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Just a few months ago, the year began and we had new dreams, plans, and 
resolutions. How have you fared during these past weeks? Will you reach the 
goals you had proposed? Will that dream you have longed for become a reality? 
It is possible that by now it would be easy to become saddened because you see 
yourself so far away from obtaining that goal you had enthusiastically set for 
the new year, or possibly you simply forgot about it due to all the new pressures 
and challenges you face. Regardless, there are proposals that can be renewed, 
especially those that contribute to expanding our relationship with the Supreme 
Being.  

Please join me in reading this beautiful promise found in the book of Psalms: 
“For this God is our God, for ever and ever; He will be our guide even to the end.” 
(Psalms 48:14. New International Version). These words found in the Holy Bible 
constitute a beautiful promise that invites us to remember that we all have a God 
that is our God.  We could paraphrase the Psalm and say, “Because this God is my 
God.” The phrase my God is a confirmation of the idea that we have a personal 
God with whom we are able to sustain a deep relationship, one that with certainty 
we know He is my God. What a blessing it is to live each day with the security that 
God guides us in every circumstance, including beyond death! The present-day 
version of the Bible translates this Psalm cited above as:  “Our God is an eternal 
God, who will forever guide our lives!” How nice it is to be able to take each step, 
each day, under any goal or objective, confident that He is guiding our paths. This 
means that with Him there are no failed dreams or uncertainties, but instead a 
infallible guide, who will bring to fruition there essential desires of our existence, 
as the All Powerful God that He is. 

We still stand before opportunity. Prayer, the study of the Bible, and the reading 
of the Spirit of Prophecy are practical priorities in our life. They will allow for our 
relationship with God to grow deeper and more personal each day. In this manner, 
we will be able to move forward with confidence because we have a God, our 
God, who guides us even beyond death, and of course, also among the personal 
priorities of our day to day lives. .

What a marvelous God we have!

Cecilia Iglesias
Associate Ministerial Secretary 

Is My
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Cori Villarreal Escobar de Helena, 
id doughter and pastor’s wife, mother and of two children. She writes to us from Miami.  

It’s very common for the church’s where our Father worked to identify us as, “the 
pastor’s kids,” however, I believe that it is important to note that we are also the 
children of a “SHEPHERDESS.”

While my father tended to his work, my sister and I were always united in his ministry 
through the bonds my mother fervently formed and fi rmly created in our home, via 
our daily tasks that despite being routine, were intentional. While it’s true that she 
had never pictured herself to be a pastor’s wife, she maintained a clear conviction of 
serving God and the importance of leaving a spiritual legacy for her children.  

She was always involved in church activities, but above all else,  the spiritual activities 
of our home. To tell you the truth, I am very forgetful, however, in my mind our family 
worship and devotionals are present. The preparations for Sabbath, the awareness of 
being daughters of God, the intercessory prayers for my father and the ministry that 
he managed, the church service, the preparations and joy of having everything ready 
whenever he returned from a long trip, and the powerful phrase: “He must become 
greater, I must become less” (John3:30).

There are honestly many reasons to be grateful for and recognize the unending labor 
of a “Pastor’s Wife” within the harmonious balance of the pastoral family. In my opinion 
the essential role of a mother at home and the balance of supporting the church con-
gregation is important.  A mother’s care is refl ected in the way in which her children 
act in different environments of life. It’s true that each child makes their own choices 
and has their own personality, but in each phase the mother-son or mother-daughter 
relationship is evident. 

Many “Pastor’s Kids,” like myself, would agree with me when I say that it’s thanks to 
the constant presence of our mothers and the physical representation of our father’s 
she embodied (When he was not present), as the reason why today we live a life of 
satisfaction in fulfi lling the commandment to “Honor our father and our mother…” 
(Exo. 20:12). 

Generally our SHEPHERDESS mothers are known as “a.ka.” the Pastor’s Wife, and I 
believe that many of us as pastor’s wives (Because I am one too now), receive that 
“title.” However, “the title” obviously fails to express the practical signifi cance of be-
ing a pastor’s wife and mother. For me, as daughter of a SHEPHERDESS, the crucial 
curriculum of motherhood  is far more important than university titles; it is a spiritual 
balance worthy of being recognized and I would like to share it with you in the follow-
ing portion, since it may be helpful in fulfi lling your duties. 

1. Pastoral Ministry is sacred. My mother always made it a point to say that Pasto-
ral Ministry is a sacred call and for this reason, all that comes along with it is equally 
sacred. This encompassed our leadership in the church and that of the church lead-
ership itself, even our families use of fi nances. I never heard negative words spoken 
about a church leader, we were always taught to respect and value our leaders. From 
local leadership all the way up to the administration and world leadership. The fo-
cus was always the mission and the importance of valuing each functioning church 
ministry, keeping in mind the premise that we belong to an organized church. Every 
fi nancial, physical, social, academic resource, etc. that we had (And have) is a blessing 

I AM ALSO 

 OF A SHEPHERDESS
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from God bestowed upon us through the 
church organization. We must be very 
careful in not misusing them!

2. Daughters of God. My parents al-
ways emphasized the responsibility 
my sister and I had in being daughters 
of God.  From my fi rst memory, I knew 
clearly that I was a daughter of God, and 
as such, I have responsibilities and priv-
ileges that come with that identity. My 
mother focused on anchoring us in our 
identity of belonging to the kingdom of 
God. This made the typical title of, “The 
pastor’s daughters,” more bearable, 
since our identity was a daughter of God.   
My mother seriously took on the task of 
ensuring that our Heavenly Father was 
always present, since my earthly father 
frequently traveled and would be ab-
sent, every time he left we cried, but my 
mom always reminded us of the pres-
ence of our Heavenly Father and urged 
us to remember we were daughters of 
God who always took care of us. 

3. Temple of the Holy Spirit. While we 
were not strict vegetarians at home, 
there were never any meats, fried foods, 
sodas, sweets, coffee, etc. They weren’t 
even within our reach, or in our menu, 
and didn’t make up part of what we con-
sumed. We always had salad and fruit 
present. It’s interesting that even though 
we attended Adventist schools, we were 
always bullied because our lunches con-
sisted of fruits and grains. Physical ac-
tivities were part of our daily routine, but 
something that was also included during 
this time was hygiene and our sexuality. 
To get into the habit of showering at cer-
tain ages in life can be diffi cult, but when 
we entered our teen years, this became 
a priority. My mother always made sure 
to watch our friendships, especially how 
we interacted with the opposite sex. I 
recall that she helped us understand 
these relationships better by motivating 
and promoting a healthy relationship 
between my sister and I and our father. 
As daughters, we reaffi rmed our individ-
ual sexuality by maintaining a healthy 
relationship with our father fi gure. This 
may be complicated, given that our fa-
thers (pastors) are absorbed by differ-
ent activities, responsibilities, and by the 
church members.  However, encourag-
ing quality time and family privacy is es-
sential for acquiring our role and identity 
related to our sexuality. This way, we un-
derstand the sanctity of our bodies, their 
exclusivity, and the responsibility to care 
for them.  

4. Intercessory Prayer.  On several occasions, we would go before “the throne of 
grace.” Every situation provided a motive to speak with God. Sometimes, as a teenag-
er, the amount of prayers seemed my mother engaged in seemed strange to me and 
fi nding my mother “talking to herself” was almost she was in a monologue. Howev-
er, now through personal experience I have come to understand that speaking with 
God is not just talking to myself.  My mother’s prayers varied from daily petitions to 
structured lists of prayers with the date they were answered. This included our family 
all the way up to the global church mission, and don’t think that I know this because 
the prayers were just a repetition of the unending list, no! I know this because of the 
above mentioned  intentional explanation of those petitions and motives for gratitude; 
aside from the constant prayers for my father, his ministry, and the international col-
porteurs. My father’s ministry and those involved in it were a constant motivation for 
prayer in my family. It is because of this that   I still pray for all the colporteurs at the 
worldwide level and for publication ministries. We came to love what my father was 
passionate about. 

5. God is a God of order. My poor mother; she says that my daughter is a lot like me, 
so raising me and teaching me to be organized must have not been easy. Just like 
with any great teacher, repetition was her ally, “God is a God of order,” so everything 
must be organized! From the smallest to the large projects. The task of teaching us to 
prioritize must have been diffi cult because our personalities even as sister’s are very 
different, hence this principal required discipline and on occasion consequences. But 
always with a, “Thus says the Lord,” she made it clear that, “God was a God of order.” 
Time and time again the Bible characters became vivid teachers.
   
6. Giving and Service.  The fi rst thing we were taught to do was separate our tithe, 
offerings, and our savings. From a Young age these were terms that we knew and 
dealt with. Furthermore, taking the initiative, collaborating, and seeing what areas we 
could be of service in were all a given within our home and church, but they were to 
be done with gratitude and joy (Psalms 100:4).  Each time we were blessed as a con-
sequence of our stewardship and giving spirit, our family saw this as worthy of praise; 
serving others provided a personal satisfaction that all of heaven rejoiced in.   I don’t 
know if on some occasion we hosted angels, but on several occasions, I have opened 
the doors of my home to a diversity of people in need. 

7. “Head, not Tail”. Without the shadow of a doubt, I am not the most outstanding 
Seventh-Day Adventist in the world, but this phrase represented the motivation to 
learn and overcome whatever situation we were facing. Leaving behind our own per-
sonal decisions, our focus was clear: Endeavor to do better than you have up until now. 
My parents were always learning. Always reading, studying, and trying to surpass 
their limitations, serving wherever they were, giving their best. They instilled this in us.  
To think and analyze was the purpose. Grow and outdo ourselves. Competing with oth-
ers was not the objective. Any arrogance for presuming achievements was unfounded. 
What was important was learning, and in this way, serve to the best of our abilities, at 
home, in our community, and in the church

8. Practical spirituality. My mother had a delicious way of introducing our family. 
We would bake bread or cookies and place a biblical message along with them, then 
shared these baked goods with our neighbors. This opened the door for us to plan 
neighborhood evangelistic meetings in our home. She became friends with non-Ad-
ventist neighbors.  At church, she was always involved in training and service. 

Up to this point I have highlighted what was of most signifi cance for me, although to-
day I am “a retired Pastor’s kid,” because my parents are “retired,” as a mother and as 
a SHEPHERDESS I am taking the initiative. Even though this article is dedicated to the 
recognition of the work my mother did for me and my sister, it’s also a recognition of 
all the SHEPHERDESS mother’s, that as faithful administrators of their homes, have 
known how to be “ONE” with their husband’s in Christ, and extended representatives 
of their husbands at home. It truly is a great privilege to be a daughter of a SHEP-
HERDESS, so, “honor to whom honor is due.” Thank you SHEPHERDESS mother’s, for 
accepting this challenge. 
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Rut Herrera de Delgado,
Eastern Conference/ Cuban Union 

She was a woman and a slave. Her fate 
in life was humble and her burden hea-
vy. However, the world has not received 
such great benefi ts via another woman, 
with the exception of Mary of Nazareth. Of 
whom do I speak? Yes, of Jochebed, the 
mother of Moses.  

Knowing that her son would soon be in the 
care of those who did not know God, she 
exerted all her efforts with much fervor in 
uniting her soul with heaven (Education, 
pg.58). She tried to instill a reverence for 
God and the love of truth and justice; and 
prayed fervently for him to be preserved 
from any corrupting infl uences. She ins-
tructed him the senselessness and sin of 
idolatry, and from an early age she taught 
him to kneel and pray to the living God, the 

“Train up a child in the way he should go: and when 
he is old, he will not depart from it.”  (Prov. 22: 6).

INSTRUCTION,
SACRED 

MISSION
A 
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only One who could hear him and help him 
in any emergency.

She kept the boy as long as she could, but 
was obliged to give him up when he was 
about twelve years old. From his humble 
cabin home he was taken to the royal pa-
lace, to the daughter of Pharaoh, “and he 
became her son.” Yet even here he did not 
lose the impressions received in child-
hood. The lessons learned at his mother’s 
side could not be forgotten. They were a 
shield from the pride, the infi delity, and the 
vice that fl ourished amid the splendor of 
the court.  

How far-reaching in its results was the 
infl uence of that one Hebrew woman, and 
she an exile and a slave! The whole future 
life of Moses, the great mission which he 
fulfi lled as the leader of Israel, testifi es to 
the importance of the work of the Chris-
tian mother. There is no other work that 
can equal this. To a very great extent the 
mother holds in her own hands the des-
tiny of her children. She is dealing with 

developing minds and characters, working 
not alone for time, but for eternity. She is 
sowing seed that will spring up and bear 
fruit, either for good or for evil. She has 
not to paint a form of beauty upon canvas 
or to chisel it from marble, but to impress 
upon a human soul the image of the divine. 
Especially during their early years the res-
ponsibility rests upon her of forming the 
character of her children. The impressions 
now made upon their developing minds 
will remain with them all through life. Pa-
rents should direct the instruction and tra-
ining of their children while very young, to 
the end that they may be Christians. (Pa-
triarchs and Prophets, pg. 244). 

When I read about this important topic, I 
sense  my entire being moved when consi-
dering the great responsibility that I have 
in preparing my children to confront the 
seductive and perverse wave of infl uen-
ce that will surround them. Am I really 
following through on such a sacred task? 
Will I be able to stand before God with my 
children standing next to me like Joche-
bed? 

Dear sisters, it is not with our wisdom or 
the accumulation of theories and philoso-
phies that we can daily bring our children 
into God’s presence. It is not with money, 
conveniences, or gifts that they can ob-
tain the unmatched treasure of eternal 
life. There is no human strength capa-
ble of confronting the malevolent plans 
the enemy has to destroy the lives of our 
children. We just can’t, not even with our 
“strong maternal will.”  

God and only God can overcome this ba-
ttle that surpasses our limits and human 
skills. This is why, just like Jacob, we 
need to grab onto the arm of the Almigh-
ty, our Savior, and pray day and night for 
His presence to reign in our hearts and in 
the hearts of our family. “For it is not with 
armies or our own strength” that such a 
critical battle is won, but “with the Holy 
Spirit of God” that our children will be 
taken from eternal death and placed in the 
loving arms of the King of Kings, and Lord 
of Lords. 

Teach your children to love and fear the 
Lord. Train your child within the love and 
fear of Gad. Ensure that the family wor-
ship time is a joyful one, where everyone 
can express the wonders that Gad does 
for them.  Teach them by example and 
precept who God is for you. Constantly 
present them before the throne of mercy; 
the Lord has wondrous ways of attracting 
your children through His divine love that 
fl ows from His heart. 

Trust in God’s divine promises. “God will 
never leave you, nor forsake you.” Your 
children, are  His children. He formed 
them, you are only the human means they 
need from which they may reconnect with 
their Creator. Very soon, the heavens will 
open and the Lord will reunite the earthly 
with the heavenly family. The King longs 
to connect with you and shower you with 
the greatest blessing that you so desire: 
To happily live with your loved ones  for all 
eternity. 

Do not fear, God is by your side. He will fi -
ght your battles and save your children. 
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Within the wings of happiness, time seems 
to sublimate itself without a trace, and 
fade into nothingness. It seems sometimes 
to almost blend itself until it stretches out 
into eternity, not allowing us to retain a 
part of it in our hands. Clinging to each slit 
between our fi ngers, every crease in our 
skin where we long to retain and extend 
those moments of joy. The wise men of 
old said with good reason, “All time passed 
was better.” 

Gomer had grown, now a beautiful 
young girl who was coming out of the 
cocoon of early childhood. On her part, 
Hannah dedicated every minute of the 
day to educate Gomer and prepare her 
to become her right hand; well, who  
was already transforming into her best 
friend, confi dant, and the light of her eyes. 
Although they were always together, 
Hannah felt that there was never enough 
time to enjoy her precious daughter’s 
company, she had dreamed of this for so 
long, now it was a reality in her life. She 
could barely contain her joy in caring 
for her daughter; Hannah was deeply 
content. That happiness overfl owed from 
Hannah’s heart and was shared with all of 
the family, as well as the neighbor’s who 
were fortunate, with whom she shared 
on frequent occasions her delightful daily 
tasks. 
At seven years of age, Gomer was more 

David Vélez-Zepúlveda; Doctor of Arts, 
specialized in Hispanic-American Literature 

and vocational professor. 

SEVEN
  YEARS

(Gomer, story continued…)
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beautiful than the most expensive jewel that hung from the queen’s necklace. Her bright 
intelligence had advanced through the games that her mother planned for her. Gomer 
had a tremendous imagination, which Hannah, innately and with insight, cultivated 
and guided towards spiritual and eternal things.  Her personality was sweet and very 
balanced. The girl was stable, secure in herself, responsible, trustworthy, honorable, 
honest, keen. A perfect refl ection and continuation of her mother, who was attentive to 
every detail of her growth in character, such as the cultivation of social graces and the 
religious devotion of the precious girl, whose preciousness Hannah recognized to a tee, 
and guided with wisdom.  

 In every corner of town, Hannah and Diblaim’s daughter was praised. She was the 
center of attention wherever they went. She stood out among all her little friends of the 
same age for her lush and abundant brown locks. The beautiful natural curls shined all 
the way down the middle of her back. Her delicate cinnamon skin, smooth and healthy, 
a characteristic of childhood did not seem to be adversely affected by the summer sun. 
It shone perfect, without any blemish.    

Her eyes were, without a doubt, possibly the most distinctive characteristic that this 
precious little girl possessed. They were an unidentifi able hazel color that changed  
tones depending on what clothes she was wearing and the sunlight that fell on them 
which would give her face an air of sweetness, charm, and unmatched beauty. Her long 
dark lashes encircled them in a halo of mischief and undecipherable mystery. They 
possessed a profound depth that was intriguing and attractive to her little friends. At 
times, due to some childhood triviality, those eyes would get annoyed and become 
indescribable, feminine, threatening, and awe-inspiring.    

 -“Mommy, Gomer looked at me!” - Mikal detested, Jael’s little girl and Hannah’s 
neighbor, while entering her house in terror seeking her mother’s arms. 
 -“But,What happened?  Just a little while ago you were playing so well!”
 -“Yes, but I was the baby and I wanted to be the mom.”
-“And, what did she say my love? Did she do something to you?”
-“No, but she looked at me and she didn’t let me be the mom!”
 -“Well, come and help me for a minute my love. When we fi nish cleaning the 
house, I will play with you for a little bit.”
 -“Can I be the mom now, Mommy?”
 -“Of course you can my love! Come, I will be the little girl and you will be 
my mom. You are cleaning the house and I am your helper.” Entering into her role as 
daughter, she placed a sheepskin towel on the girl’s hand, then added, raising her voice 
to a high pitch, imitating her little girl, “Mommy, I want to play with you.” 

As they continued with their domestic tasks, daughter and mother, Jael and Mikal, 
exchanged roles for those delightful minutes of play in which that little girl would never 
forget and would learn to give orders lovingly and to be obeyed like every mother. Life 
seemed to radiate an exquisite brilliance with unequivocal happiness, and incomparable 
justice. She would also be an excellent mother one day, and would pretend to be the 
daughter with her little four year old.   

In the meantime, Gomer continued being the mom nearby where she played in the 
backyard of her home. It was her castle, where she was mom, queen, and ruler of her 
precious world of pretend and fantasy. 

Hannah’s happiness knew no limits as she watched her little girl grow joyfully, 
beautifully, and healthy. Truthfully, YHWH, the living God, powerful and sublime, glory 
be to His Name, had followed through with His promise and gone beyond all of Hannah’s 
expectations. He had given her reasons to praise Him, render honor and adoration.  He 

had yet again fulfi lled his promise made 
to the matriarch, Sarai, when he changed 
her name to Sarah: princess. Now she, 
Hannah, could laugh with joy in the fulfi lled 
promise. All of her family and neighbors 
shared in Hannah’s joy that overfl owed, 
and made itself more apparent each day 
as the little girl grew. As she glimpsed 
the ripening spear that was beginning 
to announce itself, present itself in the 
green spear; seasoned fruit, extravagant, 
that very soon would become a graceful 
woman that all admired for her multiple 
and special gifts.  
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One of my favorite Psalms is number 23. In it I fi nd wonderful 
promises for my life. It is also indicated as the most known and 
beautiful poem in the world. It’s deep content warms the soul 
and spirit, not only of those that fi nd themselves in the valley,  
of affl iction, but also of those that fi nd joy in reading it. This 
meditation from the Psalmist offers promises of permanence 
that provide peace, delight and comfort the bereaved soul. 

David wrote this Psalm because amidst his sadness and 
loneliness, he was certain that God would care for him in every 
circumstance. He knew that what was to come would not be 
easy, but in God he would fi nd that pastor who would guide his 
path. 

We have made this a personal promise in our home, not only 
for the assurance and comfort it gives, but also because on 

many occasions it has given us peace and hope. Even in times of 
affl iction. We also believe that every day we are confronted with 
challenges in our home, at church, and also with our children, 
brethren, and friends. It is then that we hold on to this inspiring 
message that moves us to trust each day in the care of our 
Creator.  

In 2014, Psalm 23 became, like never before, an inspiration in 
our home. I remember that in October my family and I were 
preparing for evangelistic meetings within our church district. 
We had invited a pastor for the event who was coming from 
Colombia. For two weeks we fervently prayed for God to pour out 
His spirit during these meetings, and for many to give their lives 
to Jesus. With the guidance of our Heavenly Father, the support 
of our church and each one of the brethren, the results were 
better than what we expected. 

Shirley Chacón de Casiá; Costa Rican, married to 
Pastor Pedro Casia and mother of two children (Pedro 
Luis and Abigail). Ministerial Secretary for the Western 
Guatemalan Conference. 

IS MY SHEPHERD I SHALL NOT WANT
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After organizing all the preparations, 
invitations, visitations, and more, that 
long awaited week arrived. Every day new 
individuals were giving their lives to Jesús. 
However, we were aware that the enemy 
was not happy at all, and would attempt to 
spoil God’s work. I vividly recall on October 
5th, the last day of the meetings, our 
church would close with a great spiritual 
party and we were going to prepare a large 
dinner for all the new members that found 
salvation from sin during that week. During 
the afternoon I met with the women of the 
church to complete last minute details 
and ensure that nothing was missing. 

During the last night of the meetings I had 
decided to leave my cellphone at home. I 
knew I would not need it and if I did need 
to make a call I could use my husband’s 
phone. Everything was ready, so we set 
out on our way to the church, joyful in the 
successes obtained and the one’s to come 
that night. A few minutes prior to the 
speaker closing his sermon, my husband’s 
cellphone began to ring, he looked at his 
phone and then asked me, “Why are you 
calling me if I’m right next to you?” A bit 
perturbed, I looked at him and said, “My 
love, I am not calling you, I left my phone 
at home, I don’t have it with me, I left it 
charging.” He then told me, “But it’s your 
number that is calling me.”

It was then that worry overcame us and 
began thinking that something was not 
right at home. We decided to leave the 
church without anyone noticing and go 
quickly to make sure everything was okay, 
then quickly return to the meeting. But 
right before leaving the church, the pastor 
asked for me to go up front and have a 
special prayer for the new members of 
the church, while my husband and he 
prepared for the baptisms.  

As I began praying, I claimed the promises 
in Psalm 23. I declared them with 
assurance and trust in God, I asked Him to 
especially protect our home. The church 

members, a bit confused, asked us what 
was happening, however, there was no 
time for explanations. We only wanted to 
get home and make sure nothing bad was 
happening. We quickly said our goodbye’s 
to the brethren. 

It took 10 minutes to get home. I remember 
those minutes being the longest I’ve ever 
lived in my life. Upon arriving, we saw the 
door was open. I became terrifi ed, I was 
scared of going in and I asked my children 
not to get out of the car. I then remembered 
Psalm 23 and I began repeating that prayer 
in my head: The Lord is my Shepherd, I 
shall not want.” We entered the house 
and everything was a mess, the thieves 
had stolen a lot of our belongings. All our 
things were tossed around, my kitchen 
was unrecognizable, our computer where 
my husband stored all of his job reports 
and information was gone. The money for 
our purchases, also gone; our passports, 
and many other things, including my cell 
phone had been robbed. At that moment I 
didn’t know what to do. 

My husband hugged me and began crying 
with me. In 20 years of ministry we had 
never suffered such a misfortune. How 
was it possible that this was happening to 
us? We knew that Satan was angry with 
us and desired for us to give up and turn 
against God. We tried to calm ourselves. 
A few minutes later we decided to call 
the police and fi le a report. Especially 
concerning the personal documents that 
had been stolen that could be improperly 
used. 

I asked my children to get out of the car 
and wait outside the house, waiting for 
the police to arrive. A few minutes later, 
several cars came and parked in front 
of our home. The church members were 
worried when they heard my prayer and 
decided to come see what had happened. 

I had never felt so sad, but comforted at 
the same time, their acts of kindness and 

love for my husband and family made us 
feel that amidst the valley of the shadow 
of death and affl iction, we should not fear 
evil for God was with us. For an entire 
week they visited us and demonstrated 
their love within our home. Many of the 
belongings we had lost, they returned to 
us by purchasing them brand new! 

Oh, what a wonderful God you and I have. A 
God that does not take delight in injustice 
and calls us to not fear evil because He is 
always with His children. Two years have 
passed since that sad time and we still 
fi nd joy from the unquestionable evidence 
of His special care for our family. 

On occasion, we are forced to enter 
the battlefi eld and wrestle with the 
circumstances that we see as greater 
than ourselves, but it is during those times 
where we can hold on, like never before, to 
the promises of Psalm 23, remembering 
that the Lord is our Shepherd and we shall 
not want of anything.
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¿Have you ever had to move? I have, on several occasions, and honestly, it’s not at all the 
most gratifying experience. Starting with the packing of EVERYTHING! A diffi cult task 
if you are a hoarder like me! Then it really becomes a headache. Additionally, leaving 
behind the people and the place that you have called home, tends to be burdensome.  
Change is never easy. 

The Israelites become experts in moving, they had to go from place to place and the tru-
th is, I feel sorry for them! But I feel the most empathy towards, Moses, who had patien-
ce, because those people sure did complain! On one occasion, the Lord told Moses to 
begin moving towards the Promise Land; Moses then shared the news with the people 
of Israel and as always, they protested. So Moses went to speak with God again concer-
ning the new changes, but there is something within this conversation that I absolutely 
love. “ Moses said to the LORD, “You have been telling me, ‘Lead these people,’ but you 
have not let me know whom you will send with me. You have said, ‘I know you by name 
and you have found favor with me.’  If you are pleased with me, teach me your ways so 
I may know you and continue to fi nd favor with you. Remember that this nation is your 
people.” The LORD replied, “My Presence will go with you, and I will give you rest.”  Then 
Moses said to him, “If your Presence does not go with us, do not send us up from here.” 
(Exodus 33:12-15). 

Based off of these words found in the Bible, I believe that movement can be divided into 
two types: The kind that is approved by God, and the one that lacks His approval.  Ulti-
mately, we commonly decide to make certain changes in our lives without asking God to 
accompany us. We believe that we have everything under control.  We pack our things, 
take what we feel is most important, and in the end, we are frequently wrong about the 
destination.

On the other hand, there are the changes that are divinely approved. These can also be 
classifi ed as: The change that God approves of upon being consulted, and the change 
that He has proposed to us, even though it was not part of our plans. Out of the two, I 
believe that last one is that most diffi cult to undertake because sometimes it is hard for 
us to accept what God is asking of us, the change of plans that He is presenting before 
us. They say that having faith in God includes having faith in His timing.  We could say 
that God is forever a complex strategist when dealing with our fi nite minds; He puts 
together puzzle pieces in a very strange manner! But of one thing I am certain, the fi nal 
results are always wonderful. 

Cathy Turcios; is a member of the Seventh-Day Adventist Church in Honduras and is part of the group, 
Frooct, a musical project dedicating to producing music to praise God and help people in need.  

If you are experiencing a strange change 
today, one of those that God asks you to 
simply just do and you still don’t unders-
tand, I want to point out to you a special 
portion of the conversation between Mo-
ses and the Lord. “Then Moses said, “Now 
show me your glory.” And the LORD said, “I 
will cause all my goodness to pass in front 
of you, and I will proclaim my name, the 
LORD, in your presence. I will have mercy 
on whom I will have mercy, and I will have 
compassion on whom I will have compas-
sion.” (Exodus 33:18-19).

God’s blessing as a part of our plans is im-
portant. Maybe you are thinking of making 
a change, but have doubts. Have you alre-
ady asked God if it is right? Or maybe God 
is asking you to move forward in a direction 
that you never would have imagined. May-
be one that you don’t want. Whatever may 
be the case, ask Him to accompany you; 
that His glory may manifest and go befo-
re you.  So when you encounter His good-
ness passing in front of you, be strong, 
don’t let your hands fail you, for there will 
always be compensation for the work you 
are doing. Remember, the Lord knows the 
plans He has for you, plans to prosper you, 
not to harm you, plans for a future and a 
hope. The time has come to trust! 

TIME TO
MOVE,

ARE YOU
   COMING?
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Viviana María Cataño Ocampo, 
Pacifi c Conference/Southern 

Colombian Union

Don’t 
Let Us
Die 
Burned!

It was 6:30 am and I was on my way to work that Wednesday morning on March 2, 2016, 
alongside my fi ve co-workers, we were traveling in the vehicle of one of the women. In 
the blink of an eye the front, rear, and side of the car was hit by a vehicle that had fallen 
from the top of the mountain. Due to the three powerful impacts on the vehicle I went 
into a state of shock: Everything became black around me, the silence inundated my 
space and I asked myself if I was alive or dead. As I internally debated this topic, the 
car suddenly went up in fl ames as I heard a desperate scream come from one of my 
colleagues, “Open a door, we are going to burn up!” 

I immediately witnessed people getting out of their cars and trying to open the doors to 
our car. All of their efforts resulted in failure, the doors were completely stuck.  In that 
moment, I began crying out to God, saying to Him, “Lord, we don’t die in this crash...
please, don’t allow us to die in the fi re. Save us, please.”

Then, in a totally miraculous manner, the door next to me opened, I fell out onto the road 
and my colleagues fell on top of me. Two of them managed to get out of the vehicle and 
one was laying on me. Both of us were so affected that we couldn’t manage to move 
from that spot. Again, I cried out to God, “Lord, give me the strength to get out of here, 
save us from dying in the fi re.” Immediately, just like in fi ctional movies, the Lord permit-
ted my body to be able to turn with force and I managed to push my colleague who was 
on top of me. I rolled and rolled until some people were fi nally able to help me up. It was 
then that I began looking for my other colleagues that had been sitting in the front of the 
car, I didn’t see them, so I became increasingly desperate. I continued to pray, “Lord, let 
all of us be alive and well. It would not be a miracle if I am okay, but one of my friend’s 
dies. Lord, work for all of us.” While I prayed and searched, in the distance I was able to 
see my colleague who was driving laying on the road. 

All of us went to where she was and stopped to look at each other and inspect one an-
other. What a miracle! We were all perfectly safe, the only blood that anyone had was 
a small scratch from an earring on one of my colleague’s neck, near her ear. Behind 
us there was another accident that had occurred because of ours. The people in their 
vehicle and a woman who was on a motorcycle were all unharmed, even though the 
motorcyclist had gone underneath the car. The man who had caused the accident, due 
falling asleep, was a doctor and had been coming home from a hospital rotation, but was 
also safe and sound. 

We all hugged and cried tears of joy and gratitude to God. We were not ashamed as 
we yelled out and cried out to God, “Thank you, thank you, a thousand thanks oh Lord, 
for this new opportunity of life.” It was an audible prayer and those that were near us 
clapped with excitement. 

On that day, just like every Wednesday, my husband had a 5:00 am service at church. 
I called him around 6:40am and he was still there with several brethren who immedi-
ately prayed giving thanks to God, but the most beautiful thing was to hear my spouse’s 
words, “God always takes care of His children, and today, like every day, I prayed for you, 
but today’s pray was specifi cally for your life. I love you.”   

The two cars were a total loss, but we had a new opportunity at life. This is how God 
works for His children. 
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Christine Amundson; served as a missionary with her husband in Honduras beginning in 1973. Later 
served in Rwanda and the Ivory Coast in the African continent.  She retired in 2016 as a translator for 
the Inter-American Division. 

Now that I am in my seventies, I realize 
with astonishment how God has, from the 
beginning, a purpose for each person’s life 
like He had for mine. God wants to deliv-
er hope and a future to everyone. His plan 
is to fill our lives with meaning and direc-
tion; He invites us to share the love that 
He has manifested through the life, death, 
and resurrection of Jesus. Thank you God 
for such countless blessings and rewards, 
as we follow in the steps and example of 
Jesus. 

find meaning to life and I gradually began 
to allow existential philosophy, which was 
popular at the time, to influence me. 

Eleven years later I met my future hus-
band, who had come from the United 
States to visit Paris. Under these provi-
dential circumstances my life began to 
change. I traveled to the United States and 
met his Adventist family in Redlands, Cal-
ifornia; it was there that I discovered the 
message of hope and salvation through 
faith and grace that God offers us each 
one of us. During this time I was studying 
the teachings of Daniel and Revelation 
with the local pastor and everything began 
to make sense. It seemed that the puzzle 
pieces of my life that had been dispersed 
everywhere began to come together and 
unite, finally forming the wonderful face 
of Jesus as the center of my life and the 
blessing of my existence. Immediately af-
ter our wedding, my husband and I dedi-
cated our lives to mission service, first in 
Honduras, later in Africa, and lastly at the 
Inter-American Division.

“For I know the plans I have for you,” de-
clares the LORD, “plans to prosper you 
and not to harm you, plans to give you 
hope and a future.” (Jeremiah 29:11)

This Bible verse is very profound; when I 
stop and reflect on my life, the echoes of 
its words resound. I was born in France to 
a family of seven girls and one boy. I grew 
up in the 40s and 50s, just after World War 
II. My parents were traditional Catholics 
and  would send us to Catechism every 
week, but they did not attend church ex-
cept during special events like baptisms, 
communions, weddings, and funerals.    
  
When I was twelve years old I had been 
deeply moved by the love, the life of sacri-
fice, and the death of Jesus, but at the age 
of 15 I stopped going to church.  I didn’t 
understand much of what was taught 
during mass anyways, since it is all taught 
in Latin. I always wondered about the con-
trast of Christ’s humble spirit and the rich, 
mysterious exhibition of the priests in the 
church. At the same time I was trying to 

GOD
GAVE MEANING
     TO MY LIFE
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Lic. Débora Suárez de Abreu,
SHEPHERDESS director, Cuban Union.

Upon completion of our Bachelor’s degree in Religion, we were returning to our assigned 
place of work. I unintentionally began thinking about the future. We had only been in that 
location for three months, so I had a suspicion come over me and I mentioned to my 
husband, “What would you think if when we get back we find out that they are moving 
us to another district?” He only stared back at me in silence. However, that Friday 
afternoon, my suspicions became reality when the district pastor, our supervisor, visited 
us and announced, “You have been transferred.” Our surprise grew when he told us that 
we would be placed in the church that the district pastor attended.   

At this point we could not imagine all that this announcement would bring; then an 
entire process began. Due to situations surrounding the previous pastoral family and 
their dwelling, details that won’t be shared here, we took over the responsibility of 
that church while living in another town. Unfortunately, within the church different 
perspectives began to form in regards to us. People expressed their opinions with good 
and bad intentions. We chose to wait for a “miracle” to occur; for God to resolve the 
problem that we were experiencing instead of commenting anything ourselves.

Among the many challenges of life in ministry, problems arise that put our capacity to 
wait and forgive to the test.  Especially when our hearts are in need of hearing words 
of encouragement and hope, but what hear instead is criticism and few constructive 
remarks. Our tendency is to keep these events present as a memory, as well as isolate 
ourselves and believe that we are alone when facing these challenges. It’s true that 
every beginner expects to face trials during their journey in service, but not that these 
trials primarily come from people who you anticipated support and guidance from.  

If you have begun your journey in ministry, you will need a large portion of forgiveness, but 
above all, to forgive companions that like yourself walk down this path.  The dynamics 
that are experienced put our character to the test, and the reactions are not always what 
they should be. In working for others, we need each ounce of energy to help them and 
the lack of forgiveness would not allow us to move past our hurt feelings.   However, the 
gospel that we preach gives freedom to all and “the blood of Jesus that cleanses us,” 
not just of our sins, but also of those negative feelings that we could harbor when faced 
with the actions of others.

In continuation with our story, during that time I became pregnant, and due to the 
symptoms that came with that state, I had to rest. Complications arose when I began 
to present arterial hypertension, which can pose serious risks to the baby. Hospital 
admissions began to become frequent until labor and delivery. Due to this, my husband’s 
role expanded, now including aside from the church, the household chores, as well as 
my hospital companion. All of this tested our capacity to wait on the Lord.

From where we lived to where we worked was a distance close to 8 km. This caused 
a problem, together with the frequency of the trips, which were two to three daily, 

the isolation of the location, the means 
of transportation used (A bicycle), and 
the late hours of the night in which my 
husband returned from the unending 
meetings and dialogues with the leaders 
of differing opinions on how to accomplish 
the church’s work, made his job exhausting 
and even dangerous. 

We should have done something, but were 
in complete ignorance as to what that 
should be. While meditating on this issue, 
the Lord told us: “ Be still and know that 
I am God.” So we decided to wait on Him. 
Another quote we reflected on that helped 
us during this difficult time was, “Whatever 
your affliction and trials, present them 
before the Lord. Your Spirit will find the 
strength to suffer through all. The path 
will be made clear so that you can free 
yourself from all that entanglement and 
difficulty. The more weak and helpless you 
feel, the stronger you will become with His 
help.” (MC pg.48).  

In the end, the problem was resolved. 
God’s hand maintained us at all times and 
looking back I thank Him for His guidance. 
some time has passed since this occurred 
and that situation helped us grow, it 
prepared us for what God had planned 
for us in the ministry. The only purpose 
in sharing this testimony is because we 
believe that it may help other families who 
might be facing a similar situation. 

I would like to share some lessons 
learned with you:

• It is necessary that we go and work to 
our assigned places of work, even when 
we believe that the conditions are not 
worthy. We should serve wherever God 
wants us to be. 

• We should be careful not to give our 
opinions or judgement regarding the 
previous pastoral family among the 
church members, this causes prejudice 
and clashing in ministry. 

• You are a daughter of God, someone 
special who has been called for a special 
purpose. Don’t allow the negative 
experiences of the past to rob you of the 
joy in service and work for others. 

• If you go beyond your human emotions 
when confronted with challenges in 
ministry, you will experience the joy of 
forgiveness, you will grow, and your soul 
will be free in Jesus Christ. 

Be still and
know that 

I am God
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I DON’T WANT TO MOVE!
“There were some changes and we are moving to Tuxpan,” were the words my husband 
spoke upon returning from a meeting with all the pastors. We were happy to accept the 
new challenge, certain that just like on other occasions, wherever God sent us, would 
be the best place to be.  

Jonathan, my nine year old and youngest son, took it as something that needed to be 
done and did not have a problem. On the other hand, Oziel, my eldest, stated with much 
conviction, “I don’t want to move.” His words impacted me as they were spoken with 
firm resolve.  Obviously, I couldn’t tell him, “Then you can stay,” nor could I say, “Even if 
you don’t want to go, you are coming with us.” He was a 13 year old that had established 
solid ties and friendships with his classmates in school and other kids in our church. 
Conscious of this, and with some concern, I tried to explain that God always guides our 
lives, but seeing that my son was firm in his stance, I asked him why he didn’t want to go. 

  “Because high school classes are in the afternoon over there and I like morning clas-
ses, and I don’t know anyone or have friends over there,” he said with seriousness. I then 
proposed that we pray so that God would make the necessary changes that would allow 
us to be happy in our new place. I knew that no matter how much I wanted to, I could 
not promise solutions to all of his objections, however, I could ask God to give my son a 
spirit of joy despite the situation so that, just like us, he could find delight in following 
God’s will. 

The next day I received a call from a friend that lived in Tuxpan. After we said our hello’s 
she proceeded to say, “You know what María Elena? The new school curriculum here in 
Tuxpan will be in the mornings.”  “What?” I introspectively asked myself, “So fast?” As 
soon as we finished our conversation I ran to my son’s room and told him, “God really 
loves and spoils you, the classes for your school in Tuxpan will be in the morning, so 
cheer up.” He looked at me and with the same seriousness from the previous day, he 
said, “Yea, but I don’t know anyone or have friends.” With a heavy heart I realized that his 
heart continued resisting God’s will. 

A day later, while I waited at his school to take him home, his Mathematics teacher, who 
held my son in high esteem, approached me and said, “Sister, would you believe it?” With 
a smile on his face, “They also are moving us to Tuxpan. I will be the principal and my 
husband a teacher.” I could hardly believe it, once more God was manifesting himself 
and in such a short period of time! With emotion I commented this with my son on the 
way home, “Truly God is spoiling you, do you know who will be the new principal of the 
school and the Biology and Physical Education teacher?” Regardless, his attitude did 
not change. “But...what about my friends?” He responded.

It was already decided that he would go with us, however, all I wanted was to see him 
content with what the Lord’s will. The only thing left for me to do was to place it in God’s 
hands and that’s what I did. “May my son be happy,” I pleaded in my daily prayers. The 
time came for us to move. It was like celebration with a ton of boxes and excitement in 
seeing our new house. My son, who had not commented on his dissatisfaction again, 
was content with his new room and immediately settled in upon our arrival. It seemed 

that it was only a matter of time before he 
accepted the situation, he had no other op-
tion; but God had more answers to prayers 
and plans beyond what I could dream of in 
that moment.  

I accompanied my children on their first 
day of classes. It was a two story building 
with a concrete courtyard at the entrance. 
While I spoke with one of the teachers, I 
saw a boy pass us by. He had a dark com-
plexion, was tall, and had straight hair; he 
looked like Jorge, a church member from 
our previous district, friend and classmate 
of my eldest son. With a mixture of dis-
belief and excitement I ran to the hallway 
to rid myself of any doubt. It was hard to 
believe, but it was him and my surprise 
was greater when he explained what he 
was doing here. “We moved here becau-
se of my mom’s job.” “What?” I thought to 
myself. I was in awe in observing how God 
had provided adequate solutions to all of 
my son’s objections. That day I mentioned 
the following to my son, “God really spoils 
you, He even brought a friend from Vera-
cruz for you.” 

There is no doubt, the Lord doesn’t just 
call a pastor, He calls the entire family. It’s 
even better, He is interested in the happi-
ness of all in ministry, and He provides the 
means by which those who are suffering 
because of changes, may see the bles-
sings that God has for them when they 
serve Him in a different place. 

Dear friend, moving can affect our children 
on many occasions in different ways, and 
the impact it has on them is not always 
positive. However, give the Lord your wo-
rry, whatever is going on the hearts of your 
children, no matter how difficult or impos-
sible the solution may seem. Remember, “ 
Casting all your care upon him; for he ca-
reth for you.” (1 Peter 5:7). God will have 
a solution for each worry that consumes 
your very being, just like He has promised 
in Isaiah 54:13, “... and great shall be the 
peace of thy children. 

María Elena Pérez, Olmeca Conference/Inter-Oceanic Mexican Union
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a friend in ministry and her husband 

were our neighbors during our gradu-

ate studies. Both of us as couples had 

little experience in ministry and our 

fi nances were limited. One afternoon 

my friend leaned out of her window 

and shouted, “Friend! We would like 

you to come have dinner with us!” I 

was excited for having been invited to 

eat with “no strings attached*.” How-

ever, a few minutes later I heard her 

add, “But, can you bring the milk and 

bread?” 

*Receive a favor or gift with no 
commitment or recompense
required. 

Miriam Medrano de Fabián

INVITATION
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Our dear sister in Christ, Psychologist Edith de Espinoza, SHEPHERDESS director 
for this Union, completed with the collaboration of others the certifi cation for 
Module 3 in the city of Villahermosa, Tabasco. An event that many pastors wives 
actively participated in.  Other important certifi cations of various Modules took 
place in the city of Cancun and in Campeche, with the assistance of the directors 
from those areas. Aside from completing all the other activities required with 
the pastor’s wives, this is how the 7 SHEPHERDESS chapters ended their yearly 
activities, with their awaited certifi cations.  To God be the glory! 

Our ministerial meeting with the pastoral families took place in Cartagena, Colombia 
in the month of September, within the South Colombian Union. The graduation of those 
in modules II and III of SHEPHERDESS also took place during this event. Each chapter 
presented their management reports in a very dynamic manner. We fellowshipped and 
spent very delightful moments that will forever remain in our hearts.

Southeast
Mexican Union

South Colombian 
Union 

ACTIVITIES WITHIN
OUR TERRITORY


