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We just came through the time of year when we celebrated the coming of 
the Christ-child and I was reminded again of His name, Emmanuel, which 
means the God who is with us. He has been with us and we trust Him to 
guide us through this New Year and continue to be with us, even until the 
end of the age. He promised to be in Matthew 28:20! 
It is truly hard to believe the reality of everything that has transpired in my 
life in the last 6 months. I am amazed and humbled how God has literally   
led us; Seemingly opening one door after another and showing us the 
way. He has given us a profound peace, undoubted protection and 
renewed purpose! A new year has dawned  and with it a new era for the 
work in El Chal. 

Forty years  ago El Chal was a brand  new little  mission
  post  of  the newly formed Mennonite Air Missions. 
MAM was founded by Harold Kau�man with a vision to
 take the gospel to the remote, the unreached regions
 of Guatemala... especially places where there were no
 roads. Harold was a pilot and flew a Cessna 185, hence
 the Air part of MAM. I was born less than 2 years later,
 three months after my parents moved to El Chal, a 
remote little village in the middle of the Petén jungle. 
There was a road way back then to El Chal... a narrow, 
winding rough and rocky road. The trip took 12 to 17
 hours on good days, to travel there from Guatemala 
City. The church started as a result of Brother Harold’s follow-up work to 
spiritually support the three Estrada brothers from the church in 
Chimaltenango who had moved to Guatemala’s northern Petén region in 
search for a new life, free land and unfolding opportunities. My parents, 
my brother, sister and I lived in El Chal for 4 years until John Troyer was 
killed in Palamá in 1981 and all the North American missionaries left 
Guatemala for a time because of the Civil War that ravaged the country.

El Chal today is no longer little, remote, or in the middle of the jungle. 

It has become in the last years a bustling place and when it’s not bustling 
it’s booming. A paved highway splits the town in two, lengthwise, and the 
jungle has been cleared to make pastures for raising and fattening cattle. 
When I was a teenager our home was the only one, that to my knowledge 
sported a flush toilet. Today, high speed Internet is available, children carry 
smartphones, and transport trucks bump through town across the speed 
bumps carrying everything from new motorcycles to ice-cream to cattle, 
building supplies or sea-land containers. 

Although the face has changed and witchcraft is no longer as prominent, I 
believe there is a greater spiritual need in this place than ever before.  
    When Brenda and I moved to this town 12 years ago I  
    believe God gave me a burden for the young people  
    and children in this community. The town had grown  
    and expanded from my boyhood memories and there  
    were at least 15 evangelical churches of a spectrum of  
    denominations in addition  to  the  two  Catholic   
    Churches. I felt  like the  Lord  was clearly showing  me 
t    hat the people here weren’t really looking for another  
    church; their need and desire was for quality, orderly  
    education with Christian values. Although  there were  
    many “Christians” and Christian Churches there was  
    not one Christian school in a 40 kilometer radius. 
Except for ours, there still isn’t. 

Over the past 12 years we have tried to meet those needs. We have tried to 
faithfully plant seeds in the young lives, not only in Sunday school or 
Children’s Clubs but through the everyday routines of Christian education. 
The little school that previously catered exclusively to the children of 
members of the Mennonite Church has grown steadily from 17 students to 
215. We started accepting community children 12 years ago whose parents 
agreed to pay tuition and support the vision of the school. New classrooms 

have been built; many teachers have been trained, and countless lives 
have been impacted by the Love that can only come from Emmanuel.

The clinic, whose roots can be traced back to my mother, a Canadian 
nurse who started to dispense medications from the back porch of the 
mission house, has also grown to become a busy and crucial part of this 
community. On average 40 patients come daily from far and wide to find 
quality medical attention, a sincere diagnosis and maybe more 
uncommon elsewhere, kind and compassionate care. Often the patients 
identify spiritual needs in their lives along with their physical ailments. 
Many times the nurses pray with them during the consult. Every morning 
the nurses gather for prayer together. It would be hard 
to guess whether the caring nurses or the Christian
literature that is given with every medication purchase 
in the pharmacy or the Bibles and Christian books sold 
there, accomplishes the most for the advancement of 
the Kingdom.

The church has grown steadily in the past years as 
well. Many missionaries have invested time and e�ort there, and though 
the church went through difficult times during Guatemala’s civil war, it has 
continued to grow. God has blessed us with several complete families, 
many young people, both North American and Guatemalan, in addition to  
a  few  brothers  and  sisters  who  have been   faithful   members   for   
more   than thirty years. 

In August 2015 MAM formally announced their  consideration  of  El Chal   
becoming part  of the newly  formed  Jungle Breezes Youth Ministries, 
JBYM. Since introducing this possibility to the Guatemalan ministry, the   
church   family   here   in  El  Chal   has chosen to become an independent 
church, willing to work with JBYM input and no longer under MAM 
administrative structure. We desire to maintain spiritual fellowship and 
working relationships with all the other MAM churches.

On October 1, members from both the MAM and JBYM boards met 
together to discuss the future of the work in El Chal. The meeting made 
abundantly clear to all of JBYM’s respect for MAM’s years of investment in 
the El Chal work, MAM’s love and appreciation of both the El Chal 
brotherhood and the foreign workers there and their blessing to the 
vision and mission of JBYM. MAM feels the type of work being done in El 
Chal may mesh well with Jungle Breezes’ goals. JBYM sees the value of El 
Chal’s functioning congregation and close proximity to La Anchura in 
providing fellowship for their workers and an ideal mission base.

    January 1, 2016 seemed to us to be a big day as JBYM  
    officially took responsibility for the operations in El  
    Chal and the personnel stationed there. All the sta�  
    has stayed on, but each one has the choice to  be  
    transferred to another MAM mission station in the  
    future if they sense God’s leading to do so. We look  
    forward to another busy school year, new personnel,  
    much discipleship, and new challenges.  We will 
continue to learn, grow, and trust Emmanuel, the God who is with us and 
who longs to be near us in every situation.

Emmanuel, God with us... and He has chosen us, you and me to be His 
representatives. As Christians we all need to remember the reason we are 
here on this earth. We need to show to all those around us how He has 
not changed. He still longs to be with us, present through our every day, 
for His name is Emmanuel, the God who wants to be with us!
I used to think that God called only those who are qualified, 
Now I understand that He rather qualifies and equips those He calls. 

-Stephan Gingrich

Behold
I AM WITH YOU

ALWAYS
Matthew 28:20

As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
chance! You have to promise me that you will take them!”
“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!



We just came through the time of year when we celebrated the coming of 
the Christ-child and I was reminded again of His name, Emmanuel, which 
means the God who is with us. He has been with us and we trust Him to 
guide us through this New Year and continue to be with us, even until the 
end of the age. He promised to be in Matthew 28:20! 
It is truly hard to believe the reality of everything that has transpired in my 
life in the last 6 months. I am amazed and humbled how God has literally   
led us; Seemingly opening one door after another and showing us the 
way. He has given us a profound peace, undoubted protection and 
renewed purpose! A new year has dawned  and with it a new era for the 
work in El Chal. 

Forty years  ago El Chal was a brand  new little  mission
  post  of  the newly formed Mennonite Air Missions. 
MAM was founded by Harold Kau�man with a vision to
 take the gospel to the remote, the unreached regions
 of Guatemala... especially places where there were no
 roads. Harold was a pilot and flew a Cessna 185, hence
 the Air part of MAM. I was born less than 2 years later,
 three months after my parents moved to El Chal, a 
remote little village in the middle of the Petén jungle. 
There was a road way back then to El Chal... a narrow, 
winding rough and rocky road. The trip took 12 to 17
 hours on good days, to travel there from Guatemala 
City. The church started as a result of Brother Harold’s follow-up work to 
spiritually support the three Estrada brothers from the church in 
Chimaltenango who had moved to Guatemala’s northern Petén region in 
search for a new life, free land and unfolding opportunities. My parents, 
my brother, sister and I lived in El Chal for 4 years until John Troyer was 
killed in Palamá in 1981 and all the North American missionaries left 
Guatemala for a time because of the Civil War that ravaged the country.

El Chal today is no longer little, remote, or in the middle of the jungle. 

It has become in the last years a bustling place and when it’s not bustling 
it’s booming. A paved highway splits the town in two, lengthwise, and the 
jungle has been cleared to make pastures for raising and fattening cattle. 
When I was a teenager our home was the only one, that to my knowledge 
sported a flush toilet. Today, high speed Internet is available, children carry 
smartphones, and transport trucks bump through town across the speed 
bumps carrying everything from new motorcycles to ice-cream to cattle, 
building supplies or sea-land containers. 

Although the face has changed and witchcraft is no longer as prominent, I 
believe there is a greater spiritual need in this place than ever before.  
    When Brenda and I moved to this town 12 years ago I  
    believe God gave me a burden for the young people  
    and children in this community. The town had grown  
    and expanded from my boyhood memories and there  
    were at least 15 evangelical churches of a spectrum of  
    denominations in addition  to  the  two  Catholic   
    Churches. I felt  like the  Lord  was clearly showing  me 
t    hat the people here weren’t really looking for another  
    church; their need and desire was for quality, orderly  
    education with Christian values. Although  there were  
    many “Christians” and Christian Churches there was  
    not one Christian school in a 40 kilometer radius. 
Except for ours, there still isn’t. 

Over the past 12 years we have tried to meet those needs. We have tried to 
faithfully plant seeds in the young lives, not only in Sunday school or 
Children’s Clubs but through the everyday routines of Christian education. 
The little school that previously catered exclusively to the children of 
members of the Mennonite Church has grown steadily from 17 students to 
215. We started accepting community children 12 years ago whose parents 
agreed to pay tuition and support the vision of the school. New classrooms 

have been built; many teachers have been trained, and countless lives 
have been impacted by the Love that can only come from Emmanuel.

The clinic, whose roots can be traced back to my mother, a Canadian 
nurse who started to dispense medications from the back porch of the 
mission house, has also grown to become a busy and crucial part of this 
community. On average 40 patients come daily from far and wide to find 
quality medical attention, a sincere diagnosis and maybe more 
uncommon elsewhere, kind and compassionate care. Often the patients 
identify spiritual needs in their lives along with their physical ailments. 
Many times the nurses pray with them during the consult. Every morning 
the nurses gather for prayer together. It would be hard 
to guess whether the caring nurses or the Christian
literature that is given with every medication purchase 
in the pharmacy or the Bibles and Christian books sold 
there, accomplishes the most for the advancement of 
the Kingdom.

The church has grown steadily in the past years as 
well. Many missionaries have invested time and e�ort there, and though 
the church went through difficult times during Guatemala’s civil war, it has 
continued to grow. God has blessed us with several complete families, 
many young people, both North American and Guatemalan, in addition to  
a  few  brothers  and  sisters  who  have been   faithful   members   for   
more   than thirty years. 

In August 2015 MAM formally announced their  consideration  of  El Chal   
becoming part  of the newly  formed  Jungle Breezes Youth Ministries, 
JBYM. Since introducing this possibility to the Guatemalan ministry, the   
church   family   here   in  El  Chal   has chosen to become an independent 
church, willing to work with JBYM input and no longer under MAM 
administrative structure. We desire to maintain spiritual fellowship and 
working relationships with all the other MAM churches.

On October 1, members from both the MAM and JBYM boards met 
together to discuss the future of the work in El Chal. The meeting made 
abundantly clear to all of JBYM’s respect for MAM’s years of investment in 
the El Chal work, MAM’s love and appreciation of both the El Chal 
brotherhood and the foreign workers there and their blessing to the 
vision and mission of JBYM. MAM feels the type of work being done in El 
Chal may mesh well with Jungle Breezes’ goals. JBYM sees the value of El 
Chal’s functioning congregation and close proximity to La Anchura in 
providing fellowship for their workers and an ideal mission base.

    January 1, 2016 seemed to us to be a big day as JBYM  
    officially took responsibility for the operations in El  
    Chal and the personnel stationed there. All the sta�  
    has stayed on, but each one has the choice to  be  
    transferred to another MAM mission station in the  
    future if they sense God’s leading to do so. We look  
    forward to another busy school year, new personnel,  
    much discipleship, and new challenges.  We will 
continue to learn, grow, and trust Emmanuel, the God who is with us and 
who longs to be near us in every situation.

Emmanuel, God with us... and He has chosen us, you and me to be His 
representatives. As Christians we all need to remember the reason we are 
here on this earth. We need to show to all those around us how He has 
not changed. He still longs to be with us, present through our every day, 
for His name is Emmanuel, the God who wants to be with us!
I used to think that God called only those who are qualified, 
Now I understand that He rather qualifies and equips those He calls. 

-Stephan Gingrich

THE GOOD SAMARITAN CLINIC
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The Love that can only 
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As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
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“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!
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continued to grow. God has blessed us with several complete families, 
many young people, both North American and Guatemalan, in addition to  
a  few  brothers  and  sisters  who  have been   faithful   members   for   
more   than thirty years. 

In August 2015 MAM formally announced their  consideration  of  El Chal   
becoming part  of the newly  formed  Jungle Breezes Youth Ministries, 
JBYM. Since introducing this possibility to the Guatemalan ministry, the   
church   family   here   in  El  Chal   has chosen to become an independent 
church, willing to work with JBYM input and no longer under MAM 
administrative structure. We desire to maintain spiritual fellowship and 
working relationships with all the other MAM churches.

On October 1, members from both the MAM and JBYM boards met 
together to discuss the future of the work in El Chal. The meeting made 
abundantly clear to all of JBYM’s respect for MAM’s years of investment in 
the El Chal work, MAM’s love and appreciation of both the El Chal 
brotherhood and the foreign workers there and their blessing to the 
vision and mission of JBYM. MAM feels the type of work being done in El 
Chal may mesh well with Jungle Breezes’ goals. JBYM sees the value of El 
Chal’s functioning congregation and close proximity to La Anchura in 
providing fellowship for their workers and an ideal mission base.

    January 1, 2016 seemed to us to be a big day as JBYM  
    officially took responsibility for the operations in El  
    Chal and the personnel stationed there. All the sta�  
    has stayed on, but each one has the choice to  be  
    transferred to another MAM mission station in the  
    future if they sense God’s leading to do so. We look  
    forward to another busy school year, new personnel,  
    much discipleship, and new challenges.  We will 
continue to learn, grow, and trust Emmanuel, the God who is with us and 
who longs to be near us in every situation.

Emmanuel, God with us... and He has chosen us, you and me to be His 
representatives. As Christians we all need to remember the reason we are 
here on this earth. We need to show to all those around us how He has 
not changed. He still longs to be with us, present through our every day, 
for His name is Emmanuel, the God who wants to be with us!
I used to think that God called only those who are qualified, 
Now I understand that He rather qualifies and equips those He calls. 

-Stephan Gingrich

TREE OF LIFE SCHOOL

As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
chance! You have to promise me that you will take them!”
“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!

UNFAILING FAITH



To let our light shine before others in such a 
way that they will see our good deeds and 

glorify our Father in heaven.

To create a setting where youth from 
dysfunctional homes can learn practical 
life skills and, most importantly, come to 
trust in Christ as their personal Lord and 
Savior through the powerful in�uence of 

Christian families.

To build Christ’s Kingdom by discipling 
the hearts, minds and hands of youth and 
equip them for future service in their own 

communities.
Let your requests be made known unto God.

•     Nelson and Susan Plett and family, as Nelson takes leadership responsibilities   
and their family settles into a new home and starts a new school year.
•     Tim and Sara Martin as they welcome the �rst boys into their hearts and home.
•     The need for future workers, especially  Latin American, Christian families.
•     For wisdom for the board as they make many decisions and chart new territory.
•     For the boys coming to JBYM that they may be pointed to a close relationship 
with Jesus.
•     For the work at the Tree of Life Christian School in El Chal, as the faculty work 
with many spiritually needy students and parents.
•     For the work at the Good Samaritan Clinic in El Chal, that the patients would be 
shown the power and love of the Great Physician.
•     For the many work teams and mission groups that will be coming to JBYM to 
help with many di�erent projects.  May God give them health and safety while 
they travel and serve in Guatemala.

As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
chance! You have to promise me that you will take them!”
“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!



A young man is walking along the ocean and
sees a beach on which thousands and thousands
of star�sh have washed ashore. Further along
he sees an old man, walking slowly and
stooping often, picking up one star�sh after
another and tossing each one gently into the
ocean.

“Why are you throwing star�sh into the
ocean?,” he asks.

“Because the sun is up and the tide is going out
and if I don’t throw them further in they will
die.”

“But, old man, don’t you realize there are miles
and miles of beach and star�sh all along it!
You can’t possibly save them all, you can’t even
save one-tenth of them. In fact, even if you
work all day, your e�orts won’t make any
di�erence at all.”

The old man listened calmly and then bent
down to pick up another star�sh and threw it
into the sea. “It made all the di�erence to that one.” He said  -Loren Eiseley

Some days we may feel like the young man in this story, the little things we're getting 
accomplished don’t seem to be making much of a di�erence. We can easily become 
discouraged. But we need to remember, Jesus used "little things" to accomplish "great 
things”. It was with 2 (the Bible says they were small) �sh and 5 barley loaves that He fed 
a multitude, and even had 12 baskets left over!  He talked about seeds.  He said, “If our 
faith is as big as a mustard seed, we can still accomplish impossible things”.  
 As the work continues at JBYM we want to extend a HUGE thank you to Conrad & Naomi 
Gingerich and their family for their year of service. As one of the �rst pioneer families at 
La Anchura they were met with a mountain of little things (and some not so little) that 
needed to be done to make the place useable, and livable again.  Thanks to the 
Gingerich family La Anchura is now a much better place. We want to wish them God’s 
blessing as they return to their home in Ohio.
We welcome Nelson & Susan Plett and their family to JBYM.  Nelson comes as the 
administrator for the work in La Anchura.  As you meet the needs of your family, 
coordinate work teams and take care of so many details, great and small, we pray for 
you!  
Tim and Sara are the �rst family to have boys living in their home, as of January.  Many 
times the most powerful lessons are taught at home in the daily situations life brings.  
May your home be a green house where those seeds of faith can sprout and grow and 
accomplish the impossible. 
To all of us, readers, supporters, board members and sta� of JBYM, may the Lord grant 
us, the courage, the grace and the wisdom to continue to “throw those dying star�sh”, 
back to the safety of the Sea, one at a time and in our little corner of the world, make all 
the di�erence!

Danny Beachy
Secretary

Danny

FROM THE

As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
chance! You have to promise me that you will take them!”
“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!



Box 29, RR#2
Wallenstein, ON N0B 2S0 
Canada

JUNGLE BREEZES

M I N I S T R I E S

•     Pray for us! This is a new work and we desire to follow God’s will in this endeavor
•     Spend time with us! We have been blessed with several work teams already and if you would care to        
      help us in this way you can contact Stephan Gingerich or Kevin Bauman. 
•     By giving �nancially! Presently we are in need of fund to assist us with: 
                     o     Repair bridge -- $4,000.00
                     o     Tim & Sara’s house renovations -- $6,000.00
                     o     Milk cows -- $8,000.00
                     o     Goats -- $5,000.00
                     o     El Chal clinic property -- $13,000.00
                     o     General expenses

To build Christ’s Kingdom by
discipling the hearts, minds and 

hands of youth and equip them for 
future service in their own 

communities.

•     Kevin Bauman  |  Chairman
           o     kevin@chervin.ca
•     Stephan Gingerich  |  Vice Chairman
           o     chapinfeliz@gmail.com
•     Danny Beachy  |  Secretary
           o     dlbeachy6@gmail.com
•     Paul Weber  |  Treasurer    
           o     pweber.wmf@outlook.com 
•     Keith Wadel  |  Member
           o     wrcc64@centurylink.net

If you would like to have a 
Jungle Breeze’s Youth Ministry 
presentation done at your 
church, please contact 
Danny Beachy. 

As I was ready to leave the school late one afternoon, a beat-up, 17 year 
old sports car groaned to a stop beside me and a lanky husband and his 
talkative wife climbed out. 
“Are you looking for the director?” I asked hopefully. I was anxious to get 
home to prepare for the evening’s members meeting.
“No,” she replied instantly, “We’re looking for you.” She looked vaguely 
familiar but I couldn’t place her. 
There was something in her face that resurfaced some treasured 
memories.
“I’m Gelio’s mother.” She said, recognizing my di�culty in placing her.
“You are Gelio’s mother! Of course you are!” A �ood of memories �lled my 
mind as I recalled the dogged determination of this mother . I 
remembered various scenes of her pleading with me to take  her son into 
our un�nished home, in spite of the fact that we were already bursting at 
the seams with six boys. She had even o�ered weekly gifts of vegetables, 
if only her son could move in. Gelio was 11 years old at the time and had 
been in grade 1 for 4 years but was still unable to read. His distressed 
mother vacillated between blaming the teachers and believing that her 
son truly did not have the capacity to learn.
 “You’re welcome to whip him if he doesn’t do his homework, or if you 
think it would help him learn to read,” she told me. I assured her at that 
time that, if she could �nd a place for him in the village to stay, that I 
would create a space for him in the grade 1 classroom and also contribute 
to his tuition. It was the best I had to o�er at the time.
Several teachers had convinced both Gelio and his mother that he would 
never read, but something about our school sparked hope within her. 
Gelio’s teacher, Profe Douglas, provided the psychological conditioning 
required to overcome the hurdles, and even occasionally brought lunch 
for Gelio to make it possible for him to stay for extra afternoon classes. By 
the end of the year Gelio could, write and his math skills had improved – 
and then we lost contact with the family.

And now, here she was again… 6 years later. There was no stopping this 
woman! She shared how Gelio had continued studying and completed his 
grade 6 education and made his mother proud! The other teachers were 
so wrong about her son! We had given him the gift of literacy and she was 
now coming back for more.
She now had in tow two 9 year old girls who were ready for their fourth 
attempt at grade 1, two boys ready for kindergarten, a girl ready for grade 
2 and another for grade 5.
“Six students Teacher! Surely you will extend your bus route a few 
kilometers for six more students! Of course you will!!” 
 “This school has changed signi�cantly since Gelio studied here”, I said.
“Yes, it does look bigger,” she conceded.
“And more expensive,” I warned. “Not only that, but the teachers will storm 
my o�ce if I accept 2 nine year old girls to grade 1! Our school just doesn’t 
do that anymore.”
I was convinced that the list of prices for uniforms, books, school supplies, 
tuition and bus travel would terminate her interest, and if not hers, than 
surely her husband would stop her! This was craziness!
After a lengthy time of each of us just repeating ourselves with varying 
emphasis, volume and logic, I added to my ammunition the fact that none 
of our classrooms had any available space.
“Well,” she said, almost too abruptly, “I just came to �nd out the 
information for all my sister-in-laws. I guess if they want to register their 
children they will need to do it tomorrow, but you will take mine, won’t 
you?”
“No, I cannot promise anything. You have no idea what you are asking! The 
�rst grade teacher will have my head! We have discussed this for about an 
hour now!”
“But you need to promise me that you will take our six! There are 6 
students Teacher! You won’t say no to 6 students now will you?! It’s all or 
none, see?”

“Oh I see alright!” I joked. “Our school is full! Let’s make it none then! Besides, when 
your sister-in-laws see the list of prices I gave you, they will fall o� their chairs! And, if 
you come back tomorrow, bring the children – I would like to meet them. Tell Gelio I 
said ‘hi’.”
“Bring all the children and my sisters-in-law, just so you will tell them no? Not a 
chance! You have to promise me that you will take them!”
“No promises,” I repeated.
She �nally left and I was certain that was the last that we would see of her. Wrong 
again.
I was busy the next morning with interviews, people and questions so I didn’t notice 
them arrive. 
Suddenly, there they were – waving and wanting to speak to me. It was time for a big, 
sit down meeting.
I had Enma, the director, join our meeting, as well as the teachers from the grades 1 
and 5 classrooms.
I sad, “Okay, we need to give these folks a de�nite answer today. If it’s a yes, it will be 
because the teachers have agreed to take on an increased work load. If it’s a no, then I 
will take all the responsibility.”
I then proceeded to tell the story about Gelio and his incredible Mom that refused to 
give up, about our conversation the day before. The teachers had a few questions for 
the families and then we removed ourselves to another room to make our decision.
The teachers committed to making the sacri�ce.
When I announced to the families that we were accepting all six students, Gelio’s 
mother said, “And they will learn how to read here too! Just watch! If Gelio can learn to 
read, anyone can! This is where he learned – right here at this school! With God’s help 
they will do just �ne!”
And once again, she is exactly right.
God bless those teachers!


