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For who maketh thee to
differ from another? And what hast thou that thou didst not
receive? Now if thou didst receive it, why dost thou glory, as if
thou hadst not received it? - 1
Corinthians 4:7

 


This book is dedicated to
Alyssa Booher.

This youngster had
read Squeeze My Hand.

She asked whether or not I
was going to write a sequel.

After struggling with my
first book I had no desire

to write another. But, how
can you say no to a precious girl

who has accepted the Lord
Jesus Christ as her Savior.

 


I would not be able to
complete this book without Jesus Christ and the Holy Spirit guiding
me. My desire is to glorify Him.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 1

She ran. Feeling the soft grass under
her feet, she ran. The morning breeze billowed gently through her
hair. She ran. The young girl liked seeing the little birds sitting
in the trees.  She smiled. Colandra was not alone; her brown
dog, Popo, was by her side. He ran, she ran. 

 


Where were they running to? What were
they running from?

 


This morning was like all the others in
Colandra’s life. A ten- year-old really has little to run from.
After all, being an Ayore, she was blessed with the genes of being
fearless, brave, and yes, beautiful.

 


She ran straight to her favorite tree
and leaned against it. Was she on time?  Was she late? Ah!
From over the hill came the light. What a beautiful and astounding
sight. As the sun rose, Colandra laid down and felt the dew on the
grass. She loved this time of day and thought her heart would burst
for joy. The tingling in her legs and the message from her toes
made her leap in the air. Colandra jumped up, twirled and ran. Her
heart pounded as the rhythm of her thoughts resounded. She was
looking at the most magnificent thing in her world.

 


As the sun took its place and settled
in the sky, Colandra smiled. Turning slowly around, she lifted her
arms up higher and spun around. Faster and faster she spun until
her feet could no longer stay on the ground. Falling onto the
grass, she embraced it, dug her nose in the blades and felt the
moisture from the dew. She inhaled the pungent odor and enjoyed the
essence. If only she could stay here forever and embrace all that
was around her.  Popo was by her side. He never strayed too
far; he looked up at her with perked ears.

Slowly she got to her feet and paced
back toward home. In the doorway stood her Mama, Tahita, with her
arms outstretched. Colandra ran to her as fast as her feet would
carry her. Mama gently took Colandra by the hand and led her to a
tub that was filled with soapy water outside the hut. Popo barked
at Mama. “Hush,” said Mama, “I am not going to hurt her.” She then
helped Colandra remove her garment and placed her into the
tub.

 


The tepid water felt so good as it
splashed against her legs. Colandra took the cloth and soap and
began washing herself. Mama washed her back and hair. Mama smiled
at her.  What a beautiful little girl she was. God had given
this child to Tahita and Foli, Missionary Youngblood had told them.
Sometimes, his teaching was hard to understand.  But they
believed the pastor.

 


Mama looked up to the sky and said,
“Dear God, I love this child. Please smile down on her and protect
her.”

 


Mama had wrapped Colandra, in a towel
before they walked hand in hand into the hut. The place was
bursting with laughter. Papa and the boys sat around the table
eating and talking. Colandra walked over to her bed where her
clothes were laid out. She went behind the curtain that Mama used
to separate the room. Mama started to help her get dressed.
Colandra pushed her hand away; she could dress herself.

 


The hut had just one large room.
Curtains hung at three spots to create separate rooms. The several
pots and pans hanging on the walls were the only decorations. But,
yes, there was something carved into the wood. Clearly embedded in
the wall was a five-feet tall cross. When Papa and Mama looked at
the cross, they thought of Missionary Youngblood. Their hearts
cried out to God to please bring him back.

 


After breakfast, it was time for
everyone to do their chores. The boys, Ojoi thirteen years old,
Ajital eleven, and Carodi three, stood in front of their father,
awaiting his directions.

 


“Boys, today we are going with the
other men to help make repairs to the huts.

 


The wicked Ayore in the bush are angry
with us. They keep breaking things. We are all Ayore, why can’t
they be like us?” said father sadly.

 


“Why are they doing this, Papa?” asked
Carodi.

 


“Because they want us to worship their
false gods and listen to the witch doctor,” answered
Papa.

 


“But the missionary told us that there
is only one God,” cried Ojoi. “The missionary told us that there
are some people who say that there is no God,” chimed in Ajital.
“Only a fool says there is no God.  Missionary Youngblood read
that from the Good Book.  The Bible,” Ojoi said with
pride.

 


The father lowered his head and tears
began to swell up in his eyes.  “Yes, boys, there is only one
God.  We must remember what God has told us to do.  We
are to love our enemy.”

 


“But, that is so hard, Papa,” Ajital
said softly.

 


“Tonight we will talk about that at
service.  But, right now we must go and meet with the
others.”

 


As the father and boys opened the door
and strolled out, the warm air flowed into the hut. As usual, the
day was going to be hot.

 


Mama and Colandra were busy clearing
the table.  Colandra took a large container and ran out the
door to the well.  She filled it with water and put it on the
fire Mama had made.  Popo was by her side.

 


As Colandra and Tahita carried out the
eating utensils and washed them, they smiled at each other. There
was a special bond between this mother and daughter. They felt
without a single word spoken the warmth of their love for each
other.

 


Parakeets settled in trees and greeted
the day singing loudly, their musical sounds filling the air. Mama
looked up, touched Colandra’s shoulder and pointed to the
birds.  With sparkling eyes the young child searched the
branches of the trees. The brilliance of their yellow and green
feathers reflected the sun. She saw the movement of the tree leaves
stirred by the breeze. The lovely parakeets opened and closed their
beaks. 

 


Mama looked into Colandra’s eyes, and
with a wave of her hand, asked the girl to follow her into the
house.

 


Mama removed a large roll of linen from
a shelf. This precious material was their means of earning money.
The two of them placed the cloth on a table, smoothed it out and
cut a large piece. Colandra went to a box and took out threads,
needles, and two thimbles. Mama smiled when the two sat down to
work.

 


The major exports of Paraguay are linen
tablecloths, napkins and clothes. Once a month, Mama took their
completed work to the export vendor in Asuncion. She was always
welcomed with a smile. The extraordinary work she and Colandra
created was shipped to the United States, Argentina, Mexico and
Brazil. With guarani, the form of currency Tahita received, she
bought food and other items for their house.

 


Mama and Colandra embroidered beautiful
designs on the linens. Colandra took several needles and threaded
each with a different color: yellow, red, blue, and green. These
threads Mama and Colandra stitched into beautiful flowers and
birds. The child had learned to work the needle and thread rapidly;
she smiled as she completed each figure. Mama skillfully
embroidered leaves in various shades of green.

 


They spent three hours working
diligently until they completed the beautiful tablecloth. 
When finished, they folded the tablecloth carefully and placed it
on the shelf beside other perfectly embroidered linens ready for
sale.

 


Father entered the house. “Mama we are
hungry, will you make us something to eat?”

 


“Oh Foli, the time has gone by so
fast,” Mama said softly. “Colandra and I will prepare your meal and
pick you some tomatoes from our garden.”

 


From the cupboard she removed the
cheese and bread and placed them on the kitchen table. Colandra did
not know what she should do next. She wanted to please and be a
help to her Mama. Looking at her daughter, Tahita understood and
took her hand.  They walked outside and headed for the garden.
The precious child smiled, the garden was such a great place, there
were so many poignant odors and bright colors. Popo followed them,
wagging his tail.

 


In the garden behind the hut, the
family had grown all sorts of vegetables from seeds the missionary
had sent from the United States.

 


Colandra breathed in the smell of the
earth and the vegetation. Tahita chose some tomatoes, lettuce,
carrots, and corn and handed them to her daughter. The child
caressed the leaves of the vegetables in her hands before she
placed them in the basket. With their harvest, they returned to the
hut and prepared a tasty lunch for the father, boys, and
themselves.

 


When ready, Tahita ran to the door and
called,  “Foli, boys, come and get your food.”

It did not take them long to run into the house and eat the tasty
lunch and drink milk to wash it down.

 


Foli looked at Tahita with a frown on
his face. “Those monsters, the bad Ayore, they are angry with us,
so they destroy our property,” he said. “If they would only come
out of the bush and listen to me and the other men. They need to
change their hearts. But Satan has a hold on them. He is so
cunning, Tahita. But, I must remember when Satan had me in his
grip. Not until the missionaries found us in the bush and told us
about the one and only God did I change. I must never forget that
once I also was sinful. Not only were we hidden from the world but
we were hidden from God.”

 


“No, no!” Tahita cried, “God knows
where every human being is on earth.  Remember, my brother
remains in the bush with them. God loves them even if they are now
living under the influence of Satan. If I could talk to the women,
but they are afraid of the men,” Mama said with dismay.

 


Ojoi said,” If only the missionary
would come back. He would know what to do.”

Soon the boys got up and headed for the door to return to work.
Papa followed behind, they waved goodbye.

 


“Oh, Papa,” cried Mama, “please go to
the missionary house and start the generator. We need to use the
stove for tonight’s meal.” 

 


Only the missionary’s house had
electricity. Since there was no longer a missionary living in the
village, the women used that hut everyday, to prepare the village
meal. 

 


In the afternoon the women came out of
their huts, carrying large baskets of food. Laughing and chattering
on the way to the missionary’s house, they looked in each other’s
baskets to see what they were bringing to the feast. Pettia,
respected in the village, was in charge. She began giving
instructions.

 


“First separate the food. Place all the
same vegetables together. Lettuce over here, tomatoes there. Get
going.” The women followed her commands.

 


“Now start cutting them up. And you
children get busy and go to the well. Fill buckets with water and
bring them in the house. Come on, move.”

 


Under Pettia’s direction, the women
prepared the meal.  Pots of food were cooking on the stove. A
pungent aroma embraced the room. Outside the hut, the men placed
the tables and benches in a row. From a large pit, flames could be
seen rising over wood. Legs, rumps, and breast of venison smoldered
on the fire.

 


At night, the tables were laden with
delicious food. Families sat talking and enjoying their meal.
Colandra smiled at her brothers. They were good to her. She felt
something touching her foot and looked under the table; it was
Popo, Colandra’s frisky dog.

 


The sun slowly disappeared in the west;
the sky, like a kaleidoscope, turned shades of blue with a river of
pink flowing across the hemisphere. Clouds floated in the sky,
looking like large balls of cotton. Suddenly the men jumped from
their seats.  Tension filled the air. The women and children
huddled together. The sugar cane that surrounded the village
swirled as if a whirlwind were blowing the stalks. Figures
appeared; here came the feared group of Ayore. The village men
turned their backs to the wicked Ayore and circled the women and
children.

 


The strong voice of Foli broke through
the air, “Kneel down as I call on our Father in Heaven. Dear
powerful and faithful God, please hear my voice. We have tried o be
obedient according to the Scriptures. You have given us the
strength to protect and care for our women and children. O LORD,
who made Heaven and earth, hear my plea; see the trouble that is
around us. Because you are our Master and we are your servants, I
know you are listening.  Place a shield between your children
and our enemy.  Awaken their conscience so they realize they
have treated us wrongfully. Their damaging our dwellings has caused
us much pain. I ask you to hear my prayer. We love you. In Jesus’
name. Amen.”

 


Slowly and quietly the group rose to
their feet. Mama cradled Colandra. With backs still turned, the
village Ayore began to sing. Pettia’s voice rose in beautiful
falsetto. The song filled the air with thunderous vigor. Children
clapped their hands rhythmically. Tears filled the eyes of the
women as they raised their arms to the heavens. The Ayore villagers
turned around to face the intruders; to their amazement, but not
surprise, the wicked Ayore were no longer in the village. God had
answered their prayer. In harmony, before parting, the Ayore sang
the final verse, looked at the beautiful starlit night and thanked
God.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 2

Mission Flights’ airplane had been in
the air for three hours.  After leaving St. Lucie Airport, it
was headed to Asuncion, Paraguay. For two-years, twelve-year old
Andy Youngblood had been looking forward to this day. The roar of
the plane’s engines was like music to his ears. His eyes twinkled
as he looked at the others aboard. David and Sarah Youngblood, his
parents, were seated across the aisle.

 


When the Youngbloods left Paraguay and
moved to Port St. Lucie, Andy had made friends with the two boys
across the street. In the seats in front of him sat those buddies,
Pedro and Manual.

 


Pedro had been in a life-threatening
accident. Andy had sat by his bed and comforted his friend. The
doctor, Matthew Jarvis, was now on board to be a part of the
team.  This was the man who successfully performed Pedro’s
operation.  Andy smiled at Dr. Matthew Jarvis and Pedro’s
parents, Juan and Lucinda Martinez. It was always a joy to be with
them.

 


Wiggling beside Andy sat Gina, his
six-year old sister.

 


The Youngblood family had spent three
years in Paraguay, ministering to the Ayore tribe that had been
discovered on March 3, 2004.

 


After taking a much-needed respite at
home in Port St. Lucie, Florida, the Youngblood’s were returning to
Paraguay to continue their ministry in the field. On board, their
easy banter flowed with anticipation, as the plane jetted to its
destination.

 


The missionary team consisted of Pastor
David and his wife, Sarah Youngblood, a licensed teacher with a
degree from Pensacola Bible College. The couple’s two children,
Andy and Gina, accompanied them, as well as Juan and Lucinda
Martinez and their boys, Pedro and Manuel. Juan, a graduate of
Johnson and Wales Culinary School, was a master chef. Lucinda
received a teaching degree from the University of Florida with a
major in World History.

All eyes focused on Dr. Matthew Jarvis
the former head surgeon at Beth El Hospital in Port St. Lucie, who
completed the group. After Pedro had been hit by a truck and was in
critical condition, Dr. Jarvis had performed the operation. Despite
the joys of the impending assignment, Pedro’s accident was
uppermost in all their thoughts.

 


“I remember,” Dr. Jarvis said, “the day
I walked into Pedro’s room, I heard Andy talking to Pedro. Inside
the room, I realized it was obvious that Pedro was still in a coma.
I guess this trip brings me back to that moment. “Who are you
talking to?” I asked Andy. ‘God,’ he said.”

 


Intent on his every word, no one said
anything.  Dr. Jarvis cradled his hands. “Pedro’s accident
brought back memories of my dear wife killed in a car accident ten
years earlier. I was still grieving for her.”

 


Juan leaned forward. “I could see such
suffering in your face. That’s why I brought you to David’s home. I
knew if you leaned on Jesus and accepted Him as your Comforter you
could endure the pain. God never gives his children more than they
can bear.”

 


“That’s right. That day I accepted
Jesus as my Savior, and since then, He has shown me His loving
grace. Even with my busy schedule, I did not feel fulfilled. 
Now, I have a reason to live. Because of this experience I’m
devoting my life to serve God in Paraguay.”

 


Juan Martinez joined the conversation.
“I was in shock and didn’t know whom to turn to when Andy said,
‘Mr. Martinez I have faith that God will heal Pedro.’ He told me
that I should talk to his father. David, you comforted me and
showed me so much kindness. You knew I did not believe in God. I’ll
never forget that passage from the

Bible you read.”

 


“Me neither,” replied Pastor David,
“and it bears repeating … ‘But if our gospel be hid, it is hid to
them that are lost. In whom the God of this world hath blinded the
minds of them which believe not, lest the light of the glorious
gospel of Christ, who is the image of God, should shine unto
them’

 


“You asked me whom did you want to pray
to?” Juan said. “It was clear that the God of Heaven had all the
power. Because of that day with you, and God’s grace, I am on my
way to Paraguay to serve Him.”

 


Before going into the mission field,
Juan and Lucinda Martinez and Matthew Jarvis attended Mission
Training School in Memphis, Tennessee. They all agreed to rent a
four-bedroom house in Memphis. David and Sarah Youngblood
volunteered to home school their children, while the parents
attended classes.

 


Mission Training School included
classes, homework, and tests. Students were required to read
through the Bible. They studied books to help them understand
missions strategy, as well as cross-cultural communication. They
had to read at least one to two books per week.

 


Dr. Matthew Jarvis, Juan and Lucinda,
were trained in discipleship.  Classes included personal
devotions, intercession, praise and worship, small group
discussions, accountability, and fellowship. It was a great way to
become grounded in their faith.  Because of these studies,
they would be effective in the mission field.

 


Missionary David Youngblood and his
wife, Sarah, spent Sundays speaking at various churches requesting
financial support.  The Berean Baptist church in Port St.
Lucie had fully committed to the Paraguay mission. Still, for Dr.
Jarvis, who was anxious to start working in the mission field, the
seven months at the missions training facility dragged by
slowly.

 


The youngsters, too, looked forward to
this adventure. Andy liked the Ayore tribe.  At nights he and
the Martinez boys lay awake talking about what they were going to
do, when they reached Paraguay. Now they were actually heading for
Paraguay.

 


“Andy, are there any guys our age at
the mission?” asked Pedro.

 


“My best friends were Ojoi and
Ajital.  They are brothers. We had so much fun in the
village,” answered Andy.

 


“What did you do?” asked
Manuel.

 


“Most of the time we just hung out in
the village, playing tag or hide and seek,” laughed
Andy.

 


“Were there any girls like Gina?”
smirked Pedro.

 


“Mama! Mama! The boys are talking about
me,” screamed Gina.

 


“Boys, don’t get her started,” pleaded
Mama.

 


“Sorry, Gina,” the boys said in
unison.

 


Juan looked out of the window and
started to hum.

 


“What’s that you’re humming?” inquired
Dr. Jarvis.

 


“God is Like A Circle,” Andy responded
and began to sing; Gina joined him.

 


“God is like a
circle. His love never ends.  Round and round a circle goes.
Round and round a circle goes. God was there when I was born. God
was there as tall I grew.  God is like a circle never ending.
He is always there. If I want Him He is there. If I fall He lifts
me up.  If I cry He dries my tears. God is like a circle. God
is like a circle. Never ending always with me. Never, will He leave
me. If you want this circle, place God in your life. He will be
your circle all throughout your life. God is like a circle, a
wonderful golden circle, God is like a circle all through my
life.”

 


“Pedro and Gina, that was beautiful.
You have great voices,” said Lucinda Martinez.

 


“I know,” said Gina.

 


“Gina! What have I told you about
talking like that?” scolded her father.

 


“That I must behave according to how it
is written: He that glorieth, let him glory in the Lord.” Gina
quietly said, “I’m sorry.”

 


Manuel turned to Pedro. “Are there any
girls our age in the village?”

 


“Yes, I remember a very pretty little
girl, named Colandra. She wouldn’t talk to anyone.”

 


“Girls! Girls! They’re talking about
girls,” said Gina.

 


“Dad, please make Gina leave us alone,”
Andy said.

 


“Gina, if you don’t stop your nonsense,
you’ll be punished now. By the time we get to Paraguay you’ll be in
big trouble,” Mom said.

 


“I’ll be good,” Gina
promised.

 


“Who’ll meet us at the air strip?”
Pedro said.

 


David Youngblood turned to him.
“There’s no way to get a message to the Ayore village. When we get
to Asuncion, I plan to rent a jeep. Matthew and I will go to the
village and get help. Juan, I leave you the best job, keeping Gina
quiet.”

 


Charles Akins and the co-pilot William
Kiley touched base with air traffic control in Asuncion. “Mr.
Youngblood, we should be landing in about thirty minutes. The
airport controller has given us the all clear,” Charles
said.

 


“Yes!” Andy screamed, “You guys will
love this place.”

 


The plane slowly descended, making a
perfect landing.

 


“We’re here. Thank God for this safe
journey!” said David.

 


“Gina, you hold my hand,” her mother
said.

 


“Okay, Mom. C’mon Andy.”

 


Sarah Youngblood was familiar with the
surroundings. “Lucinda, you follow me, keep an eye on the
boys.”

 


Two men rushed from the terminal, arms
waving. “Missionary Youngblood, Missionary Youngblood!”

 


Hearing his name, David ran down the
runway.

 


He recognized the men. “Angelo,
Gardino, what a blessing to see you.”

 


“We were at the airport yesterday and
heard that a missionary flight was on its way.  We hoped it
was you,” cried Angelo.

 


“God must have been
eavesdropping.”

 


Angelo extended his hand, “Gardino was
wondering if we could be of any help. Do you have much
cargo?”

 


“Do we have much cargo? The cargo space
is packed.”

 


“I’ll phone my hotel staff.  Don’t
worry we’ll get you settled. There’s plenty of room in my hotel.
How many of you came?” Gardino asked.

 


“All together, there are nine going to
the Ayore village, and of course the pilot and
co-pilot.”

 


“I see your wife, and your little girl.
The boy is much taller than when he was here before. Come to my
hotel, we can talk and get things organized.”

 


“Thank you, Gardino. Everyone follow
us. Don’t worry about the luggage,” said Youngblood.

 


The pilot approached. “Pastor
Youngblood we have to secure the plane. We know where the hotel is;
we will come when we’ve finished.”

 


A four-star hotel, La Casadora, was a
block from the airport in the center of town.

 


Sarah looked in her tote bag. “I have
our family’s passport here in my bag. How about you,
Lucinda?”

 


“Right here in my hand.”

 


“Okay, gang, let’s go,” said
Andy.

 


“Yes, sir,” said Gina with a
giggle.

 


The group stood in line. Two security
personnel sat behind a table.

“Missionary Youngblood, welcome back,”
the head of security held out his hand. “You have no luggage, you
are not staying?”

 


“Our luggage and cargo are in the belly
of the plane. We are heading to Hotel La Casadora.”

 


“ We can check your
cargo.  You do not have to wait. I see your pilots. Don’t
worry, be happy,” the guard laughed and sang.

 


The group followed Angelo and Gardino
that afternoon. The sun shone on the clean streets and buildings.
Shop owners opened their doors. People were walking briskly along
the sidewalks, greeting each other. Often they would stop and hug.
They wore bright and neat attire. The chatter of the new arrivals
blended with the natives’ voices.

 


“Andy, do you think we will sleep in
the Ayore village tonight?” said Pedro.

 


“I don’t know, Pedro. But please keep
your eyes open and remain silent. I remember the last time I was
here the grown-ups did all the planning. It’s best we follow their
orders.”

 


They arrived at the hotel. A man smiled
at them as they approached the entrance.

 


“José, this is Pastor David Youngblood
and his family, a missionary team,” Angelo said. “My hotel is
opened to them. Treat them with courtesy and respect.”

 


The lobby was magnificent, spacious and
filled with plants and floral arrangements. Wicker chairs with
pastel cushions adorned the room. Paintings of Paraguan leaders
hung on the wall¯Juan de Salazar, founder, past Presidents José
Gaspar Rodriguez de Francis, Carlos Antonio Lopez, and his son
Francisco Lopez. A portrait of the present President, Fernando
Lugo, hung in a prominent space. Paraguay’s red, white and blue
flag hung beneath his portrait.

 


“Mrs. Youngblood, the rest rooms are on
the right. After you all are refreshed, please go to the dining
room for lunch,” said Gardino.

 


He walked to the front desk and picked
up the house phone. “Conquita, this is Mr. Gardino. Mrs. Youngblood
and a party of five will be coming to dine. Place their charges on
my account. Thank you. Gentlemen, follow me.”

 


The men walked down the corridor and
entered his office. It was an elegantly furnished room. In the
center was a large mahogany table with matching chairs.

 


“Sit down, gentlemen.”

 


A beautiful woman in her twenties
entered. “Sir, can I be of help?”

 


“This is my secretary and daughter,
Maria. Please order soft drinks, coke, juice… what do you men
prefer?”

 


“That sounds fine,” David
said.

 


“You must be hungry. Maria, order an
assortment of fruit and sandwiches.”

 


“Yes, Papa, I’ll have the kitchen staff
prepare something delicious.”

 


David Youngblood walked to a large
window overlooking the skyline of Asuncion. A marble pedestal stood
in front of the window. A Bible lay open upon it.

 


“Gardino, isn’t this the Bible I gave
you before I left?”

 


“Yes, mornings I sit in my office chair
and read some verses. Each time I read the scriptures I learn a
lesson. David, you taught me so much, and I have been
blessed.”

 


David Youngblood said, “I remember when
I first met you. It was in this hotel. Now you appear to be a
Christian with a purpose.”

 


“I have changed by the grace of God.
When I turned to God, my business partner, Leonardo, refused to
work with me. When I see him, he makes sarcastic remarks about God.
He curses and uses the name of Christ disrespectfully.”

 


“What did you do, Gardino?”

 


“ I remember the words you
said before you left. ‘Some people you are involved with will
reject you. Turn the other cheek and pray for them, my brother. You
must exemplify the character of a true Christian’”

 


“I pray for Petro. I know he’s not
always in control of his actions. Pride and Satan control him. I
love Petro, but hate his sin. I see things differently since I
accepted Christ. On July 1, 2006, I went behind the bar in the
dining room. I poured all the liquor down the drain and tossed the
bottles in the trash. Know what I did next?”

 


“I have no idea,” said
David.

 


“I had the carpenters and plumbers
design a soda and ice-cream bar.

 


Friday and Saturday nights, between six
and nine, youth come and enjoy themselves. The grown-ups order a
sundae for desert. They are amazed at how well-behaved the kids
are. Friday night we have  ‘prayer and open up your heart
night.’ My wife and I talk with the youngsters. Our main rule is,
what is said at these meetings stays in the room. You’d be
surprised at the problems these youth face. The evenings spent with
them are special.”

 


“And, how’s your business?” Matthew
asked.

“Never better, God takes care of His
children.”

 


Two waiters brought lunch: bowls filled
with fruit, platters laden with ham, turkey, cheese and tuna
sandwiches. Another plate contained garden lettuce, cucumbers and
tomatoes. Silver buckets held cold bottles of soft drinks. A waiter
sat plates, glasses, napkins, and utensils on the table.

 


Gardino said, “David, would you bless
this meal?”

 


“Yes. Gladly. Dear great and powerful
God, thank You for the food placed before us. Give us strength to
determine our work for Your glory. I thank You in the name of
Jesus, our Savior. Amen.”

 


The pilots arrived and stood behind
Gardino. “Sit down gentlemen, you’re just in time.

 


The men shared the food and drink. It
was evident from the lack of conversation that they enjoyed the
meal.

 


Gardino looked across the table.
“Pastor Youngblood, what needs to be done next?”

 


“Getting the families and Dr. Jarvis
settled.”

 


“Do you have sufficient living space
for your team?”

 


“It’ll be tight, but I brought a couple
of tents,” Youngblood answered.

 


“No, no, that won’t do. I have
contractors working on the hotel expansion. I’m in no rush.
Tomorrow, some of us can go to the village and see what to do
first. For a few days the women and children can stay in the hotel.
We’ll deliver the luggage and cargo to the hotel. Anything in the
cargo you need right away?”

 


“Yes, my laptop.”

 


“You have a laptop? Great, we’ll be
able to communicate.  I will have the foreman go with us.
Angelo, I leave you in charge of the operations of the
hotel.”

 


“I don’t want to put you to a lot of
trouble,” Youngblood said.

 


“No trouble at all. We can get the
luggage and cargo brought to the hotel. I have four vans. I think
we’re ready to go now.”

 


“First, I’ll tell my wife and Lucinda
the plans.” Youngblood turned to the pilots, “You two have another
flight scheduled, right?”

 


“Yes, Mr. Youngblood, we have two
missionaries waiting in Brazil.”

 


Gardino praised the men.  “You
guys are a blessing.”

 


David searched for the women and
children. It wasn’t hard; children’s laughter came from the pool
area.

 


“Sarah, Gardino has provided rooms for
you, Lucinda, and the children for a few days.”

 


“What a relief. I could use a hot
shower, and the children need to settle down.”

 


“Daddy, Andy and the Martinez boys are
tired,” said Gina.

 


“And how about you, young
lady?”

 


“I’m tired too.”

 


“We will go to the village and stay
awhile, making preparations for the group. Come everyone, thank Mr.
Gardino.”

 


They strolled to the lobby. Gina,
although tired, did pirouettes through the lobby.

 


Andy faced his sister. “Gina settle
down or I’ll tie you up.”

 


Sarah shook her finger at Andy. “Ease
up.”

 


When the women and children returned
from the dining room, Gardino greeted them. Everything is all set.
I have four adjoining rooms for you. Each has two king-sized beds.
You get your keys at the front desk.”

 


The children said in unison, “Thank
you, Mr. Gardino.”

 


Juan Martinez took his wife in his
arms, “This will be a good start for you. Boys, be good and don’t
give your mother a hard time.”

 


“We’ll be good, Dad,” said Pedro and
Juan.

The men climbed into the van at the curb. It was a short trip to
the airport. Upon arrival, Gardino and Youngblood had a brief
conversation with the head of security.

 


“Your cargo and luggage passed
inspection. You’re good to go.”

 


Gardino said, “Good job guys,
thanks.”

 


David walked to the pilots. “I know you
men have to fuel up and leave. You have to pick-up Missionary
Talman in Brazil and bring him and his wife back to the States for
a well-deserved rest. Thank you and may God protect
you.”

 


“It was a pleasure to fly you to
Asuncion. Take care of yourself.”

“Okay, let’s load the vans and get
everything to the hotel,” said Gardino.

 


With the precision of an assembly line
the vans were soon loaded. Within minutes they returned to the
hotel.

 


At the entrance stood a tall man. The
muscle beneath his mahogany skin rippled when he waved.

 


Gardino slid from the van. “Santo!
Guys, this is Santo Johnson, former professional baseball player
with the New York Mets. He’s the best contractor in Asuncion. He’ll
be coming with us.”

 


“Glad to be able to help you. I owe
Gardino my life. I was very depressed when the Mets released me and
no team picked me up. I developed an ulcer because of my worries
and not eating properly. Talking to Gardino, I realized that it’s
possible to have peace if you have an understanding and loving
relationship with God. Before signing with the Mets, I’d completed
three years of college. I returned to Massachusetts Institute of
Technology and obtained a degree in Structural Engineering, and
afterward a great job with the best construction company in New
England. Then my Dad passed away. Mom was lonely; I spent hours on
the road. After much soul-searching, we decided Mom would be happy
if we moved to her native Paraguay. Her brothers and sisters and
family members were there. I researched the growth and economic
condition of Asuncion, and concluded this was a country with
opportunities.

 


My first job was at this hotel. Gardino
wanted to expand the lobby. We became friends. One day he said,
“Santo, are you saved?”

 


“I don’t know what you
mean.”

 


He took me aside and read these words.
“This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all acceptation, that
Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners.”

 


Gardino said, “We have a loving God; He
doesn’t want anyone to walk in darkness.” He explained that men do
not want to hear this. Pride keeps them from listening to the word
of God. “When I was living in the States, I met Martha,” Santo
said. “We were students. She was studying to be a speech therapist.
I was having a problem with English and she in Algebra. We spent
many hours studying at her parent’s home, helping each
other.”

 


“Martha was brought up in a Christian
home. It was a new experience to me. Her parents were very kind.
Her father and I got along just fine. He often asked me to go to
church with him. I always found an excuse.”

 


“One day I asked Martha what she was
looking for in a man. She gave me a list. First he must love the
Lord. The rest of the qualities were, honesty, integrity, kindness
and compassion. I could honestly say I had all these qualities
except her number one.”

“The day I accepted the Lord, I called
Martha. Her Dad answered the phone. I told him that I was
saved.”

 


He said, “Santo, I knew that Jesus
would come into your life.”

 


I took a deep breath, and said, “Sir,
is it all right to ask Martha to marry me?” “Santo, I would be
honored to have you as a son.”

 


Before handing her the phone, I heard
him say, ‘He’s saved.’ I asked Martha to be my wife, she said yes.
Her brother, an ordained pastor, married us in his church in
Massachusetts. I was proud to bring my beautiful bride to Paraguay.
A year later God blessed us with a baby boy. It has been a battle.
I am in constant combat with the old nature; but the Holy Spirit
leads me in the right direction. The blessings and protection God
gives is overwhelming.”

 


Gardino put his hand on Santo’s
shoulder. “God gave me a challenge and a friend. Asuncion is the
best contractor on earth.”

 


Gardino got on his cell phone. “Bruno,
Gardino here, please bring a Jeep up front.”

 


A few minutes later, a Jeep pulled up
to the curb with Bruno behind the wheel.

 


“Thanks,” Gardino said. “You can get
back to work. I think we’ll fit into the Jeep now, seeing that you
take up the most room. Santo, you are the designated driver.”
Everyone laughed.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 3

It was midday and the sun shone
brightly from a clear blue sky. Trees and bushes provided shade for
the Jeep heading for the village. Soon the vehicle arrived at the
Ayore village. Colandra was sitting outside her family’s hut. She
ran into the hut and grabbed her father’s arm pulling him
outside.

 


Foli called out, “Look, Tahita, someone
is coming,”

 


“Who is it, Foli?”

 


“I don’t know, a bunch of men in a
Jeep. They’re getting out. O, Blessed Jesus, you have answered our
prayers.” Foli ran to greet the men. He embraced Missionary
Youngblood. “You’ve come back. Everyday we have prayed that you
would return.”

“It’s so good to see you, Foli. How is
everyone?”

 


“Fine. We are doing just
fine,”

 


“Let me introduce you to my friend.
This is Juan Martinez and here is Dr. Jarvis. These men will be
staying and helping in the village. You know Gardino now meet his
contractor, Santo.”

 


As the men greeted each other, Colandra
and Tahita hurried to bring the news to the huts. Colandra knocked
on the doors and Tahita yelled, “Missionary Youngblood is
back!”

 


Soon all the villagers came to see the
missionary. Laughing, clapping and crying out, “Welcome home!
Welcome home, Pastor Youngblood!”

 


Pettia calmed everyone down, “Give our
guest some respect; you’re acting like wild animals.”

 


David Youngblood said, “I understand,
Pettia, they’re happy to see me. I feel like I’ve come back
home.”

 


Foli raised his voice over the noise,
“Everyone come sit on the benches. The missionary is not alone, be
courteous.”

 


“Thank you, Foli. Santo and Gardino,
I’ll show you the missionary house and the huts,” David Youngblood
led the way to the house, where Santo took measurements. He
recorded the totals on a pad. The men followed him, as he inspected
inside and outside of the house.

 


Gardino looked at Santo, “What do you
think?”

 


“I’ll draw you a diagram. An addition
can be made to this standing structure. The foundation is sturdy
and there is plenty of land.”

 


“I could use a larger room for
classroom space,” said David.

 


“Fine, that’s no problem. We can build
a room that’ll provide space for that purpose. Three additional
rooms can be attached to the classroom.”

 


David was excited, “One of those rooms
can be yours, Matthew, and the other rooms can accommodate the
Martinez family.”

 


“The classroom can also be used for
family activities and meetings. I’ll draw up the plans tonight,”
Santo said. “The next step will be to get the lumber and cement.
Let’s take a look at the other huts. “

 


Gardino was on his cell phone, “Pablo,
this is Gardino. I will be needing a lot of lumber, how are you
stocked?”

 


“We have more lumber than orders,” he
answered.

 


“Great, I’ll call you in a couple of
days with more details. Do you have a ramp that can be attached to
a Jeep?”

 


“Yes, we have plenty of
ramps.”

 


“Great. Talk to you later.”

 


Santo inspected the twenty huts in the
village. “I’ve numbered each hut and written down what repairs are
needed. The problems are minor. Where are the
out-houses?”

 


Youngblood walked ahead, “Here they
are. As you can see, they’re very clean.  These are a proud
people.”

 


“We can construct more outhouses with
no problem. Someday this area will be provided with electricity and
a decent plumbing system. I can start on the buildings and other
renovations in a couple of days. Gardino, do you agree?”

 


“Yes, we can get a crew of men and
three Jeeps to haul the materials. “

 


Youngblood looked at Juan and Matthew.
“We can stay at my place, guys. Gardino, will you let the wives
know what’s happening, please?”

 


“No problem. Santo and a crew will
return.”

 


Waving good-bye, Santo and Gardino got
into the Jeep and headed back to the hotel.

 


A group of villagers ran to Youngblood,
“We are so glad you came back.”

 


“It’s good to be back. Now we‘re going
to get some rest. Tomorrow, God willing, we can spend time
together.”

 


For the next three weeks the village
looked like a construction site with Santo’s crew of carpenters and
laborers. Before long the new work was completed.

 


“For what type of activities will you
use the additional space, Youngblood?” Gardino said.

 


“The children can play games here. Juan
plans to give culinary classes.”

 


“We have plenty of lumber. I can have
the men construct tables against the walls.

 


We can also build cabinets and shelves.
At the hotel we have extra white boards. How about you, Doctor,
have you any special needs?”

 


“My designated room has plenty of
space. I’ll be able to combine living quarters and office. It could
use some shelves and cabinets, enough for my medical books and
instruments.”

 


“In two days the job will be
completed,” Santo promised.

 


“It’ll be a blessing to have my family
living here, a change from hanging out with these two guys all
week,” Youngblood said.

 


On June 5, 2009, the missionary team
was officially settled in the Ayore village.  Renovations had
been made to the buildings. Overjoyed, the villagers thanked God
for the new building. The missionary team could now start services
for the Ayore villagers.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 4

On a beautiful day the villagers were
seated on the grounds for the first Sunday service since the
missionary had returned.  The atmosphere was one of peace and
tranquility.

 


The villagers did not notice the Ayore
from the bush were seated behind them.

 


Pastor Youngblood and the missionary
team came out of his house. Everyone except David Youngblood sat
with the villagers. He stood in front of the audience.

 


With Bible in hand, Pastor Youngblood
began the sermon. “God sent his Son, Jesus Christ, to die for you.
Why did he do this? Because he knew that most of the human race
would not believe what they could not see. Before Jesus came to
earth, the Hebrews sacrificed animals in obedience to God’s law.
They were promised that someday a Savior would be sent to earth as
a sacrifice for their sins.” The pastor looked at his parishioners
and said firmly, “ Jesus loved you so much He was willing to take
the punishment. For you and you.”

 


Missionary Youngblood walked touching
several villagers on their shoulders. “His was not an easy death.
He was nailed to a cross. A wreath of thorns was pressed on his
head. Blood ran down his face. Nails were hammered into his hands
and feet. He endured the pain, for you. He was willing to suffer,
for you. He did not curse those that tortured him. His dying words
were ‘God, forgive them for they know not what they do.’ Oh, how He
loves us.”

When Pastor Youngblood returned to the
front of the congregation, he saw many of the villagers crying, and
others sitting quietly with hands folded. Suddenly there was an
outburst.

 


“Please forgive me! Please forgive!”
Chief Titial of the Ayore from the bush, cried out. With tears
streaming down his face, he ran to Pastor Youngblood, and fell to
his knees. “I’m sorry, I didn’t know. I didn’t realize what Christ
did for me.”

 


“Many of us don’t know. Some don’t
believe or care. God sent me here to share the gospel with you.
Chief Titial, come with me, I want to talk to you alone. Doctor,
lead the others in song. Pettia will help you.”

 


The voices of the villagers sprang into
song. Pastor Youngblood and Titial went inside the
house.

 


“I did not realize how much Jesus has
done for me.  How he suffered on the cross and died for me. I
do not deserve His love,” Chief Titial said.

 


“It’s good that you recognize your
sins. Man is born with a sinful nature. He can possess a spiritual
nature if he so desires. This change takes place when he accepts
Jesus Christ as his Savior. We all have sinned. Because of Jesus’
sacrifice, we can be forgiven for our sins. Titial, do you want
Jesus Christ to be your Savior?”

 


“Yes, yes. I fought Him all my life. I
thought that I was in control of my life. Now I realize that Satan
was controlling me. Why did I do this, Pastor
Youngblood?”

 


“Pride. Humans want to think that
they’re right. To admit that they’re wrong is hard. Believing in
God is a constant battle because Satan does not want to turn you
loose. But, God never stops loving you. Do you have a
son?”

 


“My son, Cata, is a fine young
man.”

 


“If Cata said that you were not his
father and he didn’t love you, how would you feel?”

 


“It would break my heart.”

 


“That’s how God feels when one denies
Him. How would you feel if Cata rejected you?

 


“I would cry and feel rejected. But I
would still love him”

 


“That’s how God feels. He’ll always
love you. People refuse to believe because they do not want to see
their sin. They’d rather live in darkness. Those who deny God brag
about their disbelief. But God will be the victor. The scripture
tells us,  ‘As I live, saith the Lord, every knee shall bow to
me, and every tongue shall confess to God.’ Every one of us shall
give account of himself to God. Satan constantly roams the earth in
order to fight against God.”

“So I’m like everyone else?”

 


“No, you are unique. God has created
mankind in a special way; there is no one on earth exactly like
you. Give me your hands. Did you know that no one on the face of
the earth has the same fingerprints as you?”

 


“No one?  Are you
sure?”

 


“I’m sure. You are unique. God wants us
to understand that He has made us special.”

 


“Oh, how He must love me. I accept this
great God as my Savior. Because He has made the Ayore people
special, I will make them accept Jesus Christ also.”

 


“No, Titial, a person must make this
decision on his or her own.”

 


“May I come to you anytime I have a
question?  I want to be an obedient child of God.”

 


“You may come to me anytime.  You
are now my brother, we have the same father,” smiled Pastor
Youngblood.

 


Titial left the room with a smile. He
had never felt such joy. The emptiness and hatred toward the
villagers was gone. Titial walked to his wife and hugged her before
facing the Ayore tribe. “I’ve accepted God as my Savior. You all
need to listen to Pastor Youngblood.”

 


“We will do what you tell us,” one of
the tribal men shouted.

 


“No, this is not the time to do what I
say. You must feel it in your heart. God is the One you need to
obey. Those who came with me tonight go back to the bush, I will
join you.”

 


After this event, Titial spent many
days with the missionary team. Sometimes he sat on the steps of the
mission house, listening to the team discussing church and school
matters. When he walked through the village, he greeted his people
and showed respect.

 


“Do you see how our Chief has changed?”
Miguel said to his son.

 


One day he entered into his hut and
called to his wife, “Paria, honey, where are you?”

 


“What did you say, whom are you
calling? Who is Honey?”

 


“While sitting on the missionary’s
steps the other day, I heard Pastor call his wife ‘Honey’ and that
is what I think I’ll call you.”

 


“Honey is sweet. Do you think that of
me, dear husband?”

 


“I think that God has given me a good
wife. Pastor Youngblood told me that I should be the spiritual
leader of my home. God loves you and I should, like God, love you.
I want to be a good example to you and my tribe, honey.”

 


“I will be a good wife. Do you think
that you can show me, what a good Christian wife should
do?”

 


“Why don’t you come with me to the
missionary’s house.  His wife can help you.”

 


That evening they went to the home of
David and Sarah Youngblood. The pastor was surprised to see Titial
and his wife. “What can I do for you tonight?”

 


“My wife wants to know how to be a good
Christian wife.”

 


“Sarah, please come, we have company,”
the pastor said.

 


“Yes, I see. Welcome, Paria and
Titial.”

 


“Sarah, please talk to Paria. She has
some questions about being a good wife.”

 


“Come with me, Paria. I will show you
not only how to be a good wife, but how to be a child of
God.”

 


With her Bible in hand, Sarah said, “Do
you know what sin is?”

 


“I think it is when you do bad
things.”

 


“It is more than that, it is when you
disobey the laws of God. We’re all sinners. But we can be forgiven
of our sins if we accept his Son, Jesus Christ, into our
lives.”

 


“You mean the same Jesus that Pastor
Youngblood told us about the other night?”

 


“Yes, that is whom I mean.”

 


“I believe what Pastor told us. It was
such a great and brave thing that Jesus did for us.”

 


“Paria, if you believe that, are you
willing to accept Him and love Him?”

 


“Oh yes, that is not so hard to do. He
gave his life for me.”

 


“Pray with me, Paria. Repeat these
words after me:  God, I know that I am a sinner. I want to be
your child, please hear my prayer.” Paria repeated these
words.

 


“You are now a child of God. You shall
one day see His face in Heaven.”

 


“Thank you. Now can you show me from
that book how to be a good wife and mother?”

“Yes, I can. How many children do you
have?”

 


“I will be having my second child in a
few months.”

 


“Praise God, you’ve begun a new life.
The book of Proverbs has a beautiful passage. Who can find a
virtuous woman? For her price is far above rubies. The heart of her
husband doth safely trust in her; so that he shall have no need of
spoil.”

 


The women sat a long time reading from
the scriptures. Sarah was able to show Paria, how to be a good wife
and mother.

 


“Paria, if you ever have a question,
please come to me. But if you have a problem in your home, sit down
and with tenderness talk it over with your husband. Remember he is
now a man of God and the head of your home.”

 


“Sister Sarah, ever since the day he
was saved, he changed. He is considerate now.”

 


“That’s God working in his
heart.”

 


After a pleasant visit with the
Youngblood’s, Titial and Paria headed for home. A full moon guided
them through the village. Titial took his wife’s, Paria hand. “Look
at the beautiful sky, Paria. Jesus made all of this for us to
see.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 5

Sarah, Paria, Lucinda and Juan sat at a
table that held a stack of papers and books. They worked to
establish a schedule for the missionary school. Sarah flipped
through a notebook. “We need to concentrate on three things:
curriculum, group levels, and logistics.”

 


“Start with curriculum. Reading,
writing and arithmetic,” said Lucinda.

 


“All right, we must think in threes.
Some can’t read, others read a little, and a few read well,” Juan
said.

 


“Classes will have students of various
ages,” Paria continued. “ When you were here before, I sat next to
a ten-year old. What do you think, Sarah?”

 


“Age doesn’t matter. We’ll interview
potential students and place them in the appropriate level. We’ll
have to test them.”

David Youngblood entered the room
carrying a stack of papers. He tossed them on the table. “Here are
the aptitude test forms. Got them in the mail
yesterday.”

 


Lucinda reached for the papers. 
“Wonderful, we’re discussing the different levels and how we’ll
determine placement of the students.”

 


Sarah was overjoyed. “We can start
testing tomorrow. One thing we don’t want to do, is label the
students.”

 


“Let’s give the different groups Bible
names,” said Paria.

 


With his hand on his cheek, David said
thoughtfully, “I don’t think that will work. A student may be good
in math and slow in reading. That would mean they would have two
Bible names. I think that would be confusing.”

 


Before the group came up with a
solution, Dr. Jarvis, Tahita and Foli entered the room.

 


“Just in time, Doctor,” Sarah said. “
we need your statistical expertise. We’re trying to ensure that
students are placed in classes at their proficiency
levels.”

 


“No problem,” said Dr. Jarvis. “We’ll
use color codes.” He walked over to the shelf and removed a box of
crayons. “Let’s use red, yellow, green, and blue. Say we have a
student named Alex; we test him in the three Rs. Alex tests high in
reading =that’s red, fair in writing =that’s yellow, poor in
math=that’s green, and outstanding in science =that’s
blue.”

 


“Doc, you’re a genius. Now we can form
the various classes, using the color code for appropriate student
placement.”

 


“Right. That approach should work for
you,” said Dr. Jarvis.

 


Sarah sighed with relief, “Can we
please take a break? I need to talk to Tahita and Foli.”

 


“Good idea,” David agreed. “My wife and
I need to develop the Bible lessons.”

 


“And Lucinda and I will review the
aptitude test forms,” Juan said.

 


Dr. Jarvis, Tahita and Fotoli walked to
the adjoining room where the doctor motioned to some wood chairs,
“Tahita, Foli, sit down. I have noticed that your daughter,
Colandra, is very shy, and when I talk to her, she just smiles. I
have never heard her speak,” said Dr. Jarvis.

 


“Our dear Colandra has been that way
all her life,” Tahita said. “She is a good child, and we love her
very much. God has given us this precious child for a
reason.”

 


“I would like to examine her,” said
Matthew Jarvis and added, “with your permission.”

“Oh, Doctor, you are such a blessing.
Tahita and I certainly give our permission.”

 


“Tomorrow morning, bring Colandra to my
office. I will have Pettia helping me. Your girl will be
comfortable with Pettia, I’m still a stranger.”

 


Tahita said, “Thank you, Dr. Jarvis. We
will bring our daughter tomorrow morning.”

 


After leaving the doctor’s office,
Tahita and Fotoli returned to the school meeting. Lucinda, Juan and
the missionaries worked on the school program for another
hour.

 


“My brain is drained,” said David
Youngblood. “Why don’t we take a walk outside and see what our
future students are doing?”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 6

Close to sunset, there was a lull in
the air until a stampede of boys came from behind the main hut.
Andy was in the lead, the Martinez boys and five others followed
sweat pouring down their smiling faces.

 


“Boys, boys, what’s going on?” 
Dr. Jarvis said.

 


A group of girls appeared in hot
pursuit. Colandra was leading the girls. Sarah Youngblood shouted,
“Andy, come over here. What are you doing?”

 


Out of breath, Andy ran to his mother.
“We’re just messing around. Pedro pulled Colandra’s
hair.”

 


“Can’t you boys find something better
to do? Teasing the girls isn’t productive,” Mr. Martinez
said.

 


“Girls, come with me.” Taking Colandra
by the hand, Tahita walked toward a grassy area. “Why don’t you
play jump rope, or with your dolls?”

 


Following the grown-up advice, Andy had
a suggestion. “C’mon, guys, maybe we can play baseball.” He went
into the mission house with the Martinez boys. “Let’s see what we
have,” Andy said and pulled a heavy canvas bag from under his
bed.

 


“Two bats, three dirty balls and three
gloves. No helmets or bases.” Andy sat on the floor; the Martinez
brothers waited.

 


“What’s the matter, guys?” said Dr.
Jarvis from the front door.

 


“Look at this equipment,” Andy replied.
“When Pedro, Manuel and I played ball yesterday I felt bad because
the other guys wanted to learn how to play. But we don’t have
enough gloves, and the balls are just about finished.”

 


“It’s not like home, is it?” said Dr.
Jarvis.

 


“No, in Port St. Lucie the team Pedro
and I were on had everything.”

 


They sat in silence for a long time.
Andy really didn’t want to talk about it.

 


“I was thinking, Andy. When I worked at
Beth El Hospital, I operated on one of the Met ballplayers. He was
a nice guy and loved the Lord… Trying to think of his name. Oh,
yeah!” said Dr. Jarvis.  “Now I remember: Sean, Sean
Henry,”

 


“You knew a real, big time player?”
asked Andy.

 


“Minor league player, Andy. I went to
see him play. A dynamite outfielder. I think he is now with the
Reds franchise.  Let’s find your dad and see if we can use his
laptop,” said Dr. Jarvis. Outside they saw the missionary walking
toward the hut.

 


“I was wondering if I could use your
laptop, David; we’re trying to find a ball player,” said Dr.
Jarvis.

 


“No problem. Follow me.”

 


David walked over to a shelf, removed
the computer and handed it to Dr. Jarvis. The three boys watched as
the doctor went on-line.

 


“Okay, I’m going to type Minor League
Baseball in the search. Yep, there we are. Now I’ll type his name
in the player search, Henry. Not too many Henrys  … 
there he is, Sean Henry. Club Cincinnati.”

 


“What are we going to do next, Doctor?”
Andy worried, “there’s no telephone number to reach
him.”

 


“Andy, calm down. Sit back, pray and
leave it in God’s hands.”

 


The room was very quiet. Dr. Jarvis
closed his eyes.

 


“Don’t go to sleep on us,” said
Andy.

 


“Just thinking. Things are coming back
to me. I remember laughing at the name of Sean’s hometown. Hmmm …
yes I know, Suisun. Suisun, California. That’s it!”

 


“Bring it up on the computer, Dr.
Jarvis,” said Pedro. “See if you can find him,” said
Pedro.

 


“There are four Henrys but no
Sean.”

 


“Do you think they may be his
relatives?” said Manuel.

 


Jarvis removed a cell phone from his
pocket and dialed. “Hello, this is Dr. Matthew Jarvis, and I’m
trying to get in touch with a Sean Henry, do you know
him?”

 


“Yes, he’s my brother. I will call him
to make sure he knows who you are. Give me your number.”

 


“I’m living in Paraguay. Please give
him my e-mail address: dyoungblood@ AOL. Pardon? Yes, AOL is our
provider. Thank you, and God bless you.”

 


“I will get to him today,” said Sean’s
sister. “Good-bye.”

 


“Boy, that was great, that was Sean’s
sister. She’s going to get in touch with him.”

 


Pedro picked up a baseball bat. “Doctor
Jarvis, God is answering our prayers. Thank you for your
help”

 


With ball in hand, David walked to the
door. “Let me see how good you are, guys.”

 


Pedro, Manuel, and Andy ran in front of
him, carrying the rest of the equipment. The boys in the village
saw them and followed behind them in anticipation.

 


After setting up the bases, Pedro said,
“These other guys will have to be shown how to play. I’ll teach
them how to hit the ball. Manuel and Andy, why don’t you help them
field. Doctor Jarvis, will you pitch?”

 


“Sure. Did you guys know that Santo was
a professional ballplayer?”

 


“He was? Boy, that’s great. Do you
think he would help us?” Pedro asked.

 


“Probably. I’ll try to get in touch
with him tomorrow. I have Gardino’s number. Let’s play
ball.”

 


Andy and Pedro were patient, working
with their Ayore friends, who amazed them with their quick
understanding of the game. Soon the field was bristling with boys
from the village and their fathers. While the American boys helped
instruct the players, the women and girls cheered them on. There
was a lot of happy noise.

 


After the evening meal, Titali and the
bush Ayore came to visit the villagers. David Youngblood waved to
Titali. “Come with me; listen to what I’d like to tell you. School
is about to start. I need to know what your people plan to
do.”

 


“My wife was at your meeting. She told
me that it was going to be a good thing. We’ll be coming to
school.”

 


“Tomorrow the students will be tested.
Come in the morning when you hear the bell.”

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 7

Early the next morning, Tahita and Foli
brought Colandra to see Dr. Jarvis. He was waiting for them. Pettia
stood by his side.

 


“I’m so glad that you’re here with
Colandra. Pettia and I have everything ready for the examination.
In order that Colandra will not have too many distractions, I would
like you to wait in the other room.”

 


Foli shook the doctor’s hand. “Of
course, Doctor, that’s no problem.”

 


Colandra smiled at Pettia. She was used
to Pettia and not afraid.

 


“Pettia, bring Colandra over here where
I have my instruments. Sit next to her so she won’t be scared, when
I start. Pettia, I will first pretend I am examining you. I think
that will encourage her to be brave like you.”

 


Dr. Jarvis began by looking into
Pettia’s throat. Colandra copied Pettia when the doctor shone the
light into her mouth. Next, he chose a steel instrument. “Pettia,
this is very important. When I place this instrument in Colandra’s
ears, watch her eyes and see whether she closes them, or blinks. I
will be emitting various tones. Now, did you see any response from
Colandra?”

 


“No, she didn’t flinch or close her
eyes.”

 


“Pettia, ask her parents to come back
in here.”

 


Tahita and Foli came in, looking at the
doctor with apprehension.

 


“I may have found Colandra’s problem,”
Dr. Jarvis said. “She has what is called conductive deafness.
Something is interrupting the sound vibration from the outer ear to
the inner ear. The obstacle may be earwax, or a layer of flesh. The
bones in the middle ear are not transmitting sound vibration to the
inner ear.  If there is no nerve damage, an operation can cure
the problem. Surgery can restore the ability of the middle ear to
transmit sound. Do you understand?”

 


“I think you are saying there is
something wrong inside her ear, which is causing her not to hear,”
said Foli.

 


“Right. That is the reason she cannot
talk.”

 


“Can you fix it, Doctor?” said
Tahita.

 


“No, she would have to be cared for by
an otolaryngologist. That’s a big word. It means a doctor who
specializes in the treatment of ears, nose, and throat. I have a
friend in the States, capable to operate.”

 


“We do not have the money to pay such a
man,” said Foli.

 


“Don’t worry about that. Things can be
arranged.”

 


Tahita reached for Dr. Jarvis’s hand.
“Thank you, Dr. Jarvis. We will be praying for you and for our
little girl.”

 


The parents and their daughter went
back to the schoolroom. “Pastor Youngblood, Foli and I were
wondering if Colandra could come to school?”

 


“There is no reason why she can’t.
Tomorrow when you come to school, have her sit next to you,
Tahita,” said David.

 


“Thank you, she’ll not be any trouble.
Tomorrow my family will be in class,” said Tahita.

 



Chapter 8

The morning began as usual in
Colandra’s home. She ran outside to greet the rising sun. Her long
black hair blew in the breeze. With tears in her eyes she beheld
the beauty of God’s world. Her mother waited for her return. This
was an important day: the opening of school. The boys and Foli had
risen early and were already dressed. A bowl of fruit and boxes of
juice were on the family table.

 


The Ayore appreciated the juice and
other staples provided this village and other mission fields.
Private donations funded this unique program. Shoppers at the
headquarters were assigned to buy supplies for designated missions.
Theresa handled the supplies for David Youngblood. Recently she had
purchased large cans of fruits, vegetables, and pastas at the Acme
Wholesale Company. Dry goods, such as rice and beans were included
in the order. Theresa also added cookies and other packaged
goods.

 


Via computer, David asked for notebooks
and paper. The mission school used the A Beka system in its
curriculum. Appropriate textbooks joined all requested supplies on
delivery flights by Mission International.

 


On the first day of school, David
Youngblood stood at the schoolhouse door and rang the large bell.
The missionaries had assigned the duties of all the staff. Tables
and chairs awaited the eager students in the class. Many of the
Ayore ran to school after they heard the bell. Paria greeted them.
Pettia wrote the name of each on a roster. Their ages ranged from
six to forty years. Once they had settled down, Lucinda, Sarah and
Juan conducted the aptitude test.

 


The students who had completed the test
waited for family members outside. During their wait they enjoyed
an assortment of fruit, cookies and bottled water. It had been a
long and busy day. Although the Ayore people looked forward to
going to school daily, they were glad to go home and rest before
the evening service.

 


Matthew Jarvis and David Youngblood,
however, had to evaluate the test results before then.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 9

On a Sunday evening the villagers
gathered outside for service. Pastor Youngblood stood in front of
them and opened his Bible.

 


“Tonight I ‘m going to base my lesson
on the verses in Matthew chapter 5. I call this sermon ‘Love Your
Enemies.’ We find in verse 23 that in old times we were told to
love our neighbors and hate our enemies. This standard has been
accepted by many societies. But Jesus says, ‘I’ve discipled you.’”
The pastor goes on to say, “I’m going to hold you to a higher
standard. As Christians we have Godly values which are different
from much of the rest of the world. As Christians we are to obey
God’s laws and man’s law. If they are in opposition, we obey God.
Our LORD requires us not to just do what the world does, because
it’s comfortable. He wants us to have a higher standard that is set
in His ways. The Bible tells us to love thy neighbor and love thine
enemy. You are to obey God.”

 


“Should we love someone that strikes
us?”

 


“You are to turn the other
check.”

 


“What if they tell lies about
us.”

 


“Men lied against our Lord Jesus
Christ. So how much more will people plot against Christians. Be
strong and hold your heads up high. Remember that the Holy Spirit
will protect you.”

 


Quietly the Ayore from the bush seated
themselves behind the villagers.

 


“It’s easy to show love to those who
love you. It is in human nature to respond to those who have harmed
us negatively. Pride keeps us from forgiving them. How many of you
think that you could love your enemy?”

 


Foli stood up. “Pastor, I promise that
I will pray for and love those who hate us.”

 


“Me too, me too,” others
shouted.

 


Suddenly the men from the bush stood
up. “Pastor Youngblood, we have come to ask you to forgive
us.”

 


David spotted Titial. “Do your people
wish to be our friends?”

 


“Yes, Sir, I have been witnessing to
them all week. Tonight they come to accept Jesus Christ like I
did.”

 


“Do they understand, from God’s word,
what they are doing and why?”

 


“Yes, Pastor Youngblood. I talked to
them individually and showed them from the Bible the plan of
salvation. The same passages you showed me from the book of
Romans.”

 


Pastor Youngblood approached the group.
“Praise God. Bow your heads and kneel down. Dear Heavenly Father,
we give thanks to you for extending your love and patience to those
who have come. May your blessing and rewards be spread among them.
Amen.”

 


“Pastor, we wish to show our
acceptances by being baptized,” said Titial.

 


“Do they understand what baptism means,
Titial?”

 


“When a person accepts the Lord Jesus
Christ as their Savior they may be baptized. This is a way of
telling others what you have done. Baptism represents the death,
burial and resurrection of Christ. It is an important step in a
Christian’s life. Baptism cannot save you, but it creates a
communion with God,” said Titial.

 


“You are a good student.”

 


t was a warm evening. The black sky
provided a perfect backdrop for the full moon. The villagers
watched as the group was baptized. Pastor Youngblood’s voice
billowed in the night air as he submerged them in the stream. “I
baptize you in the name of the Father, Son and Holy
Spirit.”

Now the villagers sang. Pettia’s
melodic voice rose above the others:

 


In my own strength I am so
weak; nothing I build will last.

But with power from you
everything that I do will be here,

When time has past. Lord,
give me a crucified heart broken in

To remain exactly like you
and Lord, may I be willing to die

Daily take up my cross with
a crucified heart. You are the key

To what I can be if I have
you in my heart. So cleanse

Every part, giving me a new
start daily and crucified.

 


With faces beaming, the recently
baptized individuals emerged from the stream, and adult villagers
embraced them. Children looked on with bright eyes. Many of the
children went to Pastor Youngblood for an
explanation. 

 


“Pastor Youngblood, it is a good thing
that was done tonight. I remember when you baptized me. Andy had
shown me from the Bible when I was in the hospital how to be born
again. I’m not saying that I am perfect. Sin is still in my life
and always will be.  The difference is, I’m aware when I have
sinned; it hurts and I let God know I’m sorry. I try very hard not
to do that again,” Pedro said. “It is good to know that as a child
of God my sins were washed away when He died on the
cross.”

 


“Pastor, you always said, if we do not
understand something, to ask you. What is a crucified heart?”
Manuel asked.

 


“It means you do not do things against
God’s instructions. Like Pedro was saying, you have the desire to
do wrong. A crucified heart is obedient to God. You reject
temptations. The Apostle Paul had this problem; he said, ‘I am weak
when I should be strong.’ It is human nature to sin. It is
important that we keep our eyes on the cross. Remember what Christ
did for us on Calvary. God has given us a special gift. God has
given us a gift that no one else has the power to give, the power
of forgiveness and everlasting life. Don’t let anyone ever tell you
that God will take this gift away from you. Don’t be tempted by
man’s word; keep studying the Bible for guidance. Remember humans
are not more powerful than God. They walk in darkness, not under
their power but Satan’s. In II Corinthian 4:4 Paul wrote, ‘In whom
the god of this world hath blinded the minds of them which believe
not, lest the light of the glorious gospel of Christ, who is the
image of God should shine unto them’ “So boys, continue to see the
light.”

 


“We will, Pastor Youngblood, we will,”
said Pedro.

 


“You’ve grown. Andy is fortunate having
you as a friend.”

 


The villagers slowly returned to their
homes. It had been a rewarding evening, which God had truly
blessed. The Ayore were now able to love each other regardless of
their differences. They had learned a good lesson.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Chapter 10

When David Youngblood went outdoors to
ring the bell on the following school day, some students were
already waiting. Other residents ran out of their homes, anxious to
begin the day.

 


“Everyone get in line,” said
David.

 


Sarah had given Paria the papers and
color-coded cards, which indicated the level of each student
according to the system that had been discussed at the school staff
meeting. The teachers were expecting their pupils in different
areas of the room. Affixed to the white boards behind the teachers,
large colored cardboard showed the students where to report. The
advanced group to Dr. Jarvis; to David Youngblood went those with a
yellow card in their hands, the intermediate group. Behind Sarah
Youngblood was a green cardboard which was the color for beginners.
During the first class, students of English enjoyed Sarah’s singing
the ABCs to them. She pointed to each letter and encouraged the
students to sing along. Starting with the letter A, Sarah passed
out lined paper for the students to practice writing the letters.
She checked each student’s paper.

 


Colandra sat next to her mother in the
intermediary group and watched the proceedings. Pastor Youngblood
gave each of his pupils the book, Georgie the Frog. “Most of you
attended school when I was here before. This book contains
delightful stories and teaches lessons in proper behavior according
to God’s word,” the pastor said.

 


“Today I want you to read, Black Robes
of Paraguay, by William Jaenike, said Matthew Jarvis to his
advanced group. “Write a short synopsis of the first two chapters.
We will discuss them tomorrow,”

 


During the school days, students had
classes in math, science and history. Sarah’s beginner’s class,
which consisted of first-time attendees, was to write out three
times the words they had practiced in class.

 


At the end of the second day, teachers
handed out book bags donated by the American Capital
Trust.

 


Juan Martinez had prepared and set out
individual lunch plates in the community room. The students enjoyed
his tuna-and peanut butter sandwiches, which were surrounded by
sliced apples and pears. Fruit punch washed the treat
down.

 


When classes dismissed at three
o’clock, the Ayore went to their homes.

 


Tahita sat at the kitchen table doing
her English homework. Colandra interrupted, gesturing at a blank
paper and pencil. Her mother gave her the items and continued
studying. Looking up she noticed that her daughter was busy.
Probably drawing pictures, she thought. Tahita motioned Colandra to
show her the papers.

 


“Dear God, Foli come here.”

 


“Tahita, what’s wrong?”

 


“Look, Foli.”

 


“This is your homework,
Tahita?”

 


“No, Colandra did this.”

 


On the paper was the complete alphabet.
Neatly written underneath was an addition table. She had completed
1 + 1 = 2, 1 + 2 = 3 … 1 + 9 = 10.

 


Foli folded Tahita into his
arms.

 


“Foli, all these years I thought
Colandra had something wrong with her brain. God, please forgive me
for being so blind.”

 


“Tahita, we must tell Dr.
Jarvis.”

 


The two other siblings were playing
games in the room.

 


“Boys, we’ll be back. Take care of your
sister.”

 


“I’ll watch her,” said Ojoi.

 


“Let’s pray,” said Foli. “Dear Heavenly
Father, Ruler over all things, we thank You for what You’ve shown
us today. We pray that You continue to work miracles in Colandra’s
life. In Jesus’ name. Amen.”

 


They walked to Dr. Jarvis’s office and
found him sitting at his desk.

 


“Dr. Jarvis, something happened to
Colandra today,” said Tahita.

 


“Is something wrong with
Colandra?”

 


“Look at these papers, Dr. Jarvis. This
is what Colandra did today.”

 


The physician carefully reviewed the
papers.

“From what you’re showing me, Colandra
is a bright girl. It’s important specialists see her as soon as
possible. The ear nose and throat specialist I mentioned is willing
to examine her.”

 


“Where are these specialists?” Foli
asked.

 


“My friend, Dr. Rosenberg, is at Johns
Hopkins Hospital.”

 


Tahita questioned the doctor. “Is that
hospital in the United States?”

 


“Yes, it’s in Baltimore,
Maryland.”

 


“We don’t have the money to pay for the
trip or for the doctors.”

 


“I was going to talk to you about my
findings. I’ve talked to Dr. Rosenberg. He’s head of research for
the hearing impaired at the college. A group of medical students
have a special research project. They’re required to view and take
notes on an operation to restore hearing. There are funds available
to undertake Colandra’s care. How do you feel about
this?”

 


“We’ll do anything to help her,” said
Foli.

 


“Tahita, if I can make the final
arrangements, will you fly to the States?”

 


“Foli, is it all right with
you?”

 


“Yes, Tahita, whatever we need to do
for our girl.”

 


“We can stay with my sister in
Baltimore, Tahita. Missionary Flights International of Fort Pierce,
Florida will take care of our transportation. I’ll call Dr.
Rosenberg.”

 


Within two weeks the itinerary for Dr.
Jarvis, Tahita, and Colandra was complete. Departure was scheduled
for August 30th.

 


Gardino provided a jeep to the airport.
Foli and the boys hugged and kissed Colandra as she, Dr. Jarvis,
and Tahita were ready to leave.

 


Pastor Youngblood and Sarah bid their
friends good-bye at the village. “We’ll pray for you,” the pastor
said. “Don’t worry, Doctor, we’ll cover you as best we can. Please
e-mail us.”

 


“I’ll keep in touch, “ Dr. Jarvis
promised.

 


Soon they were on a Missionary Flights
plane, heading for Baltimore. Because of ecological reasons, the
plane was not allowed to fly over the Amazon. It would be
twenty-six hours before they reached their destination. Colandra
looked out the window as the plane entered a patch of clouds. She
tapped her mother’s shoulders and motioned. This was the first
flight for both of them; they were fascinated. Tahita was worried
and apprehensive about the events to follow.

 


“Being in the sky shows me what a
powerful God we have,” said Tahita.

 


“Wait until the evening. You will see
his wonders,” Dr. Jarvis said. “Is Colandra okay?”

 


“Yes, different cloud formations
attract her interest for now.”

 


“Do you have anything to keep her from
getting bored?”

 


“Yes, I brought some coloring books.
She likes to play tic-tac-toe and beats me.”

 


“Colandra is a bright child. While
we’re at Johns Hopkins, I’ll have the medical staff administer her
an intelligence test.”

 


“Doctor, I have faith that God will
give your friend the knowledge and skill to help my
girl.”
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