Amiah’s Nature Lesson

December 2017

Tis the season, when mostly all the trees are bare of leaves. Yet, there is one type of tree that even at
this time of year is still full of leaves. They are called evergreens; and while I was admiring how they stay
green all year long (even though the other trees don't), God gave me this lesson: We are to be evergreen
Christians, which means we are to remain faithful even through hard times, and even if everyone else
isn't being faithful.

Volume 4, Issue 6

THE SENTINEL OF LIGHT

What Makes an Evergreen Christian?—Seek to be an evergreen tree. Wear the ornament of a meek
and quiet spirit, which is in the sight of God of great price. Cherish the grace of love, joy, peace, longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance. This is the fruit of the Christian tree. Planted by the rivers of water, it always brings forth its fruit in due season (Manuscript 39, 1896). – {3BC
1142.2}
By God’s grace, I want to be an evergreen Christian!

Be Still My Soul
Greetings, Messengers of Light Ministry Family! We would just like to take
“Above the distractions of the earth He
sits enthroned; all
things are open to His
divine survey; and
from His great and
calm eternity He orders that which His
providence sees best .”
{MH 417.3}

this opportunity to thank you for your prayers, your financial sacrifices, and your
notes of encouragement during the past few months. Especially in the past
month. 2017 has been one of those years where it feels like so much has taken
place, yet it really feels like we are just about to get started. From the beginning
of the year, we have been actively working; and we continue to praise the Lord
for what He has done during this past year. So much has taken place this year,
giving more evidence that truly the coming of the Lord draweth nigh!
In our last newsletter, we told you a bit of our challenges in Tanzania. There
really is never a dull moment in our home or travels. We are grateful that, despite the thorns and thistles that we encounter down here, our God is still in
control!
“Be still, my soul: the Lord is on thy side; bear patiently the cross of grief or pain;
leave to thy God to order and provide; in ev'ry change He faithful will remain. Be
still, my soul: thy best, thy heav'nly Friend thro' thorny ways leads to a joyful end.”
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We returned from Tanzania just in time to repack our bags, and head out to
South America. We were scheduled to conduct meetings first in Bolivia, and
then in Peru. Our travels were right around the time of the ending of the great
Reformation anniversary. On our way to Bolivia, we flew through San Salvador
(this is part of Central America). While in these parts, we realized that we were
now in a world where English was not the first language. We wanted to make
sure all was well with our tickets and papers, to avoid any last-minute hassles.
When we arrived in San Salvador, we went up to the ticket gate and asked if our
boarding passes and papers were in order. The lady at the desk looked them
over, and assured my husband that all was well (and to please return to his seat).
We sat in the boarding area for hours, until finally the only plane leaving from
the airport to Peru arrived; to take us to Peru (for a brief layover), and then on to
Bolivia.
We had been traveling for a very long time, and we were anxious to get to our
destination. As we got to the counter and presented our boarding passes, I just
had a feeling that all was not well. The attendant took us out of the line, and
asked if we had visas for Bolivia. We told her ‘no’, and that we were told that we
could purchase our visas upon our arrival in Bolivia.
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She took us out of the line, and told us that we would not be able to board the plane without a visa (yet she
herself admitted that the missing visa could only be purchased in the country of Bolivia). Words cannot express our grief, as we watched the only plane that day back out of the gate, and take off into the horizon. I
knew that getting upset was not the answer; this was satan. He wanted us to just get back on another
plane, head back to the United States, and leave those dear souls in Bolivia and Peru unwarned of the danger that they were in. We were told to just sit still, and wait to see what would become of our case; either
we would be deported back to the United States, or something could be worked out for our family to travel
the following day (as there was only one plane a day for that destination). So, we sat and waited there, and
soon an official invitation for our family to continue on with our journey to Bolivia was received.

I have so many precious stories of this dear warrior, Elder Moses Mason. We were so blessed to know
him! So blessed to work with him and his dear wife! On our last missionary journey to Tanzania, we did not
know that this would be the last time that we would fight battles for the Lord together. We had a wonderful time. It was challenging, yet it was well worth every bit of effort spent. I remember at the end of one of
the classes during the School of the Prophets, I was so moved by Elder Mason’s description of Christ and of
Heaven, that I was almost speechless. He spoke of Christ as one who he had personal acquaintance. He
spoke of Heaven as one who had a hunger, and could wait no longer to get there. I am so moved by the life
of this dear Christian; so moved to step faster and higher in my Christian experience. I go over my notes
that he taught constantly. I treasure our times together, and I look forward to seeing him on the chariot to
Heaven. Even as I write, I hear his voice ringing in my ears.

God sent us an angel in the form of a dear lady that worked at the airport. Her name is Raquel; may she
be recorded in the books of Heaven’s ledger, that she assisted God’s missionaries. May her gentle name
and life be rewarded with eternal life for what she did for us that day. Our little family of three was there in
the airport, out of place in that strange country, with everyone speaking in an unknown tongue. She picked
up our case and assisted us. She booked us on a flight for the following day, got us a hotel not far from the
airport, provided us with funds to get dinner, and paid for a taxi to take us to and from the hotel – all paid
for by the airline! She definitely did not have to do this. She went above and beyond what was required of
her! Tears welled up in my eyes as I hugged this sweet lady. Here, seemingly a stranger to us, she took an
interest in us. She even escorted us out through the immigration area, to make sure we were okay. Never in
all our travels have we ever met anyone so kind!

“The jewels of truth lie scattered over the
field of revelation; but they have been buried
beneath human traditions, beneath the sayings and commandments of men, and the
wisdom from heaven has been practically
ignored. Satan has succeeded in making the
world believe that the words and achievements of men are of great consequence.
There are veins of truth yet to be discovered,
but spiritual things are spiritually discerned.
One passage of Scripture will prove a key to
unlock other passages, and in this way light is
shed upon the hidden meaning of the word.
By comparing different texts treating on the
same subject, viewing their bearing on every
side, the true meaning of the Scriptures will
be made evident.” {CT 437.2}

That night, as I laid in the bed of the hotel room, this statement came to mind: “Our plans are not always
God’s plans. He may see that it is best for us and for His cause to refuse our very best intentions, as He did
in the case of David. But of one thing we may be assured, He will bless and use in the advancement of His
cause those who sincerely devote themselves and all they have to His glory. If He sees it best not to grant
their desires He will counterbalance the refusal by giving them tokens of His love and entrusting to them
another service.” {MH 473.2}
The following day, we arrived at the airport hours before our flight; and we flew out without any event.
Early the next morning we arrived in Bolivia, and to our chagrin we were detained for several hours because
of a set of “new laws” passed by the Bolivian government. By far, Bolivia was the hardest country we have
ever attempted to visit. We had gone a few days now, with very little sleep, and we could clearly see that
the enemy of souls was seeking to discourage us from every angle.
“Be still, my soul: thy God doth undertake to guide the future as He has the past. Thy hope, thy confidence
let nothing shake; all now mysterious shall be bright at last. Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know
His voice, who ruled them while He dwelt below.”

“The Bible, saints, is a giant puzzle that needs
to be put together. If you don’t know the
plan of redemption, you will not put the puzzle together correctly. The sanctuary lays it
out.”

The meetings in Bolivia were a tremendous blessing! We were privileged to work along with Pastor David
Gates, his dear wife, and precious missionaries from all over the world, who reside there presently. We
could see from the many souls that were blessed by the meetings, that satan was behind all of our mishaps
on the journey to Bolivia. He was outraged; but our God prevailed amidst the confusion of documents.
Once our meetings were done in Bolivia, we traveled with the missionary team to Lima, Peru to conduct
more meetings.
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The souls that turned out night after night, to sit for hours to hear the messages, would bring tears to
your eyes. The hunger of the souls there, the thirst for truth –for present truth– was touching. Every night
the hall was filled with over a thousand souls, to sit at the feet of Jesus and study the Bible. The plan of Redemption was presented to these precious ones, and they ate like starving children.

- Elder Moses Mason

“Be still, my soul: the hour is hast'ning on when we shall be forever with the Lord, when disappointment, grief,
and fear are gone, sorrow forgot, love's purest joys restored. Be still, my soul: when change and tears are
past, all safe and blessed we shall meet at last.”
7
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Maybe he would be spared for us; for the work; for dear Sister Mason, his life long companion and
friend. Maybe he would be spared for his son, Bro. Marcus. Selfishly I prayed for him to be spared for my
husband, for he (Elder Mason) being outside of our home, was the dearest person to my beloved husband.
They were closer than any other on this earth.

Many of the people there told us in broken English that they were well familiar with Messengers of Light
Ministry; and some even testified of how they listen through Youtube, on a daily basis, to the messages.
Some have family members that are from other countries who translate the messages into Spanish, and
share it through different mediums. One lady said that she had been saving money for some months to
purchase an airline ticket to go to America to hear Bro. Davis in person; but here she was filled with joy to
know that God answered her prayer, and brought him to Lima, Peru. Of all the places that he could travel in
the world, God brought him to Peru, just for her.

The twenty-sixth day of the month of November, for us, was very similar to the fourteenth day of the
first month for the disciples of Jesus, in 31 A.D. We were getting ready to have devotion early Sunday
morning in the hospital, when we were interrupted by the news that Elder Mason had taken his last breath.
It was truly then that our hopes of him rising from the bed gave way to grief.

It is interesting how we got to Peru. Uncle David Gates was there some months back, and a small group
of young people saw him in a restaurant, and asked if he could please speak to them. He told them ‘yes’,
and in less than an hour four hundred souls gathered in a building for him to preach to them about the second coming of Jesus! Uncle David told us that when he finished speaking, a man approached him and said,
“I have saved up some money. Will you please get some speakers that believe the truth, rent a building, and
come and preach to my people (there in Peru) about the second coming of Jesus?” This is how we got to
Peru! This dear man gave up his home and truck for the week, so that all the missionaries had lodging and
transportation. He and his family sacrificed all that they had, so that their fellow brothers and sisters in the
faith could be warned of the coming crisis. Oh, what love for Jesus! What love for souls! May God lay such
a burden on each and every one of our hearts – the burden of sacrificing all for the kingdom of God!

We walked into the room for the last time, and looked upon his closed eyelids. His head was fixed in a
certain position; those hands that were ever moving while he was teaching, to point us to Jesus, would never in this life move again. His feet, now in one place, would never again be busy back and forth in work, or
behind the pulpit walking in steady strides to show us the way of life. Watching him lay still in that bed, our
anguish was indescribable. We could not believe it until it was announced that Elder Mason died; and to
this day it still seems unreal.
As morning gave way to the day, a stillness hung over Nashville, TN. Could it be that our most able advocate of Present Truth truly had been laid to rest in the darkest hour of earth’s history? We were just in Africa together; there we all concluded that it was the best school that God, in His mercy, had helped us to accomplish. We made big plans for our return to the states. Plans to conduct a satellite school in Pulaski, so
that saints from all over the world could join and be prepared to stand true to God, when judgment passes
from the dead to the living, at the passing of the National Sunday Law.

Yesterday, I spoke with a tearful lady on the telephone. She said that her twin sister passed away three
days ago in a fatal car accident. The dear woman was only forty-two years old. This dear lady that I spoke
to wanted to tell us about her sister; who she was. She had been listening to messages online, by both my
husband and Pastor David Gates, and had been transformed by the grace of God. She had learned that we
were with Uncle David in Peru. She had gathered all her family and friends to watch night after night, and
hearts and lives were transformed to the glory of God. This dear woman did not know that this was her last
service to be rendered to Jesus. The sister that I spoke to broke down in tears on the phone, sharing with
me that her sister’s heart’s desire was to go and work as a missionary with Uncle David. She was planning to
take time off of her job, and go into the mission field to win souls. The dear precious woman was a home
missionary, and didn’t even know it. One of her co-workers told the family that they would like to get ready
so that they can go to Heaven to see this sister again, because the life that she lived at work was such that
they were convinced that one day she will walk the streets of gold. Oh blessed testimony! Oh blessed life!
May God be forever praised!

Be still, my soul: the Lord is on thy side; bear patiently the cross of grief or pain; leave to thy God to order
and provide; in ev’ry change He faithful will remain. Be still, my soul: thy best, thy heav’nly Friend thro’ throny
ways leads to a joyful end.”
I have a friend in Tanzania who ministers to souls on Friday nights, by sending us songs to uplift the soul.
She had sent us a beautiful rendition to “Be Still My Soul”, and I had been listening to it repeatedly. As I was
listening to it the week before everything happened, I thought to myself, My, this is such a beautiful song.
The words are so precious. If I ever hear of anyone going through tough times, I am going to send them this
song, so that they can be encouraged in the Lord. Little did I know, that this song was sent in advance to
comfort our little family.

On November 26th, moments before we were called to look upon our dear general for the last time, we
had just started our family devotion. Our Bibles were opened to Job, and we had begun reading about the
attitude we should have towards God in circumstances such as we were in. Job chapter thirty-eight, verse
five, the first few words, “Who hath laid the measures thereof”; verse eight, “Who shut up the sea with
doors”; verse twenty-five, “Who hath divided”; verse thirty-six, “Who hath put wisdom”; verse thirty-seven
“Who can number the clouds”; and verse forty-one, “Who provideth for the raven his food?”
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It is not always needful to know ‘what’, or even to know ‘why’; that day especially, we learned that there
is comfort when we know ‘WHO’. “Above the distractions of the earth He sits enthroned; all things are
open to His divine survey; and from His great and calm eternity He orders that which His providence sees
best” {MH 417.3}. Believing that my God orders that which His providence sees best, I can say to my soul,
‘Be still, thy heavenly Friend is in total control. He is leading, though the way now seems throny; there is joy
at the end of this road. We cannot now see what should take place in the hereafter, yet we know that He
Who has led in the past will not leave us or forsake us.’

“Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart, and all is darkened in the veil of tears, then shalt thou better
know His love, His heart, who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy fears. Be still, my soul: thy Jesus can repay
from His own fullness all He takes away.”
On Thursday, November 24th (Thanksgiving Day), our family decided to stay in and rest, and just enjoy a
quiet day from all the festivities that normally surround the holidays. We have been traveling a lot, and we
had much to do at the Outpost, so we spent the day alone in quiet thankfulness. Because we were home
alone (without any visiting guests), we were able to close the day at an early hour. At around 7 pm, we
gathered in our living room for family worship. Our family has been reading through The Testimonies for
the Church for over fourteen years; and that night our reading was Testimonies for the Church, Vol. 5, page
487. We generally read one to two paragraphs each evening, as the Lord leads. This night, we read these
words:
3
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“’Through God we shall do valiantly.’ What an amount of good you can do by being loyal to God and to
your brethren, by repressing every unkind thought, every feeling of envy or self-importance! Let your life be
filled with the ministry of kindness to others. How soon you may be called to lay off the armor, you know
not. Death may claim you suddenly, giving you no time to prepare for your last change, no physical strength
or mental power to fix your thoughts on God and make your peace with Him. Some, erelong, will know by
experience how vain is the help of man, how worthless is the self-important, self-sufficient righteousness
which has satisfied them.” {5T 487.1}

A sword went through my heart, for I felt that my premonitions were right, and that some how he knew
his days were numbered. He just didn’t know when. After replaying all of this in my mind, I collapsed on the
floor and wept, for I sensed in the depths of my being that he would not recover from this heart attack.
But, how could this mighty warrior be called off the field right now? We are in the “two minute warning”. I
was dizzy with questions, and yet confident that Elder Mason would not be taken from us so quickly.
On Friday morning, our precious Elder Mason’s case was none the better. We packed up our van, made
sure that our pets had enough food for the weekend, and took off for Nashville, TN, where he was now in
Intensive Care. My husband got to the room first, and we joined him later. That Sabbath evening, when I
walked in the hospital room, I was happy to see Elder Mason. He was still alive, but unconscious, and so we
talked to him. We prayed with him, we sang to him, and my husband even studied with him. I looked at
him laying there in the bed, and thought back to when I first heard him speak. I was a student at a college
in Huntsville; a new convert. I had recently heard some powerful present truth sermons. I was hungry and
wanted more. I wanted to learn all that I could about Jesus! I skipped class one day, and went down to
WEUP auditorium in Huntsville. I was surprised to see a very tall man, with more enthusiasm than I had ever
witnessed in anyone. He was preaching about a coming National Sunday Law. This was the year 1999. I
was so blown away; this was my first time hearing about a Sunday Law. I asked others at the school about
this coming NSL, but was sadly told that this would not take place in our day. One poor man (my history/
law teacher) said, “I thought Jesus was coming in my day, but here I am a father and a great-grand father.
The end is not for many years to come”. May he repent for seeking to plant seeds of doubt and skepticism
in the minds and hearts of students that just wanted to prepare for the soon coming of our Lord and Savior.

“I feel urged by the Spirit of the Lord to tell you that now is your day of privilege, of trust, of blessing. Will
you improve it? Are you working for the glory of God, or for selfish interests? Are you keeping before your
mind’s eye brilliant prospects of worldly success, whereby you may obtain self-gratification and financial
gain? If so, you will be most bitterly disappointed. But if you seek to live a pure and holy life, to learn daily in
the school of Christ the lessons that He has invited you to learn, to be meek and lowly in heart, then you
have a peace which no worldly circumstances can change.” {5T 487.2}
Our family commented one by one on this solemn passage. I remember well that night. We were all
touched by that reading, and we prayed to close the day as a family by entreating the Lord: Give us new
hearts. Hearts that are filled with love for Him and for precious souls. For we know not when we will be
called upon to close our life’s record on earth. We got up from prayer, wished everyone a good night, and
departed to different rooms in the house. I had a few things to put away, and as I was heading to bed I remembered that my mobile phone was left in the living room. I went and picked it up only to see a text message from Sis. Mason. She and I had been texting back and forth that day, so I thought she was telling me
good night; but the message was brief, and I did a double take before screaming for my husband. The message was, “Please pray for Bro. Mason, heart attack”; and then a second text. “pray”…

I praise God for Elder Mason, and for the work that God used him to do in waking us up! We would be
lost somewhere in this wicked world, trying to make money, and climbing some corporate ladder pursuing
the things of this world that only perish at the getting; and ensnare the soul that should be in the work of
God.

After we entreated the Lord in prayer, my mind went
back to the School of the Prophets in Tanzania. The classes
were out of this world! Elder Mason seemed like a different
person; he seemed like one that was in heavenly places. His
form was here, but his mind was in another place. His disposition scared me, to be honest. I told my husband one day
after class; “I think God is going to take Elder Mason from
us. I think he is ready to go”. The next day or so while
teaching, Elder Mason said (in passing) that he didn’t want
to, but that he might have to take the underground route to
the end of time. My husband shouted ‘NO’ loudly in the
class; but the Elder just laughed. During our lunch break,
my husband said to Elder Mason, “What’s this about you
taking the underground route? You can’t leave us; we need
you to finish the work!” Elder Mason looked over at him
(we were having lunch), and said with a smile, “You all might
have to finish the work without me”.
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(Going back to the bed, on the second floor of the St. Thomas Hospital) Here lay our faithful general.
Here lay our teacher; our father in the faith... I jotted these words down while sitting in the hospital waiting
room: “It’s Friday night, and the doctors have given up. We (Sis. Mason, Bro. Marcus Mason and his family,
Bro. Ricardo and Sis. Hyacinth Parks, Sis. Melissa Summers, and the Messengers of Light family) are here as
a united front, pleading for mercy. He doesn’t look good, but what do looks have to do with miracles? Lots
of tubes with fluids are going into him. I wish he would just get up, and allow this nightmare to end. I wish it
would be over right now! On our way down from Virginia, a strange feeling came over me; one that felt like
he was to be laid to rest. I fear that this is being confirmed now. This is it, and I don’t know how to handle it.
How will we face the moment when the doctors pronounce the wicked news that he is officially resting until
resurrection morning? I am kinda numb right now. My world is about to turn, and I don’t know how to face
the facts. Please help me, dear Lord, to find footage! Please keep us!”
Sabbath came, and more friends and family arrived. We left the hospital to take a nap and returned refreshed, later that evening, to spend the night in prayer and singing for God to wake Elder Mason up. As
the evening gave way to night, the larger group left, and the group from the night before remained to pray
and seek the face of God. For maybe, just maybe, he might be spared. Spared not for himself, for we believe he was ready.
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the evening gave way to night, the larger group left, and the group from the night before remained to pray
and seek the face of God. For maybe, just maybe, he might be spared. Spared not for himself, for we believe he was ready.
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Maybe he would be spared for us; for the work; for dear Sister Mason, his life long companion and
friend. Maybe he would be spared for his son, Bro. Marcus. Selfishly I prayed for him to be spared for my
husband, for he (Elder Mason) being outside of our home, was the dearest person to my beloved husband.
They were closer than any other on this earth.

Many of the people there told us in broken English that they were well familiar with Messengers of Light
Ministry; and some even testified of how they listen through Youtube, on a daily basis, to the messages.
Some have family members that are from other countries who translate the messages into Spanish, and
share it through different mediums. One lady said that she had been saving money for some months to
purchase an airline ticket to go to America to hear Bro. Davis in person; but here she was filled with joy to
know that God answered her prayer, and brought him to Lima, Peru. Of all the places that he could travel in
the world, God brought him to Peru, just for her.

The twenty-sixth day of the month of November, for us, was very similar to the fourteenth day of the
first month for the disciples of Jesus, in 31 A.D. We were getting ready to have devotion early Sunday
morning in the hospital, when we were interrupted by the news that Elder Mason had taken his last breath.
It was truly then that our hopes of him rising from the bed gave way to grief.

It is interesting how we got to Peru. Uncle David Gates was there some months back, and a small group
of young people saw him in a restaurant, and asked if he could please speak to them. He told them ‘yes’,
and in less than an hour four hundred souls gathered in a building for him to preach to them about the second coming of Jesus! Uncle David told us that when he finished speaking, a man approached him and said,
“I have saved up some money. Will you please get some speakers that believe the truth, rent a building, and
come and preach to my people (there in Peru) about the second coming of Jesus?” This is how we got to
Peru! This dear man gave up his home and truck for the week, so that all the missionaries had lodging and
transportation. He and his family sacrificed all that they had, so that their fellow brothers and sisters in the
faith could be warned of the coming crisis. Oh, what love for Jesus! What love for souls! May God lay such
a burden on each and every one of our hearts – the burden of sacrificing all for the kingdom of God!

We walked into the room for the last time, and looked upon his closed eyelids. His head was fixed in a
certain position; those hands that were ever moving while he was teaching, to point us to Jesus, would never in this life move again. His feet, now in one place, would never again be busy back and forth in work, or
behind the pulpit walking in steady strides to show us the way of life. Watching him lay still in that bed, our
anguish was indescribable. We could not believe it until it was announced that Elder Mason died; and to
this day it still seems unreal.
As morning gave way to the day, a stillness hung over Nashville, TN. Could it be that our most able advocate of Present Truth truly had been laid to rest in the darkest hour of earth’s history? We were just in Africa together; there we all concluded that it was the best school that God, in His mercy, had helped us to accomplish. We made big plans for our return to the states. Plans to conduct a satellite school in Pulaski, so
that saints from all over the world could join and be prepared to stand true to God, when judgment passes
from the dead to the living, at the passing of the National Sunday Law.

Yesterday, I spoke with a tearful lady on the telephone. She said that her twin sister passed away three
days ago in a fatal car accident. The dear woman was only forty-two years old. This dear lady that I spoke
to wanted to tell us about her sister; who she was. She had been listening to messages online, by both my
husband and Pastor David Gates, and had been transformed by the grace of God. She had learned that we
were with Uncle David in Peru. She had gathered all her family and friends to watch night after night, and
hearts and lives were transformed to the glory of God. This dear woman did not know that this was her last
service to be rendered to Jesus. The sister that I spoke to broke down in tears on the phone, sharing with
me that her sister’s heart’s desire was to go and work as a missionary with Uncle David. She was planning to
take time off of her job, and go into the mission field to win souls. The dear precious woman was a home
missionary, and didn’t even know it. One of her co-workers told the family that they would like to get ready
so that they can go to Heaven to see this sister again, because the life that she lived at work was such that
they were convinced that one day she will walk the streets of gold. Oh blessed testimony! Oh blessed life!
May God be forever praised!

Be still, my soul: the Lord is on thy side; bear patiently the cross of grief or pain; leave to thy God to order
and provide; in ev’ry change He faithful will remain. Be still, my soul: thy best, thy heav’nly Friend thro’ throny
ways leads to a joyful end.”
I have a friend in Tanzania who ministers to souls on Friday nights, by sending us songs to uplift the soul.
She had sent us a beautiful rendition to “Be Still My Soul”, and I had been listening to it repeatedly. As I was
listening to it the week before everything happened, I thought to myself, My, this is such a beautiful song.
The words are so precious. If I ever hear of anyone going through tough times, I am going to send them this
song, so that they can be encouraged in the Lord. Little did I know, that this song was sent in advance to
comfort our little family.

On November 26th, moments before we were called to look upon our dear general for the last time, we
had just started our family devotion. Our Bibles were opened to Job, and we had begun reading about the
attitude we should have towards God in circumstances such as we were in. Job chapter thirty-eight, verse
five, the first few words, “Who hath laid the measures thereof”; verse eight, “Who shut up the sea with
doors”; verse twenty-five, “Who hath divided”; verse thirty-six, “Who hath put wisdom”; verse thirty-seven
“Who can number the clouds”; and verse forty-one, “Who provideth for the raven his food?”
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It is not always needful to know ‘what’, or even to know ‘why’; that day especially, we learned that there
is comfort when we know ‘WHO’. “Above the distractions of the earth He sits enthroned; all things are
open to His divine survey; and from His great and calm eternity He orders that which His providence sees
best” {MH 417.3}. Believing that my God orders that which His providence sees best, I can say to my soul,
‘Be still, thy heavenly Friend is in total control. He is leading, though the way now seems throny; there is joy
at the end of this road. We cannot now see what should take place in the hereafter, yet we know that He
Who has led in the past will not leave us or forsake us.’

“Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart, and all is darkened in the veil of tears, then shalt thou better
know His love, His heart, who comes to soothe thy sorrow and thy fears. Be still, my soul: thy Jesus can repay
from His own fullness all He takes away.”
On Thursday, November 24th (Thanksgiving Day), our family decided to stay in and rest, and just enjoy a
quiet day from all the festivities that normally surround the holidays. We have been traveling a lot, and we
had much to do at the Outpost, so we spent the day alone in quiet thankfulness. Because we were home
alone (without any visiting guests), we were able to close the day at an early hour. At around 7 pm, we
gathered in our living room for family worship. Our family has been reading through The Testimonies for
the Church for over fourteen years; and that night our reading was Testimonies for the Church, Vol. 5, page
487. We generally read one to two paragraphs each evening, as the Lord leads. This night, we read these
words:
3
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She took us out of the line, and told us that we would not be able to board the plane without a visa (yet she
herself admitted that the missing visa could only be purchased in the country of Bolivia). Words cannot express our grief, as we watched the only plane that day back out of the gate, and take off into the horizon. I
knew that getting upset was not the answer; this was satan. He wanted us to just get back on another
plane, head back to the United States, and leave those dear souls in Bolivia and Peru unwarned of the danger that they were in. We were told to just sit still, and wait to see what would become of our case; either
we would be deported back to the United States, or something could be worked out for our family to travel
the following day (as there was only one plane a day for that destination). So, we sat and waited there, and
soon an official invitation for our family to continue on with our journey to Bolivia was received.

I have so many precious stories of this dear warrior, Elder Moses Mason. We were so blessed to know
him! So blessed to work with him and his dear wife! On our last missionary journey to Tanzania, we did not
know that this would be the last time that we would fight battles for the Lord together. We had a wonderful time. It was challenging, yet it was well worth every bit of effort spent. I remember at the end of one of
the classes during the School of the Prophets, I was so moved by Elder Mason’s description of Christ and of
Heaven, that I was almost speechless. He spoke of Christ as one who he had personal acquaintance. He
spoke of Heaven as one who had a hunger, and could wait no longer to get there. I am so moved by the life
of this dear Christian; so moved to step faster and higher in my Christian experience. I go over my notes
that he taught constantly. I treasure our times together, and I look forward to seeing him on the chariot to
Heaven. Even as I write, I hear his voice ringing in my ears.

God sent us an angel in the form of a dear lady that worked at the airport. Her name is Raquel; may she
be recorded in the books of Heaven’s ledger, that she assisted God’s missionaries. May her gentle name
and life be rewarded with eternal life for what she did for us that day. Our little family of three was there in
the airport, out of place in that strange country, with everyone speaking in an unknown tongue. She picked
up our case and assisted us. She booked us on a flight for the following day, got us a hotel not far from the
airport, provided us with funds to get dinner, and paid for a taxi to take us to and from the hotel – all paid
for by the airline! She definitely did not have to do this. She went above and beyond what was required of
her! Tears welled up in my eyes as I hugged this sweet lady. Here, seemingly a stranger to us, she took an
interest in us. She even escorted us out through the immigration area, to make sure we were okay. Never in
all our travels have we ever met anyone so kind!

“The jewels of truth lie scattered over the
field of revelation; but they have been buried
beneath human traditions, beneath the sayings and commandments of men, and the
wisdom from heaven has been practically
ignored. Satan has succeeded in making the
world believe that the words and achievements of men are of great consequence.
There are veins of truth yet to be discovered,
but spiritual things are spiritually discerned.
One passage of Scripture will prove a key to
unlock other passages, and in this way light is
shed upon the hidden meaning of the word.
By comparing different texts treating on the
same subject, viewing their bearing on every
side, the true meaning of the Scriptures will
be made evident.” {CT 437.2}

That night, as I laid in the bed of the hotel room, this statement came to mind: “Our plans are not always
God’s plans. He may see that it is best for us and for His cause to refuse our very best intentions, as He did
in the case of David. But of one thing we may be assured, He will bless and use in the advancement of His
cause those who sincerely devote themselves and all they have to His glory. If He sees it best not to grant
their desires He will counterbalance the refusal by giving them tokens of His love and entrusting to them
another service.” {MH 473.2}
The following day, we arrived at the airport hours before our flight; and we flew out without any event.
Early the next morning we arrived in Bolivia, and to our chagrin we were detained for several hours because
of a set of “new laws” passed by the Bolivian government. By far, Bolivia was the hardest country we have
ever attempted to visit. We had gone a few days now, with very little sleep, and we could clearly see that
the enemy of souls was seeking to discourage us from every angle.
“Be still, my soul: thy God doth undertake to guide the future as He has the past. Thy hope, thy confidence
let nothing shake; all now mysterious shall be bright at last. Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know
His voice, who ruled them while He dwelt below.”

“The Bible, saints, is a giant puzzle that needs
to be put together. If you don’t know the
plan of redemption, you will not put the puzzle together correctly. The sanctuary lays it
out.”

The meetings in Bolivia were a tremendous blessing! We were privileged to work along with Pastor David
Gates, his dear wife, and precious missionaries from all over the world, who reside there presently. We
could see from the many souls that were blessed by the meetings, that satan was behind all of our mishaps
on the journey to Bolivia. He was outraged; but our God prevailed amidst the confusion of documents.
Once our meetings were done in Bolivia, we traveled with the missionary team to Lima, Peru to conduct
more meetings.
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The souls that turned out night after night, to sit for hours to hear the messages, would bring tears to
your eyes. The hunger of the souls there, the thirst for truth –for present truth– was touching. Every night
the hall was filled with over a thousand souls, to sit at the feet of Jesus and study the Bible. The plan of Redemption was presented to these precious ones, and they ate like starving children.

- Elder Moses Mason

“Be still, my soul: the hour is hast'ning on when we shall be forever with the Lord, when disappointment, grief,
and fear are gone, sorrow forgot, love's purest joys restored. Be still, my soul: when change and tears are
past, all safe and blessed we shall meet at last.”
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Amiah’s Nature Lesson

December 2017

Tis the season, when mostly all the trees are bare of leaves. Yet, there is one type of tree that even at
this time of year is still full of leaves. They are called evergreens; and while I was admiring how they stay
green all year long (even though the other trees don't), God gave me this lesson: We are to be evergreen
Christians, which means we are to remain faithful even through hard times, and even if everyone else
isn't being faithful.
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What Makes an Evergreen Christian?—Seek to be an evergreen tree. Wear the ornament of a meek
and quiet spirit, which is in the sight of God of great price. Cherish the grace of love, joy, peace, longsuffering, gentleness, goodness, faith, meekness, temperance. This is the fruit of the Christian tree. Planted by the rivers of water, it always brings forth its fruit in due season (Manuscript 39, 1896). – {3BC
1142.2}
By God’s grace, I want to be an evergreen Christian!

Be Still My Soul
Greetings, Messengers of Light Ministry Family! We would just like to take
“Above the distractions of the earth He
sits enthroned; all
things are open to His
divine survey; and
from His great and
calm eternity He orders that which His
providence sees best .”
{MH 417.3}

this opportunity to thank you for your prayers, your financial sacrifices, and your
notes of encouragement during the past few months. Especially in the past
month. 2017 has been one of those years where it feels like so much has taken
place, yet it really feels like we are just about to get started. From the beginning
of the year, we have been actively working; and we continue to praise the Lord
for what He has done during this past year. So much has taken place this year,
giving more evidence that truly the coming of the Lord draweth nigh!
In our last newsletter, we told you a bit of our challenges in Tanzania. There
really is never a dull moment in our home or travels. We are grateful that, despite the thorns and thistles that we encounter down here, our God is still in
control!
“Be still, my soul: the Lord is on thy side; bear patiently the cross of grief or pain;
leave to thy God to order and provide; in ev'ry change He faithful will remain. Be
still, my soul: thy best, thy heav'nly Friend thro' thorny ways leads to a joyful end.”
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We returned from Tanzania just in time to repack our bags, and head out to
South America. We were scheduled to conduct meetings first in Bolivia, and
then in Peru. Our travels were right around the time of the ending of the great
Reformation anniversary. On our way to Bolivia, we flew through San Salvador
(this is part of Central America). While in these parts, we realized that we were
now in a world where English was not the first language. We wanted to make
sure all was well with our tickets and papers, to avoid any last-minute hassles.
When we arrived in San Salvador, we went up to the ticket gate and asked if our
boarding passes and papers were in order. The lady at the desk looked them
over, and assured my husband that all was well (and to please return to his seat).
We sat in the boarding area for hours, until finally the only plane leaving from
the airport to Peru arrived; to take us to Peru (for a brief layover), and then on to
Bolivia.
We had been traveling for a very long time, and we were anxious to get to our
destination. As we got to the counter and presented our boarding passes, I just
had a feeling that all was not well. The attendant took us out of the line, and
asked if we had visas for Bolivia. We told her ‘no’, and that we were told that we
could purchase our visas upon our arrival in Bolivia.

