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     For now we see through a glass, darkly, but then 

face to face. Now I know in part; but then shall I know, 

even as also I am known.   --  I Corinthians 13 
 

I     Old Don Chago was a decent man, a gentle man, and 

a friend to most everybody around here.  He was my 

nearest neighbor and a good one. He never did talk 

much, but when he did, it was particularly what he 

meant to say and generally worth listening to. On Don 

Chago’s  88
th
 birthday earlier this year he was still clear 

eyed and tough as wet leather, though enjoying the 

season of life when you spend most of your days 

watching your grandchildren and great grandchildren 

wrestle and run, ‘luchando y poniendo cuerpo’ 

(struggling and giving it your all), on the soccer field. 

Then here about a month ago, he suffered a pretty 

massive stroke.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                    Don Chago 
 

      I met him in the emergency room in the middle of 

the night, as I was the doctor on call.  With his face 

paralyzed on one side, and not being able to talk, at first 

I didn’t recognize him.   We cared for him and did what 

could be done, and by God’s grace he recovered from 

the greater part of the stroke. He recovered from all 

paralysis.  He could walk and think and eat and function 

as he had before the stroke, except he could not make 

himself understood.   

      The only residual effect of the stroke was that Don 

Chago was left with an expressive aphagia.  He knew 

what he wanted to say, and struggled to say it, but unless 

you guessed what he was struggling to communicate & 

he nodded, he could not find the right words.  After a 

few weeks it settled in on him that this was not likely to 

resolve.  He was not going to be able to make himself 

understood.  I guess he decided that if he could not be 

understood, he had lived long enough, for he turned his 

face to the wall and refused to eat.  Don Chago’s body 

died last night.  I went by to pay my respects in a soft 

rain.  Though his daughters had tried to straighten him I 

could see even in the candle light that his body was still 

turned to the wall.  And I could tell at the door that his 

soul had gone.  It had gone to a place where he would be 

understood.  We need deeply to be understood. 

 

II    If you walk out of the front doors of the hospital and 

head north, within a few hundred feet the drive takes a 

gentle curve toward the west, then a long, straight, 

gradual slope down to the front gate.  Imagine that you 

are slowly driving our 14-year-old Toyota Land Cruiser 

and entering this 100-meter slope to the gate.  Now, I 

say that the car is 14 years old, but that is in normal solar 

years.  The years spent by an automobile on the rough 

and rocky roads in the countryside of a poor and under-

developed nation like Honduras are sort of like "dog 

years"--7 X human/solar years.  That would make the 

old Toyota 98 years old.  She has been around the block 

(except that there are no blocks out here).  She has been 

rolled twice, pulled innumerable hapless drivers out of 

all of the rivers around here, and, in turn, has been pulled 

or pushed out of them herself a few times.  Now the 

Land Rover is by no means on her very last legs.  She 

has been maintained pretty well.  Many times over the 

years I’ve replaced all of the suspension and all of the 

steering linkage, brakes and wheel assemblies, U-joints, 

ball-joints, and juke-joints. Actually, over the years, I’ve 

replaced most all of the moving parts (from windshield 

wipers to fans, pumps, alternators, starters etc.)--not to 

mention many of the parts which aren’t supposed to 

move but moved anyway (like the floors, bumpers and 

engine mounts).  But she is 98 years old in Honduran 

campo automobile years.   Definitely some of the parts 

that are not supposed to move, now shake, rattle and roll. 

So when you imagine yourself slowly driving this last 

100 meters down to the gate, don’t imagine that you’re 

going to sneak up on anyone.   
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      Now if you were to imagine that you are Rosanne 

driving down that slope a few days ago, you must keep 

in mind the context.  You have just finished doing the 

too often thankless job of providing excellent anesthesia 

for another emergency operation, for a patient who will 

never understand what you did for him, or probably even 

remember anything except that you prayed with him 

before surgery, just like you did yesterday, and the day 

before and every day you can think of back to the hazy 

distant halcyon day when you last had the opportunity to 

get out of the campo for a few hours.  Now mind you, 

when you do get away it is usually to shop for groceries 

in the big city of La Ceiba  (the city which is currently 

vying with San Pedro Sula for the distinction of being 

the city with the highest murder rate in the world, but 

certainly not the greatest groceries in the world). We call 

that campo fever.   It is like cabin fever but involves 

unwashed campesinos carrying machetes into your cabin 

& spitting on your cabin floor (or operating room floor) 

as if it were the back 40.  So, let’s just remember that 

you are tired, hot, hungry, and have had campo fever for 

weeks. Still, you are happy to be heading home to check 

on your daughter, to see what roots and berries she 

might have gathered for supper since the groceries ran 

out a couple of days ago.   You round the curve and 

enter the straight away, driving very slowly, about 5 

mph, so that the guard at the gate can lower the chain 

ahead of time to let you through.  

                                  

driving down the hill toward the gate 
 

      Yes, the front gate of the hospital is still a big, heavy 

metal gate with DIOS OBRA AQUI  written on it in big 

heavy metal letters.  But the gate is so heavy that we 

only routinely slide it into place late at night.  We looked 

into seeing if we could hire a couple of trolls big enough 

to push it back and forth all day long, but the only ones 

up to the task were already employed swinging the stone 

gates of Mordor.  So we just keep a light chain up to 

control traffic through the day.   And we don’t hire 

trolls.  They tend to be a pretty surly lot, expensive to 

feed and difficult to train.  No, we hire normal guys as 

gate guards, though recently it has been pointed out that 

one or two of them may have acquired some trollish 

habits along the way.  

      One of the very few responsibilities of the guard in 

the gatehouse is to promptly lower the chain for 

authorized vehicles to pass through.  Rosanne driving 

our easily recognized 98 year old Land Cruiser is  

definitely an authorized vehicle.  But the chain is not 

going down.  It takes about 45 seconds at 5 mph to ease 

down that 100 meter stretch within plain sight of the 

guardhouse, passing between the tall Eucalyptus trees 

creaking and whispering and shaking their aprons in the 

land-sea breeze.  You can see the guard through the 

window and the open door of the guardhouse.  He 

definitely hears you (as I’ve pointed out, he’d have to be 

deaf not to) and he probably sees you, but he is doing his 

best to appear completely engrossed in official gate 

guard-house paperwork.   You give a little toot on the 

horn to wake him from his reverie to his primary official 

duty.  But he continues to pretend to be completely 

oblivious to your presence, so enrapt he must be in 

thought experiments in the advanced theoretical 

mechanics of the raising and lowering of a chain.  Now 

you recall that this very guard is the trollish one who 

never deigns to smile or acknowledge your passing, the 

one who seems to make it a point to make you stop on a 

hill and wait while he finishes an important conversation 

on his cell phone dictating to his wife whether there 

should be beans and rice or rice and beans waiting for 

him for dinner.  

      You have not yet come to a complete stop, and when 

he continues to ignore you, while spitting on the floor, 

you finally decide you’re not going to. Yep, that’s right, 

now traveling at one mile per hour you decide that 

you’ve had enough, and you drive right through the 

chain.  Ping!  Pang! goes the little chain.  The pedestrian 

waiting for a bus who was trying to get the guard to pay 

attention to the approaching car for the last half minute 

is now all eyes and open mouth.  Rosanne steps out of 

the car and asks the gate guard just what he was doing.  

He makes the next near fatal mistake of telling her that 

he thinks that everyone should stop and wait for him to 

recognize them.  One of the things that anyone should 

learn as a child, along with not sticking your head in a 

hornet’s next, is to never back-talk a hot, hungry Italian 

woman with campo fever, particularly the one who 

founded your place of employment.  Suffice it to say that 

the guard received a forceful example of the superior 

command of the Spanish subjunctive and command 

tenses, cleaned his spit off the floor, and went looking 

for a piece of wire to fix the broken chain.   

      What happened here, though it had the makings of a 

funny story to tell, was not a failure to communicate.   It 

was the failure to be recognized.  It was the cumulative 

sum of the disappointment of not being understood.   We 

need deeply to be understood. 



 

III   There is a long-standing family story about my 

beloved Uncle Jerry (I pray that I may see him one more 

time this side of the river).  When he was about 3 years 

old and a neighbor asked, “What do you think about that 

little man?” my Uncle Jerry responded, “Mister, I don’t 

tell my insides to nobody.”  He wasn’t being sassy, he 

had just already determined at 3 years of age that he 

should keep his own counsel. 

      When I was a kid, he was “Uncle Jerry” to me and 

my sisters but was “Dr. McKenney” or “Doc” to just 

about everyone else.  He was widely loved and even 

more widely respected by generations as the county’s 

country doctor, giving freely of his strength and his 

years, first in Crittenden, then in Union County, KY--

caring for the sick and injured in these rural places with 

uncommon skill and wisdom.  Yet he saved his private 

thoughts mostly for his close family.   He was one of my 

heroes growing up. 

      Now he is 87 years old.  His health and his 

concentration on this life are slipping.  When we were 

last in the USA in May of this year, Rosanne and I were 

at the funeral visitation for Gary Hill, a salt of the earth 

guy who was the husband of my wonderful cousin Jane.  

Gary was my Uncle Jerry’s son-in-law.  At the time of 

the visitation my Uncle Jerry became acutely ill and was 

taken to the Emergency Room of a local hospital.   We 

left the visitation and met him there at the hospital to see 

if we could help.    

      This was in the next county from where my Uncle 

Jerry had been “Doc” for more than 50 years.  This was 

a hospital and a city and a generation that did not 

recognize him.  The nurses and doctors were civil 

enough, but they talked about him as “the patient in 

seven” and addressed him as "Mr. McKenney."  Now, 

I’m not big on making much of the "Dr." title thing, but 

in my Uncle Jerry’s case, it meant that they just didn’t 

know who he was. They had no idea what caliber of 

saint lay there on the gurney in their Emergency Room.  

So, as courteously as I could, I re-introduced my Uncle 

as Dr. McKenney to the nurses and the doctor and the 

radiology tech. in the CT scan room. When I did, my 

uncle looked at me and shook his head and shrugged his 

shoulders.  The shrug and the shake of the head meant, 

“Thanks for trying, but it’s all right that I’m not known 

here.”  But it isn’t all right.  Even when we think it 

unlikely, we need deeply to be understood. 

      Now, I can’t fault Don Chago. If I were utterly 

unable to make myself understood, I think that I too 

would probably turn my face to the wall and wait for the 

crossing. 

      And I can surely understand Rosanne. It is a 

wearisome sacrifice to live for years and years among a 

people who never understand you.  Some days it’ll push 

you to drive right through the chain. 

I can particularly empathize with my Uncle Jerry.  We 

are wired similarly. I too would rather keep “my insides” 

to myself.   By the wise old age of 3, my Uncle 

understood that to volunteer your inner thoughts puts 

one at risk of being misunderstood. But I have this 

strange job, one of the requirements of which is to 

publically share something from the heart at least once a 

quarter.  I’ve often thought it must show something of 

God’s sense of humor.  But I also think it shows 

something of God’s economy.  

      He requires us to give up those things which we most 

highly value and gives us in exchange something of 

much greater value.  Being understood is something we 

need deeply.  Being misunderstood is something we 

keep the drawbridge up against. Only a God who had 

become flesh, dwelt among us and been despised and 

misunderstood could understand that.   This is one of the 

un-anticipatable paradoxes of our faith.  There is no 

other gospel like that.  For when He requires us to put on 

the line being misunderstood, He does so with the first 

hand knowledge of what it is like and the promise that 

one day He’ll make it right.  One day we will be known.   

In so many blinks of an eye, my Uncle Jerry and you and 

I and Rosanne will each know what Don Chago already 

knows for certain, what it is to be understood and to be  

appreciated for it. “For now we see through a glass, 

darkly, but then face to face. Now I know in part. Then 

shall I know, even as also I am known.” 
There is no other gospel like that either. 

      May God’s name be praised, 

   jcm 
 
 

Meet the Missionaries 

      As you pray for the work of the Lord at Loma de 

Luz, it helps to know some of the missionaries for whom 

you are praying.  We include Meet the Missionaries 

feature for that very purpose and introduce to you 

Christine Bell (who is pretty awesome). 
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
  

 

 
 

                                         Christine Bell     

 



Christine Bell, our lab director, came to know about 

Loma de Luz through a church that supported the 

Younts.  She first came to Loma de Luz for three months 

in 2005, then came back in 2008 and again in 2009, after 

which she began making preparations to come full time.   

      Christine arrived for full time service in January 

2010 and, since that time, not only has overseen the lab 

but also has become very involved in a local church in 

Margarita, where she teaches Sunday School to 7-10 

year olds.  She takes the kids from the Children’s Center 

with her to church on Sundays and is very involved in 

church leadership.  Christine calls Newman, Georgia her 

home in the states -- Cornerstone International is her 

sending agency.    
 

News and Needs 
 

Shortage  Acute staff shortages continue.  We still have 

a lack in terms of nurses, teachers for the bilingual 

school, and in construction and maintenance.  God's 

grace has indeed "brought us safe thus far" through this 

time of shortage...  We trust He'll also bring us safe the 

rest of the way out--and hopefully by means of leading 

more laborers into this field (instead of by means of 

something like we all die or all get amnesia and go join 

the circus or something).  So...please keep praying for 

our personnel needs. 
McKenneys in the US  The McKenneys will be in the 

US during the month of November.  If you’d like to have 

them at your church or local organization, email 

sally.mahoney@mchsi.com with a cc to 

mmmck@bellsouth.net and let us know.  If we can make 

the schedule work, we will. 

Upcoming Honduran Elections  The Honduran general 

elections, including presidential, parliamentary, and 

local elections, will be held on November 24.  The Lord 

knows the needs of this hard-pressed land, and they are 

many.  Pray for the voters’ safety and for  the people, by 

God's grace, to perceive which candidates are both wise 

as serpents and harmless as doves.   
 

     New hardback, full-color edition of Angels’ Tears 
 

      Some of you may remember that almost 15 years ago 

we published a children's book, Angels' Tears.  Some of 

you may have noticed it in the cabinet in Staff Housing, 

where many visiting volunteers stay--the cabinet which 

serves as Cornerstone's not-at-all-virtual store where you 

can buy Cornerstone t-shirts to help support the hospital, 

Honduran beach towels, jewelry made by local people 

out of shells and driftwood, etc.  This little book was a 

humble-looking stapled-paper affair materially.  But the 

words (by Jeff) and the illustrations (by Joe McCormick) 

are extraordinarily beautiful.   If you've been with us a 

really, really long time, you may remember that before 

that little paperback edition was made, the story was 

published in installments in this newsletter (and that was 

back when the newsletter itself was an even humbler 

affair by far than it is now--nothing back then but a 

photocopied  letter on typing paper).  But even back 

then, I knew that Angels' Tears was something very 

special.   

      The book tells the story of a fictitious boy, Tomas 

(or "Tomasito," as his family members affectionately 

call him).  Tomas is involved in a crippling fall from a 

horse and is taken to a recently-built and not-yet-trusted 

missionary hospital.  While there, as Tomas's body 

heals, he gradually comes to hear about a real Jesus and 

comes to put his trust in Him.  Tomas finds healing, 

hope, and a calling on his life.  The story, in microcosm,  

expressed the vision of what we hoped the Hospital 

would be one day--when it was built and in place and 

running.  The story was written when the Hospital's 

Foundations and concrete block walls were all there was 

to it...other than the vision, of course.   

      Now, a decade and a half later, that vision really has 

come to pass—not perfect yet, but still miraculous and 

good, for which we are extremely grateful.   

      When my last child was born, my husband and I  

named him Thomas--partly for my father, Tom, and 

partly for Tomas in Angels' Tears and all that Tomas 

represented.   

      Now my son Thomas is 13 years old, and the story 

so connected with his christening is being republished--

this time as a hardback book and this time with Joe 

McCormick's wonderful illustrations in color.  It makes 

me smile a quiet and happy smile. 

      This new edition of Angels’ Tears is published by 

The Nautilus Publishing Company, and it will be sold 

through the office of the Cornerstone Foundation 

(address in the letterhead) for $15 + $3 shipping.  All of 

the proceeds go directly to the work of Loma de Luz. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 

 

one of the new edition's illustrations 
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      In the years since Angels’ Tears was first written, as 

this new edition's preface says, ...tens of thousands of 

real Tomasitos have been cared for at Loma de Luz, 

hundreds of thousands of lives have been touched with 

outcomes like Tomasito's.  So this edition is offered in 

recognition of all the missionaries who sacrificed all 

they could at Loma de Luz to try to bring these outcomes 

to pass, and is dedicated to the glory of God who 

actually made them so…. and who counts and 

remembers every tear shed by men and angels 

        “Sometimes they weep for joy, you know.” 

 

May our God--who, astonishingly, cares so keenly 

about us that He keeps our tears in His bottle (Ps 56) 

and carves our names on His hands (Isaiah 49)--give 

you a glimpse of the future in eternity where tears 

(except those wept in joy) will be wiped away.  May the 

Lord who Himself wept--and probably did so more than 

once--give you the assurance that you are understood 

by Him very well indeed.  And may He grant us the 

mercy to see one another with greater understanding. 

 

 

Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone Foundation 
 


