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“A Christian is one who smiles even though he has no teeth.” I heard this 
phrase continually from the lips of my brother, Pr. Moreno, and remembering 
it brings a smile to my heart, even in difficult circumstances.

Today it is an unquestionable fact that the smile acts in an amazing way on the 
chemistry of the brain. Experts say that endorphins are released, producing a 
state of external relaxation accompanied by the fading of internal emotional 
tension. Studies also show that people with a good mood and an optimistic 
outlook on life have a lower risk of psychosomatic diseases. These can range 
from a simple flu, headache, to some types of cancer.

It’s a very biblical advice, taught centuries ago: “A cheerful heart is good 
medicine, but a crushed spirit dries up the bones”. (Proverbs 17:22 NKJV). 
When anger, tension or bitterness threatens our relationship with God and 
others, causing illness and misery, it is time to hold on to God’s promises.

Dear colleagues, in moments of such loneliness, tension and expectation 
derived from the world pandemic, the spirit and sad face are the worst 
companions. We all need a strong immune system and greater security 
to face the future. Nothing better than a jovial and attractive character. A 
character consistent with a close and vital relationship with our source of joy: 
our wonderful Master.

We weren’t created to have unhappy lives. We were created in the “image and 
likeness of God”. Gifted to be happy and make others happy. Our husbands, 

children, family, friends and the world at large expect to see in us, happy 
faces that reveal the presence of God in our hearts. He is our main 

source of joy.  The psalmist wrote: “You make known to me the 
path of life; you will fill me with joy in your presence, with eternal 
pleasures at your right hand.”. Psalms 16:11. One task, then, is to 

make sure we ask for God’s presence in our lives every day.  When we 
pray and study the Bible, we are filling the life with the Spirit of heaven 

that redounds, among other things, in fullness of joy and happiness.

To finish, I want to leave you with the following words from the book Ministry 
of Healing: 
Courage, hope, faith, sympathy, love, promote health and prolong life. A 
contented mind, a cheerful spirit, is health to the body and strength to the 
soul. “A cheerful [rejoicing] heart doeth good like a medicine.” Proverbs 
17:22. {MH 241.3}
 It is our decision to sow seeds of joy and to enrich our lives with positive 
thoughts and actions. Let us pray to God daily and fervently for His Spirit. It is 
worth the effort. And let’s not forget: Every cloud has a silver lining .

Cecilia Moreno

“A cheerful heart is good medicine, but a crushed spirit dries up the 
bones.”  Proverbs 17:22 (NIV)

EVERY CLOUD HAS A SILVER LINING
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In a faraway country three trees grew in a beautiful and 
very large forest. The first tree was tall, straight and 
strong; the second was thick and beautiful. And the 
third was short, deformed and crooked. According to the 
beauty and appearance of that last tree, it was only good 
for firewood.

These three trees grew in that forest for years, but one 
day some loggers arrived to cut them down and decide 
what they would be used for.

They looked closely at the first tree and said, “Here we 
have the main mast of a beautiful ship! They cut it down, 
carefully planned it, and soon sold it to a boat builder. The 
wood from this impressive tree became the beautiful mast 
of a ship, which crossed many seas, carried countless 
cargoes, visited countless ports, and participated in 
dangerous and exciting adventures. But one tragic night, 
during a terrible storm, the mast broke and fell, and the 
ship sank in an unknown place.

The lumberjacks looked at and examined the second tree 
and said, “The wood from this tree will serve very well 
to make the best quality furniture!” It was immediately 
cut and brushed and sold to a carpenter, who carved it 
perfectly and made it into a king’s throne. The throne was 
polished and covered with gold of the highest quality. 
The throne was placed in the king’s palace. However, 
after a few days, the enemies of the monarch invaded the 
kingdom and conquered it. The palace was burnt down 
and the throne was reduced to a heap of ashes.

 The third tree was still standing. The lumberjacks 
looked at it with pity and said, “This tree will be used for 
firewood and to be burned,” but since they were poor and 
had already sold the other two trees at a very good price, 
they finally cut it down, roughly trimmed it and sold it at a 
very low cost.

The wood of this tree was so hard, so twisted and full 
of knots, that it was impossible to work it with even the 
best tools and split it up to be burned. The man who had 
bought it lamented his bad luck, until he remembered 
where it could be used. A prison clerk bought it not very 
willingly and threw it into a warehouse, along with other 
woods until it could be used.

The opportunity came a week later. The tree was used 

humility
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to make a cross that together with two others would serve to execute three criminals: two 
thieves and a certain preacher who had been disturbing the people and the authorities. 

This third tree on which our Jesus was crucified is the only one that we remember today 
for its simplicity and humility.

Jesus, who was nailed to that tree, spoke of humility in the Sermon on the Mount. Jesus began 
his speech with a series of promises called “beatitudes.  In the first beatitude, he speaks of the 
humility we should have: “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 
( ) In speaking of this at such a turbulent time for the Jews, these words were probably not 
easy to understand for his listeners because they were in complete disagreement with the 
philosophy of the time and with the teachings of the rabbis and the doctors of the law. Jesus 
stood for something utterly opposite to pride and human nature.

With his first beatitude he strikes a blow against one of the most unpleasant and common 
tendencies of the human being, which is pride. And it suggests to them, on the contrary, a 
completely opposite attitude. He tells them that the poor in spirit would be blessed and that 
theirs would be the kingdom of heaven. And what if we paraphrase: “Blessed is the SIEMA, 
poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven”?

Our beloved Jesus wants his daughters and sons to show this virtue; “poor in spirit”. Jesus 
meant that the kingdom of heaven belongs to those who, with the help of the Almighty, know 
how to be humble and overcome pride and arrogance. It is “poor in spirit” not the lazy and the 
cowardly, but those who do not think of themselves more highly than they ought to think, those 
who do not allow themselves to be taken away by the vanity of believing themselves superior 
to others. Every woman, shepherd’s wife or follower of Jesus should not be as proud as the 
two trees mentioned in the above story. On the contrary! She should be humble and simple.

It is true that many people believe themselves to be superior because of the race they belong 
to, the position they hold, the wealth they possess or the knowledge they may have acquired.

Dear friend SIEMA, let’s get away from pride. Let’s avoid it as if it were a contagious disease. 
When a person is truly great, when he is superior by the nobility of the spirit, he will never 
flaunt his greatness, he will not let himself be carried away by vanity. On the contrary, he will 
be humble; he will never place himself on any pedestal that he raises, or that others raise 
to receive the compliments of those who live inflated with vainglory. Let us not fall into the 
ridicule of pride. The kingdom of heaven is promised to the humble. Let us be careful because 
one can be proud even by the apparent humility that is displayed. The poor in spirit are those 
who recognize their own inability to save themselves and understand that only by trusting our 
loving Savior can we aspire to the kingdom of heaven and become more like Him?

Let us learn to recognize that whatever we can be, we will be in Jesus. Let us listen to the 
advice of the apostle: “Humble yourselves, therefore, under God’s mighty hand, that he 
may lift you up in due time.” (1 Peter 5:6) In humility is our hope of reaching the kingdom of 
heaven. 

May we become more like our beloved Jesus every day by being women who are poor in spirit, 
for our reward awaits us in our heavenly homeland.
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My husband grew up in a very conservative and missionary 
home. As a child, his grandfather instilled in the whole family 
eternal values that would make them grow in the fear of 
Jehovah. In this way, his life was also dedicated to the service 
of God as a pastor. 

When we left Costa Rica to work in Guatemala, I left everything: 
studies, family and many comforts, thinking that things would 
be very easy, but in reality, they were not. When I arrived in my 
husband’s home country, I found a very different place than 
where I had grown up, but that didn’t matter to me and we 
began to do the work that God had entrusted to us.

I knew that we lacked something to be a 100% happy family 
and that was the arrival of a child. Every woman dreams since 
childhood of the opportunity to one day become a mother. 
When that moment arrives, her life takes a 180-degree turn 
and her being changes completely.

After 3 years of constant prayer for the desire to become 
parents, God granted us the opportunity to receive our oldest 
son, Pedro Luis, into our home.

 As a family we knew that since he was a little boy God had 
something special in store for him. During his first 7 years of 
life, his desire to be a pastor like his father, was increasing. 
The years went by and as his desire to go to Costa Rica to 
study as a pastor grew, it became more and more important.

During his adolescence my son served God in the church in 
various departments. I was so happy to see all that he could 
do, and then when he turned 17 he said, “Mommy, I’ve made up 
my mind. I will go to Costa Rica and study theology. Although 
my heart was flooded with happiness seeing that my son 
would serve God as his father, sadness, loneliness and fear 
also took hold of me. How was it possible that my son, the 
greatest gift God could have given me, would leave me alone.

Every mother prepares to receive the wonderful gift of children, 
but we are never told that we must prepare for their departure 
and the truth is, no one will ever say that it is easy either. The 
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moment of their departure arrived and the tears soon 
came.  It was then that I clung more to my God and asked 
Him to help me, not only me as a mother, but also my 
son in his new journey along a very beautiful path, but 
also one of many responsibilities and challenges. Then 
I remembered that wonderful promise that the prophet 
Isaiah points out in chapter 41:10 “See, the Sovereign Lord 
comes with power, and he rules with a mighty arm. See, 
his reward is with him, and his recompense accompanies 
him.” (NIV)

One morning my phone rang, it was my son. He was 
expressing how happy he was to be at UNADECA studying 
theology, but even more how excited he was to know that 
he had been chosen to go to the USA for a full term and 
serve as a Canvasser. I was thrilled to hear him so happy 
but fear again began to flood my life. Lack of faith took 
over my being and my fears began to surface again. How 
could a daughter of God, married to a minister, be afraid 
knowing that God was with them in a special way! The day 
arrived and my son went to the USA seeking new dreams 
and challenges for his spiritual growth. I knew that as a 
mother my duty was to pray a lot for God to take care of 
him and be with him at all times.

The months passed and although it was not as he had 
expected, God was at his side. It was then that one 
morning in December he called me worried because he 
had not been able to collect the missing money to cancel 
his plane ticket home. I told him: Son, don’t worry. God 
is the owner of the gold and silver and has always been 
there to help us in times of trouble, I know that today he is 
too. I wanted to make him see that he shouldn’t faint and 
trust God, even though I felt he was weakening.
We know that plane tickets in high seasons are extremely 
expensive, but for a concerned mother that was not a 
problem and even though we did not have the missing 
amount ($800) we knew that God would give us the 
solution to the problem. That morning, after talking to my 
son, I decided to leave the house because I was with my 
mother-in-law and I didn’t want her to see me worried, 
much less cry.

I began to cry out to God in prayer and to ask Him in that 
moment of anguish not to abandon me. I needed Him more 
than ever. A few minutes later my sister-in-law appeared 
and when she saw me crying she asked me what was 
wrong. I could not lie to her, because my affliction was 
so intense. After listening to me she hugged me and said: 
Don’t worry, I’ll lend you the money and she hugged me. 
I thanked her, and looked up to heaven and said, “Thank 
you, God, for you have never abandoned me.

Later I talked to my son again, told him not to worry 
anymore, that I had already got the money for him to 
come home. After so much anguish, my son returned with 

Shirley Chacón Galler from Casiá, Costa Rica, Mother of 2 children. 
Pedro Luis, 20, and Abigail, 15. Wife of Pastor Pedro Casia, Field 
Secretary of the Western Association of Guatemala.

us to finish his vacation and then return to Costa Rica to 
continue his theological studies.

He would only be with us for 15 days and although I saw 
him worried about how to pay the money, I made him see 
that God had not forsaken us in the past and would not do 
so now.

The holidays were over and it was time to go back to 
school. While my son and husband were on their way to 
the airport, I began to pray and ask God to take care of 
them and help us pay off that debt. Then I received an 
unexpected call. A friend of my dad’s, whom I love very 
much and whom I hadn’t heard from for a long time, called 
to say hello and see how the family was doing. 

After a while of conversation, he told me: Look, I’m calling 
you because I want to help you with some money for your 
son. I couldn’t believe it! Minutes before I had cried out 
to God for a miracle and now someone, whom I have not 
seen for years, was calling me to tell me that he wanted 
to help me. He asked me for an account number where he 
could deposit and then he said goodbye to me. Two days 
later, a message comes into my cell phone from the bank, 
notifying me of the deposit to my account in the amount 
of $800. I couldn’t believe it, it was exactly the amount we 
needed to pay off the debt.

You may think this only happens to a few people, but it 
doesn’t. God loves everyone equally. He understands our 
needs and afflictions, and He is willing to help us in our 
time of trouble. All He expects from us is to believe in Him 
and His wonderful promises.

Let us remember that trust in God must be constant. 
When we understand that God is with us, it will no longer 
matter who is against us.

Dear friend, don’t hold on to small things because God 
has something bigger for you. Place all your works in the 
Lord’s hands, and your plans will be fulfilled. Everything 
I’ve seen has taught me to trust the Creator.
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God visited me. I know, you’re probably imagining that this 
is a product of some hallucinogenic, but I can assure you 
that it is not. Nor is it a dream, much less an invention; 
God visited me and I need to write about it.

Have you ever thought about how many times God 
has looked for you and you didn’t notice? In my case, 
before this recent episode, I had really not given it 
much thought.

I was at the close of a sermon on the characteristics of 
holiness and how God calls us to be different, when out 
of nowhere a butterfly appeared and landed on my hand. 
I was a little distracted at first and a little nervous, but 
I quickly imagined that, if I moved my hand, it would fly 
away. So as I continued to talk I tried to move the butterfly, 
but it just stayed on my finger. At that moment I felt that 
this was not a casual visit, so I carefully lowered the 
butterfly and placed it on my Bible. I tried to stay focused 
on what I was doing, looked up, and saw two friends with 
tears in their eyes. They had noticed everything that was 
happening to me. I must confess two things: sometimes I 
am a little sensitive (others call this being a crybaby), but 
this time, it was really so difficult to sing the final hymn of 
the service, and praying was even harder. At the end I sat 
down and just started crying. The surprising thing? The 
butterfly was still on my Bible. In fact, it stayed with me 
until the moment I left the church.

I honestly have no explanation for what happened and 
what I felt, but one thing I am sure of (although you may 
think I am crazy): God visited me and it was the greatest 
thing for me. 

We know that God’s character is love (1 John 4:8), and 
we can say that with love comes other surprises, such as 
tenderness. I believe that this love shows itself in such 
unpredictable ways. Here are some examples: Remember 
when the people of Israel walked in the desert? The Bible 

says that while they were crossing that complicated 
space, “The Lord went before them and led them by 
day in a pillar of cloud and gave them light by night 
in a pillar of fire. This enabled them to travel by day 
and by night.” (Exodus 13:21, NIV) Didn’t I convince you of 
that? Well, here’s another one. As Elijah escaped from the 
biblical wicked witch, that is, Jezebel, God sent him food 
with an angel, he needed to be strengthened. Then, being 
in a very panicky situation, God appears to him through a 
gentle, delicate hissing sound (1 Kings 19:12), which gave 
Elijah confidence to come out of the cave and talk to God. 
Want one more? Jesus was sharing his last moments 
with the disciples before he was denied, betrayed, and 
crucified. Most amazing of all, He was not worried about 
what would happen, but instead took a few minutes to 
comfort His disciples. “Do not be troubled. Trust in God, 
and trust also in me” (John 14:1, NIV).

God is always ahead of us! I really can’t explain how 
amazing it is. Am I in trouble? God protects me. Am I 
afraid or nervous? God visits me through a gentle whistle 
or even a butterfly. Am I distressed? God tells me: Don’t 
worry, everything will be fine, trust me-. 

God does all this simply because he is tender and kind. 
Through his visits He makes his wonders remembered. 
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AMAZING SUBSTANCE
In my consultations, when I evaluate the dietary intake of 
my patients, I realize, because of their more than evident 
symptoms, that whether they are children or adults they 
do not consume it in sufficient quantity and the following 
phrases are common: Can I take metamucil instead of 
eating salad? “We eat lettuce at home, is that enough?”, 
and one more: “Vegetables are very expensive”.  

The substance I want to talk to you about today is known 
as the edible part of plants. It is indeed the fiber. It resists 
digestion and absorption in the human small intestine 
and undergoes partial or total fermentation in the large 
intestine. This ability is mainly found in soluble fibers (the 
fiber in vegetables and fruits). Soluble fiber is transformed 
into the food of intestinal bacteria (intestinal flora). Once 
this fiber reaches the large intestine, the bacteria that 
live there capture it, digest it and as a result produce a 
kind of “fat” that becomes food for the cells that line the 

wall of the large intestine (colonocytes). That “good fat” 
will protect your intestinal cells from inflammation (also 
known as colitis), annoying constipation, hemorrhoids, 
and colon cancer.

We know 2 types of fibers: the insoluble one that are in 
cereals such as wheat, brown rice, oats, pearl barley, 
quinoa, corn and the soluble one, present in vegetables 
and fruits. The daily recommendation of fiber, either 
soluble or insoluble for adults is 35 to 40 grams and for 
children is approximately 20 grams. And although soluble 
fiber is undoubtedly a “blessing” for the large intestine, 
this time I would like to dedicate a special mention to 
brown rice which is a source of insoluble fiber which, by 
the way, helps to speed up the intestinal transit. However, 
it is recommended that fiber intake be made gradually 
until the desired requirement is reached so that the 
gastrointestinal tract can adapt.
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Brown rice is a cereal known almost 
everywhere in the world. It has a mild, 
nutty flavor. During the polishing 
process that turns brown rice into 
white rice, 67% of vitamin B3, 80% of 
vitamin B1, 90% of vitamin B6, 50% of 
manganese, 50% of phosphorus, 60% 
of iron and 100% of dietary fiber and 
essential fatty acids are unfortunately 
destroyed. In our Mexican cuisine 
polished or white rice is very popular. 
We prepare it red, a la jardinera, white 
or yellow but this is not the case 
with brown rice which is not very 
appreciated, it is even thought to be 
very complicated to prepare. 

Let’s look at some of its benefits:
• It is low in calories and fat, plus 
it is sodium-free.
• It has a high concentration of 
fiber.
• In its outer layer it contains 
oryzanol, a powerful antioxidant 
that is well used by the cosmetic 
industry.
• One cup of rice provides us 
with 88% manganese, a mineral 

necessary for the health of the 
nervous system.
• It protects against cancer, heart 
disease, dementia and aging.

Here are some ideas based on rice 
to consume the 2 types of fiber in 
your daily diet:

• 1 large bowl of cooked brown 
rice, 1/2 cup of lettuce, 2 cambray 
onions, 1 grated carrot, 1 tomato, 
2 tablespoons corn kernels, 1 
thick slice of cream cheese or ¼ 
cup tofu in oil and dressing of your 
choice.
• 1 large bowl of cooked brown 
rice, 100g of mango, ½ cup of 
strawberry, 200g of melon, 
2 tablespoons of walnuts, 2 
tablespoons of blueberries, 
3 tablespoons of homemade 
blackberry jam.
• 1 large bowl brown rice, 2 

tablespoons nuts, 1 tablespoon 
Brazil nut, 1 tablespoon pumpkin 
seed, 1/4 onion, several celery 
stalks, cambray onion (stalks), 
2 tablespoons dried cranberries, 
dress with olive oil and lemon
• 1 large bowl cooked brown rice, 
2 cambray onions, 1 bunch fresh 
spinach, 2 tablespoons of nuts, 3 
tomatoes, 1 pinch dried oregano, 
12 black olives, pitted and chopped, 
salt to taste, basic vinaigrette.

Yenifeth Claudeth Torres R; Nutritionist, 
Registered. Enteral and parenteral 
nutrition in adult and pediatric patients 
(Hospital Italiano, Argentina) Cert. Child 
Nutrition (UAN, Madrid), Esp. Pediatric 
Clinical Nutrition (Incap, Guatemala) 
Pastor’s wife in the Gulf Association, 
Union Mexicana del Norte
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Due to a very conservative culture, i grew up without any information regarding 
sex. All I knew was what I was hearing, either from my friends or from adults, 

however curious, as they say. I think that in my case it would have been 
very helpful to know these realities before I got married and had 

my children. I brought many myths and too many prejudices to 
marriage, which are still difficult to eliminate completely to 

this day. 

These myths and prejudices that people bring into 
marriage are often passed on from generation to 

generation. I personally remember that when I 
got married I couldn’t even pronounce the word 

sex. I was also very embarrassed that my 
husband saw me naked. Now I think it was 

silly behavior, but there are still things 
that make me uncomfortable to this day, 
for example, that the bed sounds even 
though we’re not doing anything and 
the kids think we’re having sex.

I believe that parents and teachers 
are now more interested in informing 
children and students about sex 
education in a natural way.

I taught my children about sex by reading them a book, The 
Integral Development of the Adolescent. But telling them something 
about sex on my own was very difficult. I was also very careful that 
they didn’t see books or magazines that showed naked people. I 
thought that if they didn’t know about sex, they would avoid it.

We live in an age where sex has been abused. The good has been 
turned into the bad, perverted by men, as Romans 1:26-27 says; 
the television distorts it, the radio makes jokes, bad jokes about 
it. That’s why little boys talk quietly to each other, sneer, and 
don’t ask an adult why they think they will be condemned or 
think they know better!

Many women to this day only tolerate sex. They haven’t 
learned to enjoy them. There are husbands who also do not 
help much to free the wife from her prejudices, sometimes 
blaming them for being frigid or other things like that
.

HUMAN SEXUAL 
BEHAVIOUR
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On the other hand, how much damage is done 
by believing that sex is a sin. When I was in 
high school, I remember a teacher telling us 
that Eve’s sin was having sex. Not that she had 
eaten the fruit, but that she had “eaten another 
fruit”. That embarrassed and confused us. I 
wanted to be a nun so I could never have sex.

I think I still feel uncomfortable talking to 
my son about sex. I think I’m fine with my 
daughters, although I certainly keep a few 
things to myself. I think it’s important for them 
to know about sexually transmitted diseases 
and the responsibility they take in deciding 
to have sex. I will continue to educate them 
to see sex as something nice, reserved for 
marriage and approved by God, because He 
did it for the enjoyment of two people who 
love each other.

I am very grateful for the Human Sexuality 
Education course that I took in my master’s 
degree. I thought I knew a lot about the sexual 
organs, their functions, diseases and how to 
relate better in the most intimate moment of 
the couple, but I noticed that I was really an 
ignorant. I believe that every married couple 
must know how their bodies work and how 
to improve their level of sexual connection in 
order to be completely happy, because sex is 
a very important part of marriage.

I believe that fear, shame, and anxiety can 
stand in the way of total surrender to the 
being I love the most. Today, I can tell you in 
confidence, that I am a collaborative, joyful 
woman, who tries to enjoy the moment and 
make my husband enjoy and feel happy in our 
intimate moment; I consider myself normal, 
and I am happy.

I will continue to do research to help other 
people; I know I will succeed. I thank God for 
the knowledge I have gained and for helping 
me to free myself from my prejudices.

Meriviana Marín Córdova; wife of Pr. Melchor Ferreyra. We 
have 3 children and 3 grandchildren: Moises, Anderson and Zack. 
Interamerican Division.
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OTHER BEGINNINGS
Leaving Dan, Gomer seeks to settle in another town in the region, 
but upon arrival, prudence dictates that it would be better to move a 
little further away from the area immediately around Dan. Travelling 
within her own country, she decides to live in Cineret, on the main 
caravan route, on the north shore of the so-called Cineret Sea, by the 
majestic extension of the lake. There she develops her craftsmanship 
in clay pots and utensils to the fullest, with marked success, but the 
peace she needs eludes her. She does not feel safe or fulfilled. Even 
if she manages to restore her craft workshop, and she is doing very 
well economically, she does not feel satisfied with her achievements 

or with the high pagan incidence in the city. She feels the deep need 
to go to the Temple, where she went with some frequency, since there 

were still some families who made the journey in the midst of the 
country’s rampant inclination to paganism, since the days of Jeroboam I.

On the other hand, she does not seem to be able to get rid of the gossip that 
had been generated in Dan, and that seemed to pursue her everywhere. 
Thus, at the age of twenty-one, after having worked at Cineret for a 
little less than one year, Gomer decided once again to change her 
environment, always in search of complete self-realization, peace and 
personal freedom that seemed to escape her insistently. She seeks 
accurate information from the cities further south, but does not feel 

comfortable getting too close to her place of origin, to the region 
where the search by her father, Diblaim, must have been most 

intense; where she is probably still being sought in order to 
make her return to her old home, which she sees so far away.

Gomer, because of the peculiar circumstances of her life, 
has become a Hibaru, a nomad, honoring the ancient 

name of her Hebrew race. During this time, she adopts 
a name or nickname that she considers appropriate 

to her situation, as well as attractive, with a halo 
of mystery and intrigue: she calls herself Hogla, 

the partridge. With this pseudonym she begins 
again to make inquiries for her new pilgrimage, 
which necessarily takes her south. She soon 
discovers that there is no better place where 
she can find the quietness she seeks than in 
the same cosmopolitan bustle of a big city. 
There she can hide among the same people, 
lead her life privately without having to 
give an account to anyone, because they 
all come and go in a continuous bustle 
and everlasting hustle.

Thus, without realizing the danger 
she is facing, trying to defend her 
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own identity and personality, her own right to decide, 
her capacity for self-sufficiency, Gomer is approaching 
the vortex of Samaria, the metropolis par excellence, the 
capital of the country, the axis around which her whole 
adopted world revolves. With the experience that her 
expertise provides, she sets up her workshop in a place 
that is suitable for commerce.

Merchants of products similar to those produced by 
Hogla and admirers of beauty, art and crafts in general 
have their hands full as they enter the new workshop. 
Not only do they admire the exquisite vases and exotic 
fabrics, the delicate leather reliefs or the most prominent 
details of the works Hogla offered for sale, but also the 
artist herself. In the full exuberance of her early youth, 
Hogla offered an extraordinary vision, without falling 
into exhibitionism, which demanded the admiration of 
everyone for her own merits and her natural gifts.

Indeed Hogla presented a painting that would have been 
worthy of the envy of the most famous artists -painters 
and sculptors- of all times. She distinguished herself 
among all the beautiful women of the city by her copious, 
long and abundant brown hair, which in thick long hair 
descended insinuatingly covered by a very delicate 
mantle, to her restless hips that rhythmically moved with 
every step. Her delicate cinnamon skin, fine, smooth, 
and healthy, did not seem to be toasted by the fierce hot 
summer sun, and was maintained in its entire perfection, 
without any premature wrinkle or apparent stain.

But her eyes... it was always her eyes that most insistently 
captivated. They were, perhaps, the most distinctive 
feature the beautiful young woman possessed. They kept 
their indefinable hazel colour, which looked different 
shades according to the colour of the clothes she wore, 
and which Hogla had learned so well to combine. As the 
light shone on them it changed its colour, and gave her 
face an air of sweetness, of charm, of unparalleled beauty. 
His long dark eyelashes wrapped them in a halo of naive 
mischief and unparalleled mystery. They possessed an 
unfathomable depth that women found intriguing and of 
inexplicable appeal. Men were made to lose their senses 
and their sanity, and even sometimes, when attracted by 
those inscrutable eyes as by the most powerful magnet 
imaginable, they often committed unforgivable slips 
which they were then called to account for. At other times, 
those eyes became indescribably feline, manipulative, 
threatening, overwhelming, solicitous, omnipresent, in 
absolute control.

The care Hogla received was becoming more and more 
personal, and in some cases more daring, even though 
in Samaria women were beginning to look at her out of 

the corner of their eye, out of jealousy or envy, out of 
the very care she received from everyone, and out of the 
naive freshness with which those special compliments 
were accepted. Some admirers had become assiduous 
assistants to the workshop, which began to worry the 
artisan, because they occupied the place and space that 
other clients, potential buyers, could be occupying and 
leaving a pecuniary benefit to the artist.

One in particular, a certain Mizraim ben Naam, was 
an emerging concern. He was a wealthy man with a 
neat graying beard which was not too long, with broad 
shoulders and an advantageous height, with a look which 
was at once evasive and insistent, with large brown eyes 
which were very expressive and full of eyebrows, with a 
hunched and shapely nose, with wide, strong, delicate 
hands which were perhaps too neat, with a clean dress 
all the time, with a gentle voice and flattering gestures, 
and he seemed to have nothing else to do, and he spent 
long hours in Hogla’s workshop. Every time he saw an 
opportunity he would offer pleasant conversation to 
the artist who, at first, would try to serve him carefully 
because he seemed to her to be a potential customer 
of ample means and refined taste. On his first visits he 
bought some excellent articles, and paid without haggling 
over the price demanded. But he would come back and 
come back and come back. Already on his last visits, he 
hardly noticed the merchandise on display. His attention 
was focused, with worrying exclusivity, on the artisan and 
not on the crafts.
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The temple door is open. A silence 
separates the reverence from 
the noisy world outside. Walking 
on clouds, so as not to raise any 
noise when entering, smiling 
souls parade looking for their 
comfortable seat, reserved in 
advance. In the distance I observe 
the perfectly aligned pews, an 
altar with fresh seasonal flowers. 
Candlesticks burning in broad 
daylight.

I look for what I can’t find outside, 
but I don’t have the slightest idea 
of looking like them, they all act 
like they are programmed to give 
the same greeting, a handshake or 
a hug sealed with a holy kiss. They 
are so perfect that I don’t look like 
them; although they smile, I have 
also noticed looks disapproving of 
a bad action.

I’m still outside but a little closer 
to the main entrance. Everyone 
comes in, setting up their perfect 
life. I look for their glances but 
they are elusive and avoid passing 
me by. After all, the door is too big 
for them, but too small for me. I 
keep looking for what they already 
have, but I can’t find it.

I look at the floor and my feet have 
no red-soled shoes; my nails, cut 
unevenly, make my hands look 
unpresentable and what about my 
dress, it was out of tune with the 
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rest of the catwalk I had just witnessed. I manage to pick 
up my hair discreetly, a bit disheveled.

The music begins very peaceful and heavenly, the voices 
join with the piano that is executed in a masterful way. I 
wanted to sing but did not know the praise and tried to 
paraphrase its lyrics, I felt joy in my heart about to cry. 
But I still could not find what had led me to the temple. 
The minutes of singing were over, everything was sitting 
down but me.

They spoke of His Word which I carefully listened to, 
but I did not see Him and the reason was that I had 
nowhere to read it. They murmured among themselves 
and commented in their Bibles; my hands held my body 
because the cold outside was charging my entrance. No 
one could see backwards, I was invisible. I needed so badly 
to be able to get in and sit down, but there was no room.
The night before I had triggered a fight in my emotions: 
I was destined to cease to exist, I no longer even felt the 
strength to breathe. Sinking into the cold bathroom floor, I 
was scared to death, desperate for the earth to open up at 
my feet and consume the little life that sustained me. An 
emptiness took over my life, an abyss as dark as evil itself.
I cried tearing my soul with so much sorrow, my throat 
hurt as it was the passage of the pain that came from my 
entrails until it was released in sharp sounds of despair. I 
tucked myself in with my own arms and looked up at the 
sky trying to see someone up there who only knew how 
disastrous I felt, that someone up there would stop and 
look at my despicable condition.

Standing at the main entrance of the temple, waiting 
for some humanity, the only thing I found was attitudes 
of pride and self-sufficiency. Feeling excluded hurt me 
a little more knowing that I am not for them and they 
are not all for me. There are thousands and millions 
of people on this planet who speak of God’s love and 
here I am, waiting for at least one of them to introduce 
me to it.

The longer I stay in this place, the more distant my hope 
is; I only arrived because I knew I would find people who 
would demonstrate the love of God that they preach so 
much, but I realize that all I have found have been men 
and women who with suspicion show themselves to be 
severe and strict in preserving the rules as orders to be 
followed.

An apparently spiritual life or wrapped in a “superficial 
holiness” and they are more blind than the very darkness 
that envelops their empty and tormented lives; they have 

an outward appearance of piety but inside the demons 
dominate their thoughts and actions, they are severe 
and cruel judges of their neighbors since they are more 
concerned with “meeting their standards” than with 
knowing Jesus.

Yeah, Jesus I went to find. But I did not find him reflected 
in them any more than I found the extent of their love. 
That Jesus to whom my grandmother sang with joy, that 
Jesus who in nights of sleep presented him to me in the 
stories of His Word; that Jesus who touched the frizzy hair 
of that child who offered him bread and fish.

I miss my grandmother’s love, that unconditional love that 
embraced me when I didn’t even need her wrinkled arms, 
that love very much like God’s love. A love that inflamed 
my soul, that in spite of my tears loved me, that in spite of 
not having any more life, gave me hers in demonstration 
of her love for me.

This is how God showed his love among us: He sent his 
one and only Son into the world that we might live through 
him. This is love: not that we loved God, but that he loved 
us and sent his Son as an atoning sacrifice for our sins. 
Dear friends, since God so loved us, we also ought to love 
one another” 1 John 4:9-11

And that text was my grandmother’s emblem; she made 
sure to teach me and make me see that love is action. 
Now I take one more step inside, I found an available seat 
and next to me, a little girl who greeted me with a smile 
and touched my hand; she made me remember when I 
accompanied my grandmother to the temple and held her 
hands next to mine.

I found in that look God’s love and in that touch his 
acceptance. My breath becomes calm, I am in the right 
place and like everyone here, I came because I am hurt 
and in need of the transforming power of His love. I put 
religion aside and gave myself the privilege of teaching 
myself to be more Christian, more His servant out of 
love, not out of obligation.

Acerca de la autora: Yessi de Guzmán, growing prosecutor, 
passionate reader, follower of Christ. The little thumb of America: 
El Salvador, my cradle.
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Suddenly my 3-year-old daughter came over and asked to lie down on my lap. 
I noticed her watery eyes and hoarse voice, I realized she was feeling bad. Hours 
later her chest started to sound strange and her breathing became difficult. I woke 
up my husband and we drove to the emergency room.

The girl was taken care of. They had to take her on a line to give her an anti-
inflammatory for her vocal cords. The nurses asked us to leave the room while 
they did their work.

So, we left, and suddenly the girl started screaming for help: “Get me out of here...”
“Mom... Dad...”
“Help, help” 
“I get beaten, I get beaten”
“They’re killing me...”
I looked at my husband and in that moment of anguish, I laughed at the girl’s 
exaggeration in trying to get rid of the needle.

Linor de Kabbas. Children’s Ministry Cordinator, Ministry of Women and Siema of the Ande Metro 
Experimental Mission, Panama. 
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The SIEMA department of the Pacific Association, South Colombian Union, launched a simple plan to provide 
uniforms to children aged 5 to 10. However, a larger program was born as a result: The Student Scholarship 
Plan. Each year 5 children benefit (we have 50 to date). The resources are obtained by selling food in different 
programs, with which we pay the monthly fee in the different Adventist schools, such as Bethel, Cambulos, Siloe 
and Palmira. SIEMA’s desire is to continue supporting these children so that they can continue studying in our 
schools.

STUDENT SCHOLARSHIP PLAN


