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GOD
SPEAKING TO US 

The stage had already been set for the 
proclamation of the moral law which has ever 

since remained the fundamental standard of 
conduct for countless millions. No one will deny 

that this was one of the momentous and decisive 
events of history. Nor can anyone deny the vital need 

that all men have for such a code of conduct because 
of their moral and spiritual imperfections and their 

tendency to do what is evil. The Decalogue 
highlights above all other moral and 

spiritual laws. It encompasses 
all human conduct. It is 

the only law that can 
effectively control the 
conscience. It is a 
condensed manual 
of human conduct, 
embracing all that 
pertains to human 
duty in all ages. Our 
Lord referred to the 

Bible Commentary on Exodus 20, CB 611-612
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commandments as the way by which eternal life may be attained (Matt. 19:16-19). They are suitable 
for every form of human society; they are applicable and in force as long as the world endures (Matt. 
5:17, 18). They can never become obsolete, for they are the unchangeable expression of God’s will 
and character. With good reason God gave them to his people both orally and in writing (Exo. 31:18; 
Deut. 4). 

Although given to man by divine authority, the Decalogue is not an arbitrary creation of the divine 
will. Rather, it is an expression of the divine nature. Man was created in the image of God (Gen. 
1:27), was made to be holy as He is holy (1 Pet. 1:15, 16), and the Ten Commandments are the 
heaven-ordained standard of holiness (see Rom. 7:7-25). The key to the spiritual interpretation 
of the law was clearly given by our Lord Jesus Christ in the immortal Sermon on the Mount (see 
Matt. chs. 5-7). 

The Decalogue is the expression not only of holiness but also of love (Matt. 22:34-40; John 15:10; 
Rom. 13:8-10; 1 John 2:4). If any service we render to God or to man lacks love, the law is not fulfilled. 
It is love that protects us from violating the Ten Commandments, for how could we worship other 
gods, take God’s name in vain and neglect the observance of the Sabbath, if we truly love the Lord? 
How can we steal what belongs to our neighbor, testify against him or covet his possessions, if we love 
him? Love is the root of faithfulness to God and of honor and respect for the rights of our neighbors. 
This should always be the great motive that moves us to obedience (John 14:15; 15:10; 2 Cor. 5:14; 
Gal. 5:6). 

When a man comes first to Christ, with full knowledge he will abstain from all the evil to which he 
has been accustomed. In its origin, for the purpose of helping sinners to distinguish between good 
and evil, the Decalogue was given mainly in a negative form. The repetition of the word “No” shows 
that there are strong tendencies in the heart which must be suppressed (Jer. 17:9; Rom. 7:17-23; 1 
Tim. 1:9, 10). But this negative form embraces a wide and satisfying field of moral action which opens 
before man, and allows all the breadth of character development that is possible. Man is restricted 
only by the few prohibitions mentioned. The Decalogue certifies of the truth of Christian liberty (Jas. 
2:12; 2 Cor. 3:17). Although the letter of the law, because of its few words, may seem narrow in its 
scope, its spirit is “exceeding broad” (Ps. 119:96). 
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The fact that the Ten Commandments were written on two tables of stone highlights their application 
to two kinds of moral obligations: duties to God and duties to man (Matt. 22:34-40). Our duties to God 
are necessarily linked to our duties to man, for neglect of our duties to our neighbor will quickly be 
followed by neglect of our duties to God. The Bible does not ignore the distinction between religion 
(duties directly related to God) and morality (duties arising from earthly relationships), but unites the 
two in a deeper concept: that everything one does is done, so to speak, for God, whose authority is 
supreme in both spheres (see Mic. 6:8; Matt. 25:34-45; Jas. 1:27; 1 John 4:20). 

Being the words of God, the Ten Commandments are to be distinguished from the “laws” (ch. 21:1) 
based on them, and included with them, in the “book of the covenant” to constitute the statute law of 
Israel (see ch. 24:3). The two tables comprising the Decalogue - to the exclusion of the other parts 
of the law - are variously called “the testimony” (ch. 25:16), “his covenant” (Deut. 4:13), “the words 
of the covenant” (Exo. 34:28), the “tables of the testimony” (Exo. 31:18; 32:15) and “the tables of 
the covenant” (Deut. 9:9-11). These stone tablets, and only these, were placed inside the ark of the 
covenant (Exo. 25:21; 1 Kings 8:9). They were thus regarded, in a special sense, as the bond of the 
covenant. The placement of the tablets under the mercy seat gives insight into the nature of the 
covenant God made with Israel. It shows that the law is the basis, the foundation of the covenant, 
the binding document, the title of the debt. However, above the law is the mercy seat, sprinkled with 
the blood of propitiation, a comforting testimony that there is forgiveness in God for those who break 
the commandments. The OT uniformly makes a clear distinction between the moral law and the 
ceremonial law (2 Kings 21:8; Dan 9:11). 

Compiled by Meriviana Marin.
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INVISIBLE 
ENEMIES

VIRUSES AND OTHER MICROBES HAVE 
CHANGED HUMAN HISTORY—AND 
CONTINUE TO DISRUPT OUR LIVES.

WE ARE BORN FRESH, clean, and alone. However, this condition lasts only until our first breath, 
when the human body starts to become a cooperative venture with other creatures. These 
creatures, generally single-celled bacteria, are called microbes and are so small that they are 
measured in millionths of a meter—visible only via high- powered microscopes.

They arrive to us in the air we breathe, water we drink, things we touch, and food we eat. Some 
live outside of the body—on our skin, hair, mouth, eyes, and ears—but most live in our 
intestinal tract.
These helpful microbes are called symbionts. Our very 
survival is dependent on the mutually beneficial 
relationship we were designed to experience 
with them.

They keep our bodily functions in 
balance, while we give them 
protection
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and nourishment. On the outside these symbionts help keep us 
groomed. Inside the body they aid in food digestion, protect us 

from disease, and even produce vitamins.

There are other varieties of microbes that are not 
symbionts. Some are self- sufficient, free-living, 

relatively harmless creatures that can be found 
in dirt, oceans, lakes, streams, forest floors, 
kitchen countertops, toilets, etc. They live, 

multiply, and die on their own.

SMALL AND DEADLY
Parasites characterize a much larger 

class of microbes that are neither 
symbiotic nor free-living. They 

live in us too, taking nourishment 
and energy from us without 

giving anything beneficial back. 
This group includes viruses, 
vanishingly small creatures 

that invade our body cells. They 
use fuel and house themselves 

within the cells, altering the cell 
DNA in order to replicate and 
invade the entire body, usually 

causing sickness. The body’s 
defense system is designed to 

fight back vigorously and, in most 
cases, effectively destroys and 

eliminates these invaders. However, 
the rate of speed by which the sickness 

spreads throughout the body, and/or 
the already compromised health status 

of the individual, can hinder or seriously 
compromise the body’s ability to effectively 

win the battle against the invaders.

In the absence of a protective vaccine or immunity 
from previous exposure, these infectious pathogens 

can spread quickly from one stricken individual through 
a community of unprotected people living closely together. 

Conditions being just right, an infection can race through a 
population, thus becoming an epidemic. An endemic occurs if the
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disease becomes a permanent feature of a region. As in the situation of COVID-19, a pandemic 
occurs when a disease spreads from country to country, thus becoming a global crisis.

HISTORICAL KILLERS
Infectious diseases along with natural disasters are the top culprits in 

causing death, sorrow, and suffering globally. Human responses can 
include fear, panic, greed, humiliation, anger, blame, hate, and 

violence. But at the same time, reason, compassion, and 
amazing scientific effort balance the record.

Epidemic, endemic, and pandemic diseases have 
been known to force enormous and catastrophic 

changes in societies and governments, often 
altering the course of human history. Some 

of these deadly big players of the past 
include:

1. The Bubonic Plague (Black Death), 
1346—To this day it is recorded as one 
of history’s most gruesome diseases. It 
was caused by Oriental rat fleas carried 
by ships across the Mediterranean to 
Europe. Spreading rapidly from east to 
west, it killed up to 200 million people, 
cutting Europe’s population by 30 to 50 

percent and forever changing a frozen 
society operating on vast inequality and 

limited social mobility. Although it is still 
a potential threat, eradicating infected 

rodents and having effective antibiotics has 
kept this disease at bay.

2. Smallpox, before Christ—With its exact origin 
unknown, this devastating disease dates back to 

the Egyptian empire around the third century B.C. 
Over the ensuing centuries it slowly spread globally 

by means of exploration, war, slave trade, expanding 
trade routes, and colonization. Smallpox significantly affected 

the European continent in the 10th to the 14th centuries, initially 
introduced by returning European warriors following an invasion of the Middle 

East. An epidemic in Paris in 1438 killed 50,000, mostly children. At the time Columbus reached 
the Americas in 1492, smallpox was endemic to Europe. Disease pathogens Europeans brought 
with them to the New World spread rapidly among the Native Americans, who had no immunity to 
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hepatitis, influenza, typhus, typhoid, diphtheria, measles, mumps, and smallpox—the most deadly to 
that group of people being smallpox. Records suggest that over two generations, 10 to 100 million 
natives died as a result. This highly infectious and deadly disease was eventually eradicated thanks 
to effective vaccination efforts initiated originally by Edward Jenner in 1796.

3. The Spanish Flu, 1918—This 20th-century pandemic, caused by a particularly deadly pathogen, 
infected 500 million people worldwide. Since Spain was hit particularly hard, the disease has 
historically been known as the Spanish flu, though it originated elsewhere. Records suggest that 
the disease influenced the outcome of World War I by killing up to 40 percent of servicemen and 
servicewomen and destroying the medical treatment structure. Flu vaccines began to be introduced 
in the 1940s and are now widely available, offering a measure of protection against generalized 
seasonal flu outbreaks.

4. HIV/AIDS, 
1980—It is believed that the virus had its origin in 

Africa early in the 20th century by crossing over from 
primates to humans. It didn’t gain attention until the 
early 1980s, when several gay men demonstrated 
unusual cases of pneumonia and cancer. HIV is the 
virus that causes acquired immune deficiency syndrome 
(AIDS), which is responsible for destroying the body’s 
protective immune system. It is caused by exposure 
to and the exchange of infected body fluids. There 
is no cure or vaccine, and treatment is variable and 
expensive. Since 1981, upwards of 20 million people 
have died of the disease. An aura of social stigmatization 
often surrounds those infected.

NEW THREAT
Historical records starting as early as 400 B.C. indicate 

that humanity has suffered through approximately 200 severe 
epidemic and pandemic disease outbreaks. Of course, this list 

does not include the wide variety of diseases and illnesses that plague 
the daily lives of humanity on a more localized and smaller scale, such 

as colds, seasonal flu, infections, cancers, and lifestyle-related health issues. 
With growing populations, cities becoming larger and denser, and easy access to 

intercontinental travel, the potential for the effective spread of disease pathogens across land 
boundaries has alarmingly increased as well. Fortunately, not every outbreak becomes a pandemic, 
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as has the current novel 
coronavirus.

The World Health Organization 
designated this virus as 
COVID-19, the name being 
an acronym that stands for 
coronavirus disease of 2019.  
Humans and animals alike can 
experience coronaviruses. In 
animals, symptoms include 
respiratory, gastrointestinal, 
liver, and neurologic diseases. 
In humans, coronaviruses 
can cause symptoms of the 
common cold or several 
varieties of more severe lung 
infections.

“Novel” indicates that it is a 
new coronavirus that has not 
been previously associated with 
humans. It also is identified 
as a zoonotic disease—one 
that begins in animals and is 
transmitted from animals to 
people.

MORE ABOUT COVID-19
1. It is a new disease. There is 
no approved vaccine yet. Since 
it is a virus, antibiotics are 
ineffective.

2. It affects primarily the lungs.

3. Symptoms can show up from 
two to 14 days after exposure.

4. Exposure includes being 
close enough to an infected 
person to breathe in aerosol 
droplets from their coughing 

or sneezing. Touching a 
contaminated surface and then 
touching your eyes, mouth, 
or nose is another way of 
becoming exposed.

5. Infection can be spread 
by someone who shows no 
symptoms but has the virus.

6. Symptoms include fever, 
dry cough, runny nose, body 
aches, headache, fatigue, and/
or diarrhea. Severe symptoms 
include difficulty  breathing, 
confusion, and blue lips— 
indicating medical intervention 
is needed.

7. Anyone at any age can 

become seriously ill; however, 
most vulnerable individuals 
include those over 60 and those 
with chronic health problems or 
weakened immune conditions.

8. If you have symptoms, 
stay home and keep separate 
from family members and 
pets. Cover your cough and 
sneezes. Clean and disinfect 
frequently touched objects and 
surfaces. Call your doctor for a 
possible evaluation, including 
testing. For severe symptoms 
as listed above, proceed to 
a local hospital emergency 
department. It’s best to call 
first in the event another area 
is designated as a special entry 
point for possible coronavirus 
clients.

9. Effective personal defense 
habits include living a healthy 
lifestyle, including sufficient 
sleep; eating a nutritious diet; 
using ample water for cleansing 
and drinking; getting regular 
exercise, sunshine, and fresh 
air; washing hands frequently; 
and following instructions such 
as staying home, observing 
social distancing, and wearing a 
mask in public areas.

10. Scientists are currently 
testing a number of drugs and 
drug combinations, striving to 
find an effective vaccine and 
treatment for COVID-19.
Beware of scam treatment 
offers.
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Even though it can be frightening to frequently hear of the thousands of people worldwide who have 
died of this new disease, be aware that many, many thousands had the sickness and have recovered.
Nevertheless, diligently and responsibly follow safety precaution protocols to ensure the best 
outcome for you and those around you.

HOPE
COVID-19 is another tragic event for our world cleverly crafted and instigated by the unseen enemy 
of souls. Before the outbreak is over, it will have affected all people everywhere to one extent or 
another. But we need not despair. Our faith is anchored in a loving, promise-keeping God who can 
bring tremendous good out of tremendous bad. He reminds us in our times of uncertainty, anxiety, 
and fear to take courage and keep faith strong. Sing, pray, study, be thankful, and generously share 
hope and love. Above all, keep your eyes looking upward. He’s coming soon. Hallelujah!

INFORMATION SOURCES:
Outbreak! Plagues That Changed History, by Bryn Barnard
www.hopkinsmedicine.org/health/conditions- and-diseases/coronavirus
www.webmd.com/lung/coronavirus-covid-19- affects-body#1
listverse.com/2018/01/19/10-infectious- diseases-that-changed-history/
www.cdc.gov/smallpox/history/history.html
www.visualcapitalist.com/historyQ-of- pandemics-deadliest/
en.wikipedia.org/wiki/List_of_epidemics_ and_pandemics
www.goodrx.com/blog/what-does-covid-19- mean-who-named-it/
www.christianity.com/wiki/christian-life/how- should-christians-be-responding-to-covid-19. html

Rae Lee Cooper
Cooper is a registered nurse. She and her husband, Lowell, have two adult married children and three adorable 

grandchildren. She spent most of her childhood in the Far East and then worked as a missionary with her 
husband in India for 16 years. She enjoys music, creative arts, cooking, and reading.
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“I’ll be back Sunday night, Marti, it’s not that bad, is it?” Don implored me with his eyes and voice. 
“If it is, maybe...” I sobbed. “But you go away again on Monday night, you always go away and leave 
me!”. This became a regular situation during a part of my life in which I felt alone and despondent 
most of the time. I desperately needed someone to tell me how to deal with my negative feelings 
about “being abandoned.” I prayed to God to help me overcome this situation and not only did that 
happen, but it also changed my feelings. In a sense, God worked a miracle in my life, in my 
personality and in my mind. If you are suffering from loneliness due to experiences 
like this, perhaps some of the solutions I have discovered can work for you.

OVERCOMING MOMENTS OF  LONELINESS
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In our first years of pastoral experience, “B.C.” 
(before children), Don was pastor in several 
districts composed of several churches (before 
the children). During these years, I did not 
practice my profession. Instead, I chose to 
travel with him. Together we participated 
in evangelistic meetings, home visitation, 

Bible studies, prayer meetings, Ingathering, 
community work for the church, funerals, youth 

outings, etc. I thoroughly enjoyed sharing ministry 
experiences with Don; needless to say, I was grateful for 

those few days we spent at home.
 
When our first son was one year old, Don accepted a call 
to work in an Association as head of the Youth, Education, 
Communication and later Personal Ministries Departments. 
At that time, he was overseeing the construction of a youth 
camp, literally from the ground up, which meant that he 
was working days from sunrise to midnight.

It was during this period that our second son was born, 
who kept me busy eight hours a day, plus an hour or two 
in the evening. That spring and summer, Don built camp, 
participated in investitures, attended school board meetings 
to hire teachers, ran youth camps, and attended youth and 
junior department meetings at the camp meeting. He also 
traveled with youth singing group for a month that fall. And 
then, with the Personal Ministries Department, he began 
going to every church in the Association’s ingathering. 

In short, I felt abandoned by my husband. I constantly 
questioned myself, “How could this happen to me, the wife 
who always did things with her husband?” I wallowed in my 
self-pity until I drowned. I lived in a state of exhaustion and 
felt as if the world had cast me aside. 

One day, when Don received a call that I knew would require 
him to be on the road for a long time, without us, I said to the 
Lord, “I am willing to accept it, but you will have to help me 
not to resent Don leaving home,” and God did help me. He 
worked a miracle in my life. 
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There were several things I did that proved to be positive in helping me cope with life at that stage. 
Here they are:

• As often as possible, the whole family would go with Don to his Sabbath sermons, youth
   camps and camp meetings. 
• I found a supportive friend who had children close in age to my children. 
• When Don returned home, he would share his experiences with me. I realized how lucky
   I was to have married a man who likes to talk.

Thinking back, there are a few things I would have done differently: I would have enjoyed my home 
more, allowing me to pursue special, fun projects, and I would have 

planned more fun outings with my family.

After that, Don became a departmental in the 
Union. He planned meetings at that level 

and had to travel by plane for his weekend 
obligations as a guest speaker, plus he 

traveled to attend local association 
and General Association meetings. 

The children and I traveled with Don 
when we went by car, if he did it by 
plane it was financially impossible. 
So, I became active in my church 
and participated in literature 
distribution, Ingathering and 
evangelistic meetings. Other 
women and I grew spiritually 
as we began a friendship to 
pray and study the Bible. I also 
led a Vacation Bible School, 
a cooking school and was 
available to play the organ in 
church when appropriate.

Again, Don changed his 
responsibilities and accepted a 
position at the association level. 
At that time my two children 
were already in school, and Don 
had to leave frequently for long 
periods of time. From that point 
on, I got a part-time job. The 
boys and I maintained a close 
relationship with our church, 
going to Pathfinder and school 
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activities. Although Don had to go away seasonally, he was able to set aside time 
for the family. Each year he would plan camping trips with canoe trips and day 
or week-long ski trips, depending on where we were living. In this way, I did not 
feel deprived of a husband, nor the children of a father.

Other activities that the children and I did were:
• Go to the library
• Go to the mall
• Invite friends to spend the night at home.
• Cycling, horseback riding or hiking to explore a
   natural site or a place of historical significance. 
• Buy the book we’ve been waiting to read. 
• Choose a food that we liked and prepare it.
• Add some special touches to the house. Pick
   flowers.
• Planning a special meal when my husband
   returned. 

A suggestion for husbands
While the kids may demand and receive your 
immediate attention when you get home, 
remember to save some energy for your wife. 
When the kids are in bed, perhaps you can 
share the details of your work with her, of 
course leaving aside those of a confidential 
nature. Start by sharing your feelings, 
thoughts, ideas, disappointments and 
dreams. Sharing nuances, colors and 
emotions will help her take an active 
interest in your work. Talk while 
doing household chores together, 
plan activities that generate 
shared expectations. 

A suggestion for wives
You can encourage your spouse 
to share by making time 
for uninterrupted attention, 
actively listening and asking 
thoughtful questions. Approach 
your husband’s thoughts and 
feelings without judgment.
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In personal terms
Be the master of yourself. Don’t depend on your husband to 
provide for all your life’s interests. Study, read, grow a garden. 

Often think of your husband when he is away.

Pray to God during the day to give thanks for the privilege of 
sharing his work and participate as much as possible in 

your husband’s work, while developing your own interests. 
Find someone to whom you can minister through phone 

calls, visits, prayers, cards or letters. 

Keep in mind that ministers are not the only ones 
who spend long hours and days away from home. 

In fact, many professions and occupations 
require people to be away from home (doctors, 

salespeople, truck drivers, etc.).

So, by God’s grace and developing into the 
person God wanted me to be, I began to 

enjoy life and at the same time, deeply 
appreciate the moments spent with my 
husband.

Marti Schneider, Praxis Mid-America Conference, Newsletter, April 1990
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I AM AN 
INFLUENCER
For a long time, I suffered from a disease 
that perhaps many people suffer today in the 
world, by their own will or perhaps, pressured 
by the society that surrounds them.
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It was my habit to observe others, and then evaluate the way 
in which I could be like them and do the necessary or even the 

impossible, why not, to reach or surpass the level that, in different 
spheres of their lives, those people had achieved. No matter if 

they were members of my circle of friends, relatives or even 
strangers, a glance or maybe a short exchange of words, placed 

me in the inhospitable of being equal and/or better, or maybe I 
would be left with my pride hurt by the realization that I would 

never be like them. It was really my daily struggle, the battle 
against the world around me and with myself, by demanding 

myself and wanting to be what I was not. I was being 
influenced, but with results that did not edify my life.

Finally, and after having several self-esteem lessons, 
I understood that I am me, and I cannot be anyone 

else. The identity battle against myself was lost, 
because now I would win the war, not with other 

people’s weapons, but with my own.  I reaffirmed 
the concept that God created each person in an 
exaggeratedly special way, and that before him 

we are that canvas on which he captured with 
imagination and art, the significant person we are 

today. 

Remembering then those episodes in my life when 
I longed to be like others, I analyze today’s world 
and my thoughts wander in the number of tools, 
instruments and inventions that our society has 

imposed, so that many people leave aside the 
authenticity of their own life and want to imitate or 
resemble others. Technology, the internet and the 

media in general, have thrown us down that tunnel, 
whose end results in you being, thinking and doing 

what I do, or vice versa. Hence the term “influencer”, 
which, although it does not yet appear in the 

dictionary of the Royal Spanish Academy (RAE), 
refers to the ability of a certain person to influence 
others, not only in social networks, but in general. 

Nowadays, many so-called “influencers” are 
stealing identities and imposing what they believe 
are the ones that are really accepted by society. 

An influential person can make his or her life 
an example for others to follow, for better or 
for worse. However, every human being was 

created by God for a purpose, a purpose
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that derives from the goodness and will of a merciful Father. We 
are his workmanship, created in Christ Jesus for good works, 
which God prepared beforehand that we should walk in them” 
(Ephesians 2:10). Just as a parent rejoices in the good deeds of a 
child, God delights that his creation turns to good works, walks in 
them, and then our influence toward others is one of good and not 
evil, of benefit and not harm, of salvation and not perdition.

Something of which I have no doubt is that influence as such, that 
power that a person or a thing must determine or want to change 
the way of acting and thinking of others, can come into our lives 
for better or for worse. The world as such is influential. We can be 
influenced by it, or influence for the good of others.

One day in heaven, that great and protective cherub, the one 
who was perfect in all his ways, wanted to be a bad influence on 
the other angels: it was his desire to turn them against God and 

earn their worship. Jezebel, that evil woman, also influenced 
the people of Israel to worship Baal and even Sodom was a 

bad influence on Lot and his family. We have always had bad 
influences.  People, places or situations so influential that, 

undoubtedly, they left their mark on the lives of many. 

But we also find the good deeds of characters like 
Deborah, who as judge and prophetess of Israel, 

instilled leadership; the same that helped 
them to defeat their oppressors, leaving fear 

behind, and looking to the front where God 
had prepared the victory.  Aaron, with 

his eloquence, influenced Moses, with 
his help, to appear before Pharaoh to 

intercede for his people and give them 
the opportunity to regain the freedom 
they had lost many years before. 
And what about Joshua, who led the 
Israelites to enter the Promised Land, 

and whose optimism, courage and 
fear of Jehovah, allowed many, by his 

example, to persist in their purpose. 

As a woman, mother, friend and pastor’s wife 
- this last title being a form of pressure - I have 

understood that I can become the bridge for many 
who are still on the other side of the road to cross 
over and meet Jesus Christ. To fulfill this purpose, it 
is necessary to be an influencer; I even dare to say 
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that I am one, although I may not have a page with millions of followers who give a daily like. It is 
necessary and my ideal every day, that my example in word, conduct, spirit, faith and purity, impact 
in such a way the lives of those around me, believers and non-believers, so that at the end of 
each process Christ is glorified, for what He has done in me and for what He can do 
in others. Now I do not seek to have anyone’s identity, I have my own and I use it 
so that finally each person, when observing me or listening to me, redirects 
his gaze towards Jesus.

You and I can be influential or be influenced. Let us act in such a way that 
those around us can benefit from our knowledge, spirituality and other 
talents. Influenced or influencer. It’s up to you. But don’t forget that God 
will judge us on all our actions, words and so on.

Claudia Valderrama
is Pastor’s wife and works in the South Colombia Union, Eastern Llanos Conference. She has a degree 

in basic education and has worked as a teacher in Adventist institutions, but now she is dedicated to 
the education of her two children and to writing.
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Several of our Inter-American Division countries are known for their plantain production. 

So, we decided to use this tasty fruit to prepare three recipes. Let’s cook!
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Ingredients:
• 3 ripe bananas without peel and mashed.
   (banana, cambur)
• ¼ cup oil
• ¼ teaspoon powdered cinnamon
• A pinch of salt
• ½ cup chopped walnuts
• ½ cup raisins or cranberries
• ½ cup shredded coconut 
• 2 cups oat flour
• Grated from an orange

Preparation:
1. Integrate all ingredients in a bowl
2. Let stand for 15 minutes
3. With a spoon, take some of the mixture and
    place it on a previously oiled cookie sheet or
    mold. 
4. Crush slightly 
5. Bake at 180°C/350°F for 30 minutes. Turn each
    cookie after 15 minutes. Remove from oven
    when golden brown. You can bake them on the
    stove over low heat and they will be just as
    delicious.
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Ingredients:
• 3 ripe bananas (banana, plantain, cambur)
   without peel
• 1 ½ cup whole wheat flour
• 1 teaspoon baking soda or aluminum free
   baking powder
• 2 tablespoons of sugar 
• ½ cup of shredded coconut for garnish
• 1 teaspoon vanilla
• ½ cup oil

Preparation:
1. Blend the bananas with the oil, sugar and vanilla.
2. Add the blended mixture to a bowl. Integrate
    the rest of the ingredients
3. Stir very well
4. Place the mixture in a pancake pan,
    previously greased.
5. Sprinkle the grated coconut
6. Bake for 50 minutes at 180°C/350°F. 
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Salty empanaditas of unripe 
bananas

Ingredients:
• 2 cups cooked mashed
   plantains (large plantain)
• 1 ½ cup corn flour or bread
   flour
• Salt to taste
• Mashed potato prepared to
   taste or your favorite stuffing

Preparation:
1. In a bowl, mix the first three ingredients and knead very well.
2. Form small balls and spread with the help of a tortilla pan
    between two small bags to prevent the dough from sticking or
    between two flat surfaces, so that it forms a disk like an
    empanada.
3. Fill with the mashed potato and close the edges very well.
4. Place each empanada on a greased baking sheet or baking pan.
5. Bake for 20 minutes, turning each empanada after 10 minutes.
    A less healthy option is to fry them.

Cesia Alvarado Zemleduch
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Has it ever happened to you that the conditions of a trip 
look like a disaster? Let me tell you the story. I was on my 

way with a pastor and friends to a community called Santa 
Ana, in the department of La Paz. Our purpose? To record 
the story of Wilmer and his family, who more than a year 
ago decided to move to this community to work as Bible 

workers, and whose experience has been very interesting. 

Upon arriving in the community, they realized that there 
was no Adventist Church presence. They would have to 

start from scratch. As they went from house to house, 
visiting families, they received rejection from the people; 

they were not interested in learning about the gospel. 
So, Ruth and Wilmer had the bright idea to get involved 

in the daily activities of the community members. Wilmer 
would go to work in the fields, and Ruth would cook with 
some of the women. Little by little, they gained the trust 
of the people, and they began to give her entrance to our 

missionary family. 

To the honor and glory of God, despite the difficulties 
and obstacles they have gone through in this adventure, 

Wilmer, Ruth and their children are now part of a beautiful 
congregation of Adventists who worship the name of God 

in Santa Ana. Every week they meet in a space that Wilmer 
and Ruth have set up in their home. It is worth mentioning 

that they already have a piece of land to build their church. 
I just mentioned that many times some trips seem like they 

will be a disaster. Ours to Santa Ana, was half in doubt. At 
the beginning we didn’t have a car, but we got one. That 

made us leave late and the trip to the place is about three 
and a half hours, sometimes more. The road is not in the 
best conditions and the sky on the way began to show us 
that a storm was approaching, but we made it. We got to 

know the place, interviewed the family, and since we were 
already there, we stayed for Sunday night worship. 

I have been in the church for 25 years. Throughout my life 
I have been to many services, I have listened to many song 
services, I have been part of many prayers, but this Sunday 
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night service was special. I confirmed that you don’t need prayers 
with complicated words, you simply need a heart overflowing with 

love and gratitude to the Lord. You don’t need to have a fine voice 
to sing and praise God with all your heart. You don’t need a temple 

full of comforts or luxuries, you just need people willing to give 
their lives to God. At the end I heard that many of the brothers and 

sisters who had accompanied us that night, did not live around 
the corner, on the contrary, they walked about two hours to come 

to the service.
 

Do you realize what a person who longs to be always in the 
presence of the Lord does? What sacrifices are we willing to 

make? On the other hand, how is your communication with the 
Almighty? Are you giving Him the time He deserves? Are prayer 

and praise simply part of a routine? We need more sincere 
prayers, the kind that come from the heart. We need people who 

are more committed to God’s work and mission, willing to give 
their all for Him.

Do you want to know what our return to Tegucigalpa was like? 
scary! We found a foggy road, so much so that we couldn’t see 

anything (you know the foggy thing is bad when you confuse 
the lights of a motorcycle cab with a truck). And to top it all off, 

when we got out of the fog, the already announced downpour 
was waiting for us anxiously. 

I don’t know how the situations in your life are looking right now. 
Maybe fog, rain or a bad road, but let me tell you something: what 

you are going to find when you arrive at the destination God has 
prepared for you will be a greater blessing than any disaster you 

have encountered along the way.

Let God begin to use you today, He is willing to change 
everything. Are you willing to make your life a temple for 

Him? The time has come to walk with God.

Cathy Turcios:
He is a member of the Seventh-day Adventist Church in Honduras, and is a member of the group 

Frooct, a musical project dedicated to producing music to praise God and help people. 
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Hogla has been in his self-imposed house confinement for 
several weeks. Again she wants and needs to re-establish 

her workshop, to procure her livelihood, the source of 
which, due to the latest pressing circumstances that had 

befallen her, had dried up. Her savings were beginning 
to dwindle alarmingly. She could not live on air.  

She would have to go back to work, and what had 
sustained her so well, her craft workshop, had been 
dissolved, dismantled.

Through his landlord, he learned of a superb 
location in a superb location. Through him, she 
contacted the owner by hand and reached a 

reasonable agreement to set up her workshop there, 
a short distance from where the old workshop had 

been. She would occupy the large back room for her 
residence and for the work area of her crafts, and 

in front, she had a magnificent showroom, with good 
ventilation, bright indirect light, proper for the pieces 
she exhibited to the public, and a comfortable area 
to attend to customers who always wanted to talk, 

comment on the pieces they bought, or on a myriad 
of other things. And potential customers would 

not be affected by the constant 
chatter due to the very good 

distribution of the space. 
Everything was ready.

Hogla hired the 
services of the 
servants of the 
house in which 
she lived, where 
she had set 
up her old 
workshop, and 
they, personal 
friends of

UNFULFILLED PLANS
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the craftswoman, gladly agreed to help her. Several nights, after 
countless trips from one place to another, the new workshop was 

installed, with all the machines that Hogla, over the years, had 
accumulated. The materials and working tools, the lecterns and 

display stools, the small counter where she would personally 
attend to the clientele, in short, everything, or almost everything, 

was ready and installed. The following night they would bring 
Hogla’s personal effects, her bed, her dressing table, her clothes 
and so on, and they would put in place the new sign with the new 

name of the new workshop, as soon as they received it finished. 
The mounting apprehension was reaching its peak.

The next day she would appear before his audience again.  She 
had rehearsed her speech countless times, trying to satisfy the 

questions she knew her clients would invariably ask her.  She had 
nothing to hide, she only had to satisfy the curiosity of a public 
that was demanding of its artists, who had to know and clarify 

all their concerns before placing their trust in that gifted young 
woman. But despite rehearsing all the variations of answers 

to the questions she imagined she might be asked, Hogla was 
extremely nervous, like an inexperienced teenager the night 

before her wedding, or like a new mother the day before 
giving birth to her first child. She could hardly fall asleep 

well into the third waking hours of that fateful night, due 
to her nerves and her supreme exhaustion from the 

unaccustomed continuous activity of the last days of 
that week.

With the same constancy with which she 
eluded sleep, that is how deeply she fell 
asleep when she was finally able to do 

so. Tiredness overcame her at last.  
Her well-deserved rest plunged 
her into the deep and absolute 

unconsciousness of sleep.  Sleep 
and fatigue had conspired to take 

her away from all surrounding 
reality, as she deserved.

It would be already the third 
hour of the fourth vigil of the 

night, or very close to it, when 
suddenly Hogla was abruptly 

shaken, brutally torn
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from the depths of her sleep.  For a few moments she could not tell if she was dreaming or if she 
was truly awake. Her mind did not register the commotion around her.  In the process of waking 
up, of emerging from the depths of sleep and unconsciousness, the seconds seemed to lengthen 
inexplicably in multiple pieces of the present, of a vague, ethereal, intangible present that she did 
not want and could not recognize as real. And the more she advanced from dream to reality in those 
infinitely elongated instants, the more horrifying the new vibrant reality seemed to her.

There was a deep groaning that Hogla had never heard in her life. There were cries and 
imprecations everywhere. There were howls, moos and growls of animals that Hogla had never 
heard. And there were strange sounds that seemed to come from every wall, every beam, every 
shelf, every board, every stud, as if the very inert structure of the houses were groaning pitifully. 

There were tiny pops unrecognizable to the artist’s sleepy ears. Nor could Hogla distinguish the 
strange smells she perceived. They were very pleasant smells, horrendously mixed with other fetid, 
sulfurous smells, but always different from those of human excrement and animal dung, with which 
she was familiar, as well as all the inhabitants of the region.

And that deep, persistent moaning, which at times was interrupted, and then came to her attention 
again... she could neither define nor identify it in her slowly receding somnolence. It was like an 
ultra-human, infra-human, indefinable moaning, of vibrations whose frequency was in accordance 
with the visceral involuntary heartbeat that Hogla was inexplicably beginning to experience.  The 
mood began to freeze in all her guts. A dreadful, unintelligible, unrecognizable fear was rising from 
the depths of sleep.

But what had certainly awakened Hogla was that unexpected movement: a rhythmic, rhythmic 
movement, like the movement of a coy, like the movement of a small boat in a storm on the sea 
of Cineret or the sea of Tiberias. That strange unexpected movement brought to Hogla’s mind, 
still half-drunk from half-digested sleep, an experience that she had made extra-human efforts to 
eradicate from her memory. And now, in less than the blink of an eye, it was all there again, present, 
alive, claiming all her undivided attention. It was not possible. It was not fair. After so much and so 
persistent and so prolonged an effort? One more time? It was inconceivable to her. But there it was.  
She had awakened, and even coming out of the enveloping embrace of sleep,it was present.  She felt 
light, vulnerable, out of all control, unable to reject that rhythmic swaying.  And the miracle was not 
yet complete.

Trembling, with a dreadful unreasonable fear, as all fears are, she needed to open her eyes. But her 
body did not respond to the shouted commands coming from her brain. After repeated and unheard 
efforts, her breathing marking the same intelligent, overwhelming and uncontrollable rhythm; 
her hands and all her muscles twitching, tense to the point of pain, trying to stop that undesirable 
rhythmic and persistent movement, she opened her eyes.

She opened her eyes, but to no avail. She expected to see even white teeth behind tight lips in an 
agonized rictus. She expected to feel the rhythmic hot breath on her face and on her neck.  She 
expected to feel the weight of the world on her aching, battered body. She expected to feel the 
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distinctive smell of fresh sweat, and the hot dampness that 
invaded his most secret privacy. But he saw nothing. She felt 

nothing. There was nothing. That monstrous intelligible rhythm 
continued relentlessly as if she were riding a dromedary on an 
endless journey back to his hometown and her father’s house.

Beginning to regain consciousness, she tried to sit up, but 
barely managed to prop herself up on one elbow on her 
bed. Her senses were in turmoil, registering that jumble of 
sensations and conflicting signals that her brain was unable 
to receive, much less register or classify in an orderly fashion 
as it should have been. She became aware of the complete 
darkness that surrounded her, and she could not find with her 
eyes the very small oil lamp, made by her own hands to suit 
her taste, which every night she kept burning on the small stool 
next to her bed. The darkness that surrounded her was total, 

enveloping, defiant.

Her ears were beginning to take over the classification of the 
noises that bombarded her from all sides. The first thing they 
were able to classify and organize were the human cries and the 
howls of the dogs, which, huddled next to the stoves or next to 
their masters, pitifully gave an account of that incomparable, 

unforgettable, incomparable experience.
Something momentously catastrophic must have been happening, 
judging by the screams that broke the dark night.  In all her life 
Gomer had never experienced such a situation.

Gomer, now fully awake, begins to realize the situation in 
which she finds herself. Groping, she manages to stoke 

some embers in the brass brazier in which they were 
kept during the night, and manages to temporarily light 
a stove. By its trembling light she inspects the room 
roughly, and realizes how disastrous the judgment of 
YHWH, praise be to His Name, has been. From among 

the debris around her, he pulls out a lamp whose oil 
had spilled, but which had not broken because it was 

on the low shelf.  She poured oil into it, lit it and 
extinguished the smoldering stove. With the lamp 
she went around the room making a thorough 
inspection of her belongings. She found, totally 
disheartened, that the smell of perfume she 
had smelled and which still permeated the air 
was due to the fact that the only alabaster 
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glass she had left filled with perfume, unopened, and which represented the total remainder of her 
savings, had fallen, broken and its contents had spilled out.  With the incident, what little of intrinsic 
value she had left in her room was gone.

She couldn’t help but think of her new workshop. What would the damage be like there? The 
house was old, older than the one she rented from her friends, so her hopes were sinking into 
despair. On the one hand, she thanked YHWH, praise His Name, for her life, because her initial 
premonition was discredited upon awakening, but on the other hand, she could find no answer to 
the viciousness with which the enemy was harassing her. Why had YHWH allowed such a disaster 
to befall her belongings? How could she open her new business if her new workshop had suffered 
such destruction as was being staged here?  It was not fair in any way.  She had sought to serve her 
God YHWH, praise His Name, but now this! How could she reconcile one thing with the other?  No 
matter how she turned this question over in her mind, she could not find a sufficiently satisfactory or 
reasonable answer.

David Vélez Sepúlveda; 
PhD in Arts, specialized in Spanish-American Literature and teacher by vocation.
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TRIBUTE TO HIS 
Based on a true story

Isaiah 53: 1-12 (New King James Version, 21st century)

From above the sun burns my skin, it is so hot that 
every drop of sweat that comes out of my pores 
dries before its rays. It burns my body that ignites 
from above. It is impossible for me to look up as 
every movement tears my exposed, lacerated and 
bloodied flesh.

My numb arms, stretched out on the wood, sever 
every muscle in the palm of my hands. Drop by 
drop distills my blood that falls from the height 
and pulverizes, mixing with the fine dust that 
covers the earth.

The cramp in my legs is inevitable. They tremble 
like a blow on a leaf; I cannot move my limbs; it 
is unbearable what every centimeter of my body 
feels. It is pain that breaks and squeezes my whole 
being, it is latent agony that no one can avoid. It is 
a token of my love.

My eyelids sticky from the blood that the 
light blow of the wind dries on my forehead. 
The thorns in my crown prevent me from 
straightening up, every time I try they embed 
themselves severely and pierce around my 
head; I am a hanging human, displayed as scum 
before mankind.

My thirsty tongue brushes my mouth, my lips dry 
and cracked for several days without enjoying 
the spring of a glass of water. In my throat is 
stuck the pain that all this causes me, there is 
no way out, there are no cries of anguish, much 
less words of clemency.

Here I am with an unpleasant appearance, an 
offal who, according to the accusing looks down 
there, deserves to be here. Their contempt led 
me to be discarded as a criminal. The worst 
of punishments are the mockeries they have 
carved on this wood. 

love
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All watch, many mock, few weep. They look at my 
body on this cross that was not my size. I thirst! 
Perhaps provoked more by the bitterness of their 
hearts. I am hot! For the flame of contempt and 
their lack of judgment, like fire, burn my soul.

Every wound received pierced my skin, my 
muscles succumbed weakly. The physical 
exhaustion is visible. The deep pain that 
transcends is unbearable, it is the soul that 
suffers, it is my being that agonizes for blind and 
selfish humanity. Even my silence is questionable. 

I am a crucified lamb, unjustly sentenced to 
death. All for love. Love they refused to know. 
Love that desisted from its calling. Love ignored 
by their stubbornness and misjudgments. Love 
they tried to mutilate with their own hands. Love 
that they murdered, hanging him from a tree.

But they were wrong about something. My 
sacrifice is an offering, for the purpose of my 
immolation was for love, for love I endured, 
mute, putting aside my divinity to present myself 
to you as human. For this love that surpasses 
even death, you hanged me.

Out of love I went through this process as it was 
a masterfully structured plan in heaven since 
before the creation of man. Unbeknownst to 
you, we were prepared. The divinity of heaven, 
represented in three persons with the sole 
purpose of saving you through my birth, work, 
sacrifice and resurrection.

Do you understand now? You can approach with 
confidence as you are at this moment, I don’t 
care about your condition, I went through the 
same thing. If my arms were stretched out on 
the tree to show you my love, right now they are 
still in the same position, with the difference that 

I can embrace your soul with an embrace.
Just come closer. And let me show you - if you 
still doubt, after all that I told you before - the 
evidence shown in my Word. I will show you that 
my love heals your wounds, those that no one 
can see, only you and me; that no one feels, no 
one but you and me.

I am no longer hanging on the unheard-of wood, 
even the tomb is empty. From heaven I notice that 
you are looking for me with your wounded gaze. 
There I am, waiting for you to call me, waiting for 
you to look for me. I am still in the same place, 
waiting for you. Longing for that moment of 
intimacy between you and me.

It will hurt, yes, it hurt me too. But it will pass, 
it is a matter of having faith and allowing the 
process to take its course. You will no longer be 
alone, I will not leave you halfway; if you allow 
me, I will accompany you until you are free from 
your chains, from your painful past.

Give me the opportunity to be part of your 
liberation. Only I can do it, but I will not do it 
without your consent. Remember: I love you, my 
desire and purpose is that you come and live here 
eternally with me. Know me, live for me, live in 
such a way that others will follow me through 
you. For the change in your life will be a blessing 
to you and to all those around you.

Yessi de Guzmán. 
Growing prose writer, passionate reader. Follower of Christ. Wife and mother. Originally from “The 

Thumb of America”, El Salvador.
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In a youth service, the pastor asked, 
“What is the fruit of sin?” 

A young man said, “What? Isn’t it the apple? 

J. H. R., Arequipa, Arequipa, Peru.

The fruit of sin
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OUR NEWS
SOUTH CENTRAL AMERICAN UNION

Due to the fact that our Union consists of two countries: Costa 
Rica and Nicaragua, and because of the complex situation prior to 
the elections in the latter, the certifications in that country were 
made separately by the three local fields. Two of them on October 
20, together with the certification made by the Inter-American 
Division, and the other on October 21.

During the day, the participants enjoyed lunch together with their 
children.
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OUR NEWS
WESTERN VENEZUELAN UNION

Seven companions from a local field gathered to celebrate 
certification on October 20. They achieved all levels and 8 
more sisters were motivated to advance, as they are new 
to the ministry and are learning with all encouragement 
and desire to do well, reports SIEMA Union director Raíza 
Ramírez.


