
 

few steps on his own, but his favorite thing to do is ride his tricycle.  After the presentation was over we got the great honor of meeting Wendy, 

Jefferson’s mother.  We asked if we could pray over Jefferson and her.  We stood in a small circle in that open air school made of cement and 

prayed.  We not only prayed for a complete and total healing, but we also prayed for salvation and restoration.  How great is our God that He cares 

so much for His children!  

The Adonai Ministries  

 I have had the great opportunity to be in 

some powerful, Spirit filled praise and 

worship services.  I can now add a church 

in Guatemala to that list.  With a team from 

East Texas I attended a midweek service 

on a Thursday night at The Adonai 

Ministries church in Guatemala City.  They 

had a brass band section that brought the 

house down.  The most impressive quality 

of this church was their passionate hearts.  

You saw their desire to enter into the 

throne room of heaven.  They ushered in 

the Holy Spirit with thanksgiving and 

praise.  The Holy Spirit was so evident that 

He was almost tangible. The congregation 

did not care about 20 Americans seeing 

them.  They gave all of themselves and in 

return encouraged us to lay aside our 

nervousness and join in.  In that moment 

we were one body, in one mind and one 

accord.  It did not matter that we didn’t 

know the lyrics, or the tune to the songs, 

we knew the presence and that was 
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Greetings   from  Guatemala!  
Tribal Village Medical Clinics  

What is the motivation behind staying in a remote location?  Without clean water, without proper housing, without any form of modern civilization, 
what is the motivation?  This is the question I asked myself when we traveled to four tribal villages in the beginning of March.  We were there to do 
medical clinics, taking over 8 hours to travel only 110 miles on rocky curves. While being tossed to and fro I wondered where the motivation lies.                     

(This question is from a spoiled American who lives two minutes away from not one, but two McDonalds.)    

The amazing people of these villages have taught me that it does not matter what your house looks like, how pretty your clothes are, or if you have 
the most up to date IPhone.  None of these things are important.  I have seen it first hand, you CAN live without them.  I’m impressed by the tribal 
people’s resourcefulness and their strength.  Women, who have babies tied to their backs, carrying fire wood for five miles on their heads.  Young 
boys toting machetes out in the fields with their fathers working with the hard blaze of the sun on their backs.  All of them taking time out of their 

routine to come visit a shack with 12 Americans, making sure their babies are attended to before they are.   

 I found the answer to my question while watching a crying mother see a moving picture of the child that lies inside of her for the first time.  What 
motivates the people of these villages is heritage.  The importance of passing down what has been instilled in them.  Preserving the legacy, not 
tainting it with unimportant material objects, but keeping it simple.  Showing love for where they have come from and making sure that it’s not 

forgotten.   

Along with the team from East Texas I visited the local PCG elementary school, New Hope Christian School.  Grades Kindergarten to Sixth put on 

a little show for us.  Each grade did a praise to a Christian song.  They were all so excited and eager to show us their songs.  During one of the 

songs a little boy was riding around on a red tricycle.  The team was very quizzical about this young boy.  He didn’t sing, he didn’t dance, and he 

never opened his mouth.  He just kept riding his bike in a circle around the other students.  Eventually Bro. Les Melton approached us and 

explained the situation.   

 This young boy’s name was Jefferson.  Jefferson was born with a condition that effected the bones in his body and prevented him 

from walking.  However recently Jefferson began a new type of therapy and for the first time in his 8 years of living, he walked.  He can now walk a 

New Hope Christian School  

Jefferson! 

Holy Week with Ahikam Home 

The week between Palm Sunday and Easter Sunday is called Holy Week.  Every year for the past three years the children from the Ahikam 

Home come and visit the Capital and stay at the Bible Institute.  Ahikam Home is a non-profit house that shelters abused, abandoned, and 

battered children.  This year we had 52 children come down so that we could spoil them all week long.  We gave them blankets, took them to 

the movies, ate Burger King and Little Caesars pizza with them, had tons of arts and crafts, and a local church even had a bouncy house 

brought in! Most importantly we showered them with love and affection.   

A few of them shared their heart breaking testimonies with us.  Knowing that they trusted us enough to share their broken hearts 

with us, meant the world to me.  One young girl when sharing her testimony said something that has stuck with me.  She said, “All I want is for 

my parents to hug me and hear them say they love me”.  The hurt was written all over her, you could hear it in her voice, see it in the tears that 

fell from her eyes.  Though her earthly parents didn’t reach out and comfort her, I know that her Heavenly Father above has all the love and 

comfort she needs.   

{One of my favorite things about Holy Week was capturing 

the smiles on all the children’s faces}. 

On the Tuesday of Holy Week we took a bus to the movies.  I sat down next to a young woman and her son, Carlos.  

Carolos was only 18 months old and was extremely cautious of “gringos”.  He would not let me look at him, touch 

him, not even help change him from his pjs into day clothes.  He screamed and cried, naturally I was unsettled about 

this.  I tried everything I could think of for him to like me.  Nothing worked.  On the way back home from the movies I 

sat next to Carlos again.  This time however he was asleep and in his sleep he completely relaxed against me.  He 

curled up, placing his head on my chest and his sweet little hand on my hand.  Once we arrived at the Bible Institute I 

carried him to his bed and tucked him in.  It makes me think about how we are with God sometimes.  We are reluc-

tant to give ourselves over to Him completely, but when we do, what rest we receive knowing that we are safe and 

sound in His arms.  

The Bus Ride with Carlos 

I am studying Spanish at a language school in Xela Guatemala, while I am in Xela I attend a PCG church named Ebenezer.  (Eben-Ezer means “this 

far God has brought us.”)  My first Sunday at the church they were celebrating their 44 years of being open! Glory be to God!  That night there was a 

concert-service held for the youth of the church.  A singer, Luis Santiago, performed and gave his testimony.  When he gave a call for people to come up 

and accept Jesus Christ into their lives for the first time 25 people responded! I can only imagine the celebration that caused in Heaven.  It was such an over-

whelming experience getting to witness such a big step in so many lives.  I thank God for His mighty working power moving within this country! Greater things are still in 

store.   

Celebration in Xela 44 
I am looking forward to what God has in store for the coming months here in Guatemala.  Thank you for all the offerings and support ...         

especially the prayers! 

God Bless, Chelsea Terry 
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