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I lift up mine eyes unto the hills, from whence 

cometh my help. My help cometh from the LORD, 
maker of heaven and earth.        -- Psalm 121: 1,2 

 

I have loved this Psalm and the picture it paints 

for me ever since I was a child.  David seemed to be 

a man well versed on the subject of hills and where 

to look for help, both of which were apparently 

topics of interest to me from early on. David wrote 

those words more than 3,000 years ago, but the hills 

have not changed much, and the Lord has not 

changed at all. Out here on the edge of Colón, I lift 

up mine eyes unto the hills several times a day. If 

you lived where I live, you would probably do so 

too.  For one thing, except where it is sea, hills and 

small mountains surround you. For another thing, 

trouble does too, and you’d often be looking for 

“from whence cometh my help.” Sometimes in the 

early morning or at the end of day, when I look up to 

the familiar steep slopes of the San Antonios and the 

outriders of the Cordillera Nombre de Dios 

encircling us round about, I can almost see “the 

mountain …. full of horses and chariots of fire round 

about.” Elisha could see them. Gehazi had to be 

shown. 

Gehazi wasn’t much of a servant, if you ask me. 

His self-importance blinded him to the suffering of 

others, as in the case of the Shunamite woman (II 

Kings 4:27).  He cared more for his own desires than 

for his master’s, as in the business with Naaman (II 

Kings 5:20).  And, he couldn’t see angels, which for 

anyone, particularly the servant of a prophet, is a 

decided handicap. When Gehazi and his master 

Elisha were surrounded by the Syrian army at 

Dothan, Elisha had to pray to the Lord to “open his 

eyes, that he may see. And the LORD opened the 

eyes of the young man; and he saw: and, behold, the 

mountain was full of horses and chariots of fire 

round about Elisha” (II Kings 6:17). Frankly, I 

don’t know what Elisha saw in Gehazi.  I would 

have traded him in for Baalam’s ass. That laconic 

donkey served her master faithfully and without 

complaint, and she could see angels.  She was also 

undoubtedly cheaper to feed. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Having spent so much of my life in places which 

most sane people avoid if they can, places where the 

real world is not obscured by “the modern world,” I 

have met quite a number of people who have seen 

angels, and others who have apparently encountered 

them but didn’t recognize the company at the time. 

Doña Rubinia seems to fall into the latter grouping. 

Like Baalam’s donkey, she didn’t come barging into 

the hospital with a wild story about angels “standing 

in the way.”  Her story had to be pieced together in 

conversation with Rubinia and her daughter, 

requiring more patience and time than I thought I 

had just then. So Rosanne did it, and it took a couple 

of days actually.  But, like David, one could see 

right off that Rubinia knew “from whence cometh” 

her help. 

Doña Rubinia had been to Jutiapa to get two bars 
of soap and two 

small bags of 

feed for her pig. 

She was on her 

way back home 

to Diamante de 

Zion in a moto- 

taxi. A moto- 

taxi is an 

inexpensive 

means of public 

transportation 

ubiquitous in the 

developing 

world. 

Mechanically, they are two wheels connected by a 
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chain to a two-stroke engine with a third wheel to 

steer.  Or, to put it biologically, if a pony cart were 

crossed with a motor scooter, the offspring thereof 

would be a moto-taxi. In some places they are 

called tuk-tuks. In some places they are called auto- 

rickshaws or just rics; in others they are bahaji.  In 

Honduras we call them moto-taxis. Sometime in the 

past decade, as the population in this part of the 

world has grown, and the way out to Loma de Luz 

has changed from a mud and dirt track to a mud and 

dirt road, moto-taxis began to appear like army ants 

after a rain. North Americans, with their large 

concept of personal space, might expect a moto-taxi 

to have a maximum seating capacity of three people 

(three people with an adventurous spirit and an iron 

posterior): the driver in front, and two friendly 

people in back.  In the parts of the world they 

actually run in, moto-taxis routinely carry 6-7 adults 

and an indeterminate number of children or smaller 

livestock. 
 

 

Moto-taxi 

 

On this particular day, about 2 ½ months ago, 

Doña Rubinia was one of those 6 adults. She was 

riding in the front on the left hand side of the driver 

with her right arm around his shoulder and her left 

arm holding onto part of the roof. There is an 18 

year old boy on the driver’s right side hanging on in 

the converse arrangement. There are 3 adults 

sharing the 2 foot wide bench seat in the back.  (I 

don’t know where all of the supplies and minor 

livestock were situated.) A moto-taxi is “powered” 

by a 2 stroke “roughly 125” cc engine. That should 

work out to about 9 horse power, but where the cart 

wheels hit the road, it somehow only translates into 

about 3 family-dog power. Its top speed on these 

washboard roads would be governed by the fact that 

it has no shocks and no suspension, so the question 

is better stated, “How fast can you go before hitting 

the potholes throws you off the road?”  Fully loaded, 

they can make about 10 miles per hour on level 

ground.  Downhill they have been known to exceed 

40 mph before losing control.  Pulling uphill they 

are routinely passed by grazing cattle. 

About now, you may be asking, “Why all of 

this detail about the speed, passenger capacity, 

seating arrangement, etc. of a third world mode of 

transportation, and what does it have to do with 

angels?” Just be patient; I’m getting to it. 

Where was I?  Oh yes, so Doña Rubinia was 

riding along wondering whether it would be her left 

arm or her kidneys which would give out first, when 

the Taxista, (the driver of the moto-taxi), in the same 

voice in which he might say, “Make sure that your 

seat backs and tray tables are in the full upright and 

locked position, and all carry-on luggage is stowed 

securely beneath the seat in front of you” (if he 

could say that) announces instead, “Estamos siendo 

asaltados”  (we are about to be robbed). They were 

rounding a curve on that lonely stretch of road about 

2 miles west of Diamante de Zion as 5 armed men 

stepped out of the bushes at the side of the road. 

There is no reverse on a moto-taxi. And, did I 

mention the three dog-power engine and the 6 

passengers? There was just no way that driver could 

get past the hold-up or turn that little ship around 

and make a getaway. And, he knew it. 

So, the moto-taxi rattled to a stop not 5 feet 

from the line of bandits, and for just a second all was 

still, all was quiet. The moto-taxi with its passengers 

was over on the north (right hand) side of the dirt 

road. The 5 malandros (bandidos, bad guys) had 

come from the left hand (south) side of the taxi, the 

side Doña Rubinia was seated on.  If you were sitting 

in Doña Rubinia’s seat and extended your left      

arm straight out from the shoulder with your fingers 

spread wide, then your thumb and each finger would 

have been pointing at a bad guy, and you could have 

almost touched them with your hand. But Doña 

Rubinia never stretched out her left arm. Instead, the 

malandro who would have been at the “thumb” 

position raised a 9 mm automatic pistol from his side 

and shot her through her left arm and into her chest. 

He shot her from such close range that it set her best 

blouse on fire. He was meaning to kill her. He 

aimed the gun at her again, and Rubinia’s faith 

awakens from its first shock.  She calls out, “The 

blood of Jesus covers us!” And the killer freezes 

with arm extended, finger on the trigger, and  

Rubinia looking down the barrel. 

Apparently “Thumb” (from this point on, 

for the purposes of this narrative, I will refer to each 

robber by which finger would have been pointing at 

him in the original lineup), so apparently Thumb’s 

job was to shoot people. But he wasn’t too 

discerning about whom he shot. And, apparently 



these were local boys, because the guy right next to 

Thumb, Index (who was clearly the boss of this little 

handful of desperados) yells at Thumb, “Look what 

you’ve done.  You’ve killed Doña Rubinia! Now go 

shoot him” (pointing at the 18 year old boy to the 

right of the driver). But Thumb hasn’t moved since 

Rubinia called on the blood of Jesus.  In fact, he is 

frozen in that position with his eyes wide and 

focused in the middle distance on the far side of the 

road.  Index tries to shake Thumb out of his paralysis 

but can’t, so he goes around the front of the moto- 

taxi and grabs the 18 year-old boy by the scruff of 

the neck and pulls him out with his own pistol aimed 

at the boy’s head. Shot and bleeding, with a broken 

arm, and with her best blouse smoldering and a 

bullet in her chest, Rubinia shows her mettle. 

Fumbling with her little purse she tells them 

all, “Don’t hurt anybody! We are poor, but, here, 

take what I have.” (She holds out her now blood- 

smeared 200 lempiras--about $10.)  As Index drags 

the struggling boy around the front of the moto-taxi, 

he spits out, “No es un robo. Se trata de venganza.” 

(“It’s not about robbery; it’s about revenge.”)  Now 

Rubinia’s dander is up. “Vengence is the Lord’s!” 

she says. “You must repent!”  But Index is a bad 

listener and a bad man with a gun in his hand. 

Everyone else is still frozen as Index returns to his 

original position, forces the boy to his knees and 

puts the pistol to his head. Rubinia lifts up her eyes 

to the hills and declares, “Las Tres Personas 

Divinas, nos acompañan!” Why Rubinia called 

specifically upon the Holy Trinity in that way I 

could not say, but she clearly knew where to put her 

trust when the chips are down, for no sooner had she 

made this declaration than Index is thrown 

backwards across the road with his head landing 

under the fence and his feet just sticking out of the 

bushes. 

Yep, that’s what I said. With no visible 

struggle from anyone, Index was suddenly thrown 

backwards at least 15 feet by some invisible force 

and lay there in the bushes, out cold. When she 

began to relate this story to us, Rubinia said he 

seemed to have leaped backwards.  She thought, “If 

he is trying to hide, why doesn’t he crawl all the way 

into the bushes?” She was bewildered as to the 

strange way in which Index’s feet first flew up, and 

then his whole body shot backwards across the road 

and lay there. But, believe me--I’ve tried it--Carl 

Lewis could not come close to jumping that far 

backwards from a standing start. And bad guys 

don’t just up and throw themselves across the road. 

No, as far as I can tell, Index was picked up and 

thrown, quite suddenly and quite accurately, 

headfirst across the road. And Rubinia’s story was 

witnessed by at least 14 people, because just then a 

palm truck driver with his mate, and a motorcycle 

had pulled up. The driver saw the tableau and 

revved his engine. This seems to have awakened 

everyone, as if from a dream. 

Rubinia, still the Lord’s person “for such a 

time as this,” commanded the boy to get back in and 

the Taxista to get his moto going. The 4 remaining 

malandros, Thumb, Middle, Ring, and Pinkie, who 

had been frozen in their original positions all this 

time, seemed to awaken simultaneously, turned heel 

and ran for it, leaving Index lying there with his head 

in the bushes and his feet out in the edge of the road. 

In fact, as the moto-taxi puttered away, gathering 

speed as they pulled around the next bend, Rubinia 

looked back, and the last view of the scene she had 

was Index’s feet still lying there sticking out of the 

bushes.  Her fellow travelers were either trying to 

stop crying or were crying out their thanks to the 

Lord.  Rubinia turned back around, faced forward, 

and said to herself “Fíjase!” (which is to say 

“Imagine that!”). Then she lifted up her eyes unto 

the hills on the way to the hospital. 

I don’t tell cunningly devised fables, you 

know.  I’m just saying what I’ve seen and heard. In 

the civilized world, expecting God to show up may 

be considered primitively passé. In churches with it 

all figured out and God in a box, it may be de 

rigueur to somberly pronounce that wonders have 

ceased.  But out here on the edge of nowhere, it is 

not very civilized, the churches do not have it all 

figured out, and God is definitely not in a box. 

Where we live is not so much the third world as it is 

the real world, the majority world. Eighty percent of 

the people in the world today live on less than $10 

per day.  Every single person in this story lives on 

less than $10 per day, and half the people in the 

world today (including Rubinia) live on less than 

$2.50. Out here there is no AAA service, there is no 

cellphone signal to reach 911, no one would answer 

if you did call 911, and the police are definitely not 

the ones to call. Out here we know we need help. 

But Jehovah, the God of Israel, has promised that He 

will not forsake the poor  (Isaiah 41). And, He has 

promised that He will not leave his disciples desolate 

(John 14). Out here the roads may be full of 

malandros and Syrians, but the mountains are full of 

horses and chariots of fire round about. 

David knew a lot about trouble, about being 

in need of help. Again it was David who declared 

that for those who “abide under the shadow of the 

Almighty”… who make “the Most High their 

habitation”…. “ He commands the angels to guard 

you in all your ways”(Psalm 91). Whether you live 

in the third world or the modern world, the majority 



world or the developed world, and though that was 

3,000 years ago……… It is still true. 

So lift up your eyes to the hills, you might 

be surprised at what you see. 

God’s grace, 

JC McKenney, MD, FACS 

 

News and Needs 
 

Bilingual School – A year ago we showed you this 

picture of the Bilingual School children exploring 

the site of the planned new classrooms. 

.  

Much work has been carried on since then, and 

much has been accomplished. And much is still to 

come. 
 

 

Construction on Bilingual School 

We are now poised to either complete the structural 

shell of the second and third floors of the school 

building or to do the finish work on the first floor-- 

thanks to compassionate donors in the US (and a fair 

amount of hard work down here). Whichever way 

we go, we’ll need to trust the Lord for provision of 

the funds to complete the final stage of the work 

when this next middle stage is done. 

The picture to keep in mind is that 55 promising 

young children, children who otherwise would not 

be getting any kind of comparable education, are 

right now, today, getting an excellent education, by 

committed Christians, teaching values and morals in 

so many ways. And there are so many more young 

souls and minds that are starving for such an 

education. Please pray for this work—for guidance, 

for continuing provision of teachers, for the means 

to complete the construction, and for God’s blessing 

on the school in terms of spiritual covering and a 

blessed heritage. 

Loader –Our backhoe at Loma de Luz is something 

we have use for on pretty much  a daily basis. It is 

nearing the end of its lifespan.  What we use the 

most—and what we need to have available for the 

school construction, as well as for many other 

projects--is the front end bucket.  So we would be 

very grateful for a front-end loader and backhoe 

combined or the money to purchase one. We need 

either a new one or one that is used but in very good 

condition. Here are some of the specs which will 

hopefully help in knowing what would meet the 

need: John Deere or Cat (because of parts 

availability); 1 yard bucket; 70 hp; articulating; 

diesel engine; 4WD. 

ECFA Certification— 
The Cornerstone Foundation Accredited 

by National Financial 
Accountability Organization 

The ECFA (Evangelical Council for 

Financial Accountability) is an organization which 

conducts thorough reviews of charities in terms of 

their financial integrity, board governance, fiscal 

accountability, and impact. We recently received a 

letter from the ECFA announcing that as of 11 

March 2014 the Cornerstone Foundation has 

received their official seal of approval. This 

accreditation represents years of hard work and 

consistent effort on the part of the Cornerstone 

Foundation’s Board of Directors and Administrator 

to offer our very best in the business of being about 

the Lord’s business.  For a full accounting of the 

ECFA’s findings please see the article on the 

Cornerstone Foundation’s website: 

www.crstone.org. 

Staff Blessings and Needs—Blessings: We are also 

thankful to be able to say that we have a number of 
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additional Primary Care Doctors beginning full-time 

mission work at Loma de Luz, as well as a new 

Teacher at the Bilingual School and a Staff Housing 

Coordinator.  Needs: As the Bilingual School 

expands, so does our number of teachers needed. 

We need 3 more teachers for next year’s operation   

of the school. so please lift that up to the Lord in 

prayer. We are also looking for a Chaplaincy 

Director / Church Planter and for more help with the  

administrative work at the Hospital.  We would 

appreciate prayers for that as well. 

Medical Air Compressor--We are developing a 

small ICU, and the key piece of equipment we do 

not yet have is a Medical Air Compressor.  This 

piece of equipment would save lives. 

Electronic Newsletter—If you would like to receive 

the Cornerstone newsletter electronically via email, 

then follow this link: http://signup.crstone.org 

Ps 65:9- 12 Thou visitest the earth and waterest 

it…thou waterest the ridges thereof abundantly: 

thou settlest the furrows thereof: that makest it soft 

with showers: thou blessest the springing 

thereof….and the little hills rejoice on every side. 

Thank you so much for lifting up the needs 

of the Cornerstone Foundation in prayer.  And our 

prayer for you is that as you lift your eyes to the hills 

(if you live in flatlands, by the way, you can always 

cast your eyes upon the great hills of the heavens— 

the clouds) and look to the Lord for help, you will 

not only sense the Lord’s presence with you but will 

also experience moments of joy.  Have you ever 

stood quietly in a meadow in the springtime?  If you 

have, then you may have heard what I think is one of 

the most beautiful sounds on earth—the collective 

sound of thousands of tiny, thread-sized rivulets 

quietly trickling as they carry the swell of melted 

snow and spring rain through the grasses. And if 

you look around you this spring, you may find that, 

more often than you might think, the little hills 

around you are indeed rejoicing on every side. 
 

--Sally Mahoney for the Cornerstone Foundation 
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