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    Why, LORD, do you stand far off?  Why do you 

hide yourself in times of trouble? – Psalm 10:1   

                                                                                                                             

    When I lay these questions before God I get no 

answer.  But a rather special sort of "No 

answer."   It is not the locked door.  It is more 

like a silent, certainly not uncompassionate, gaze. 

As though He shook His head not in refusal but 

waiving the question.  Like, "Peace, child;  you 

don't understand.”                           -- C.S. Lewis 
 

   When I cannot read, when I cannot think, when 

I cannot even pray, I can trust. --J. Hudson Taylor  
 

Hospital chapel courtyard 
 

       The late afternoon sun casts its palette of gold 

and umber light through the chapel courtyard, and 

the last of the clinic patients collect their 

medications at the pharmacy and hurry down the 

hill to catch the five o’clock bus.  They pause at 

the gate of Loma de Luz, the gate with its 

reminder, Dios Obra Aqui (God is at work here); 

then they pass through and head toward home.  I 

wish I could follow them.  It has been a long day, 

and I’ve just about finished the last of my duties at 

the hospital…..the last but one.  I have to go see 

Nelida…..  and sit with her family.  

       Nelida is dying of complications of AIDS.  

She is not really my patient.  She is not a surgical 

patient at all, and is under the care of another 

doctor.  But I know most all of her family 

members, and have taken care of many of them in 

various ways over the years.  They have gathered 

outside her room, and, off-and-on through the day, 

I have passed through the gathering as I went from 

the Operating Room to the wards or from clinic 

back to the OR.  I’ve greeted them, of course, and 

asked after Nelida.  I even tried to patch up a 

family feud by privately encouraging a certain 

family member to offer to donate blood.  But, I 

could tell by the way that each one looked at me as 

I passed by that they want me to do more.  They 

need me to check on Nelida directly and to sit with 

them and explain what is going on.  They want me 

to offer some hope; for, although Nelida may not 

have been much of a daughter, sister, mother, or 

aunt to these people, she still is someone’s mother, 

someone’s daughter, someone’s sister or aunt.   So, 

even with no rescue to offer, I can still show up 

and sit with them.  I understand that a little better 

now. 

       We just recently completed a trip up to the 

USA predicated in part to see family there and to 

conduct Cornerstone & personal business.  But it 

was particularly to visit with a few special friends 

and family members whom, for the past year, we 

have been praying for and hoping for a rescue for 

each one from advanced cancers.  The friend we 

planned to visit first, Gage Ochsner, has been like 

a brother to me, one of my closest of friends, for 

30 years now.  His wife and family are extended 

family to us.  Gage had been bravely battling 

advanced lung cancer for the past year.  For the 

past year we had begun most every day with prayer 

for a miraculous recovery for Gage and for 

strength, peace, and courage for his wife and 

children.  But we didn’t get what we’d begged for.  

When Rosanne, Hannah, and I arrived into the 

USA and reached our final destination after 2 days 

traveling, Kathleen Jones (our wonderful 

administrator) met us at the airport to tell us that 

Gage had died while we were en route.   The next 

day I made some arrangements and flew alone to 

Savannah, Georgia to Gage’s funeral.  It was one 

of the most beautiful funerals I’ve ever attended, 
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and one of the most poignant and personally 

difficult.   Gage was an exceptionally able and 

accomplished individual.  He cut a wide swath and 

left an indelible mark for the good on this earth.  

His wife, his sons and daughter, his sisters and 

mother are each accomplished and good and fine 

people whom we hold dear.  Even his many friends 

and his medical students, residents, co-workers and 

pastor were clearly similarly special people.  The 

church and the setting and the service were 

transcendent. The eulogies were insightful and 

inspiring.  But what caught my attention beyond all 

of the accolades of his many accomplishments was 

a testimonial to Gage as a physician, as a person.  

Someone shared that when Gage came to a 

patient’s bedside or talked with the family, just his 

presence made you feel better; he was entirely 

present and there for you.  That was one of the 

things that made him special.  When you were with 

him, there was never any doubt that he was fully 

present and there for you.  My greatest consolation 

was that Gage is a believer and came very close to 

the Lord in this last, difficult passage.  Still, it is 

hard to hold onto rejoicing over losing a brother to 

heaven.  

       A few days later, we arrived at my parents’ 

farm and planned the next day to visit Gary Hill, a 

salt-of-the-earth guy and my special cousin Jane’s 

husband.  Gary was in the hospital battling cancer.  

Early that next morning we learned that he had 

died during the night.   Jane and Gary were another 

couple of people special to us and whom we had 

prayed for daily during the previous year.  And so 

began a month like the night sky--pretty dang dark, 

but with points of bright light scattered across it.   

       We attended 3 funerals of close friends and 

family in that one month.  We visited another very 

dear friend, exhausted and trying to figure out the 

next steps after his wife, also a good friend of ours, 

had died in April.  We witnessed one dear family 

member being placed in hospice care and another 

losing hold of this life.   In all, seven points of light 

extinguished, leaving this world a darker and 

lonelier place…. As I said, though, there were 

scattered stars burning brightly in that dark sky.   

The courage and strength and depth of spirit of the 

wives, the husband, the sons and daughters, and 

the consolation that they were each believers in 

deed was both encouraging and humbling to 

behold.   They shone brightly in their dark hours.  I 

hope that they experienced some measure of the 

peace and comfort that we had prayed for.  But, 

beyond that, as we traveled around to visit the 

friends and family we had been praying for, I could 

not say that I could see that our prayers were 

answered.  The opposite would be more honest.  

I’m pretty sure that I am not very good at praying, 

not at least compared to some people I know.  But 

over the past year or more we had prayed for each 

one of these people on a daily basis, sometimes 

many times per day.  Our prayers were not vague, 

passive, disconnected generalities.  We took a 

stand before God for each one, that they would be 

healed, that God would be glorified by showing 

His hand miraculously restoring these loved ones 

to the many people who need them.  But that did 

not happen.  Seven lights went out anyway.  

       As the month wore on and the miles and the 

funerals added up, I struggled as much with the 

discouragement that God didn’t listen to my 

prayers as I struggled with the sadness of losing 

friends and family. Why, LORD, do you stand far 

off? I thought.  Why do you hide yourself in times 

of trouble?   But driving hundreds of miles down 

the interstate each day gives one a lot of time to 
reflect. 

driving hundreds of miles a day…time to reflect 
     

       Eventually and slowly it seeped in that He 

hadn’t gone anywhere.  He wasn’t really absent.  It 

took me a while to recognize this.  Yet looking 

back I could honestly say that the most common 

denominator of the seven situations of loss we 

experienced was the presence of God.  He wasn’t 

absent.  He was just silent.  Absence is different.  I 

have experienced a sense of God’s absence before.  

It is terrifying.  It is free fall through the howling 

winds of an empty universe utterly indifferent to 

your existence.  No, He wasn’t absent.   He was 

undeniably present.  He was just silent.  His 

presence, although quiet, is what had made each of 

those people shine in their dark hours, what had 

made each of those losses holy.  Why was He 

silent?  I can’t say.  I don’t know.   

       But I think about this:  Rosanne reminded me 

that God was silent to the children of Israel for 400 

years.  But when He spoke, it was with the life of 

Jesus. 

       I share these things that I would rather not 

share because I think that someone might benefit 



from it.  At the end of the matter, when you can’t 

say that God answered your prayers, when He 

seems silent, and you are hurt and perhaps angry 

that God doesn’t listen to you, quiet yourself.  You 

be silent and see if you can’t sense God’s presence.  

Silence does not mean absence.  I remind myself of 

these things.  I share these things that I would 

rather not share, at the risk of sounding bombastic, 

because I think that someone might take comfort 

from it, and it may not be you.  It may be the next 

hurting person you sit with in silence. 

       We are back at work again in Honduras, and it 

is near the end of another long, hot day. I still wish 

I could follow those last of the clinic patients 

through the gate and turn towards home.  But I 

haven’t forgotten.  I think of each person I saw in 

that month, and the ones I couldn’t see because I 

couldn’t get there in time.  Showing  up matters.   

So, I take a deep breath, straighten my tie (just 

kidding, nobody wears a tie at Loma de Luz), and I 

head toward the wards.  I review Nelida’s chart 

and talk to the nurses about her.  I had spoken with 

her doctor about her earlier in the day.  Then I 

walk down the hall to where the family is waiting 

outside the isolation room.   I suppose because 

their desire for some hopeful word is so great, 

everyone goes silent and turns and looks my way 

expectantly.  The nearest one seated, a nephew, 

jumps up to offer me his seat as if I’m some 

visiting potentate.  But I have only one great hope 

to offer, and it is not in this world.   Nelida is 

nearing the end of the fight with her disease.  It 

looks like some of the interventions that have been 

undertaken might buy a little time, but it would 

only be a little time.  I explain this, as clearly and 

gently as I can.  Then I remind them that Nelida 

recently reconciled with her Maker, that although 

the overwhelming likelihood is that if Nelida 

makes it through this current crisis, she will most 

likely pass from this life to the next in a matter of 

days or weeks.  I truly believe that her future is 

bright in that next world; her rescue from such a 

miserable death has already been arranged, already 

been paid for.   This is of some comfort to some of 

the family members;  about half of them are 

believers to one degree or another.  But they are 

still losing a mother, a daughter, a sister, an aunt.  

It is hard to hold onto rejoicing over the prospect 

of losing your daughter to heaven.   

       Having said my piece, into the awkward 

silence, in the palpable grief that follows, I would 

rather turn and leave to some other place, any other 

place, where no one is looking at me expectantly, 

where no one is grieving.  But I have a little left to 

give.  All I have left is to take the seat that is 

offered and in silence share the burden of their 

grief with them.  So I sat there with them with 

nothing more to say and no rescue to offer, silent 

but present.  I stayed there because that is what my 

friend would do.  That is what my Master does.     

       May He bless you with His presence, even in 

His silence.        

In Jesus, 
 

Dr. Jeff McKenney 

- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - 

  

News and Needs 

 

Charitable Status   In our last newsletter we 

spoke about how the Honduran government had 

recently revoked the "charitable" status of every 

non-profit organization in the country, requiring 

each and every one to reapply from scratch--and 

under  new rules for required documentation which 

were far more difficult than those which had been 

in place before--and  in effect retroactively.  Thus 

the situation became a major prayer request.         

We also asked you to pray for the many small 

Honduran churches and charitable organizations 

which, we thought, would likely simply not have 

the resources to produce the mountain of required 

paperwork.  Most Honduran pastors don't sport 

tax-sheltered, imported luxury yachts.  Most are 

doing well to have maybe a file cabinet.  How 

would they be able to supply the boatload of 

paperwork demanded?     

       Thanks for praying.  Three months later, we've 

just now been given an actual document (& not 

just word of mouth) verifying our non-profit status 

renewal.  Please continue to pray for the other 

legitimate non-profits still "under the gun."  

 

Newsletter # 100 and Looking Back   It can be 

good to take a look back.  I just did.  And I was 

amazed to see that this is Cornerstone's Newsletter 

#100. How could there have been a hundred of 

them?  

How 

could 

enough 

time have 

passed, 

enough 

rivers 

been 

forded, 

enough 

hard times survived, enough needs met?  Yet here 

we are at newsletter 100.  And there really have 

been that many crises averted, buildings built, 

rivers forded, and people met and known. 



       And all of it is a testimony to God’s grace, 

God who does things that with mere men would be 

impossible.  On any given day, as Jeff has often 

said, our resources, talents, strengths, etc. are 

simply not enough.  The existence of this 

organization is miraculous, and the good done 

through it has been equally miraculous.  I simply 

want to acknowledge that and to thank Him.   

       It's also interesting to look back because 

nearly every time when I do this I see that many of 

the hurdles that seemed  insurmountable 5 years 

ago or 15 years ago were things that have long 

since become needs met and non-issues.  There are 

also, when looking back, needs which were 

making regular appearances in newsletters back 

then which still enjoy frequent flier status in our 

newsletters now--the need for nurses, for example.   

And, in those areas, God has sustained the work 

somehow despite some needs which remain 

chronic.   

       Let's look back 10 years. Ten is a good round 

number.  That puts us back to the August 2003 

newsletter (Newsletter # 56).  In that newsletter, 

we were rejoicing because we had just made our 

first X-Ray.  Before that, bones had to be set blind 

(because X-Ray or no X-Ray, there was no 

shortage of bones to be set).   We were also happy 

because we were seeing the early stages of positive 

inroads into the schools.  There was no El Camino 

Bilingual School yet, but Rosanne, working with 

local teachers, had made it possible for the Balfate 

elementary school to acquire its first telescope and 

first computer and the beginnings of its first 

library.  The school was still a hot, sweaty, noisy 

place, but the improvements meant a lot to the 

teachers and students.  The school milk program 

was beginning too--all of these being  harbingers 

of many good things to come.    
 

 
girl with cup--early days, school milk program in Balfate 

 
the "Joe's Place"apartments10 years ago--still a skeleton  

 

       In that newsletter 10 years ago, we were 

begging you to pray for God to send us a full-time  

construction missionary.  It was a desperate need,  

and we could not think where or how, humanly 

speaking, such a person could be found. 

       Only 3 months later that desperate need was 

met—and met so very well--when Mike and Peggy 

Yost came to the field in December of 2003.  What 

a blessing the Yosts have been, and how 

impossible it would be to imagine life at Loma de 

Luz without them.  

 

Watching Waves   Have you ever stood on a 

beach watching the waves come in--watching 

swells far from shore rising, then perhaps abruptly 

flattening out, sometimes only to rise higher in a 

different spot as they approach the shore?  If 

you've ever waded into the water to body surf, 

you've eyed waves pretty carefully.  Which swell 

will rise high enough--and begin to curl at just the 

right distance from your position--to give you a 

ride?  Some of the swells that look the most 

promising will hit a submerged and unseen sandbar 

and lose their energy before reaching us.  At other 

times a calm-looking patch of water will suddenly 

be broken by a surprisingly big wave.  Life can be 

like that.  Sometimes what we predict does turn out 

to be pretty much what happens.  But fairly often 

the troubles we expect don't end up coming at all 

or are much smaller when they do arrive.  And at 

other times a crisis will arise without warning in a 

place where we weren't expecting one at all--in 

some area which hadn't even been on our radar.   

       Another thing that watching waves can teach 

us--besides the fact that we're not always that good 

at making predictions--is this:  Many powerful 

forces are at work, mostly unseen by us, and with  

constant interplay among them--currents and tides, 

shifting sea floors, and sometimes seismic activity 

half a world away or just a storm so far out to sea 

that we have no idea it's even there...yet it is 

affecting the surf we see on our little shoreline of 

shingle and sand.     



 

 
looking out to sea 

 

     What goes on in the spiritual realm also 

involves powerful forces which we can't see, a 

shifting battleground, and elements we didn't even 

know were part of the mix.  Your prayers are a 

major part of the unseen collision of forces.  And,   

more often than you know, they are the element 

that turns the tide.   

 

Urgent Volunteer / Personnel Needs   With that 

thought in mind, let me tell you about some major 

People-Needs:   

     (1) We have an urgent need for Primary Care 

Doctors to volunteer for even a week in the 

months of July and August and September of 

this year.   
     (2) We have an urgent need for Teachers and 

Teacher's Aides for the Bilingual School.  We 

plan to go ahead in faith--a lot of faith--and offer 

Kindergarten, First Grade and Second Grade at El 

Camino Bilingual School for the next school year 

(Feb.-Nov. 2014 in Honduras).  Why so much faith 

needed?  Because we will need 3 Teachers (at the 

very least 2) and 1-3 Teacher’s Aides, and 

currently have only 1 committed Teacher and 1  

Aid.  So obviously we need this in a big way fast.  

     (3)  We continue to have need for 

Administrative & Clerical help, for young people 

to work (3 month minimum) with the kids at the 

Children’s Centre, and to help in Construction, 

Maintenance, and Auto Mechanics. 

 

So keep praying for Loma de Luz--pray for 

safety, for favor, for provision, for direction, for 

personnel.  Thank you so much for all you do. 

 

--Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone 

 

 

 


