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   Forward
 
    
 
                 Finally! Judith Roque has put in writing what she has been blessing people’s lives with for so many years – the power and wisdom of God! Judith is one of the most spiritually gifted women I have ever met, and it’s no surprise. Her mother Romi was always witnessing to people by encouraging them and leading them to Christ. I believe that just as Elisha received a double portion of the gifts of Elijah, Judith has a double portion from what her amazing mother had. I am proud to say that she is my mother-in-law, but even more proud to say that she is my sister in Christ!
 
    
 
                 The impact I have seen Judith have on many others for Christ is profound. For several years I had heard of her great ministry in Mexico with ministering to women and other. Then I saw God begin to use her here in the US the same way. Everywhere she goes, and everything she does, God speaks through her to others. Many of her coworkers have come to Christ and overcome trials. At church, her ministry has been to help feed those in need. As she hands them food, she also feeds them spiritually, and hundreds if not thousands have come to Christ because of meeting with Judith. 
 
                 Seeing Judith spread God’s wisdom is exciting, but experiencing it is even more powerful! Many times Judith would encourage me, quote scriptures and pray for me. Her ability to find God’s wisdom and spiritual insight into situations is a gift. For example, at one point I had hit a real low in my life and was struggling in everything. She gave me directions that changed my life. She asked me to get scriptures from God to stand on in every area I was praying for victory in and she gave me a couple to start with.  That changed my life! To this day every morning I start my day with those scriptures and God’s promises have all come true. That is just one of many examples. 
 
                 Although Judith already impacts many, I am excited she wrote this book, because God will now use her to impact multitudes of other that would not be able to meet with her face to face! If you are reading this forward right now, I am convinced it is for a purpose. This book is for you! Don’t just buy it, don’t just skim through it - read and absorb it! God will use it to speak to you and change your life. I can say from firsthand experience, God gives Judith the wisdom and words and now I am thankful she has put them in writing for you to read.
 
    [image: ] 
 
    
 
   Brian Williams
 
   Proud Son-in-law and Brother in Christ
 
   Published Author, Pastor, Board Certified Coach
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 



Psalm 91
 
    
 
   1 Whoever dwells in the shelter of the Most High
    will rest in the shadow of the Almighty.[a]
 
    
 
   2 I will say of the Lord, “He is my refuge and my fortress,
    my God, in whom I trust.”
 
    
 
   3 Surely he will save you
    from the fowler’s snare
    and from the deadly pestilence.
 
    
 
   4 He will cover you with his feathers,
    and under his wings you will find refuge;
    His faithfulness will be your shield and rampart.
 
    
 
   5 You will not fear the terror of night,
    nor the arrow that flies by day,
 
    
 
   6 nor the pestilence that stalks in the darkness,
    nor the plague that destroys at midday.
 
    
 
   7 A thousand may fall at your side,
    ten thousand at your right hand,
    but it will not come near you.
 
    
 
   8 You will only observe with your eyes
    and see the punishment of the wicked.
 
    
 
   9 If you say, “The Lord is my refuge,”
    and you make the Most High your dwelling,
 
    
 
   10 no harm will overtake you,
    no disaster will come near your tent.
 
    
 
   11 For he will command his angels concerning you
    to guard you in all your ways;
 
   12 they will lift you up in their hands,
    so that you will not strike your foot against a stone.
 
    
 
   13 You will tread on the lion and the cobra;
    you will trample the great lion and the serpent.
 
    
 
   14 “Because he[b] loves me,” says the Lord, “I will rescue him;
    I will protect him, for he acknowledges my name.
 
    
 
   15 He will call on me, and I will answer him;
    I will be with him in trouble,
    I will deliver him and honor him.
 
    
 
   16 With long life I will satisfy him
    and show him my salvation.”
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   INTRODUCTION
 
    
 
                 Good intentions don’t mean anything when they deal with being part of a family or of the society in which we live. 
 
                 The consequences of living without God are clearly shown every day on the news, whether on TV or in newspapers. We all criticize whoever we may have in front of us or whoever we can blame for the violence, crime, scarcity, contamination, etc., but we don’t resolve the daily tragedy by doing so.
 
                 Families have lost their values. Common goals do not exist. We are stuck in a rut, with the daily tasks that our obligations require of us, leaving us exhausted, without the time or courage necessary to let us see that God is the answer to the numerous needs we have as human beings.
 
                 We, as families, have gone through circumstances without hope, cautiously looking for a place of refuge when every place is dangerous and insecure, and searching for God is confused with becoming religious or antiquated. 
 
                 In this book, five different situations are described through which the author saw victory for her loved ones and herself in times of desperation while facing illness, danger, changes, fears, and loneliness, transforming their ordinary lives into lives filled with Faith, Hope, and Love, dwelling under His wings.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   THANK YOU
 
   I would like to dedicate this book to my family:
 
   To Luis, for winning back my heart with perseverance; to my children Claudia, Pamela, and Luis Daniel, for their obedience; to my sons-in-law Brian and Jon, and my daughter-in-law Fabiola for the blessing they brought to our lives; and to my grandchildren Nathan, Sianna, and Joseph, gifts from God. 
 
    
 
   BIOGRAPHY
 
                Judith Contreras de Roque was born in Mexico City in 1952. She attended the School of Chemistry at the Universidad Nacional Autónoma de México (UNAM), where she met her husband Luis Roque.
 
                 In 1975, they were married and had three children: Claudia, Pamela, and Luis Daniel. All three are now married and live in Southern California.
 
                 They have lived and been active in church since the Centro Cristiano Calacoaya was founded in the north of Mexico City and in the Centro Amistad Cristiana in Coyoacán in the south of the city.
 
                 In 1986, they moved to the central area of the country to the state of Guanajuato where they also participated in the Iglesia Amistad del Bajío.
 
                 In 1995, they arrived to California and congregated at Calvary Chapel on 4th Street in Santa Ana.
 
                 Currently, they serve as volunteers in the pantry at Saddleback Church in Lake Forest, primarily helping the Hispanic community.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   DEDICATION
 
    
 
                When this book was being edited, my father Primo Contreras Dominguez passed away.
 
                 For me, it is a great loss, even though the last few years we saw very little of each other. I really enjoyed his company and fun conversations filled with humor and culture.
 
                 Minutes before he died, we called him without imagining that it would be our last conversation. Thank God I made the most of it, without having the tiniest idea of its importance, by telling him how much I loved him, to which he corresponded telling me how much he loved me too and what a pleasure it was to have gotten my call, and suggesting I behave!
 
                 Thank you Lord! For that talk, for your life in ours, for the years you have determined for each one of us, for the salvation of my dad’s soul who accepted the sacrifice of Jesus on the cross for him.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 1 - LIVING IN UNITY
 
    
 
                 “Do not get out of your seats!” was my second grade teacher’s order to us, a group of children attending the beautiful Palacio de Bellas Artes (Palace of Fine Arts) in the center of Mexico City. 
 
                 “What you are about to experience you will never forget!” And that was exactly right. I will never forget that stage curtain.
 
                 At first I didn’t understand what it was about. I didn’t know what I was going to see. I just followed the teacher’s instructions, calling our attention towards the front of the theater, signaling how from above the stage, the safety curtain was descending. I didn’t see absolutely anything extraordinary. It looked like wood!
 
                 My desperation to see something that supposedly I was never going to forget hurt my childish impatience. I had to wait several very long minutes to finally see the complete unforgettable work of art: an enormous crystal panel, simulating a wooden window, through which you could see a landscape.
 
                 There in front of me, stood the two most impressive, tall, snowcapped mountains in the valley of Mexico, the Popocatepetl and the Iztaccihuatl! The color; that was the best! Its’ metallic tones floated over the paint without allowing one to fix one’s gaze over a certain part of the picture. I had seen these mountains countless times, but never in the same way as I did that day where they weren’t real. They shined! I could not take my eyes off of them! I will never forget those mountains on the stage crystal.
 
                 I’ve returned two more times to the Palace of Fine Arts, exclusively to see that work of art again, with the same fascination as the first time when it captivated and awoke my curiosity for its’ beautiful design.
 
                 Many years went by for me to find out the information regarding the questions that had emerged in my mind about its’making. The most interesting things I found out while searching for answers to“Who made this curtain?”,“Where was it built?”,“When?”,“How much does it weigh?”, etc., questions that always arise when we become interested in something, were that nothing like it exists in any other part of the world. Tiffany’s in New York, who manufactured it, never produced another panel like it. It is definitely unique!
 
                 I judged this “curtain” solely by its appearance, without knowing there was more than one purpose for it when it was constructed. One was to fascinate the spectator with its beauty; the other, to save their lives in case of a fire.
 
                 It’s not just anycurtain; it’s a fire resistant panel. That was the main reason why it was created. At the time it was constructed, it was common for stage fires to reach spectators, thus killing them. Therefore, this panel was made, mainly keeping in mind that to resist a fire, the right materials must be used: concrete over corrugated sheet and fireproof crystal. In spite of its fragile appearance, it’s the material with which it’s made that allows it to fulfill both of its designed duties, protecting people inside the theater and providing a beautiful curtain.
 
                 It is created out of almost a million 2 cm² squares, each one colored fireproof crystal. None look like the other. All of them are different; each one has its position and function. One of those little squares by itself doesn’t display much beauty. It is the combination of all of those squares on top of the concrete that accomplish its double function.
 
                 Reflecting on this beautiful curtain, I found a parallelism with life: we are designed to live in unity, respecting those who are next to us even though they are not the same as us. In fact, it’s wonderful that we are not like each other. Otherwise, the beauty of the work of art we create with others in life would not exist.
 
                 For me as a daughter of God, this curtain reminds me of the purpose of the church: to harmonize with others LIVING IN UNITY. We are to liberate others of the eternal fire, and help to protect spectators nearby … We are designed to attract others to enjoy… and to coexist in love. We are to reconcile our differences, forgive those who offend us and to ask for forgiveness if we offend others.
 
    
 
                 When I turned 17, I began to drive.
 
                 “It’s just as important that you don’t hit other cars, as it is for other cars not to hit you,” suggested my dad.
 
                 I realized as the years went by that the same principle applied with human relationships, which Jesus Christ had said many years before.
 
    
 
   Luke 6:31
 
   31 Do to others as you would like them to do to you.
 
   It is important that I not hurt others, as it is also important that others not hurt me.
 
   It is important that I care for others, as it is also important that others care for me.
 
   It is important that I love others, as it is also important that others love me.
 
   This list can grow very much, depending on the values and importance we give to our human relationships.
 
    
 
   LIVING IN UNITY AT CHURCH
 
    
 
                 I accepted Jesus Christ as my Savior when I turned 14 years old. He was my counselor; my friend in my adolescent years, a time during which many times I would isolate myself reading. I never thought my life could have any influence over the life of others. I attended church, trying to serve. I felt happy being part of the congregation. 
 
                 As the years went by, I saw myself becoming more involved in different activities: as a Sunday school teacher, or singing in the choir in which the rest of my family also participated. I was motivated to cooperate. I was like a little crystal square, different from the others, but being part of the church I became part of the body of Christ.
 
                 My identity was centered there. I am part of Him, not an isolated being, I belong to Him. I can enjoy the unity. WE are the church, the body, but not the head. He is the head. I AM HIS DAUGHTER, living the purpose for which I had been bought with His blood. 
 
                 Have you thought of that? We have been bought with blood; the coins that paid for our rescue were drops of blood.
 
                 And it is there in church where I reunite with other valuable people like me, not perfect, only valuable! Because our value is given by the price paid: THE BLOOD OF CHRIST!
 
                 Church is where the fear of loneliness, or the lack of identity disappears, our “me” dissolves within the victory of belonging, WHERE LONELINESS NO LONGER EXISTS! Because we are here to become integrated with other people in the purpose, to make known He who saved us: JESUS!
 
    
 
   This duty is a privilege!
 
   Although many times we do not understand it, we do not dare to do it.
 
   We are embarrassed.
 
   We believe we lack knowledge of the Bible.
 
   We have not been prepared to accomplish it.
 
   Etc.
 
    
 
   Finally, all the answers we could give are excuses.
 
    
 
                 If we think about how Jesus Christ motivates us to make Him known to the whole world, our perspective to share Him changes.
 
    
 
   Mark 16:15
 
   15 And then he told them, “Go into all the world and preach the Good News to everyone.
 
                 To me, personally, my purpose to talk about Jesus Christ was changed by one woman:
 
    
 
                 My baby had been born before her time. Because of the lack of maturity in her little lungs that weren’t able to develop enough to breathe without help, they had to have her connected to a machine that would do the work for her. After two days of fighting for her life... Damay ... gave up...! Finally, her desire to live had abandoned her and she passed away.
 
                 My husband had had to take her to be buried, accompanied only by his brother Armando. I was too frail to go with them. I had to save my energy and spirit for my other children. 
 
                 As the days went by, the challenge to recover from such a great loss pushed me to get out of my house. It was not my desire to do anything that did not require sleeping. But my husband and three children were worth the effort I needed to decide to make, so they would cheer up, seeing me active in my daily activities.
 
                 One of the activities that that particular day would include were to go to the bank. Once there, I was greeted by a long line of people desperate to be assisted just like me. I felt weak, disheartened, and sad. The challenge I had given myself was not easy.
 
                 Not easy, until I noticed.. that standing in the same line in front of me, there was a woman that, judging from her face, had been beaten! Seeing her back and arms, I clearly noticed the purple marks of hands that I imagined had shaken her, leaving a reminder on her skin. 
 
                 From that day on, in memory of that woman who did not speak to me but who transmitted more to me through the signs of suffering in her life which she allowed me to see through her arms and face, I decided to talk about Jesus to all women that crossed my path throughout my life, since the best place to be during those difficult times is by His side.
 
                 It was obvious that this woman had not had someone to defend her. The type of abuse that she was suffering was dangerous, and without a doubt, those markings were painful. She was a victim, physically and emotionally. How long had she been put through this sort of treatment? I do not know. If she had continued to let it happen or not, I will never know either! The only thing I know is that after that encounter, I regretted not having talked to her. I couldn’t do anything for her!
 
                 In fact, I had never talked to a stranger about God before, but she did something for me. She challenged me to talk to others about Jesus. Without imagining it, she did more for others than she did for herself. Thus, her wounds changed my perspective on life! That duty of making Jesus known as a refuge in the seasons of storms is not exclusively mine. IT’S YOUR DUTY!
 
    
 
   IT’S THE DUTY OF ALL CHURCHES
 
                 It’s your obligation. It’s your responsibility in the unity you have with your church. It’s your work of love for others. IT’S YOUR PRIVILEGE!
 
                 Manifesting to the world that the arms of Jesus are still open is definitely not an easy task! It requires courage, but above everything, it requires for us to be LIVING it in our own lives.
 
                 Once I heard a sales agent instructor say, “Do you want to sell your product? Try it. If it works in your life, it’s going to work in the life of others. When they ask you about its qualities and characteristics, since you already tried it, you are not going to feel embarrassed about guaranteeing its quality, referring yourself as trustworthy for obtaining it.”
 
                 Who is going to refute our testimony of Jesus? We have used this product. We know the excellent job it has accomplished in our lives. Can we deny it? The point here is: You have seen personal changes in yourself or the people around you which you can mention as reference of its quality!
 
                 We have a job to do:make Jesus Christ known! Humanity needs it, your neighbors, your family, your enemies need it. Dare to experiment it. Share it! Do not continue living as if He had never come to die for you!
 
    
 
   I remember the first day I read:
 
    
 
   1 Peter 2:9
 
   9 But you are not like that, for you are a chosen people. You are royal priests,[a] a holy nation, God’s very own possession. As a result, you can show others the goodness of God, for he called you out of the darkness into his wonderful light.
 
                 I was touched profoundly!
 
                Who do you say I am?
 
                 Chosen people...?
 
                 A queen...?
 
                 How can you think that of me?
 
                 What have I done...?
 
    
 
   His answer was very touching:
 
                “I love you ... and you have done nothing!
 
   But the best part was to understand:
 
                You don’t have to do a thing! Now you are my nation with a purpose: to announce ... my Son!
 
    
 
   Transformed LIVING IN UNITY with the privilege of attracting others to Him!
 
    
 
                 My salvation has been immediate, just like that of other people who, throughout humanity’s history have accepted Jesus Christ as their personal Savior. For me, since I was 14, I was saved!
 
                 That day became a reality in me. I could not compare that salvation or barter anything for it. It’s a fact, I’m saved ... for us free!I paid nothing for it. My Father bought me, saw me, loved me, and decided to let his son die bleeding out so that with his blood he would rescue me from the claws of sin, from fear, from LONELINESS, from illness, FROM MYSELF!
 
                 Now when I cry out to Him and say,“Father!”he turns to me and says,“Daughter!”
 
    
 
                My Celestial Father is there!
 
    
 
   Why? Because I’m so nice ... or do everything right?
 
    
 
                 NO!
 
    
 
   It’s simply this way because of his son’s blood. That’s what counts, that precious blood. One thing is always certain:
 
    
 
   HE WILL ALWAYS BE WITH ME!
 
   HE WILL NEVER REJECT ME!
 
   HE ALWAYS, ALWAYS HEARS ME!
 
   I WILL NEVER AGAIN BE ALONE!
 
    
 
   Is there a reason to love him? Definitely! Can this be difficult to understand? Yes, very difficult! Otherwise, there wouldn’t be so many atheists, orlonely people.
 
                 For years, my mother Romanita, along with my sister Ana Lilia, my brother Jose Alberto, and I attended the Presbyterian churchEl Divino Salvador(The Divine Savior) in Mexico City. My dad did not come along. For him, it was incredible that we would decide to go to church when we could be going out. If we had a concert and he decided to join us to go listen, his presence caused a celebration in our hearts from seeing him in church. We wanted him to come with us every Sunday, to take pleasure in the benefit of salvation, in the fellowship with othersliving in unity.
 
                 Sadly, we were not sure that day would come anytime soon.  On the other hand, we did not want him to stay alone. Reflecting on the past, I think it would have been easier for my dad to find Jesus Christ if we as a family had shown him more love, and hadn’t abandoned him every Sunday.
 
                 Now I regret all of those years that we did not know how to be with my dad during his years of spiritual loneliness, in which we prayed hoping for a miracle, since only that could change his heart.
 
                 On one occasion, one of my dad’s friends came to visit. This man mentioned to my father:
 
                 “Mr. Primo, I am convinced God doesn’t exist.”
 
                 “Well, you’re wrong to do so because you can notice God’s existence in many ways. I like nature, the countryside, plants, flowers, the birds, fruits ... for years I practiced mountain climbing,” my father said. “Several times I have climbed the Popo and Ixtla. I’ve walked many kilometers to be able to see from the peak of the volcanos, the most beautiful landscapes, or the countless stars. So what you are saying is stubbornness. God exists!”
 
                 When my dad told my mother about the conversation he had had with this man, she remained quiet, surprised that for the first time in his life, he had accepted the existence of a Creator God.
 
                 Many years later, my father accepted God’s forgiveness through the sacrifice of Jesus on the cross. He was saved, like me. At the same time he declared that Jesus took his place and died on the cross, fulfilling in body the punishment of his peace. My father WAS SAVED from that day on, transferring the shadows of sin to His admirable light! 
 
                 A process in my father began that has continued and will keep going till the day he dies, called SANCTIFICATION. We cannot question anyone’s salvation. Once they have accepted Jesus Christ that responsibility corresponds only to He who forgives, the FATHER... No one else!
 
                 From the moment I accepted Jesus Christ as my savior, I AM SAVED! This is a gift! What am I saved from? The Bible answers:
 
    
 
   From the wrath of God over the children of disobedience that is to come.
 
   From the eternal fire, where all who did wrong and did not want to accept forgiveness from sins through the sacrifice of Jesus will go.
 
   From condemnation.
 
   From judgment.
 
   From guilt.
 
   From illness.
 
   From sin.
 
    
 
                 The Father prepared salvation through faith. I take a step of faith when I confess I can’t do anything to win eternal life. Only through Jesus Christ can I obtain eternal life. I BELIEVE THROUGH FAITH!
 
    
 
   John 1:12
 
   12 But to all who believed him and accepted him, he gave the right to become children of God.
 
                 In this way, I believed I am His daughter, daughter of God! I belong to his family. From that moment,I am living in unity with my Celestial Father!
 
                 But my sanctification is still in process. Ever since I recognized Jesus Christ as my Savior, God has taken on the task of preparing me to live with Him in eternity. How could someone as imperfect as me, be able to live in heaven where everything is perfection?
 
                 I once saw in a store a sign that said:“Perfect people do not work here, but saved people do.”
 
                 I have heard some criticism of people saying,“I don’t know how that person says he is Christian if he has this or that defect,” but what happens is that we have not understood the difference between salvation and sanctification The Bible teaches that God works in us so that we may be improved, but He does not make us perfect.
 
                 My being needs to be transformed, my thoughts, habits, tastes, myself, me, me! Not to mention my gossiping, lies, envies! I have so much to change within me. The Father is also in charge of that process of sanctification that will last the entire time I live on this earth, until the last day of my life. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Galatians 5:19-21
 
   19 When you follow the desires of your sinful nature, the results are very clear: sexual immorality, impurity, lustful pleasures, 20 idolatry, sorcery, hostility, quarreling, jealousy, outbursts of anger, selfish ambition, dissension, division, 21 envy, drunkenness, wild parties, and other sins like these. Let me tell you again, as I have before, that anyone living that sort of life will not inherit the Kingdom of God.
 
    
 
                 Which of all of these sins is the worst? In the eyes of God they are exactly the same. If I throw a large rock into a river along with a smaller rock, both will fall to the bottom of the river in the same way. 
 
                 Our prejudices are what give them categories, making some worse than others. Now that God is my Father, I could think of myself as different, I am changing, I am a work of art in progress in the hands of my Lord! My age, tastes, education, success or failures I might have do not matter. In the hands of God, I am a project! He allows difficult situations to come my way to change me, to polish me, to push me, to bedwelling under His wings!The best part is that He hasn’t finished.
 
                 Many times, it’s important to remember how we used to be. In my case, I clearly remember my attitude when trying to accomplish the simplest of tasks: anxious, desperate to finish in the fastest way, impatient. I am no longer that way; that changed. For me, it’s a reason for gratitude. I recognize I have changed. In the hands of God I had suffered transformation! God continues to reveal to me his work within me.
 
    
 
   Galatians 5:22-23
 
   22 But the Holy Spirit produces this kind of fruit in our lives: love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, 23 gentleness, and self-control. There is no law against these things!
 
                 To recognize I am accepted, I am loved, that I belong, that I am not alone, and that my Father always hears me, brings an incomparable sensation of security to my life. I need that type of assertion at any age, so that I may always be a more useful and productive person.
 
   At any stage of my life?
 
   Even during old age?
 
   Yes!
 
    
 
   LIVING IN UNITY DURING OLD AGE
 
    
 
                 This is the age in which more people live in loneliness; therefore, they need to be transformed and live in unity. The plan that God wants for us, is to reveal to others His son, through our lives. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Psalms 92:12-15
 
   12 But the godly will flourish like palm trees
    and grow strong like the cedars of Lebanon.
 
    
 
   13 For they are transplanted to the Lord’s own house. They flourish in the courts of our God.
 
    
 
   14 Even in old age they will still produce fruit;
    they will remain vital and green.
 
    
 
   15 They will declare, “The Lord is just!
    He is my rock! There is no evil in him!”
 
    
 
                 With the passing of time, we as human beings become more reluctant to change. Our habits, attitudes, or dispositions become tyrants of ourselves. We have lived with them so many years that we make gods out of them. Many elderly people live alone, isolated, rejected, ill, frustrated, full of anger, with scarcity, just to name a few of the many problems that the majority of elderly suffer. It is beautiful to see that all those elements disappear, transforming even the elders by just being in God’s plan LIVING IN UNITY!
 
    
 
   Ephesians 4:22-25
 
   22 You were taught, with regard to your former way of life, to put off your old self, which is being corrupted by its deceitful desires; 
 
   23 to be made new in the attitude of your minds; 
 
   24 and to put on the new self, created to be like God in true righteousness and holiness.
 
   25 Therefore each of you must put off falsehood and speak truthfully to your neighbor, for we are all members of one body.
 
    
 
                 Members of one body? Not isolated, together, transformed. To be a beautiful and functional work of art, that is the work God wants us to let Him do in our life. It is in CHURCH, where even the elderly can find relief for any type of needs they may have. THEY CAN FEEL USEFUL IN CHURCH!
 
    
 
   James 5:13-14
 
   13 Is anyone among you in trouble? Let them pray. Is anyone happy? Let them sing songs of praise. 
 
   14 Is anyone among you sick? Let them call the elders of the church to pray over them and anoint them with oil in the name of the Lord.
 
    
 
   In church, they can feel taken care of.
 
    
 
    
 
   James 1:27
 
   27 ...to look after orphans and widows in their distress...
 
    
 
   In church, they are protected, they have a place.
 
    
 
   1 Timothy 5:1-19
 
   5 Do not rebuke an older man harshly, but exhort him as if he were your father...
 
   2 older women as mothers...
 
   3 Give proper recognition to those widows ... 
 
   17 The elders who direct the affairs of the church well are worthy of double honor...
 
   19 Do not entertain an accusation against an elder unless it is brought by two or three witnesses.
 
    
 
                 Now my father is older, he goes to church with my brother or my sister if he’s visiting California, he speaks with the brothers or sisters of the congregation, he shows interest in others’ plans, he has learned how to become involved and integrate himself within the church. 
 
                 This gives me peace to know that he can develop relationships with other people who keep him occupied, distracted and appreciated.
 
                 Do you have a characteristic of isolation, depression, loneliness? Seek help, so that you may be LIVING IN UNITY! It is not good to be alone!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   LIVING IN UNITY WITH FAMILY
 
    
 
                 The most beautiful task we as parents must accomplish is unity with our family. Differences that can occur even within the family are enormous. Luis and I tried to show each of our children Claudia, Pamela, and Luis Daniel, how much they are worth individually to us and how important each one of them is to God.
 
                 Every time I studied the different characters in the Bible, I would wonder:What did their children do after them? How did they transmit their faith to their children? What kind of relationship did these heroes of faith have with their families?
 
                In many cases the family circumstances of these transcendental characters remain unspoken. For me, the greatest inheritance I can transmit to my children and grandchildren, Nathan, Sianna, and Joseph, is that they attain a personal God, so that we may be LIVING IN UNITY the same type of FAITH.
 
                 I have understood that those are my priorities, even though those aren’t the priorities of other families around me. However, when I question myself about the importance of my intentions, I come to the conclusion that I am not wrong. The majority of people believe they are fulfilling their maximum expression of love for their children by buying them everything they could desire—clothes, toys, taking them to the best amusement parks, places of entertainment, or paying for high tuitions to obtain a good education. With that, they assume they’re assuring their children’s future. But how is this going to help a successful executive when tragedy, marital problems, losses, illnesses, and fears hit? How are they going to solve those types of problems, with money?
 
                 Money is not EVERYTHING in life. It can be a MEANS to achieve a lot in this life, but not EVERYTHING. There will be many situations that may really be resolved with money. However, what are they going to do with the situations in which, like eternal life, money is of no use? With which perspective are they going to solve their problems?
 
                 When Luis and I were going through a difficult time of scarcity in Celaya, Guanajuato, our children were not aware of the depth of the economic pothole in which we were living. Nevertheless, they learned that if Luis and I called out for God, He would respond!
 
                 The situations we faced during this time were different. The type of circumstance didn’t matter; God always had a way out. This aroused in them a feeling of certainty! They were confident that our Celestial Father was always listening.
 
                 It was never in our intention to hide our situation from them, but the JOY we had while getting along with the brothers and sisters of our congregation set aside any feeling of self pity. To be involved with the church helped our children perceive the needs of others before theirs.
 
                 In one occasion, we took a group of teenagers to make a presentation at the CERESO (by its initials in Spanish) or municipal jail. Out of the kids that we dared take along were our children. After the small play, we shared our food with them. The amount of food we took with us was very limited, because we didn’t realize how many prisoners were doing time there, but even though we only had a few bananas, we were able to feed 300 inmates with those bananas and a single cake! 
 
    Any situation they saw, they rejoiced because God was intervening to miraculously bless others!
 
                 The situations and anxieties that a child lives in actuality are dangerous, with so much bad information surrounding them, and with parents focused on elevating their own stairway to success. ALONE! Many children are alone all afternoon while their parents return tired from working so hard all day, having to drive long distances so that the day they receive their paycheck they may provide the best for their children, thus forgetting to give them what’s best for them: VALUES they cannot buy.
 
                 When Luis Daniel was little, I decided to work in a chemical laboratory. With three children in our budget, I thought it was convenient for the entire family. After all, that’s why I had gone to college. My days were crazy. I drove more than an hour. I practically threw my children to my mom, since I was always running to be on time. At noon, I would run to feed them. After leaving work for the day, I would drive back another hour, stop to buy groceries, cook, give the children a bath, put them to sleep, and pack what they might need at my mom’s for the next day. On Saturdays, which was my day off, I would do laundry, iron, etc. I was really exhausted!
 
                 One day, a brother from the congregation asked me, “Why don’t you depend on your husband and leave your professional dreams for another time in your life? After all, God is pleased when you’re happy with what your husband can provide for you.”
 
                 I proudly responded, “If God wanted me to leave my job, He would have already told me because we have a good relationship.”
 
                 “He possibly already told you and you aren’t paying attention because you’re too busy.”
 
                 “Alright, I am going to wait for him to tell me.”
 
                 The next day, my boss was waiting for me along with the general manager of the transnational company for which I proudly worked.
 
                 “We want you to know that we would like for you to be in charge of managing Quality Control...
 
                 “I will think about it,” was my response.
 
                 Two weeks went by. I was driving back home with my kids asleep, in the hot sun, with the car filled with dirty laundry that I hadn’t had time to pick up all week from my mom’s house. Traffic was horrible. The Red Cross was holding their annual fundraising which prevented traffic from fluctuating on the two lane highway I had to take back home. We were all driving at a very slow speed, but when a Red Cross nurse crossed in front of me I tried to dodge him and lost control of the car as I was accelerating to move forward, causing me to slam into a passenger bus. 
 
                 After my car bounced back, another car that had changed lanes from mine finished off by slamming into me, suffering two crashes instead of one. My children bounced around inside the car. I was clinging on to the steering wheel, terrified at how their lives were in danger! All I remember being able to say was,“Lord!”Everything had happened in seconds. MY CHILDREN WERE ALIVE! I was sure of this by their screams and cries.
 
                 My husband worked nearby and was able to arrive quickly in order to give all the car insurance information which coincidentally expired the next day! We wouldn’t have to pay a thing for the damages caused except for the deductible. However, that day I realized how much I really loved my children. I could definitely set aside that career and invest my time more wisely, educating my children in the ways of God, instead of earning more money and having rebellious children. 
 
                 That week, I made my decision known.
 
                 “Thank you for considering me, but please hire someone else to take over the position because I am giving my two weeks’ notice.”
 
                 I knew this was the right thing to do even though I had already allocated the money I earned. I did not consider it an impediment that would remove my conviction of the decision I was taking. God rewards our trust in Him.
 
                 The very next day after I stopped working, Luis received a raise in his salary that exactly covered the earnings I had been receiving until the day before. This was a miracle, because my salary wasn’t just any salary, but it was the kind of trust God wanted me to have. Every time I obeyed, something good was going to occur in my life. Although this was not my logic, if it was God’s wish, everything would be great.
 
                 Since then, I was with my children when I was in a good mood or a bad mood; when they were in a good mood or a bad mood. We got to know each other and learned to read each other perfectly. The only time I wasn’t with them was when they were in school, but when they grew up a little more, I decided to teach in the same school they attended for one year.
 
                 This way, I was able to meet teachers, parents, and schoolmates. I knew everything that was going on around them perfectly. I did have to set aside some self pity that sometimes wanted to visit my mind, but today I can see the certainty of doing God’s will in my children’s lives!
 
                 I’m not proud of it because it wasn’t my labor. I recognize it was my God who pushed me to do what was illogical to my logic. I thank Him because He knew the future better than I did. Only He could see the fruit which would result with the passing years, from the sowing that He was doing in the tender heart of my children’s early age. 
 
                 It’s beautiful all that our Father offers us, just by being part of his family. He affirms, integrates, and values us, just to mention a few of the many new values we can find in Him.
 
                 Another benefit I find transforming is the blessing of being people of worth to our neighbors. He encourages us to serve, to give more than what the egotistical logic offers.
 
    
 
   LIVING IN UNITY BY SERVING
 
    
 
   John 12:3-5
 
   3 Jesus knew that the Father had given him authority over everything and that he had come from God and would return to God. 
 
   4 So he got up from the table, took off his robe, wrapped a towel around his waist, 
 
   5 and poured water into a basin. Then he began to wash the disciples’ feet, drying them with the towel he had around him.
 
                 Jesus Christ knows where He comes from and where He’s going. It’s very important that we are conscious of the fact that one day we will be in the presence of our Father, being held accountable for all our actions. 
 
                 WE HAVE A SENSE OF DIRECTION WITH HIM. We go to Him. We know He has freed us, we can look forward; have hope, even amidst difficult circumstances. He does not wait to be served. He has initiative. He knows how to use the tools necessary to work. He ties the towel onto himself, He goes to work. He doesn’t stand still waiting for others to become inspired or motivated to work. He takes the first step. With love, without disgust He touches their feet, he serves them, expressing its purpose: to bring them together to take part with Him. And after being washed, we are able to LIVE IN UNITY as His children, His church, and His nation.
 
    
 
   Philippians 2:2-3
 
   2 Then make me truly happy by agreeing wholeheartedly with each other, loving one another, and working together with one mind and purpose.
 
   3 Don’t be selfish; don’t try to impress others. Be humble, thinking of others as better than yourselves.
 
    
 
                 Both Luis and I had lived all our lives in Mexico City. When he was invited to work for a very large company in Celaya, Guanajuato, we moved to a building where we were going to live with many other families that were moving to Celaya as well. It was a very exciting experience. We knew the majority of the people with which we were going to be neighbors from Mexico City. Everything was new to all of us. We would all ask each other where to find the nearest pharmacy, supermarket, etc.
 
                 We began to develop an environment of mutual help so beautiful that we established a healthy friendship that has lasted over 20 years regardless of the distance now between us. We would help each other take our children to and from school, prepare meals, and teach each other recipes. It was an environment filled with blessings. 
 
                 The most important part was that for many years, every Wednesday all the women would get together to study the Bible. Therefore many of those beautiful friends matured in their relationship and knowledge of Jesus. The key for people to get to know God is with help. 
 
                 It’s surprising the large amount of areas in which one can help others. Not only economically, preparing food for sick people, driving for others, etc. It’s important to consider this given the large number of people that live alone, those that are even shy and incapable of asking for help.
 
                 We as the children of God are the help people need. We can be the arms of the Father, His hands, His feet. WE ARE his ambassadors. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Romans 12:4-5
 
   4 Just as our bodies have many parts and each part has a special function, 
 
    
 
   5 so it is with Christ’s body. We are many parts of one body, and we all belong to each other.
 
    
 
   1 Corinthians 12:14
 
   14 Yes, the body has many different parts, not just one part.
 
   1 Corinthians 12:26
 
   26 If one part suffers, all the parts suffer with it, and if one part is honored, all the parts are glad.
 
    
 
                 God created us; He gave us life together with Him. However, this new life through His son Jesus Christ is different from natural life. This NEW LIFE is the life that people need to avoid the tragedy of their daily living. Many people have mistaken what really satisfies. The most important task of their day is creating their own altars, egotistical without reservation, looking only for their own benefit, incapable of ceding their own opinions without looking toward the people around them who suffer. They idolize their own materialistic interests, believing that what the media offers is their life’s purpose, such as what they hear on the radio or see on TV. They are lost in instant gratification because there are no firm bases to have hope or a future, thus suffering the consequences of the lack of identity without consolation, living with the fear of being discovered.
 
    
 
   2 Corinthians 5:17
 
   17 This means that anyone who belongs to Christ has become a new person. The old life is gone; a new life has begun!
 
    
 
   First, the goal of this chapter is to create a consciousness that:
 
    
 
    
    	God loves you!
 
    	He wants you to experience His blessings when you dare to be LIVING IN UNITY.
 
    	He wants you to be part of His body, to be involved in the family of God, and become part of a church. 
 
    	Live the privilege of talking to others about JESUS, they need it.
 
    	Love your elderly, don’t let them isolate themselves; invite them to become motivated to be LIVING IN UNITY.
 
    	Instruct your children, because they are the next generation and are in gravedanger.
 
    	Leave laziness and false pride, offer to help,serve!
 
   
 
    
 
   Go the extra mile; make the effort to help with love. 
 
    
 
                 With all these victories in your life, if you dare believe God, you’ll find:
 
   PEACE with God and the people around you.
 
    
 
   CONTENTMENT with what you have, whether it’s a lot or very little, and you’ll stop depending on your wallet.
 
    
 
   HEALTH, even if you walk in the valley of the shadow of death, because He promises to be with you.
 
    
 
   BELONGING, because you will have developed within yourself the presence of God and you’ll live above the circumstances, not crushed by them.
 
    
 
   JUST DARE TO BELIEVE!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 2 - FACING DANGER
 
    
 
                 “Let’s go!” my husband yelled in the kitchen, standing near the service door. 
 
                 My daughters Claudia and Pamela ran around, looking for the last minute accessories they would use for the wedding they were attending with my mother. It was going to be a great family event. Roberto, my mother’s nephew, was getting married in Veracruz, Mexico.
 
                 Luis, my husband, had agreed to meet my mom Romanita at the South Central Bus Station (TAPO by its initials in Spanish) in Mexico City. Once there, my husband would hand the girls over so they could take the bus to Veracruz. He was going to wait three days in his dad’s house for them to return from the wedding. His dad had been very ill the last few months, so this would be a good opportunity to spend a few days with him.
 
                 My son Luis Daniel and I were going to stay at home alone for a few days. We would attend church together, but at the moment we were excited because due to his upcoming tenth birthday, we were going to a traveling market to buy him some pants at the secondhand clothing stand there.
 
                 Before leaving with the girls, my husband told me, “Let’s pray together because we’re leaving, but remember I need to put a sign on the truck with your name and address. I don’t want Mexico City’s transit authority to try to fine me because we’re missing that information on the side of the truck. 
 
                 During those days, a transit law had come into effect which was why it was important that every vehicle used for commercial means be labeled with the proprietor’s information on the sides of both doors.
 
                 We called Luis Daniel so he would join us in prayer because he was playing with his dog while we were packing the bags. I wanted him to be involved helping his dad make the signs. After praying, my husband and son left together to look for paper.
 
                 While they made the signs, I took some time to talk with my daughters, sending messages of congratulations and greetings to the rest of the family who would be reunited, as well as advising them what clothes to wear for the day of the wedding. 
 
                 My husband came running back, attached the signs to the sides of the truck, gave me a kiss, and got into the truck. Just when they were about to leave, I noticed Pamela was wearing a pair of long rose-colored pearl earrings. I got close to her to make one last comment.
 
                 “You were supposed to wear those at the wedding, not during the trip there, right?” 
 
                 To which she responded, “It doesn’t matter, I’m not going to lose them.” 
 
                 “Let’s go!”
 
                 Just like Luis Daniel and I had planned it, we went to the market, looked for his pants in different stands, ate some tacos there, bought some fruit and food for the weekend, and had a good time at the market. While we were walking toward the car to return home, we ran into our pastor’s wife and mother-in-law. Standing in the street, we talked while my son patiently waited for me to finish talking to them.
 
                 When we returned home he told me, “I’m really tired. What if we turn on the TV while we eat some cold fruit because I’m really hot.”
 
                 “Alright,” I said. “While you take a seat I’m going to cut some papaya.”
 
                 While I was cutting the papaya I thought,“Why don’t we do this more often? The news is on at this time. It sounds very fun to eat some fruit while we watch TV.” That day, Friday, February 21, 1991, is unforgettable!
 
                 I sat down to watch the news with my son, something we had never done in our lives. In the traffic segment of the news, the recommendations for people to divert from the areas of greater traffic mentioned that people who were traveling toward the north of the ring road of Mexico City should use alternate routes because at Vallejo Ave there had been a tragic accident in which two people had lost their lives. The names of the deceased had not been identified yet because these people had died in the fire as a result of the crash between a trailer and a truck.
 
                 The next thing I saw left me breathless: my truck completely tilted over a mountain! If I had any doubt that it was mine, it disappeared when they zoomed in and mentioned my name as owner of the truck that had been involved in the accident. MY HUSBAND’S SIGNS! I felt like I was burning inside!
 
                 They did another shot with the people who were getting into the ambulance. There I saw Pamela’s long rose-colored pearl earrings. I didn’t identify her immediately, but the communication I had established with those earrings at that moment had terrified me.
 
                 My son, who had been sitting down next to me, began to jump screaming, “Oh my God! Oh my God!”
 
                 I began to cry out with him, “Oh my God! Oh my God!”
 
                 I felt fire, no other sensation or feeling, true fire, but my passion for God wasn’t in vain. Many times in the past I had seen his powerful hand work miracles.
 
                 Now, once again, it appeared like never before. At the same moment as the enveloping fire, I felt peace, a supernatural peace, before my eyes. I saw the transformation of my son. He too was receiving the same thing. Our Father was there!
 
                 At the same time, terrified living the greatest desperation, we felt an incredibly comforting peace. There was no description for what both of us were experiencing. This was something different and unique that surely would change our lives forever.
 
                 The news continued talking about the upcoming details to later give the names of the deceased. For Luis Daniel and me, those two people were my husband Luis and Claudia, since we had only seen Pamela as a survivor in the ambulance. We made no comments about that, but we both assumed the same. 
 
                 We turned off the television, walked toward my bedroom, and kneeled at the end of the bed to pray:
 
                “Thank you Lord because you saved Pamela’s life! Help us, we depend completely on you! We love you!
 
                After praying, I gave my son several instructions. “In this bag place two changes of clothes, take out the trash, give all the food in the refrigerator to Mr. Tiburcio the neighbor’s guard, and tell him to please take care of the dog. Do that while I prepare my clothes and look for the papers that might be important for us to have in Mexico City. 
 
                 My son hadn’t walked out of the bedroom when the phone began to ring. The first call I received was from an old friend of the family, Adolfo Resendiz, who told me, “Do not leave your house. We are on our way.”
 
                 The next call was from my sister who told me, “Luis and the girls had an accident, but don’t worry. They’re fine.”
 
                 “They’re fine?” I heard myself repeat. “How? They said there were two unidentified bodies. Since I already saw Pamela on TV, I assumed Luis and Claudia had died!”
 
                 “No! They’re fine,” she confirmed. “I just hung up the phone with Pamela. She asked me to let you know that Claudia has a fractured leg and Luis has some fractures and contusions on his head. He was unconscious for some time, but they’re not dead. I’m calling to let you know they’re at the Red Cross of Tlalnepantla, Mexico.”
 
                 The third call I received was from a person I had just met a few weeks ago in church who told me, “I would like to know if you’ve already found out that your family was in an accident?”
 
                 “Yes, thank you,” I replied. “They’ve already let me know they are fine.”
 
                 “How are they?” I was asked.
 
                 “From what my sister mentioned, they’re alive. That’s what is most important, so I am about to leave to go see them,” I responded. 
 
                 To my surprise, I was asked, “But tell me, how was the accident?”
 
                 In a hurry, I said, “I have no idea, so you are going to have to forgive me, but some friends are waiting to pick me up.”
 
                 Indeed, my friends Adolfo and Paty had arrived for me at the same moment my son had returned from our neighbor’s house. 
 
                 As I was about to leave our house, I thought of my daughter Pamela. She had been the one who had informed my sister. It hurt me to think how at her eleven years of age she was experiencing such a huge fright, so I took a small blanket since I imagined she would be cold.
 
                 It seemed incredible, but my son and I were happy. Originally we had thought that we would have to prepare a funeral. We didn’t say it, but we knew that part of going to Mexico meant going to pick up two cadavers. Now the panorama had changed. They were injured, but only injured!
 
                 As severe as the wounds might have been, the worst was death. They had resuscitated in our minds and our hearts were grateful and joyful!THANK YOU LORD! THANK YOU, THANK YOU, THEY’RE ALIVE!
 
                When we arrived at the Red Cross in Mexico City, I saw my dad and brothers-in-law had already arrived. They took turns going to see Claudia and Luis who were hospitalized as well as staying with Pamela. 
 
                 When Pamela saw me, she began to cry. The responsibility she had had to endure taking care of her dad and sister had been extremely difficult. I embraced her, wrapping her body with the blanket I had brought from home. I asked my dad to keep hugging her that way while I went up to see how my husband Luis and Claudia were doing.
 
                 As I was getting ready to go see them, I was surprised that one of my brothers-in-law warned me, “You are going to see there are a few people guarding your husband. They want him to declare how things happened, but he was unconscious for some time, so do not let them bother him now. They have to wait for him to be perfectly lucid.
 
                 I began to get frightened again. What was happening? I began to notice the danger had not left completely. My family was standing before a curtain that was opening threateningly, without wanting to show what type of danger we were going to face now.
 
                 Indeed, as soon as I arrived at the floor of those wounded, I saw two men very well dressed. When they saw me, they asked me what my relationship to the injured was. After mentioning that I was his wife, I didn’t pay any more attention to what they were trying to say. I began to walk toward Luis’ bed. 
 
                 There he was, with his face completely swollen. His forehead was protruding, causing his eyes to look smaller. He was asleep, with an I.V. inserted in one of his arms. He had dislocated ribs, and his arms and knees were full of injuries. His mouth and hands were also wounded.
 
                 I hugged him and he woke up. When he recognized me he said, “I’m fine.”
 
                 I didn’t answer. I just thanked God out loud for his mercy. He asked me if I had seen Claudia and I replied, “No, I haven’t seen her.”
 
                 “Go see her,” he said.
 
                 When I left the room, I saw that in the bed in front of him was a young man with his arms extended, 60 percent of his body had been burned. Afterwards, I found out that young man was the driver of the trailer that had slammed against my husband’s truck. 
 
                 I saw Claudia, with a cast on her right leg and several wounds on her back and head, which I noticed by the bandages she had there. I hugged her. I was happy to see her alive. 
 
                 When I had to leave them alone, the public prosecutor agents caught up to me to tell me, “Ma’am, did you know there are two people who died in this accident?”
 
                 “Yes, sir, I do,” was my response.
 
                 “Well, we would like you to know that your husband, along with the trailer driver, will possibly be detained. We need their declarations.”
 
                 To which I replied, “Of course sir, you will have it, but not today. I ask that you let him rest.”
 
                 The danger seemed imminent. My husband’s liberty was at stake. I didn’t know the details of the accident. The circumstances were alarming!
 
                 When I asked the doctor in charge about my injured patients’ state of health and the number of days they would have to remain hospitalized, he said, “I would like to let you know that your husband is going to be hospitalized for five more days. If I discharge him before then, they are going to take him to a cell until he declares and a first expert report is done. So I plan to help him by not discharging him. Here, he’ll be able to remain lying down as comfortable as possible. Otherwise he’ll be very uncomfortable in any other place because his ribs are very hurt. Tomorrow you can pick up your daughter. It’s also important you take her to her primary care physician to check the wounds she has on other parts of her body. Her leg will have to remain in a cast because of the fracture. 
 
                 That night, after I finally persuaded myself to leave the Red Cross hospital, we arrived at my parents’ house. We were exhausted. I slept with Pamela in the same bed. I wanted her to feel safe next to me. Several times throughout the night she jumped and talked in her sleep. That confirmed my suspicions. It had been a very strong experience for her.
 
                 The next morning while we ate breakfast, Pamela recounted her experience:
 
    
 
                 Claudia got out of the truck to signal the traffic with her sweater while I waited inside as my dad checked the truck. I didn’t like it because I was very hot. I would have preferred to have been with Claudia, but my dad didn’t let me. Now, I realize how right it was for me to obey and stay inside the truck like he had told me. I fell asleep. The trailer being hit as it was slammed with our truck was what woke me up. 
 
   When I tried to get out of the right side of the truck, I noticed it was being held back by the small retaining wall. That scared me. I thought if I moved I could fall over onto the cars driving below. I tried to get out of the driver’s side but the door was stuck because of the hit, so I had to get out through the window. I looked for my dad and found him trying to lift himself up from the floor. The blow from the trailer slamming into the truck had hit my dad on his back and neck, throwing him several yards away. The bones from his elbows and knees were sticking out. I don’t know how much time had passed. The notion of time had completely disappeared. He asked me,“Where’s Claudia? Where’s Claudia?”My dad kept screaming!
 
                 Our truck had begun to catch fire after the crash. My dad thought Claudia was underneath the truck since we could see someone’s hair. He wanted to jump through the fire to pull that person out, since he assumed it was Claudia, but at that moment, some curious people who had gotten closer to look at the scene yelled,“Sir, your daughter’s over here!” We went down the slope to see Claudia. We saw her covered in blood. She was unconscious. A little later, she woke up screaming her leg hurt. It scared me to see so much blood on her head. 
 
                 A short little man arrived, with his doctor’s white coat. He quickly put a splint on Claudia’s leg with a few pieces of cardboard. It was great that this man arrive to help us because his calm voice helped me calm down as well.
 
                 In a few minutes, the ambulances arrived along with the firefighters. They brought up Claudia and the young man who had fallen down the stony slope. The young man’s bone from his arm was bulging out. 
 
                 I saw they were putting a burned young man into the ambulance. In that ambulance my dad, Claudia, and I would be getting on, but the paramedics didn’t want me to get on with them because I didn’t have any injuries, but neither my dad nor I wanted to stay behind.
 
                 News reporters arrived, getting in the way as they asked for information about the accident, but no one was paying attention to them.
 
                 Once we arrived at the Red Cross, my dad asked me to call his dad. I couldn’t remember his phone number. The only number I knew was my aunt Lilia, so after borrowing a few coins I called her and asked her to let everyone know.
 
    
 
                 This is what Pamela remembered. It was definitely a miracle they were alive!
 
                 On the third day after my daughter had been discharged from the hospital, I began to notice a really bad smell in the house. Scared after realizing it was my daughter’s leg, I took her back to the hospital where my husband was still staying.
 
                 I almost fainted when I saw that after removing the cast, puss started pouring out. An aluminum square mold filled with it. The cast had been placed with grass and mud over an open wound that surrounded the entire leg. The proportions of the infection were colossal. Her leg was rotting. If this wasn’t gangrene, surely it would require a skin graft, since the lesion was very large. It was a sad diagnostic but she was alive!
 
                 After five days had passed, my husband was discharged from the hospital. With the declarations necessary made in front of the public prosecutor agents, a first expert report was made, finding him free of guilt. They informed us the procedure necessary to declare those responsible for the accident would last around three months, enough time to process two more expert reports which the judge would use to dictate his sentence.
 
                 We had to try to return to normality. We decided Claudia would stay in Mexico City with my parents so she could undergo medical treatment with a friend of my husband’s, Dr. Juan Cedillo.
 
                 Meanwhile, we returned to Celaya, Guanajuato with Pamela and Luis Daniel. They had already missed many days of school. I was going to go back every weekend to see how Claudia was recuperating. This is not what we would’ve wanted to do, but it was the best option.
 
                 Every week I saw how Claudia’s leg got better. Even with such a surprising diagnostic, the risk of losing her leg was disappearing. Miraculously we saw how the skin began to renew itself in such a large wound that encircled her entire leg. One afternoon when I went to visit Claudia, she mentioned, “I’m going to read to you what God did for me...”
 
    
 
   Isaiah 43:1-4
 
   1 But now, O Jacob, listen to the Lord who created you.
    O Israel, the one who formed you says,
“Do not be afraid, for I have ransomed you.
    I have called you by name; you are mine.
 
    
 
   2 When you go through deep waters,
    I will be with you.
When you go through rivers of difficulty,
    you will not drown.
When you walk through the fire of oppression,
    you will not be burned up;
    the flames will not consume you.
 
    
 
   3 For I am the Lord, your God,
    the Holy One of Israel, your Savior.
I gave Egypt as a ransom for your freedom;
    I gave Ethiopia[a] and Seba in your place.
 
    
 
   4 Others were given in exchange for you.
    I traded their lives for yours
because you are precious to me.
    You are honored, and I love you.
 
    
 
                 “I could be dead! When we drove into Vallejo Avenue, my dad’s truck broke down. All of a sudden it just stopped. My dad went to the front of the truck to check. Pamela stayed inside. My dad asked me to get out of the truck, go a certain distance and make signals with my colorful sweater to the cars that were coming by. 
 
                 As I was making signals, a young couple embracing each other walked by me and kept staring at me as they walked away. Pamela was yelling at me,“I’ll come with you!”I turned around to tell her,“No! Stay there!”
 
                We were there for a while. I noticed a loud sound. I saw that a trailer was coming toward us flipped on one side, sliding across the pavement creating sparks like in the movies.
 
                 I didn’t think twice. I ran toward our truck, but as I got closer, the trailer hit the truck which pushed me over the small retaining wall, hurting my leg and causing me to fall on some rocks with cement for more than 30 feet from the bridge that went over the ring road.
 
                 What’s strange is that the young man who was walking with his girlfriend as they stared at me, fell with me onto the bridge’s curb while the young woman was crushed under the trailer. Oh, my God, how to thank you for your mercy!
 
                 Pamela, who was inside the truck, felt the blow and made a hole in the floor of the truck from the impact of her legs, but she couldn’t get out from the right side because it was practically flying over the retaining wall that protected her from the cars that were driving below the bridge we were on.”
 
    
 
                I asked her to stop there and asked, “Over a bridge on a retaining wall? That can’t be! I saw on TV that it was resting against the side of a mountain.”
 
                 “No!” she confirmed. It was over a bridge. Underneath were three lanes of cars, over which Pamela could’ve fallen because the truck was balancing over a metallic retaining wall.”
 
    
 
   OH MY LORD, THANK YOU, THANK YOU!
 
    
 
                 I hadn’t understood that when Pamela had narrated her experience! All this time, it had been such a difficult wait. We couldn’t change, ignore, or rush it. What we decided to do was to begin to give thanks to God in advance for the victory that by faith we were hoping would come over the great legal and economic burden that was threatening us. Along with the loss of the two human lives, medical expenses of the survivors, complete loss of the trailer along with its load which had been declared total losses, federal damages were also being included.
 
                 One weekend, I went to Mexico City to see Claudia, who was still with my parents. On the same bus in which I was traveling were a few people who caught my eye because it was a family with two children of six and ten years of age. The racket they had going on was tremendous. I supposed they were headed to a wedding since they had several large gifts wrapped in paper with designs commonly used for those occasions. 
 
                 We walked on the same exit ramp outside the central bus station, we bought tickets to board the subway at the same time, we stopped on the same platform to wait for the arrival of the subway, and anyhow, we had been breathing the same air for several hours. Together, eager to board, I already identified them as my travel companions.
 
                 As we waited at the subway station, I noticed a young woman of about 19 years of age standing next to me. I didn’t have much time to analyze her or make any comment because a thought in my mind became audible. I heard inside my ear,“Turn around!”
 
                 Seconds earlier I looked attentively for the arrival of the subway, but after hearing this order, I decided to obey. I turned my head in the opposite direction from which I was originally looking. The sound of the breaks made me turn back to see where I would board, but to my surprise it had stopped mid platform. It didn’t quite arrive. Something had stopped it.
 
                 My travel companions, who by now I knew very well where they were located, were all on the floor. Not only them, but everyone who had been standing waiting, like us, were now crying on the floor. My greatest surprise was the look on the conductor’s face who was about to faint.
 
                 The young woman who had been standing next to me a few seconds earlier had committed suicide! She had thrown herself onto the subway tracks. I couldn’t do anything. Everyone was in shock. Security guards came running in, asking us to leave the station. Slowly, people began to get up, looking for their way toward the exit. We were no longer smiling. Among us, a person had been desperate for some reason that no one on the entire platform had realized. Now she was dead! I couldn’t cry! I felt confused.
 
                 I was thinking about the young woman’s family, on the tremendous impact they would have once they found out about her death. I thought about the numerous motives that had pushed her to take such a radical decision. I thought about my indifference or lack of knowledge about her suffering. What sort of thoughts had fueled her to take such a painful decision for her family!
 
                 That internal conversation lasted until I saw my daughter. She greeted me, happy because the skin grew over her wound miraculously. 
 
                 After a month of Claudia staying with my parents, she returned to school with crutches. The skin had regenerated completely in record time, but she still couldn’t put weight on it. Every time she tried to let go of the crutches she would cry. She didn’t believe she’d ever be able to walk without them, or by no means run again. When she had been walking with crutches for three months, she fell! Hurting herself again, the worst part of this fall was the fear she began to have. She didn’t want to let go of the crutches at any moment.
 
                 We had to take a very strong decision: hide the crutches. Nevertheless, she substituted them by walking on just one foot, jumping, which we didn’t think was right. My husband began to pressure her, forcing her to walk and later on going with her to run, from which they would both return crying.
 
                Nonetheless, her recuperation was complete! Thank you Lord for the miracle of keeping her alive, freeing her from the fire, saving her leg, preventing her from needing a skin graft, healing her bones, because she walked again, ran again, because she is your daughter!
 
                 What happened with Claudia was just a part of a whole issue of life and death! Two people were dead. One was a young woman who had walked by my daughter. The trailer crushed her. Her father mentioned the day we met him that after they had taken the trailer, he had been picking up the pieces of her daughter’s body. 
 
                 The other person was one of the three porters who, in the booth before entering Mexico City, while looking for work, had agreed to accompany the driver the moment he had to stop to unload. This man died because he was sitting on the side on which the trailer had turned. The other two porters were wounded.
 
                 Our truck was practically dismantled, not because of the crash, but because of the investigation made prior to the sentence. Although several pieces had been stolen from the truck, it still worked. 
 
                 The first time I went to look for the truck, I saw the trailer that had crashed into it. It was completely burned. It was never going to run again. It was considered a complete loss. Time passed and we hadn’t received any encouraging notice. It was a long time waiting.
 
                 We found out the young man who had fallen next to Claudia had only fractured his arms, but his heart suffered for the violent death of his girlfriend who had been crushed by the trailer. 
 
                 After waiting over three months, an envelope arrived at the house, informing us of a summons to see all those involved in the accident.
 
                 The 19 year old young man was going to be imprisoned for ten years, five years for every deceased. The trailer company was also declared guilty because they had assigned this young man without a proper license, with excess cargo, to transport this freight.
 
                 With this expert report, he was also found guilty of driving above the speed limit, since they found in the gear box that he was on gear 12, which on the highway curve, with excess speed and cargo, caused the trailer to turn over, crashing into my husband’s truck, pushing it onto the retaining wall, almost falling onto the cars driving below the bridge. This danger would have caused an even greater tragedy!
 
                 We were compensated for Claudia and Luis’ injuries. Even during this time full of difficulties and dangers we were living a victorious time! It wasn’t because of our abilities or knowledge, but because of our Father’s care!
 
                 The apostle Paul relates in his second letter to the Corinthians, how it is that he lives numerous adventures, tests and many other disasters. He lives amidst danger! However, throughout all of his writings, his messages are alarms, warning signs, and red lights. He makes an effort to attract attention. Examine your life! You need Jesus Christ!
 
                 His greatest emphasis is not life’s dangers. They’re not accidents. They’re not scarcity, loneliness, fear, or illness.It’s not death itself! IT’S ETERNITY WITHOUT GOD! It’s a danger few of us know!
 
                 Our head processes the information. Jesus? Not right now, thank you! We’re not religious people, we’re too busy, we don’t want moral rules of conduct, I have my own life, I don’t do any harm to anyone, etc.
 
                 Maybe we have the idea that there’s a God, but since we hear that he loves us, we assume it doesn’t matter what we do. He will always love us! Yes, indeed,He is a God of love, but he is also a God of justice!And his justice requires I pay for the damages I have done for violating his laws. He made the laws. I, in my ignorance have violated them, but that doesn’t make me less guilty.I am guilty! The punishment: eternal death!
 
                How can a God of love demonstrate his essence of love to his unjust creation?Making  them just!
 
    
 
   Romans 3:10-12
 
   10 As the Scriptures say, “No one is righteous—
    not even one.
 
    
 
   11 No one is truly wise; no one is seeking God.
 
    
 
   12 All have turned away; all have become useless. No one does good, not a single one.”
 
    
 
   How is this possible: By the blood of Jesus!
 
    
 
                The God of love allowed his son to clear the sentence! The price of liberty for the human race. He sent his son Jesus Christ to death, and death on the cross.
 
    
 
   John 3:16
 
   16 “For God loved the world so much that he gave his one and only Son, so that everyone who believes in him will not perish but have eternal life.
 
                Can the human race do deeds that are agreeable to God?
 
                Yes, but not to erase our injustices or buy our salvation!Our injustices have a price:death! That price was paid by Jesus over 2000 years ago when he died for us.
 
   Romans 5:8-10
 
   8 But God showed his great love for us by sending Christ to die for us while we were still sinners. 
 
   9 And since we have been made right in God’s sight by the blood of Christ, he will certainly save us from God’s condemnation. 
 
   10 For since our friendship with God was restored by the death of his Son while we were still his enemies, we will certainly be saved through the life of his Son.
 
                 Oh Father! Thank you because I didn’t know about the eternal danger my soul was confronting, but You knew my need. In your eyes, I was highly regarded, like a high priced pearl, and you bought me with blood:the precious blood of Your Son!With his son’s death, He bought thesalvation and justificationof humanity. He was placed on the cross to die, then placed in a tomb and remained dead for three days and nights.But He resurrected!Death couldn’t keep him, even though he carried the sins ofthe entire human race that existed and will exist.For the simple reason that He never sinned,He defeated death!
 
    
 
    
 
   Romans 4:25-5:1
 
   25 He was handed over to die because of our sins, and he was raised to life to make us right with God.
 
    
 
   5 Therefore, since we have been made right in God’s sight by faith, we have peace with God because of what Jesus Christ our Lord has done for us.
 
                 FAITH!For many people, the term faith is too religious. But everyone has faith! Some use it to sit on a chair, confident that it will stand their weight. Other people can wait at a bus stop, sure this will take them along a route already established. Other people dare believe there is a God that will allow them to live in his presence. However much faith you may have, it is like a muscle. It can grow and work in the life that your Celestial Father has supplied for you. But what is most important is that through faith we obtainSALVATION!
 
   Romans 10:10
 
   10 For it is by believing in your heart that you are made right with God, and it is by confessing with your mouth that you are saved.
 
   We must be sure of our salvation! It’s a danger that we cannot risk to live eternally.
 
                 A few years ago, we went to the Sequoia National Park, where the tallest trees in the entire planet grow. We enjoyed the stars, the hikes, and thesmell of campfires. Before starting our drive back, we visited the Crystal Cove caves. To get to them we went down one mile. At the entrance, they gave us flashlights and instructions and introduced us to the young man who would be our guide and would give us information throughout the route we would follow. We continued going down into the cave. Once we were in the deepest part, the guide asked all of us to turn off our lanterns. The heavy darkness weighed over us. We couldn’t see our own hands, or even try to walk.I did not like that experience!
 
                During the time the lights were off, I hugged my husband. I was scared. No one was bothering me or talking, but it was very unpleasant there, in that blackness. I had to get out of there. 
 
                 Our life feels that way sometimes. In a darkness that frightens! We don’t know which way to follow! Jesus Christ is the light. Whatever danger with Him is no longer a danger! The true danger for our lives lies in an eternity in hell!
 
    
 
   John 1:5
 
   5 The light shines in the darkness,
    and the darkness can never extinguish it.
 
    
 
                 When we’re in the light it’s easier to walk. Furthermore, He also says about himself:
 
    
 
   John 14:6
 
   6 Jesus told him, “I am the way, the truth, and the life. No one can come to the Father except through me.
 
    
 
                Two years ago, my husband and I became U.S. citizens. The immigration agent who was reviewing our paperwork said, “Even after you take your exam, fingerprints, special photographs for your identification documents, fill out your forms, and pay, you are not citizens! Only until you swear in front of the judge during a special ceremony we will have, that day, after swearing, you will be able to say that you are U.S. citizens.”
 
                 I have used this illustration with several people who have believed that because they attend a church, give offering, and are volunteers helping others, they are saved. If we confess our sins to our Father, He listens!
 
                 We have to direct ourselves toward the Judge, praying that we recognize that we violated his laws even though we do not know them, that we accept the sacrifice of His Son for us on the cross, paying the punishment that was ours to pay, accepting the price of that gift, not because of any merit we might have but because of faith.
 
                 It’s a gift! It’s by grace! The condition to receive this gift is creation, not our work, not our merits, offerings, sacrifices. NOTHING substitutes us recognizing that we are undeserving of the gift of God, Jesus! However, we accept the sacrifice he made, because we need it to obtain eternal life. We need it to obtain our celestial citizenship, an eternal visa, in the presence of the Father. 
 
                 If you have never confessed to Jesus as your Savior, I invite you to repeat this prayer:
 
    
 
   Father, forgive me for all my sins, for what I have lived, ignoring your love for me, rejecting the gift of your son’s sacrifice dying on the cross for me. Thank you for your forgiveness. Thank you for your love. Thank you for transforming me into a new creature. Thank you for accepting me as part of your family. Help me believe you. Help me walk with you hand in hand, to obey you knowing that you have better things for me than anything I could yearn for myself and my family. In the name of Jesus... Amen.
 
                With Jesus in our life, we can live confident that He is looking out for us, guarding us from dangers, helping us with all our needs. He loves us. He loves you!
 
    
 
   Rest! He has provided for your salvation from danger!
 
   Rest! Live the reality of the promises of your Celestial Father for your life!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 3 - OVERCOMING FEAR
 
    
 
                 I’m in the radiology waiting room, expecting to be called in at any moment. I feel very uncomfortable and I can’t quite figure out what is wrong with me. 
 
                 For several days, I’ve been feeling pain on my back and hip that reminds me of the typical labor pains all women who have given birth feel. Today I thought this would be like any other day of my weekday routine; calm, fulfilling my daily tasks: walk to the lab, work, and take care of my 18 month old grandson Joseph for the rest of the afternoon, whom my husband refers to as a blender without a lid. But no! Halfway through the morning, the pain that diminished throughout the week by going to the jacuzzi or stretching at the gym had become unbearable.
 
                 I have never begun any year of my life with a list of New Year’s resolutions. I like to think of myself as a reliable person, yet I believe that people who do not accomplish their resolutions lose that confidence in themselves. This year, like many others, my family proposed to eat better, do more exercise, walk, not drink soda but water instead, eat less bread, no sugar, etc. Good resolutions, but I decided not to propose them for only a few months, but rather to make them a permanent change, and for me mainly in my diet. Exercise; no point in mentioning it! I don’t like it, I don’t like it, I don’t like it! With that statement, what did I do? Try it! Now, here I am all twisted in the waiting room.
 
                 Waiting rooms are places that require courage of all types of personalities, but what makes that time even more uncomfortable are the multiple stares I feel over me. Could it be that everyone feels the same way? Or is it typical of these places to look at others? If I believe they’re looking at me, I should actually say they’re looking at us.
 
                 I didn’t come alone, my husband and grandson are with me. Surely, the people around me are wondering how these Mexicans have such a blonde grandson with those big blue eyes...
 
                 The nurse calls me! She opens the door for me. It’s a dressing room. They’re giving me a set of instructions that I am not following. Where is my head? Is it the stares, the pain, the anxiety because I know Joseph is being a nuisance? 
 
                 Oh, I understand now, I’m afraid! It’s not the first time this feeling presents itself in my life. Many times I have felt its presence nearby. The worst is when it speaks to me! I have believed it many times. Sometimes its whisper is actually a cry, but I know how it runs away! It cannot stand it when I say,“Your health, oh God, will defend me.”
 
                Although I think it likes to suffer because it stumbles as it runs and returns to make even more cruel comments. Now, every time I sense its nearness I repeat,“Your health, oh God, will defend me.”
 
                 They are going to take a set of X-rays of my hip. I don’t know why I’m trembling. My hip doesn’t hurt that much for my knees to be shaking, knocking against each other. I’m afraid! I repeat:Your health, oh God, will defend me!”Thank you Jesus! The fear left running, but it didn’t go very far. It has several victims in the waiting room. I have no idea how the people waiting there are going to confront it. 
 
                 I don’t know how the problem with my hip started. A few days before the pain on my hip and back started, as a routine exam, my doctor sent me to have my bone density checked. They told me the results would be ready in one week. A week went by and I didn’t bother to ask when the results would be ready. I called the doctor’s office when I began to feel the hip pain. By now, my fear had provided a diagnosis! Its treatment and advice: to invite itself into my mind. 
 
                 It took advantage of the comments of the people around me who had had similar ailments, and compared them to me. To top it all off, the doctor had not received the bone density exam results since the lab who had taken them had not finished reviewing them, so he called to ask for them.
 
                 In the meantime, I started a conversation with my fear, whichfor a while now had come to sit down next to me. The fear confronted me with an,“I told you!”It whispered to me again. I had to repeat:“Your health, oh God, will defend me. Your health, oh God, will defend me!”
 
                Many of the struggles or problems that the majority of people experience on this earth are without hope. We all have problems. The difference is how we confront them: with faith or with fear. When our reaction toward the problem is controlled by fear, many solutions to solve it conceal themselves, limiting our decision-making. Those people really turn into victims of what their minds create when the conversation between circumstances and their fear take place without counteracting with faith. 
 
                 Natural disasters, hunger, illnesses, wars, abuse, etc., are all real. But fear brings devastation, causing our heart to harden and our mind to forget that we have a loving God who is willing to help us at any moment above any circumstance no matter how difficult this may seem. He is more than enough for whatever our need may be.
 
                 Worry presents itself in many ways within us, its victims. It can be a good feeling, since it prevents us from risking our lives, it warns us of danger, it protects us, it allows us to stay away from threatening circumstances. The problem is when it takes over our lives, preventing us from enjoying it because of the importance our worry has begun to have within us. 
 
                 When I was young, my mom taught me to not pay attention to my fears, but rather fill my mind with bible verses. 
 
                 “When the fear arrives, don’t pay much attention to it. Repeat the word of God within yourself and the truth will appear. You will realize that usually that fear is a lie. 
 
                 For many years, I was one of fear’s favorite victims. It disguised itself as a friend to plant its seeds of precaution in my mind, causing me to become useless. I never had the courage to learn to ride a bike or skate. Even swings were a challenge that I just recently overcame. 
 
                 At 14 years of age, I learned that the fear had lost its power on the cross. It didn’t cease to exist. It continued to present its attacks, the only difference being that now I gave it power. When I decided to believe everything it murmured, I ended up losing. When I opted for believing what I had learned from the Bible, my faith would grow and fear’s visits would become less frequent. I think it hurt to lose my loyalty. I was no longer alone at its mercy. I had begun to learn how to not pay attention to it, how to close all of those areas in my being where it could hide, trying to surprise me with my own reactions. 
 
                 Each one of us receives from our parents different types of education. Much of this learning occurs as we watch their behavior. Although this is not foolproof, the majority of children grow observing the conduct of the adults with which they have the most contact, causing them to subsequently imitate said conduct. We learn by example. 
 
                 I grew up very closely to my grandmother Amparo who was my dad’s mother. To me, she was an example of how to behave when situations that caused fear, pain, anger, etc., arose. Her life close to mine was my greatest teacher, not only because of what she would have wanted me to learn from all her greatest talents, but because of what she had shown me with her actions of how one could react to all kinds of situations to which one was confronted with, whatever they may be called. 
 
                 My grandma had also learned from someone close to her, in her years of learning as a little girl, her way of living, from her parents or from other people close to her. 
 
                 Therefore, the teachings that she gave me through her daily reactions, if they hadn’t been changed consciously, they had ended up being the lessons of an ancestor of mine that had inherited them to me and transmitted them through my grandmother’s example. 
 
                 She was an excellent seamstress. She could sew beautiful wedding dresses, tuxedos for grooms, or tiny dresses for dolls. She had an incredible curiosity for making small felt animals which she filled with sawdust to use them as pincushions. 
 
                 I did not learn those talents from her. I only inherited an incredible predisposition to fear. As I grew up, I could notice all the wonderfully fun activities I was missing out on due to the burden I was carrying, like a bowling ball tied to my foot, preventing me from becoming myself like all the other children were doing on my block without any worries.
 
                 The times I tried to play on the street with my neighbors any game that required running, she would get into such a state of panic that I wouldn’t dare try to do so again. It’s not that she didn’t love me, or that her dictatorial behavior wasn’t coming from a good place. It was simply her desire to protect me from future unnecessary falls. 
 
                 She had suffered from breast cancer, which had resulted in it being surgically removed. I suppose this incident was what caused her to be so sensible to pain, developing a general fear in her life. I remember overhearing some type of comment about how she was always making sure I wasn’t getting hurt. 
 
                 That teaching which I obtained through her example developed in me a sensitized observation of anything I could call danger; not because it truly was, but because to me it was.
 
                 I called it precaution. I became, with the passing of time, very cautious. I was afraid of playing. Any type of game, for me, was prohibitive. I was afraid of making decisions, I was afraid of pain, I was afraid of rejection from others, of their criticism or mocking, I was afraid of the unknown, of darkness, etc.
 
                 After my grandmother died, whom I loved very much, my mom began to create in me a sense of acceptance and security that I hadn’t had before, since I had spent the majority of the time with my grandmother. 
 
                 I received the absolute liberty from fear when I accepted Jesus as my Savior. He truly came to save me from myself. For me to learn a new way of behaving, I began to stand by him, constantly reading His Word. Observing how He behaved with His friends, how He behaved with His enemies, I searched for things He was afraid of, trying to justify if it was possible. Surprise! With Him, fear disappears!
 
                 I learned that in the Bible, there are 365 texts that refer to us not being afraid. It would be better to read one of those passages every day rather than reading the daily horoscope, like many people are accustomed to. 
 
                 With the confidence I began to acquire by the certainty of His presence, my life changed completely. If I can testify about one area in my life that Jesus changed it’s this: With Jesus, any fear disappears! The area in which fear had the greatest influence in my life was apparent when I had to make some type of decision. The greatest prize for me was to find:
 
    
 
   Romans 8:28
 
   28 And we know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.
 
                 What could come to my life causing fear, with such a beautiful promise? The reins of my life had been liberated from that bowling ball on my foot, that wasn’t allowing me to live the liberty that God had bought on the cross for me.
 
                 That promise I made at 14 years of age, transformed my perspective on life. I didn’t have to yearn for anything I had lost as a child by not having been able to play or enjoy riding a bike. That life insurance acquired through the promise gave me the certainty that EVERYTHING was going to be for the better. All thegood things that came to my life?
 
                 No, not only the good, everything meant everything. All the good, all the bad, God would make sure to become the perfect alchemist, producing gold out of the poorly made decisions. 
 
                 If I was doubtful of making a decision, I reminded the Lord:You have promised that everything will help for the better, so since I love you but am not certain that this may be the best choice because I do not know what the future may bring, I trust that You will make sure this will serve for something good for me. 
 
    
 
   Joshua 10:23-25
 
   23 So they brought the five kings out of the cave—the kings of Jerusalem, Hebron, Jarmuth, Lachish and Eglon. 24 When they had brought these kings to Joshua, he summoned all the men of Israel and said to the army commanders who had come with him, “Come here and put your feet on the necks of these kings.” So they came forward and placed their feet on their necks.
 
   25 Joshua said to them, “Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged. Be strong and courageous. This is what the Lord will do to all the enemies you are going to fight.”
 
    
 
                 I had never perceived how many enemies existed over my head. It had been many years of negative intensive learning I had obtained by being fearful. Now I had to dare to put them down by putting my foot on their neck, eliminating any action they may wish to use against me so that a new way of thinking about myself could live inside me; to change my perspective of people living around me, to change the perspective I could obtain from my five senses of the circumstances that surround me. 
 
                 How was it going to be possible to begin that process in my being? First, believing not only in the existence of a powerful God, but believing what He says throughout the Bible. In that process, I found pleasant parts that were easy to obey, but I also found parts I didn’t like, that I also had to obey. My God had given me a powerful weapon: a sword to attack the schemes of Satan.
 
    
 
   Ephesians 6:11-17
 
   11 Put on the full armor of God, so that you can take your stand against the devil’s schemes. 
 
    
 
   12 For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly realms. 
 
    
 
   13 Therefore put on the full armor of God, so that when the day of evil comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to stand. 
 
    
 
   14 Stand firm then, with the belt of truth buckled around your waist, with the breastplate of righteousness in place, 
 
    
 
   15 and with your feet fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of peace. 
 
    
 
   16 In addition to all this, take up the shield of faith, with which you can extinguish all the flaming arrows of the evil one. 
 
    
 
   17 Take the helmet of salvation and the sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God.
 
    
 
                 The roman soldiers used this type of armor as their war uniform. They characterized themselves by having conquered and put down the entire known world in their era, which means that they were constantly at war, that they knew every element mentioned as part of their attire. 
 
                 When Paul mentions the struggle of the believer, he reveals the hidden dangers of the enemy. We are at war! He orders,“Put on your uniform, you are at war. The goal is for you to stand firm at all times.”The only offensive weapon he mentions is the sword of the Spirit. Everything else was used for defense. 
 
                 The sword of the Spirit, which is the word of God... THE BIBLE, is what is going to defeat my enemies on the day of evil. How can I find those enemies? They are not very far.
 
                 Some spouses can say,“I sleep with the enemy every day.”What would a daughter in law think of her mother in law, or vice versa? How many parents could also give the same title to their children, in the same way that many sons and daughters could catalog their respective parents as the number one enemy of all the previously mentioned?
 
                 Apart from the perspective of enemies that each one of us could give, the Bible mentions only four and they are not made of flesh and blood.
 
                 Rule number one for identifying enemies: if your enemy is made of flesh and blood, it should be removed from the list of enemies. Disregard that person as your enemy, even if it’s your mother in law.
 
    
 
   Your true enemies:
 
                 PRINCIPALITIES
 
                 POWERS
 
                 GOVERNORS
 
                 SPIRITUAL HOSTS
 
    
 
                 The following question arises:Where do I find them? The Bible answers: In the celestial regions. Those are your true enemies, not your family or your neighbors, didn’t you know? We don’t see them. They are invisible. They do not know love, mercy, or compassion. They are against God and everything He loves. Therefore, they are against us. On the cross, Jesus Christ removed all the power they had gained in the garden of Eden, with the betrayal of Adam. 
 
                 They are pursuing to regain all the power and control they once had. They want it back. Those are the enemies we must fight. 
 
                 With the uniform and weapon of defense in hand (because the effects of war that the enemy is having on us is a battle to the death), he wants to:
 
   KILL
STEAL 
DESTROY
 
    
 
   WHAT PARTS MAKE UP THIS WAR UNIFORM?
 
   THE BELT OF TRUTH: JESUS is the truth and the life. The truth will set us free.
 
    
 
   THE BREASTPLATE OF RIGHTEOUSNESS: Just heart, coated with the justice of JESUS, covering my injustice, filled with the fruit of the Spirit, loving thy neighbor.
 
    
 
   THE GOSPEL OF PEACE: Feet fitted, with the readiness to preach of Jesus. 
 
    
 
   THE SHIELD OF FAITH: Faith, as a synonym of strength, not allowing doubt or suspicion of what God had promised us. 
 
    
 
   THE HELMET OF SALVATION: To trust fully that we are saved, to look after our thoughts, our mind willing to believe.
 
    
 
   THE SWORD OF THE SPIRIT: Biblical texts, used to expose and defeat all forms of sin and error.
 
    
 
                 The entire war uniform is designed so that the enemy may not harm on any part of our body, including the emotions, thoughts, feet, back, head... It’s an armor. 
 
                 Christ defeated Satan in the desert with the sword that is the word of God, which is the Bible. That great deed is our example so that we may repeat it, winning everything he wants us to snatch away from us. 
 
                 In every war, the soldier needs to be alert. Praying, we can remain receptive to his attacks, to his struggle against us, so that we, dressed in our uniform, may use the sword and attack him.
 
                 In any battle with a sword, the gentlemen in the olden days who battled with them made sure they were sharp, that their attitude against the enemy was aggressive, that its blow was sharp and cutting, penetrating with force, in this way preventing that the enemy get back up to fight back.
 
                 These characteristics should be ours, since the enemy is afraid of the word of God, said by a believer who has faith that in the name of Jesus we may have victory. 
 
                 In my meditation regarding the word of God, I discovered for myself the power of the word of God that is the sword of the Spirit, thus being able to summarize the following factors:
 
    
 
   THE WORD OF GOD:
 
    
 
   Luke 8:11- It is a seed that gives fruit and grows.
 
    
 
   2 Peter 3:5- God made the heavens and the earth.
 
   Psalm 107:20 - It heals and rescues us from the grave.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 55:11- It does not return empty. It accomplishes and achieves the Father’s purpose.
 
    
 
   Hebrews 4:12 - It’s alive and active, sharp and penetrating; it divides soul and spirit, and discerns. 
 
    
 
   Hebrews 11:3 - God made the universe through faith; it allows one to see the invisible.
 
    
 
   It’s very important to understand that in the third dimension we live in, that we notice the information we receive with our five senses, …but there is more information that needs to be revealed to us through faith and the word of God.              
 
                 That information, which many people are not willing to receive, alerts us and lets us perceive another dimension that is not fully appreciated with only our normal senses. They are simply different. 
 
                 Just as radio waves exist, TV waves, ultraviolet lights, infrared light, we do not see them, but we are sure of their existence although we don’t know how they work. We can enjoy them or take advantage of the benefit that any of their uses may offer. In the same way, the Bible reveals to us the existence of a spiritual world as true and real as this world in which we live. 
 
                 I can have a willing attitude to believe what God reveals in His Word just through faith. 
 
    
 
   FAITH:
 
   Hebrews 11:1
 
   11 Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not see.
 
   Hebrews 11:3
 
   3 By faith we understand that the universe was formed at God’s command, so that what is seen was not made out of what was visible.
 
   Hebrews 11:6
 
   6 And without faith it is impossible to please God...
 
    
 
                 One night, I had a dream so real that I woke up scared. My dream depicted the same scene that the prophet Jonah lives.
 
    
 
   Jonah 1:4-6
 
   4 But the Lord sent out a great wind on the sea, and there was a mighty tempest on the sea, so that the ship was about to be broken up.
 
   5 Then the mariners were afraid; and every man cried out to his god, and threw the cargo that was in the ship into the sea, to lighten the load.[a] But Jonah had gone down into the lowest parts of the ship, had lain down, and was fast asleep.
 
   6 So the captain came to him, and said to him, “What do you mean, sleeper? Arise, call on your God; perhaps your God will consider us, so that we may not perish.”
 
    
 
                 I lived that same scene. I saw the captain, I saw myself sleeping on a ship. In my dream, the word“sleeper” stood out, which is the word with which the captain caught Jonah’s attention and was precisely what I had been doing these last few hours ... sleeping.
 
                 Such was my shock that when my husband woke up, he asked, “What happened?” After mentioning to him what I had experienced, we decided to pray as we read the Bible (the sword of the Spirit), allowing me to realize that before my eyes, I had begun to see within my mind (I really don’t know how to better describe it) a scene of stabbing the neck of an enormous dragon. 
 
                 Through this experience, I learned an invaluable lesson: THE SWORD HAS POWER. Surprisingly that night almost 200 miles away from the care I could have provided my mother, God was present. She later mentioned that that night she had suffered the most severe arrhythmia, but had suddenly felt perfectly fine at the exact same time that incidentally my husband and I were praying. 
 
                 For me, this lesson was like a great red light in my path as a Christian. God allowed the sword to cut the effects that our enemy was trying to provoke in my mom. This occurred by just reading, declaring Scriptures of victory that we read from the Bible with faith. I began to practice the word, employing it with force every time our enemy came into our life with different types of attacks. 
 
                 When Jesus Christ recounts the parable of the sower to the crowd, He speaks of the word as a seed that can encounter several situations if not planted and cared for:
 
   
  
 

 
 
   The birds eat it: The enemy removes the word from the hearts of those that listen.
 
    
 
   It dries up due to lack of humidity: It does not go into depth with the word; little importance for it.
 
    
 
   The thorns drown it: The richness and pastimes of life cause it to diminish; it does not become fruitful.
 
    
 
   Luke 8:11
 
   11 ... The seed is the word of God.
 
    
 
   Luke 8:15
 
   15 But the seed on good soil stands for those with a noble and good heart, who hear the word, retain it, and by persevering produce a crop.
 
    
 
                 A law we all know is that of gravity! Just like this law, there are many others God put on this earth and that different people study. They don’t invent them! They just analyze them, trying to get them most out of them for our benefit. A law as old as the law of gravity is the law of sowing and reaping.
 
                 
 
   We have a few examples of texts that mention this law:
 
    
 
   Galatians 6:7-8
 
   7 ... God cannot be mocked. A man reaps what he sows. 
 
    
 
   8 Whoever sows to please their flesh, from the flesh will reap destruction; whoever sows to please the Spirit, from the Spirit will reap eternal life.
 
    
 
   Proverbs 22:8
 
   8 Whoever sows injustice reaps calamity, and the rod they wield in fury will be broken.
 
    
 
   2 Corinthians 9:6
 
   6 Remember this: Whoever sows sparingly will also reap sparingly, and whoever sows generously will also reap generously.
 
    
 
                 When we sow an avocado seed, we get an avocado tree. When we sow orange seeds, we get an orange tree. When we sow corn, we will obtain corn. 
 
                 That is why when many people accept Jesus or become baptized, their illnesses are cured. Because since He is Life, people sow Life in their lives and they obtain Life. 
 
                 This law is exact and cannot be altered: You cannot sow corn and reap tomatoes, pears, or carrots. If I sow corn, I am going to get corn. There is no other option. 
 
                 When my family was suffering from illness, I sowed in my heart the seed of health, which are bible verses that refer to health.
 
                 When my family was going through times of scarcity, I sowed the seed of prosperity. In my heart, I planted the idea that God one day would get me out of that hole of misery.
 
                 I am not trying to make up theories. Simply put, the application of the Bible in daily life bears fruit because the word of God is powerful.
 
                 The Bible is not a book written for our intellect which we can understand completely. It is written for our spirit. Therefore, if we feed it with the word of God, it will nourish itself and will help us distinguish between things spiritually, even though we may not understand. 
 
    
 
   Isaiah 55:10-11
 
   10 As the rain and the snow come down from heaven, and do not return to it without watering the earth and making it bud and flourish, so that it yields seed for the sower and bread for the eater,
 
    
 
   11 so is my word that goes out from my mouth: It will not return to me empty, but will accomplish what I desire and achieve the purpose for which I sent it.
 
    
 
                 Many years ago, I had learned another very powerful lesson that, along with this one, further clarified the importance of knowing the word of God.
 
    
 
   Hebrews 4:12-13
 
   12 For the word of God is alive and active. Sharper than any double-edged sword, it penetrates even to dividing soul and spirit, joints and marrow; it judges the thoughts and attitudes of the heart. 
 
   13 Nothing in all creation is hidden from God’s sight. Everything is uncovered and laid bare before the eyes of him to whom we must give account.
 
    
 
                 I had been reading my Bible for more than 10 years. My marriage was going through a crisis that for me was devastating: I had learned that my husband was being unfaithful to me! I was surprised, disillusioned, but above all I was angry! Not only with my husband, but with God.
 
                 I protested,“For a long time I asked you for a husband. I always trusted that Luis was the person you had chosen for me. How is it possible that You who knew him would allow me to fall in love with someone like that?”
 
   I continued,“I have always known that if I pray, I am speaking to you. Now I need for You to answer me. If the Bible is your word, answer me with you word.”
 
                 God, with his infinite love for me, did not send a ray of lightning to fall from the heavens and destroy me for having dared speak to him that way. He knew the suffering I was going through as my idol of flesh and blood fell in front of my very eyes when I discovered his deception. 
 
                 On the contrary, His answer was:
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:7
 
   7 For a brief moment I abandoned you, but with deep compassion I will bring you back.
 
    
 
                 My surprise was immediate. When had they written this passage in the Bible? Was this text in all the Bibles or just mine? I continued to read:
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:6
 
   6 The Lord will call you back as if you were a wife deserted and distressed in spirit—
a wife who married young, only to be rejected,” says your God.
 
    
 
                 Getting to this point seemed incredible. The conversation I was having with my Lord was supernatural. In my life as a woman I had been going through a contradictory time of struggle with my emotions. Claudia, my daughter was more than two years old. We had thought it was a good time for us to have another baby, but the months went by and I saw no indication of that happening, which frustrated and worried me. 
 
                 I had gone to the doctor looking for answers.“Why after so many months could I not get pregnant again?”
 
                 Now I knew what was happening. God was also aware of what was happening and wanted to talk to me about it that night. Since the conversation had begun after my protest, the comfort of love from my Father was filling all the gaps that moments before had been empty. 
 
                 I remember thinking,“I must never forget this moment. I need to write down this quote, remember always, always that He answered even in my headstrong protest.”
 
                I had been sitting at the dining room table. I got up to look for a pen. As I was going to write a note on the Bible to remember, I noticed verse 1:
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:1
 
   54 “Sing, barren woman, you who never bore a child; burst into song, shout for joy, you who were never in labor; because more are the children of the desolate woman than of her who has a husband,” says the Lord.
 
    
 
                 I did not know it, but I was over one month pregnant and hadn’t noticed yet, but God knew Pamela was on her way. In the midst of my tragedy, God was giving me a Rhema I was never going to forget.
 
                 ISAIAH 54, a biblical chapter that had accompanied all my life, in which I have taken refuge waiting for His promises. Thank you Father!
 
                 The word I received that night, in a specific moment, under a specific circumstance, is called Rhema. 
 
                Rhema and Logos:These two words are Greek terms that can translate into English as word, study, or reasoning. As an example, we can see it in the terms biology and geology:
 
    
 
   Biology: The study of life (bios - life / logos - study).
 
   Geology: The stud of the earth (geo - earth / logos - study).
 
    
 
                 The entire bible is a Logos. Its stories, principles, and values are directed towards everyone in general. 
 
                 Rhema does not have a specific translation in English. It’s translated exactly as Logos but they are not the same. Rhema is for specific individuals, in specific circumstances, giving specific solutions. Rhemas encourage, console, give solutions, exhort, enliven... To sum up, they are God’s answers for resolving an emotional, physical, or spiritual need we may have. 
 
                 The more we read the Logos, the more Rhemas we will have. For me, it’s like fishing in a lake full of fish, managing to get one. My way of understanding it is similar to when I found my name in a phone directory. For me, those letters stood out from the rest, telling me “I am you. This which you are seeing mentions you, locates you in a certain point in the city, and gives the phone number in which they can contact you. I am not the entire information. I am your information!”
 
                We know the Bible was written by different authors inspired by the Holy Spirit. The main purpose of the whole benefit we may obtain from a Rhema is that we directly improve our relationship with Jesus. 
 
                 In the Bible, we can read many Rhemas given by different characters in the Bible in a specific moment, for a specific circumstance, but which for us are logos. They are not going to create the same miracles as that person in their time unless we receive a specific Rhema for ourselves as well so that a similar miracle may come true. 
 
    
 
   2 Kings 5:10
 
   10 Elisha sent a messenger to say to him, “Go, wash yourself seven times in the Jordan, and your flesh will be restored and you will be cleansed.”
 
    
 
   2 Kings 5:14
 
   14 So he went down and dipped himself in the Jordan seven times, as the man of God had told him, and his flesh was restored and became clean like that of a young boy.
 
    
 
                 If a person with leprosy visits the Jordan River and submerges himself in it, he is going to come out with the same leprosy with which he entered, unless he receives a Rhema and the certainty that God sent him to submerge himself was in his spirit. 
 
                 Moses completes many tasks that God entrusted him with through Rhemas:
 
    
 
   Liberate Israel from Egypt
 
   Announce the ten plagues 
 
   Establish Easter
 
   Guide their way through the Red Sea
 
   Get water in the desert
 
   Receive the manna
 
   Receive the tablets of stone with the law twice
 
   Order the construction of the Tabernacle
 
   Make a serpent of copper to heal the Jews
 
    
 
                 All of these tasks, to mention some of the many which this exceptional Jewish leader accomplished, are Rhemas that were given by God in a specific moment, for a specific circumstance. 
 
                 I saw in my life the comfort of God through His Rhema in Isaiah 54, even though my circumstances had not changed for many years. I was certain of living the Peace of God, not because of what my five senses were allowing me to see of the hurtful situations I was living, but because of the conviction of the presence of God nearby. 
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:15
 
   15 If anyone does attack you, it will not be my doing; whoever attacks you will surrender to you.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:17
 
   17 no weapon forged against you will prevail, and you will refute every tongue that accuses you. This is the heritage of the servants of the Lord, and this is their vindication from me,”
declares the Lord.
 
    
 
                We all need love, comfort, energy, courage, health, better human relations, forgiveness, joy, peace, etc., for our life. We need Rhemas from God. We need to read His Logos so that the Holy Spirit may reveal the Rhema through the word.
 
                 Our enemy Satan does not want us to have this knowledge. Because if there is something that he’s afraid of, it’s that we use the SWORD OF THE SPIRIT, the Bible employed against him, making his army pull back from the entire territory of our lives that he was obtaining through all the plots planned to destroy us. 
 
                 Remember, we are at war! God is calm because he showed us how to defeat him. All we have to do is act with faith. 
 
    
 
   2 Corinthians 10:4-5
 
   4 The weapons we fight with are not the weapons of the world. On the contrary, they have divine power to demolish strongholds. 
 
    
 
   5 We demolish arguments and every pretension that sets itself up against the knowledge of God, and we take captive every thought to make it obedient to Christ.
 
    
 
                 When our being is full of sin, stubbornness, habits, vices, etc., that we can’t or don’t want to stop, it’s because a fortress has been built over our being that is protecting that area of action, causing sin.
 
                 In that fortress, an enemy that wants to hurt, kill, and destroy us is hiding. He prevents us from believing. He stops us from having faith. He blocks our family from making any effort to convince us that we must let go of that vice or sin. It’s the opposite of the liberating word of God that cleanses and changes the submission of the enemy.
 
                 The fortresses really act like those fortified places from medieval times that could face any type of infiltration. They defend themselves! They justify their actions to prevent the advancement of healing knowledge. 
 
                 But the unearthly weapons of our God bring down the arguments and the arrogance that could be blocking us from obeying Christ. We must have a firm faith, a faith based on the word of God, to obtain Rhemas that will help our weakness so that we may not give up on our purpose of seeing our family or friends free. The Rhemas and Logos give us strength to fight against the enemy of our lives.
 
                 I personally learned to fight against the enemy, motivated by my need to see changes for the benefit of my life and the lives of my family members and friends around me.
 
                 Fear was the first conscious and most constant enemy I have had, who invites itself into my life every time the opportunity presents itself, trying to make its will be done in my life.
 
                 Just like when I hurt my back, it wanted me to be afraid, making me think I could have bone cancer, or a spine deviation. This is an incorrect way of thinking, but I believed it to the point that my knees were shaking. However, it’s an example of what fear can try to get into our mind. 
 
                 The truth is different. My back was not used to the exercise or to carrying 30 additional pounds in constant movement, which is what happens when I am taking care of my grandson Joseph and I pick him up. So when I combined a new exercise routine in my life with Joseph, my back resented it severely. 
 
                 The thoughts I had while diagnosing myself were the perfect key for fear to make its entrance. Because my doctor doesn’t really know me and I did not tell him about the changes that had taken place in the last few weeks, when he saw me with so much pain, he continued to meticulously investigate the causes (to him unknown) of my pain, a perfect situation for my thoughts to bolt like savage horses. 
 
                 Our mind is like a computer that works giving information we previously installed. In my personal case, the first logical thought is of fear. Only the word of God can counteract it. Why? Because I learnedthatway of thinking when I was very young. Now I have had to renew my mind in such a way that the word of God takes control of my thoughts and doesn’t live beneath the anguish of fearful thoughts.
 
                 When my children were very young, my husband and I realized that after the grass of a vacant lot close to our home in the north of Mexico City had been burned by our neighbor’s children, our house had become the refuge for little mice trying to escape from the fire, but these would shamelessly walk in front of us all day.
 
                 To counteract their proliferation, Luis brought home a poison that according to its instructions, once the mouse had tasted it, it would die of dehydration. Therefore, it was recommended not to leave stagnant water for the mice to supply their dehydration from which we wanted them to die. After applying the poison and showing the children what we wanted to do, we went to sleep. In the early morning, I felt the need to go to the restroom, but I thought,“There’s water. If I go and there’s a mouse, I won’t be able to turn on the light and see because I might wake the children. So I waiting because I was afraid of finding a mouse. 
 
                 The next morning, after my children left for school, I began to clean my house, pick up shoes, toys, books, etc. One particular book looked fat. Something was inside it. The moment I put my hand in to take out what was there, I felt something furry and limp. In my mind, I immediately thought a mouse. My own scream scared me.
 
                 “A MOUSE!” I yelled.
 
                 No, it wasn’t a mouse. It was a Dominico banana that was covered in moss, black, and rotten in between my children’s book. A frightening scream because of a little banana? Yes, that’s what it was, a harmless banana, but my mind said, “DEAD MOUSE! SCREAM!” and I screamed. 
 
                 That is what are mind is like many times. It jumps to conclusions, providing answers to situations that aren’t real, bringing slavery, isolation, resentment, failure, sadness, and illnesses to our lives which we accept, limited because we don’t know how to change them.
 
                 Many people feel disappointed with God because they believe He is indifferent to their needs, but that is a lie. He loves us and has provided, through His word, the answers and solutions to live in victory, to change and be free from the circumstances that surround us, causing us to become victims. 
 
                 The word of God, the Bible, is available to us. It encourages us, it heals us, it changes us, but above all it speaks to us about God’s unconditional love, who longs for us to look for and know Him. Dare to read it. Dare to believe it. Dare to live it. The benefit belongs to you, it’s yours, don’t disregard it. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 4 - IN SPITE OF ILLNESS
 
    
 
                 In the first chapter of Genesis, we can read the satisfaction of God the Father, as he observes his creation. 
 
    
 
   Genesis 1:31
 
   31 God saw all that he had made, and it was very good. And there was evening, and there was morning—the sixth day.
 
    
 
                 God had made a perfect creation without sickness, without suffering, and without scarcity. Why does all of that pain appear, marking its presence in the lives of all human beings?
 
                 In the book of Genesis, we have the complete story of how in the Garden of Eden, a stranger appears in paradise: Satan. He manages for the command that God had given Adam and Eve as the representatives of the entire human race to be transferred to him, causing not only the separation between God and man through sin, but the total disintegration of God’s original plan to have human beings living HEALTHY, enjoying all provisions and blessings. 
 
                 Illness makes its appearance along with a countless number of physical, mental, and spiritual needs in the lives of all human beings. God’s own creation is thrown off balance with earthquakes, overflowing of rivers, dryness, plagues, hurricanes, tornados, etc., that affect man’s fragility with their strength.
 
                 These types of afflictions bring despair, poverty, pain, and even resentment toward a God who is foreign to the suffering in our lives, who is sitting on His throne immovable in the presence of our needs, but that’s not true!
 
                 God, in his infinite love for us, provides answers to each and every one of our needs as human beings throughout our lives.
 
                 THE ANSWER IS IN THE BIBLE! THERE, GOD REVEALS HIMSELF AND TELLS US HIS PLANS OF AN ABUNDANT LIFE FOR US. JESUS CHRIST IS THE ANSWER. THANK YOU FATHER!
 
                 In the Bible, the word SOZO in the original Greek is used to describe the total salvation of the human race.
 
   SPIRIT - FORGIVENESS
 
   SOUL - HEALTH
 
   JESUS CHRIST is our SOZO
 
                 Through Him, our spirit, body, and soul receive the necessary provisions of SALVATION that our being needs.  
 
    
 
   Psalm 103:3-5
 
   3 He is who forgives all your sins... (Spirit)
    and heals all your diseases,(Body)
 
   4 who redeems your life from the pit(Body)
    and crowns you with love and compassion,(Satisfied Soul)
 
   5 who satisfies your desires with good things (Body)
    so that your youth is renewed like the eagle’s.(Body)
 
    
 
                 JESUS supplies our Spirit, Body, and Soul with total salvation, health, and liberation. If we have believed in the redeeming work of Jesus on the cross in our favor, salvation and health are our right. We can believe it’s our right, and can declare it as testimony. 
 
    
 
   Romans 10:10
 
   10 For it is with your heart that you believe and are justified, and it is with your mouth that you profess your faith and are saved.(SOZO; HEALTH)
 
   Mark 11:24
 
   24 Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours.
 
    
 
                 The New Testament is filled with stories of miracles and incredible healing narrated by different witnesses, one of which is the doctor Luke, who is one of the four authors of the Gospels. Everyone who had faith approached Jesus and He did not allow anyone to leave and remain ill. 
 
                 Do you suffer from an ailment in your Spirit, Body, or Soul that requires healing? He is near. Dare to believe. Dare to declare it. Have FAITH! The provisions for your need were already given over 2000 years ago and are waiting for you to satiate yourself. 
 
    
 
   Matthew 14:35-36
 
   35 And when the men of that place recognized Jesus, they sent word to all the surrounding country. People brought all their sick to him 
 
   36 and begged him to let the sick just touch the edge of his cloak, and all who touched it were healed.
 
    
 
                 When my mom was ill and one of her grandchildren was nearby, she had the habit of calling them, taking their hand, placing it over her head, and telling them to pray for her. If this was not a teaching method for them to learn that God answered prayers, I don’t know what could be. 
 
                 After living for over five years in the center of the city of Celaya when we went to live in the state of Guanajuato, we later moved to a residential development that had been the manor of a hacienda. We built a house on one of those ample plots of land.
 
                 Because it was a large amount of, my dad suggested we place a bridge over a lake to the side of a PVC pool that Luis had obtained. Three trucks filled with soil arrived to build the bridge above ground level. 
 
                 Since my children, as well as my sister’s children and my parents were on vacation, we all focused on the task of pulling tree trunks, digging, adjusting, and cementing the small lake. 
 
                 When both the lake and bridge were ready, some friends of ours invited us to go fishing. However, we did not eat the fish we caught, but rather brought them back in water to their new home: our lake. 
 
                 Every morning, our task was to feed the fish with barley powder, which was the same food given to pigs to fatten them up. Since our land was not fenced in toward the back, one day I saw five children I didn’t recognize standing next to the lake.
 
                 Puzzled, I went to see what they were doing on my land. They said hi and handed me a very large plastic bag. When I opened the bag, I was surprised to see it was filled with water and had a huge silver carp. 
 
                 “We brought you this gift for your lake. Since it’s a male, maybe he’ll get together with one of your fish so they can have lots of babies.”
 
                 I loved the gift. I went for water and fruit to offer them while they installed the carp among my fish. The lake turned into their harem. We constantly saw more and more fish born.              
 
                 So the water was always oxygenated and free of rotting food that we threw in daily, we would periodically clean the lake. We would place a re-circulating source of water to keep it oxygenated, and we designed different types of sieves in order to get the fish out without hurting them every time we were going to clean. We tried to keep a hose with running water every morning while we fed them, and we would shut it down afterwards.               
 
                 Claudia and my dad would say they were waiting for the silver carp to grow a little more so they could eat it, since the food had made it grow a lot. 
 
                 This talk bothered me since I had grown fond of the carp. I never said anything, but in my mind, their dream of eating my carp was very distant.
 
                 One Sunday, Claudia woke up with a fever, so everyone went to church except the two of us. When I stepped outside to feed the fish, I was surprised to not see the carp. It was incredible that it wasn’t in the lake. What had happened?
 
                 The hose had made the lake overflow! We had forgotten to close it since yesterday. It had been running for more than 24 hours and the lake had overflowed. All the fish were there except the carp... My carp! I began to yell at Claudia.
 
                 “It would’ve been better if I had eaten it. Look for it!” she said without leaving the house. 
 
                 I found it about ten feet away from the lake. I picked it up by the tail and threw it into the lake. It sunk to the bottom of the lake, as if I had tossed in a rock. I began to pray:“Lord, please don’t let my carp die. Let it live, let it live!”
 
                 My cry might have sounded absurd, but for me it was important. I never stopped to think that it wasn’t a person, it was simply a carp. 
 
                 “I’m so glad you found it. Today, I’m going to eat it. Give it to me, give it to me!” screamed Claudia as I cried out for the life of the carp.
 
                 I tried to not pay attention to her. I was asking for a miracle and she was thinking of eating the carp. It began to sink again. 
 
                 I found a correlation between my prayer and the carp’s attitude. If I prayed, it swam. If I stopped, it would sink. I continued to pray until it continued to swim closer to the water’s border. I kept praying until it swam as usual. I noticed something in its eyes because it crashed. It would constantly bump into the sides of the lake. I continued to pray while Claudia would desperately scream,“Please stop praying, stop praying!”
 
                That day, my carp earned the name Lazarus. All of our friends would stop by to see and say hi to it. It was a very important lesson for all of us, to know that we must pray and not lose strength in our purpose, until we see the result we want or that we expect from God. 
 
                 My daughter never ate my carp. It lived for a long time after it resurrected, until the day a crow ate it, leaving it all chewed up.
 
    
 
    
 
   Ephesians 6:18
 
   18 praying always with all prayer and supplication in the Spirit, being watchful to this end with all perseverance and supplication for all the saints—
 
    
 
                 Although this biblical text mentions the perseverant prayer and plea for the saints, not for the fish, I applied the same invitation to pray persistently until Lazarus had recovered perfectly. Thank you Lord, for the daily lessons of learning amidst our circumstances.  
 
    
 
   Colossians 1:11-13
 
   11 being strengthened with all power according to his glorious might so that you may have great endurance and patience, 
 
   12 and giving joyful thanks to the Father, who has qualified you[a] to share in the inheritance of his holy people in the kingdom of light. 
 
   13 For he has rescued us from the dominion of darkness and brought us into the kingdom of the Son he loves,
 
    
 
                 After we moved to California and Claudia had been married for over a year, we decided to celebrate Father’s Day by going to the lake in Mission Viejo to ride a boat. 
 
                 When we were in the middle of the lake, I thought about my dad and began to pray for him, thanking God for his life. 
 
                 That night, when I had called my dad to congratulate him, he mentioned my mom was in a delicate state. They had gone to the hospital because my mom had suffered a fall from a height of three feet. 
 
                 She had gone to the restroom at church, which was located three feet above the ground level. To get there, they had made a cement staircase. The moment she walked toward the edge of the stairs to come down, the back of her dress got stuck to her heel and she fell without being able to fall hands first to try to cushion the fall. 
 
                 Her face was black and disfigured, along with her arms and knees. Her whole body was covered in bruises. As the days went by, more bruises began to appear. 
 
                 The day I had been praying for my dad, he had been in the waiting room, alone and desperate to know how my mom was doing. 
 
                 Blood clots had formed in her head. Although she took anticoagulants, they would have to drain her head. 
 
                 I did not want to go into details. Knowing everything they had done to her, even then my mom wanted me to know how great God was. In the midst of all the agony that had occurred with that fall, He had been there with her. 
 
                 They couldn’t give her general anesthesia to keep her unconscious and prevent her from witness the entire surgery. Due to her weak heart, it was very dangerous to anesthetize.               
 
                 They drilled her head, hammering it. She lived every little detail of her surgery. There, in the middle o f the intervention, she began to sing to calm herself. The whole time the doctors took to open her, clean, and close her up, she spent it singing. 
 
                 After the surgery, she had the opportunity of sharing her faith with the doctors. They were surprised by her singing! They now know she was praying for them. I don’t have many references of how many things happened during that time since I was already living here in California, but to her this was another great opportunity to mention to the doctors and nurses about her God. 
 
                 They came three months after she had fallen, and my mom still had traces of her fall. The bruises hadn’t gone away. She was alive again! What a blessing. 
 
    
 
   James 1:2-3
 
   2 Consider it pure joy, my brothers and sisters, whenever you face trials of many kinds, 
 
   3 because you know that the testing of your faith produces perseverance. 
 
    
 
                 My mother had been ill since she lost her mom at the age of 11, when she was diagnosed with angina. At one point during her childhood, her condition was so severe that she was considered dead several times. Nevertheless, she lived until the age of 77 years.
 
                 I thank God for the privilege of allowing me to live near her, to know her witnessing how my Lord truly rescued her from underground and brought her back to that abundant life that God has for all who believe in him.
 
                 She taught us all to trust even amidst pain, fear, or illness, that there is a God who allows us to go through certain circumstances, but who always has a perspective for those problems, completely different from ours. 
 
                 Her life was an example that when we trusts God’s promises, our lives can face even the worst word of all... Cancer!
 
                 “Liver cancer! That’s the doctor’s diagnosis,” said Romanita, my mother. 
 
                 She said this as she put pressure on her back with her hands and an enormous bulge emerged from her abdomen. 
 
                 She embraced me, trying to console me, although I hadn’t made a single comment. She knew, she must have seen something on my face. 
 
                 “God is still seated on his throne as always!” she kept saying. “This will only be another memory in no time.” Don’t you agree? Another story to witness to my grandchildren of the great God we have. 
 
                 I don’t know how much time went by for me to tell her I agreed with all her comments. Indeed, we had lived many STORIES together, like she used to say, in which unfailingly time and again another miracle occurred, in such a way that in my personal reflection, my mom could have been dead many years ago had it not been for that series of divine interventions.
 
                 “One more, you’ll see, one more!” she left saying. “But now I need to rest. Ever since I arrived at the hospital early, I wanted to go home. They kept drawing blood out of me and taking me everywhere to do all kinds of tests. I couldn’t wait to come rest.”
 
                 I didn’t move from here I was since she had arrived. Several times throughout the week we had talked over the phone, and she hadn’t told me or let me know that she had felt pain in her liver.
 
                 We had been living on opposite ends of the city for seven years. While I lived with my family in the north of Mexico City, my parents were now living in the southern end of the city. 
 
                 Every Friday without fail after picking up my children from school, we would set out on the long journey to grandma’s house. We would eat there, then my mom would come with me to Pamela’s routine pediatric visit, since they had discovered a murmur in her heart.
 
                 That day, when we came looking for her, we were surprised to not find her. She never imagined taking longer than what she had expected. She also didn’t realize that on exactly that day my children’s vacations had begun, which is why we had arrived much earlier than what we used to.
 
                 That night, when we came home, I mentioned to Luis the surprise my mother had given me. We agreed that to be closer to her and help her during the entire vacation time, we would stay with her.
 
                 This created a great deal of rejoicing in my children, especially since they would be able to be closer to their cousins who also lived in the South close to my parents and were also on vacation.
 
                 Immediately we prepared to settle ourselves  in with my parents. Since Luis worked close to our home, he was going to take anything we had forgotten or left behind from being in a hurry.
 
                 As the days went by, no one had to tell me of the changes my mom was suffering, they were very visible. All her energy abandoned her, as did the loss of weight she was suffering. I began to carry her, changing her position when she was laying down. I didn’t want her body to suffer sores if she remained too much time laying down in the same position, but she tried to make an effort and lean on her grandchildren. That way, she would try to remain standing as much as she could, which wasn’t much.
 
                 The speed at which she wore herself out frightened me, but unbreakable she fought even against her weakness singing. 
 
                 She began to ask her grandchildren to climb into bed with her. There she kept them for long periods of time, making them read passages in the Bible. 
 
                 The time came when she could no longer sing, so she asked me to place the small red cassette player next to her bed. This had become her inseparable companion which my sister Lilia had brought her from Japan.
 
                 In the meantime, I would keep myself busy cooking or doing some household chore. 
 
                 “Change it please!” she would yell at me. I would then run to flip the cassette, since now we had stocked up on columns of cassettes with biblical messages with which her spirit had continued to feed itself even though she was unable to go to church.
 
                 Because the Hospital Juarez in the center of Mexico City attended to a great deal of people, the next appointment they had given her to determine the treatment they would begin to beat the cancer was in September; two months after the day the doctor had seen her the last time.
 
                 That seemed outrageous to me. Given the circumstances that my five senses had diagnosed, she was not going to make it to the next doctor’s visit.
 
                 When a month had gone by, it surprised me to see and feel how thin she was as I carried her on one of many occasions. She had never been fat since her cardiologists had maintained that under control, but now her facial bones were visible. The dark circles under her eyes that had always characterized her had now become black. The color of her skin had become a strange, undefinable color: a type of green, yellow, or grey.
 
                 It was true that we had lived many beautiful experiences. Real miracles, on many special occasions concerning her health, but I was scared. I definitely believed just as my mom did in the ALL-POWERFUL GOD! But I also knew that He had his will established for each one of us. 
 
                 “The mirrors don’t lie, I use them too, but I think this one doesn’t work because it doesn’t reflect the change God is making in Romana. Although I’m wearing out on the outside, something is happening within me that makes me think WE are going to make it out of this again. And I say WE” she continued to say, “because two are greater than one if you don’t believe the same thing. Jesus is going to get me out of this. Takes your eyes off of the bad you see and begin to GIVE THANKS FOR WHAT YOU ARE GOING TO SEE!”
 
                 “Oh mother thank you!” I exclaimed, “Thank you for letting me know that you are fighting with faith, that this will pass. I need for this to be over, for it to be another story in our past. It hurts me to see you, to see that you have no strength, that you are so weak! I need this to be over!
 
                 I CAN’T WAIT!
 
                I CAN’T WAIT!
 
                 “It will pass, in due time, when the purpose for which He allowed it to happen occurs. Don’t stop God’s blessing with your skepticism!
 
                 She said a word to me that sounded absurd at such a drastic moment that we were living together:ENJOY!
 
                 “ENJOY!” I repeated. “It’s not easy. What could possibly be the reason for my joy? Really? When I see you dying a little more each day, when you can barely do anything for yourself. How am I going to ENJOY? What am I going to ENJOY?
 
                 “HIS WORK IN US!” she answered. “We don’t understand what He’s doing, but look:
 
    
 
   John 5:17
 
   17 In his defense Jesus said to them, “My Father is always at his work to this very day, and I too am working.”
 
    
 
                 “He,” my mom said, “hasn’t finished with me yet. He has a lot of work left to do in me. I don’t want you to keep suffering for me. Help me! ENJOY!”
 
                 As she said this, she moved over to turn on her cassette player. 
 
                 “Can you sing?” she asked. “SING!” she ordered.
 
                 I couldn’t talk. The tears were stuck in my throat. I tried to be strong, but surprise, the one who was being strong was the one laying down with cancer in her abdomen, praising God!
 
                 Not for what he had done, but for what she was sure HE WAS GOING TO DO with her still, we decided to SING.
 
                 WE SUNG!
 
                 Our repertoire grew. It wasn’t just the Sunday hymns. They were our own recitals. The first thing to turn on in that house and the last thing to turn off was the red cassette player. 
 
                 One day, I found my mom sitting on the edge of her bed. 
 
                 “Today, I am going to iron!” she said when she saw me.
 
                 “What are you talking about mom? You can’t even be self-sufficient when it comes to eating and you want to iron? Why? You don’t think I can do it for you?”
 
                 “Oh yes,” she answered, “but I don’t want you to keep doing it for me, look:
 
    
 
   Psalm 92:10
 
   10 You have exalted my horn[a] like that of a wild ox; fine oils have been poured on me.
 
    
 
                 “Should I believe you or Him?” she said. “You tell me I can’t do it, and here it says I will be able to do it because He will give me the strength to do it. I DON’T NEED YOUR PITY! I need your help!
 
                 I was pleased to see her so determined. She wasn’t angry, just decided, and I was a hindrance at that moment, but she wanted me to support her in something that to me was FOOLISH. What a revealing thought, FOOLISHNESS! I remembered the text:
 
    
 
   1 Corinthians 2:14
 
   14 The person without the Spirit does not accept the things that come from the Spirit of God but considers them foolishness, and cannot understand them because they are discerned only through the Spirit.
 
    
 
                 I WASN’T BELIEVING IT! I DIDN’T UNDERSTAND! To me it was truly foolish that she should want to iron, given her physical condition.
 
                 What was it that my stubborn heart needed to believe so many miracles I had seen, to be more sensible to what the Spirit of God was working on again? FORGIVE ME LORD!
 
                 For so many years I had been used to being guided by my five senses, but now the Spirit of God was trying to show me something so tremendous through the life of Romanita my mother, that I resisted.
 
                FORGIVE ME LORD!I repeated.
 
                 Meanwhile, I walked toward the table to prepare everything my mom could possibly need now that she was getting ready to iron. It might seem like that household chore could be very simple and not require much effort to the majority of people, but that day for me in her dining room I learned a beautiful lesson of faith and confidence in God that my mother showed when I saw how much effort she put into holding the iron, trying to iron a shirt for her husband. 
 
                 After ironing just one sleeve, she asked me to take her to bed. Her plan: to sleep half an hour and then finish ironing the shirt. After half an hour she got up again, ironed the other sleeve, then went to sleep again.
 
                 She did this for the rest of the day. All in all, she ironed just one shirt. ONE SHIRT! But it hadn’t been the quantity that had taught me the lesson. It was the tenacity, her way of insisting to believe what she had read, waiting for the strength of the buffalo that HER FATHER would send her. 
 
                 That routine was repeated for several days. I couldn’t see any change, but her spirit was still intact. She ironed every day!
 
                 I knew our vacations would soon be over. We began to prepare by buying school uniforms and supplies, but were still staying with my parents. I sadly realized that I had no other option but to leave her by herself!
 
                 My dad could not take over. He had to keep looking after his business, so my feelings and fears began to speak to me louder every time, trying to lessen the good mood with which my mom lifted my spirits every day. I didn’t want my mom to see me cry and have her think that I pitied her. But we couldn’t stay any longer.
 
                 We were loading all of our belongings in the car and I decided to take a shower to cry without her noticing.
 
                 As I cried while I showered, I heard a voice inside my head saying:“Do you want her to depend on you, or to depend on me?”So clear! Again, I had been crying because from my perspective, she was terminally ill. I comforted myself, remembering that my mother would say:“This has a purpose. Soon, it will be just one more story. I’m waiting the strength of the buffalo!”Words that my mother had used to comfort me the last days, even though the person who was sick was her. It was time to leave her with something positive to think about, something that would lift her spirits, so I talked as I thought of God’s perspective.
 
                 “I’m going to call you three times a day, as if I were giving you your medicine over the phone. I’ll read you a few promises in the Bible and we’re going to believe them.
 
                 Because my favorite book is Isaiah, I took advantage of that to share with her some of those beautiful promises. Here are a few:
 
    
 
   Isaiah 12:2-3
 
   2 Surely God is my salvation; I will trust and not be afraid. The Lord, the Lord himself, is my strength and my defense; he has become my salvation.”
 
   3 With joy you will draw water from the wells of salvation.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 25:1
 
   25 Lord, you are my God; I will exalt you and praise your name, for in perfect faithfulness you have done wonderful things, things planned long ago.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 33:2
 
   2 Lord, be gracious to us; we long for you. Be our strength every morning, our salvation in time of distress.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 40:1-2
 
   40 Comfort, comfort my people, says your God.
 
   2 Speak tenderly to Jerusalem, and proclaim to her that her hard service has been completed, that her sin has been paid for, that she has received from the Lord’s hand double for all her sins.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 42:1
 
   42 “Here is my servant, whom I uphold, my chosen one in whom I delight; I will put my Spirit on him, and he will bring justice to the nations.
 
    
 
   Isaiah 43:1-2
 
   43 But now, this is what the Lord says—
    he who created you, Jacob,
    he who formed you, Israel:
“Do not fear, for I have redeemed you;
    I have summoned you by name; you are mine.
 
   2 When you pass through the waters,
    I will be with you;
and when you pass through the rivers,
    they will not sweep over you.
When you walk through the fire,
    you will not be burned;
    the flames will not set you ablaze.
 
    
 
                 The following Friday that I saw her again, she had gained weight! THE STRENGTH OF THE BUFFALO! I could no longer carry her.
 
                 The bulge in her abdomen hadn’t disappeared, but she was strong, with lifted spirits. She wasn’t eager to find out what treatment they would give her, but we believed it would be chemotherapy.
 
                 My dad was more preoccupied. His dad had lasted only eight days since they had diagnosed him with liver cancer. He was hoping my mom would survive more than his dad. 
 
                 The appointment for her treatment was on September 19 at 7:30 am. 
 
                 That day, my mom woke up very early and took a shower. While she was combing her hair, she heard a voice in her ear:“Tell Primo to pray for you.”
 
                 My mom obeyed. As she talked to my dad, she asked, “Do you believe in God?” 
 
                 “Yes, I believe,” my dad answered.
 
                 “If you believe, why don’t you ask him to heal me?”
 
                 “Alright, let’s go.”
 
                 “But, aren’t you going to pray for me?”
 
                 “I already did,” he answered.
 
                 “But I didn’t hear you!” my mom replied.
 
                 “The prayer was for God to hear, right? Well, that’s what I did, and He heard it.”
 
                 My mom, knowing my dad, no longer insisted. She finished getting ready. It was later than they thought! They had to get to the doctor’s appointment.
 
                 My dad’s original idea was to take a taxi, but at that time, typical rush hour in Mexico, they couldn’t, so they took the subway.
 
                 Two stations from where they had originally gotten on, they noticed an earthquake begin. To their surprise, several buildings along the Tlalpan road were collapsing before their eyes.
 
                 Everyone began to run, trying to reach the open doors, since they were at a stop when the earthquake began.
 
                 My mom and dad later told us they didn’t leave their seats until everyone had gotten off. People were scared. The best way they were able to find transportation was with the help of a man who offered without them even asking! Since the phone lines were down, they were worried about my sister because she lived in a five story building, so this man took them directly to her and they stayed there for 15 days.
 
                 I hadn’t thought twice about the earthquake. I sent my children to school. I little later, Claudia came back home with a schoolmate’s parents. Classes had been cancelled until further notice. There was talk of many buildings having collapsed and thousands of people dead.
 
                 The news story I never heard even though I was always paying attention to the news, was that the Juarez Hospital, to which my parents had gone that day, at that exact hour, had collapsed, killing hundreds of people.
 
                 The phone lines throughout the whole city were down. I called my parents and they never answered. I also called my sister, my brother and they didn’t answer either. The phones weren’t working.
 
                 When the phone lines were back up, my mom called me to let me know she was with Lilia, my sister. They were going to stay there for several days. Previously, this hadn’t been an option. My sister lived on the fifth floor without an elevator. Going up all those stairs was usually very difficult for her. Now that she was so weak and in such a delicate condition, it seemed completely surprising that she was there. 
 
                 My mother never had any sort of cancer treatment. We forgot she had a tumor, as incredible as that may seem. The tests that had determined her illness were now buried in the ruins of a building. She never went in search of help at another hospital or with another doctor. She never had cancer again, in any other part of her body.
 
                 It definitely was another story of the LOYALTY OF MY MOTHER’S GOD! OF MY CELESTIAL FATHER!
 
                 My mom lived 21 more years after this divine intervention. THANK YOU FATHER!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   CHAPTER 5 - CONFRONTING CHANGES
 
    
 
   Exodus 17:14
 
   14 Then the Lord said to Moses, “Write this on a scroll as something to be remembered and make sure that Joshua hears it, because I will completely blot out the name of Amalek from under heaven.”
 
    
 
   Luke 12:15
 
   15 Then he said to them, “Watch out! Be on your guard against all kinds of greed; life does not consist in an abundance of possessions.”
 
    
 
   1. WHAT I HAVE SEEN
 
                 
 
                 After living ten years in Mexico City, for reasons pertaining to my husband’s job, we moved to the city of Celaya, in the state of Guanajuato, Mexico.
 
                 It was a very beautiful time. We arrived at the same time as many other families. The novelty of it all was experienced on a daily basis and it was easy to adapt oneself to the warm climate of the center of the country.
 
                 Luis, my husband, had arrived as the engineer in charge of the largest plant’s accumulator production in the country, which resulted in us having a stable economic position.
 
                 For six years, our life in Celaya had no major ups or downs. Seeing our children grow, playing with them, making friends, and attending and participating constantly at church created an endless amount of engagements, causing us to always be busy, accompanied by our three children the majority of the time.  
 
                 The greatest challenge we lived during that time was building our home, which we accomplished without the need to borrow money. For us, that was a great blessing. Nevertheless, before giving it the finishing touches, we had a great surprise.
 
                 The day after the company for which Luis worked had received an award for quality that Ford grants its providers due to Luis’ effort and drive, they fired him. We never understood the cause, but in retrospect, we saw that God wanted to have a closer connection with him in such a way that his heart were broken and he would become the trusting son he is today.
 
                 He had been a person who from a young age, in all the jobs he had had, success followed him constantly in such a way that he considered himself capable and proud of his achievements. Now that he was without a job, his desperation and impotence to achieve his goals had given him a great deal of experiences and lessons with which he could conclude that only God could open doors of opportunity for him, or block everything that prevented the dependence that our Father wanted us to have on Him.
 
                 It was an extremely difficult time for us. Nevertheless, our children mention that they never noticed we were in such need as we have recently told them. But at the same time it was a beautiful time of dependence on God because in all that time we were never without food and many times we saw how our car miraculously drove us back and forth with an empty tank.
 
    
 
   Psalm 37:25
 
   25 I was young and now I am old, yet I have never seen the righteous forsaken or their children begging bread.
 
    
 
                 I understood that many people don’t see the miracles God can provide for them, since the names of their gods are Visa, MasterCard, American Express, etc. We had to cry out to the Lord, which allowed us to see his replies.
 
    
 
   Psalm 94:14
 
   14 For the Lord will not reject his people; he will never forsake his inheritance.
 
    
 
                 He never abandoned us! Our skepticism was shaken by God’s loyalty. Countless times, provisions arrived no matter the need.
 
                 Throughout my life, I had learned several practical lessons. I knew of God’s fidelity with his word. I had accumulated several promises I knew by heart. I knew the difference between logos and rhemas. We lived in unity. God had answered our requests for health countless times. He had transformed my being by conquering my fears and worries, and had allowed me to live in his forgiveness allowing me to forgive my husband and to build a new relationship based on trust and love within us. All of this was fine, but now we needed to get out of this life of poverty with which we were living for over six years despite our greatest efforts.
 
                 I decided to choose a list of promises from God for us in which victories over the enemy were mentioned, freeing us from illness, scarcity, and enemies. I wrote this list of promises on a piece of paper and began to believe that God would soon make changes in our lives. I sowed in my heart the trust that my circumstances would soon be different.
 
                 But for every sowing comes a time of harvest and this was not in Mexico, it was in the United States where we saw ourselves pushed toward the solutions we were searching for to solve our economic need, which we would have never tried had it not been for the pressure we had over us.
 
                 After six years of struggling with different types of frustrating businesses, without a stable job, with a mortgage we had had to obtain, and a family with three teenagers to support, my husband Luis saw in all of those factors the fuel to set out in search of the American dream, migrating to the USA.
 
                 Luis had mentioned that after some time living in California, our economic situation would be sufficiently improved for him to return and try to establish himself close to our family. Luis began to work in his brother and sister-in-law’s orthodontic laboratory in southern California, in such a way that we began to cover the debt we had accumulated like the children’s school tuitions and the house mortgage. We all wanted Luis to come back as soon as possible. Nevertheless, he called asking me to send my two youngest children to study high school close to him. 
 
                 Pamela and Luis Daniel left for California in the beginning of August. By then, I had already gone to the US Embassy in Mexico City to request their Social Security Numbers, mentioning that my husband wanted to claim them as exemptions when he filed his tax returns. Immediately, they gave me the numbers. When they arrived to enroll themselves at University High School in Irvine, they were easily accepted. 
 
                 I was not alone. Claudia, my eldest daughter of 19 years of age had stayed behind with me, along with my parents Primo and Romana. They had been living with us for over a year. That way, they didn’t have to pay for rent and we benefitted from the weekly groceries my dad bought.
 
                 Since everyone knew my mother Romanita after becoming an orphan at 11 years of age, she developed rheumatic fever, which caused her heart to deteriorate with the passing of the years. To lengthen her life, she had had open heart surgery 17 years ago. This had resulted in an enormously long list of medication, which included diuretics, in such a way that her body should have the least amount of fluids necessary, which caused her to be familiar with all the public and private bathrooms of the small city of Celaya, Guanajuato where we lived.
 
                 She had transmitted her profound faith in Jesus Christ to the entire family. There wasn’t a single thing that happened or was planned that could evade the responsibility of putting it in the hands of God. I really didn’t think of her as a woman who had special needs or depended on the service of others. Her motto for washing dishes was:“Let me be great in the kingdom of heaven,”which resulted in everyone moving aside to let her wash the dishes as she sang a hymn. 
 
                 My dad Primo was born in Ocampo, Michoacán, a small town at the top of the Sierra. My dad’s entire family had lumber businesses, which is why they moved to Mexico City where they established a lumberyard with which the entire family supported itself for many years.
 
                 He enrolled in a school of architecture, but had to interrupt his studies when his father called him to inform him he had a small tumor on his neck. Indeed, my grandfather was right in being alarmed. One week later, he died in the arms of my father. Ten years later, my grandmother died, taking two days to do so. She was watering a peppermint plant when she saw a young woman jump out of a window from our neighbor’s home. That shock caused her to go into a diabetic coma that killed her.
 
                 After having seen how his parents had died so suddenly, my dad became reluctant to change and very sensible, always worried about my mom’s ever-present illness.
 
                 I think that if I’ve ever met a cultured person interested in literature and its discussion it’s been him. My oldest memory of him is seeing him holding a book. His greatest pleasure was expressing his ideas. The whole family has thought of him as a strong-tempered and stubborn person. Nevertheless, for me as his daughter, his eyes were the means of our communication. He never raised his voice at me, never punished or hit me, but I clearly know what he wanted me to do by just looking at me:say hi, leave, later, etc. Orders given only with his eyes. 
 
                 Those are my parents in a few words. They were the ones accompanying me in one of the most difficult moments of decision-making of my life.
 
                 For me, selfishly speaking, it was easier to stay in Celaya in my comfort zone, receiving money my husband would send me, staying with my loved ones although I missed my husband and children.
 
                 One day a friend of mine came to visit, mentioning to me that when she was afraid of something, she usually didn’t tell anyone due to her superstition that if she shared her fears, they would come true. I started to think...
 
                 AM I AFRAID? Where is my confidence in God? With this talk, am I noticing that my fear of change is greater than my love for my husband and children? I DON’T WANT TO LEAVE CELAYA! I knew God had brought us to Celaya. Was it time to make new changes? NO! I think we’re going to be fine here. They’ll stay there, we’ll stay here... I think I’m trying to fool myself. This isn’t God’s plan! IT’S NOT RIGHT FOR MY HUSBAND TO BE ON HIS OWN! IT’S NOT RIGHT FOR ME TO BE ON MY OWN! This isn’t what I would advise others!
 
                 If someone else were living in my situation and came to ask me what they should do, what would be my advice? I would say, “Search for what God would like you to do. Read his Word, look for advice with someone you know who has a good relationship with God. 
 
    
 
   I DON’T WANT TO LEAVE CELAYA!
 
    
 
   My parents are here.
 
   We’re all constantly helping in church.
 
   Is this the home we created with so much love to now leave it?
 
   We can’t pay the mortgage we have on this house!
 
   Am I no longer going to see my brother and sister?
 
   The rest of the family!
 
   Our friends!
 
    
 
   I DON’T WANT TO LEAVE CELAYA!
 
    
 
                 Besides, we don’t speak English, I don’t like hamburgers, I don’t like the American lifestyle... LORD, COMFORT MY HEAR. I DON’T LIKE WHAT YOU’RE DOING, BUT I DON’T KNOW WHAT THE FUTURE HOLDS. YOU AREN’T FORCING ME, BUT MY DECISION IS TO SERVE YOU, AND IF YOU BELIEVE SOMETHING GOOD IS GOING TO HAPPEN FOR MY HUSBAND AND CHILDREN OVER THERE, I ACCEPT THE CHALLENGE. I ACCEPT THE CHANGE, SINCE MY LIFE IS YOURS. YOU CAN DO AS YOU WISH WITH IT.
 
    
 
   Psalm 40:1-2
 
   1 I waited patiently for the Lord; he turned to me and heard my cry.
 
    
 
   2 He lifted me out of the slimy pit, out of the mud and mire; he set my feet on a rock and gave me a firm place to stand.
 
    
 
   GOD IS GOOD. HE COMFORTED ME!
 
                 
 
                 At that time I was teaching chemistry, physics, and biology at a children’s school in San Miguel Allende. It was a Christian institute that had recently received a visiting American pastor who told me, “I found out you’re moving to the United States. Are you happy?”
 
                 “No, but I hope to be since I’m obeying what I think is right for me to do even though I may not like it.”
 
                 “You should be happy. God is going to bless you!”
 
                 “Alright.”
 
                 “I’m going to pray for you. Will you let me?”
 
                 “Of course.”
 
                 He prayed for my parents and me. That’s when I noticed my selfishness! I hadn’t considered my parents' feelings toward us. My feelings were the only ones balancing on the scale of decision-making the whole time. How were they going to react? I had to tell them I had decided to reunite with my husband and children permanently. I waited until we finished eating dinner to tell them the decision I had taken. We would go to California!
 
                 They already knew. They were surprised of my slow change of mind. They hadn’t wanted to mention anything because they wanted to respect the decision I took, no matter what it may be. They hugged us! My mom cried silently.
 
                 They would have to face the fact that changes don’t always occur as we would like or understand. The same process that brought me to peace would have to spring from their being, realizing that the God we love was holding us in his hands at all times. 
 
                 EVEN IN THE MOST RADICAL CHANGE OF OUR LIVES, MOVING TO THE UNITED STATES, my husband and children were happy to know that the change was definite. Soon we would all be together again.
 
                 I began to sell the televisions, my children’s clothing, bicycles, skateboards, my husband’s tools, fax, car, everything I could. We were going to settle down in a country we didn’t know.
 
                 Even though my husband had his brothers and sisters living there for years, we knew that trying to support an additional family of five wouldn’t be easy anywhere.
 
                 We decided to leave Celaya, Guanajuato, Mexico, and head for the United States at the end of September. We were going to leave our family, friends, church, house, and even our much loved dog. Many losses in such a short amount of time. But deep down inside, we knew this would please God. To keep the whole family united, not worrying about the importance of how great or different these losses could be for each one of us individually. 
 
                 For the first time, during this time of changes, I heard my dad pray out loud. He had never prayed out loud under any circumstance. We had been invited to a farewell dinner at a friend’s house, where my dad took the opportunity to pray for us. His tears interrupted him. The feeling of loneliness had already begun to surround him, even before we had left. Nevertheless, for me this had been a day of victory. 
 
                 It had given me a lot of peace to think that my dad had been able to pray. We didn’t know how they were going to confront life now that they were going to be completely alone, so if my dad searched for God’s help, everything could be a lot better. 
 
    
 
   Psalm 118:5-6
 
   5 When hard pressed, I cried to the Lord; he brought me into a spacious place.
 
    
 
   6 The Lord is with me; I will not be afraid. What can mere mortals do to me?
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:2
 
   2 “Enlarge the place of your tent, stretch your tent curtains wide, do not hold back; lengthen your cords, strengthen your stakes.
 
    
 
                 I had worn my hair long for over for years, which I had liked because it was part of my personality, but one afternoon as I read this promise God had made me years earlier I thought:I don’t ever want to forget that I’m going to California because I firmly believe God is the one taking us there. I NEVER want to think it was our decision or life’s circumstances that opened this door of opportunity for change! I want to remember every day that YOU LORD are THE ONE who TODAY is pushing us to take this decision which for me is extremely difficult. So, as a sign of this recognition, I’m going to cut my hair short!
 
                The day I went to the beauty salon, people were surprised. Why was I crying about cutting my hair if in the end, hair grows again? They didn’t really know what it meant for me to leave my head without its long hair.
 
                 The night Claudia and I got on the bus that left the Central Bus Station of Celaya and headed to Tijuana, we were able to appreciate the love our family and friends had for us. We were confident the decision we had taken was the correct one. Nevertheless, it wasn’t easy to face the darkness of an uncertain future when we saw the affection and respect we were leaving behind. To this day, I remember the faces of my parents, our neighbors, friends, brothers and sisters of our congregation, 80 people total saying goodbye, filling us with recommendations and prayers to face the giants of our new circumstances. 
 
                 Our luggage consisted of two suitcases and a wooden trunk. We had acquired the latter through a barter exchange. I had received it in exchange for a small fountain water pump that I had left over from one of the many businesses my husband had started.
 
                 My husband had sent me money for the trip, so the $50 dollars I had from selling my children’s things was extra for any immediate needs we might have. 
 
                 My brother-in-law Raul and his wife Margarita had been searching to buy a house for over two years, but they hadn’t had any success. From one moment to the next circumstances changed and one week after we arrived, they moved to their beautiful new house. 
 
                 They owned a nice apartment where they had been living until recently, but now they were going to rent it. Now that we were arriving, we were going to be their tenants. 
 
                 My brother-in-law Arturo and sister-in-law Eva were living together in an apartment at the moment, which is why Eva’s furniture which had been put away in a storage was now available for us to borrow while we obtained our own with time as we figured out our needs. 
 
                 In the course of one week in California, we had a beautiful and completely furnished apartment.  We realized garage sales were a great source of provisions for us and we became experts. Next to some offices, we found a desk that the owners had put out to throw away, the perfect place for the children to do their homework. Another day, on our way back from garage sales, we found many things the owners no longer wanted to try to sell and instead gave them away to us; fruit plates, cutting boards, irons, etc. 
 
                 Our home continued to fill with practically new essentials. I couldn’t understand why people got rid of their belongings so easily when everything was new on many occasions. 
 
                 At the church my sister-in-law and her husband Carlos attended, large quantities of food were handed out from the church pantry every Thursday. Therefore, on the second Thursday I had lived here, my pantry had been filled with the most delicious seasonings for meat or fish, soups, cereal, toothpaste, dental floss, shampoo, cleaning products, etc.
 
                 After 15 days of living here, we were in great need of a car. We couldn’t keep my sister-in-law’s car forever, so her husband Carlos suggested we try to go to car dealerships to see if we could buy a car. This was practically impossible here in California without a credit history and with such a low income as ours. Carlos prayed. 
 
                 That was a very long afternoon, but at 11 p.m. at night we were able to pick up our children in a beautiful, red, almost new Chevrolet Beretta with only 8000 miles. 
 
                 In spite of the anxiety of the unknown and the novelty of a new life, my main worry was having left my parents. My mom’s heart kept growing more every day, pressing on her left lung and causing her to occasionally have a respiratory crisis. 
 
                 To talk about the problems my mom faced constantly made us kneel before God. On what could I base my confidence that I would see her again? Or was I not going to see her again?
 
    
 
    
 
   Hebrews 2:12-13
 
   12 He says, “I will declare your name to my brothers and sisters; in the assembly I will sing your praises.”
 
    
 
   13 And again, “I will put my trust in him.”
 
   And again he says, “Here am I, and the children God has given me.”
 
    
 
                 She would have another surgery. Now they were going to place a plastic valve. Her mitral valve was now trash. From now on, if she survived the operation, she would have to watch her diet, since whatever she ate directly affected the thickness of her blood which passed through that small valve. It shouldn’t be too thick for it to block the valve, or too thin for her to have internal hemorrhaging without her noticing.
 
                 Given her bad blood circulation due to her weak heart, her legs became black. My dad always thought one day they would become gangrenous and feared they might have to be cut off. 
 
                 To me, it was an extremely difficult time with my mom’s illness, my family’s needs, the change, the nostalgia, the adaptation, etc., but what was most beautiful was that God was in control.
 
    
 
   Psalm 80:3
 
   3 Restore us, O God; make your face shine on us,
    that we may be saved.
 
    
 
                 While my husband and children were happy with the change, I didn’t want to be a sourpuss. But it was being very difficult to continue living here. I already knew the way to fight against obsessive thoughts of preoccupation. The themes changed but the pattern was the same. TAKE REFUGE in the word of God, BELIEVE IT, LIVE IT! That had been my mother’s advice before leaving.
 
    
 
   Psalm 77:11
 
   11 I will remember the deeds of the Lord;
    yes, I will remember your miracles of long ago.
 
    
 
   WAIT FOR THE LORD, AND HE WILL DO...
 
    
 
   WAIT FOR THE LORD, AND HE WILL DO... JOY CAME BACK TO MY HEART!
 
    
 
                 The changes in our lives had arrived in such a harmonious way that after several months of having been settled in and working, I began to feel happy about having moved to California.
 
                 I want to remember the loyalty and care that God gave us during that time of changes. His COMPASSION AND FAVOR had always been with us at every moment, but my heart’s stubbornness had not allowed me to notice. God had brought be thousands of miles away from my comfort zone to also put me through open heart surgery. What better surgeon than the same one who had created it in my mother’s womb, who knew me better than I could know myself. I understood the purposes of confronting the changes which are nothing other than open heart surgeries. 
 
    
 
   Revelation 2:23
 
   23 ... I am he who searches hearts and minds...
 
    
 
                 There, on the celestial’s surgery table, all of my worries, selfishness, and suspicions had left. I hadn’t realized they were so well placed in my life, hidden in such a way that I hadn’t noticed them before as I did now. Now the Lord had seen my illness. He knew the treatment my situation required. He saw me in the future better than I could see myself in the present.
 
    
 
   OH LORD, FORGIVE ME! YOU NEVER MAKE MISTAKES.
 
    
 
   Psalm 116:12
 
   12 What shall I return to the Lord
    for all his goodness to me?
 
    
 
   Psalm 116:16
 
   16 Truly I am your servant, Lord;
    I serve you just as my mother did;
    you have freed me from my chains.
 
    
 
                 A little time after Pamela enrolled in school, she told me she needed spikes, a special type of tennis shoes to run. That was practically impossible due to our budget. When I told her it would be very difficult to buy her the shoes she needed, she told me, “I know how to solve this. I’ve seen a dirty pair of spikes that are my size in the locker rooms. I’m going to give them two more weeks for the owner to pick them up. Otherwise, after that time they’ll be mine. I’ll wash them and use them to run because I’m going to participate in a competition.”
 
                 And that was it. We waited two weeks, and the shoes made it to our home to be washed and used by Pamela for the first time. For many people, using other people’s shoes could seem repugnant, but to us it was God’s answer to our need.
 
                 The time to compete arrived and Pamela made it with more than 100 girls ahead of her. She cried with frustration because she had made such an effort to give us a great impression. She had never run before, so I dried her tears, showing her the 200 girls she had left behind. More than 300 girls had run that day. My husband Luis and I were happy for her! She hadn’t been the last one after all.
 
                 When the semester was over, my daughter asked the whole family to accompany her to a dinner at the end of classes. The whole track and field team would be there with their family members to give recognition to those with the best times and records of the best participants, as well as to hand out medals. 
 
                 That dinner took place at a hall in a church near our house. When we arrived, we noticed that biblical texts hung from flags on the ceiling which we began to read. I remember being very touched by one of the texts that said:
 
    
 
   1 Corinthians 2:9
 
   9 However, as it is written:
 
   “What no eye has seen,
    what no ear has heard,
and what no human mind has conceived”—
    the things God has prepared for those who love him—
 
    
 
                That day, Pamela was given the medal for most INSPIRING athlete in the track and field team for her effort. Despite her limited English, Pamela began to run better every time. After some time, the coaches bought her first new pair of spikes. The Lord was opening doors for us that we hadn’t imagined!
 
                 Claudia had started attending adult school to be a dental assistant. She had to walk many blocks from the lab where she arrived at six in the morning every day with my husband. So, we decided to buy a used bike for her for $20 dollars so she could ride it to school. After some time, she came and went happily on her bike. 
 
                 I had begun to work for an English couple that cleaned houses for a living. They were extremely punctual and disciplined, in such a way that we were able to clean five large houses in six hours. They would start the car but not drive off until the hands on the clock were on the exact hour. They would perfectly calculate the time needed to clean each house, as well as the distance and time it would take us to drive from one house to the other. During that time, I was in the best physical shape of my life. They were very kind people. I had prejudged them for being English. I thought they would be cold and indifferent people, but they showered me with gifts like rackets, radios, dresses for my daughters, candy, creams, etc. Every day they would give me something. My children were amazed!
 
                 During this time of such great changes in my life, I began to struggle with myself. I worked happily until the moment I had to be on my knees dusting the lowest parts of any furniture such as tables, pianos, etc. At that moment, thoughts of pride came into my head such as:This is what you went to college for? DON’T YOU THINK THAT IF GOD BROUGHT YOU HERE YOU COULD BE DOING SOMETHING LESS HUMILIATING?I had never thought of this work as something humiliating. Why did I have these types of thoughts now?
 
                 One day I made a decision. If this thought is mine, I am going to stop it every time it comes near me. From now on, every time I kneel to dust, I’m going to pray for the homeowners I do not know personally but whom I can clearly identify by the photographs they have throughout their house. 
 
    
 
    
 
   Proverbs 16:3
 
   3 Commit to the Lord whatever you do,
    and he will establish your plans.
 
    
 
                 That was the method I used to battle the most hurtful thoughts that wanted to rob me of the joy of being newly reunited with my husband and children.
 
                 I only worked with the English couple for four months. My boss Margaret’s father had become ill and they had to return to England. When they returned, I was already working with my husband at the orthodontic lab owned by my brother-in-law Raul and his wife Margarita.
 
                 My son Luis Daniel became my husband’s shadow. He was growing up. The boy who had always been next to me, following me everywhere I went, was now abandoning me. He had now earned a new position: my husband’s squire, as all his uncles called him. 
 
                 That was also a big change for me, to which I wasn’t accustomed. Every day, he was more independent and determined. He had always been the most obedient of my children; great at math, disciplined, calm. What greater blessing could I ask for?
 
                 His ability to make new friends amazed us, as well as his effort to make money doing yard work, washing cards, or helping out. When he saved enough, he would ask his dad to take him shopping for clothes. That surprised me. When I found out for the first time, I immediately assumed,“He has a girlfriend!” But that wasn’t it! When I asked him in the most serious way possible, looking for a real answer, I was surprised by his response.
 
                 “I’m not used to the way girls are here. They seem too extroverted, but maybe at church they’re different. In the meantime, I’d like to start participating in a soccer team.”
 
                 A few weeks after being in California, Luis and Luis Daniel noticed a long line of cars trying to drive into a parking lot which they later found out was Saddleback Church in Lake Forest. 
 
                 My husband and son returned very happy with the news that the beautiful church with so many people was close to our home. They had been involved in the praise team of our small church in Celaya. 
 
                 After a short time attending the teen groups with Pamela, Luis Daniel began to play the drums during Pastor Doug Fields’ teen services at Saddleback. Our life was establishing itself around our church again. Now on Thursday nights, Claudia attended the young adult groups. She was happy, even though the people there were older than her.
 
                 Our life became a daily race: work and pick up the children from their daily activities. My husband became Luis Daniel’s soccer team cheer section since he went to all of his games. Luis was very interested in being close to my son because he knew how teens here were so independent and parents so disconnected from their children. Many of Luis Daniel’s friends had told him about their abortions or about the variety of drugs they used without their parents doing anything because they didn’t know or just didn’t care. 
 
                 I remember a friend of my son’s who was constantly competing for the top spot in goals. This young man, who had been very close with Luis Daniel, stopped seeing him. We later found out he was doing drugs. A few years later, my husband and son saw him again at a men’s Christian convention, where he hugged and thanked my son for the great example Luis Daniel had been for him.
 
                 We were learning about a new culture. It wasn’t common for us to be eating Chinese food or hamburgers instead of a Mexican dish, but we had to integrate ourselves with time. I used to say to my children, “I feel like a baby. I don’t know how to talk. I’m learning to eat and walk, because although I’ve been driving for many years, when I look at all the cars behind me through the rearview mirror, I’m shocked to think they’ll catch up with me because I’m in their way. I have so much to learn!”
 
                 Even celebrations like Thanksgiving Day, a holiday we had never celebrated in Mexico, taught us the importance of thanking God for his care and love for us on a day especially designed for that.
 
                 In Mexico, we filed our taxes on the same dates as the United States. We were familiar with the date. Again, new lessons to learn. We wanted to make a good impression, so when we received our W-2 forms, we found a way to file them as soon as possible. We never imagined we’d be receiving money since we’d never experienced that before. That made us very excited. After receiving our first refund check for the taxes paid, we had enough money to bring my parents over to visit. 
 
                 We had been living here for almost a year, practically as robots. We didn’t go out and our routine hadn’t changed this whole time. But now with my parents’ arrival, we became tourists, appreciating California like we hadn’t done so before. When my parents returned to Guanajuato, they were so happy! However, my mom required constant medical attention and couldn’t extend their visit.
 
                 When we came to California, we had a mortgage on the house in Celaya that was practically impossible for us to pay. My dad called to let us know a letter had arrived stating the old debt could be restructured or the bank would take possession of the house as payment of the debt due. 
 
                 We didn’t know what to do. We had no money. In California, as well as in the rest of the United States, you needed a credit history to borrow money. If we lost the house, my parents would no longer be able to live there. This is what caused the most grief. I felt calm knowing they had a safe place to live, that place being my house. We had to send my dad a letter notifying the bank of our decision. We finally wrote the letter. We couldn’t pay. Our decision was for the bank to take the house as payment of the debt due. For Pamela, the decision we were making was absurd. She never doubted God was going to send a solution. 
 
                 In the same way that I can describe Luis Daniel as intelligent and obedient, to me Pamela was a daringly faithful woman. Ever since she was a little girl, she would accept challenges while trusting in God. Claudia was my right hand, my commander-in-chief, bossy, and determined to complete the tasks her way; a leader.
 
                 For Claudia and Luis Daniel, the house was nothing transcendental. For Luis and I, it was sad to see that, along with the failed businesses for which we had had to mortgage the house as well as not being able to continue paying for it, they all became a file of failures in our lives due to bad decisions or to God’s plan for us which we couldn’t see.
 
                 The day we were going to fax the letter to my dad for him to hand to the bank, Raul and Margarita told us they had requested a credit card from the bank with the exact credit amount as the debt we owed. We could make payments every month to pay it off to keep the house. When we told our children, Pamela said, “I knew that it was a matter of waiting. I told you!”
 
                 This was great proof to all of our friends and family in the congregation in Celaya when my husband went to settle the debt and they found out how God had opened a door to bless us. It was a great victory to pay off that debt.
 
    
 
    
 
   Psalm 89:1
 
   1 I will sing of the Lord’s great love forever; with my mouth I will make your faithfulness known through all generations.
 
    
 
                 The next time I spoke with my parents, the received news that left them very surprised: Claudia had a boyfriend! His name was Brian Williams. His gazes toward my daughter had not remained unnoticed!
 
                 The day I saw him for the first time, I liked him, as did the rest of the family, speaking of nothing other than him. Everything was now about Brian.
 
                 She had met him at the young adult group of Saddleback Church when she returned from a trip to Mexico. As she showed her friends pictures from the trip, Brian approached her asking if he could see them too. They began to talk. “When did you go? Where? Who are the people in the pictures?” , etc.
 
                 When everyone sat down because the service was going to begin, they introduced Brian as an invited guest who was going to give talks about “The Greatest Commandment.” As the talk developed, Claudia listened and admired the handsome young man who was speaking, when she heard a voice in her ear say HUSBAND. Claudia turned around, not finding anyone who would have said something similar. 
 
                 Afterwards, on a day that Claudia was helping at church at a young adult ministry table, he went up to talk to her. He later got her phone number from a friend.
 
                 After several phone calls, he asked her out. That day was full of commotion at home. Claudia had a date. Brian arrived just as Pamela was making a video for a school assignment. Brian started helping her out, filming all the scenes she had planned, while Claudia watched them. Later I asked him to have dinner with us and he accepted, so their first day was at our home. I think he was observing us at the same time we were observing him. Now the conversations with my parents focused on another subject to talk about: Claudia’s boyfriend and her new job. 
 
                 Life in California was constantly changing. Claudia, who had continued to study to be a dental assistant had worked as an intern without pay with several doctors my brother-in-law Raul knew, but now it was different. This job would be her first formal employment. She was nervous. It was a very difficult and stressful job with her new boss. The doctor would throw pliers or anything she had in hand to the floor if Claudia made a mistake. We thought this woman’s attitude was very rude. We couldn’t do anything but ask for God’s intervention. It hurt us to know our daughter was going through such a sad and insulting experience with that doctor.
 
                 One day, she called Claudia to let her know she had to return to the Philippines and would only be working for two more weeks. I don’t know how my daughter hid her face of joy. What was surprising was that when she said goodbye, she told Claudia she would remember her with fond memories, since even when she had yelled at Claudia several times, Claudia had always been polite.
 
                 Pamela continued to compete in track and field. I had always thought of my daughter as adventurous. She had never been afraid to try new things. Now she surprised me. She would be competing in pole vaulting again.
 
                 When I saw her for the first time, jumping in the Veterans Memorial Stadium in Long Beach, tears ran down my face. When she was a little girl, they had detected a murmur in her heart. I never thought it would disappear in order for her to compete making such a great effort as she did that day in which she won a medal.
 
    
 
   Proverbs 4:12
 
   12 When you walk, your steps will not be hampered; when you run, you will not stumble.
 
    
 
                 Pamela was not the best, but the passion and dedication with which she was determined to run for her school became contagious, winning the love and respect of her teammates and having the greatest cheer team of anyone ... her family!
 
                 It had been only a year when Brian came to our home to speak with my husband. He spoke of his intentions to get married. He wanted to know what we thought as her parents and if we agreed with him being our daughter’s future husband. If we didn’t, he wouldn’t ask Claudia.
 
                 It wasn’t easy for Luis to accept to let go of his daughter. We liked Brian ever since we met him. From the moment they began to date, we didn’t imagine it would be such a short courtship. But with my husband’s approval, the wedding planning began. 
 
                 My sister’s wedding present was to bring my parents to the ceremony. She would pay their plane tickets.
 
                 It was going to be a very simple wedding, but everything my daughter wanted for the wedding became a reality. The doors had opened to bless us in such a way that this day would stay in our minds as a beautiful day filled with blessings. 
 
                 Like any young woman, Claudia dreamt of one day getting married and had kept a page from a  magazine that she had ripped a long time ago. That page was an ad for a Lancôme perfume with a bride wearing a beautiful white Christian Dior dress. That dress was her dream. When she asked how much it would cost to make a similar one, she was unpleasantly surprised: $4000.00 dollars. When a coworker found out she didn’t have a dress yet, she suggested, “Go to the Westminster Mall. A few days ago, a store that rents wedding dresses was recently opened. Maybe you can find something you like there that doesn’t cost too much.”
 
                 Claudia went to the store with her wrinkled piece of paper. She was looking for something that looked similar to the dress in the ad. When store clerk saw the photo, her face immediately brightened up. We didn’t know what she was saying. She left running toward the back of the store. The dress from the Lancôme ad that Claudia had been wishing for on the day of her wedding had arrived that day inside some very large boxes along with many other dresses. It was beautiful! Before she tried it on, we assumed they would have to make some alterations, but the dress was exactly her size. The dress did not have to be altered at all. The day she proudly walked down the aisle arm-in-arm with her father, she looked just as beautiful wearing a rented Christian Dior dress for $200 than if she had bought it for $4000. 
 
                 The same thing had happened to me. My desire to dress up for the wedding, after going to many stores, had left me with the option of praying so that God would provide a presentable dress for me to wear. When I mentioned this to my sister-in-law Laura she told me, “I’m going to take you to a friend of mine who sells very inexpensive dresses.” And that’s how we found it. For $18 I got a beautiful beige lace dress.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Psalm 37:4-5
 
   4 Take delight in the Lord, and he will give you the desires of your heart.
 
    
 
   5 Commit your way to the Lord; trust in him and he will do this.
 
    
 
                 OH LORD! How beautiful you are. Thank you, for you know each and every one of our needs, and your arm is never too short to bless all of your children. 
 
                 The wedding took place amongst a sea of tears. I had never been to a wedding in which absolutely everyone cried of happiness. Furthermore, it was the wedding of a Mexican woman and an American man. The cultural shock for Brian’s family arrived along with the mariachi band. They had never heard anything like it before. Mexicans, like us, are definitely were noisy!
 
                 Luis Daniel wanted to have a girlfriend. He had labeled the young women in our church as extroverted, so he decided to attend other churches to see where he could find the girlfriend he dreamt of. My husband supported him, going to countless number of churches in the county. This was happening at the same time as working after school as a cashier at Carl’s Jr., playing soccer, and learning to drive. 
 
                 Soon, we found ourselves attending Calvary Chapel on Fourth Street in Spanish, because even though he kept describing the young women with the same adjective of extroverted, he had found a good group of friends that had accepted him. Soon, he and Pamela attended the youth ministry group constantly. 
 
                 It was very important for us to support our children. If they felt happy in that church, we would go with them. We found a way of serving, remaining active and involved in different ministries. 
 
                 As a couple, we were serving in the marriage group. I became involved handing out food in a nursing home during the week. Pamela, for a long time taught Sunday school. Luis Daniel was very active in many different activities. The sister in charge of the nursing home, Rosalinda Nuñez, was an exemplary woman. Her children were older than mine, so she saw my present as her past with her children. 
 
                 One day she gave me some advice. “Tell your son to apply for a job at Bank of America. If he gets it, the bank will pay for his college tuition and he’ll be able to continue his studies without any worries about money. That’s what my children have done. I have never had to pay for their education and he’ll see how easy the exam is.”
 
                 As soon as I arrived home, I told my son. Pamela was already in her first semester of college. We knew it would be very difficult to pay so much money for both of them. Pamela had taken gymnastics classes in Celaya. Close to my brother-in-law’s lab there was a gymnasium. Her golden dream, as she called it, was to volunteer helping children learn gymnastics. When she went there to introduce herself and give all her references, explaining how long she had practiced gymnastics, they immediately accepted her not as a volunteer, but as another coach, enjoying the privileges of a salary. 
 
    
 
   Psalm 46:10
 
   10 He says, “Be still, and know that I am God...
 
    
 
                 The only condition we had given our children for when they began to date and have a boyfriend or girlfriend as was my son’s case was that they be Christian people, because in case they ever wanted to get married, they would have the same faith so that when they had children they would raise them with the same beliefs.
 
                 Now my husband and Luis Daniel knew the name of my son’s girlfriend: Anna Fabiola Ortiz. Luis Daniel had met her at his work’s Christmas dinner, to which he had gone to with Pamela. Lorena, who was Luis Daniel’s work supervisor, had told him before the party, “I’m going to bring my sisters for you to meet them.”
 
                 The day of the party, after greeting one another, Luis Daniel didn’t speak to them again, but that was only the first day. Afterwards, I saw a new gang! Pamela’s friends and Luis Daniel, skating, riding their bicycles, etc. The relationship was beginning without me knowing which one of the four sisters my son preferred. 
 
                 Just as the relationship began, it ended in a short time. Everything my son had dreamt of in a woman was concentrated in Faby. Now after looking for her in so many places, she broke it off, leaving my son disillusioned and depressed. 
 
                 I was worried to see him so sad. We had moved, Claudia had gotten married, Pamela was in college training more than before, and he spent a lot of time on his own. 
 
    
 
   Ecclesiastes 3:1
 
   3 There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens.
 
    
 
                 After a short time, Luis Daniel told us he had been offered the job at the bank. He would continue going to school in the morning and work as a teller at the bank all afternoon. Shortly, his own bosses were promoting him, helping him with college payments just as Rosalinda had told me. 
 
    
 
   Ephesians 3:20-21
 
   20 Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to his power that is at work within us, 
 
   21 to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus throughout all generations, for ever and ever! Amen.
 
                 My sister Lilia had come to visit without telling me. When I saw her, my legs became weak because of how excited I was to see her and almost fell, but she held me. My parents spoke to her about all the changes God had made in our lives that she wanted to come and say hi to us and see what was going on with us.
 
                 At that time, we lived in Irvine, so she was delighted with the beautiful place. One afternoon while walking, she found a Yamaha school close to our home, which was exactly the company for which she worked in Mexico since she was 18 years old. She walked in, spoke with the owner, and when it was time for her to return to Mexico, she already had a job offer in which they would help her obtain documents for her to live in the country legally.
 
                 After a short amount of time, she arrived with her three children and husband to live with us for a year and a half. Although we were living a little cramped, it was a time of mutual help in which our children enjoyed the love and company of their cousins again.
 
                 Even while living similar circumstances as other people, God demonstrates his love for us, displaying his power in favor of his nation. 
 
                 After all the great feats Pamela had lived, as an athlete in high school and college, her golden dream was to be part of the team at California State University of Fullerton. 
 
                 Pamela had decided to enroll in that university, but it seemed almost impossible for her. To this date, I don’t quite understand how many obstacles she had to overcome to transfer to that school, but they finally accepted her, obtaining other scholarships for her effort in track and field. That is how she was able to continue to study until she obtained her degree in Kinesiology, but it was truly the grace of God opening doors that produced her desire and good will to do so.
 
                 One day, while we were visiting Claudia and Brian, I noticed what an enormous blessing it was to have my daughter settled down with her husband. He mentioned he had plans to switch jobs and asked us to pray for God to open the door he had longed for many years. I don’t know why I said to him, “The only thing I ask you is that it not be out of state.”              
 
                 He didn’t say anything. He just squeezed my hand. He was already making deals. They were about to tell him when he would begin working in Tampa, Florida. When they told us they were moving to Tampa, my heart already knew it. How? I don’t know, but the news really didn’t surprise me. This allowed me to understand my parents more clearly. It wasn’t easy to face changes. It was a very difficult task. It was already difficult to stop seeing Claudia at home since she had always been my right hand, but this sounded like a greater challenge! OH GOD, HELP US!
 
    
 
   Isaiah 66:13
 
   13 As a mother comforts her child, so will I comfort you; and you will be comforted over Jerusalem.” 
 
    
 
                 It would have been hard to believe the separation would be easy or that we’d be able to control our emotions with the experience we had acquired. When they started their truck, I didn’t want to turn my head to see them again. I had written on a small piece of paper:Always remember that you are an ambassador of God. You are his representative. Do everything that honors him!
 
                 The least we had to have was fear, which is what I felt at that moment. It wasn’t my intention to discourage her by seeing my face covered in tears. I later found out she also hadn’t wanted to turn after saying goodbye. She didn’t want us to remember her with tears in her eyes.
 
                 Since Tampa is three hours ahead of California, we found a way of speaking to each other three times a day. Therefore, during the five years they lived there, we consoled ourselves talking to them on the phone more than what we had done before. 
 
                 Faby appeared in my son’s life again. In college, they had been in a class together for one semester until the final exam. They had only seen each other, but hadn’t spoken. 
 
                 Faby had dared to say hi, and the rest happened faster than I noticed. After a short time, my husband mentioned to me that Luis Daniel had a girlfriend, but he remained quiet, until the day I asked.
 
                 “Is it true you have a girlfriend?”
 
                 “Yes,” he answered.
 
                 “Alright. Tell her I’d like her to come to dinner. I’ll be waiting for her tomorrow.”
 
                 I didn’t know if she knew about God or not, but the next day I was going to find out. The next day, my son arrived very happy with her. She introduced her to me as his girlfriend, to which I said, “We are going to talk, so please leave us alone.”
 
                 My son’s face! He was not expecting that. I don’t know what he assumed I was going to do, but he left quickly. When we were alone, she rejected everything I offered, mentioning she had already eaten earlier. My most distant intention was to be hurtful or aggressive, but knowing my son’s feelings toward her, I wanted to have a friendly relationship toward her instead of just knowing my son had a girlfriend that to me was indifferent. I began to tell her.
 
                 “I would like to tell you a story. I met a woman who made me believe that all women on the face of the earth need Jesus, so I promised myself that every woman I met would know that Jesus is necessary in our lives. I don’t know if you know that.”
 
                 “Yes,” she answered. “In my family, we firmly believe in God, so I know what you are talking about.”
 
                 “Alright. Would you like to pray with me?”
 
                 “Yes,” she replied, and we prayed.
 
                 That day, God was granting me a privilege that I didn’t know of until that day, to pray for the first time with the woman who would one day be the mother of my beloved grandchildren Nathan and Sianna, my dear daughter-in-law Faby. 
 
                 The relationship between Luis Daniel and Faby grew more each day. He worked close to her house, so I knew where he spent all his free time. Her family was very kind with my young man. He was never treated badly or impolitely to make his feelings for Faby change. My son was in love! Not just with Fabiola, but with her entire family.
 
                 Time flew by very quickly. When I realized, they had been together for over two years and wanted to get married. He had received several promotions at his job. They kept paying for school, which was great, and now he was working as a personal banker. In this position, my son would refer loans people requested to the bank so that they could be processed with other people. 
 
                 One day, Luis Daniel received a challenge directly from the loan processing office: to stop receiving a salary and live solely off of the commission from each loan obtained. This was completely new to him. But he hoped to earn more money to marry Faby as soon as possible. If not, he would have to continue working and only getting paid the salary the bank offered. He accepted the challenge, which was a great blessing for him since it was during a time in which the entire country was going through an economic boom buying houses.
 
                 One night, while we were having dinner with my parents who were visiting, my son asked us to go ask for Faby’s hand in marriage. A year later, they were married. 
 
                 There were a lot of people at Luis Daniel and Faby’s wedding. Faby’s family is very large, so since both families are Mexican, there was no problem with the mariachis when they arrived. At the ceremony, my mom got up, grabbed the microphone, and read the biblical texts she had chosen to bless her beloved grandson on such a special day. 
 
                 I had never had a daughter-in-law before. With Brian, I already knew what it was like to have a son-in-law, but I thought about all the people who always complained about their daughters-in-law, so I kept praying for the new relationship I would begin with Faby, no longer as my son’s girlfriend but as my son’s new wife. Another change would begin with my daughter-in-law. 
 
                 One day, when Faby brought me a present for my birthday, I asked her to come with me to the garage. “Faby, I have a present for you too,” I said. 
 
                 I observed that she assumed it was a gift bag with a present inside. I opened my arms and told her, “I’m your present! I’ve never had a daughter-in-law, and you’ve never had a mother-in-law. You are not my daughter and I’m not your mother, but I want you to know that you are one of the most important women in my life. Just as the relationship I have with my mom is different with that of my sister or cousins, you are very important to me. I want us to figure out a way to have a beautiful relationship between daughter-in-law and mother-in-law, because anything you do to me is going to affect my son, and anything I do to you will also affect him. Since we both love him and want the best for him, I invite you to have a good relationship between us, to learn something we’ve never known before since I’ve never had a daughter-in-law and you’ve never had a mother-in-law.”
 
                 Their ten year anniversary is coming up soon and God had blessed me by allowing me to have a beautiful relationship with my daughter-in-law, since God is the one who enriches our human relationships, making them a blessing for those who surround us. 
 
    
 
   Proverbs 10:22
 
   22 The blessing of the Lord brings wealth,
    without painful toil for it.
 
    
 
                 Pamela had graduated from Cal State Fullerton. We had only paid tuition for the first semester. From then on, the school had paid for all her units and books. It had been more than two excellent years for her. Every Saturday she would compete at different schools. In general, she would travel with the track and field team on beautiful buses or fly out of state to Washington, Idaho, Oregon, Nevada, and Arizona. 
 
                 But unfailingly, although she returned tired from the trip late on Saturday, her commitment with the little children of her Bible school never disappeared. 
 
    
 
   Isaiah 54:13
 
   13 All your children will be taught by the Lord, and great will be their peace.
 
    
 
                 I was very grateful with God for my children’s behavior. Claudia was still in Tampa. She would constantly send us photos of the different stages of construction of what would be her house, with which she was very excited. Luis Daniel was still working very hard at the bank. The owner of the gymnasium for which Pamela still worked had asked her to be manager. 
 
                 All of Pamela’s achievements as an athlete, teacher, and daughter were excellent in my opinion, but I wanted her to have a boyfriend. She was more than 26 years old and I didn’t see her interested in any young man. One night I asked her.
 
                 “Pam, I would like you to make a list of how you would like your future husband to be.”
 
                 “But why do you want to marry me off? Am I in your way?” she said laughing. 
 
                 Determined with what I had been thinking about for the past few days, I sat down on the floor with the piece of paper in hand, waiting for her to dictate the characteristics of my future son-in-law.
 
                 “I’m going to think about it. I’ll show you the paper tomorrow. Let me think, because right now I can think more of how I don’t want him to be than how I do want him to be.”
 
                 From the list she made in a notebook, the only thing I remember was that she was very specific about two things: for him to be a Christian young man and for him to like sports. 
 
                 Seven months went by when one night I heard her talking on the phone, laughing very cheerfully. I was very tired that day, but my sleepiness went away because of the curiosity I had to wait for her to tell me who she was talking with.
 
                 “Do you remember the competition in Irvine last week? Well, it seems that I was walking toward my friends and I heard someone yell“Pamela!” I stopped without being able to identify who was yelling at me. When I heard it again, a really cute guy I had seen several times during the team warm ups was already next to me. The coach had introduced me to him as a guy who participated in the decathlon. Plus he sat behind me in one of my classes. Our conversations had always been very short, but three years had passed since the last time we had seen each other and I couldn’t remember his name, but obviously he remembered mine. We talked about our jobs. He mentioned he teaches Karate classes and suggested I practice kick boxing.  Today he called me to know if I had received the information he had sent me. That’s all. You work yourself up more than I get excited!”
 
                 The calls became more frequent. Finally, Pamela said, “I’m going to go mountain biking early in the morning on my dad’s birthday. Can I invite him to stay and eat with us?”
 
                 “Yes, of course.”
 
                 That’s exactly what I wanted her to do, invite him come so I could meet him. He arrived with his mountain bike, and washed off the mud it had after the trip. He offered to help my husband prepare the awning, using his Boy Scout knots, but didn’t stay to eat. He promised to return later, and invite Pamela to go out. A short time later, they were a couple. I was happy. Pamela has a boyfriend!
 
                 A year later, just as it had happened with Claudia and Brian, Jon came up to us very ceremoniously to ask us if we liked him as a husband for our daughter. In a short amount of time, we were planning the wedding. Jonathan Armel would soon be our daughter Pamela’s husband. 
 
                 Again, my sister bought the plane tickets for my parents to come to their granddaughter’s wedding. We were able to buy Pamela’s dress and rent a venue for the ceremony. That was also a beautiful wedding, very emotional. To Pam’s surprise, my dad got up in the middle of the ceremony and read several promises in the Bible, blessing his granddaughter. Since it was also the wedding of a Mexican woman with an American man, the cultural shock arrived with the mariachis. Some of Jon’s family members were surprised by them. 
 
                 After the newlyweds left for their honeymoon, I had an incomparable feeling of gratitude in my soul. God had granted me a privilege: to see my three children creating families with the same fear of God as their couples. The fact that they had God as the center of their lives gave me a sense of peace that I knew where it came from. This had arrived to me as a present from my Celestial Father. 
 
                 That night, when we made it home after the ceremony, I realized that now Luis and I would be alone again just as we had been when we had begun our live together 32 years ago. We didn’t know all the changes that would come with this new change, but surely just as the other occasions it would be something positive. 
 
                 Faby attended Pamela’s wedding six months pregnant. Our beloved Nathan was growing in his mother’s womb. Nathan means gift of God. There could not be a better description of what this little baby would become; a total gift. 
 
                 I had the privilege of seeing mom at my daughter’s wedding. She looked like a queen in her beautiful blue and silver dress. It was the last wedding she attended. 
 
                 A few months after they returned from the wedding, my dad called me to let me know my mother had been hospitalized. Immediately my husband and I flew to visit her. She was in the hospital for three weeks. During that time my mom complained to us, “What kind of method of resuscitation are you using?”
 
                 She assured us she was already dead without pain in a beautiful place, but that our prayers were preventing her from dying. Being able to enjoy rest, we kept bringing her back to suffer. She called us all together and asked us, “I don’t want you to continue insisting I keep living. I’ve been dead several times and you bring me back with your prayers.”
 
                 We all denied that she at some moment had been dead, but she didn’t believe us. When they released her, we all returned to our homes after having suffered for her while she was in the hospital for three weeks. Again, God brought her back from the dead! She was still alive. She could now get up and with the help of a walker, she moved around the house singing. 
 
                 That night was the first night my parents would be alone after several weeks with the house filled with family members. Now that they were going to be by themselves they had much to talk about. My dad told me my mom had asked him for forgiveness for everything that hadn’t been right in their relationship as a couple. She also thanked him for all the years of care he had given her. He did the same. I don’t know how long they might have talked but when they laid down, my dad sat down on a reclining sofa next to her. My dad called me.
 
                 “Your mom just passed away,” he told me crying but very calm.
 
                 We knew this was her wish, to enter and enjoy the delight of her Lord. The day of her graduation had arrived; no more injections, no more oxygen, no more pain, just victory for the daughter of God who had known how to pass on her faith to her future generations, that she had always trusted her Celestial Father until the last moment of her life. 
 
    
 
   Psalm 103:15-16
 
   15 The life of mortals is like grass,
    they flourish like a flower of the field;
 
    
 
   16 the wind blows over it and it is gone,
    and its place remembers it no more.
 
    
 
                 It’s not easy to burry a loved one. We know life is fragile and that out of 100% of people who are born, 100% of them will die. We are all going to perish. The Bible teaches that we were formed from dust and that through the process of decomposition, after being buried we are going to become dust. Everyone know that, but the people who are now dust left a family, had dreams, worked hard, and when they died they left an emptiness because of what they used to say or do, because they were there. We would love to see them again. 
 
                 It is customary for us to speak at a person’s funeral about their achievements, when the Bible teaches us that life is something more than our worries about what we will eat or wear. Oscar Wilde once said, “There are only two tragedies in life: one is not getting what one wants, and the other is getting it.”              
 
                 Solomon, in his book of Ecclesiastes, meditates on the life of the human being on earth. 
 
    
 
   Ecclesiastes 3:9
 
   9 What do workers gain from their toil?
 
    
 
                 Some circumstances in our lives are above our understanding. With the requirements our daily life demands of us to achieve economic success, it’s difficult for us to understand God had placed eternity in our Being. We are not taught to make an effort for something that doesn’t produce an immediate result. 
 
    
 
   Ecclesiastes 11:5
 
   5 As you do not know the path of the wind, or how the body is formed in a mother’s womb, so you cannot understand the work of God, the Maker of all things.
 
    
 
                 God has plans for each one of us as individuals, greater than what we may ask of him, because He has more to give us greater than all the best we could ask for. We strain ourselves for what we see without thinking that God requires faith of us which is something invisible. 
 
    
 
   2 Corinthians 4:18
 
   18 So we fix our eyes not on what is seen, but on what is unseen, since what is seen is temporary, but what is unseen is eternal.
 
    
 
                 Love is not visible, but its fruit is. Hate is not visible, but its fruit is. Forgiveness is not visible, but its fruit is. What I’ve seen that isn’t fleeting or eternal, unlike the fact that He freed us from countless problems, has served to believe in a God who cannot be seen, who is eternal. He has changed my circumstances through what I have seen in my life, and has allowed that which I have seen that isn’t eternal to make me believe everything He says. And if he says there’s more, I believe there’s more!
 
                 He has taken care of us in times of sickness. He’s freed us from danger, even though it was a difficult time from which only a memory remains. God’s loyalty, which is apparent in our lives through the things we have seen that aren’t eternal, allow us to believe that the really important things about His eternity are also going to be true. 
 
                 To dwell under his wings has its rewards. It doesn’t free you from the problems. It uses them to reveal the unconditional love of a Father who has provided eternity through his son Jesus Christ.
 
    
 
   Revelation 3:20
 
   20 Here I am! I stand at the door and knock. If anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in and eat with that person, and they with me.
 
    
 
                 Dare to believe Him. Open the door to your heart today before He distances Himself and you lose that opportunity to dine with Him.
 
    
 
    
    	WHAT I HAVE NOT SEEN
 
   
 
    
 
   2 Corinthians 5:7
 
   7 For we live by faith, not by sight.
 
   Hebrews 11:1
 
   11 Now faith is confidence in what we hope for and assurance about what we do not see.
 
                 I haven’t seen the affect this book will bring to your life, but I ask God and have FAITH that the reality of His love be what moves you to dare to entrust your life to Him. My hope is that you believe Him, so you may trust that He can use your life to impact the life of others, even if it takes time.
 
                 I haven’t seen what He is going to do with my future generations, and it’s possible I might not see it since I don’t know how many more years I have left to live. Right now, by faith, I give thanks for the victories He brings to the lives of my children and my grandchildren. I don’t want to settle for the past victories only. I want more from Him.
 
                 I refuse to accept the idea that the routine that surrounds me dulls the joy of my salvation. I want to have a song of gratitude for His presence inside my being every day of my life, for the certainty I have that someday I will be in front of Him face to face, and I want to remember to thank Him that day for all of the difficult circumstances He allowed me to live, only to realize that I wasn’t alone and without hope, but rather was truly under his care dwelling under His wings. 
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