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And so it was, that, while they were there, the 

days were accomplished that she should be delivered. 
       

And she brought forth her firstborn son, and 

wrapped him in swaddling clothes, and laid him in a 

manger; because there was no room for them in the 

inn.                                                 --Luke 2: 6, 7 

 

 

 By this point in their journey, all conversation 

had died off.  It would have been too much effort to 

talk above the noise of the surf anyway.  So they 

stolidly trudged together down the beach as the stars 

came out.  The few lights of Balfate blinked on across 

the water, about three miles to the west, the direction 

in which they were heading.   

The Caribbean Sea, in its age old battle with 

the land, doesn’t make so much of an overwhelming 

roar as it breaks upon the shore as in other parts of the 

world.  It is more like distant thunder, one wave 

rumbling and the next one grumbling before the first 

one hisses back into the sea.  But when walking down 

a beach with the sea breaking at your feet, you have to 

have something to say for it to be worth the effort to 

speak.   So the girls walked on in silence, their breath 

an unheard counterpoint, their bare feet whispering in 

the sand. 

   The initial excitement of sneaking out and 

striking off through the palm groves in the dusk had 

been filled with anxious snippets of conversation, 

nervous giggles and a furtive looking back over their 

shoulders, for they knew what they were doing was 

wrong.  The two girls were heading off from the 

Sanctuary Children’s Home without permission.  

Running away they were, yet in their adolescent 

fantasies they both looked at it more like running 

toward some home, the kind of home they knew other 

children had with a Mother and a Father and a house 

full of relatives who cared for them.  At Sanctuary 

Children’s Centre, there are some children who, 

though they come from nothing like a “model home” 

(or they wouldn’t be there), they have some 

semblance of a family somewhere that they can visit 

sometimes for the holidays when school is out.  Iain 

and Liz, the Children’s Centre Directors, work hard to 

accommodate that and keep those connections alive.  

  Then there are kids who have no one even to 

visit, not even briefly.  It is harder on these children 

when they see some of the others excitedly preparing 

to go visit their Aunt or Grandmother.  These girls 

were in the latter group.  They had no one to go to, 

and as the end of school for the year came into sight, 

and others began to talk of visiting their “families,” it 

weighed on them all the more heavily.  

 This was something they both wanted so 

deeply that they had made up a story between 

themselves about how a Cousin of one of them lived 

in Rio Esteban and had come by to say that an Aunt 

living in Balfate wanted them to visit.  He was going 

to pick them up on his motorcycle and take them to 

visit her.  This was something they wanted so deeply 

that they sort of believed this story they had concocted 

between themselves and were willing to turn their 

backs on the only safe place they had ever known, the 

only place they had ever known where people actually 

did care for them.    

The story was a fantasy, of course.  There was 

no cousin in Rio Esteban.  There was no Aunt in 

Balfate. The girls were not related even to each other, 

and between the two of them they did not have two 

Mothers and two Fathers, much less scores of relatives 

who cared about them. Between the two of them they 

had one no-account-run-off-belongs-in-prison father 

of one of the girls, and one no-account mother of the 

other girl, who had abandoned her child to go live 

with another man.  They had no other known relatives, 

no plan, no money, no phone …. just this half-baked 

story that they half-believed, and a longing for 

someplace they couldn’t imagine very clearly.  

 They left the beach at La Quinta and climbed 

up to the hard packed dirt of the coast road.  They 

walked that to Balfate, then just wandered around the 
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sandy streets passing in front of other people’s houses 

who were closing their doors for the night and putting 

their own children to bed.   Eventually they happened 

to encounter one of their teachers.  She stopped and 

asked what they were doing.  They had no real answer 

of course. So she told them that they shouldn’t be out 

down here in Balfate this time of night--that they 

needed to just call Iain and have him come and get 

them.  They of course didn’t have a phone between 

them.  Their teacher said that she’d call, but her phone 

was broken, so they should just go along right now to 

Izzi’s house and have her call Iain.  Izzi used to work 

at the Children’s Centre.  So, they did, and Izzi called, 

and Iain came and picked them up. That is pretty 

much all there is to this plain and rather pitiful little 

story.  

 Iain told me the next day.  He was still hurt 

and mad because the girls had persistently lied to him 

with the Cousin and Aunt story even after he brought 

them back.  I was pretty frustrated with them myself 

for having turned their backs on those who cared for 

them.  But we both knew enough of what it is to be a 

pilgrim on this earth to see what was driving them to 

leave those who cared for them and to lie about the 

reason why.  They were longing for something built 

into the soul of every one of us.  Even though they’d 

never even seen it “afar of,” they were longing for 

home.   Iain wisely meted out the punishment that 

each had to write down the story of what they had 

done.  And that was the end of it.  

 There is an understated little interchange 

recorded in the gospels; juxtaposed as it is, between 

grander events, it is often overlooked. You might have 

noticed it, but passed on by, like a field of flowers 

seen from the road between the city you’re coming 

from and the one you must reach that day. You’ll find 

it tucked away in the 8
th
 chapter of the Gospel of 

Matthew.  Jesus comes down from giving the Sermon 

on the Mount.  He heals a man with leprosy, then 

heals the centurion’s servant.  He is just about to 

board the boat from which He will calm the raging 

storm with a few words.  But just before He boards 

the ship, a scribe comes to Him to declare, “Teacher, I 

will follow you wherever you go.”  Jesus’s response 

gives to the scribe and to all of us an object lesson on 

the price of following Christ. It also gives us a 

glimpse into Jesus the man, longing for home.  Jesus 

replied, "The foxes have holes and the birds of the air 

have nests, but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay His 

head" (Matthew 8:20).  

 Imagine the unfathomable paradox that this 

same Jesus was “the Word” who was “in the 

beginning with God,” of whom it would be written 

that “All things were made by Him.”  This 

unimaginable being, full of light and grace and truth, 

who had the right to be at home anywhere in all of the 

universe, instead “became flesh and dwelt among us.”  

And, all of the time of His sojourning on this planet, 

He longed for home. 

 Now I don’t think I am a very good disciple 

of Christ.  But I am His disciple, and have been, for 

better or worse, these past 42 years.  Nearly half of 

those years have been spent in countries that were not 

my homeland, and all of those years have been in 

temporary quarters, on the way to somewhere else.  

Somewhere along that road, the truth of this lesson 

began to sink in. “The servant is not above the 

Master,” and what is true for Him is true for us.  

While we may have a purpose on this earth, 

ultimately, we don’t have a home here.  In just a few 

words, in this brief interchange, Jesus is telling us that 

this is part of the cost of discipleship.  The patriarchs 

recognized “that they were strangers and pilgrims on 

the earth.”  And while they may not belong here, like 

those two young girls walking down the beach in the 

dark, they sensed that they belonged somewhere.  

“But now they desire a better country, that is,an 

heavenly: wherefore God is not ashamed to be called 

their God: for he hath prepared for them a city.” 

 Sooner or later every creature that draws 

breath comes to realize that even the best of homes in 

this world is only temporary.  But we were made for 

one which never passes away, “the city with 

permanent foundations, whose architect and builder is 

God,” the place where we belong.  It is just around the 

corner, just out of sight. And, there is a way there. 

This is a pivotal part of the good news. 

 Even in this bleak and soulless post-modern 

world, which seems to be hurtling toward its own 

destruction, that hope is still so resilient that sometime 

in this upcoming season of the celebration of the birth 

of Immanuel you are bound to pass by a nativity scene 

meant to remember the circumstances into which The 

Way was born: born to homeless pilgrims, housed in a 

stable, and laid in a manger “because there was no 

room for them in the Inn.” When, on the way “home 

for the holidays,” you pass by that ceramic or wooden 

or plastic statue of a baby lying in a manger, stop for 

just a moment to think of those two girls and what 

they were looking for.  Think for just a moment of 

Immanuel, “God with us,” born a homeless pilgrim, 

who stuck it out to the bitter end of the road to make 

a way home for those two girls and for the rest of 

us… pilgrims and strangers all--home…. to our real 

home.  That is a birth to celebrate.  
 

God’s grace, 

 
 

Jefferson C. McKenney, M.D. 



News and Needs 
 

    Personnel:  We have a number of personnel needs, 

and they include these:   

  Teachers committing for at least one school 

year (Feb. 2016 – Nov. 2016) at El Camino (the 

teaching would be in English, so while Spanish would 

be helpful, it is not required for this work).    

 
Students at El Camino School 

 

    Administrative help is also on the needs list.  

Pray that God sends the right additional help for this 

important area of service.        

    Anesthesia provider.  We have need for a 

fulltime Anesthesiologist, but even a one week 

commitment would be helpful. 

 Primary Care Physicians:  We have need for 

long-term Primary Care Physicians and for a long-

term-commitment OB/GYN Physician.  
 

     Favor with the Honduran government:  Please 

pray that the Honduran government will grant 

recertification of APAH’s charitable status and that 

they will not charge us inappropriate taxes.  Please 

pray also for favor and an ongoing good relationship 

with them.  And pray that God would already be 

moving to guide us around whatever hurdles might 

pop up on the road ahead. 
 

     Safety and provision during the rainy season:  

The rainy season has begun, and it is a time when 

flooded roads, washed out bridges, and 

communication interruptions are more frequent.  Pray 

that God will take care of His people on the north 

coast of Honduras during this time.      

     

     Laptops:  We are in need of used-but-good 

condition laptops with relatively recent operating 

systems.  We use such laptops in the hospital, in 

administration, at the school, etc.  If you would like to 

donate a good laptop in ready-to-go condition, please 

send it to the Cornerstone Office (the Woolmarket 

Street address in the letterhead of this newsletter).  

We’ll then distribute them to visiting volunteers 

willing to carry them down to Loma de Luz.   

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

The Road, the Route, and the Goal 
 

       My family and I provide church services at a 

local nursing home, and one of the many blessings in 

doing this is that the pondering and preparing of the 

teachings I share with the residents cause me also to 

learn, notice, and reawaken to truth.  There is a scene 

in the 2003 film Luther (about Martin Luther) in 

which Luther’s mentor says that he is sending Luther 

to be a student and preacher to Wittenberg.  Luther 

has been struggling with his faith and protests that he 

would be a fraud as a preacher.  His mentor answers, 

“We preach best what we need to learn most.”  This 

has often proved to be true for me.  I learn as I teach 

the residents, just as I have learned by teaching my 

children (I home schooled them, and, like many 

parents, I’ve had to work hard at trying to give them 

my best answers to tough questions).  When we teach, 

we learn. 

       Not long ago at the Nursing Home, we talked 

about Jesus being both the road we take on our 

journey and the good destination toward which we 

travel.  We pondered a brief story I’d read by a man 

who worked for a car dealership, driving customers to 

their workplace or to their home while their car is 

being serviced.  The courtesy driver sometimes knew 

clearly which route was best; but it was a large city, 

and sometimes finding the best route was not so easy. 

Sometimes he might choose a new route through 

elegant neighborhoods, only to end up, after wasted 

time, in a cul-de-sac.  Sometimes searches for a short-

cut brought the driver into dangerous neighborhoods 

where he had no business being.  Sometimes going 

through such neighborhoods was the route he needed 

to take—the true and only path to the place he and his 

customer were headed.    

       The nursing home residents and I recalled how 

Jesus had said he was the Way, so He Himself is the 

Road or Path (that is what a “way” is).  This is 

comforting because if He is the path, we can never be 

alone while we’re on our journey.  He is also the 

Destination—one of usefulness and purpose (like the 

people being driven to work), and one of comfort and 

belonging (like the people being driven to their 

homes).    

       What will it be like, this home ahead of us?  Some 

of us find it hard to imagine that Heaven would be 

better than a home we have loved here on earth, a 

green meadow we have wandered in, a maple tree 

under whose glory we’ve sat in autumn.  I think, 

however, that those things will be in heaven in some 

form.  Heaven, I’m thinking, has to be better than 

earth, not less good.  This is also one reason why I 

think there need be no worry that heaven might be 

boring.  I am guessing that it will be a place of 



purpose as well as comfort and joy.  Heaven has to be 

better than earth, not less good.        

       The Virgin Mary, in her Magnificat (Luke 1),  

indicates that the Lord we serve is one who will      

satisfy the deepest longings of those in need and one  

who will ultimately set things to rights in this weary 

world, a change which we all look forward to.     

       I’m thankful that the two girls from the Children’s 

Centre, as they wandered on their confused path, 

encountered first their teacher and then Izzi.  God 

used those women.  He probably  uses you, more 

times than you realize.  He may use you as a person to 

provide temporary safety or to provide direction for 

those wandering the wrong way.  He may use you to 

provide a nudge to get someone back on the right 

path.  He may use you to keep someone from straying 

off the path in the first place.   

       May the Lord who is the Road and the 

Destination bless you this Christmas and on into the 

New Year.   

 

In Jesus, 

 
 

Sally Mahoney for Cornerstone 

 

 

 

Row 1 : Jacob Alexander, Sam Hryszczuk, Jimmy Riley, Josiah Alexander, John Alexander, Anthony Andino, Meredith 

Alexander, Ella Kate Alexander, Anne Hotz, Madelyn Hotz, Joel Tumlison, Lucas Tumlison, Lisa Tumlison, Linda 

Tumlison, Rebekah Pirkle, Angel, Hannah McKenney, Rosanne McKenney, Jordan Boom, Kyler Stockton, Katie Stockton, 

Koley Stockton, Mackenzie Slater, Cinthia Figueroa, Peter Stockton, Kenzie Stockton, and Teri Riley.   

Row 2-Eliza McKenzie, Anna Hryszczuk, Kate Hryszczuk, Andrea Hryszczuk, Josiah Hotz, Isaac Hotz, Alissa Kearney, 

Cinthya Tumlison, Estelle Barnett, Jeff McKenney, Heather Matthews, Liz McKenzie, Iain McKenzie, Ben Fields, and Jim 

Riley. 

Row 3:  Dave Fields, Marinajo Fields, Steve Hryszczuk, David Alexander, Peggy Yost, Mike Yost, Kathryn Goodloe, Julia 

Barnett, Luke Hryszczuk, Josh Riley, Rony Moncada, Rony Jr., and Jenny Riley.  

 

May the Lord of Lords bless you this Christmas and in the coming NewYear.   
                  

~ The Cornerstone Missionaries and Families ~ 

 


