
“...the stone which the builders rejected has become the cornerstone.”  Mt. 21:42 
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Faithful is He who calls you, who also will do it. 

–I Thessalonians 5:24     
 

                  Kindergartners Graduating 
 

      OK, So maybe I was daydreaming a little bit 

somewhere between the fourth and seventh stanzas of 

Tu Bandera (“Your Flag”), the Honduran national 

anthem.  Don’t get me wrong; I have come to love 

that strangest of all strange national anthems.  But 

even a diehard fan like myself has to admit that this 

love is the kind of fondness one feels for their Aunt 

Myrtie, whom you love not because she is so clever 

and beautiful.  (She is neither.)  But you love your 

Aunt Myrtie because she is your Aunt Myrtie.   My 

fondness for Tu Bandera began when our boys 

attended public school in the village of Balfate, and 

they sang it at school assembly every morning.  It is 

generally sung at every semi-official Honduran event 

(of which there are plenty), so I’ve faux sung it many 

times until I finally had to learn it.  That vital adjunct 

to my education occurred when I had to prepare to be 

examined on all 8 stanzas in the process of qualifying 

as one of the few foreign nationals to obtain a 

permanent Honduran Medical License.  I kid you not, 

of all the off-the-wall requirements for a medical 

license thrown at me, that one ranks right up there 

with the time….. well, I’ve already wandered too far 

afield since this story is really neither about getting a 

Honduran medical license nor about singing the 

Honduran national anthem. 

     As I said, the Himno Nacional is sung, often in its 

entirety, at every Honduran official event.  This 

particular official event was the Graduation 

Ceremony for the 2014 Kindergarten Class of 

Escuela Bilingue El Camino, Loma de Luz’s 

Bilingual School (http://www.crstone.org/el-camino-

bilingual-school/ ). A Kindergarten graduation is a 

big deal in Honduras, and so we sing all eight 

stanzas.   

      It seems that sometime after the anthem’s 4
th
 

melody redirection and the 7
th
 abrupt change of 

tempo, while singing about the band of snow and the 

bare summit of the volcano part (Honduras has 

neither snow nor volcanoes), and just where the 

Anthem tries to tie in to the French Revolution 

(which also has nothing to do with Honduras) and the 

Goddess of Reason (who must shudder every time 

she hears Tu Bandera), well, maybe I was 

daydreaming.  And here is where my daydreams took 

me.  

     .... The world roared past and the wind blew the 

August sun off my back.  The martial four beat gallop 

felt in my bones like thunder drumming its fingers. I 

had one purpose in lif: to hold on.  So hold on I did.  

      We had walked out toward the big open field we 

called Number One, my cousin Jill and I, meandering 

barefoot through a mid-summer morning, surrounded 

by the hay stubble and honeysuckle world of endless 

possibilities called Sycamore Springs, our family’s 

farm.  Jill is about a year younger than I am, I think.  

I must have been six going on seven years old that 

month.  I cannot recall whether we had gone out 

looking for the horses with intent aforethought, or 

whether we were just wandering among the 

blackberries and buck bush at the end of the big pond 

when I saw them in the shade of the trees which 

populated the fence line between Number One and 

Number Two.  Not being very long on planning in 

those days, it was probably the latter, but I do 

remember recognizing from afar an opportunity to 

show off for my cousin (my default settings of that 

age so long ago). A sketchy plan just grew of its own 

accord.  Among the horses, under the walnut trees a 

way down the fence line, I saw Fancy next to her 

comical little pal, Blackjack.  

      Blackjack was a stubby-legged, hammer-headed, 

foul-tempered, jerky-gaited, shaggy little Shetland 

mix.  He liked to bite, swallow air, roll on a rider, 

run you under trees or along barbed wire, stop dead, 
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and balk.  In short, he knew every trick to show you 

who is boss (him, of course), and that he would suffer 

neither bit nor saddle. For the life of me, I don’t 

know why we kept him around except that Fancy 

loved him.  Fancy, on the other hand, was a beautiful 

sorrel-coated Standardbred with a white stocking 

and a small white blaze on her forehead.  She was 

tall, 16 hands, impossibly tall for a barefoot, six year 

old boy.  She had long legs, aristocratic lines, an 

intelligent face, and a sweet, if high-strung, 

disposition.  Fancy was my Uncle Jerry’s horse, bred 

for harness racing, and we weren’t supposed to break 

her gait (to let her get past her exceedingly smooth 

trot).  But she loved to run, and she could run like the 

wind when my Uncle wasn’t watching.  Though I was 

too little for anyone to think of letting me ride her, I’d 

always been attracted to that horse. In fact, she had 

just about killed me one time when I was three.  She 

reared up and swatted me in the head.  It was my 

fault, as I had reached up to touch her nose without 

her knowing I was there.  Being so small, I’d spooked 

her.   My Uncle stitched me up on the picnic table, 

and my head and my brain, although somewhat the 

worse for wear, recovered for the most part.  But I 

never got over wanting to ride her.  

      That August morning I saw my chance, and a 

chance to show off for my cousin to boot.  What could 

be better?  I asked Jill if she wanted to see how an 

Indian dismounted.  I’m not sure where that question 

came from, since I’d never actually seen an Indian 

(dismounting or anything else).  But somewhere I’d 

gotten the idea that they mounted and dismounted 

opposite of a cowboy, which of course was from the 

left side.  So I figured they must just slide off the 

right.  Not waiting for an answer, I left Jill at the gate 

and ran across that high, flat hayfield.  It was a lot 

farther than it looked at first, but I used the extra 

time to work out how I might pull this off. I knew I 

could get up on Blackjack, and from there I figured I 

could jump off his back and onto Fancy’s.  I could 

visualize that part pretty well, and before they 

noticed what was happening, and before Blackjack 

could turn his head and bite me, I’d vaulted onto his 

back, stood up, and jumped onto Fancy’s.  She turned 

and looked at me with at first a slightly puzzled, then 

a conciliatory, expression as if she recognized, “Oh 

yes, this is that poor, crooked-headed little boy I 

swatted 3 summers ago.”   Perhaps she was still 

feeling a little sorry about that, because she let me 

steer her out into the open field by pulling on her 

mane.  She walked a little farther north, away from 

the gate & toward what we called “the iron mine 

section,” and then I turned her head back toward 

home.  She seemed to think about things for a 

moment, and then started off toward the gate in her 

easy trot.  So far I thought things were going along 

swimmingly and was just beginning to imagine how 

to pull off this “Indian dismount” trick when Fancy 

decided to pick it up a notch and stretch her legs out 

into the three beat rhythm of a canter.  I responded 

instinctively by clutching her flanks with my bare 

feet.  Either that was all it took, or, noticing that she 

was heading back toward the barn, Fancy thought 

she’d pour on the gas; but, for whatever reason, she 

bolted like we were shot out of a canon.   In a 

heartbeat we were barely touching the ground.  I 

couldn’t see for the wind in my eyes.  So I put my face 

down along her neck and focused on the far away 

gate hurtling toward me. The world roared past, and 

the wind blew the August sun off my back.  The 

martial four beat gallop felt in my bones like thunder 

drumming its fingers. I had one purpose in life: to 

hold on.  So hold on I did--with my toes and my knees 

and my elbows and my fingers and everything in 

between.  I would have held on with my teeth had 

they not been clinched tight to keep my heart down in 

my throat.   I had no intention of letting loose till ten 

minutes after the world came to a complete stop.  But 

then the strangest thing happened: I did the Indian 

dismount.   

         Just as I was passing my cousin Jill, whose 

mouth was in the shape of a  θ  and whose eyes 

looked like O O‘s, just as I went past her, my left foot 

came up over the withers,  I straightened both legs 

and pointed my feet ….. and slid down Fancy’s right 

shoulder.  Part of me watched in horror as the rest of 

me went through the motions of the Indian Dismount 

from a rocketing train. I dropped for what felt like 10 

minutes--long enough for part of me to wonder why 

in the world I had left a perfectly good rocketing 

train. The part of me that wanted to shout “Get back 

on the horse, you fool!” was something we can all 

understand; but the part of me that went through the 

motions and jumped off that horse must have just 

trusted that it was going to work out, or that someone 

was going to catch me. …..Perhaps it was that swat 

on the head when I was three? ...... 

 Now, with a burr-headed, barefoot boy flying 

through the air at 40 mph attempting to land an 

Indian dismount, I’m going to have to depart from  

this story ( you’ll have to ask me sometime how it 

turned out) because now we have finished singing  Tu 

Bandera, and Rosanne is getting up to give the 

commencement address.  Though she doesn’t enjoy 

public speaking (who does?), she always prepares for 

it well and does a great job.   
 



 
                 Beginnings are perilous times. 
 

      This year’s message has to do with “beginnings 

are perilous times.”   I don’t know if the 

kindergartners are getting it.  She uses the laying of 

the foundation of the leaning tower of Pisa as an 

illustration and shows a picture of the leaning tower.  

They think that is cool.  She talks about how the 

foundation of a great education is set in the stones of 

the morals and the values that are taught from the 

beginning. It is pretty much all the kindergartners can 

do to sit still and not talk when others are talking, 

stay in line when getting up and down from the stage, 

and not to grab the little tassels dangling off their 

neighbor’s sky-blue mortarboard hat.  But a 

Kkindergarten commencement address is not so 

much meant for the kindergartners.  It is meant for 

their parents, and the parents are interested, invested, 

enthralled, and beaming with pride at the opportunity 

that their children have--something they never had, 

an opportunity for a future and a hope.  In the 

affluent developed world there might be many 

options for a high quality education for children, but 

not so out here.  There is no other educational 

opportunity to compare with it out here.   The parents 

get it, believe me.  They can see what a tremendous 

blessing from God such an education will be for their 

children.  We can too, of course.  We want that for 

them, for their parents, for this community, and 

ultimately for this nation.  And we can see that this is 

the kind of work we have been commissioned as 

Christians to carry forth. We are commanded to do 

this:  “Go ye therefore, and teach (μαθητεύσατε) all 

nations,….teaching (διδάσκοντες) them to observe 

all things whatsoever I have commanded you…” 

(Matthew 28:19-20).  What better place to start than 

Kindergarten?  With each graduating Kindergarten 

class we can see more clearly how important this is, 

and at the same time how terrifying. That graduation 

was in November, and those kindergartners were all 

looking forward to starting first grade in February.   

 We currently have nearly 80 bright and 

promising souls enrolled in fulltime study at El 

Camino in Pre-Kinder, Kindergarten, First, Second, 

and Third grades.  We need a committed Teacher and 

a committed Teacher’s Aid for every year / grade 

level.  That adds up to at least eight qualified, willing 

and committed people. At the time of the 2014 

commencement speech, obtaining the needed 

Teachers and Aids seemed about as likely as leaping 

off and landing, not one, but 8, Indian dismounts at 

the same time.  At the time, we had only one 

Teacher, and 2 Teacher’s Aids definitely committed 

for the 2015 school year. 

      Yet, I must bear witness that in much the same 

way that He rescued that reckless, burr-headed, 

barefoot 6 year old boy in mid-air, so did our God 

provide these 8 missionary Teachers and Teacher’s 

Aids—great Teachers and Teacher’s Aids, in fact,  to 

catch these 80 students.  Some were re-committing 

from the previous year, and some were “out of the 

blue.”  All of them heard the calling in various ways, 

and all responded to it in the months just before 

school was to start.  But here –well, here comes the 

next jump-off-the-horse part--we presently 

potentially have 1 Teacher and 2 Teacher’s Aids that 

have committed for the next school year (2016).  We 

will need 10.  (Remember, we add a new grade every 

year and need 2 educators per grade.) 

        In II Corinthians 5:7, the Apostle Paul enjoins 

us:  “… for we walk by faith and not by sight.”  

Many people can quote this verse while driving nice 

cars on nice roads in nice cities to the north of here.  

But Paul was not talking about the faith that we’ll 

find a parking spot when we need it.  He was talking 

about the Faith that leads one to be “willing rather to 

be absent from the body and to be present with the 

Lord” (5:8).  He is talking about the trust it takes to 

be willing to give it all up and walk out on thin air, 

making it “our goal to please Him” (5:9).  It is my 

prayer that this story reaches some who could join us 

and help in this school carrying the “message of 

reconciliation” which “He has given us” (5:20) to 

these children in 2016 and beyond.  It is my prayer 

that this message reaches many who will in some 

way be involved in this work He has given to each of 

us.  I mean, after all, didn’t He rescue you in mid-air 

too?  
  

God’s grace, 
 

Jefferson McKenney, M.D. 

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

 

Meet the Missionaries—The Pirkles 
 

Every so often we try to introduce a Loma de Luz 

missionary or missionary family (in order of arrival 

on the field), and it is high time we introduced you to 



Vance and Susan Pirkle.  Vance is an ObGyn, and 

Susan is the Hospital Administrator.  They have 

served at Loma de Luz for going on 4 years now and 

are a thoroughly appreciated blessing.  They have 5 

children—from high school age to college age (their 

oldest just graduated from college and will be serving 

with the mission Transworld Radio).  Susan is from 

Jacksonville, Florida; and Vance hails from 

Sycamore, Georgia.  The Pirkles also served in 

Zimbabwe from 2005-2009.  We are thankful indeed 

to have them. 

The Pirkle Family 
----------------------------------------------- 

 

News and Needs 

 

Beauty for Ashes  Some of you will remember an 

email prayer request we sent out for a missionary 

family, the Rileys, who had been in a serious 

automobile accident.  Thank you for praying for 

them.  Some of them required multiple surgeries, but 

they have made a full recovery and are now 

ministering in the Loma de Luz community—

teaching in the Bilingual school and working in 

community development (14 home Bible studies  

were founded in one week alone—a culmination of 

much work and prayer in this region).   
 

Casting Bread on Wide Waters   Over the years 

your prayers, donations, and volunteer work are 

things God has used to bring about the reality of 

Loma de Luz, something that just couldn’t have 

happened in the natural. But here it is.  God did it. 

Now, it appears, we are entering an era of an      ever-

widening casting of bread upon the waters.  The 

Honduran government has asked us to take on health 

clinics in our region—including remote areas such as 

the Cayos Cochinos (islands) and not-easily-

accessible mountain communities.  The Children’s 

Centre, Bilingual School, outreach partnering in local 

village public schools, vocational training, and the 

other ministries which Loma de Luz provides are 

growing exponentially in terms of bearing fruit and 

invisible lines of connection.       

        As we look ahead at how best to use the next 20 

years, we see other groups around the globe who are 

hoping to build similar outreaches, similar hills of 

light.  We want to begin to share with these groups 

what we have learned over the years.  We hope to 

each year send a Loma de Luz missionary or 

missionaries to spend time sharing with and 

mentoring one or more of these ministries.  The 

vision is an exciting and encouraging one.  And, it is 

beginning.  This May, one of our doctors will be 

heading to Togo to assist medical missionaries there.   

The Lord has brought us a long way.  May He bless 

this era of widening work.  Please pray for the safety 

and direction of all involved.         

 

GuideStar  Some of our good news this issue is 

connected to an organization, GuideStar, which you 

may not have heard of but which is a significant one.  

GuideStar (founded in 1994) was the first US 

organization to serve as a central source of 

information for rating the financial accountability of 

non-profit organizations--verifying that donated 

funds go where intended, etc.   Cornerstone 

Foundation was recently awarded the Gold level of 

recognition, GuideStar’s highest—a blessing 

indeed.      
 

Cornerstone and Social Media  The Cornerstone 
Foundation is officially on social media.  We would 
like to invite you to like and follow these pages if you 
are active on them: 
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/crstonefoundation 
Twitter: https://twitter.com/CornerstoneLDL 

Instagram: https://instagram.com/thecornerstonefoundation  

If you are not active on any social media, then we 

would still encourage you to pass the word on to 

friends who are.  We plan to share the latest updates, 

projects, photos, and stories from The Cornerstone 

Foundation and Loma de Luz on these social media 

channels.      
 

Bridge Repair  The repair / rebuilding of  the cable 

bridge between Staff Housing and the Hospital is 

almost complete.  We are grateful to all who have 

made it possible.  The work involved many years of 

planning and work by long-term missionaries, much 

time, expertise, and materials graciously donated by a 

US Engineer, and the efforts of both visiting 

volunteer work-teams and of local, national staff.   

https://www.facebook.com/crstonefoundation
https://twitter.com/CornerstoneLDL
https://instagram.com/thecornerstonefoundation


                        Bridge from the east side.               

 

Cornerstone Foundation and AmazonSmile       

As some of you may know, Amazon.com has a 

program, AmazonSmile, in which you can have 0.5% 

of your purchases donated to a 501 (c) (3) of your 

choice.  Cornerstone Foundation is on the list of 

charitable organizations from which AmazonSmile 

customers can choose (and the price of the item you 

are buying does not change, nor are there any hidden 

fees).  If you use any search engine to search for the 

url below, it should link you directly an 

AmazonSmile page where you can select 

Cornerstone Foundation as your charity.  If you are 

receiving the newsletter electronically, you should 

simply be able to click on this link:   

http://smile.amazon.com/ch/64-0819423.   

 

Needs  Pray for needed funds for the work at the 

rapidly growing Bilingual School—walls, gates, 

housing for teachers, and more.  Please also pray for 

teachers and aids for 2016 school year.  Please also 

pray for the Lord to send just the right long-term 

missionary childcare workers to join the work in 

the Children’s Centre.  Pray for the safety of the 

Loma de Luz community.  And pray that God’s love 

would be the identifying feature which marks all the 

facets of service undertaken—large and small--in His 

name.     

 

   --Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone Foundation 

P.S. Many of you have heard about and prayed for 

Aarón, the little boy with Xeroderma Pigmentosa, 

whom Dr. Jeff has called “a great soul in a little 

boy’s body.”  He was mentioned most recently in the 

December newsletter (the boy who read A Curious 

George Christmas to all the other patients in pre-op 

and who enjoyed the pirate pool party).  Thank you 

for praying for him.  Aarón did make it to his eighth 

birthday, which was a great one.  He passed away a 

few days ago in the McKenzie’s house where he was 

being cared for at the Sanctuary Children’s 

Center.  Surrounded by his Mother & Father and the 

many others who loved him,  Aarón lived each day 

knowing that he was greatly loved, and passed from 

the earth having been visited by Jesus in dreams, and 

looking forward to running and playing and eating 

and being whole there with Him.  We look forward to 

the reunion, beyond Jordan.    
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