
“...the stone which the builders rejected has become the cornerstone.”  Mt. 21:42 
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Casting all your cares upon him; for he 

careth for you.                     -- I Peter 5:7 

For unto us a child is born, unto us a son is 

given.         -- Isaiah 9:6 

      It was the smallest of observations from not the 

largest of four year olds which crystallized something 

for me.  If you read the last newsletter you might 

remember Maely. I told a part of her story to 

illustrate the tension of walking the line between 

insufficient knowledge and insufficient faith.   We 

are treating Maely for a bad infection and subsequent 

fracture of the bones of her leg.  She had seen more 

than her share of doctors, nurses, clinics and hospitals 

in the months prior to coming to us.  She comes from 

a place half a day’s travel from here.  Rosanne was 

preparing Maely for another surgery a few weeks 

ago.  Maely’s mother and Oscar (our medical-social 

worker and director of chaplains)  had just prayed 

with Maely when Rosanne came in to explain that 

Maely would not be stuck with a needle until she was 

asleep and that she would fall asleep by breathing in 

a little mask. Maely gravely listened from the place 

of honor in the center of the gurney.  Oscar, picking 

up on Maely’s relief, asked her mom to share what 

Maely had told her on the long trip to Loma de Luz 

that morning.   

      “I’m happy and not scared to be going to my 

hospital,” (as distinct from all of the others she had 

been to), she had said.  “They don’t hurt you at my 

hospital.”  Then cocking her head to the side she 

thought for a moment and asked, “¿Será que me 

quieren?”  In the lilting, quirky language that a smart 

four year old might come out with, she was asking, 

Would it be that I am dear to them?  That was the 

distinct impression of Loma de Luz which mattered 

the most to Maely, that we really loved her specially.  

     When I heard the endearing way she had stated 

the matter, it set something in place for me, as I hope 

it will for you.  This is what so many patients and 

family members had been telling us.  This is what 

was said by the sister of the man who had committed 

himself to God in his hospital bed yesterday, the man 

whose rotten foot we had amputated a couple of days 

before that.   

  

                 

 

 

                   

 

 

   

 

 

 

 

Maely in her favorite color 
 

      This is what she was saying when she stood up in 

Thursday’s Fellowship to express her gratitude and 

joy to have found Loma de Luz.   She had been 

praying for her brother’s salvation for more than 20 

years.  Her brother had been treated as if we cared for 

him, she said, and this had been the more powerful 

testimonial for the validity of the gospel than just 

words. “Eso es lo que necesitó,” she said. (“That is 

what he needed.”)   I realized that this is what has 

been expressed by each of the patients whose stories 

I’ve told this year.  Yes, they were happy and grateful 

to God (and secondarily to us) for the good medical 

outcome (often better than we deserved).  But how 

many more times had I heard, without noting it, that 

what really mattered, regardless of the outcome, was 

how we treated each person.  

      It occurred to me that each of the people, whose 

tales I’ve told in part this past year, might have 

become dear to you in some way.  You might want to 

hear how they are doing.  So, I present here a brief 

update, another small part of their story. 

      Maely is responding well to surgeries and 

medical treatment for her leg.  We just saw her most 

recently last week to change out her cast and renew 

her medications.  You might notice that yellow is her 

favorite color. 

                            ---------------- 
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                           Princess Laysha 
 

     Laysha  is the 6 year old girl with Cerebral Palsy 

who had never walked before coming to Loma de 

Luz .  I wrote about her in the July 2014 newsletter.  

This year Laysha was a princess in the quince de 

septiembre (the Honduran Independence Day) 

parade.  The photo speaks for itself.    

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

       We saw Doña Rubenia about 3 weeks ago when 

we removed a bullet from her ribs.  

I can’t recall if I 

told you when I 

wrote about the 

hold-up in which 

she was shot, that 

from the time she 

presented to the 

hospital, she had a 

dense radial nerve 

palsy from the 

gunshot through 

her arm.                                     Dona Rubenia 

      In the intervening months God has healed this 

paralysis too.  She was characteristically grateful to 

God, but just as characteristically non-plussed and 

unsurprised by this complete restoration of a dense 

paralysis as she had been by an angel throwing her 

assailant across the road. 
                  

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

       And, Aarón?  Many of you might remember 

Aarón.  I’ve written about him before. He is now 7 ½ 

years old, and we’ve been caring for him, at least 

every week or two since he was 2 ½.  Aarón has 

Xeroderma Pigmentosa.  One terrible consequence of 

this genetic condition is that he develops aggressive 

skin cancers from any sun exposure.  In the photo 

below you can see Aarón at a pool party we had 

promised him for surviving radiation therapy to his 

neck. When Rosanne mentioned to Aarón that she 

needed a list of the friends he wanted to invite, this 

little boy who can barely see from the scarring of his 

eyes, carefully wrote down the full names of 20 other 

little children, taking care not to leave anyone out. 

We had the party in the evening after the sun went 

down.  At the outset, Rosanne made a point of giving 

sunglasses and pirate bandanas to his friends from the 

Children’s Center, since Aarón has to wear 

sunglasses, even in the fading evening light, and a 

bandana to protect his skin (and to cover the bandage 

on his head).  She thought that if several of his buds 

were wearing the cool pirate get-up it would help 

level the playing field.  To his fellow pirates’ credit, 

they each kept the sunglasses on late into the evening 

when it would have been much easier to see without 

them.  

                      Aarón and 3 cool pirate friends 

                               --------------- 
   
      Yesterday (as I write this), Aarón was back in the 

pre-op holding area waiting for another operation to 

try to eradicate a cancer that has invaded through his 

skull to the membranes covering his brain.  For all of 

the damage on the outside, he is still a kind and funny 

and very smart little boy on the inside.  Jessica, one 

of our Operating Room techs, told us during that 

operation that when she brought Aarón into the 

holding area, carrying his big red A Curious George 

Christmas book, he informed her that he didn’t like 

the gurney in the corner that she was leading him to.  

He couldn’t see in that light any more.  She said, 

“Oh, and then which bed do you want?”  He showed 

her right away that he preferred the one under the 

window, and that he wanted to lie with his feet 

toward the window and his head at the foot of the bed 

so that he could read to everyone in the room.  Aarón 

knows the pre-op area all too well.  Jessica, of course, 

set him up in the gurney he preferred, and there he 

read Curious George’s Christmas to all of the patients 

and family waiting in the pre-op holding area.   



     Aarón’s birthday is on Christmas Day, you may 

remember.  Unless God does something 

unmistakably miraculous, it is not likely that Aarón 

will have another Christmas / Birthday on this earth 

after this one.  I just don’t have many more moves 

left against this insidious, intractable cancer enemy.  

It has gotten beyond where I can remove it 

completely.  I think everyone, including Aarón, 

realizes that we aren’t going to win this fight.  But as 

long as he can read to everyone, walk around 

checking on other patients, as long as he can hold the 

anesthesia mask himself to his own face, we are 

going to fight.  While operating yesterday, removing 

cancer that has invaded the membranes over his 

brain, trying to stay focused while feeling futile, I 

could sense God’s voice reminding me that we sons 

of Adam & daughters of Eve were not the only ones 

hurting for Aarón in that operating room.  And, until 

the end, which we can only put off, we are 

determined that Aarón knows he is very dear to us, 

all of us…. because he is. 

      It’s coming on Christmas, and I hear that it has 

been cold up in the USA.  When a cold front passes 

through North America, a winter storm will reach the 

North Coast of Honduras within a day or two.   

We’ve been having one storm following on the heels 

of the last for some weeks now.  Tonight the ragged 

remnants of the last storm are being chased across the 

stars “Like dry leaves before a hurricane fly.”  

Between those shrouds a shooting star is born in an 

instant out of Regulus, the Lion’s heart.  It catches 

your breath as it crosses the heavens and disappears 

in a heartbeat just beyond Rigel, in the boot of Orion.  

In the stillness which follows I think about  that star 

“which they saw in the east,” that “went before them, 

till it came and  stood over where the young child 

was” (Matthew 2:9).  What was that star’s name?  

Did it sing of the birth of the savior?   As it stood 

watch above the Christ Child, born to die in the place 

of men, did it wonder why God chose those tiny 

contentious creatures for such an incalculably  

recious gift?  I stood there in the night and wondered 

the same question… then whispered the answer to the 

heavens, ¿Seria que nos quiere? Could it be that we 

are dear to Him? 

May the Father grant you the assurance that you are 

that dear to Him this Christmas. 

In Christ, 

 

 

 

 

Jefferson McKenney, M.D. 

_________________ 

 

 

News and Needs 
 

Cornerstone Office-- A Home at Last:  Please note 

the new address, phone number and email address of 

this newsletter. We have told you about our newly 

acquired land with the unfinished office that needed 

revitalizing.  Recently a work team went to the 

Mississippi coast and was asked to give us a report:  

it speaks for itself.                                   --MMM 

     The group of seven-from-Tennessee arrived 

Wednesday, December 3. We're an eclectic crew: a 

plumbing guru, painting/dry-wall guru, master 

carpenter, can-do-man, expert supplier-and-keeping-

us-pointed-in-the–right–direction leader, and the two 

female BOSSES of everyone. God’s plan for this work 

has been abundant: sink/counter/hot water heater 

installed, cabinets sealed, a bathroom redone, 

cleaning (a lot!), and the assembling / placement of a 

well-house. Oh, and the entire building, wooden 

ramp and both porches pressure washed and sealed! 

      Each morning the team dines together on cereal, 

toast, coffee and a devotion.  Today we were 

reminded that our works of service here at the new 

Cornerstone office “enable” the kingdom work in 

Honduras. Psalm 133:1 says it succinctly: “Behold 

how good and how pleasant it is for brethren to dwell 

together in unity.”                                   --J. Coble 
 

Personnel—Please pray for the protection, health, 

and healing of the missionaries and staff in Honduras.    

It is the rainy season now, which means swollen 

rivers, difficult travel, washouts in plumbing, and 

many other challenges; so please pray for mercies 

regarding all of these things.  Please also pray for 

God to send more of the right people to the field—for 

the Bilingual School, for the Children’s Centre, for 

maintenance and construction personnel, and in other 

vital areas.   

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

Clouds and Clarity 

      I heard that Dr. Jeff and Mike Yost, with a couple 

of other missionaries and Honduran workers, were up 

the mountain above the hospital recently, surveying 

some land near the water source.  Clouds moved 

down from the mountaintop, enveloping everyone 

and making surveying nigh unto impossible.  It made 

me think of a time several years ago when I wanted 

to take two friends of mine to see a mountain peak 

which I had visited and been awed by a couple of 

years prior.  We made the long train trip to get to the 

town at the mountain’s base, and we sojourned for 

several hours, hiking up a trail which led to the 

summer snowline and a spectacular view of the peak 

and its companion glacier.  The trail was just as 

charming as I had remembered it being, but I was 

worried about our venture because this time the 



charming trail was just about all that could be seen—

due to a dense mist that was enveloping the entire 

upper portion of the mountain.   

     Finally we reached the scenic overlook at the 

trail’s end and near the summer snowline.  This first 

photo is a picture of me at the overlook.  As you can 

tell, the only thing to see at the overlook was blank 

whiteness.        After all the time and work of travel 

and hiking, there was not much reward for my 

friends.  We stood there disappointed and trying to 

think of things to say to cheer one another up, but not 

having much success.   

       

 

 

 

Suddenly and without warning of any kind, the fog 

rolled back.  Where the white nothingness had been 

moments before, there was now a vista of crisply 

defined peaks, intensely blue sky, and all the beauty I 

had hoped my friends would see.  We rejoiced, 

played in the snow, took photographs, and eventually 

just sat quietly soaking up the view.     

       As we continued to sit, the fog rolled in again.  

Then it rolled back out again.  It continued to roll in 

and out during our entire time up there, completely 

uncontrollable by us. 

  

The sublime beauty and reality of the mountain was 

there all the time.  Sometimes it was radiantly visible.  

Sometimes it was so completely hidden that it felt as 

if the mountain were not there, indeed felt as if 

nothing were there at all.  Then once again the clouds 

would roll back to reveal the breathtaking grandeur 

and solidity of the mountain top.      

I pray that during this Christmas and in the 

New Year you will be given moments when the 

clouds roll back and God’s glory flashes upon you.  

And may those brilliant glimpses give you the faith 

you need as you walk on with the Lord.       

--Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone 



On the Ground:  Mackenzie Slater, Katie Stockton with Kyler , Peter Stockton  Koley. Chrysti Andino Reeck, 

Vance & Susan Pirkle, David & Meredith (holding Ella A.)Alexander, Daron Dykema, Jeff & Rosanne 

McKenney, Iain Mckenzie, Dave Fields, Jordan Boom, Kathryn Goodloe, Christine Bell (on fender),  Peggy Yost. 

On the Truck:  Kenna & Kinizie Stockton, Caleb Pirkle, Josue Isaac (a patient), Amanda Andino, Alexander 

Andino, Sam McKenzie, Josiah Alexander, John Alexander, Jacob Alexander, Benjamen Fields, Phillip Pirkle, 

Liz McKenzie, Marinajo Fields, Sarah Pirkle, Rebecca Pirkle, Mariah Fields, Hannah McKenney, Mike Yost. 

Away:  Julie & Estelle Barnett.  Heather Matthews, Judith Blumhoffer, Joel & Cinthya, Linda, Lisa, and Lucas 

Tumlison, Mark & Heidi Merritt 

May Immanuel light your Christmas and New Year. 

          --The Cornerstone Missionaries and Families

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


