
1 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
Hearing the Voice of God 

In this newsletter we will hear first-hand 
stories about hearing the voice of God 
and the many ways God speaks to us. 
We will discover the outcomes of 
responding to God’s voice or running 
from it.  God uses our responses to 
teach us more about Him.  When have 
you heard the voice of God? 

Introduction 

” (1 Kings 19:11–12)11 The LORD said, 

“Go out and stand on the 

mountain in the presence of 

the LORD, for the LORD is about to 

pass by.” 

Then a great and powerful 

wind tore the mountains apart and 

shattered the rocks before 

the LORD, but the LORD was not in 

the wind. After the wind there was 

an earthquake, but the LORD was 

not in the earthquake. 12 After the  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Earthquake came a fire, but the 

Lord was not in the fire. And after 

the fire came a gentle 

whisper. 13 When Elijah heard it, he 

pulled his cloak over his face and 

went out and stood at the mouth 

of the cave. 
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Jeremiah 33:3 

“Call to me and I will answer 

you, and will tell you great and 

hidden things that you have not 

known.” 

 

Hearing the Voice of God 
by Sally Schaaf 

Raising children to love and serve God 
is difficult. That’s why we as parents 
take them to church, Sunday school, 
youth group, and church camp.  That’s 
also why we have family devotions and 
pray with them at bedtime.  That is 
always why we as parents (especially 
mothers) spend a lot of time on our 
knees before God praying for each 
child.  My number one prayer always 
was that our children would grow up to 
be Godly men and women. 

This prayer was put to the test many 
times when my children were teenagers, 
but one child had me praying, crying, 
and pleading with God often, as she 
always seemed to make the wrong 
choices.  

One morning I was having a crying 
session before God about her, telling 
God that I thought all my work, tears, 
and prayers for her were in vain!  I was 
a total mess!  I finally picked up my 
Bible and read the scripture for that 
day…this was the scripture I read that 
morning. 

They shall not labor in vain, 

Nor bring forth children for trouble; 

For they shall be the descendants of the 
blessed of the LORD,and their offspring 
with them. 

Isaiah 65:23 

It seemed as if God was reassuring me 
that all my labor for her was not in 
vain… 

But I was still very upset and couldn’t 
think straight, so I decided to run down 
to the Bible Book Store and pick up a 
new CD from one of my favorite 
Christian music groups, The Brooklyn 
Tabernacle Choir.  Their music always 
brought me comfort and that was 
something I needed that day.   I hopped 
in the car and was heading toward 
Evansville, crying, and talking to God all 
the way. 

Once entering the store, I made a 
beeline to the area where I knew their 
music was located.   I also noticed that 
the background music the store was 
playing was similar to my favorite 
group’s music. 

Once in front of the Brooklyn Tabernacle 
Choirs CD section, I began to look for 
their newest CD.  While looking over the 
list of songs on the back of their new 
CD, I started to really pay attention to 
the piped in music the store was 
playing.  I remember thinking that the 
song in the store kept repeating its 
chorus over and over again…I even 
began to wonder if the CD was skipping 
or something.  Then I listened to the 
lyrics in the chorus.  Here was the 
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chorus…They shall not labor in vain, nor 
bring forth children for trouble; for they 
shall be the descendants of the blessed 
of the LORD, and their offspring with 
them… 

After the awe and wonder of listening to 
the very lyrics I had read that morning, I 
then looked down at the CD I was 
holding and realized I was listening to 
the song from that CD!    

We have a LORD who hears our cries 
and answers our prayers.  Our sweet 
LORD speaks to us in many ways, and 
when needed HE certainly can and will 
make Himself heard.  The comfort and 
promise God brought me that day 
helped me through that period of 
time.  And that daughter I was crying 
over that day has become a young 
mother of her own who has a heart for 
God’s in every way.  God is Good All the 
Time! 

 

IsraeliPerspective 

told by Karen White  

 

I prayed for adventure but wasn’t certain 

it would come my way until I started on 

a spiritual journey and waslead to go on 

a 21 day fast, It was at the end of this 

fast that I had a wakeup call. 

It’scommon for the Holy Spirit to wake 

me  in the middle of the night.  Maybe 

the wee hours of the morning is when 

He has my undivided attention. This 

particular time I felt led to pray,  

I prayed for my parents, I prayed for 

family, my extended family, my cousins, 

and long lost relatives, I prayed for 

friends, local, present, past.  I prayed for 

the sick, from those who had hang nails 

to those who had cancer.  I prayed for 

those seeking jobs, seeking spouses, 

seeking answered to their prayers.  

Well, that could be exaggerating a bit, 

the point is I prayer for every need I was 

aware of. I felt I had exhausted every 

possible avenue and every ones 

needs.However, wanting to be certain 

that I covered all the bases I began to 

ask, “God,do you have anyone you want 

me to pray for?” A name came, Yosi 

Yosef. I thought, “I don’t know anyYosi 

Yosef”Again the impression was so 

strong, “Pray for Yosi Yosef.” I felt like 

Moses when he told the Lord he wasn’t 

equipped to face Pharaoh.  “But Lord, 

how do I pray for Yosi Yosef? I’ve never 

met him and don’t know what he needs? 

How do I pray for him?” “Pray against 

destruction” Unknowing Yosi Yosef, or 

what he needed I just did what I thought 

God said to do.  I prayed against 

destruction. I prayed God would give 

him strength.  

I thought a lot about Yosi Yosef.I 

wondered what was going on with this 

person I had never met or even heard of 

before. The only thing Iknew, I was 

supposed to pray for him, so I did.  

I was a member of a Charismatic 

Messianic Jewish Community. We 
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attended our congregational services on 

Saturday mornings. We went through 

morning worship and when the 

rabbiasked the congregation if there 

were any prayer requests.  Marion, one 

of the women I knew announced, 

“Please keepYosi Yosefin your prayers.  

He has told me he wants NO ONE to go 

see him. I think he’s giving up.   

Ding, ding, ding, did she say Yosi 

Yosef?Of course, I realized he was the 

one I had been praying for.  Then the 

Holy Spirit said to me, “Go tell the 

rabbitold you to go see him!” To which,I 

responded, “He doesn’t want visitors, 

Lord. I’m a stranger, why would he see 

me”  “Exactly, go see him.”  Right. What 

else could I say? Following the service, I 

spoke to the Rabbi and I told him about 

my experiences. I said, “I believed God 

is telling me to go see him.”  I told the 

rabbi  the whole story and he agreed. I 

learned that Yosi periodically attended 

the congregation but he had no interest 

in conversion.  His attendance was so 

seldom I had never met him. The Rabbi  

said he would go with me to introduce 

me to Yosi Yosef. 

I am not sure what I was expecting but it 

sure wasn’t what I got.  When we got to 

the hospital where Yosi was undergoing 

treatment for leukemia I was surprised.I 

thought I’d find a broken and meek man, 

instead I met an arrogant, hard hearted 

young man in his early twenties.   

He thought he had beaten cancer, now 

he was on his second round and as a 

result he became angry with God.  Any 

chance for Yosi to meet the Messiah 

flew out the window, how could he love 

a God who cursed him once again with 

this dreaded disease.  

I hoped to connect with him but he was 

full of himself and tried to blow me off 

with snide remarks and retorts. I 

explained how God told me too fast for 

him and to pray for him.  He laughed at 

me and was very skeptical.I went on 

telling him of my wake up call.  I 

explained every type of fast and the 

lengths of fasting.   When I told him 

about the 40 day fast he sneered at me 

and said, “That’s the fast I want! Fast for 

me for 40 days.”  My heart sunk, I cried 

out to the Lord, “Can I do this? I just 

come off a 21 day fast!” 

It was one of the most difficult things I 

ever had to do.  Although I was advised 

to reconsider the commitment, I felt if 

God gave me a name of someone I 

didn’t know, and he has leukemia, and 

he hasn’t a clue who the Messiah is, I 

wascompelled, I needed to fast.  

The fast was a struggle, but for the 

grace of God, I don’t know how I got 

through those days!  I was so hungry!  

At the end of the fast, I expected a 

miracle and that Yosi would fall on his 

face, repent, and accept Christ as the 

Messiah. It didn’t happen that way.  In 
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fact over a two year period he play hide 

and seek with me. Often avoiding me 

when I came to visit him, or ignoring me 

if he saw me. I was discouraged to say 

the less.  In my head I kept arguing with 

my heart.  My head said, “Give up, Yosi 

isn’t going to change, but my heart kept 

saying,” Press on.” This is where faith 

steps in, faith is the substance of things 

hoped of and the evidence of things not 

seen. I could see no changes in Yosi’s 

life. But God said pray, so I did.  While I 

was praying, Yosi was trying to make up 

for lost time. He partied whenever he 

was able, he moved his girlfriend into 

his home, and continued to avoid me.  

He was grabbing “all the gusto,” life 

could give him in his very ill stricken life. 

Yosi’s ticket was near the end.  

Somehow in spite of all the avoidance 

and the ridicule, Yosi’s heart became 

tender toward God.  One day he called 

a friend in our congregation and 

confessed, “I’m so tired of this sinful life 

I’ve been living, I want to accept Christ 

as my Messiah, I just want to run with 

Jesus!”  Six hours later, he passed 

away. He was definitely a death bed 

conversion. 

I often think about that, what if I had said 

no to God, or what if I had quit before 

the fast was over?  I don’t know the 

answers but I have learned to listen for 

that small still voice that continues to 

beckon me to do things for him.   

We may never see the results that we 

want to see, but when God asks us to 

pray, we need to pray. When we don’t 

see an answer, we pray and thank God 

for it anyway.  We our prayers make a 

huge difference.  In fact in many cases 

it’s the main source of healing and 

restoring.  We don’t always have the 

right words to speak into someone’s 

lives, especially if they are as rebellious 

or stubborn as my friend Yosi, but God 

works divinely through our prayers.  

Never ease to pray for those you love. 

Pray for those you don’t love.  Listen to 

that small still voice and respond to the 

call, even when it seems strange or 

uncomfortable.  You never know if your 

prayers can make the difference 

between heaven or hell in someone’s 

life.  Shalom 
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From the Pastor’s Pen

 
By Tim Ahlemeyer 
  
  

HEARING THE VOICE OF GOD… 

In the “methodical” or “Methodist” 

practice of our faith in and through 

Jesus Christ our Lord and Savior, our 

thoughts and challenges tend to circle 

back around to this basic question.  

“How do I know when and if I am 

hearing the voice of God”? 

Speaking of this in terms of “Intentional 

Discipleship” it falls under the practice of 

“obedience”.  We want to be obedient to 

the will of our Heavenly Father, but how 

do we know when we are hearing Him 

or the world?  How do we know if our 

“conscience” is leading us towards the 

will of God or just our own desires and 

passions?  We certainly believe that all 

life must be held up to the test of 

scripture.  We as Methodists also pay 

close attention to our traditions, our 

reasonable thoughts and of course what 

experience has taught us.  Is this it?  Is 

this how we hear God and discern 

purpose for our lives and the lives of 

those we love the most in this world?  I 

have taught and lived by these very 

discipleship principles for all my years of 

ministry, and they certainly have helped 

to guide and direct me, but this is not 

“it”.  There is more!  There is a deeper 

and more fulfilling relationship we can 

have as we seek to “hear” the voice of 

God.  The previous disciplines have 

helped me make many important 

decisions and lead churches in various 

ways.  I am discovering in my later 

years of ministry a deeper and more 

fulfilling relationship with God in terms of 

hearing and discerning the voice of God 

in my life.  I invite you to join me as I 

explore this newfound joy in speaking to 

God and hearing as He answers and 

guides me in my faith. 

I was guided in early December to read 

a book entitled, “4 Keysto Hearing God’s 

Voice”.  I read the book and was 

intrigued by the authors simple and 

straight forward idea of how we best 

hear and discern the voice of God in our 

lives.  He used the “watchman on the 

tower” (Habakkuk 2) analogy to teach 4 

keys.  1. Make yourself available to God 

in a quiet and intentional way.  2. 

Search your heart about the things you 

want to talk to God about. 3. Be ready to 

hear God in whatever way He will 

choose to speak with you. 4.  Keep a 

journal of whatever images, words, 

https://www.amazon.com/4-Keys-Hearing-Gods-Voice-ebook/dp/B0051OVTDM/ref=sr_1_1?crid=IGTLLFA8IHYF&keywords=4+keys+to+hearing+god+voice+by+mark+virkler&qid=1642010437&sprefix=4+keys+%2Caps%2C78&sr=8-1
https://www.amazon.com/4-Keys-Hearing-Gods-Voice-ebook/dp/B0051OVTDM/ref=sr_1_1?crid=IGTLLFA8IHYF&keywords=4+keys+to+hearing+god+voice+by+mark+virkler&qid=1642010437&sprefix=4+keys+%2Caps%2C78&sr=8-1
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scripture, or thoughts that come to you 

during this time of watchful prayer. 

I decided to try.  I was in my office, I 

read some scripture, I allowed my heart 

and mind to grow quiet in meditation 

and I asked a question.  “In 2022 what 

will be the best ways to take some time 

off that will best help the church, my 

family and myself”?  I had my journal 

ready, and I meditated for about 30 

minutes.  I felt refreshed, but I had 

received no images, scripture, or any 

discernable “voice” of God.  I wrote the 

only thing in my journal I knew to write.  

My question to God.  I put my journal on 

my shelf and two days later I had a 

heart attack. 

The doctors were fantastic, their 

knowledge and skill were amazing and 

within a few days I was home and 

making plans for recovery.  I was 

already walking 2 miles again by the 

second day out of the hospital and was 

deciding how quickly to be fully engaged 

in work again.  On the third day out of 

the hospital I began to have terrible 

pains in my lower back, and I lost my 

appetite.  I was having bad reactions to 

some of the medicines.  My energy 

levels were dropping quickly, and I was 

becoming very sick.  The doctors 

confirmed that in fact while in the 

hospital I had contracted Covid, and it 

laid me out for two solid weeks.  I could 

not lift my head off the pillow and 

became deathly sick from the virus.  Joy 

and I had every symptom and made a 

deal that we would just stick together 

through this no matter what happened.  

The church was amazing, and we found 

food and love regularly dropped off at 

our front door.God blessed us, and we 

are slowly building back our strength 

and stamina. 

I pulled my journal off the shelf this last 

Monday and read my last entry.  My 

question.  “In 2022 what will be the best 

ways to take some time off that will best 

help the church, my family and myself”?  

I wrote the only answer I had received.  

“I had a heart attack, I reacted badly to 

medicines, and I contracted Covid”.  

Really?  That is what this new practice 

of listening for the voice of God was 

giving me?  My faithful practices of the 

last 35 years of ministry were looking 

pretty good.  I’ll read scripture, I’ll pray 

to God, I’ll think about what is 

happening and I’ll make reasonable 

decisions.Something in my spirit simply 

said to me, don’t quit yet.  A voice?  No. 

More of an idea. 

I took my journal, I settled myself for 

prayer and meditation.  I pictured the 

watchman on the tower, and I cleared 

my heart and mind with meditation, and 

I asked God, “So, what now?”  Once 

again, the meditation was refreshing, 

and I felt close to God.  This time 

however, a scripture came to mind.  

“You shall run and not grow weary; you 

shall walk and not faint.”  I was excited!  
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I knew this scripture!  This was part of 

Isaiah 40!  I quickly turned in scripture 

and read the entire 40th, chapter of 

Isaiah.My question….” What now?”  

God’s answer…. 

“Comfort, yes, comfort My people!” says 

your God.  “Speak comfort to Jerusalem 

and cry out to her, that her warfare is 

ended.  That her iniquity is pardoned; for 

she has received from the Lord’s hand 

double for all her sins.”  The voice of 

one crying in the wilderness: “Prepare 

the way of the Lord; make straight in the 

desert a highway for our God.  Every 

valley shall be exalted, and every 

mountain and hill brought low; the 

crooked places shall be made straight 

and the rough places smooth; the glory 

of the Lord shall be revealed, and all 

flesh shall see it together; for the mouth 

of the Lord has spoken.”  The voice 

said, “Cry out!”  and he said, “What shall 

I cry?”  “All flesh is grass, and all its 

loveliness is like the flower of the field.  

The grass withers, the flower fades, 

because the breath of the Lord blows 

upon it; surely the people are grass.  

The grass withers, the flower fades, but 

the word of our God stands forever.”  O 

Zion, you who bring good tidings, get up 

into the high mountain; O Jerusalem, 

you who bring good tidings, lift up your 

voice with strength, lift it up, be not 

afraid; say to the cities of Judah, 

“Behold your God!”  Behold, the Lord 

God shall come with a strong hand, and 

His arm shall rule for Him; behold, His 

reward is with Him, and His work before 

Him.  He will feed His flock like a 

shepherd; He will gather the lambs with 

His arm, and carry them in His bosom, 

and gently lead those who are with 

young.  Who has measured the waters 

in the hollow of His hand, measured 

heaven with a span and calculated the 

dust of the earth in a measure?  

Weighed the mountains in scales and 

the hills in a balance?  Who has directed 

the Spirit of the Lord, or as His 

counselor has taught Him?  With whom 

did He take counsel, and who instructed 

Him, and taught him in the paths of 

justice?  Who taught Him knowledge, 

and showed Him the way of 

understanding? Behold, the nations are 

as a drop in a bucket, and are counted 

as the small dust on the scales; Look, 

He lifts up the isles as a very little thing.  

And Lebanon is not sufficient to burn, 

nor its beasts sufficient for a burnt 

offering.  All nations before Him are as 

nothing, and they are counted by Him 

less than nothing and worthless.  To 

whom then will you liken God?  Or what 

likeness will you compare to Him?  The 

workman molds an image, the goldsmith 

overspreads it with gold, and the 

silversmith casts silver chains.  Whoever 

is too impoverished for such a 

contribution chooses a tree that will not 

rot; he seeks for himself a skillful 

workman to prepare a carved image that 

will not totter.  Have you not known?  

Have you not heard?  Has it not been 
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told you from the beginning?  Have you 

not understood from the foundations of 

the earth?  It is He who sits above the 

circle of the earth and its inhabitants are 

like grasshoppers, who stretches out the 

heavens likea curtain, and spreads them 

out like a tent to dwell in.  He brings the 

princes to nothing; He makes the judges 

of the earth useless.  Scarcely shall they 

be planted, scarcely shall they be sown, 

scarcely shall their stock take root in the 

earth, when He will also blow on them 

and they will wither, and the whirlwind 

will take them away like stubble. To 

whom then will you liken Me, or to who 

shall I be equal? Says the Holy One.  

Lift up your eyes on high and see who 

has created these things who bring out 

their host by number; He calls them all 

by name, by the greatness of His might 

and the strength of His power; not one is 

missing.  Why do you say, O Jacob and 

speak, O Israel: “My way is hidden from 

the Lord, and my just claim is passed 

over by my God?”  Have you not 

known?  Have you not heard?  The 

everlasting God, the Lord, the Creator of 

the ends of the earth, neither faints nor 

is weary, His understanding is 

unsearchable.  He gives power to the 

weak and to those who have no might 

He increases strength.  Even the youths 

shall faint and be weary, and the young 

men shall utterly fall, but those who wait 

on the Lord shall renew their strength; 

they shall mount up with wings like 

eagles, they shall run and not be weary, 

they shall walk and not faint.” 

Many of you know that it is Joy’s and my 

habit to walk every morning and pray.  

During this time, we memorize and 

recite scripture.  This has now been 

added to our morning prayer walk as 

scripture to be recited and reflected 

upon each day as we approach what 

God wants of us every day.  I can say it 

will take me this entire year to mine the 

depths of what God wants me to learn 

and share from this scripture.  I will write 

it upon my heart and my memory and let 

God use it as a blessing. 

I can say I was not expecting God to 

answer my question in December with a 

heart attack and Covid.  I can also say I 

was not expecting God to reveal to me 

this scripture as a foundation of my “now 

what” question. 

I have become a believer in more than 

an intellectual obedience to hearing the 

voice of God.  I am excited this year to 

daily have times where I will be in 

conversation with God and not simply 

searching for the will of God.This has 

brought me back full circle to our 

“Methodist” roots.  Here is the way John 

Wesley talked about this very reality in 

his own life.  He encouraged each 

individual to have a heart that “is ever 

lifted up to God at all times and in all 

places.  In this he [or she] is never 

hindered, much less interrupted, by any 
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person or thing.  In retirement or 

company, in leisure, business, or 

conversation, his [or her] heart is ever 

with the Lord.  Whether he [or she] lie 

down or rise up, God is in all his [or 

her] thoughts; he [or she] walks with 

God continually, having the loving eye of 

his [or her] mind still fixed upon Him, 

and everywhere “seeing Him that is 

invisible.” (Wesley’s Works, VII, 

Zondervan, 1959, p. 343). 

In short, John Wesley learned that 

prayer was about a relationship with 

God and not simply a conversation with 

God. 

I am hearing God’s voice in ways I 

never imagined as I am giving time for 

relationship and not just communication.  

I invite you to join me in my newfound 

joy of having conversations with God. 

Be blessed! 

 

 

 

 

https://www.ffhm.org/our-missions 

https://youtu.be/AnbXcBc6Ar0            

That Small Still Voice by Rosie Porambo 

While serving as a missionary in Mexico 

there were dirt roads, a few lean-tos, 

shaky,makeshift shacks made from 

plastic bags and tree branches. Some 

were lucky enough to reinforce their 

homes with pieces of plywood or 

corrugated tin that had been thrown 

away. Inside their humble homes were 

dirt floors and for those fortunate 

enough they had plywood to sleep on.  

They hauled water to their homes; there 

were no public utilities or sewers. When 

they had food they had to use a camp 

fire to cook on, and nature to 

accommodate their toilet needs. 

Rosa’s grandmother, her siblings, Lucindia, 

Rosa’s  mom,  Rosa in pink pants 

https://www.ffhm.org/our-missions
https://youtu.be/AnbXcBc6Ar0
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In Mexico the children have access to 

public school up the 6th grade, any 

schooling beyond that required tuition 

from parents. Sadly most are unable to 

pay.  This explains why adulthood 

began at age 12 and why many of the 

women had up to 15 children before 

their 30th birthday. The Catholic Church 

is still the main religious organization 

and their teachings against birth control, 

ensured there are lots of babies.  This 

isn’t a judgment; it’s just an observation 

and deeply embedded in their culture.  I 

love that they are prolife, but it is 

challenging for children to raise children.   

 

The women were strong and many are 

the head of the household.  Men migrate 

from job to job, women tended to stay 

put and work the local fields. The region 

we were in was mostly populated by the 

Oaxacas. 

Oaxaca is a tiny state in southwestern 

Mexico. It is bordered by the state of 

Guerrero. Their people migrate up to the 

Bajapeninsula because they were 

promised in addition to their wages they 

would be given a home and in some 

cases their meals if they came to work 

in the strawberry and tomatoes fields. 

These fields were leased by the US but 

ran by local rancheros. These crops are 

handpicked and the workers are in the 

field from morning to dust, earning $6.00 

a day if you were a women, and $6.50 if 

you were a man.  Slim pickings for a lot 

of hard labor.  Conditions were hard, the 

women were in constant fear of being 

molested and would dress like a man 

and completely covering their faces with 

bandanas, wearing long sleeved shirts 

on the hottest of days.  Only their eyes 

were visible.   

Ashley, my youngest daughter, and I  

were fortunate that we lived on the 

mission grounds at Foundation for His 

Ministry. We made weekly rounds to the 

varies worker’s camps,  providing milk, 

peanut butter, dry goods and powdered 

milk, along with activities for the younger 

children who didn’t work the fields.  The 

Mission provided care for the children 

who needed physical or medical care, or 

who were malnourished.  The worse 

cases stayed full time in the mission 

orphanage.  There wasprovision of 

clothing, schooling, meals, training, and 

spiritual support.  The mission had a 

mechanic shop which provided training 

to those wishing to learn.In the 

macadamia tree grove,older children 

learned farming, harvesting, packing, 

and retail.  They had Bible College for 

those wishing to go into the ministry; 
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they took on apprentice for those 

interested in nursing.  Additionally they 

provided support of those when desired 

to attend college. It is an inter-

denominational mission; people came 

from far and wide to serve.  It’s the kind 

of place where once you go there your 

life is changed forever.  

I had a number of hats, working in the 

nursery to care of children ages three 

and under, I worked in the sewing room 

making summer outfits for the children, 

and worked with the older children, 

making crafts and keeping the children 

busy with games and activities during 

the summer months.  This is where I 

met Rosa, age 10.  It made her happy 

when she found out my name and she 

clung to me like glue. Our friendship 

grew and as a result she would look for 

me every time her mother came to the 

mission.   

 

One day, I went on an outreach with one 

of the mission teams and discovered 

Rosa lived about 2 to 3 miles from the 

mission, in the middle of strawberries 

fields. There are a number of make shift 

shanties that are clustered together, 

making a camp. She lived with her 14 

siblings, mother and grandmother.  

Their home was one of the worst ones I 

had seen, with a rusty, broken down 

bicycle acting as support bean for a 

rusted out piece of cogitated tin, and 

strips of cardboard leaning on this main 

wall. It looked like it could collapse at 

any moment.Draped over this seemly 

pile of junk, her mother used a blue tarp 

to keep the sun off her children’s backs.  

 

Rosa was so happy to see me she 

asked me to meet her mama, Lucinda.   

Talking though an interrupter I learned 

about Rosa and her family which ranged 

from 15 years to 6 months. Rosa’s mom 

lived outsidethe little village, away from 

a community toilet and running water. 

She said things were bad there and she 

feared her children would be molested 

or abused if she lived among the other 

workers. Her situation seemed 

unbearable and my heart went out to 

Rosa and her family. It seemed 

hopeless.  
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Rosa’s mom often visited the mission 

and  when she came, Rosa would seek 

me out.  Ashley was fluent in Spanish 

and with her help we were able to 

communicate.  I hadn’t had the chance 

to go to her home again. The summer 

flew by fast and it was time to return 

home to complete my final year in 

college. It had been quit an adventure 

with the highlight of Ashley breaking her 

arm right while surfing on a static bench; 

which is another miracle story for 

another day.  

It was time to go home, my California 

friends were on their way to pick us up 

so I could finish my last year of college. 

My little trailer was full of food, a few 

unopened packages but the majority of 

the packages and boxes were opened.  

What do you do with a cupboard of 

opened boxes of flour, sugar, cornmeal, 

cereals?  I couldn’t throw them away, 

the food was perfectly fine, but who 

would want opened packages of food? 

The full time missionaries ate in the 

dining hall and most didn’t have 

kitchens.   I didn’t have family nearby to 

give them too; the Holy Spirit began to 

nudge me, “Take it to Rosa!” “I know 

they could use it, but Lord, its open, 

used, it may be contaminated. Her 

mother may be insulted for me to give 

her this food.” “Take it to Rosa!” “What if 

I offend her?”  “Just take it and trust 

me.”  “Right, Lord.” I put everything I 

could into four bags, loaded down with 

opened cartons and bags of corn meal 

and I headed across the strawberry 

fields to try to find Rosa’s home.  I knew 

only the general direction. Once out in 

the field I became extremely aware that 

being alone out there wasn’t the safest 

place to be. I began to pray for 

protection and I needed guidance to 

Rosa’s house.  I wasn’t sure if I was 

walking in circles, one strawberry row, 

looks a lot like the other. I just kept 

going straight. It seemed a lot further 

than I remember.  Looking up in the 

distance, I saw a figure coming toward 

me. I began to strategize of how I was 

going to handle it with this figure was a 

desperate man who might want to harm 

me.  Figuring that I was carrying a few 

bags of flour, beans, and cornmeal I 

decided if anything happened, I’d hit him 

with that bag first!   

Expecting a battle the man approached 

me. As he got closer, to my 

astonishment I recognized him, he was 

Rosa’s eldest brother!  He too 

remembered me and through sign 

language and our Spanish I got the 

message across that I wanted to go to 

his house.  He offered to take me there, 

and carried part of my load. I was so 

happy he did, it was further than I 

remembered.  We walked in silence, 

about another 1.5 miles in strawberry 

fields.   

Rosa ran out to greet me with a hug and 

her siblings were in tow. Lucinda 

stepped out from beneath the torn blue 
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tarp. She wanted to see what the 

commotion was all about.  Her son 

translated the best he could explain how 

he found me in the fields and that I 

wanted to give them the bags of 

groceries.  As I handed them to her I 

kept apologizing that it wasn’t more and 

that the bags were opened and partially 

used. She gave a weak smile and 

nodded her head sayings, “Gracious 

Senora, gracious.”  When she looked in 

the bags she began to cry.  I was afraid 

that she was offended by the open bags 

of food. As I walked back to the mission 

I was conflicted and prayed for Rosa 

and her family. I had promised Rosa I 

would come and see her once more 

before I returned home. 

 

 

My departure committee arrived two 

days later. They brought dry goods, 

beans, rice, cornmeal and flour, 

flashlights and batteries, tarps, blankets, 

and used clothing for the field workers 

and their children.  I told them about my 

little excursion to Rosa’s and they all 

agreed to accompany me to return there 

to say goodbye and to bless them with 

much needed supplies. This time I had 

two interrupters with me! 

When we arrived Lucinda came out to 

greet us.  When she saw me she 

grabbed me and started weeping again.  

She spoke to through her tears telling us 

that she had been praying for three days 

for God to provide food for her family, 

they hadn’t eaten in days!I joined her in 

tears and we hugged one another both 

laughing and crying at the goodness of 

God! 

I have learned over the years than one 

has to listen for that still small voice that 

whispers in the night.  If that voice is 

telling you to do something that sounds 

a bit crazy but will benefit others, maybe 

it’s God telling you to step out in faith 

and take a risk.  You never know the 

blessings in store for others or for you.  

God is always talking to us through the 

Holy Spirit; we’ve just got a habit of not 

listening.  Listen!  
 

  

  

 

Luis, Rosa’s big brother, Suzanna, interpreter, Rosa’s 

Grandmother, Rosa is on the end 
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Yep! Its redo time! Rosie Porambo 

Resolutions have been around for 4000 

years.The ancient Babylonians are said 

to have been the first people to make 

New Year's resolutions, some 4,000 

years ago. They were also the first to 

hold recorded celebrations in honor of 

the New Year—though for them the year 

began not in January but in mid-March, 

when the crops were planted. 

Reflection and planning are great.  We 

sometimes need to look back at the 

areas we failed in so we know what 

needs work.  The most important thing 

to remember that changes can only 

occur if you truly want them too.  You 

can’t make changes for someone else. 

Only when you see the need for change 

in yourself, can change happen.   

In spite of popular practice wanting to 

change isn’t enough. Writing a 

resolution isn’t enough.  Praying, 

seeking God’s help and getting an 

accountability partner will help you with 

your New Year’s goals.  

Change is a process, I wish it were like 

a light switch that we could turn off and 

on, but it’s not it’s more like two steps 

forward and one step back, sometimes it 

feels like 3 steps back! 

Hang in there.  God is in the “redo” 

business.  Ask God to show you the 

areas in your life that needs more of 

Him.  We will never be perfect, but we 

can learn from every mistake and grow 

into a Godly man and woman. What we 

don’t yet have we can practice as if we 

do.  Every day you make the better 

choice the quicker the change will take 

place.  It’s believed it takes 21 days to 

create a habit.  Just keep doing the right 

thing with the help of the Holy Spirit.  

As the Holy Spirit reveals the areas of 

weakness ask God to help you and 

upgrade your weakness to into strength! 

We can’t do it alone, but the Bible says 

with those who seek God all things are 

possible.  Don’t pray for selfish things, 

but pray for things that improve your 

spiritual growth, bringing to closer to 

God and things that improve how you 

love others. Have a blessed Year! 

 

I can do all things through Christ 
who gives me strength. 

Philippians 4:13 
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Updates on our events 

Our Harvest Festival by Ashley Bradley 

The Fall festival was a fun time filled 

with games, blow ups, face painting, pie 

throwing booth, cake walks, and lots of 

snacks and candy. There were over 100 

in attendance and we are very excited to 

have it be an annual thing we can share 

with the community. 

 

A special thanks to those who 

volunteered to run the booths, provide 

candy, and painted faces and to our 

Children’s Leader, Ashley Bradley. A 

special thanks to our youth who hung 

out with us and stepped up to the plate 

when asked if they could help.)    
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Women Reaching Women ended their 

year with an ugly sweater contest and 

liked it so much wore them to church the 

next day.  The highlight was our local 

“wanna-be twins” showed up wearing 

identical outfits with bows attached!  

Way too funny for words!  

 

 

 

 

      
Cindy Sanders 1st place 

             
2nd Place Charlotte and Dee 
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Children’s Christmas Program by 

Ashley Bradley 

The children’s Christmas program was 

very charming and the children and 

choir directors did an amazing job. “The 

Promise of Christmas” combined 

children from preschool through 7th 

grade. We are blessed with so much 

talent. The program is on the church’s 

YouTube channel for all to watch. 

Thank you Lori, Sue, Tina, Jodi, Emily, 

and Ashley for your dedication and work 

you willingly give to make this Children’s 

event so successful each year! We 

appreciate your efforts and talents!  

 

The Nurture Committee Report by 

Tonja Blackgrove 

 

The Nurture committee in conjunction 

with Circle of Christian Servants 

provided cookies and refreshments for 

the Children’s Christmas program 

Sunday December 18th, between 

services.  There was a wonderful variety 

of cookies that everyone enjoyed.  A 

special thank you to Missy Hoffman who 

coordinated  the event and to all those 

who brought in the delicious cookies  

5th Friday New Year’s Eve Bash 

Zechariah 4:10 tells us not to 

despisesmall beginnings, we were small 

but all 37 of us had a blast! Even the 

kids wanted to wear their hats and bring 

their whistles to church on Sunday. We 

served fried and traditional roast turkey, 

dressing, sweet potatoes, black eyed 

peas, deviled eggs, pea, and potato 

salads, with broccoli and rice and 

noodle casserole.  There were both hot 

and cold homemade dips and all the 

trimmings.  Dessert was pumpkin bars 

and Christmas cookies.  We watched 

Christian comedy, played board games, 

decorated ugly sweater cookies and 

brought in the New Year together, at 

about 10:30 pm. LOL! All reported the 

evening was merry and bright just like 

we hoped it would be! 

 

Ugly Sweater Cookie Contest                         

1st place Dax, 2nd place Zane,                                                                                                    

3rdplace Wade 
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With great gratitude, and a big thanks to 
Patsy Bates, Mary Helen Brown,Sally 
Schaaf, Bernie and Rosie Porambo and 
the Bradley Children who helped put this 
event together.  Thanks to all of you that 
brought in the great food!  It was 
delicious 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Happy New Year Y’all! 

 

See you there next year, 

December 30th, 2022 
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Upcoming Save the Dates for 2022 

“Souper Bowl Sunday” Can Soup 

Drive February 13th 

 

Youth Super Bowl Party 4:30 at the 

church.  Pizza and Wings!  

 

Glow in the Dark Egg Hunt TBA 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 

Lake Como in Italian Alps 

5thFriday Night Social Gathering     

April 29th 6:00 PM 

 

 


