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Dear Pastor’s wife, whatever your role or the job that you perform as a woman, these seven secrets will help you to achieve your 
goals and be filled with success either as mother, spouse, employee or simply as a woman who want to fulfill the task of preparing 
the largest number of people to the kingdom of God. Practice these secrets and your life will have the greatest joys.

1. Allow the union of divine power with human effort.
The secret of success is the union of divine power with human effort. Those who achieve the greatest results are those who 
rely most implicitly upon the Almighty Arm. {PP 509.1}

2. Execute the work with prayer.
Only the work accomplished with much prayer, and sanctified by the merit of Christ, will in the end prove to have been effi-
cient for good. {DA 362.2}

…Never attain the highest success until they learn the secret of strength. They must give themselves time to think, to pray, to 
wait upon God for a renewal of physical, mental, and spiritual power. {Ed 260.4}

3. Use Christ’s Methods
There is no other way of reaching them but in Christ’s way. {8T 73.2}
Christ’s method alone will give true success in reaching the people. The Savior mingled with men as one who desired their 
good. {WM 60.1}

4. Obtain the ability to find your way to enter in someone’s hearth.
We are to study how to give our sympathy and love to others. {PaM 212.3}

The presentation of Christ in the family, by the fireside, and in small gatherings in private houses, is often more successful 
in winning souls to Jesus than are sermons delivered in the open air, to the moving throng, or even in halls or churches. {GW 
193.2}

5. Maintain a fervent relationship with God. 
 Without unceasing prayer and diligent watching we are in danger of growing careless and of deviating from the right path. 
{SC 94.2}

It is a minister’s familiarity with God’s word and his submission to the divine will that give success to his efforts. {GW 251.3}

6.Dominate the difficulties by faith. 
We can have the salvation of God in our families; but we must believe for it, live for it, and have a continual, abiding faith and 
trust in God.... {CG 484.2}

7. Live the Christian Life. 
 Kind words, pleasant looks, a cheerful countenance, throw a charm about the Christian that makes his influence almost 
irresistible. {HP 180.5}

Ptr. Melchor Ferreyra 
IAD Personal Ministries Director

Seven Secrets for
             Successful Women
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MY LIFE IN 

Zoila de Atalido;  Licensed Nurse, currently 
holds a postgraduate degree in intensive care 

and a masters in family therapy. She is married 
to Jorge Atalido and resides in Caracas, VZ. 
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““When you pass through the waters, I will 
be with you; and when you pass through 
the rivers, they will not sweep over you. 
When you walk through the fire, you will 
not be burned; the flames will not set you 
ablaze.” Isaiah 43:2

The manner in which our bodies react to a 
state of alarm is portentous. You may have 
experienced this at some point with a low, 
medium, or high intensity. Personally, I 
believe that I have experienced all levels of 
stress due to being faced with people who 
might lose their lives, such as an injured 
person,or someone in cardiac arrest, 
among many other situations.  These 
circumstances  in particular demand that 
you act in a coordinated and intelligent 
manner with the goal of saving lives. 

I lived through many of those experiences 
when working at a hospital. We were 
always prepared for any type of 
emergency and to act unanimously. I still 
recall the satisfaction we had, as a team of 
experts, as we fought so that one person, 
a complete stranger, could live.That was 
our ultimate objective, and if successful, 
we would high-five when that patient was 
stable.   

However, how do we react when it is our 
own life on the line? I have  questioned 
myself several times, only to feel lost, 
crazy, and sometimes even scream, but on 
other occasions, I have acted coordinated 
and calm, even when my life was in 
extreme danger.  In these moments, you 
don’t have a team that can help you control 
your anxiety and focus on remaining calm 
so as not to commit any errors.

I believe that in our spiritual lives, the same 
thing occurs: We are highly equipped with 
knowledge, literature, daily devotionals, 
church activities with a never-ending list 
of responsibilities; involved in supporting 
our husband’s in any way we can. However, 
when the unthinkable happens, those kind 
occurrences we don’t desire: Sickness, 
death of a loved one, natural disasters, 
theft, abduction, or a fire,etc., this is when 
our faith is truly tested. The trust that we 
have deposited in Christ, in holding on to 
His promises: “For the Spirit God gave us 

does not make us timid, but gives us power, love and self-discipline.” 2 Timothy 1:7. Our 
only option is to maintain control, accept the situation, and not get upset. This is what 
happened on the day my life was up in flames.

That calm morning, like any other, I opened my eyes, but with that sense of wanting to 
stay in bed because the night was too short. Despite this, I grabbed my devotional books 
and began my morning worship. I was alone at home because my husband had already 
left for an early meeting. I had not left my bedroom, I had only woken up and begun 
my time with God. Absorbed by my reading and meditation, I found myself engrossed 
studying my devotional. I did not hear a sound, just that of the air conditioner running. 
My comfort was interrupted by a phone call, it was a patient, so I finished my devotional 
with a quick prayer and promptly left my room to grab what was necessary and get 
ready. My rapid movements all of a sudden came to a halt: A thick, white, yet dark smoke 
was coming from my kitchen. I could hear small eruptions coming from the interior. I ran 
to an exit and onto the balcony, trying to escape the smoke and see what was happening. 
Our front door was very secure and I could not find the keys. In a matter of microseconds 
I had to think and act, simultaneously. I thought about going back to my bedroom and 
grabbing my purse, where there were a set of keys, but it was no longer possible , the 
smoke had intensified, making it impossible to breathe and I could see flames, as the fire 
consumed the kitchen and our study.

I then came to the conclusion that the only place where I could at least breathe was the 
balcony which faced the street. I figured that from there, I would surely find someone 
that could help me. However, I did not see anyone, not one single person, which made 
me enter into a state of panic. My prayers were short: I repeated the same phrase 
audibly to God, I begged Him to help me and I instantly recalled Psalm 23, “The Lord 
Is my Shepherd I shall not want.” Within seconds, God answered my prayer. A bunch of 
people came out of nowhere and began trying to help me escape.

At that moment I became calm. I could hear them trying to bust open our steel front 
door, which also had an additional grating. I am not sure how long it took them to knock 
it down, it felt like hours. Despite it all, I felt peace with the sweet embrace of my Lord, 
coddling me, and could almost hear Him saying, “When you pass through the fire, I will 
be with you.” It was only a matter of minutes, I don’t know how many, in which I learned 
so many new lessons. I began to think about my husband, I was worried about all the 
appointments that he would have to break because of this disaster that was happening 
in our home, in our study, but I also saw the kindness of the human heart. There is still 
good will in people, they put themselves at risk in order to save me. 

Finally, the door was torn down and a loud voice told me, “You can get out now, the door 
is open.” I slid my body across the floor, since it was no longer possible to walk due to the 
dense and asphyxiating smoke. Outside of the apartment, everyone was eager to help 
me. My husband had also arrived, very concerned about my condition. My body did not 
suffer any damage whatsoever. The firefighters that arrived provided first aid and I was 
healthy and alive, thanks to God. 

I did not return to the apartment for another three months, until after it had been 
repaired. Today, whenever I reach for one of the books in our personal library that was 
salvaged, my hands become filled with soot, which reminds me of what happened and 
the lessons I learned on that day. 
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“Children are a heritage from the LORD, offspring a reward from him.” Psalm 127:3 

I had read in the Bible that our children are a gift from the Lord, but I did not fully understand it until my son, Alvaro, named after his 
father, was born.  The pregnancy had been completely normal for several months, but one day on a routine visit to the doctor, they 
found my blood pressure to be too elevated. It was thought that I may have complications and that the baby was in grave danger. I 
returned home, my eyes filled with tears. On the way there, I told the Lord, “If you have given me this gift, why now are you going to 
take it away? Lord, please, let me enjoy it.” It was difficult for me to end my supplication with the last sentence, “But as always, your 
will be done.”

My mother-in-law shared with me that my husband was also close to death  when she was pregnant and that she had told God, “Lord, 
If he is not going to serve You, or will later in life stay from You, then take Him now.” I recalled those words and I asked myself If this 
was the same case, but I begged God with all my heart not to let him die, because although I did not know him, he was already a part 
of my life.  

All of the procedures  had been done and I went to the clinic later that afternoon to have an ultrasound, and what a blessing. The child 
and I had no complications. We praised God. We then decided that our son would be consecrated to God all the days of his life. Even 
though he was still in my womb, I would have worship time with him every day, and would tell him that he was a precious gift from 
God. 

My son was born healthy, and just like Hannah, I was determined to show him the way of the Lord. I not only taught him, I also learned 
so much from my tiny son, who taught me what it meant to be a mother. 

One Sabbath, we went to a botanical garden with the youth for the day. We shared and praised God together; but about halfway 
through the following week, my son approached me and said, “Mom, this week there was no Sabbath.” I reminded him of how we went 
to the botanical garden with the youth and he replied, “No Mom, there was no Sabbath because I didn’t go to Sabbath school.”  It was 
then that I immediately understood the importance of Sabbath school in the lives of the children, and therefore I began committing 
myself to preparing the lessons for cradle roll with more love and dedication, as well as serve the children of our church.  

As an early teen, like so many teenagers, I grew up listening to romantic music. Even later in life, I would listen to it on certain 
occasions. I erroneously thought that nothing was wrong with my son listening to this music,  but one day my small son taught me a 
big lesson with just one word. When one of the songs had finished playing, he said, “Amennnn.” I suddenly realized that I was his role 
model and for him, what I listened to should glorify God. I had even taught him that during our worship times, and in sabbath school. 
So I decided that I should not be a source of both good and bitterness, but that I should only be a source for all that is good.   

With the passing of time, the lessons have been mutual. I have taught him on many occasions of the love of God, Christian conduct, 
the Sabbath, and he has always wanted to see these things practiced in my personal life. Not long ago, I experienced a moment of 
inconvenience: I lost some money with a purchase I made. I had begged God to not let me make a mistake, but, even though He had 
sent me several signs via different people, I had ignored them. When what I feared took place, I lost my faith. I thought that God did not 
hear me and crying I told my son, “Maybe God no longer listens to me, maybe I am a horrible person and that’s why God doesn’t listen, 
I feel terrible, very bad.” My son hugged me and told me, “Mom, why are you crying so much over something so silly that happened to 

Sandra Mireya Pinto Arango;  
Southern Colombian Union - 
Assistant.

A precious gift from God
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you? You have taught me to trust in our loving and powerful Father, but He never promised that we wouldn’t go through difficult times 
or trials. Have faith, money can be replaced.”   I smiled, and I thanked God because up until that point I had thought that I would be 
the one to encourage my son if he ever faced a difficulty, but it was my son who now was encouraging me. I praise God for the son he 
gave me, and because His promises are true: “Train up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from it.”

In His mercy, the Lord wanted me to experiment the tenderness of a daughter, and He sent Paula Andrea, my friend, confidant, and 
the person who has taught me that everything will turn out just fine  when we have dedication and put effort. With her grace and 
charisma, she has taught me the exquisite the love of God is. Thanks to God, my children have grown to serve Him faithfully. I praise 
God for this and it is my deepest desire that they inherit the kingdom of God. When God asks me, “Where is your flock?” I may be a 
part of the group that replies, “Here I am Lord, with the children that you have given me.” 

The statement that Mrs. White wrote in Testimonies for the Church 4:424, concerns me as she declares: “Parents who have neglected 
their God-given responsibilities must meet that neglect in the judgment. The Lord will then inquire: Where are the children that I 
gave you to train for Me? Why are they not at My right hand?” Many parents will then see that unwise love blinded their eyes to their 
children’s faults and left those children to develop deformed characters, unfit for heaven. Others will see that they did not give their 
children time and attention, love and tenderness; their own neglect of duty made the children what they are.” I would like to emphasize 
sister White’s statement in regards to what is necessary in order to present your children before God on that day of judgement.  These 
are a guidelines that will bring them closer to heaven.  

1. We should recognize our children’s faults. 
2. We should dedicate time and attention. Every day we should dedicate time for worship, and to listen to them,
    laugh with them, and be a friend. 
3. Love. God is love, and for our dear children, we are the image of God. They will know the love of God through us.
4. Tenderness. Hug and kiss your children every chance you get. On a TV show I heard this prayer and I loved it so
     much that I wanted to put it into practice every day, “Kiss your kids, even if they are asleep!” Treat them with kindness,    
    teach them patience.

May God bless you with the sacred gift He has awarded you in allowing you to be a mother.
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When she came to, her first thought was her mother, Hanna: “Mom? Are you here, by my side?”

Silence. There was no response. Where would her mother be? Would she know, or sense what was happening to her right now?
Her first movement upon clearing the unconsciousness from her mind, awoke her from a stupor. Multiple points of pain, like red lights, 
ignited instantly, rendering her immobile.  Gomer did not dare open her eyes or move a muscle. Her body was bruised, sore, and dirty.  
For a moment, she forgot where she was. She began moving her fingers, little by little...very slowly. She could not make out any 
sounds, except that of the crickets, that began tuning their orchestra as they announced the setting of the sun.  Which was irreversibly 
coming. Certainly, this orchestra was the reason for which she had awaken.   

Through the tiny slit between her eyelids, she began noticing her surroundings.  The shadows began taking over and twilight had 
already arrived. She opened her eyes and reality hit her instantly, like a wrecking ball, in each centimeter of her body. Overwhelmed, 
she closed her eyes again trying to escape her reality, which was more horrendous than her worst nightmare. Her mind began 
registering the incidents she had tried to keep away, the one’s she had just lived through in the last few minutes, which just like in 
a film, repeated themselves over and over again in her mind; increasing her guilt, pains, and the shame she felt, and knew that her 
father would also feel.   

Again Gomer saw her mother’s image in her mind. How would Hannah receive her? In those seconds of coming in and out of 
consciousness, Gomer’s mother’s image represented the relief that she needed more than anything else; it represented the comfort 
she longed for, the cozy arms that had lulled her as a child, the only hands she could turn to.  

However, when thinking of her father, all that came to Gomer’s mind was unimaginable tumultuous contrasts and veiled disaffection. 
How would her brothers receive her? She could no longer think. She opened her eyes again. There she was, thrown like a dirty rag, a 
used container, thrown in the moss, outside, modestly protected by only the trees and her isolation, which surrounded her.

She was brought abruptly into complete reality by the assault of multiple simultaneous pinching from a small group of ants that 
were attempting to harvest a new source of nutrition: Her sore and defiled body, thrown on top of the trampled grass and mercilessly 
mistreated. She instinctively shook the ants that began to agitate her body off. Again, she felt the pain that radiated like a thousand 
strikes of lightning trying to  sink her back into unconsciousness. However, Gomer stoically and courageously resisted.  

She began evaluating her condition and the situation in which she found herself, in her mind, she would repeat her abduction and the 
horrible assault she had been subjected to, so vile and perverse. She recalled, as if she was looking from another dimension what 
had occurred to her body, and was horrified that she had survived such a brutal attack. How much better would it have been to die? 
Now she would have to face her father, brothers, neighbors, and the entire community. But she was truly innocent! Regardless, would 
they believe her? Or would they stone her? That was the punishment for fornicators and adulterers who were captured and caught 
in the act. She had been raped, brutally and violently forced, to the point of being beaten and left unconscious while her body was 
deflowered.  

Gomer tried to blend in and remained seated on the grass. She was still fearful that her assailant would be nearby spying behind 
the thick brush.  Looking all around her, despite every movement sending bursts of pain, she wanted to believe she was alone. The 
darkness was nearing with great strides, and she could not stay in the woods.  

David Vélez-Sepúlveda; Doctor of Arts, specializing in Hispanic 
American Literature and vocational professor.  

(Gomer’s Story Continued…)
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Taking charge again of this overbearing situation, she realized that by some dark stroke 
of fortune, she was near the town in which her father’s house was located. If she hurried, 
she would be home while there was still some daylight. Her brothers would be looking 
for her, by instruction of their father. She did not want to run into her brother, Asael, who 
was certainly looking for her to no avail! Her father would be waiting to punish her...but 
she still needed to get home... 

Mustering all her strength, she stood on her feet, and attempted to walk.  Her insides 
and muscles screamed with protest, but with a strong will she began to walk, trying 
to remember how she was brought to this area. She followed the signs of the beaten 
bushes and within a few seconds found the path that was, at least momentarily, to 
her relief, desolate.  She had no idea how long she had been in the woods, but it was 
extremely important that she get home. Those details would have to wait on a more 
opportune moment of peace, of which she did not have or expect to have any time soon.  
Very slowly, at first, fighting off her sense of self preservation, she began to jog, then, 
little by little, run with all her might, urged by the anxiety she overcame through sheer 
will, from which stemmed the physical abuse she had endured. 

As she ran full speed, the wind threw her cloak back and combed her long and beautiful 
hair, erasing any trace of the struggle that had just taken place. Running began to bit by 
bit bring back the color to her face, eliminating the welts that she had received by each 
blow to her face, without  blow he had received on his face, without completely ridding 
her of them. One would have to observe her carefully to notice the bruises. The fresh air 
forced into her lungs by the sprinting cleared her thoughts and gave her the resolve to 
recover from that indescribable trauma.   

Upon running past the last curve in the path, she found herself at the front entrance of 
her town’s gate. Inhaling deeply, she joined the laborers that were returning from the 
fields at twilight, almost night time now.  Gomer slowed her pace down a bit, so as not 
to call attention to herself, but did not delay. Within a few minutes, she found herself 
walking through her hometown door. She went straight home, and in a short amount of 
time, entered her home. She confirmed that her brothers and father were returning, still 
tending to the animals, they had not entered the house. Her tears had been dried up by 
the wind.

It was not unusual to see women go to the town’s well at that time, allowing for her to 
enter the town without causing a stir. The neighbors noticed her arrival, but no one saw 
the wounds in her heart,  or the stigma that she would carry nailed to her body for the 
rest of her life.  

Gomer’s mother welcomed her as expected, thinking that she had come with her father 
and brothers, with whom she had left early that morning. Gomer, needed a long hot bath 
before sitting at the dinner table, but that was a luxury she could not indulge. She did 
not want to raise any suspicion concerning her terrible incident, of which nobody in her 
home was aware. Her bath was cold, light, and rushed.  

Upon entering his home and greeting his wife, Dibliam, asked about his daughter.
“Gomer is here, right?” He inquired with authority. 
“Yes, she is taking a bath, my love.” Hannah responded.
She did not pay any attention to his authoritative tone,  or suspect anything unusual. 
Furthermore, she was already accustomed to her husband’s abrasive tone.  Dibliam 
assumed that his daughter had returned early during the day with one of his family 
members, since he had not sent Asael to return her home, due to the heavy workload in 

the field. But she had come home, all was 
well, he concluded, logically.  

Relieved from the stress of having to 
send one of his sons to get Gomer from 
his wife’s family’s home, from the distant 
neighboring town that was located several 
kilometers away from his own, he sat down 
at the table to initiate the evening family 
worship and dinner, once his son’s had 
finished tending the animals and bathing. 
Gomer then appeared dressed and ready 
to join the family for dinner and worship.

On her behalf, Hannah had everything 
prepared: The food, each person’s preferred 
utensils, the small pillows, that through 
the years she had lovingly handcrafted for 
each of her children,  the jars were filled 
with water, their clothes had been cleaned 
and hung by their corresponding pins...
everything was ready. Radiantly, she took 
her place, as was custom, at the other side 
of the table from where her husband sat. 
Her children sat in order of age, starting 
with the eldest at the father’s right side, 
and ending with Gomer, to the left. She sat 
at Hannah’s right hand.  
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Breast cancer is currently one of the most deadly illnesses in 
women aged twenty to fifty-nine. According to the WHO (World 
Health Organization) between the years  2005-2015, 54 million 
people, including men and women, died due to this disease. The 
risk is so high that it is estimated that 1 in 8 women will suffer 
this disease. How can we lower this potential risk for every 
woman? 

A recent scientific study has shown that regular exercise 
improves  the management of estrogen, which are the triggers 
for breast cancer. 

WHAT IS ESTROGEN? 

Estrogen is a steroidal sex hormone, mainly of female origin, 
which  generates in the ovaries, in the placenta during pregnancy, 
and in the adrenal glands. They are involved in forming the female 
sexes characteristics, such as the breasts and menstrual cycle. 
Additionally,  they promote cellular growth in organs, generally 
in the breast and ovaries;  and increase in larger quantities at the 
time of a menstrual cycle.  

This increase aids in preventing cerebral-vascular illnesses. 
Additionally, they perform an important function: Estrogen 
aids in the distribution of fat within the body, meaning they are 
responsible for the body’s shape, allowing for fat buildup in the 
hips and breasts. 

So far we have seen the importance of these hormones for our 
organism, however, it so happens that it’s increasing proliferation 

stimulates the growth of mammary cells and any prolonged 
periods of exposure to this hormone can increase the risk of 
breast cancer. 

EXERCISE AS A REGULATOR

Exercise can lower the risk of breast cancer caused by the 
production of estrogen. Several studies have demonstrated how 
exercise directly affects the metabolization of estrogen. One 
study used 391 healthy and inactive young women vs. women 
that exercised, these women were between the ages of 18 
and 30 and their weight varied between healthy and trending 
towards obesity.   

The women who were inactive remained so for 16 weeks, and 
the active women exercised for 30 minutes, 5 times a week, 
during the same 16 week period. The researchers measured the 
estrogen levels 3 days prior to the initiation of the study and 3 
days after the 2 groups of women completed the study. They 
discovered that the women who were active regulated their 
production of estrogen, while the inactive women produced one-
third more estrogen, increasing their risk of contracting breast 
cancer.  

God calls us to pay attention to our health; physical activity 
and good nutrition should intertwine with our spiritual life, 
understanding that our body is the temple of the Holy Spirit. 
Remember, it doesn’t matter where you live, or what age you 
are: It is never too late to get moving.   

Dra. Raquel Bustos; pastor’s wife in the Southern 
Conference of  Bogotá. Southern Colombian Union. 

HOW CAN 
EXERCISE 
REDUCE 
THE RISK 
OF BREAST 
CANCER?
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Elizabeth De Los Santos; Church of Seiba, 
Dominican Union.

Our meeting on that Sabbath afternoon 
had been wonderful: All of the women 
together, spoke about the power of God 
and many shared their testimony. One 
of the agreements made upon finalizing 
our meeting was to initiate a plan for 
praying for one month, but we would 
do it at 3:00AM. It would be for 10 or 15 
minutes and then right back to bed! We 
would pray for our children, marriage, for 
one another....finally, they chose me to be 
the one who would wake up and call the 
others; so we began our initiative and it 
had been successful.  

Whenever we would see each other in 
public, or in one of our worship services, 
we would share our experiences. Everyone 
had something to share, some who 
had suffered insomnia could not sleep 
peacefully after our prayer, many had 
been completely revived and renewed 
by the Holy Spirit. This excited me, and 
motivated me to want to eagerly wake up 
and call everyone. It was fantastic!

It just so happened that on one weekend 
my family had planned to go to the 
country. I knew that cell phone signal 
was weak in that area. It was going to 
be difficult to call everyone. I was very 
worried because I took this responsibility 
to initiate our prayers seriously. It’s true 
that many did not need the call to wake 
up and were already up waiting for the 
cell phone to ring, but others only would 
wake up if their phone rang. My husband, 
who noted my anguish, suggested that I 
climb up the mountain that was located 
behind the house where we were staying. 

I thanked him for the idea and tried to scale the mountain during the day to see if it 
would work, and amazingly, I found signal! The problem was that in the early morning 
hours things would be more difficult, it was dangerous to scale the mountain alone in 
the dark, since the children would be asleep at that time, my husband would not be 
able to accompany me. Despite all of this, I was determined to do it. 

I set my alarm for 2:30AM; when it sounded I woke up, put on my coat because it was 
very cold, grabbed my cell phone and began my journey. I climbed and eventually 
made it to the top. It seemed like everything had been prepared for me. I found a rock 
to sit on and began calling all the other women. Once I had finished the call, I began to 
look at my surroundings, how beautiful it was! The sky was gorgeous, filled with stars 
and the silence was palpable. I could talk in aloud voice. In that moment, I suddenly 
felt that I was not alone. Sisters, I literally felt God’s presence there with me. I felt so 
much joy! It was an unforgettable experience.  

That night, I found myself praising God more than ever, I rendered praise, glory, and 
honor, and rejoiced in His presence, but as I recalled what Proverbs 15:8 states, “The 
sacrifice of the wicked is an abomination to the LORD, But the prayer of the upright is 
His delight.” I realized that He was rejoicing much more than I. 

Dear sisters, that night God was rejoicing because I went to encounter Him. The Bible 
says, “ Watch therefore, and pray always that you may be counted worthy to escape 
all these things that will come to pass, and to stand before the Son of Man.” Luke 
21:36. Very soon, the Lord will return for His people and we will have to stand before 
His throne, but if while we are here on earth we take the time to spend with Him, we 
will be able to stand in His presence on that day. 

It is difficult for us to approach God in complete praise and adoration, since the 
hustle and bustle of our day keeps us disconnected and overwhelmed, however, if we 
propose to seek Him in peace and quietness, our mind will be able to concentrate and 
we will feel His presence. 

I want to encourage you to spend time with God at dawn, when everything is quiet, 
and your mind is relaxed. It is the best time to rejoice in God. The Psalmist invites us 
with enthusiasm to do so in Psalm 63:1: O God, You are my God;Early will I seek You…

My dear Sister, try it. The experience will be unforgettable. 

Rejoicing in His 

Presence
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Have you ever imagined God playing a joke on or surprising you? 

When I was younger I loved to prepare surprises for my parents, alongside my sister’s. I 
pleasantly recall how we planned things out and then mischievously tried to ensure that 
they not notice what we were up to, which would ruin our plans.  There were occasions 
when they would arrive home early and one of us would have to run up to them to make 
up an excuse or story that would distract them, while the rest of us would hide the evi-
dence or finish preparing our surprise. The most exciting part was the adrenaline that 
we felt rushing through our stomachs while we imagined their faces upon seeing our 
gifts, which could have been a recently cut rose from the garden, a lunch or meal in bed, 
an improvised dessert displayed with a trinket decorating the plate, a handmade card or 
craft, even painting the house or a surprise party when we were older.  One of the last 
surprises we enjoyed was my mother’s fiftieth birthday. We decided to get her fifty gifts, 
it was very exciting! 

This is how I picture God, with mischief, hiding my wallet that afternoon. It all happened 
like this: My one year old was starting to walk and needed shoes that wouldn’t slide. He 
had a few pairs, but they were not adequate; they were more for babies. Since he and 
my daughter were both very little, I seldom had opportunities to go to the stores and 
look for shoes. One afternoon, my husband took me to a shopping center for a medical 
appointment. I felt that this was my chance to look for shoes for my son. I checked 
my purse to ensure I had everything I needed and began walking. I prayed a prayer so-
mewhat like this: “Lord, you know that Jairito needs a pair of shoes that he can walk in 
without slipping. Please, Lord, you know that I don’t have a lot of money. Help me find 
shoes that are functional that I can buy, in Jesus name, Amen.”

As I made my way through the stores, I was shocked at how expensive shoes for babies 
are. Why? If they are so tiny and not much material is needed to fabricate them, are 
they so pricey? I thought to myself. That is when I saw them. They were a beautiful pair 
of shoes at a great price, so I decided to purchase them.  When I opened my purse, I 
was surprised to find that my wallet was missing. I thought to myself, “Someone stole 

Gladys Andreina Henríquez de Parra; Eastern Venezuelan Union. andreinadeparra@gmail.com

it, they must have, because I checked my 
purse before leaving the car and my wallet 
was inside.” With sadness I left the store, 
thinking that I had not only lost my wallet 
and all it’s contents, but also the opportu-
nity to buy my baby’s shoes.

Once I got home, I waited for my husband 
and asked him if by chance he had seen 
my wallet in the car. He told me that it 
was in the car and he had thought that I 
had left there on purpose. A wave of re-
lief came over me, but I still did not have 
the shoes. The next day, we left on a trip to 
the city of Maracay, where my parents live. 
My younger sister was also there and was 
returning from the city of San Cristobal, 
where my cousins and aunts lived. With 
excitement she handed me two boxes of 
shoes that my cousin, who had a son ol-
der than mine, had sent with her for me. 
When I opened the boxes I was surprised 
to see five pairs of shoes! Wow! I smiled 
and thought about how I would have felt if 
I had spent our money on those beautiful 
shoes I almost purchased the day before. 
I then pictured God smiling and saying: 
“Surprise! This is why I didn’t let you buy 
those shoes,” While winking His eye. I smi-
led and thanked God for such loving care 
over me.   

However, the story doesn’t end there. On 
our way back home, we stopped at my 
mother-in-law’s house to visit, where my 
brothers-in-law told me that their uncle 
had left something for Jairito. When I saw 
what it was, a knot formed in my throat, 
it was another pair of shoes! I could only 
smile. 

After that experience, whenever some-
thing happens that unexpectedly alters 
my plans, I ask myself: Does God have 
another surprise for me?

God has surprises in store for you too. 
Open your heart to receive them and open 
your eyes of faith. You will see God winking 
as He smiles and says, “Surprise!”
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“Before I formed you in the womb I knew 
you; Before you were born I sanctified you; 
I ordained you a prophet to the nations.”. 
(Jeremiah 1:5)

This verse that Jeremiah wrote regarding 
the words God told Him are well known. 
We could argue that they are exclusively 
directed at the prophet, but as Christians, 
we know that the Bible was not only 
revealed to the prophets for their time, but 
also for today. The words of this verse, are 
also directed towards us. If we paraphrase 
the last part, we could read it as: I designed 
you to be a pastor’s wife.”  

This verse has motivated me during our 
wonderful pastoral ministry. When I was 
a teenager, I observed my older sister 
and how she dedicated herself to serving 
the Lord. She was an inspiration for me. 
The interest she took in ensuring she 
was a good role model surprised me, and 
many times I thought to myself that she 
would make a great pastor’s wife. Very 
amicable, humanitarian, consecrated, 
service oriented, and many other qualities 
definitely qualified her for this task. But 
it didn’t happen, she instead married 
a surgeon. It was far from my mind to 
imagine that God had set me apart for 
this labor of which I now take pleasure in. 
The most sickly, spoiled girl, the one who 
never left her mother’s side, but who God 
had plans for.  

At the age of twenty-five, I began accepted 
this task completely convinced that God 
had granted me this special privilege. Like 
some of you, I felt incapable of fulfilling 
the role of pastor’s wife, but I always had 
the desire to do better. It was upon reading 
Jeremiah 1:5, that I then found meaning in 
ministry.  

From that moment on, thirty years have 
passed; while true that not all has been 
positive, some incidents have been 
different from what I imagined, but I cannot 
keep from mentioning the blessings given 
for the service and dedication throughout 
the trajectory of these years. 
I would like to share some positive results 
accomplished from this role, based on 
Jeremiah 1:5-9

“Before I formed you in the womb I knew 
you”. God knows us very well, He formed 
us. He bestowed gifts and talents that we 
should develop without fear, with ability, 
and confidence, because God is working in 
us. The phrase, “I CAN’T,” should not exist. 

Coty Miranda de Calderón; lives in Guatemala, 
works for the Central Conference, director of 
MM, children, and Family Life ministries. She 
is a pastor’s wife, mother of two children, and 
grandmother to a beautiful granddaughter. 

BEFORE I FORMED YOU,
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God does not make mistakes, we are His perfect handiwork and He expects the best from us in return. It’s true that we don’t have 
all the gifts it’s true that we may not have all the gifts that a church requires from a pastor’s wife, but I am certain that each human 
being bears at least five talents. I have used them on many occasions and they have rendered me great results. I am referring to our 
five senses: 

Eyes to discern the situation in which humanity lives, sharing something that we possess.  Ears to listen with patience and diligence 
to the hurting, suffering, and burdens of many people. A tongue to express kind and loving words in any circumstance.  Hands to serve 
and help, without expecting anything in return. A sense of smell to perceive and receive.  Being that this sense is associated with 
emotions, it helps us discern when something is wrong, even though it may seem pretty. 

This is not the only thing we possess, but it is enough to fulfill a ministry of love. We can also add to these five things, the skills that 
we have inherited and developed through repetition. We are equipped and therefore should only take joy in the Lord for His goodness 
in entrusting us with such abilities.

“Before you were born I sanctified you.”. We could easily repeat the prophet’s words: ““Alas, Sovereign LORD,” I said, “I do not know 
how to speak; I am too young.” The Lord tells us “...Do not say, ‘I am too young.’ You must go to everyone I send you to and say whatever 
I command you. Do not be afraid of them, for I am with you and will rescue you.”   (Jeremiah 1:6-8)

If go God has set us apart, He tells us (paraphrasing from the previous verses): “Do not be afraid, I will put the words in your mouth, 
I will go with you, you will not be alone. You will have My support; while true that you will leave your Family and have to live far from 
them. On some occasions you will not be able to attend family reunions, but I will provide so that they will be okay.”  

Always remember that God is the One who calls us, who enables us. These words have always provided comfort for me throughout 
my life. I grew up thinking that I would always live close to my mother, that we would be there for one another. However, it was not 
the case because God had set me apart, that is and will always be my conviction. Despite the difficulty in having to trade out a life 
of comfort and domestic care, upon seeing the blessings received I am able to recognize how special the call to serve God is for me.
“I designed you to be a pastor’s wife in different congregations”: (Synonym for design: Chose). The Bible ascertains us one more 
time.  “ You did not choose me, but I chose you and appointed you so that you might go and bear fruit—fruit that will last—and so that 
whatever you ask in my name the Father will give you.”  (John 15:16). It was not your husband who chose you as His spouse, God chose 
you to be the pastor’s wife. I have always viewed this reality as a great privilege. I have three sisters and it was me that God chose. 
This makes me responsible for the call to “....go and bear fruit—fruit that will last…”

I ask, “How do I bear fruit?” I consider bearing fruit to consist of educating our children, caring for the children of our church, sharing 
the gospel through my conduct, my testimony, and making use of my five senses, maintain a constant relationship with God through 
prayer, etc. There is a great reward in doing so. “…whatever you ask from the Father in my name, He will give to you.” Currently, we 
are in the last stage of our career in ministry, nearing retirement. Up to this point, I still share my acceptance and joy in the plans the 
Lord has had for me in the past and those that He may have for me in the future. 

I began this labor very young, with no experience, far from my parent’s home, and with 26 congregations that my husband served. 
God was with us in the challenges. Prior to this, everything was Mom and Dad. They could no longer help me in this journey. Who else 
could I turn to if not Jesus? Time has passed and prayer has proven to be my source of comfort. In the trials, afflictions, tensions, or 
any form of discouragement, I seek the Lord and testify of His faithfulness in coming to my aid. 

My motto has been: “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” Why go against the plans the Lord has for us? Why 
doubt, if God knew you before you were born? Why worry about our destiny, has He not set us apart? On the contrary, my dear friend 
remember the origin of your call and exclaim as I have:  “Glory be to His Holy name for having chosen me and entrusted me with the 
great reward of being a pastor’s wife!”
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Yessika Vargas de Moura; She currently works as dean for the 
women’s dormitory at Gran Sabana College. Eastern Venezuela. 

It was our first church district and we were expecting our 
firstborn. I was anxious and a bit fearful at the prospect of 
childbirth. 

That Sunday night I was scheduled to preach at our district’s 
central church. I was standing before the entire congregation 
with a huge belly. I began preaching and a few minutes later felt 
something strange on my legs. I glanced at my husband, who 
was seating in the first row. I approached him and whispered, 
“Look at my legs, I feel something strange!” 

  I continued with my sermon as he had told me that he did not 
see anything. I kept preaching and a few minutes later, I felt 
something wetting my legs. I looked at my husband asking if he 
saw something, again, he said no.  

At this point, the entire congregation was looking at me 
confused as to what was happening. That day I had eaten 
an entire watermelon on my own and thought to myself that 
maybe this had something to do with that. I finished my sermon 
and we left to go home. 

While we were eating dinner, I called my mother via Skype. 
She urged me to go to the hospital immediately, regardless 
of the fact that it was 11pm. We went and they did not delay 
in attending me, I was stunned. I had expected to experience 
pain or contractions, but none of that happened. That night, 
we welcomed our biggest blessing into our lives: My baby was 
born. 

I doubt that there are many cases of water breaking while 
preaching a sermon! The things that happen to first time 
mothers. 

EATING



The graduation of 220 women was magnificent, whom following the plan of 
Continuing Education for pastor’s wives of the Dominican Union, were able to 
complete the certification program with it’s 3 levels. 
All the women were dressed uniformly, wearing their scarves in the form of a 
rose, a gesture that constituted a beautiful touch the group of select women.
Belkis Acevedo, as director of Shepherdess, was responsible for organizing the 
program. 

Betty Pacheco, Shepherdess Director and Departmental the AMCC, (Adventist Ministers 
Children’s Club) from the Salvadoran Union, initiated this program for the spiritual 
guidance to the children of our laborers. The Convocation was attended by more than 70 
young people, between 10 and 23 years of age. 

The activity began with a very nutritious breakfast, there were moments of praise, a 
beautiful welcome led by children of our laborers, and promptly continued with the first 
portion of the seminar titled: “Joseph, son of Jacob the pastor,” presented by Pastor 
Elmer Alferez. This seminar led our young people to meditate on their spiritual lives and 
renew their commitment for being the light in a world of evil. Additionally, the presence 
of a professional Psychologist, who spoke about drug prevention, was also shared. This 
activity was took part alongside group dynamics, led by sister’s Perla de Martinez and 
Debora de Zelaya, which the youth enjoyed.

in the afternoon outdoor activities were led by  Secia Aguillon, Carlos Martinez (son), and 
Gamaliel Guerra (son), and entailed such things as: Soccer, table games, and crafts that 
involved learning how to sow and creating key chains to be given as gifts or sold in order 
to increase savings.. The day ended with a special moment of prayer.   

The goal of these meetings is to develop friendship, leadership, teamwork, and above all 
else, that the children of ministry leaders may be aware of how important and special 
they are to God, as well as recognize the privilege they have in forming part of a family in 
ministry that is serving our Lord Jesus. 

Dominican Union

Salvador Union

ACTIVITIES OF 
OUR TERRITORY 


