
 
 
April 2020 
 
 
 
Dear Family and Friends, 
 
“But God demonstrated his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, Christ died for us.” 
             Romans 5:8 
 
Changes.  There have certainly been a lot of them in the past few weeks.  I will not say the name of the disease that has brought 
so many of these changes upon us.  I am tired of hearing about it.  Some of the changes are good, some bad.  Thankfully, some 
things haven’t changed at all.  As a matter of fact, they are unchangeable.   
 
The phone rang.  “Hello Papa Shane.  How are you?”  “Well, I am doing great, how are you?”  “I am not so good.  Papa Shane, 
I really need help.”   Where are you?  I asked.  “I am at the city park.”  The young man answered.   “Can you please help me 
Papa Shane?”  “I will be there in about 30 minutes.” 
 
Gaspar’s story begins when at age 9 when his mother passed away.  His alcoholic father quickly faded out of his life and Gas-
par was left on his own.  In time, a woman who he began living with, quickly found out she could not handle him.  Finally, 
Gaspar ended up at Casa De Mi Padre.  Gaspar was with us for three years.  Just before his 16th birthday, one morning after 
breakfast he came up to me for a hug and informed me he wanted to leave Casa De Mi Padre.  I told him I thought it was a bad 
decision and told him why, but he was dead set on leaving.  I told him it would be his choice not mine.  Within a week or so 
the woman he had lived with before showed up and took him to her home in their town four hours away from us.  Within three 
weeks the woman called me and said he was out of control and asked how he had been living with us.  I told her he had been 
fine.  Gaspar soon left her home and hit the streets.  I would normally hear from him every month or so. 
 
About two years later Gaspar came back and said he needed a job, so we gave him a job helping with the construction at the 
land.  It lasted about two months and he began doing drugs again.  I checked him into a drug rehab place and there he lasted 
three weeks and then escaped.  I didn’t hear from him for two years.  Finally, in mid-March the call came.  He was in the park 
and badly needed help.  I told him I would come. 
 
After talking to him in the city park, I agreed to help him.  Of course it wasn’t our first time to try to help him.  I didn’t think it 
best to allow him to stay at Casa De Mi Padre.  So I took him to our Mission’s House and set him up in the garage.  It was the 
best I had to offer him at the time.  I asked him what he wanted.  He said he just wanted a job.  I told him, “I do not have any 
jobs.  I have a lot of work needing to be done, but no jobs.”  I explained to him if he stayed with me he would have to do what 
I asked of him, including read the Bible, a couple other books, and keep a journal.  He would also have to do the work I had for 
him, and I would pay him by meeting his needs.  I made it clear I would not give him one cent.  I said “You can take it or leave 
it.  You can stay here or sleep in the street tonight and continue to eat out of the trash cans.  That’s it.  That’s the deal.”  He 
said he would do what I was asking of him.  And he did.  He read massive amounts of Scripture and journaled what he was 
reading.  I brought him food, I spend time reading his journal with him, and we discussed the things he wrote.   
 
Within three days he was looking.  But we had to move him due to other circumstances.  I asked him if he would  move to a 
rented room and continue as we had been.  It was the best I could offer.  His addiction to sniffing glue and paint thinner was 
still very strong in him.  Gaspar said he only wanted a job.  I went through my offer again.  I said, “You want a job so you can 
make some money and buy some glue.”  I said again, “I don’t have any jobs to offer you.  What you really need is a brand new 
life.  You have to choose.  You can keep learning and helping me, and I will see you have a roof over your head, a bed to sleep 
on, water and food, but no pay.”  I re-iterated it in different ways, about eight times.  “You have to choose.”  Again he said I 
just want a job.  I responded, “That is not what I am offering.”  I warned him it was going to be extra dangerous because in the 
last three days Guatemala had imposed a strict lockdown and people could get desperate.  My final words were, “I love you.  
Good bye.”  And he left.  I prayed for him as I walked away. 
 
Less that 24 hours later Gaspar called me again.  This time he sounded very afraid and begged me to help him.  He told me a 
crazy story about two men grabbing him only 15 minutes after he left me, and tying his hands behind his back and throwing 
him in a car and then racing to the Capital.  He said when they arrived there they threw him out and left.  He spent the night in 
the streets of Guatemala City.  He was unfamiliar with his surroundings and very afraid.  The next morning he asked a taxi guy 
for help.  The taxi guy was a Christian.  The man let him use his phone, and Gaspar called me.  He begged me to come and get 
him.  I told him because of the lockdown I could not.  Gaspar asked if I could pay for a taxi.  A taxi normally can cost up to 
$250 for a trip from the capital.  I said, “ I am sorry but can’t do it.” 



An hour later Gaspar, called back and I gave the phone to Cole to see what he thought.  Cole told Gaspar to pray and ask 
God for help, and see what God would do.  I added, that he should pray and start walking, and then see what God would 
do.  A couple hours later, Gaspar called back and said he had talked the Christian taxi driver into bringing him to Quiche 
for $65.  That is unheard of.  I said for that amount, I can do it.  The next morning, on Sunday, the taxi driver, his wife, and 
Gaspar arrived.  Gaspar was still pretty shaken up.  Immediately said he was sorry for his decision and he would do what-
ever I asked of him.  Cole and I prayed for the taxi driver and his wife.  Then the wife prayed for Gaspar.  She called down 
Heaven on that boy.  We checked Gaspar into his rented room and we brought him a bed, table, and chairs.   
 
Over the next couple of days I would take Gaspar food and read his journal and discuss what he had written.  After a cou-
ple of days, we went to our local grocery store to get some supplies for Casa De Mi Padre.  Gaspar stayed in the back of 
the pickup to watch our house dog, Bear.  As I was shopping, a man passed by me and said, “Hello Papa Shane.“   I said, 
“Hello” but had no idea who he was.  A few moments later the man came up to me and introduced himself.  He said he 
was a college professor in our town as well as an assistant pastor of a small church.  He said he had known who I was for 
many years.  He thought he would finally introduce himself.  He told me he loved ministering to kids in crisis because he 
had been miraculously saved out of a life of addiction through Christ.  He said if we ever had a young person in addiction 
crisis, he would love to help.  I responded, “Well actually, I do.  As a matter of fact, I have one in the back of my pickup in 
the parking lot right now.  I would love it if you could talk to him.  He said he would.  After I finished shopping, I went to 
the truck and Pastor Selvin was passionately sharing his testimony with Gaspar.  Just what Gaspar needed.  Pastor Selvin 
said he would love to come and visit Gaspar and continue to minister to him.  I said, “Let’s do it.” 
 
A day later Pastor Selvin called and came to visit Gaspar.  It was good.  After his second visit, Pastor Selvin shared the 
gospel with Gaspar and invited him to receive Christ.  Gaspar hesitated.  Pastor Selvin continued his plea for Gaspar to 
surrender his life to Christ.  At that point I felt the issue needed to be clear.  I told Gaspar we could not help him if he 
would not receive the help Christ gives.  I said, “Only God can change your heart from within.  You have to choose.”  At 
that point I felt a prompting from the Holy Spirit.  I pulled out a 100 Quetzal bill and flopped it on the table in front of Gas-
par.  I asked, “What do you want Gaspar?  You can take Jesus or you can take the money and walk out of here free to do 
whatever you want.  You can buy more glue to sniff, or find a girl or whatever you want.  But you must choose.” 
 
I understand it was an unorthodox invitation.  Some might say it was manipulative or that I was offering Gaspar a false 
choice under duress.  But in reality, where Gaspar was in his life at that exact moment, and considering the only true help I 
could offer him, it was the real choice.  After a few seconds of contemplation, looking at the money, Gaspar said, “I don’t 
want that any more.”  I asked, “Then what do you want?”  He replied, “I want Jesus.”  Pastor Selvin joyously led Gaspar in 
a prayer of salvation.  It was a precious prayer.  Our heartfelt hope, is that it was sincere.  These past several weeks Gaspar 
has been doing everything asked of him.  We will continue to help him as long as we are able.  Gaspar is a long shot, but 
the Lord is defiantly reaching out to help him.  Please pray for Gaspar. 
 
I love the unchangeable truth of Romans 5:8.  It is written in present tense, that God demonstrates his love to sinners even 
to this day.  To me, it is clearer than ever through Gaspar’s story, the Lord continues to demonstrate his love for the kids 
God has given to us, even our older ones.   
 
We want to thank everyone who prays for us and supports the work.  As you can imagine the present situation in our world 
has made things tough for us here.  We need your support more than ever.  We are especially thankful for some gracious 
friends who have blessed us with some timely special gifts.  We are faithfully meeting the needs of our children at Casa De 
Mi Padre and moving forward on the construction project.  Put simply, please consider us in your prayers and giving.   
 
Desiring to be a demonstration of God’s love, 
 
 
 
Joseph Shane Sanderson         


