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Cesia Alvarado Zemleduch
Central Mexican Union

Open Doors
Whenever we visit someone else’s home and they receive us with doors wide open, we experience a warm 
welcoming feeling. Things may be different when we arrive somewhere and the doors are closed, causing 
frustration or disappointment. This reminds me of a metaphor we used to say to our friends and children: “Take 
advantage of opportunities when the doors are open.”

Opportunity’s doors open every often, however it’s possible that fear is present, discouraging you from taking 
advantage of that opportunity. Often, it is not an external factor that determines these things: the doors close 
because our hearts become blinded by pessimism, indecisiveness or laziness. On the other hand, there is nothing 
more gratifying than allowing oneself to open their heart. It’s similar to the horizon lighting up after a long dark 
night; giving way to the day. That is how wonderful it feels when we open the doors of our soul. A door like this 
is the opposite of indifference and silence. 

Dante Alighieri, a poet who was the victim of a deep spiritual conflict, went out to the Italian mountains where 
he knocked on the door of a monastery seeking refuge. The monk who opened the door noticed Dante’s state 
and asked, “What are you looking for here?” The poet replied with a desperate gesture, “I am looking for God.” 

In this pilgrimage called life, we must keep knocking on several doors. However, there is no doubt that the 
indisputable greatest portal one must resort to with fervor is mentioned by John in chapter 10, verse 9.  God 
tells us that He is the door, always open, where we can find relief and salvation. 

Jesus invites us to come to Him today. Knock and that door!! He is willing to open it.  It is possible that you may 
be suffering in pain or humiliation, your heart might be harboring resentment, hate, or jealousy. When you knock, 
just say, “I am looking for God,” and you will receive an answer.  
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Signals exist in order to inform us, caution, and remind us of something 
important. The following anecdote is told regarding this matter. The captain of 
a ship gazed at the dim lights out in the distance of the night. He immediately 
ordered his lineman to send the following message: “Alter your path by ten 
degrees south.” They immediately received a response stating: “Alter yours 
by 10 degrees north.” The captain became angry, since his command was 
ignored. He sent a second message, “I am the captain. Move your ship ten 
degrees south.” A few minutes later came the response: “I am a Sailor, third 
rank, alter your path by ten degrees to the north,” Attempting to instill fear 
into the sailor, the captain responded with: “I am in command of a warship.” To 
which the sailor replied, “And I am in command of a lighthouse.”

A sobering anecdote, don’t you think? How many times have we ignored a 
signal, with the arrogance of thinking that we know more? Other times, we 
forget about the signals, and as a consequence, we experience different 
problems or accidents.

There are situations recounted in the Bible that depict the use of different 
signals. I would like to focus on one found in the book of Numbers 15:38-
40. God speaks to Moses, telling him to let the children of Israel know that 
they must sew fringe on the edges of their attire, ensuring to place “one blue 
cord,” in each fringed strip. This cord served as a “reminder” to keep God’s 
commandments. 

SIGNALS ARE LEARNED, BUT ARE ALSO EMITTED

Learning is primordial, to pass on information correctly is vital. In today’s 
world, chaotic and devalued, what are we transmitting? And how are we doing 
it? The things you have learned throughout your life, who you are, and what 
you do, and what you bring from your past are key characteristics, because 
modeling is how one learns and also what one transmits. All of this baggage 
is personified in you, and consequently you consciously or unconsciously emit 
these things to those who surround you.  Specifically, if you are a mother, you 
emit this to your children. What signals are you extending to them? Values such 
as humility, gratitude, patience, ambition, and happiness? Or things contrary 
to this? If what you have modeled is negativity, remember that it is possible 
to “re-learn.” Send signals that are permanent, signals that are recorded, and 
at the same time reproduced. May your children always remember the “blue 
cord.”  

SIGNALS ARE EITHER PRIORITIZED OR IGNORED.

The “blue cord,” was on the clothing of every Israelite; it depended on each one 
of them to either ignore it or prioritize it in their lives. 

A quick analysis of the times we live in reveals the reality that women’s roles 
are multi-faceted. Life is rushed, everything is “light,” “fast food,” and “hurrying 
up.”  The order of our priorities in this aspect can be changed! The signals that 
we must caution against are many, such as seeing children with obesity, a 
higher incidence of terminal illnesses, lack of effective communication in the 
family, and more. The question is: How are you prioritizing yourself?

THE BLUE CORD
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Psic. E. Edith Ruiz de Espinoza;
Pastor’s wife Director SIEMA /MM/ MIA 
Southeastern Mexican Union 

Allow me to suggest that your priority as a mother is to ensure your child stay with you until they have completed 
their essential home life education, your priority as a wife is to maintain a warm environment for your husband, and 
what does your priority as a friend, daughter, and a christian entail? God gives us signals to help us live a better life, He 
tells us to remember them so that we may live well.  He sends us signals, warnings, notifications on a daily basis that 
many times we ignore, causing problems with our children, spouse, or other relationships. Ensuring you maintain your 
priorities in the correct order, will allow you to visualizing these signals better and avoid ignoring them. 

WHAT SIGNALS PROCLAIM YOUR TRIUMPH

In contests and championships of any kind, when a team has won, they receive a metal hanging from a ribbon. Or 
possibly a bouquet of flowers that signals their victory.  

Your life is not a contest or championship, it is a race, the race of life. There are many obstacles that you must sort 
through, such as warnings, trials, and temptations. This race is not one of comparison to others or to win, it is for you 
alone to be able to overcome your own obstacles. 

What are the signs that proclaim a woman’s victory in this race, despite her shortcomings?  The following characteristics 
are the best evidence:
Determined: do the impossible to become a better woman every day, in every aspect.
The capacity to create a better future, she may act on and convert her dreams into reality through her actions. 
Preserves her values always. In a world dominated by so many distractions, this woman knows what should 
dominate her life.
She leaves a positive impression Those who have followed her can see her “blue cord” and imitate it.

Verse 39 of Numbers 15 mentions that, in remembering the commandments, we look toward the pursuits of our own 
hearts, or our eyes, because these can easily defile us. You must protect your heart, what you see and listen to, what 
you inhale and what you think. Remember to keep the commandments -those signals- and be holy for God, in other 
words, “chosen.”

God wants to separate us, in order to give us a better life, one of continual growth. He has already given us the signals, 
it is up to you to remember them, place them,, and transmit them through your “blue cord.”
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One day, en route to my daughter’s school, the transportation 
driver decided to keep his radio on full volume, making me a 
bit upset. Obligated by the circumstances, I began listening to 
the program being transmitted. To my surprise, there was one 
word that stood out to me, “donation.”

I intently listened to the interview being given to find out what 
it meant, since they weren’t talking about giving blood, hair, but 
instead about something that saved baby’s lives. My interest 
was peaked and I wanted to know more. I was surprised to 
hear the results. 

They asked the following during the interview:
Where does the date of May 19 come from?
It originates from the V Congress of Brazilian Mother’s Milk 
Bank and the First Spanish American Congress (2010), for the 
broadcasting of this noble practice, that specifically benefits 
newborns who cannot be breastfed by their mother’s. 

I had not yet understood anything up until this point. Milk Bank? 
The program continued it’s commentary with the following: 
Brazil had previously commemorated this as a National day 
in October, however, thanks to the Spanish American network 
of Human Milk Bank, this day has now been extended to 
other continents, resulting in the 19th of May becoming the 
established World Breastmilk  Day of donation, since many 
other countries celebrate mother’s in the month of May. 

I was astonished at hearing about this: you can donate breast 
milk? How amazing! I was a wet nurse and I loved breastfeeding 
other babies. Thanks to that radio program, I was now aware 
of this day in the month of May, which was set aside to bring 
awareness to the importance of breast milk for children born 
with some kind of health problem, or healthy children who, for 
some reason, could not be breastfed by their mothers.

I was filled with enthusiasm, since I met all of the requirements 
to become a donor.   dado que cumplía a cabalidad los requisitos 
para ser donante.

Drops of Love 
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1. Must be healthy.
2. Does not consume alcoholic beverages or use and tobacco products. 
3. No chronic illnesses. 
4. No sexually transmitted diseases.
5. Successful breastfeeding relationship with biological child. 

However, when this last requirement was listed, I obviously did not meet the 
requirements because my child had not breastfed in 8 years. 

I initially became frustrated by the fact that I was not going to be able to 
participate in such a noble cause, but thanks to God, this information I had 
learned turned into something wonderful.There was a large mission centered 
even called,  Close to You, Venezuela, where the sisterhood of the church 
become fired up in a massive and organized way to serve others and teach 
others about the Seventh-Day Adventist church. If we have donated blood and 
hair before, we could also donate breast milk! I exclaimed. 

If donating hair was a challenge of  tremendous proportions, this new initiative 
was not going to be any less difficult, since very little about this topic was 
known in Venezuela. 

So I began going to work. The first thing I did was look for the phone number of 
the breast milk bank in Caracas, VZ. I immediately set up an appointment with 
the director of that chapter at the time.  During my visit I was instructed on 
how to proceed with the process of donation and how to direct those women 
interested in donating to the breast milk bank location, this being due to 
hygiene and security. 

The meetings for planning the event took place the following month, in which 
we discussed which activities to keep and which areas of the program needed 
to be adjusted or eliminated if they were deemed unproductive. I took this as 
the opportunity to raise my hand and ask permission to speak, which I was 
granted. With a big smile on my face and a lot of enthusiasm I said, “I have 
discovered something wonderful, we are going to donate breast milk this 
year!”

In June we began praying for our promotional and awareness day. My lovely 
colleagues and their support were the reason for our success during this 
activity. They contacted the mothers, chose all of the possible donors, set up 
meetings with those candidates, and supplied them with all of the necessary 
information.

Each Sabbath was spent trying to recruit more donors. The task was very 
arduous: very few mothers breastfed, and not all of those who did breastfeed 
met the optimal requirements to donate their milk. However, thank God, we 
were able to find eight donors, among them was my friend, Krisbelys  García. 
These women went to the milk bank location several times during the month 
of August to donate their milk. 

To our surprise, that same week was breastfeeding week. I had the honor of 
speaking by invitation to a group of mother’s who I learned so much from. The 
knowledge I had acquired helped to differentiate between myths and truths 
concerning breastfeeding. 

The next step was to become an 
advocate for breastfeeding. I had 
the opportunity to speak and bring 
awareness to mothers, encouraging 
them to use this God given gift and 
educating them on the benefits 
of breast milk. Not only does it 
physically benefit a baby’s health, it 
also provides better emotional and 
mental development. 

We would go to the Milk Bank on a daily 
basis and pray with the mother’s for 
their children that were hospitalized 
and battling for their lives. We would 
also visit the mothers who were 
hospitalized and pray for them too. 
We witnesses to more than 52 people 
for the glory of God. For every drop 
of donated milk, we received smiles 
and gratitude, since the mothers 
generally expressed their milk to give 
to their own children in the hospital. 

When I gave my report on the results 
of our efforts, I was asked, how many 
baby’s benefited from the donationes. 
I clarified the following: We know that 
for every liter of blood, three lives 
are saved. But in regards to breast 
milk, there is no exact data because 
it depends on the needs of each baby. 
The only thing that is certain is that 
every drop counts. There are babies 
who are fed with only drops of milk 
to save their lives. The success of 
our event is not measured by just the 
amount of milk donated, but by the 
testimony and goodwill.  

At the end of October I had to go in for 
a routine medical checkup and found 
out I was pregnant. When I finally got 
the courage to share the news with 
my friends, the first thing they told 
me was:

“You should be happy that you can 
now donate breast milk!” 

Two months later, in a Siema meeting, 
Krisbelys shared the news that she 
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Linor de Kabbas, wife of Pastor Vladimir Kabbas. We have three daughters, Jackeline, Jazmín, and 
Jassiel. We currently work for the Metropolitan Panamanian Conference.  Linor is an author and 

producer of Christian Children’s books. Her specialty is in early childhood education.

was pregnant. She ended up giving birth to two precious twin girls and I had a little girl.
The following year, I had the opportunity to donate breast milk, and breastfeed another baby. My desire to get involved 
in this altruistic campaign was now solidified. 

I am also currently enjoying this wonderful gift with my daughter in practicing extended breast feedings. I can attest to 
the benefits, because I saw them in my two older children, and I now ascertain this as I watch my little girl grow, who 
in May of 2018 celebrated her 2nd birthday. 

Leading that event allowed for personal growth in me as a mother and leader. Being near mothers who suffered and 
begged for their children to be fed so that they could live, I experienced first hand what it means to be an instrument 
of hope.

I was able to teach these young mothers about the importance of breastfeeding, to be patient, stay strong, and not 
become upset by the lack of sleep and time that is needed to invest in order to successfully breastfeed Instead, to 
focus on the joy that having your little one attached to your breast, may the nutrition they are receiving come from 
the heart filled with love and care, strengthening not only the baby’s health, but also a solid emotional bond with 
the mother. 

There is a lot of misinformation and ignorance that exists concerning breastfeeding. The media has taken it upon 
themselves to diminish the value of this divine gift given to women for their and their children’s benefit. Hopefully 
every pastor’s wife may educate themselves on this matter using reliable sources, so that they might be able to help 
mother’s protect their children’s present and future, breastfeeding them with love and dedication.  

How many lives would be saved? How much sickness could be avoided?

How beautiful on the mountains  are the feet of those who bring good news, who proclaim peace, who bring good 
tidings, who proclaim salvation, who say to Zion,“Your God reigns!”  Isaiah 52:7 (NIV).
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I once heard a married woman saying the following controversial 
phrase: “I am already married, who cares if I have a belly or I’m fat. 
Skinniness is for single people.”

I must admit that this line of thinking took me by surprise. Although 
I have gained a few extra pounds, I don’t think that this philosophy is 
one that a confident woman who loves her husband should have.  I 
have been married for 27 years, but I don’t believe that the years, 
pregnancies, or illnesses are an excuse to abandon a dignified and 
pleasant physique.

Of course, everything in life has its time, and time has a way of putting 
all things in their place. That’s why there are clothes and shoes that I 
have memories of, but don’t have a use for anymore, but this doesn’t 
mean that my current situation should lead me to become a “sack of 
potatoes,” terribly wrapped and unpolished. 

A pastor’s wife should always emit a positive message with their 
physical appearance. We should be careful not to dress in a 
manner which would become a stumbling block for others, nor to 
show off, or highlight our most attractive physical features, but we 
should affirm that elegance and good taste are virtues that God 
has given to every woman. 

Allowing your body to become disfigured with absolute indifference 
and without any effort on our our part, not worthy of a woman who 
represents a sacred ministry. Remember that your husband, that 
holy man that God chose for His ministry, does not stop being a man. 
Additionally, he is a public figure, and therefore the woman with him 
is also one.  

Take care of your image, especially in front your husband. Solomon 
the wise said, “May your fountain be blessed, and may you rejoice in 
the wife of your youth.” (Prov. 5:18). This wise counsel is not meant to 
be used as a weapon for your husband to accept seeing you physically 
abandoned, but instead, as a guide telling you: Make that joy last in 
your husband. Do you understand what I am trying to say?

Remember when you won his heart. Your virtues were not the only 
treasures that dazzled his eyes. Your physical beauty was also an 
important factor in the relationship, and you, without a doubt, did 
everything possible to maintain an attractive appearance for him. As 
the years have passed, your mission remains the same. Your husband 
chose you. God chose you. Care about that decision. 

By Rut Herrera de Delgado
Eastern Cuban Conference

DON’T NEGLECT 
YOURSELF
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There are currently many women who may believe that in order to serve God and accept a call, “perfection” is necessary 
requirement. However, the few, but significant experience that I’ve had in working for God has confirmed in me, that 
feeling and recognizing His call constitutes a firm step in initiating our preparation and service without reservations. 
The Bible highlights several important experiences that depict how God works with us once we’ve accepted His call. 
But how do you know if the call is coming from God? When is the right time to give oneself completely to His service? 
How do we not fear failure?

ABRAHAM’S CALL

god had told Abraham that a promise would be fulfilled through him. He would be the Patriarch of a great nation 
and a blessing ( Genesis 12). However, what certainty did Abraham have of this? The only security he had was in his 
complete trust in the Invisible One who had shown Abraham His power. 

When God called my husband to ministry, we were actually living quite “comfortable” lives. He worked as a manager 
at a company, I collaborated with the Minister of Public Education in my state. At the time, I did not comprehend 
that the call was also for me; I did not feel spiritual enough to dedicate myself to God’s service. I did not feel that I 
could influence others in a positive way, and much less give advice or suggest a solution to anything in the midst of 
someone’s adversity and need. Despite this, God had already created a plan for me. 

REJECTING THE CALL

Abraham didn’t doubt for one instance in accepting the call from God. He didn’t know exactly where he was going, or 
the place where God would take him, but he obeyed by faith. For this and many other reasons that along his walk with 
God that Abraham became known as “the father of faith.”  

Continuing with my story, many things happened and filled my heart with conflicting emotions. I was unable to make 
a decision, I wanted to run away from everyone, but one specific incident marked the difference in my life. I could feel 
God’s voice clearly, “Don’t keep delaying.”  During this time, God had taken someone to rest who was very noble, filled 
with dreams and so much life. I was devastated and weak. How could God call me at such a time?  

AN UNEXPECTED CALL
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I prayed fervently, without telling anybody, not even my husband. It was only between God and me. I waited for a clear 
response, where God would tell me, “Daughter, I made a mistake, it’s not you I need.” Instead, God was clear and blunt. 
He said, “Wet your feet and let the sea part.” I have never erased those words from my heart, it was the beginning of 
my life with Jesus.  

ACCEPTING THE CALL

Once Abraham accepted the call and began walking by faith, he was not exempt from problems, but instead, they 
became greater. However, Abraham was clear that Jehova walked before him. 

As a family, we have seen how problems have come to destroy our work for God. For this reason, the experiences 
we have had are unique and marvelous. We have seen God’s hand in each circumstance, in every tear; we have felt 
His strong hands sustaining and lifting us up. I am convinced that working for God and serving Him does not require 
perfection, but it does demand one essential requirement: understanding that the One who calls you is Eternal, and 
with a humble and contrite heart, we must admit that we are nothing without Him. 

We can easily feel overwhelmed with thoughts of doubt throughout our walk with God. But God always uses His angels 
who affirm us that we are not only on the right path, but that we are also going to the right place, the New Jerusalem. 
Our Father has also given us the ability to pray, a perfect tool to open our entire self to Him. 

Oir convictions must be reaffirmed on a daily basis through sincere and humble prayer, and the Word of God. Even 
though we each possess our own individuality, even though each of us should firmly maintain their convictions, they 
should be sustained according to the truth of God and the strength that only He imparts…(TCH 6:401).

My dear friend, if you are already on this side, walking with Jesus, don’t doubt. To the contrary, rejoice in the Lord. 
Enjoy each experience, and keep in close communion with Him, talking to Him throughout your day. Talk to Him about 
your sadness, desires, dreams, fears. Make prayer your constant and permanent communication with your Creator. In 
the midst of tribulation, find courage through His word, remember that God has promised to be with us every day of 
our lives (Matthew 28:20). Don’t allow your trials to win the battle, but instead, allow God to mold your character for 
the next trial. If however, you still find yourself in the valley of decisión, and you have not accepted the call God has 
extended, I encourage you to pour out your heart to Jesús. Maybe like me, you believe that you are not spiritual enough 
to work for Him. I have learned that God qualifies those He calls. He prepares them for great things. 

I don’t know the reality of your life, maybe you feel like Satan is screaming at you, telling you that you’re too incompetent 
to work in God’s ministry. He reminds you  of the mistakes you have made, but you know what? Something else that 
I have learned is that even those chosen can make mistakes. The important thing is that we remember that the 
sanctification process is a constant communion and dependence of God.  

Prayer unites us with God, it brings Jesús to our side and gives new energy to a perplexed and disheartened soul to 
face the world, the flesh, and the devil. Prayer keeps Satan’s attacks at bay. (PVGM, 195).

CHOOSE GOD

God seeks women of courage, strong, but always with a humble heart, who choose to dedicate their lives in service 
to Him. Esther, Ruth, Noemi, Hannah, and the experience other women have had can also be ours. We can help other 
women through our lives, so they may also grow in faith in our Lord Jesus, until He returns.

Choose to wet your feet, and let the sea part. 

Nairoby Yepez de García is the wife of Pr. Gary Garcia, who is currently leading a special plan of study in 
theology for experienced lay persons and elders. They currently pastor the district within the city of Maracay, in 
Venezuela. They have two precious children (Joseph 9 & Daniela 8), who are also very active in the church.  
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There are times in life that lead us to feel ready for Jesus’ return in the clouds. It It was on such a day that I was 
traveling throughout our churches for a caravan, from city to city with Pastor Bullon. My husband was driving the car. 
We had a tight schedule, no time to sleep or eat because our goal was to make it to each location when everyone would 
be there so they could hear the Lord’s servant speak. It was early morning and the day was very cold, as we made our 
way up the mountains. 

As the sun rose over the horizon, we approached the edge of a river whose water had overflowed and wiped out the 
bridge we needed in order to cross. In between us and the river was a car stuck against some rocks. The current of 
the river was strong and reminded us of the frigid temperatures. Nobody wanted to get out of the car to see what was 
going on. If we were that cold inside the vehicle, getting out of the car was unthinkable! All of a sudden we heard a 
knock on the window of our car, it was a woman who looked desperate. She told us: “It’s you! Pastor, what a relief!” She 
exclaimed through tears: “Thank God!” 

She was part of the people in front of us trying to make it to a breakfast even for the evangelistic caravan in the nearest 
city. In that moment of confusion, with uncertainty in our hearts, not knowing whether to get out of the car or stay 
inside, it was as if someone could hear our thoughts, a jeep appeared out of nowhere. A man came out from the car. 
He didn’t say anything, he only began working. He took out a rope and walked towards the river. It all happened so fast, 
as if to say, “I can do it alone.” He went straight to the women and attached the rope to the car. He then connected it to 
his Jeep We sat there observing as he pulled the car out from where it was stuck. He managed to get it our of the river, 
put his rope away, and managed to do all this in a rapid and precise manner. We didn’t even get the chance to utter a 
word. We all sat in admiration at this man’s goodness and wondered how we could ever repay him for the work that 
we were not willing to do.  

He was tall, wore jeans and a white shirt. When we finally came to our bearings, the man was gone. Where had the man 
gone, we wanted to thank him, but weren’t even able to utter a short word with him. The women said he had gone over 
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Meriviana Ferreyra, wife of Pr. Melchor Ferreyra, mother to three children: Genaro, 
Norma, and Stephanie, as well as grandmother of three precious grandchildren: Moisés, 
Zack, and Anderson. We are grateful to God for the many achievements and blessings 

we have received during our time in ministry. 

the bridge, but there was no bridge. How could he have gone that way? It was not possible; we were all stunned. The 
women then spoke as they cried, “We thought you guys had brought him, we have been here for four hours and at any 
moment our car was going to succumb to the rising waters of the river, along with all of the food.” 

We tried to make sense of it all and decided to ask people in the nearest town if they had seen a jeep with a man in a 
white shirt drive by. the locals responded with, “A jeep? We don’t know a car like that, no one has driven through here 
since yesterday.”

We realized at that moment that it had been an angel, using an old car that doesn’t drive through this town, who helped 
us. My husband asked me, “Did you see his face? Did you look at him or he look at you? If he was an angel, why didn’t 
he talk to us, why did he just leave without an explanation?” Because he was simply protecting us. He is always by our 
sides, our protector and helper, who will help us out of any predicament we may find ourselves in.

The Bible says, “The angel of the Lord encamps around those who fear him, and he delivers them.” (Psalm 34:7); but 
there is one condition, we must fear the Lord, that fear that brings happiness, security, and gratefulness for you know 
that you have a defender. Do you know what that means to an adult with empty nest syndrome? I no longers have to 
walk in this life feeling alone, because I am not alone.

I want to share another story with you that confirms this truth. 

One dark night, as I was leaving my job around nine o’clock,  I had to take a bus in order to get home. It was an isolated 
road with many tragedies happening around the area in the past. I was nervously remembering these stories, hoping 
to find someone waiting for the bus too. When I walked up to the stop, nobody was there. The first bus came through, 
I raised my hand up to signal the driver, but the bus was too full and he continued on without stopping. Oh Lord, that 
was my only chance at getting out of this place!

 As I waited at this stop, minutes seemed like hours. All alone, my fears were my only companion. A second bus 
makes it way through and also continues without stopping. I didn’t know what else to do, I was sweating from fear, 
remembering that last incident that had occured at this bus stop. A car had come through here, stopped, and a man 
came out and snatched a woman waiting for the bus. Nobody know what happened to her...The third bus shows up, I 
see it speeding with no intention to stop, but suddenly a man appears out of nowhere and stands in the middle of the 
road with his hands held high signaling the bus to stop. The driver had no choice but to come to a sudden stop. The 
man steps aside and with his hands gestures for me to get on the bus. I get inside, but he does not follow me, he just 
stays standing there. I could not understand how a person in such a hurry and desperate to the point of risking their 
lives to stop a bus, would not get on it. “There is something strange here,” I thought to myself. Once I got home, I called 
my husband to tell him what happened. He immediately told me, “It was your angel, he knew you had stayed longer 
because of something important and that you were afraid. He also knew that the bus had no intention of stopping for 
any other passenger.”

Dear sister, remember that “The angel of the Lord encamps around those who fear him, and he delivers them.”
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Her plan was simply, very simple; so much so 
that it bordered on naivety and foolishness 
if one were not to take into account Gomer’s 
age and lack of experience.  Her father and 
brothers had left the house en route to their 
daily labor; the young girl had already gathered 
the few personal belongings she would carry 
and turned off the perennial fire of her home. 
She closed the front door to her home in such 
a way that made it seem she would be gone 
for a very long time. The weak grey colored 
smoke emanating from the ashes of her stove, 
chilled as they rose slowly in spiraled fashion 
through the vent of her house, seemed to be 
the only farewell she received as she swiftly 
walked away from her home. 

The neighbors noticed her departure, but 
chose not to bother her at such an early hour. 
It was possible she was going to visit family 
nearby, or take care of an urgent matter at the 
town market, but still; the gentle manner in 
which she shut her door was quite unusual in 
such a closed and self-protective community. 
Regardless...she surely had her reasons, and it 
was unnecessary to go proding for now. They 
would inquire upon  her return.

Gomer, however, afraid of her decisión and the 
circumstances that had led her to make such 
one, put on a brave face on that cold morning, 
covering herself with her cloak, she began 
walking without looking back. If she stopped 
for just a moment, she might abandon her 
resolution.  Gomer carried her belongings in 
a small container, which gave the appearance 
that she was going to the well, or market, or 
possible her father’s property. This made her 
inconspicuous as she exited the town gates.

Gomer walked down the old road transited 
by merchants, which was the safest, despite 
being much longer than that fateful stretch 
of road she had taken on that distant day, 
trying to return home sooner from her uncle 
and aunts house. She carried on without 
hesitation, following in the path of traveler’s 
and local merchants. She didn’t want to 
look back, even though she felt as though 
someone was following close behind, but 
their steps matched her and seemed to 
almost be escorting her. Little by little, she 

THE ENIGMA
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grew accustomed to the rhythm of the surrounding noises of the road, they 
accompanied her, the conversations of those passerby’s, the curious stares 
and indifference of those walking along the same road. Each person immersed 
inside their plans, conversations, projects, or business. 

In a short period of time, almost without notice, Gomer found herself crossing 
the entrance to the neighboring small town without reservations. Everything 
seemed to go smoothly. Once she arrived at her uncle and aunt’s house, she 
would surely find shelter. Her aunt, her sister’s mother, would not leave her 
abandoned. She would understand the circumstances that had led her to make 
this horrible decision. Leaving her house, without the permission or blessing 
of Diblaim! 

Her family was not expecting her, but her aunt and cousins would be happy to 
see her, and would not deny her stay. She knew how to work, and would make 
herself useful; she would not be a burden. Hannah had taught Gomer how to 
sew, knit, and embroider. She knew how to dye wool, linen, and other fabrics, 
as well as combining fleeces, tuft, sheepskins, and other types of animal skins 
to create distinctive patterns of exquisite beauty and durability. Her distress 
was so great that she would even be willing to create new patterns, or copy 
any other pattern that she    imagined or set her mind on.  She could also clean 
the house and keep it spotless, make reed, palm, or alfa mats, which were a 
great commodity to have when one wanted to lay down and rest. Gomer had 
also learned how to make and maintain a small house garden which medicinal 
and culinary plants her mother had passed on to her. Her strong physique 
allowed her to carry a topped off canister from the well, as well as milk cows, 
sheep, and goats with excellent efficiency. There was no domestic task that 
Gomer did not dominate with perfection. She could truly be very useful to her 
aunt. She would earn the keep, food, and care.    

Consumed in her deep thoughts, Gomer suddenly found herself in front of her 
aunt’s house, who was calling out her name with jubilance and surprise, while 
observing Gomer was alone at this early and unusual hour of the day. The 
fuss she was making caught the attention of both the idle and busy neighbors, 
who momentaneously suspended all their activities and idleness to observe 
the happy commotion. Almost simultaneously, her aunt’s daughter’s came 
out to welcome their cousin Gomer with the same surprise and joy. Amidst 
the boisterous laughter and loving embraces the hostesses and guest entered 
the house. Everyone was speaking at the same time, competing for attention 
amongst the gibberish heard from the family, Gomer being the center of their 
attention. Gomer had not received so much love and attention from family in 
a long time, not since the premature death of her mother, Hannah. Her face 
lit up with the radiant splendor of the love she was genuinely bestowed with 
once again.   

Once the novelty of the moment had passed, the daily chores that had been 
left needed tending to again. Gomer set her things down in a corner next to 
her cousin’s, and began to work alongside everyone with great effort. The first 
day passed quickly with blurring velocity. It seemed as if only moments had 
passed before it was time for the men to return home. The food was prepared. 
The house was clean, the stable replenished with food for the animals, the 
pitchers filled with water, the rooftop and patio recently swept...everything 
was ready.   
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The men of the house did not wait, but instead all began arriving home, 
one neighbor after the other. Gomer’s apprehension began to increase, 
remembering that Dibliam would also be coming home with his sons. She 
imagined his reaction upon realizing she as not home, but these thoughts 
brought too much pain, so Gomer did her best to banish them from her mind. 
Suddenly, her uncle, alongside the men of the house, arrived and immediately 
were tended to by the women. Joy once again filled the home with everyone 
welcoming Gomer.  Her uncle, however, noticing Gomer’ plan to stay with 
them for awhile, began to worry and was unable to hide the disappointment 
in his face. On her part, Gomer’s suspicion and astuteness, allowed for her to 
pick up on the drama that was beginning to unfold.  

During dinner, after the short spiritual devotional the family partook of, everyone 
began to speak out at once: the boys of the house asked about Gomer’s plans, 
their sister’s answering them in unison, the father, wanted to determined 
Diblaim’s role in all of this, and the mother, Gomer’s aunt, wanting to make 
sense of this odyssey her young, precious and beloved niece was living. The 
father needed a clear explanation once and for all, to better understand the 
mess in which he was being subjected to and involved in. After a few minutes, 
his gaze and brow began to darken, giving evidence of his disgruntled state. 
Keeping the girl in his home with the consent of her father was one thing, but 
having her here indefinitely without the consent of her parent, is something 
very different.  

As the dinner came to an end, the father had completed the mental picture 
of what was happening, and had made a firm determination: Gomer must 
obtain the consent from Dibliam to be able to stay under his roof. Otherwise, 
there would be no problem. She could then stay with his family and help with 
the myriad of tasks in the home.  Extra helping hands are always welcome, 
especially if those hands are as industrious and attentive like Gomer’s. Gomer 
has an excellent reputation with all the women and if she could bake bread 
as delicious as the one they are eating, she would be especially welcome. But 
that condition must be met; she must get permission from her father to live 
with them.    



18

but instead in the consistency, resistance, faith, and keeping the 
desire to fight alive. In the end, paradoxically, the reward is not 

found at the top, But in the struggle of the climb!

My faith is your hand that guides me, my faith is you arms that 
sustain me, my faith is shoulder I lean on, my faith is your voice 

whispering like a peaceful whistle. 
My faith is seeing your face and knowing you are there, my faith 
is the certainty that you are by my side, in the beginning, middle, 

and end of the mountain. 

Jehova – Nisi is he who has fought every one of my battles. 
He is the only one who knows the internal and external 

struggles of my life. Every time I find myself on the battlefield,
Uphill with my weak emotions, and problems that attack me 

mercilessly, with an accelerated heart due to so much injustice, 
the only thing that helps renew my strength, is remembering 
that there is Someone that lifts His hand signaling the victory. 

I gradually recover my strength and worship, praise He who has 
been my God, my Jehova--Nisi who fights for me. 

Who accompanies me to the top, guiding my life along
Although I find myself without strength to get up and put one 

foot in front of the other.  And at the end, when I reach the top, 
the view is comforting, it is spectacular. 

I made it! We made it, Jesus!

A peaceful whisper of the wind touches my ears.
I recover my breath and look forward, because there are more 

mountains to climb, there are more peaks to reach. 
I then repeat the Bible verse that serves as my sword in any 
battle: “persecuted, but not abandoned; struck down, but not 

destroyed.”  (2 Corinthians 4:9)

I am on this road filled with illusion, and emotion... 
I aspire to obtain only one thing aspire: become 

the woman that only God has seen in me,                                                                                                                               
in that woman only God knows, in that woman that the 

Eternal one will receive in his arms, in that much yearned for 
embrace that will last an eternity.

I continue on my pilgrimage on this mountain.
I know there will be descending paths I may slip on,

I will fall without ceasing, I will break into a million pieces, 
and get hurt. More than my soul can withstand. 

There will also be ascending trails
where I will pause and analyze with indecisiveness,

which path I should take. 

It is here, standing before this mountain where I say:
I am so close to reaching the dream I have had.

My eyes facing upward caution that it will not be easy. 
My heart begins to beat faster, my breathing becomes 

agitated. Fear invades my thoughts, I am frozen with terror. 
A voice inside my head, tells me without ceasing:

“You will never make it, don’t try it.”
Despite this, I dare to take the first step, insecure and shakily. 

I place my hands on my knees for support and push myself.
Exhausted by the fear that wants to stop me, I continue 
on foot.  Advancing on, I become distracted, I find myself 

suddenly lost without direction, alone and afraid. 
My faith is shaken, my hope of moving forward is abandoned. 
I have to keep trying, I have to push myself. I have to maintain 

my endurance until I reach the top. 

There will always be a mountain to climb in life. 
The ascent will be difficult, it’s always hard going up. 

Sometimes you will fall, roll, and start over. 
It is comforting to know that success is not dependent on 

how fast we achieve things, 

Yessenia de Guzmán has two children, Cesia 
Jemima and Hanny Esther. She is a homemaker, 

enjoys embroidering and painting. Salvadoran Union. 

MY MOUNTAIN
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There was a man who lived in a large city who was always 
grateful to God and spent his days at work worshiping and 
thanking Him. An unbelieving neighbor of his would get 
annoyed that the man would say, “Glory to God!!” “Praise 
be to God!!” for everything. 
  One day, that neighbor said, “You know I had a 
dream last night that you had died.” The man responded 
by yelling, “Glory to God, praise be His name!!!” The 
unbeliever became irritated and left. The next day the 
neighbor returned and in an attempt to bother him told 
him: “You know I had another dream, but this time I saw you 
in hell!” The man, without losing his joy responded with: 
“Praise the Lord and glorify His name because it was only a 
dream!”  . O. DIP., FL, USA.

Only a Dream
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From the 4th to the 8th of April, on the beautiful and picturesque island of St. Lucia, the 5th ministerial retreat for the 
union took place with more than 160 participants from three different conferences: Martinique, Guadalupe, French 
Guyana, under the theme: “Transformed by the Baptism of the Holy Spirit.”

We were blessed to have Pastor Jonás Arrais, associate secretary of the General Conference with us. He shared his 
vision and mission of the ministry, the need for selfless service, and commitment in service to God. We also invited 
Pastor Pedro Iglesias and Cecilia, his wife, from the IAD, whose presentations were highly informative, and Cecilia’s 
testimony was very moving. They reminded all of the pastor’s wives of their responsibility as companions in ministry. 
Pastor Josney Rodríguez, ministerial secretary of the Inter-American Division was also with us, and spoke on the 
commitment of pastors and their work ethic.

The devotionals were led by Pastor Alexander Biscette, president of the Santa Lucia mission. He insisted upon the 
need for adventist pastors to reject the lukewarm attitude and lack of commitment that bereave some pastors in the 
XXI century, highlighting the urgent need of a transformation of the heart so that the church can effectively complete 
its mission

Ricura Combie Lassonier 
Coordinator of SIEMA FAGU 

FRENCH ANTILLES-GUIANA UNION
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On the 22nd-24th of June, the pastor’s kid’s from SCU retreat at Camp Maranatha 
was held’ where 120 pastor’s kids participated from the ages of 7 y 31; accompanied 
by 50 pastors, wives, and doctors, serving as volunteers and instructors. Three groups 
were served with the purpose of strengthening their purpose and path in being HEIRS 
OF THE KINGDOM.  

SOUTHERN COLOMBIAN UNION


