world, and they that dwell therein.”. (Psalm 24:1) 
If everything belongs to God, then everything in my 
possession also belongs to Him and was entrusted to me 
so that I can manage and take care of it. 

FINANCIAL 
INTELLIGENCE 
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So, what should we do? Let’s consider the following 
recommendations:

1. Ask God to give you wisdom to manage 
the resources that come into your hands 
directly or indirectly.
2. Practice the principle of tithing.
3. Make, practice and respect the family 
budget.
4. Cancel unnecessary expenses.
5. Stop using easy credit; interest also 
generates expenses.

The further away you are from unnecessary 
financial leakage the better, because you will be 
able to use the liquid money on planned projects 
in a smarter way.

A few years ago, while I was a canvasser, a wise 
woman gave me the advice: “Take care of the 
small bills, because the big ones take care of 
themselves”. The great water losses in a city are 
due to the small drops of water that escape in the 
pipes of the houses.

I wish that your finances are blessed and prospered 
by our God and Creator and that He gives us the 
wisdom necessary to have an intelligent criterion 
when carrying out daily financial activities. 
Remember to take care of the small bills, since the 
big ones take care of themselves!

Clarice Elizabeth Beltrán Cárdenas studied Public Accounting and 
Administration. She currently works as a teacher, is a housewife and pastor’s wife in 

the Gulf Association, North Mexican Union
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M any preparations were made in the Brazilian Midwest 
Union (UCOB).  All the associations were expected to 
participate in the big event to be held at the Instituto 
Adventista do Brasil Central (IABC), one of the largest 
boarding schools in the region.

I was very excited to sign up to attend, along with 
leaders from my district and other pastors’ wives from 
nearby districts. I looked forward to the departure 
time. I had packed my bag with the joyful anticipation 
of participating, until finally, the day arrived. At 
the time I was raising my first son, who was only 8 
months old. Since I had already weaned him, it was 
suggested to me that it was best to leave him with his 
dad. The bus that would pick us up would leave from a 
neighboring city, located 150 km from where we lived. 
My husband would drive us there. So, we boarded the 
bus, my husband, my little baby Gabriel, two sisters 
from the district and me.

“Have not I commanded thee? Be strong and 
of a good courage; be not afraid, neither be 
thou dismayed: for the Lord thy God is with 
thee whithersoever thou goest”. (Joshua 1:9)

OUR SAFE HARBOR
Jesus,
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We traveled the 150 km and finally arrived in the city of Barra do Garças. We stayed at the pastor’s house in 
that city because we would have to spend part of the night there and then, at 3 a.m., leave to catch the bus 
that would take us to school. I said goodbye to my husband with a heavy heart for leaving my baby, so small. 
So the two of them got back in the car to make the trip back home, driving those 150 km again. 

Meanwhile, back at the pastor’s house, a few hours passed. We talked about this and that, when suddenly 
my phone rang.  It said “unknown number”.  I answered it and a man’s voice said: “We are calling you from 
the federal police”.   At that moment, my heart began to beat “a thousand beats an hour”. What could have 
happened. The male voice added, “Do you have a baby?” It was at that moment that I imagined the worst. 
Why would the federal police call me if it wasn’t urgent? The voice again said: “And your husband, is he with 
the baby? I told her yes, to tell me what had happened, if they were well. Hearing me crying and desperate, 
the voice said: “Who did you leave your son with, where are you going? Where are you? There were so many 
questions, while all I could manage to ask was: “Are they, all right? 

Finally, the voice said to me, “Don’t worry, they are fine”. And they hung up. What despair I felt at that 
very moment. The ministry partners hugged me and prayed with me.  When I finished praying, I dialed my 
husband’s phone, kept calling and there was no answer. It was several times until he finally picked up and 
told me what had happened. On his way back, the baby started crying in his car seat in the back, so my 
husband thought of moving the car seat to the front, next to him. Our car had an automatic anti-theft lock, 
so when he got out of his seat, he closed the door, but the system activated before he could get to the back 
door, where Gabriel was. Logically, all the doors locked and all the windows closed. The key was left inside 
and the air conditioning was turned off. 

Logically, Gabriel stayed inside, crying, strapped into the car seat. 

My husband didn’t know how to open the door to get our baby out. He tried everything but couldn’t get it 
open. A truck driver stopped to help him, but he couldn’t open it either. So, my husband decided to break the 
glass of the car to get our son out, since, besides being short of oxygen, he was affected by the excessive 
heat. Gabrielito was crying desperately and that made the situation worse. When he finally managed to get 
him out, the federal police came by! They approached and saw the broken glass... imagine that! They thought 
the worst. Since my husband has blue eyes and is white, while our baby dark-skinned, with straight hair and 
black eyes - he looks a lot like me - they decided to call me to confirm their version and rule out a possible 
kidnapping. 

With this explanation, I calmed down. I knew that they arrived home safely and I started my trip to the council. 

Dear ministry partner, Jesus does not abandon us. He lovingly cares for us in every situation. We must trust that 
while we are busy in the cares of His work, He watches over our loved ones. He took care of mine. I am certain 
that He will take care of your family as well.

Yessika Campos de Moura is the mother of 2 children, wife of Pastor Jonatas 
Moura.  They attend the Gran Sabana II district of UVO. She is currently a preceptor 

of the ladies’ home in Colgransa.
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It was on January 23, 2017 when I received the 
terrifying call telling me that my older brother 
had been kidnapped. At that instant my brother, 
the second one, took my cell phone, followed 

up with the call and we immediately went to the 
place where the events occurred. My mother was 

at the hospital taking care of my father, who days 
before had survived a heart attack. We didn’t 
know how to let her know what had happened, 
but when we went to where she was, she 
had already heard, and she was devastated. 
However, we could not say anything to my dad, 
we had to keep quiet, because we wanted him 
to recover and we knew that the news could 
affect his health. Almost two weeks went by 
in which we had to contain the sadness and 
anguish we felt in front of my father. Until 
situations forced us to tell him the truth, 
before he found out by any other means. It 

was very hard to face the reality, he was in 
shock. At night he would cry and we would 
try to comfort him. In spite of that, thanks to 
God, my father recovered and the day came 
when he was able to return home, with his 
respective care.

The following nights several of our 
relatives came to our house to pray 
for my brother and read the Bible, but 
the pain in my heart and the crying 
persisted. I still remember that it 
was only by listening to hymns that 
my mother could fall asleep and 
get some sleep. One of the hymns 
that most marked our lives at that 
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time was: “God Knows, God Hears, God Sees”. That hymn 
made me feel that, in spite of the ordeal we were going 
through, God was watching our suffering, was with us 
and heard our prayers; although I didn’t know how 
He would answer our request for my brother 
to come home. The days went by and the 
anguish increased because I did not 
know where my brother was, why he 
had been taken away!

One night my mother and I were 
in the kitchen, crying inconsolably, 
when suddenly my mother said to me: 
“pray daughter, pray, because I can’t take it 
anymore”! I prayed for my brother, for the people 
who had taken him away, so that God would touch 
their hearts and the miracle we were longing for would 
happen: that my brother would come back to us. Something 
I will never forget from that prayer, was that I said, “Lord, 
come and embrace us”! “Make us feel that you hear us and that 
you are with us, but above all give peace to our hearts”. I can’t say 
enough to explain what happened when I finished the prayer, it was 
so wonderful! It was as if God himself enveloped us with his infinite 
love. Instantly we stopped crying and sighed at the inexplicable peace 
we felt at that very moment. My mother and I turned to each other and 
at the same time said, “Did you feel that? We felt God embrace us and 
His voice spoke to our hearts saying, “Fear not, I am with you.”

When Jesus was asleep in the boat and the waves were rough, the wind 
was roaring, and the storm was lashing the little boat. His disciples 
were frightened: they were afraid of the wind and the waves, and feared 
for their lives. They went to Jesus and woke Him up, begging Him to 
save them. The solution was in His voice. He arose and commanded 
the sea, “Be still, be silent,” and there was peace. The wind ceased, 
and there was a great calm. 

Sometimes our life is shaken in different ways. We may not be able to 
choose the circumstances or events we will experience, but we can 
certainly decide with what attitude we will face them. An attitude 
of trust in God in the future is a great help in facing life’s difficulties. 
Even if we hit rock bottom, we can remember the promise that: “The 
Lord is near to the brokenhearted, and saves the contrite in spirit. 
Many are the afflictions of the righteous: but the LORD shall deliver 
him out of them all.” 

Years have passed and we still don’t know what happened to my brother. 
Sometimes anguish threatens to return, but the One who sustains our 
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Leslie Briceida Saavedra Ortega, pastor’s wife in the Northern Gulf Association 
Mexican Union

family is Christ. He is the One 
who gives peace to our hearts, 
even in the midst of uncertainty. 
And because of the trust we have 
in Him, we know that everything 
that happens in our lives has a 
purpose, even if it is not always 
easy to understand. Now from my 
own experience I can tell you that 
whatever happens in your life, if 
you cry out to God, you will find 
true peace in Him.

“Thou wilt keep him in perfect 
peace, whose mind is stayed 
on thee: because he trusted 
in thee. Trust ye in the Lord 
forever: for in the Lord Jehovah 
is everlasting strength.”
(Isa. 26:3-4)

1. Mark 4:35-41.
2. Psalm 34:18-19.
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I am fortunate to be the mother of two 
teenagers, and I want them to eat healthy. 
Moved by my responsibility as such, since 
they were one year old, I decided that they 
would eat that way. Currently, because of that 
experience, I wrote a recipe book exclusively 
for children and teenagers called “Manitas a 
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la olla”, because I am sure that when children and teenagers participate in the culinary chores, 
it is easier for them to adopt good eating habits. So, from mom to mom we will stop here for a 
little while, to help us with some considerations. 

It is basic and essential that children, even the youngest, start with healthy foods, because we 
are educating their taste buds. The fundamental thing is to expose them to healthy tastes, colors 
and textures. If children are exposed to a variety of foods and see this as normal, they will eat it. 
Another important thing is not to give up if your child refuses new food. Studies show that children 
may need to be exposed to food 15 times before they want to eat it, so don’t be discouraged!

Preschoolers often dislike foods that are too hot or too cold, and they can be very sensitive to 
texture. They may find celery too stringy, orange juice too pulpy and mashed potatoes too lumpy. 
The arrival of new teeth can also make it difficult for them to chew. When preparing foods for 
your toddlers, be sure to chop them finely. It is also very important to keep portions small. You 
don’t need to overwhelm them, especially when you’re trying to get them to try it. They will be 
more willing to snack on a few kernels of corn rather than empty a whole plate. 

Don’t make mealtime a battle. Give your child a choice between two foods and let them enjoy it. 
As I mentioned earlier, they have to go through several times before they can accept new foods. 
It is very important that they serve their food for themselves. This will help them arrange what 
they like (if the food is difficult to serve, you can help them). But the best thing for them is to cook 
with you. That’s why I’m sharing two recipes for you to cook with your children. I’m sure they will 
not only eat them, but they will treasure those moments with you and dad. So, let’s get your kids 
in the kitchen, “Manitas a la olla”!
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Ingredients:
• 1 Cup of cooked oatmeal with very little almond or soy milk.
• 2 bananas. 
• 2 tablespoons of tofu whipped cream. 
• 1 cup of strawberries.
• ½ cup of walnuts.

Manitas a la olla!
1. Cook the oatmeal in a little milk. It should be thick enough to
    simulate snowballs.
2. Meanwhile, prepare the whipped cream by adding ½ cup of
    tofu in the blender with a little water, honey to taste and a
    dash of vanilla.
3. Remove the oatmeal from the heat and wait for it to cool
    down a little.
4. Cut the bananas lengthwise and arrange in a deep plate or a
    banana splits container.
5. Using an ice cream scoop, place the oatmeal in the middle of
    the bananas.
6. Top the oatmeal and banana with the tofu whipped cream.
7. Add chopped strawberries for garnish.

Morning Banana Split

Recipes taken from the recipe book for children and adolescents “Manitas a la olla”.
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Ingredientes:
•1 Bag of whole wheat Arabic bread (pita).
• 5 tomatoes.
• 3 cloves of garlic.
• ½ cup of onion.
• Salt to taste.
• Basil and oregano to taste.
• 1 package of extra-firm tofu.
• Chopped pineapple.
• Red and green bell pepper.
• Chopped green or black olives.
• Chopped mushrooms.
• Olive oil.
• Garlic salt. 
• Onion salt.

¡Manitas a la olla!
1. Blend the tomatoes, onion and garlic without water. Bring to a
   boil in a pot and when boiling, add salt, basil and oregano (this is
   the Italian sauce).
2. Spread olive oil on the pita bread.
3. Place the Italian sauce on the bread.
4. Add garlic salt and onion salt to the tofu and stir well (it is the
   cheese substitute).
5. Add the seasoned tofu to the pita bread and spread with a fork.
6. Garnish with the mushrooms, pineapple and bell peppers in a
   fun way.
7. Bake (always with the help of your parents), for 10 to 15
   minutes at 180°C or 350°F.
8. Ready to enjoy!

Funny pizzas

Cesia Alvarado Zemleduch es maestra de profesión, 
escritora infantil y apasionada por la cocina saludable. 
Es esposa del pastor Edgar Sánchez y juntos ministran 

en la Asociación del Norte de Tamaulipas.  
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WHAT 
DECISION 

WOULD YOU 
MAKE?

I was born in an Adventist home. My parents 
were very young, barely 2 years into their 
marriage, inexperienced in parenting (as all 
new parents are) and were just beginning 
their ministry adventure. So, I came along to 
add a special touch to their lives, which were 
undergoing major changes along with major 
challenges in record time.

My mother was not yet 20 years old and came 
from an Arab country, therefore, she had 
difficulties with the Spanish language (that 
is what they tell me, I never noticed those 
difficulties). Always busy taking care of a home, 
a district, ladies and children of the church, 
she also had to take care of me. And I always 
wanted to be the center of her life, even though 
I was an accomplice and “fan” of my dad.

When I was a baby we lived in an agricultural 
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area, the churches were humble. In the beginning they only 
had a roof and floor, no walls around them. After the 

children’s class, my mom would spend the service 
carrying me away from the fellowship, as my crying, 

because of the heat, distracted the brothers. 
Saturdays were very stressful for her. She cared 
for me alone because my dad, the pastor, was 
attending to the needs of the parishioners. After 
the service was over, while everyone went home, 
we had to wait for up to two hours while the 
minister finished the urgent interviews with the 
brethren, desperate for advice and guidance.

 
I remember a long Saturday; the hours went by and 

it did not end. It was already dark and we were still in 
church. I missed my crib, I wanted to take off my clothes, 

my shoes and free myself from my mother’s arms. I had not 
understood that we were in a vigil, so I gave up and slept in my 

mother’s warm lap. Feeling a lot of movement around me, I woke 
up, wanting to join in the fun. It happened to be foot-washing time: 

everyone was getting ready to eat bread and wine at midnight (how 
strange to eat at such hours), so I looked at mommy and gave her 

a mischievous smile, and she indulged me and gave me kisses, 
when suddenly, an older sister came up and told us, “You 

mustn’t laugh in church.” Addressing my mommy directly, she 
added, “You are being irreverent by spoiling your one-year-
old baby inside the temple. This way she will never learn 
to respect the things of God.” (It was after 1 a.m. and I still 
hadn’t gone home, and my mom was trying hard to give 
me a less hostile environment, but it all went away with 
the deaconess’ speech.)

I grew up. Now I no longer stayed in my mother’s arms. 
Now I wanted to walk, run, be with my dad on the 
platform, touch everything, greet everyone, every 
now and then a tantrum to express my dissatisfaction 
with some situation, and the interesting thing about 
this is that for a while I came to think that all the 

other children were invisible, except me. The eyes 
of the entire sisterhood were on me: some to protect 

me and others to point out everything I shouldn’t do 
because I am the pastor’s daughter.

One day I asked Mom about the proper behavior of a pastor’s 
daughter, and what I should do so that my father would 
not be ashamed of me. I didn’t want to hurt his ministry, I 
loved him too much to do this to him.

“You need to be a girl who loves and obeys God, not 
forgetting that you are a girl,” was the answer she 
gave me.
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I was expecting a big speech, like the ones of the scolding 
teachers, but to my surprise I heard something that no one 
had told me before. Everyone insisted that as a shepherd’s 
daughter I should not run, talk, cry, eat, laugh.... even the 
way I breathe should be controlled, but my mom directed 
my attention to another north and I was surprised.....
 
She sensed my astonishment and continued speaking: 
“You are God’s creation, and you are a child. He accepts 
you just as you are, but He would like you to have more 
virtues each time. He made you a child to laugh, play, 
smile, and fill the world with joy; He made you His 
child because He wants to bless you, so you must 
honor Him first, and so you will be honoring your 
father, the shepherd.” 

That talk changed my perspective forever. It 
made me reason and understand that the most 
important thing is not that I am the daughter of 
the earthly shepherd, but that I am the daughter 
of the King, I am the daughter of God and I must 
honor Him first.

When I began to face the whirlwind of 
adolescence and all its turmoil, my parents 
never reprimanded me by saying that my faults 
would bring shame and disgrace on them as a 
pastoral family. While they were occasionally 
disappointed by some of my attitudes and 
behaviors, their greatest concern was to teach 
me to obey God rather than men. 

I grew up loving my parents’ ministry, and in 
my heart today there is immense gratitude 
to God that He placed people along the way 
who loved me as I am. They supported what 
my parents taught me.
 
Today I am a 24-year-old woman, with a 
college degree, with my first relationship 
that by God’s grace is stable and chaste, and 
my parents feel at peace because I learned 
to value and honor my true identity.

Recently my mother asked me a question, “If 
you were born again, what decision would you 
make regarding your choice of family?” Without 
thinking twice, I answered, “I would decide to be 
a pastor’s daughter, I would choose my family 
again; I would not trade this privilege for anything 
in the world.” 
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I owe that decision to his care in forging in 
me a devotional life and dependence on God. 
Ministerial and ecclesiastical problems were 
not a topic of discussion at home, much less in 
front of me. They helped me to grow seeing the 
church as an oasis full of blessings and that the 
brethren are a fundamental part of our growth, 
some give love and others need to receive it.

As pastors’ children we are very sensitive to 
criticism, especially if someone attacks our 
parents. This can fill us with resentment, and 
the worst thing is that some decide to distance 
themselves from God, attributing to Him the 
difficulties, injustices, criticisms and even the 
mistakes of their parents! How much wisdom 
pastors’ parents need to armor the minds of 
their children! 

Before taking care of the languages, 
instruments or sports that they should learn 
and develop, how much would be achieved 
if they would take care of forming in them a 
healthy spirit and clean of the negative burdens 
that many times are exposed at the tables in 
their own homes!

I expose my experience because I wish that 
in the new generations that are growing up 
there could be more pastors’ children joyful 
in the ministry and with the desire to continue 
serving God and their neighbor.

Jesus says to parents today: “But Jesus said, 
Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to 
come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven.” 

Jackeline Kabbas, daughter of a pastor. Bachelor of 
Science in Communication.
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Diblaim, after the relentless search for his daughter 
for two consecutive years, had had to give up, but only 
partially.  For as rude as he had been to her, as many 
injustices he had committed in the name of justice, 
as many embarrassing words he had uttered, deep 
down he still loved his daughter, now missing.  With 
the double suffering of the loss of Hanna, and then 
Gomer, he had had plenty of time to reflect on his 
attitudes, on his words, on his actions, on his once 
incessant and undue recriminations.  Years later, he 
still harbored the hidden hope of finding his daughter 
to make up for lost time.

These same long, deep meditations had led him 
to think about his life, his work, his uninterrupted 
productivity through years of labor on his farm.  They 
led him to re-evaluate his entire life: the raising of 
his children, the endless hours he still spent in the 
fields, clearing weeds, preparing the ground, sowing, 
weeding, watering in times of drought, continually 
watching for the tracks of the harmful animals that 
came down from the surrounding forests, mowing, 
storing the harvested produce, carrying home and to 
market the fruit of his land and his labor, in short, the 

AGAIN

DIBLAIM
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daily tasks of villagers of all ages.  And he had come 
to the conclusion that it was time to slow down the 
pace of his weekly chores.  His children, all grown up 
now, having almost all formed households of their 
own, had other and new responsibilities to fulfill, as 
he had had in his early youth.  For him, however, times 
had changed.  He needed very little for himself, and 
had no one to support, but to watch his grandchildren 
grow up and teach them the way of YHWH, praise be 
His Name, though it sometimes seemed to him that 
he had only remained to preserve the worship of the 
true God.

Now Diblaim took, now and then, a day to go to the 
market, some other day to go to the capital to get 
some implement he needed.  And if the day was too 
blustery, or if he had his farm chores completed, 
he would take a stroll through the town, through 
the square, through the gate, through the caravan 
market, and finding a friend, he would stop to chat 
for a while, to exchange views on local and country 
politics, about the celebration of the cults to which 
he formerly attended in Jerusalem, and of those 
that modernly were celebrated in the high places, 
or next to the idolatrous posts or totem poles, that 
everywhere had arisen, as the people were turning 
away from the worship of God YHWH, praised be his 
Name. 

After Hanna’s death and Gomer’s disappearance, 
Diblaim’s life had taken a 180-degree turn.  Those 
who had known him hardly knew him anymore. So 
profound was the transformation that had taken 
place in him.  Even his physiognomy had softened 
a little: his hands did not seem so calloused or so 
rough; his stocky body, in its rough slenderness, 
was beginning to show signs of a slight stoop; his 
broad shoulders were beginning to give way to 
the terrible weight of his muscular arms; his face, 
once stooped as if lightly, with its natural elegant 
dishevelment, as if leonine in its fierceness, was 
now furrowed by deep lines that betrayed his silent 
private suffering, the long nights of crying alone, 
hiding even from himself, so as not to hurt his proud 
ego any more, which in the process, was also being 
humiliated, and little by little transformed, softened, 
its edges polished by the implacable grit of pain.  
Very noticeable was also the change in his look, in 
his eyes: once haughty, proud, implacable, abrasive, 
and many times, even hurtful, a true reflection of his 
character. Now they looked more submissive, more 
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understanding, more compassionate in the face of 
the pain and situations of others.  His hair and his 
shaggy beard had almost completely grayed, giving 
now an unsuspected softness to his new face.  Now 
he smiled more, although still with a lot of shyness; 
as if it was an unaccustomed format, as if it was a 
new role he was assuming, but always very natural, 
without any pretense.

On one of his trips to the capital, on less urgent and 
leisurely errands, old Diblaim was chatting with 
friends, some recent and others of long standing.  
Among those who had gathered that day under 
the thick tamaracks, the greenish-black cypresses, 
the slender olive trees and the thorny date palms 
outside the caravan gate of Samaria, the capital 
of the kingdom, was the well-known Mizraim ben 
Naam.  He was still bleeding from his wound, and 
with his mouth he spoke only of the craftswoman 
who brought him back and forth, whether it was 
imprecations, praise or threats, but they always had 
the aforementioned craftswoman as their center 
and object.

Many of the gatherers knew her, and her proverbial 
beauty, good judgment and excellent craftsmanship 
were not news to them.  But to those who visited the 
city, or those who did not frequent the streets of the 
workshops, it was like a mystery crying out for an 
explanation, and very soon.  Among the latter was 
the elder Diblaim.

“What did you say the name was of that craftswoman 
of whom you speak so much?” -he asked, his 
curiosity piqued.

“Hogla.  Her extraordinary beauty and perfection 
make her the perfect paradigm of the priestesses 
of Baal.  But I’m glad she’s not in the temple, for 
she would be off-limits to all but the high priest.  
That would be the height of pity. Can you imagine?  
The most perfect woman, the most beautiful, 
and reserved only for the high priest! Impossible! 
Impossible a thousand times!”
 
In his excitement, Mizraim blushed disproportionately.  
Large swollen veins on his neck and forehead 
betrayed his agitation.  He was breathing in large 
forced gasps, as if he were on the verge of syncope.  
But gradually he returned to normal, and continued 
his interrupted peroration:
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“ And she’s so jealous of her name, she’s such a darling!  The other 
day, to flatter her, I called her ‘Paloma’, and she reproached me so 
harshly that it would have seemed that I had offended her”.

Remembering that private incident, Mizraim was all smiles and 
gestures of complacency.  His coarse character sweetened and 
softened like butter on the embers.

“And if you know she is so fussy about her name, why do you want 
to indispose her?  Because you talk so much about her, and in such 
a way, that you are obviously interested in something beyond her 
handicrafts,” interjected another.

“It’s not that I want to upset her,” Mizraim continued. I said it to 
her as if to make conversation, as if to get her attention, as a 
compliment, what do I know; it seemed harmless to me, but she 
didn’t like it at all.”
 
“And the next time you saw her,” continued the third, “did you call 
her ‘Dove’ again, or Thrush, or who knows what, again? Or do you 
want me to say it to her when I see her, ...on your behalf, of course?”
To these, Mizraim once again transformed himself like a feline, 
and as if he had been crouching behind a bush awaiting the 
passage of prey, he verbally pounced upon his interlocutor with an 
unexpected vehemence, which astonished everyone.  In his tone 
there were hints of jealousy, protectiveness, possession and lust:

“Don’t even think of such a thing, never!  Don’t even hint at it.  You 
have to keep your distance from that girl, because she itches and 
scratches.”

“You guys already have me intrigued with that girl.  I’ll have to go 
meet her sometime, what did you say the name of her shop is?” 
-Diblaim interjected again.

“Hogla’s workshop. And be careful not to tell her anything else, my 
friend, you’ll damage the path I’m preparing!  What’s more, don’t 
even tell her that we know each other, because she’s a specialist 
at tying up loose ends.  And she’s going to bring out that I, ... uh, 
... that we’ve been talking about her.  And that doesn’t suit my 
plans.  So, you know.  You don’t know her.  You go in there because 
her sign is very flashy, because you’re looking for the best piece 
available, ... or whatever you want to make up.  But don’t tell her 
anything about this conversation. Nothing! You know that.  What’s 
more, if you want, let’s go right now and I’ll introduce you to her.”

“Don’t worry, Mizraim.  I can be discreet.  Besides, it will be another 
time when I’m here that I can go by her workshop.  In a little while 
I’ll be on my way home in Yeshua’s caravan.  You know he is very 
punctual.  He can’t be kept waiting.”
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“You might as well stay one more night, if you want to enjoy talking to Hogla.  But if you have someone 
special waiting for you at home, well, I say no more.”

“Don’t be naughty!  No one is waiting for me at home.  You know that since Hanna died, I have devoted myself 
to taking care, first, and then to looking for Gomer.  And I’ve gone all over the southern region of the country, 
all the villages where she has relatives.  I have asked in every square, to all the elders, and no one knows 
about her.  It’s as if the earth has swallowed her up.  Right here in Samaria, how many times have I asked 
about her...

The last words were spoken by Diblaim, choked by a deep feeling that rose up from the depths of his being. 
He covered his face with his very large hands, as if ashamed of what he considered, perhaps, a weakness, 
but he could not hide the shudder that shook his whole body.  His interlocutors kept respectful silence before 
that spontaneous filtration of a father’s pain through his words, which over his very thick crust of rudeness, 
strength and manhood, came out in a deep, heartbreaking sigh.

There was no more talk of the subject, nor of Hogla.  That afternoon, at the agreed time, Diblaim left the 
capital for home, to continue his search and his loneliness, his desire to turn back the clock, but unable to do 
so because of his human condition.

David Vélez Sepúlveda; PhD in Arts, specialized in Hispanic American 
Literature and teacher by vocation.
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I live in the city of Tegucigalpa, capital of Honduras. For those 
who do not know or do not live here, this could be defined 
as a real jungle. This city has everything you need to run out 
of patience in a matter of seconds. Between buses, cabs and 
thousands of crazy people on the street, driving here is quite 
an experience. I have always thought that whoever knows 
how-to drive-in Tegucigalpa and manages to survive, can drive 
in any city in the world or in a “Fast and Furious” chase (many 
of us developed great driving skills and tricks). It is definitely 
an odyssey. 

I want to tell you a brief story. Curiously, when I started driving 
in the city, the car I was using had no horn. So, when I wanted 
to honk it with all my strength and anger because someone 
might have cut in line or “thrown the car at me” (an expression 
we use to mean that they committed a reckless act behind the 
wheel), my effort was useless, because no sound came out at 
all. Sometimes this was really frustrating for me, but I simply 
had no choice.

Sometimes I wonder how Abraham must have felt when he 
saw other children and knew that he still couldn’t have his. 
The helplessness of Ana, Samuel’s mother, when she was 
frustrated for not being able to have children. What must have 
crossed Joseph’s mind, with so many problems and painful 
situations. The desperation that Moses may have had at 
some point, with a reckless people and not exactly in the best 
conditions. The anguish of Jesus in Gethsemane. 

All of these situations seem difficult, and I have no doubt that 
many of them, at some point, wanted to have a special power 
to solve everything, but just like my reaction to my car horn, 
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their frustration was not going to help them at all. Despite the circumstances, they all 
had one thing in common: a promise. God had big plans for their lives, He had promised 
them something, and He never lies. 

Among the famous fruits of the spirit we find the longed-for PATIENCE. It is worth 
mentioning that it is not something easy to obtain, least of all for those of us who are 
curious and desperate (yes, my name is Cathy and I am impatient).  I believe that of all 
the fruits mentioned in Colossians 3:12, it is one of the most difficult to cultivate. We 
want everything right away, not understanding that it is not how we want things, but how 
God has them planned.

How difficult, isn’t it? To understand that it is not in my time, that it is not the way I want 
it or the way I say it. Personally, that part is very difficult for me, however in 1 Timothy 
1:16 I read something that I want to share with you, “But for this very reason God was 
merciful to me, so that in me, the worst of sinners, Christ Jesus might show his infinite 
kindness. Thus, I became an example to those who, believing in him, will receive eternal 
life”. 

After all, who am I to ask God to hurry? We should be thankful that in his great mercy he 
still continues to bless us, still continues to seek us, still continues to see the good in us 
and use it to demonstrate his restoring power and his timing is perfect.

Proverbs 16:32 says, “He that is slow to anger is better than the mighty; and he that 
ruleth his spirit than he that taketh a city”. The next time you despair over something, 
ask the Lord to help you drive patiently, despite the reckless; to allow you to see the 
road in a different way, or guide you to a better route, so that in the end we can reach our 
longed-for destination, the heavenly homeland.

Cathy Turcios, a member of the Seventh-day 
Adventist Church in Honduras, is a member of the 

group Frooct, a musical project dedicated to producing 
music to praise God and help people in need.



28

SH
EP

H
ER

D
ES

S 
20

21

A newly graduated pastor 
was called to a village church, 

where most of the believers 
were peasants.  The first night, 

in an emotional presentation 
he said, “I come to you with 

hermeneutics, homiletics, 
exegesis, apologetics and 
cosmogony!” Suddenly an 

elderly brother stood up and 
said to him, “Little brother, I too 
when I came here had arthritis, 

diabetes and rheumatism, 
and the Lord healed me. He 
can heal you too of all those 

diseases.” 
L. E. N. P., Cartagena, 

Bolívar, Colombia.

THE 
LORD 

CAN 
HEAL 

YOU
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MEXICAN INTER - OCEANIC UNION 

We had a very unique virtual meeting of SIEMA chapters during the pandemic 
here in the Tuxtlas Mission.  Special hymns were sung. At that same meeting 
in August, we took our seminar and had a special program for our children. 
We reached 157 people. Additionally, we have a WhatsApp prayer group and 

we have a role of phone calls that we make to all the partners and people 
in need.

OUR NEWS
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GUATEMALAN UNION

As Guatemala Union we had a week of prayer via zoom with the SIEMA 
department, with the theme “Clinging to His promises”. They were moments 
of joy and happiness to be able to share the promises that our Lord Jesus 
Christ left us. We greeted each other and were able to see each other’s faces 

after many days. Our God is good and clinging to His promises we will soon 
come to live with Him.

Letty de Hernández, SIEMA GUATEMALA Director.

OUR NEWS


