
“...the stone which the builders rejected has become the cornerstone.”  Mt. 21:42 
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“For God, who commanded the light to shine out 

of darkness, hath shined in our hearts to give the 

light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the 

face of Jesus Christ.”               --2 Corinthians 4:6  
 

There’s a certain light between day and night 

From Bangalore to Brighton, 

As the darkness falls, the Master calls 

To who will keep the light on.  --Anon. 
 

 There is a certain time of light between the 

tropics of Capricorn and Cancer between sunset and 

nightfall when the sky passes through all of the 

colors of the spectrum.  At my house on the edge of 

the jungle, the wind off the sea dies down first, and a 

stillness settles.  The sky above and all that it lights 

below pass through the spectrum, from red, orange 

and  yellow, to shift toward indigo and violet. Day 

birds come to roost, and the creatures of the night 

begin to stretch and stir.  Then the first cool breath 

of air falls off the mountains and blows out the last 

of the daylight.   As I watch from my front porch, 

the whole play takes no more than half an hour, yet 

the time seems to stretch, to pause and stand still like 

a falcon at the zenith of her climb just before she 

stoops toward earth again.  

 On the edge of the jungle it may take half an 

hour.  But let me tell you, up in the jungle, it takes 

less than half that time.  The sky runs down the same 

spectrum, and the changing of the guard follows the 

same protocol, but the play takes place high above in 

the upper canopy.  Down on the jungle floor the 

change from day to night is more like the closing of 

a door. There a moth may cross a jungle trail at dusk 

fluttering from the last light of day on one side of the 

trail to disappear into full night on the other side.    

 Not but a handful of nights ago I was caught 

out by the dark on a jungle trail and thoroughly 

reminded how precious is the light.   I had been up 

in the quebrada, the jungle ravine above my house, 

walking a water line, repairing problems.   I’d been 

delayed by a broken section, and surprised that 

evening storm clouds had ushered in an early caída 

de la noche, nightfall, with the finality of a candle 

snuffed by the wind.  One moment I was wet and 

tired but walking a familiar trail toward home.  The 

next moment I was still wet and tired, but could see 

neither trail, nor the rocks and roots and fallen 

branches that cross it.  Five moments later I could 

not see my hand waved in front of my face, and was 

reduced to tentatively feeling my way along with 

hands and feet.   

 
A certain time of light 

 

 When I was a child I heard an expression for 

utter darkness--that something was as black as the 

inside of a witch’s hat.  You might imagine that this 

conjured up all sorts of scary images of darkness for 

my five year old self.  I thought of that as I shuffled 

and groped along from tree to tree.  I was grateful 

that I had gotten past the little cliffs the trail clings to 

before the darkness fell completely.   Now nearing 

the edge of the jungle, after another fifteen minutes 

“inside of the witch’s hat,” the trees spread farther 

apart, and then up ahead, even hidden by the last 

intervening ridge, I could tell where my house lay, 

for someone had turned a light on.  In so great a 

darkness, a porch light becomes a beacon.  

 As I came out into the open, and gaps in the 

cloud cover allowed small constellations of starlight 

through, I could walk a straighter line toward home.  

As I walked, I wondered whether one reason God 

had us stick it out here at this lonely outpost is just 

to keep a light on in the darkness.  So I’ve gathered 

three stories of what I mean by a light in the 

darkness.  They are not great epic dramas.  Like 

most of the work of keeping a light on, they are 

small stories, like candles in a corner.   But you get 
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enough candles together, and you’d be surprised 

how far they shine.   

                       Here is the first:  

      Beanssi is 8 years old.  In Spanish they 

pronounce her name “ Bee-áhn-she.”  But after 

meeting her, when Rosanne and I talk about her in 

English we call her “Beanzy.”  That seems to fit her 

personality just right.   Beanzy lives over in Trujillo 

with her Grandmother, who loves Beanzy to a fare-

thee-well, tries to keep a lid on her nuclear 

personality while rolling her eyes at Beanzy’s off-

the-wall observations, and hands her the cell phone 

for any function beyond talk and listen.  

”Beanzy” and Grandmother 
 

       Give her half a chance, and Beanzy will tell you 

the extended-play version of how she was injured.  

But the elements of the tale are as follows: She was 

out playing in the yard, having made a house out of 

an old broken umbrella.  A little dog came up and 

jumped up on her.  She fell back, and a piece of wire 

punched into her elbow.  Grandmother took her to 

the Public Health Hospital in Trujillo, where in two 

days they took one X Ray and decided to refer her to 

the Public Health Hospital in La Ceiba, since they 

could see she still had a piece of wire inside.  

Beanzy and her Grandmother took the 4 hour bus 

trip to La Ceiba and walked from the depot to 

Hospital Atlantida.  There they spent 4 or 5 days 

with exactly nothing being done for Beanzy, while 

her arm became more and more swollen and painful.  

One day, since nothing was happening at the 

hospital and they needed a change of clothes for 

Beanzy, they travelled into “El Centro,” the street 

market in the center of town.  Beanzy says she 

needed new “boksairs.”  When Rosanne asked if 

“boksairs” are shorts, Beanzy said “No!! Boksairs!” 

and lifted up her hospital gown to show off her 

boxers.   

      Down in the Central Market at the roadside 

kiosk that sells underwear, the proprietor was talking 

with Grandmother about life and boxers and 

whatever had happened to Beanssi’s arm.  

Grandmother recounted the story, and told how 

worried she was, since they were doing nothing at 

the Public Health Hospital and Beanssi was just 

getting sicker every day.  The underwear shop owner 

said, “Wait just a minute.  I know where you should 

go!” And, he told her all about Hospital Loma de 

Luz, what wonders happen there, and how we would 

take care of her.  The funny thing was that he had 

our number on his phone.  He said, “Let me make a 

call.” And he did, right there standing in the street at 

his underwear kiosk, and, turning back to 

Grandmother, he said, “Yep, they’ll take you.”   

     Grandmother thanked him, took the boxers in one 

hand and Beanzy’s hand in the other, went right 

back to Hospital Atlantida, gathered her things, and 

rode the buses straight out to Loma de Luz.  Beanzy 

was pretty sick by that time, so we admitted her, 

started her on antibiotics and pain medication, and 

the next day operated, taking the wire out under 

fluoro.  She did fine, and within a couple of days 

Beanzy was back to her sparky little self.  No big 

heroic deal.  We were just there when Beanzy and  

her Grandmother needed us…. And the boxer vender 

down in El Centro having our number on speed-dial 

still gives me a smile.…  A fellow’s got to know 

where the lights are in this darkening world.  
 

 Here then, is another story of a good 

result after a bad beginning, this one from Iain 

McKenzie, the director of Loma de Luz’s Foster 

Children’s Home:        
             \ 
     Sanctuary House Children’s Centre has seen 106 
different children pass through their care since it started in 
2006. Being like surrogate parents even for a short time 
makes it hard and painful when children leave, even when 
a child’s leaving is planned and returning to his or her 
family.  Even when we know it’s a “good leave,” it’s still 
hard for us to let children go.  But like families who watch 
their teenagers leave home and set out on their 
adventures, with all their plans and dreams and ideas, we 
wait and try to support from a distance and sometimes our 
fledglings just need to come home again, even if just for a 
while.  
 
 



 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                 Elkin 
 

       Elkin is one of these boys.  Elkin came to us after his 
mother was killed by a passing car, a hit and run on the 
narrow winding road from the dump (where she worked) to 
the corrugated tin barrio where they lived.  
      Losing your mother is bad enough when you’re 14 
years old, but when you have Spina Bifida and you can’t 
walk--in fact have no feelings at all below the waist--then it 
moves from traumatic to tragic. We collected Elkin after he 
had spent weeks on his back and had developed a 
number of bed sores.  After just over a year of care, 
therapy, good diet, regular bathing, exercise, and lots of 
encouragement, Elkin not only had his bed sores healed, 
but he was up and walking for the first time in his life. 
      We were all so thrilled.  We were also so devastated 
when Elkin decided he wanted to return to his family (who 
had so clearly been unable to provide the care he 
needed).  We had to let him go.  
      Elkin was back at home for 5 months when he called 
us and asked if he could come back.  We took him back 
and continued to work with him, and he has improved his 
walking so much. We also helped to motivate Elkin to 
learn to read and write; he has never been to school. 
Again, after being with us for six months, he decided he 
wanted to return to his family; again it’s hard to let him go. 
But we’ll keep the light on.…(As I am writing, this, Elkin 
has just called and asked to come back.)           –Iain 
 

      And finally here is a little story told to me by 

Julia Barnett of El Camino Bilingual School: 

      Brayan is one of the Kindergarteners at El 
Camino.  His Father, Rodney, is a mechanic in 
Lucinda.  You know him---everyone calls him 
“Gordo.”  So, Gordo brings Bryan his lunch box 

every day, rain or shine. Did you know that Gordo 
has now come to know the Lord through Harold (the 
school’s bus driver)’s ministry.  
     On one particular day a couple months ago, 
while Gordo was delivering the lunch box to me, it 
popped open because there was so much food inside. 
I commented that there sure was a lot of food for one 
little boy. Gordo said that at El Camino, the 
teachers have taught his son to share, so Bryan 
requested extra food so that he could share his snack 
with his classmates.        
      

 
                                 Bryan 

      Then Gordo choked up a bit and expressed his 
thankfulness that someone is teaching his son these 
important values. And, Bryan has continued to 
share with the other kids as a habit now.      --Julia 
 

     If you look for Colón on one of those night sky 

maps of light pollution, well, you won’t find us.  We 

aren’t on it.   We don’t live in one of those immense 

areas of green, yellow, or red blobs.  We live in one 

of those areas where it really gets dark at night.  

Along with not living in an area connected by cable 

TV, billboards, and talk radio, we are not constantly 

bombarded here with images of a world hurtling 

toward extinction.  But, I do read the news in the 

papers when I’m in the city, and on the internet 

when I’m not.  I hear of what is happening in the rest 

of the world on a personal level from friends and 

loved ones out there.  And to me, I sense we are in 

that time between sunset and nightfall when the sky 

passes through all of the colors of the spectrum.  

       I’m not saying that this is the end of the last day 

coming.  That has been declared all too often in 

human history and our Master has told us that only 

the Father knows when that hour will come.   



But the world has also seen periods of great darkness 

before, and in that darkness the Lord has always kept 

small points of light burning.  The trail to those 

small points of light is usually marked with small 

stories like these. Now I don’t know how long the 

twilight will hold, but I know that night is falling.  

And, for as long as He bids us stand, we’ll do our 

best to keep the light on.  

God’s grace, 

 

                              

Jefferson C. McKenney, M.D. 

- - - - - - - - - - -  

News and Needs 
 

Personnel Needs for El Camino School  The 

bilingual school still needs personnel for the coming 

school year (which begins in February).  The school 

will need 5 teachers and 5 teacher’s aides, and will 

have children in Preschool – 4
th
 grade.  To be 

qualified to work in the school, you need to have a 

college degree and be willing to teach in English 

from February through mid-November.  
 

Another Important Personnel Need We need a 

full-time hospital administrator to replace the 

missionary who has being doing that job (and doing 

it very well) but who will be leaving the field.  We 

are looking for someone who has a bachelor’s 

degree plus some background and interest in 

accounting or business administration.   
 

For other needs, please pray for sufficient funds, 

for favor with government agencies, and for strength 

and encouragement in the Loma de Luz community.  

I would encourage you also to browse our web site 

(www.crstone.org) and let the Holy Spirit quicken in 

you a sense of which needs He would especially 

have you  pray for. 
 

Amazon Smile  This is just a reminder that if you 

are an online shopper, you can support Cornerstone 

Foundation via AmazonSmile.  To do so, go to 

http://smile.amazon.com/ (or simply google  

Amazon Smile) and designate Cornerstone 

Foundation as the non-profit of your choice.  A 

small percent of your purchase will be donated to 

Cornerstone (but your price won’t go up, and there 

are no hidden fees).  You will see more than one 

Cornerstone Foundation; choose the Cornerstone 

Foundation of Biloxi, MS. Hey, with Christmas 

shopping around the corner, this would be a neat 

thing to do! 

                         - - - - - - - - - - -  
 

     Near the end of Thomas Cahill’s book How the 

Irish Saved Civilization, Cahill points out the 

obvious similarities between Rome shortly before its 

fall and the present condition of United States and 

the Western World in general.  He pondered the 

thought that if this civilization falls, then perhaps 

God will again use some small, forgotten ministry 

(perhaps a crisis pregnancy center in a rundown 

neighborhood) to carry light through the darkness 

and beyond it to the other side—as He had done 

through Patrick and Ireland (a seemingly very 

insignificant person and seemingly insignificant 

backwater place at the time).  In a very dark world, a 

small light makes a great difference.  At the time I 

read the book, nearly 10 years ago, I wondered if 

perhaps God would use Loma de Luz in that way if 

darkness fell (along with other small lights that 

might be scattered through dark times).  Perhaps He 

will.   

       Another great book which deals with falling 

darkness and kindled lights is Rosemary Sutcliffe’s 

The Lantern Bearers.  It is historical fiction set 

during the struggle of the historical (“King”) Arthur 

and his uncle Ambrosius against the invading 

Saxons who were only too glad to violently fill the 

vacuum left in Britain when the Roman legions 

departed and their empire fell.  Near the end of the 

book, one of the supporting characters says, “…It 

may be that night will close over us in the end, but I 

believe that morning will come again…though 

maybe not for the people who saw the sun go down.  

We are the Lantern Bearers, my friend; [it is] for us 

to keep something burning, to carry what light we 

can forward into the darkness and the wind.”     
      

May Jesus our Lord be your companion as you walk 

on in this journey, and may He use the light you 

bear. 

 

--Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone Foundation 

 

 

 
 
             As darkness falls, a light on the farthest hill 
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