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The birth of Final Frontiers ... 
twenty years ago 

By Jon Nelms 
 

     My pastorate was not successful by man’s definition. The 
church only had seventeen people in attendance when they called 
me on Easter Sunday morning in 1981. We had great growth at first 
but before long, we succumbed to the traditional Baptist church 
planting program. In other words, we had a church split. Seven 
years later we had only twenty people in attendance but during that 
time, our members and I had led over 360 adults to Christ going 
door to door witnessing and street preaching, who joined other 
churches that had more “programs” to offer. I didn’t blame them 
then and I don’t blame them now. It is just human nature. Besides, 
when your church is located half way between John McArthur and 
Chuck Swindoll, the term “competition” takes on a whole new 
meaning. 
 

     About five years into my pastorate, the fires of missions began 
to burn in my heart uncontrollably. I don’t know what the match was 
that God used to rekindle the cold ashes of burden, but one thing I 
do know, they didn’t take long to burn hot and burst into an all con-
suming fire.  
 

     These were years of humbling and stumbling for me. But they 
were productive. I had only about twenty people in our core, but 
each one knew God’s Word, lived God’s Word and proclaimed 
God’s Word. Over 50,000 people lived in Baldwin Park, California. 
In my last year as pastor of the Believer’s Baptist Church, we 
knocked on every door and placed a New Testament in every 
household. We also called every home inviting them to church. Not 
bad for twenty people. Yet we did not grow. However I must ac-
knowledge that had we grown, I would have felt that to be God’s 
endorsement of my pastorate and would never have entertained 
the idea of missions. 
 

     When I accepted the church’s call, we lived in literal poverty in a 
house provided by the church. I made frequent trips to the farmer’s 
market in downtown Los Angeles and searched through piles of 
rotting potatoes, looking for a few good ones. My wife would make 
potato bread, potato soup, potato stew, potato everything. When 
my car broke down, my brother Ben and I would climb the avocado 
trees in our yard to pick fruit to sell on the street. For much of the 
first two years, I would literally have to walk five miles round trip to 
deposit the church’s offerings every Monday because my car was 
broken and I had no salary with which to repair it.  
 

     It was rough I must admit. Discouragement was the cornerstone of my existence. I felt that either I had abandoned God or He had 
abandoned me. Every ministry I had ever been a part of had flourished. I could not think of any way in which I had changed. My doc-
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     The Progress Report is a free, bi-monthly publication of the FINAL FRONTIERS 
FOUNDATION INC., whose purpose is to effectively take the Gospel to the more than 
three billion souls, who have never before heard.  Currently we are ministering in seventy-
three nations.  Many of  these countries  are closed to foreign missionaries,  and  in 
others, work among  the various tribal groups is  restricted to national preachers only, 
thus they are open to us because of our unique method of missions. 
 

     We believe that the training and subsidizing of national preachers is the most efficient 
and effective method of global evangelism.  Thus we seek to raise prayer and financial 
support from believers in the West, for God's servants abroad, who are actively involved 
in church planting and discipleship. 
 

     Selection of those we sponsor is dependent upon their doctrinal beliefs, need and 
reputation.  We support only those who are serving by faith, never those who are waiting 
for a salary in order to serve.  Worldwide, the average preacher in a third-world country 
needs as little as $35.00 - $350.00 each month to support his family and ministry. 
 

     All those subsidized through  this foundation are involved  in church planting.  Their 
various outreach ministries include: Bible translation and distribution, radio and television 
broadcasting, camps, Bible schools, outdoor and film evangelism, educational  and health 
programs, handicap and leper ministries, orphan and children's ministries, etc.   
 
 
 
Current ministries available for support are: 
• Sponsorship of a national or native preacher ($35.00 monthly) 
• Sponsorship of a TEAM of preachers in a given country ($10.00 minimum per 

month,  per TEAM) 
• Sponsorship of a destitute child with our Touch a Life subsidiary ($35.00 monthly) 
• Sponsorship of the Final Frontiers Society, Bible distribution program ($10.00 

monthly) 
 
 
Executive Board of Directors: 
  

     FINAL FRONTIERS, a non-profit, religious corporation, was founded by Jon Nelms in 
1987, and is governed by those serving on the Executive Board of Directors: Rev. Jon 
Nelms (Chairman), Rev. Gene Carpenter  (Vice President), and Rev. Ron Charles   
(Secretary/Treasurer), Mr. Ralph Wills, CPA/CMA, and Mr. Charles Turner. Further 
council is provided by those serving on the Board of Advisors. Contributions and gifts to 
this ministry are tax deductible and are applied to the ministry's evangelistic outreach.  
FINAL FRONTIERS is classified as a 509 (a)(1) public foundation, under section 501 (c)
(3) of the Internal Revenue Code. 
 
 
 

International Offices: 
 

     International offices are maintained in every country of service for accountability 
purposes,  and are staffed by national and regional coordinators who are approved by the 
Executive Board of Directors. Administrative Branch Offices are located in Honduras and 
Portugal. 
 
 
 

Contact Information: 
 

     For further information concerning this ministry and its various programs, please call or 
write to the home office: 
 

Final Frontiers Foundation           Telephone:  706-955-4916 
1200 Peachtree St.             FAX:  706-955-4908 
Louisville, GA 30434  USA              Toll Free: 800-522-4324 
             Email: webmaster@finalfrontiers.org
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The 73 countries where we serve 

as of  April 2005 
 

 

Africa: 
Kenya 

Uganda 
South Africa 

Nigeria 
Togo 

Ivory Coast 
Ghana 
Liberia 
Burkina 
Morocco 
Sudan 

Tanzania 
Rwanda 
Congo 
Egypt 
Libya 

Burundi 
 

East Asia: 
India 

Myanmar 
Thailand 

Laos 
Cambodia 
Vietnam 
China 

Philippines 
Nepal 

Indonesia 
 

Eurasia: 
Georgia 
Belarus 
Siberia 
Ukraine 
Russia 

 
Central Asia 

Kazakhstan 
Kyrgyzhstan 
Azerbaijan 

Turkmenistan 
Uzbekistan 

Middle East: 
Syria 
Iran * 
Iraq * 

Yemen * 
Turkey 

 
Europe: 

France 
Romania 
Albania  
Latvia 

Lithuania  
Hungary 

Switzerland 
Poland 
Bosnia 

Macedonia 
 

Americas: 
Mexico 
Cuba 

Guatemala 
El Salvador 
Honduras 
Nicaragua 
Costa Rica 

Peru 
Chile 

Columbia 
Ecuador  

Venezuela  
Brazil 

Argentina 
St. Vincent 
St. Lucia  
Grenada 

Haiti * 
Jamaica 

 
Pacifica: 

Fiji 
Solomon Islands 

*   indicates TEAM  or FFSociety support  only 

 Where we serve 

Applications are in process now from: 
  

Lebanon, Guyana, Croatia, Serbia   
Crimea and various Middle Eastern  

nations. 

Jon Nelms, age 30, in northern Thailand in 1986. This is the area that 
saw the beginning of the Final Frontiers ministry. Our goal was to 
someday support 100 preachers in this one nation. Today we are sup-
porting more than 1200 preachers in 73 nations. To God be the glory! 

 Front Page Photograph   
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     I always love the first issue of the new 
year. It is a chance to praise God for all that 
He has done with us and through us and to 
set our sights on the year ahead.  And what a 
year it was! We are supporting more preach-
ers than ever and the launch of our Touch A 
Life program has grown past my wildest 
dream in its first six months. We already have 
more than 100 children sponsored and on my 
desk right now are applications from India, 
Kenya, and Syria. And wait till you read some 
of the letters they have written to their spon-
sors. (see page 14) These kids are amazing. 
 

     Well as you will see, we have moved to a 
smaller type font in this issue. Not because I 
want to make you strain to read it but because 
there is so much to print. The most difficult 
part of putting one of these together is decid-
ing what to put in and what to leave out. 
 

     Beginning with this issue, which celebrates our 20 year anni-
versary, I thought it might be good to go back in time and give 
some insight on how and why we began this work. Though 
some of you have been with us since the beginning, it is obvi-
ous that the majority have not. I hope my little walks down mem-
ory lane will inspire you. 
 

     You know, when we first started Final Frontiers, I became 
the target of many mission boards which felt threatened by our 
“new” philosophy of missions. Even today many are still op-
posed to supporting national preachers. I was told often that I 
had a “nice theory” but that it just wouldn’t work. Here we are 
nearly twenty years later and I think it is safe to finally announce 
that the “theory” has become a reality. And if you have any 
doubts, check out our recorded statistics on page 12. Many 
don't know it, but we actually keep copies of every report that 
comes to us so that we can verify our reporting. In our files are 
more than 200,000 pages of reports and at least 10,000 photo-
graphs.  
 

     I am so thankful for the preachers who in their lives and min-
istries have proven the validity of this type of missions work. 
Many of them are now with the Lord but their ministries survive 
and thrive in the hands of the “Timothys” that they trained for 
the ministry.  
 

     I am thankful too for you who stood with us and provided the 
necessary funding. And let me also say how thankful I am to my 
wife Juanita and my children, Daniel and Sara who often lived 
without me while I was out doing the work God had called me 
to. They never complained and never held me back and today, 
both of my kids are serving the Lord with me in this ministry. 
Now that is a father’s dream come true! God promised, “they 
that honor me I will honor” and He has certainly kept His word. 
They have gotten to ride elephants, play with monkeys, eat 
dogs and sleep in bamboo huts. They have also been able to 
survive tropical diseases, feed starving families and see the 
world. In fact, as this issue is going to print, Daniel is with me in 
the Dominican Republic meeting preachers in need of support 
and children in need of food. We’ll put a short video clip on line 
for you to see once we get home. 

   The Jon Nelms family report  

Final Frontiers Foundation 

     Many of you will remember me bringing my 
kids to your church when they were little. I 
would dress them in authentic costumes of the 
tribes of Southeast Asia. They loved it and I did 
too. Most of those churches never supported us 
as missionaries and today, there are many 
churches I have been to over the past twenty 
years that have never understood that we need 
support too. They do support the preachers and 
the children, but somehow we as a family were 
overlooked.  Frankly, that has been the downfall 
of our ministry; people have been so excited 
about supporting our work and workers that they 
have forgotten we need support too. But to be 
fair, I have never asked a church to support us 
(until now). I pray that some of the churches that 
I have been to over the years will finally feel like 
supporting our family. After all, we are no longer 
just a theory. 

 

     In our cover story I write about a video that we made years 
ago in Thailand. You might be surprised to learn that we have 
that video on our website. Go to the “media” section and you will 
find it there. You’ll be amazed at how well I have aged! 
 

     Let me say also how blessed we were to participate with you 
in the Christmas Stocking program and assure you that we will 
do it again next year. We raised funds for nearly 250 stockings 
filled with candy, fruit, toys, tracts and a New Testament. You 
cannot imagine the joy this brought to children who have never 
received a stocking or any Christmas gift in their entire lives. I 
consider the entire project a success.  The real surprise was 
that we got any donations at all. Bulk mail was extremely slow 
this year; I received calls from people as late as January 8 that 
had just received their letter. If you had received them on time, 
there is no telling what we could have done.       
 

     Later this year we will make a 3 minute video of passing 
them out and send that off to any who want a copy (as well as 
put in on the website). 
 

     And now for those of you who wish to see the mission field 
with your own eyes, let me encourage you to reserve a seat on 
our Visionary Trip in either March or August. They are both fill-
ing up fast. 
 
     Altogether, 2005 was a wonderful year. Every:  
� 6 six minutes we had a salvation decision reported. 
� 22 minutes a new convert was baptized. 
� 80 minutes a new village or barrio was evangelized. 
� 4 hours a new church was started with an average of 

40 new converts each. 
 

     As you stand with us, I look forward to 2006 being a 
banner year. This is our only chance to have a 20 year 
anniversary, so let’s not waste the opportunity. 
  

    Yours for souls, 

 

Jon and Juanita,  -  Daniel and Sara 

 



Preacher’s Name:  Bipin Bahari Jena 
 

Wife’s Name:   Rebati 
 

No. of Children:  4  (3 are grown)  

   

Country:   India 
 

Sponsorship Needed:  2 @ $35.00 monthly 
 
  

Testimony: 
 
     I was a Hindu 
and used to wor-
ship many gods 
and goddesses 
which never gave 
me any peace 
and satisfaction in 
my life. One day 
Subodh Rana and 
an evangelist of 
Amar Joyti India 
met me and explained about Jesus, how He loves me and died 
for my sin. This message worked in my heart and another day 
while talking with Brother Subodh, I prayed with him and gave 
my life to Jesus.  
 

     After that, I faced a lot of persecution from my people. But the 
Lord has been protecting me from them. I had a continuous 
burden for the Gospel work since I came to know Him in 1992. 
One day the Lord called me for full-time service and since then I 
have been working as an evangelist in many Hindu villages 
around my village, Bari.  
 

     After I came to know the Lord, I had a burden for my wife who 
was also a Hindu. In the beginning she used to oppose me. But 
seeing my changed life she was attracted towards Jesus. One 
day while sharing with her about Jesus and His death on the 
cross, she was convicted of her sins and surrendered her life to 
the Lord Jesus. Now she is happy in the Lord, helping me in the 
Gospel work.  
 

     I take Bible studies and teaching new converts the Word of 
God and disciple them. Sometimes I distribute literature along 
with our witnessing. Another work I do is teach to read and 
write. I have led 14 Hindus to Christ through this method alone.  
 

     While we do have an income, it is not sufficient to meet our 
needs and my wife sometimes works in the rice fields of other 
people to help our family. I also have to work as a laborer to 
meet some of our needs. Your financial help will allow us more 
time to work in the Lord's fields and less time in man's.  
 

     Please pray for me and my family as we have been facing a 
lot of persecution in our village for the Lord and His ministry. 
Please pray that many come to know the Lord. Also, please 
pray for my youngest daughter, Subhra who is very sickly from 
birth.  
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For more information on sponsoring a national preacher, see page 19. 

Preacher’s Name:  Alexander Safari Kipnyango  
 

Wife’s Name:  Finike Kagai Safari  
 

No. of Children:  11     
 

Country:   Kenya  
 

Sponsorship Needed:   2 @ $35.00 monthly 
 
 

Testimony: 
 
     First of all, I 
admit that I was a 
sinner. I lived in 
sin for the past 
years of life. My 
wife also lived in 
sin as well. But 
when the people 
of God visited us 
in our home, she 
was the first to 
accept the Good News and set up a Christian standard of living 
in our home. Soon afterwards, I accepted Christ. He began a 
good work of salvation and will keep me until I reach Heaven. 
My wife and I followed the Lord in the waters of Baptism as a 
testimony of our salvation.  
 

     After some time, I began feeling that God wanted me in the 
ministry. I was already involved in church work as a soul-
winner, but I began to study for the ministry with an American 
missionary named Tommy Moore in Eldoret. Since that time, I 
have taken what he taught me and taught it to other men. Now, 
there are three men pastoring whom I discipled for the ministry.  
 

     I do not work any other jobs and I do not have any regular 
monthly income. Our family needs are just less than $50.00 a 
month for our food, clothing, our medical fees and firewood. We 
are grateful for the support you offer to us. It will be a great 
benefit and allow us to buy the fat that we need for cooking as 
well as our milk, sugar, soap and all of our other items.  
 

     So far, God has allowed me to start three churches as well 
as being involved in children's ministry and open air evangel-
ism. I speak three languages; Swahili, Luhya and English and 
already we have had around 1,000 souls saved. In the past, I 
have worked with a team of pastors but due to tribal and land 
clashes that have occurred lately, we have been cut off and we 
are on our own, I and my co-pastors.  
 

      Please pray for us. In our country there is a great deal of strife 
occurring now. Many Christians have already lost their lives. We 
live in a house made of wood posts, walls of mud and iron 
sheets for a roof. Our day begins with prayer and Bible study 
and in visiting believers and unbelievers. In the evening, we 
have our family altar and this is the end of our day. In the name 
of Jesus Christ, and from my inner-most heart, I bow down and 
from my knees I pray for you who have compassion on me and 
my family's daily needs and our ministry. May God sustain you 
and keep His hands stretched on our family and ministry.  

See these and many other preachers in need of support on our website at www.finalfrontiers.org 

   Let’s Get Acquainted ...  
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 From the Mai l  Bag ... 
Every trimester, those who support a preacher, TEAM or orphan receive a personal report verifying  

the receipt of their support and showing how it was used. Here are some samples. 

From:      Molnar Nicolae  
Sponsored by:       Rafael Iguartua family, TX 
                   Walnut Ave. Baptist, Pensacola, FL 
 
     I started a Bible study with the newly converted preparing 
them for baptism. At the end of this study we had a great event 
in the village with these people entering the water to be baptized 
before God and the whole village. 
 

     We had a one week Bible study for children. We invited all 
the children in the village and they responded in a very large 
number. We used Bible games, movies and every child received 
a nice gift containing toys, food and sweets. The whole manifes-
tation was a success. 
 

     At one of my churches (where I pastor) which was built inn 
1934 we started a major remodeling process inside and outside 
and we are facing financial difficulties because of the very poor 
people in the church. The condition required us to start those 
repairs and go with faith in God that He will take us to the end of 
the project. 
 

     I am so thankful again for all your involvement in this ministry 
and for your financial support for me without it I would not be 
able to be that fruitful and efficient in winning people’s souls for 
God. I keep you in my thoughts and prayers. 

ROMANIA 

churches started    1 
villages evangelized    1 
professions of faith     3 
converts baptized    3 

Last trimester he reported ... 

From:     Vidal Valentin Rodriquez Mazariegos 
Sponsored by:       Craig Ostrom family, FL 
 
     Loving brother, I greet you in the name of Jesus Christ. 
 

     I am very happy serving the Lord together with my family. 
 

     The offering that you are sending us, we used it for our 
congregations, they are 50 kilometers (33 miles) from where we 
are living. My wife and my son are teaching the children. I want 
to tell you that where I am going to preach the brothers are very 
poor, they don’t have any resources to build a church. Also they 
can’t pay a salary for the pastor. Thank God with the offering 
from some members the work of God continues growing. 
 

     My great joy is to win souls to the Lord. Four years ago we 
met in the village called Plan Grande, but now we have planted 
our church there. We have 28 adult members and 22 children. 
We enjoy the work  (and hope to someday have) a church 
building. But we do not have a pastoral house and also we need 
to   build a kitchen and a classroom for the children. We hope 
our God will provide it. Your help is a lot of help for me and my 
family. 
 

     I always keep praying for you. I have kept the picture that 
you sent me. Brothers, I told my brothers here (in the church) 
how wonderful God is to us. That you, without knowing us, send 
economical support which is blessing our lives and ministry. 
May God bless you  materially and spiritually  is my prayer.  

From:      Henry Abongo  
Sponsored by:    First Baptist, Gilbert, WV 
 
     I praise the Lord Jesus our Savior because He has 
given me strength in His service. 
 

     On October 9 I went down the hill on foot to serve the Lord. 
After that I climbed the hill to attend the funeral of a woman who 
died at a place called Ndori. I was requested by the Deacon to 
preach the message to the people. Many of them came from far 
away. My message was that it is Time to seek the Lord while He 
may be found and call upon Him while He is near, from Isaiah 
55:6. Afterward someone stood and said that the message was 

playing in their stomach. In our culture that means he had ac-
cepted what I said and was rejoicing in the Lord. 
 

     After a few days passed a woman who had attended the 
funeral came to my home and found me there with my wife. 
She talked about the message that the Lord had given me that 
day. She also talked about the message the Lord gave me to 
His people on that day. She wondered how the Lord used me 
for His message to the people. 
 

     I still wish to keep on thanking you for the support fund. We 
use it for food, clothes, repair bicycle and other necessary 
things. 
 

     May God continue to bless you because of your love that 
you have shown to us and care for us. 
 
Yours faithfully, 
Henry Abongo 

GUATEMALA 

churches started       3 
villages evangelized       4 
professions of faith        3 
converts baptized       2 

Last trimester he reported ... 

Final Frontiers Foundation 

KENYA 

churches started    0 
villages evangelized    30 
professions of faith     3 
converts baptized    0 

Last trimester he reported ... 
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your effort to reach it as quickly as you can, you can’t rip them 
off fast enough.  
 

     I think the problem for most of us is that we don’t really see 
the prize or even know what it is. We think that what we see to 
be the prize is the same that God sees. That could not be fur-
ther from the truth. The prize is not material, it is not accom-
plishments, it is not honor or respect, nor is it dieing at old age 
in our sleep. The prize is in knowing the very purpose for which 
the Creator created you, and fulfilling that purpose. With that 
understanding, accomplishments, rewards, honors, etc. can be 
as much a distraction and roadblock as sin itself. Anything that 
takes our eyes off the prize and on to ourselves is the enemy. 
 

     Isn’t it strange that the more we desire His will, the more we 
see where true values lay? Any time we chose a path other 
than what God has reveled to be His desire for us, we are 
choosing second best. It doesn’t matter how bright that path 
may seem to us, when night comes, you’ll find its streetlights 
don’t work. You’ll soon find your struggling to get off that path, 
to be much harder than your struggle to get on it. 
 

     “Please God, take this house away from me, let me go to the 
mission field, anywhere, just let me go.” The evening walks 
around the streets and schoolyards near my house were be-
coming more frequent and longer. They had actually become 
the best diet program I had ever participated in, though that was 
not the intent. Just a few months earlier I had communicated 
with one of the men who had trained me for ministry and that 
communication had set all this in motion. 
 

     When I was fifteen years old I joined the Forrest Hills Baptist 
Church in Decatur, Georgia. Curtis Hutson was the pastor. One 
Sunday morning my family joined and the next Sunday morning 
I was working in Children’s Church and helping out on a bus 
route. Because of his proximity to our home, I had been as-
signed to work with a man named Tommy Tillman. Tommy, as I 
would come to call him after I became an adult, tutored me in 
street preaching and bus ministry. During the summer months 
he would sometimes pick me up on his way to work. While he 
managed a shipping department in downtown Atlanta, I would 
often visit our bus route all day long. Soon my older brother Ben 
was also visiting and driving the bus for us. Over the years our 
route grew and divided over and over again, until some thirty 
routes had been given birth from the original.  Now that years 
had gone by, Tommy had become a missionary to lepers in 
Asia. As a pastor I had called him to see about our church sup-
porting his ministry. It was then that his invitation changed my 
life.       

     My desire was to help raise funds for Tommy. As a pastor I 
had grown concerned about the constant need of our best, 
faith-based missionaries, having to come back to the States to 
ask for more funding; wasting precious time away from the min-
istries and lands to which God had called them.  I had devel-
oped some friendships in the movie industry in nearby Holly-
wood and knew that some of them wanted to use their skills for 
the glory of God. After stepping out by faith and making a com-
mitment, I brought the idea to my church to fund the making of 
a video for Tommy. At this time, video was still an industrial tool 
and probably fewer than 5% of the homes in America had a 
video player, yet I knew intuitively that this technology was the 
wave of the future. 
 

     I met with my good friend, Pastor Johnny Probst, who is now 
a Chaplin in the movie industry and with a producer Gregg 
Vernon, (who produced the blockbuster movie ____). Gregg 
is now a pastor. They tutored me on what they needed to know 

continued from page 1 

trine, my lifestyle, my personality; all were set in stone. Yet, eve-
rything I had done in the past that brought success, now 
seemed to spawn failure. Failure in my eyes, because being a 
good American; I judged success not on the impact I was mak-
ing on those I pastored, but on their small numbers. God had to 
take me into my own personal wilderness for me to learn what I 
needed to learn. Changes were taking place in my heart; I just 
didn’t know it. All the while I was working for God; He was work-
ing on me. Then suddenly things began to change. My church 
was forced to sell our property because we could no longer 
make the mortgage payments. When the members came to 
help us move, they were for the first time welcomed into our 
home. This was not that we had intentionally avoided them but 
rather we were ashamed of the condition of the parsonage. You 
see, most of our members were new Christians, they did not 
know the condition under which my family had been living and 
we had not shared it with them. Once the discovery was made, 
like nurses on a battlefield, it seemed they felt that they couldn’t 
do enough to try to make our lives more comfortable. 
 

     By the fourth year I had a house with an office added on, 
newly remodeled, an in-ground swimming pool in the backyard 
and was driving a brand new Thunderbird with all the extras. I 
could go to any conference I wanted, anywhere in the world. All 
that the members would ask me was how much did I need for 
the trip. They were wonderful. And when I was sure that life just 
couldn’t get any better … well, you know what comes next. 
 

     In an effort to lose the weight I had acquired from my new 
prosperity, each evening after supper I would go for a walk. Just 
across from our house were two schools, one an elementary 
and the other a middle school named Las Palmas. 
 

     One evening while walking, I heard a voice in my head or 
maybe in my heart. No, it wasn’t audible, but it was real and 
precise. It is my custom to walk and pray so as I walked, I was 
thanking God for His gifts to me, particularly the house; it was 
my first house and having a pool was just a dream come true. 
Just as I had thanked Him once again for the gift of the house, I 
heard a question resound in my head, it seemed to echo as if I 
was in the Swiss Alps, bouncing from one side of my cranium to 
the other asking, “Will you give it all up for Me?” 
 

     I was calm, but probably a little angry, not with the Lord, but 
with myself for even entertaining such a thought. I dismissed it 
but still could not get the question to fade into cerebral nothing-
ness. I began to tell myself that this house was a gift from God 
and the Bible says that the “gifts of God are without repen-
tance.” I reasoned that God would not give me something only 
to ask me to give it up; that was certainly contrary to His person-
ality. “What a lame argument”, I said to myself. “What about 
Abraham and Isaac? What about “he who keeps his life will lose 
it?”   
 

     For several weeks I battled within myself until I finally won 
and in winning, I lost. In time you see, I would realize that my 
victory was really a defeat in disguise. I had been able to con-
vince myself that this was not the invitation of God, but rather 
the ascetic imaginations of my overly, self-depredating person-
ality. Several months later, walking in the same school yard, I 
would find myself begging God to take the house away from me, 
as well as anything else that would conflict with His revealed will 
for my life.  I was learning that what I thought was the 
“prize” (material prosperity) ,was actually the things that were 
weighing me down in my race. If your eyes are on the weights, 
you don’t want to give them up, but once you see the prize, in 
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in order for us to shoot the tape. With that knowledge in hand I 
prepared to leave for Thailand in September 1986. My assign-
ment was to scout out all the locations where the filming would 
be done so that during our two-week shoot the following month, 
no time would be wasted and no surprises would be waiting. 
 

     To say that I was frightened was an understatement. At that 
time in my life I got nervous even venturing into Canada. Now I 
was preparing to leave to God knows where, expecting to be 
eaten by cannibals.  In the last meeting I had with Gregg and 
Johnny, there in Gregg’s apartment in Burbank, I confessed to 
both of them that I was having second thoughts. I was so fearful 
of what I was about to do and what it would cost financially, that 
the whispers of doubt in my mind had grown to shouts. The 
three of us got on our knees and prayed and cried before God, 
for how long I don’t know. I do know that the floor beneath us 
was wet with tears and that we had felt the assurance that we 
were encroaching upon destiny; not just mine, but also that of 
millions of souls. Then something happened that I will never 
forget, no matter how bad my memory becomes. Gregg and 
Johnny both told me, almost in unison, that God had revealed to 
them, that what I was about to do would have a great impact on 
missions in the world, that it was “bigger than all of us” and that I 
dare not shrink back from the open door that God had placed 
before me. We all expressed our gratitude before God for allow-
ing us to be a part of it, whatever “it” was.  I left Gregg’s apart-
ment that day still in fear, but with the conviction that if I did not 
obey, I would forever lose the purpose of my existence.  For me, 
this was my own personal Jordan River that I must cross by 
faith, or spend the rest of my life in the wilderness of “if only”. 
 

     Finally the day of the flight arrived. Sandy Corsini, one of my 
church members and a fine young man, stopped by my house 
to take me to the airport. I readily admit that I was not just afraid; 
I was in tears. The idea of being away from my wife and small 
children for fourteen days was tearing me up inside. We had 
never been separated like this before. As I gave my goodbye 
kisses and walked to the door, my son Daniel, who was barely 
seven years old, ran and grabbed one of my legs and like Jacob 
wrestling with the Lord, would not let go. The tears were pouring 
from his little eyes and my heart was literally tearing apart. Later 
I found out that somehow he thought I was leaving and would 
never be able to come home again. He thought he was seeing 
his dad for the last time and his little heart was breaking. It took 
Sandy, my wife and me to free me from his grip. I have to tell 
you, riding to the airport was a miserably sad trip for me. 
 

     Let me detour here to say that Daniel is still with me, still 
holding on; only now his grip is there to prop me up, not to hold 
me back. He has matured and is a vital part of our ministry. I 
would be lost without him, far more than he would be without 
me. He is my crutch, my hope and my best friend. 
 

     After departing from Los Angeles, many hours later the plane 
landed in Anchorage, Alaska. After a short layover we took off. 
Unfortunately we cleared the Alaskan skies just before the sun 
came up, so I was deprived of seeing the beauty that is Alaska.  
I was flying on Korean Airlines, along the same flight path of the 
infamous flight 007 that had been shot down by Soviet fighter 
pilots just three years and three weeks earlier. During this por-
tion of the flight the pilot interrupted us with the news that at that 
moment, the world’s population had just passed the five billion 
mark. Truly a milestone in human history and yet, half of those 
five billion had never heard the name of Jesus. Hours passed 
and we landed in Seoul, South Korea. I believe I had an eight-
hour layover there in what was then, a tiny international airport. I 
was glad to finally board the next plane, which would take me to 
Bangkok, Thailand. 

 

     It was late afternoon as we made our approach into Bang-
kok. I remember two things from that first moment in Thailand. 
First, I was disappointed that I saw no grass huts; everything 
was concrete and modern. Second, I had never felt such heat in 
my life. When the door of the airplane opened, it was like being 
hit in the face with a furnace. For the first of many times in my 
life, I understood what it must have been like for Shadrach, Me-
shach, and Abednego as they approached the fiery furnace. 
And if there was to be any temptation for an idol to bow down to 
in order to escape the heat, I wouldn’t have to wait long to see 
one, for even in the corridors of the airport there were idols 
where incense was burning 
and humble Buddhists were 
stopping to wai and pray to 
their gods. (Wai is the Thai 
word for the action of showing 
respect to a person or deity. 
The person places both 
hands together like a child at 
prayer and then bows their 
head slightly for a moment of 
respect, with the nose almost 
touching the thumbs.)  If there 
was one thing that I was re-
lieved of however, it was that 
there are no cannibals in 
Thailand! Now granted, I was not as large then as I am now, but 
still, I would have made a tempting feast to any cannibal lurking 
in the concrete jungles. 
 

     After passing through immigration and customs, I made my 
way out to the area where families and friends were waiting for 
the arriving passengers. Standing among them was a myriad of 
taxi drivers.  It is strange to look back on now but I vividly re-
member two very odd looking men staring at me intently. They 
were not holding up any signs, but their eyes were fixed on me. 
I wondered if they were the assigned drivers that were to pick 
me up and take me to the hotel where I would meet Tommy. I 
intentionally walked up to them slowly, giving them every oppor-
tunity to greet me, but they made no move whatsoever. As I 
walked pass them I was grabbed by several taxi drivers, all 
wanting to assist the “farang” (Thai word for foreigner.) For the 
first time in my life, I knew what a wishbone feels like on 
Thanksgiving day.  Finally after being hustled by one taxi driver 
in particular, he took me out of the terminal for a walk of several 
blocks to his gypsy cab. I had been given the names of two 
hotels where I could look for Tommy, so I told him to take me to 
the nearest one first. We had not driven more than a mile when 
the driver, in broken English, pushed a brochure of naked 
women in my face and asked me if I wanted a “lady”. If I had 
worn false teeth, they would have fallen out. I immediately told 
him “no thank you”. Without skipping a beat he asked “young 
girl?” Again I replied “no” and told him that I am a Christian, but 
as soon as I got the word out of my mouth he asked “you no 
want lady?” and when I responded again with a firm “no” and 
told him once again that I was a Christian, he paused, shook his 
head, then turned to me with a smile and responded with the 
tone of a student who finally answered his teacher’s question 
correctly saying, “oh, you want boy!” 
 

     This man evidently had no idea of what being a Christian 
means. On the dashboard of his car were idols of Buddha and 
small pictures of Buddhist holy men. The ceiling fabric over our 
heads was decorated with Thai script that was hand-written 
there to serve as good luck incantations and to protect the car 
and driver from accidents. Bangkok today remains the only 
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place I have ever been in the entire world where you drive in 
literally bumper-to-bumper traffic at sixty miles an hour. They 
also don’t realize that a lane on the road is for a single car. Stop 
at any red light on a four-lane road and there will be six to eight 
cars abreast. My dad, when visiting Thailand with me and my 
brother Ben several years later, was fascinated at how a Thai 
family of six could all ride on a motorcycle at the same time. 
These are talented people with a sense of balance unlike any-
thing I have ever encountered. But I digress. 
 

     After some twenty minutes we arrived at the first hotel but 
Tommy was not there, so the driver took me to the next hotel 
but again, no Tommy. The lady at the desk knew who he was, 
as he stayed there often since it was an area that you could find 
a taxi to the airport at any time of the night, (which comes in 
very handy if you have a flight departing at 4:00 AM). This hotel 
was downtown, adjacent to an infamous area of Bangkok known 
as Patpong, which was “the strip” that had become famous dur-
ing our war in Vietnam. (thus tourists, thus taxis) Anything you 
want in the flesh trade can be found there; and it is not on a 
brochure, it is walking, talking and all around you. I cannot imag-
ine that Sodom could have been any more vile or pagan or 
sexually depraved than Patpong. (At that time there were an 
estimated 30,000 prostitutes in Bangkok under the age of fif-
teen. Today, it is estimated that number has nearly doubled.) 
Even the world recognizes it as such. In the early 1980s there 
was famous song about Patpong called, “One Night In Bang-
kok”, in which the songwriter espoused the sensation that I was 
experiencing that night when he wrote: “I can feel the Devil 
walking next to me”. 
 

     The clerk at the Rose Hotel told me that Tommy had been 
there several days before and she expected him back in three 
days. Not knowing what else to do, I checked into a room and 
prepared to wait, or more correctly, to hide. 
 

     I had been in Thailand for about two hours. I couldn’t speak a 
word of the language and I felt totally isolated. Nothing was fa-
miliar. Not the smells, the sounds, the food, the clothing, the 
streets; nothing. People were eating fried grasshoppers out of 
what looked like french-fry bags. (which really are good and 
crunchy) The outside walls of restaurants had color photographs 
of the dishes that were offered 
inside, and photographs of the 
young women you could select 
just as readily to eat with you, 
then take her off to some room 
for a sexual encounter. I felt 
filthy.  Everywhere I looked 
there were temples and spirit 
houses. Demon idols were all 
around. People were stopping 
to pray to shrines. Incense was 
burning all around in honor of 
the nats or demon spirits that 
lived in these tiny, ornate tem-
ples on wooden posts that to 
me, resembled a fancy, Thai-
style bird house. I felt like I had 
truly entered into a place where 
God’s presence was neither 
felt, nor known, nor welcome. I 
sensed demonic depression, 
influence and control more 
than I ever had in my life. What I had sensed among Satan wor-
shippers in Chicago during my college years with their voodoo 
dolls, animal sacrifices and black magic was nothing in compari-

son to the evil I was drowning in at that moment. If Pergamum 
was the “throne of Satan” in John’s day, certainly Bangkok is 
today. Briefly and unbelievably, I wondered if maybe God was 
not god there at all, that perhaps this country truly belonged to 
Satan and I was all alone and trespassing; a captured spy be-
hind enemy lines. I would later find out that allegedly, one-tenth 
of the land area of Bangkok at that time was designated for 
temple compounds to worship Buddha and demon spirits. 
 

     In defeat and despair, I returned to my room to hide and 
began to read my Bible, looking for a spiritual security blanket 
to safely wrap myself up in.  I knelt beside the bed and asked 
God to forgive me for limiting Him, for seeing Him as the He-
brews and Canaanites had thousands of years earlier; as 
merely a “territorial god” confined to this hill or that valley, rather 
than as the Supreme Ruler of the Universe with the right and 
power to go wherever He chooses and to take back that which 
had been stolen from Him; the souls of the Thai people. I im-
plored God, “Show me your power”. 
 

     While I was on my knees in prayer and just at that moment 
of request, the phone rang and in broken English, the desk 
clerk told me that I had guests. I went downstairs and she told 
me that Tommy was at the Christian camp at Pattaya Beach 
and that two men had come to take me there. Quickly I ran up-
stairs again for my luggage and returned to the desk only to find 
waiting for me the same two men that had stared me down at 
the airport, still wearing the same silly, confused and embar-
rassed little grins.  As it turned out they had a sign with my 
name on it all along, they just had not thought to hold it up 
where I could see it. We piled into their car and headed for the 
beach. Some three hours later I arrived at the camp and was 
greeted by Tommy and a large number of Christians in the 
medical field who had come for a retreat. It was a blessing to 
spend a few days with them and to see Tommy for the first time 
in thirteen years, but after two days, I had to be on my way. I 
had work to do to prepare for the filming the following month. 
 

     Leaving Tommy behind after making arrangements to meet 
him in several days, I returned to Bangkok. I had been given the 
name and phone number of a retired schoolteacher from New 
Mexico named Charlie Holmes, who several years earlier had 
visited Thailand where he met a missionary from the Philippines 
who used English classes as a method of planting churches. 
They had fallen in love and married. I had never met Charlie or 
Lourdes before, but during the phone conversation they invited 
me to leave with them the following morning in order to visit 
some “national preachers” up in the “hill tribe” area of northern 
Thailand. I was intrigued. I didn’t know what a national preacher 
was, in fact, I don’t think I had ever heard the term. Equally 
strange to me was the term “hill tribes”.  I didn’t know what to 
expect, but a train ride to the cooler mountains up north to scout 
out some good scenes for the video sounded too good to pass 
up. I settled into the bed for a good night’s sleep, not knowing 
that within twenty-four hours my life would totally change. In fact 
what I was about to see and experience affected me so deeply 
that when I returned home, my wife, from a personality view-
point, no longer recognized me. I was about to discover my 
destiny; to be baptized into the reality of why God had caused 
me to be born.  
 

     The following day I left for the hill tribe region of northern 
Thailand. There is so much to tell about those few days when 
my eyes were first opened to the possibility and need of sup-
porting national church planters. When for the first time I met 
tribal people. When for the first time I was the only white man 
that they had ever seen, the first American, the first messenger 
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of the Gospel. The one from whom they first heard the name of 
Jesus. But that is a story I will save for another time. In the mean 
time, after only a few days there, I returned for a scheduled ap-
pointment in Bangkok. 
 

     While I was at the medical camp visiting Tommy, I had met a 
young lady who worked for the YMCA ministering to the physical 
needs of the families living in a squatter area of Bangkok, near 
the Port of Klong Toey.  Millions of people live in slum and 
squatter areas of Bangkok. Their houses were shacks that 
floated only inches above the rising seawaters filled with gar-
bage and feces. Squatters take over unused land and build set-
tlements on it and remain there for years until the owner sells the 
land to a developer.  This young lady had invited me to go into 
this slum with her to see it for myself. After meeting at their of-
fice, she and I and several of her friends went to the slum and 
they gave me the grand tour. This was the first opportunity I had 
to see how the poor Thai lived. The alleys between their houses, 

if you want to call 
them that, were actu-
ally piers about three 
feet wide. Most 
homes were open 
and as you walked 
by you could greet 
the families, see 
what they were eat-
ing, etc. Most were 
friendly, all were 
curious. It must have 
seemed strange to 
see an American 
walking through their 
neighborhood. Natu-
rally I drew a crowd, 
mostly of children 
who upon seeing the 
camera hanging 
from my neck fol-
lowed me chanting 
“chang tai rup” which 
is the Thai word for 
photographer.  The 
movie “The Killing 
Fields” about the 
Khmer Rouge take-
over of their neighbor 
Cambodia had been 
released in America 
two years earlier but 
had only recently 
been seen in Bang-
kok. The main char-
acters were reporters 
and photographers 
or chang tai rups. 
 

     As we walked 
through the slum we 
began to talk with 
several adults about 
Jesus. One, a blind 
lady more than 100 
years old, invited us 

into her home where she accepted Christ. After leaving her 
house we were passing out tracts when suddenly it occurred to 

me that we should try to have a service and preach to these 
people. We were told that to do so we would have to get the 
permission of the headman of the slum. After learning where his 
shack was, we went off to meet with him. When we arrived he 
was sitting on his porch with several men talking. He invited us 
to sit down and offered us something to drink. Following Biblical 
protocol, I received it with thanks, not asking any questions for 
my conscience sake. It tasted good, but it burned all the way 
down. For the first time in my life (and last time) I had drank rice 
whisky. As the cup was passed around the circle it came to me 
again. Before he could force any more upon me, I asked him 
through the interpreter if we could have his permission to hold a 
service. He told me that they had a community area that could 
be used, but was curious what I wanted to tell his people. It was 
then that I told him, “I have come to tell your people about my 
God.” A look of curiosity vanquished the friendly grin that he 
had been wearing and he asked, “What is your god’s name?” 
Probably no more than a second passed before I answered 
him, but it seemed like an hour. What is my god’s name? What 
a strange question, I thought to myself, doesn’t everyone know 
who Jesus is? Then it gripped me, the utter sadness that he 
would have to ask such a question. How many gods did he wor-
ship? I was accustomed to there being only one, but he had a 
multitude of gods to placate. Still today his question haunts me, 
to consider that so much of the world does not yet know the 
name of my God.  In response to his question I replied, “His 
name is Jesus.”  As soon as the interpreter translated the name 
that is above all names, which in Thai is “Prajasu” his face lit up 
like a Christmas tree and he replied, “We have been praying 
that someone would come and tell us about him.” I will never 
forget that moment as long as I live. What an awesome state-
ment. 
 

     As the interpreter was relaying his words to me, the little 
man began running down the “sidewalk”, looked back at us and 
said something in Thai. Then we went on his way running pass 
the houses and shouting something as he ran. The YMCA 
worker then told me what he had said. He told her to take me to 
the pavilion area and that he was going to run through the slum 
telling everyone to come hear about Jesus. 
 

     It took about five minutes to walk there and within a few min-
utes the pavilion was full to capacity and people were standing 
outside looking in through windows with wooden bars, anxious 
to hear what we had to say. We gave a presentation of the gos-
pel, but the interpreter informed me that she was inadequate in 
her translations and made arrangements for us to come back 
on the following Sunday afternoon. 
 

     That evening I 
called my mission-
ary friends, Charles 
and Lourdes 
Holmes to tell them 
all that had hap-
pened and asked if 
they could arrange 
for a Thai pastor to 
go with me so he 
could plant a 
church there. 
Lourdes responded 
that she had just 
the man, her first 
convert from her English classes several decades earlier, a 
young pastor (about my age at the time, around 30) named 
Kiatisak Siripanadorn who pastored the Grace Baptist Church in 

Above: a typical slum scene showing a 
walkway just above the water 
Below: Gregg Vernon and Johnny Probst 
make their way through a slum as the 
children watch. 

Some of the overflow crowd of people 
wanting to hear about Jesus. 
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Bangkok. 
 

     That Sunday afternoon, he and I met there in that slum and 
God knit our hearts together. Through our joint efforts that day, 
dozens accepted Christ and Kiatisak and I planted a church 

there. Every 
week after that 
he would bring 
his members to 
assist him in the 
effort. For years 
the ministry sur-
vived until one 
day he came 
and all the 
houses were 
gone. The 
owner had sold 
the land and the 
police had 
evicted the peo-
ple overnight. 
Today a six-story 

shopping mall stands on that sacred land. 
 

     From then until now, I have had a deep friendship and love 
for Kiatisak, his wife Pat and their kids, Sammy and Grace. 
Kiatisak has served as our National Director for Thailand for 
nearly twenty years and has led in the planting of dozens of 
churches among the Thai, Akha, Lisu, Lahu, Karen and other 
tribes. He has the kindest spirit and the truest pastor’s heart of 
any man I have ever known. I love him dearly. It has been my 
joy to personally support him all these years. 
 

     As my first trip was drawing to a close I knew that I was 
leaving Thailand a different person than I had come. Everything 
was different. For the first time in my life, missions had become 
real to me. It was not a theory or a Sunday School lesson. It 
was not a course to take at Bible College. It was real, it was 
vivid, it was alive and it had consumed me. In truth, I didn’t 
even want to go home, but knowing that I would be back in a 
month and that I had a purpose to fulfill for my Master, I pre-
pared to leave. 
 

     My head was whirling with questions as I boarded the plane 
for my return home.  I was neither happy nor sad; I was over-
whelmed with burden. In my inner being an all-consuming fire, 
whose coals had long since cooled, were now beginning to 
spark and flame again as they had years earlier. The zeal for 
souls had returned. If you have ever experienced it, you know 
what I am talking about. It is the strangest feeling; a mixture of 
joy and anguish, exhilaration and depression, hope and dread, 
all mixed together. An holy paradox. I wondered with great an-
ticipation, what God had in store for me to do for Him.   

     The flight went directly from Bangkok to Seoul where we 
made connections.  After a four-hour layover I again boarded a 
plane for the flight to Los Angeles.  We had been in flight for 
several hours and the stewardesses had just taken up nearly 
all the trays when we began to experience severe turbulence. I 
have flown well over a million miles in my lifetime and only one 
other time have I felt such shaking.  Normally, turbulence starts 
slowly and builds up but we hit this pocket instantly, as if we 
had run into a tornado, five miles up. Almost immediately I be-
gan to get nauseated and reached for “the bag”, just in case. 
The overhead compartments began to shake and fly open and 
baggage was falling down upon the passengers. Food trays 
were flying around and the food and beverage carts were 

crashing into the passengers seats. I looked out the window and 
could barely see the tiny light on the end of the wing flickering. 
From this alone, I could tell the wings were flapping up and down 
like those of a bird. I wondered how long it would take before 
they would be ripped off.  Just at that moment, according to the 
pilot, we dropped some five hundred feet in a matter of seconds. 
I literally came out of my seat as if I were on a rollercoaster and 
when gravity plunged me back into it, I buckled in as quickly as I 
could. No sooner had I done so than a stewardess literally flew 
by me. The passenger just across the aisle and I were somehow 
able to grab her in mid air and I held her onto the seat beside me 
while she buckled her seat belt. A look of shear horror was fro-
zen on her face. Fear had tightly gripped everyone and had no 
intention of letting us go. Screaming, crying, praying; you could 
hear it all. Once again I looked out the window to see if the wing 
was still there. I remember praying “Lord, I can’t take much more 
of this.” Then immediately, in my spirit, I heard a voice, that 
same voice I had heard in the school yard, speaking ever so 
softly, yet at the same time, drowning out all the screaming that 
was around me as it quoted a passage from the Bible, “He giveth 
His beloved sleep.” 
      

     Suddenly I felt a jolt and then calmness. I could hear only 
whimpering all around as the shouts and screams had ceased. I 
looked to my right at the stewardess and she was staring at me 
with a look of shock and amazement. “Are you alright?” she 
asked. “Yes, I’m fine, why do you ask?”  Her answer shook me to 
my inner being when she responded, “You have been asleep for 
over four hours. Everyone on this plane has been frightened to 
death and you have been snoring. At times I thought maybe you 
were dead but the turbulence was so bad I couldn’t check you for 
a pulse.”   
 

     I looked over my shoulder and saw baggage all over the isles, 
grown men and women shaking with fear and wiping away tears, 
some with bruises, others bleeding, all weary from the ordeal. 
And I, with just a slight admission to my Father of my need for 
His help, had slept through it all; all four hours of it! What a joy to 
be one of His beloved! 
 

     As I reflected on it later, I wondered if it were just a coinci-
dence or was there some spiritual warfare taking place. Over the 
years I have come to believe that it was spiritual. Nothing hap-
pens by accident. Nothing surprises God. Future situations just 
as grave as this one would become my “thorn in the flesh”; but 
just like this one, God would always see me through and provide 
His divine protection in overflowing abundance. A ministry was 
being born after all and as with any birth, there are labor pains 
that must be endured. 
 

     When I returned home, my church members were delighted 
to hear what I had experienced. They were determined to help 
me help these national preachers to reach their own people. 
None of us realized it that day, but a new ministry was being 
born. A ministry that in its first 19 years would operate in 73 na-
tions and see more than 24,000 new churches stared. Now that 
we are in our 20th year, only God knows what lays in store for 
us. And we, with unwavering hope, expect it to be incredible be-
cause He promises, “they that honor me, I will honor.” 
 

     In future articles I will give you the story of my first visit to the 
hill tribes and how we grew from that ministry to where we are 
today. Suffice it to say, I have met many wonderful warriors of 
Christ around the world, and many of them have gone on to be 
with the Lord; but their number also includes so many of you who 
are reading this article and who have faithfully stood with us over 
the years, supporting national preachers, I pray that your num-
bers grow as your rewards mount up in Heaven. 

Our first Sunday School class in the slum 
church. 
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     The Iglesia Bautista Fidelfia in Tegucigalpa is pastored by 
the Final Frontiers National Director of Honduras, Bro. Manfredy 
Zelaya.  The church was started in 1987 and moved from house 
to house until May of 1997 when they with Lps. 1,800.00 (about 
$150.00)  and a mountain of faith, broke ground to build a new 
church in the Colonia of El Sitio, in the eastern part of Teguci-
galpa.  Today the building is still not finished despite the 
great sacrifice by church members, who have borrowed 
money against their homes, worked weekdays after their 
regular jobs and on Saturdays, to build this mission center.   
 

     Swinging in the balance are Sunday School rooms half 
completed, others with a lean-to roof and concrete floors 
which was added in the last two years, previously 
they had a dirt floor for the last 6 years.  It was 
amazing, but children would come to Sunday 
School in their Sunday best and when they went 
home they looked as if they worked in the fields all 
day.     

     Now the church has a special project to buy new 
chairs for their sanctuary.  The above picture is one 
of their existing chairs; no back, legs bent, in need 
of paint.  Some of the chairs are a little better and some are 
much worse but they all need replacing.  The church has the 
goal  this year of replacing 200 chairs but they really need 300 
to accommodate all those who are now attending.     

     The church members are stepping up and giving money to 
buy chairs, pledging to give as much as $30 each per month to 
help reach this goal.  $30 per month may not see like much in 
our budgets but the average annual per capita income for the 
whole country of Honduras is only $850.00 per year.  These 
families are sacrificing in order to reach these goals, they are 

giving out of a heart of sacrifice in the hopes that one day this 
House of God, might be finished and stand as a witness in this 
community.     

     We want you to know that this is no ordinary church. In the 
past 10 years their evangelism teams have coun-
seled with over 10,000 people who have prayed 
to receive Jesus Christ.  They have a seminary 
that has trained over 70 pastors and leaders in 
the ministry, offering courses in pastoral leader-
ship, evangelism, evangelistic campaigns and 
other mission projects.   Once finished this build-
ing will not only be a church, but will serve as a 
national training center for Christians in the coun-
try of Honduras.  They currently offer training in 
Discipleship, and a 2 1/2 year, 10 course semi-
nary with Spanish books to prepare pastors and 
leaders.     

     But that's not all, they also have 2 mission 
churches, one of which is located over 3 hours 
away by car in one of the most dangerous ar-

eas of Honduras. Church members travel to this mission 
every week.  The other mission is located on the other side 

of Tegucigalpa near the national prison.  Both of these mis-
sions are attempting to reach their communities for Christ and 

members of the Iglesia Bautista Filadelfia (Philadelphia Baptist 
Church) travel to each of these missions every week to conduct 
classes and to preach the gospel of Jesus Christ.   

     We thought that when you hear of what God is doing 
through this church in Honduras, you might be interested in 
helping to meet these needs. 
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Special   projects  for   your  considerat ion . . .  
Please designate your checks or on-line giving for the project of your choice. 

Honduras Chairs 

     Recently I received word that Pastor Vel Za Siama was 
about to be evicted from the house he was renting for his 
church, home and orphanage. Now they have secured a new 
location but with some additional expenses. He writes:  
 
     “The house in front of us is calling for rent so we talked to the 
owner and he allows the house for us to rent for our chil-
dren.  The rent is Ks.60,000 (about US Dollar $60) per month, 
which is the lowest level of rent in this area.  We like this 
house.  So please pray with us so that the Lord provides rental 
good for one year (12 months) because here rental are paid 

yearly, and not monthly, which makes life very difficult, and that 
is the reason why we need your prayers so dearly.” 
 
If you can help this ministry it would be appreciated. We have 
already received a donation of $500 from the Chicago area so 
all they lack now is $220. This by the way, is an independent 
orphanage and not yet associated with our Touch A Life pro-
gram. That is why this need is not met. 

Myanmar orphanage 

    Though we cannot print their names or show their faces, we 
have four men in urgent need. Their support level is at a higher 
level, (thus you can be one of several sponsors), because Be-
lievers are often denied jobs and therefore have no tithe to sup-
port their pastors. Sponsors will however receive a portfolio on 

their preacher. Here is a list of those we now have available: 
 
� Yemen - one preacher needing $150 monthly 
� Syria - one preacher needing $300 monthly 
� Iran - two preachers each needing $250 monthly 

Middle Eastern pastors in great need 
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     When I received word from the 
Middle East this week asking for 
more Bibles, all I could think about is 
how hard it is to keep going to the 
same well over and over and getting 
water, when you know the well must 
be running dry.  
 
     So many of you have been so 
faithful to help with purchasing Bi-
bles that I assume you must be run-
ning out of resources. However, 
once again a need for Kurdish Bi-
bles has come to us and I hate to 
say “no”. So, I am asking you to help 
me bear this burden once again. 
 
     Though the price has gone up a 
bit, they are still reasonably low at 
only $3 per Bible, and that includes 
funds for the needed travel/
smuggling costs. 
 
     We are asking for 1500 Bibles 
and pray you will help us. The couri-
ers will as usual, risk their lives to 
smuggle these to the people who 
need them, all we need do is give 
them an opportunity to do so. 
 
     The Kurds of today are equiva-
lent to the Samaritans of Christ’s 
day. They are the mixed descen-
dants of the Jews carried into captiv-
ity by the Assyrians. They are hated 
by the other Muslims because of 
their heritage and are heavily perse-
cuted. They need God’s Word to be 
able to find the faith of their fathers 
and return to God. They need our 
help to do so. 
 
Please designate your check for: 

 

“Kurdish Bibles” 

Preachers in urgent need of support ...  

If you are willing to sponsor any of these preachers for $35 monthly, please send us 
a check with the return form on page 19 or call our office and we can  take your sup-

port by credit card. You may also give on-line at www.finalfrontiers.org 

Chin  
Thorn 

 

Cambodia 

Dan 
Faina 

  

Romania 

Hosea  
Michael 

 

Tanzania 

A.I. 
Abraham 

  

India 

Ble 
Gnadou 

  

Ivory Coast 

Salvador 
Caspillo 

  

Philippines 

Abel O. 
Reyes 

 

Honduras 

                  Statistics January 1987 thru 2005  
(from our beginning to the present) 

      villages  churches  
  saved baptized evangelized started 

Total 741,297 251,969 90,187 24,895 

Mthly Average 3,251 1,105 396 109 

Daily Average 107 36 13 4 

Equals one every one every one every one every 
  13 minutes 40 minutes 1 hour 51 min. 5 hours 

  Statistics for the Year 2005   
      villages  churches  
  saved baptized evangelized started 

Total 81,468 24,569 6,690 2,141 

Mthly Average 6,789 2,047 558 178 

Daily Average 223 67 18 6 

Equals one every one every one every one every 
  6 minutes 22 minutes 80 minutes 4 hours 

     Take a moment to carefully look at the charts above and you will see two things. 
� First, the effectiveness of supporting national church planters and  
� Second, if you are a sponsor, you will begin to understand how your Heavenly 

bank account is growing.        

     Just think, in 2005, every 6 minutes someone was coming to Christ through the 
ministry of the preachers we support and every 4 hours a new church was started. 
That means each new church averaged between 40 and 55 new Believers.  
 

     What you don’t see is two things.  
� First, the true numbers, which only God knows, since many reports do not get to 

us and we have well over 100 preachers (over 10% of our total) in closed coun-
tries who cannot safely report and 

� Second, just how much could have been accomplished if we had more spon-
sors. 

 

     We now have more than 500 qualified, needy preachers on our waiting list. Won’t 
you help at least one? Remember, our true riches go before us into eternity. Don’t 
spend your life working for things that will be left behind for others to throw away. 



January: 
Dominican Republic 

 

February: 
Egypt 

Germany 
Austria 
Holland 

 

March: 
Kenya 

Touch A Life Trip -  
Honduras 

Haiti 
 

May: 
Mexico 

 

June: 
India 

 

July: 
Romania 

 

August: 
Touch A Life Trip -  

Honduras 
 

September: 
Thailand 
Cambodia 
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Welcome New Sponsors   

Sponsor: Preacher - Child - TEAM  
 

or Final Frontiers Society: 
Country: 

Mr. & Mrs. Charles Turner, GA � Antonio Ortiz Ramirez � Guatemala 

Mr. & Mrs. Wayne Saathoff, MN � Philip Odoro Osenya � Kenya 

Reggie Richardson, CA � Samuel Mendez � Mexico 

Mr. & Mrs. Aaron Hiltibidal, IL � Kokou Leo Biova Yawlil 
� Karla Yulissa P. Rivas (child) 

� Togo 
� Honduras 

Mr. & Mrs. Fred Benda, MA � Antonio Ortiz Ramirez � Guatemala 

Bassett Bible Church 
Covina, CA 

� A Dak 
� A Nom 

� Vietnam 
� Vietnam 

Mr. & Mrs. Joe Ramah, MA � Joseph Mahkumgang (2) � Myanmar 

Mr. & Mrs. Ward Byers, WA � George W. 
� TEAM 
� TEAM 
� TEAM 

� Syria 
� Vietnam 
� Syria 
� Iraq 

Matthew Richardson, IA � Guillermo Salazar Ulloa � Chile 

Mr. & Mrs. Mark Richardson, FL � Douglas L. Ponce Colindres 
� TEAM 
� Alberto Osmar Cruz Ortiz (child) 

� Honduras 
� Honduras 
� Honduras 

Mr. & Mrs. Brian Rigali, MA � Gurunath Mallappa Methri � India 

Pastor & Mrs. Richard Bello, First Bapt. 
Daniel’s Island, SC 

� Martin Juma 
� Yaslin D. Rivera Martinez (child) 

� Kenya 
� Honduras 

Mr. & Mrs. Dan Cabral, MA � Paul Chirmir 
� Guillermo Salazar Ulloa 
� Gnonsoa Emile Konan 
� Devendra Kumar Pandey 
� Alex Wafula Kunya 
� Agripino T. Baldimor 

� Thailand 
� Chile 
� Ivory Coast 
� India 
� Kenya 
� Philippines 

Mr. & Mrs. Alan Columbe, MA � Guillermo Salazar Ulloa � Chile 

Mr. & Mrs. Martin Skuse, MA � Jan Tolwinski � Poland 

Mr. & Mrs. Ronald Michon, MA � TEAM 
� TEAM 

� Honduras 
� India 

Mr. & Mrs. Ray Stanley, KY � Ever J. Elivaque Jiron (child) 
� Gabriel Esua Sandres (child) 
� Yet unnamed (child) 

� Honduras 
� Honduras 
� Egypt 

Mr. & Mrs. Kevin Nelson,FL � Marla Fernanda Avilez (child) � Honduras 

Jon Dietrich, WA � Erelinda V. R. Pastrana (child) � Honduras 

Pastor & Mrs. Charles Hilitbidal 
Grace Baptist, Raleigh, IL 

� Maralin Julissa Moya S. (child) � Honduras 

Buddy Waller, KY � Sindy Maribel M. Ramos (child) � Honduras 

Mr. & Mrs. Ted Owens, SC � Aylen Dorlin V. Barahona (child) � Honduras 

Emily Powell, WA � Norman R. Reyes Diaz (child) � Honduras 

Dallas Berry Family, MI � Fany Y. Lozano Oyuela (child) � Honduras 

Mr. & Mrs. Bob Waltz, SC � Yoselin Anabel S. Maradiaga (Ichild) � Honduras 

Lovene Carter & Patty Thompson, IL � Mirian Avigail A. Rosa (child) � Honduras 

John Moore, IL � Karen J. Artiaga Rosa (child) � Honduras 

INTERNATIONAL 
Visionary Trips 

January: 
Las Vegas, NV 
Monroe, GA 

Los Angeles, CA 
 

February: 
Eureka, CA 

Los Angeles, CA 
Ontario, CA 

Richland, WA 
Toledo, OH 
Oxford, AL 

Winter Haven, FL 
 

March: 
Claremont, FL 

Final Frontiers Foundation 

CHURCH  MEETINGS 
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     This past November I had the joy of taking Ron Charles to Honduras 
where he was able to meet some of our preachers there and in Nicaragua 
and see the children at our first feeding center. In the picture above you 
can see that he was able to greet the little ones and help to feed them that 
morning. The smile on her face says it all. 
 
     Looking at the chart you can see two things, first that we have had an 
incredible growth in the first six months of our Touch A Life ministry and 
second, that some people have dropped their support. (Nov – Dec spon-
sorship slipped from 100 to 94) 
 
     We encourage sponsors to be faithful with their giving because when 
you don’t send in support, we have to feed the children ourselves and our 
funds are limited. After all, I can’t see turning away a hungry child just be-
cause the check for their support didn’t arrive on time. 
 
     One thing the chart does not show, is the number of children we are 
feeding who don’t have sponsors yet. You see, if there is a family with 
three kids and only one is sponsored, we can’t in good conscience allow 
the one to eat and let the others go hungry; so we go ahead and dip into 
our funds and feed them all. 
 
     Also, every day mothers come by with their un-sponsored children in 
hopes that there will be food left over for them. (see photo at right) Each 
day we feed 20-30 kids who are not yet sponsored. These unexpected ex-
penses are a joy to pay, as long as we have the funds. Just seeing the ex-
citement on their faces when they sit down at the table and have a plate of 
hot food set before them, really warms my heart. It truly is much, much 
more blessed to give than it is to receive. 
 
     Another great joy is to see the children receiving the special gifts that 
their sponsors send to them. Whether it be a bed, or a bottle of shampoo, a 
plastic dinette set or a toy to play with, you can see the delight in their eyes 
when they receive these gifts. It’s like having Christmas come around every 
month. And of course it really touches the parents heart to see their child 
receive a gift that they could never afford to give them. And what an open 
door it gives to the pastor to share the love of Christ in their home!  
 
     One thing we ask of the children is that when they do receive a special 
gift, that they specifically thank their sponsor in their monthly letter. Often 
these letters are decorated with drawings. The little girl that my wife spon-
sors is particularly fond of drawing Winnie the Pooh and I must say, she 
has quite a talent. 
 
Let me share a couple of the letters with you ... 
 
Dear Michael Horne, 
     Godparent I wish that you are always blessed, next to your family and 

Touch a Life 
A child sponsorship ministry of the Final Frontiers Foundation                    

w w w . t o u c h a l i f e . n e t 
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Visionary Travel 
 

Our Visionary Trips to Honduras for the Touch A Life 
program will allow you to: 
� meet and spend time with your sponsored child and their 

family in their home, even take the child shopping if you 
like.  

� meet some of the pastors supported by Final Frontiers. 
� have an opportunity to go out with a Honduran church 

member to witness and pass out tracts. 
� actually participate in: 

� starting a new church while we are there and 
� starting a new feeding center  

     If you would like to go, call our office to register. You may 
call 1-800-522-4324 ext.110. Please leave your name and 
phone number and we will get back with you. 
� Deadline March trip: February 8 
� Deadline August  trip: July 8 
 

     The cost per person from Atlanta and/or Houston, in-
cluding international travel,  travel within Honduras,  great 
food, and clean, modern lodging is only $1450 per person. 
The only other funds you will need is for souvenirs and 
snacks.   Prices may change due to increase or decrease in 
air fare. 

friends and I wish God bless you. By means of this letter 
I want to thank you and God. Now I enjoy with my sister 
the presents and blessings that God gives me through 
you. I want to thank you for my bed and that thanks to 
your good heart now I sleep happy. I roll up and down 
the bed and I don't even know when the sun rises be-
cause of how well I sleep. I also sleep with a full stomach 
because now I have my 3 daily meals. I can’t get tired of 
thanking you and God for your blessings. Everyday I 
wake up asking our Celestial (Heavenly) Father to keep 
blessing you and I have my faith that it would be like that. 
Godparents thank you for everything and I want to tell 
you that I receive the bed and a bag of food. See you 
soon. My mother, my sister and I send you lots of greet-
ings.  
Fanni Yamileth Paniagua Medina  
 
     And here is another that really shows the difficult 
situation that many of these children exist in … 
 
Mr. Ralph Owens, 
     Godparent I kindly salute you. I hope you are next to 
your love ones and I wish for luck in your daily activities 
and that God blesses you. Godparent I address to you to 
thank you. First I thank God for sending me the bag of 
food that we desired so much. I have 3 sisters and I am a 
twin with one of them. I also want to tell you that my fa-
ther died 8 months ago and now only my mother takes 
care of us. My mother has asthma and I am afraid of los-
ing her because we are very small. I go to church and I 
like to sing, pray and I will like to paint. Godparent I will 
like you to send me a photograph of you and your family. 
My sister has a cyst in her right ear and she suffers a lot 
because it never heals. See you soon.  
Aylen Scarleth Villanueva  
 
     It is incredible to stop and consider the difference you 
can make in the life of a child, not just physically, but 
spiritually, as these children receive Bible lessons daily 
and learn songs and bible verses. (see photo below) 
Would you like to touch a life? Give us a call and we can 
help you to do just that. We have many children in need 
right now from Honduras, India, Kenya and Syria. 
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By Ron Charles 
 
     The amazing thing about God is that 
He becomes all things to all people and 
is the perfect answer to any and all prob-
lems, especially, when the result of an-
swered prayers glorifies both God the 
Father and God the Son. 
 

     I discovered this side of God in the 
most unusual way, while we were serv-
ing the Lord in the country of Albania. At 
that time, Albania was still a number of 

months away from their Democratic revolution, when their harsh 
communist was overthrown in favor of a democratic form of 
government. Although the wall in Berlin had already fallen and 
the Soviet Union had thrown off the yoke of communism, there 
was one European country left where communism still had not 
released it grip; Albania.  

 

I had been invited by the Minister of Antiquities and Archae-
ology to come to Albania and to help them excavate a Roman 
circus amphitheater (much like the one depicted in the movie 
Ben Hur) that had been discovered in the Albanian coastal city 
of Durres, which was the Roman city of Dyrrachium during the 
time that Jesus walked the Earth. The circus amphitheater was 
mostly constructed by Christian slave labor during the first and 
second centuries, and it was the largest circus amphitheater 
ever constructed by the Romans, excluding circus amphithea-
ters in the city of Rome. It was in this particular amphitheater 
that over 5,000 Christians lost their lives in the “blood games” 
put on for the entertainment of the Roman citizenry. Probably 
the most noteworthy Christian to us today who died as a martyr 
in the Dyrrachium circus amphitheater was Titus, of whom the 
letter of Paul to Titus was written.  

 

It was a very difficult time in Albania at that time. There was 
little food available (I brought my own food in) and electricity 
was available only in the capital city and that only a couple of 
days during the week. Gasoline was restricted to government 
vehicles only; and only stoves that burned wood were useable, 
but then only occasionally because of a shortage of wood; no 
retail stores were open; in fact the entire country was surviving 
only because it was being helped with massive aid from Amer-
ica and Europe. The roads in the country were very bad and 
only government cars were allowed to be driven. All their me-
chanics had been laid off and all non-government gasoline sta-
tions were closed. Fuel was available at only one government 
pumping facility, supplied only one day per week, with a limit of 
only 20 liters, which is about 4.5 gallons, per car per week.  

 

The Minister of Archaeology had asked me to accompany 
him to the amphitheater that morning to begin my preliminary 
evaluation. So, at about 8:00 that morning I walked to meet him 
at the Ministry, where the minister and his assistant, a young 
lady about 20 years old named Tiota, and a government ar-
chaeologist were waiting for me, standing by an old late 1970’s 
model Shoda automobile (a Shoda was a piece of junk manu-
factured during the communist era by Czechoslovakia), that 
looked like it was going to fall apart at any moment. I was ap-
prehensive about riding in such a car, but I really had no choice, 
so I took a deep breath and opened the door to get in to the 

Jesus is a good mechanic 

back seat. Tiota climbed in to sit next to me. The other govern-
ment archaeologist was driving the car so he got in on the 
driver’s side, and the minister sat down in the front passenger 
side. Just as the minister was about to slam the door shut, Tiota 
leaned forward saying that she had forgotten her paper pad. 
She grabbed the door post to pull herself up and out of the car, 
at the same time that the minister slammed the door shut, slam-
ming the door on the fingers of Tiota’s left hand. The door 
locked in place, smashing two of her fingers. She screamed out 
and the minister opened the door but the damage had been 
done. Her index finger was totally smashed and bleeding, with a 
piece of the finger bone sticking through the skin. The other 
finger had also been smashed but it did not look to be broken 
like the index finger. She grabbed her fingers with her other 
hand and started crying because of the pain. I took my handker-
chief out of my back pocket and wrapped it around her fingers. 
Then as she was still crying I asked her if I could pray for her 
and that God, through Jesus, could take the pain away. Be-
tween sobs she said that she does not know how to pray and 
does not know about God and has never heard about Jesus 
(this was true because she, as well as most every other Alba-
nian, were atheists. In fact, under Albania’s harsh Stalinist com-
munist government, any mention of God was forbidden under 
penalty of imprisonment or death, and the name of Jesus was 
never mentioned. Most people had never heard the name of 
Jesus and had no idea who He was). I told her, while I held the 
handkerchief on her fingers, that God is the creator of all things 
and that Jesus is the son of God. She said, “I don’t know. I don’t 
know. I don’t care. I don’t understand. But, yes! If the pain will 
go. Yes. Please, yes” So, while both the minister and the gov-
ernment archaeologist, who were both atheists, looked on I 
prayed a very simple prayer for her. “Heavenly Father, in the 
name of your Son, Jesus, take the pain away from Tiota and 
heal any damage that was caused to her fingers. Do this so that 
they will know that you care for her.”  Within a few moments, 
Tiota quit crying and told me that the pain had begun to  reduce. 

 

With that, the government archaeologist asked her if she 
was okay to leave or if she wanted to stay. She said that she 
would continue on with us. I did not question Tiota again about 
here fingers until we arrived in Durres about forty minutes later. 
There, as we got out of the car, I asked her if her fingers felt 
better. At that, she took the handkerchief from off of her fingers 
and smiled at me with a huge smile. She said, “Look! They 
stopped bleeding. And look! The bone sticking out is gone, and 
no more bruise and blood; and no more pain. It’s all gone. Your 
Jesus, He is good okay. He does not know me and he took 
away the pain and the blood.”  She talked about what God did 
for her off and on for the rest of the day; and to her, it didn’t 
really seem to matter if her “boss” was an atheist. She had per-
sonally experienced the power and love of God through Jesus 
in her life and she was not going to be quite about it. 

 

When we got back to Tirana, it was past sundown and was 
beginning to get dark. The minister was going to walk Tiota 
home but I told him that I was going right by her building on my 
way to the hotel, so I could walk her home.  All the way there 
she talked about how God had “mended” her fingers. That gave 
me the opportunity to share with her about Christ. When we 
arrived at her palette, or apartment building (she and her par-
ents lived on the 5th floor of the six-story building), there were no 
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elevators, so we walked up the five flights of stairs. At every 
floor, we stopped, and she knocked on the doors of the apart-
ments and told every body about what Jesus had done for her. 
She told them all, without the slightest concern about whether 
she would be imprisoned for speaking about Jesus or giving so 
much forbidden attention to God. She didn’t care. She was go-
ing to take advantage of the situation and tell everybody. When 
we got to her flat, she immediately told her parents, even before 
she introduced me to them. And when she did introduce me to 
them, she began the introduction by saying, “Dr. Charles is the 
man who told Jesus where I was and he told God that I needed 
Jesus’ help.” The parents were visibly uneasy about all of this 
God talk, but at the same time they were excited about Tiota’s 
healing and about her exhilaration. They asked her to hold her 
voice down, but she responded by saying, “I’ve told our entire 
palette about it already, so why not tell all of Albania. I don’t care 
if I am apprehended. Look what God did for me? How can I 
keep quite?” 

 

After a few minutes of exchanging pleasantries with her 
parents, I excused myself and told both Tiota and her parents 
that I would be praying for them. The minister had told me that 
we were going to go back to Durres two days from that time and 
that he wanted me to go with them. I told him that I would again 
walk down from my hotel and meet them outside of the Ministry 
of Antiquities and Archaeology building. As I left Tiota and her 
parent’s flat, Tiota said that she would see me in two days and 
that, “By then all of this side of Tirana will know about what this 
Jesus did,” she said with a huge smile. 

 

Two days later  just as we were about to leave, the minister 
turned around in his seat and asked, “Do you mind if you have 
to walk? The transmission, she is no good for this Skoda. It was 
not good last two days ago when we went to Durres. Now it is 
even worse than then. So, if we cannot go on, we have to walk. 
Okay?” 

 

I nodded my head yes and was just about to say that I had 
no problems with walking if we had to, when Tiota spoke up. 
She said, “Dr. Charles’s Jesus can make good the transmission. 
Look what his Jesus did for my fingers?” She said as she held 
up her hand for the minister to see that there was no damage, 
not even redness, a bruise or a scar. 

 

He then looked at me and asked, “Is that true?”  “Yes! It is 
true.” Tiota said with excitement, without giving me a chance to 
speak. The minister held up his hand to Tiota, indicating that 
she needed to be quite and give me a chance to answer. He 
again asked, “Is it true? Does your Jesus know how to make 
transmissions good?” 

 

I waited a moment before responding and then said, “I don’t 
know. Yes! I do think that Jesus can make the transmission 
good.” I then felt that if I told him that I would pray that the Lord 
would heal his transmission, that would probably satisfy him. 
Then we would go on to Durres and then when I got back to my 
hotel room that night, I would pray that the Lord would either do 
something so that the transmission would work correctly or he 
would provide a new transmission for them. So I said, “I will pray 
that Jesus will make your transmission good” I was expecting 
him to say, okay; and that would be it. We would be on our way. 
But my best laid plans came to naught when he surprised me by 
waving his hand to me and saying, “Okay. Go!” “Go?” I asked. 
“What do you mean? You want me to pray now?” “Yes!” He re-
sponded, “Go now! Do your prayer now, so we have no prob-
lems.” 

 

So Tiota and I bowed our heads and I said a very simple 

prayer. I said, “Heavenly Father, in the name of your Son, Je-
sus, I ask that you will do whatever you need to do to make this 
transmission good. The minister here does not have the funds 
nor does he have the mechanic to fix the transmission, so 
please help him with this. Let all of these here in this car know 
that you are the one who has done this. Amen.” 

 

After praying, I lifted my head. I felt nothing at all to suggest 
that God had done anything. There was no sense at all that the 
transmission had been “healed,” and no sense of assurance 
that they would have no more transmission problems. So, after 
praying and really feeling nothing, I just sat there for a moment 
and waited. 

 

The minister, still looking at me, then said, “Well? Finished? 
Anything else?” I answered him by shrugging my shoulders and 
saying, “Okay. That’s it. Nothing else.” “Okay,” the minister said. 
“Let’s go.”  

 

As we pulled out, Tiota said, “Wait and see, your transmis-
sion is made good. You’ll see.” “Yes,” the minister responded, 
“We’ll see.” He seemed to have the attitude that it was a done 
deal. “So, let’s go on and do our work.” 

 

That was it. Nothing more was said about the incident all 
that day; and although I worked with them for six more days 
before flying back to America, the incident was never men-
tioned. All the same, we did notice that the transmission func-
tioned suitably the remainder of that day and functioned ade-
quately for the remainder of the time that I was in Albania. 

 

Although I returned to Albania several times after that, it 
was not until two years later that I again had the privilege of 
working with the Minister of Archaeology. When I saw him, I 
noticed that he was still using the old beat up Skoda as his min-
istry car. Before I got an opportunity to ask him about the car, 
he spoke up and with a big smile, as if he was proud of what he 
was about to say, “See the car? Same car. Same transmission. 
No repairs from mechanics. No problems. Your Jesus; He’s a 
good mechanic, Hey?” 

 

The transmission of that old Skoda continued to function 
properly for the minister until he got a newer car from the Ger-
man Antiquities Ministry in Berlin, and he gave the Skoda to the 
Ministry of Industry, because their car had stopped functioning. 
As he gave it to the Minister of Industry he told him about God 
healing the transmission. Three years after that, I met the Minis-
ter of Industry on a street in Tirana. Upon seeing me, the first 
thing that he said to me, with a big smile and a chuckle was, 
“Skoda’s transmission still works good. Jesus! He’s good me-
chanic.” 

 

Within a few months after communism fell, Tiota got mar-
ried and she and her husband were transferred by the Albanian 
government to the Albanian Embassy of Croatia. There she is 
still serving as a tourist promotional advisor to the embassy with 
Albanian historical and archaeological sites as her specialty.  
But before she left Albania, she led both of her parents to the 
Lord as well as almost a third of her neighbors who lived in the 
same palette. She and her husband are still serving Christ to-
day. 

 

God removes all barriers and eliminates all obstacles in 
order to make Himself known to those who need Him most. He 
truly is no respecter of persons and wants all people, regardless 
of race, nationality or religious background, to accept Jesus 
Christ as their Savior. He proves this by showing and proving to 
them that He truthfully is the one and only true God and that He 
is faithful to respond to those who seek Him. 



    Thanks for your coopera-
tion. You know now I have 
authority to give these dear 
preachers their support. 
 
     Frankly speaking your 
ministry (Finals as we call it 

here) matters a lot to us. Without you we wonder how we may 
survive to accomplish little of what God has commissioned into 
our hands. How could we have planned in the work we do for 
God? 
 

     Here in Rural Communities, big ministries run away from it 
due to it is very expensive to operate. Many pastors who were 
transferred by some of these big churches resign rather than 
leaving Urbans or Cities where they have been laboring to 
come into such villages.  
 

     We do take delight in villages although the villagers are 
broke and even look unto us to assist them materially to stand. 
We have hope that one day God is going to surprise us by 
sending some members who may contribute to our work finan-
cially.  
 

     One thank you I have is for the sponsors of Pastor John 
Agbakwuru. He has suffered a lot. Unlike us, he labors in Aba 
City. Here you have very rich church who monopolize by their 
Financial Power. You understand me! In cities you need a dif-
ferent orientation than bush village where we labor. Now he is 
going to hire a hall and have a relax mind in his God given min-
istry.  
 

     Please extend my personal greetings to him. I mean Mr. & 
Mrs. Nathan Miller , his sponsors  Hope to hear and receive 
from you soon. Rest assured of our humble prayers for you all. 
Remain ever blessed.  
 
Yours for Souls, Rev Lucas A Ulo 

 Prayer and Praise Reports from around the world ... 
If you desire to help with any of these needs, please designate your gifts accordingly. 
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First Quarter 2006 -   Progress Report 

     I have been involved in 
Vietnam since 1991. With the 
support of Brother Jon Nelms 
and Final Frontiers Founda-
tion. There are now over 120 
Vietnamese Preachers who 
have been planting churches 

throughout Vietnam and many thousands of  Vietnamese have 
received the Lord Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior and 
many Churches have been established.  We have helped to 
rebuild over 100 chapels and church buildings throughout Viet-
nam.  
 

     We have nearly 50 more Vietnamese preachers in need of 
one sponsorship and about 30 in need of a second sponsorship 
because they live in a city. Contact us if you wish to help one or 
more of these worthy preadhers. 

     It is a great pleasure to be 
in contact with you once 
again. I hope you and all your 
family are very well. Let me 
share with you some of the 
things what we have made in 
this last month so you can 

have an idea about us.  
1. We are very happy,  because almost 30 children of a great 
slum of our city began to do the Biblical courses, also two 
neighborhoods very poor of our city. The number of people, 
only in our church who correct the courses are increasingly rap-
idly with great enthusiastic, only in our church we have 18, and 
only one of them have more than 200 student and another one 
have 180 student  Also in the jail of Mercedes- By the way, we 
sent 200 letter for the people who resign to do the courses to 
invite them to involve again. . 
2. On Sunday October 30, we begin the prison ministry offi-
cially, we visit the Mercedes' prison, and 13 people accepted 
Christ. The idea is to form teams to continue visiting the prison 
every Sunday and to have  services and baptizes among them.  
Praise the Lord. 
3. On Thursday November 3, we had an event in a rent place 
of the down town of Lujan to evangelize people of high social 
level and 72 people attended and 10 people passed to the front 
accepting Christ. In fact many more those that accepted Christ, 
but only 10  were exposing their decision from Christ. They 
were already contacted by the  small groups for their visitation.  
Praise the Lord. 
4. From Thursday November 3 to Sunday November 6, we 
travel to Córdoba (700 Km) invited by the Baptist Church of 
Córdoba to teach to all the leaders of that church. It was a great 
blessing, because 50 leaders listened to us to talk about the 
small groups ministry.  It was a beautiful time of  relationship 
where the hand of God moved powerfully.  Praise the Lord. 
5. On Friday November 11, the Ministry of Adolescents sum-
moned to a prayers vigil to the parents of adolescents. We had 
the presence of 30 parents, which praying a lot with clamor. 
Recently some adolescents made suicide and we want to have 
a strong ministry among them. 
6. From Monday 14, a Thursday November 17 carry out a  
evangelistic campaign in our Temple, and many people showed 
up every day. Where 40 new people accepted Christ. Praise the 
Lord. 
7. From Thursday 17 a Saturday our November 19 Church 
participated of the Project "My hope" of the organization Billy 
Graham, 15 homes were opened and 35 people received 
Christ.. Praise the Lord. 
8. Last Saturday we carry out just in front in the Square of our 
Kindergarten the Party of closing of the year of our Kindergarten 
and Christian  School.  Almost 400 people participated of this 
event and it was a beautiful experience to see how many par-
ents to participate and to listen the message of the Gospel.   
Praise the Lord.      

Argentina From Jorge Ovando 
Final Frontiers Associate, National Director 

From (Name withheld for security reasons) 
Final Frontiers, National Director 

Vietnam 

From Lucas Ulo 
Final Frontiers, National Director 

Nigeria 



     Sponsoring a national preacher is a simple process.  Simply tell us which country you are 
most burdened for and we’ll provide you with information on preachers living there who are 
approved for sponsorship. If you don’t have a preference, we’ll assign you a preacher from our 
most needy list. 
     Sponsorship is $35.00 monthly, however, since we get each preacher two sponsors, you 
have the opportunity of providing double sponsorship ($70.00 monthly) if you prefer.  This of 
course is not required. Your $35 sponsorship also includes $10 support of our ministry (unless 
you direct us otherwise). This gives our foundation funds to operate with as well as providing 
assistance to preachers who do not yet have sponsorship. Typically up to half of this amount is 
used overseas. If you prefer your total support to go to your preacher, all you need to do is in-
form us and we will comply to your request. 
     As a sponsor you should receive correspondence when we send your support to your chosen 
preacher three times annually. 
     Each preacher recommended for support has successfully passed through at least three 
levels of examination and has been proven to be doctrinally sound, morally pure and have a 
verifiable track record in church planting and discipleship. 
 
     Sponsorship of a TEAM can be done for as little as $10.00 monthly, or for any other amount 
you wish.  TEAM stands for Together Effectively Advancing the Ministry.  Though many 
preachers are being supported, they often collectively lack ministry tools that can be useful.  The 
purpose of the TEAM funding is to provide each country with money to be used for such things 
as printing literature, buying bicycles for the traveling evangelists, building a church or Bible 
school, emergency relief, feeding widows and funding preachers who do not yet have a sponsor, 
etc. 
     Each trimester as the funds are mailed abroad, the national coordinator for every nation is 
asked to fill out a TEAM Report Form which we will send to you.  This will give you a first hand 
report of how your funds were effectively used to advance the ministry in that land. 
 
     Sponsorship of Touch a Life, gives assistance to an orphaned, abandoned or destitute child. 
The $35.00 monthly sponsorship  provides for food, clothing, basic medical care, and 
educational assistance. 
     All orphanages and home placement programs assisted by Final Frontiers are administered 
by pastors who are supported through this foundation, and are operated as a ministry of a local 
church.  Trimesterly  correspondence is encouraged between the orphans and their sponsors. 
Sponsorship distribution for the child is identical to that of the preachers (see #1) 
 
     Membership in the Final Frontiers Society is $10.00 monthly  and is used to purchase and 
distribute Bibles. Many national pastors and Believers do not own a copy of God’s Word. FFS 
membership funds, help to turn the dream of having their own Bible, into a reality. 

1 

2 
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   S p o n s o r s h i p   I n f o r m a t i o n   

3 

Email: 
__________________________________ 
 

� I want to receive the Progress Report 
on-line rather than by regular mail 

 
  Enclosed is my donation of: $____________     to be applied to:  _____________________________________ 
 
  Please contact me regarding sponsorship of: 
 
  ___ a national preacher                                                 ___ a country’s TEAM  _____________________________ 
     
  ___ an orphaned, abandoned or destitute child            ___ membership in the Final Frontiers Society 
 
  ___ other ___________________________________________________________________________________ 

 

  Name: _________________________________________________ 
 
  Address: _______________________________________________ 
 
  City: ______________________   State: ______  Zip: ___________ 
 
  Phone: (home) _________________    (office) _________________ 

� Check here if this is a new address or 
phone number.  

Now it’s your turn ... 
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Final Frontiers Foundation 

 
More and more sponsors are 

contacting us about the oppor-
tunity to continuing supporting  
their preacher after they have 

passed away. 
 

Imagine being able to leave 
funds for your preacher so that 
after you have gone to be with 
the Lord, he can still be serving 

with your help. 
 

Or what if your burden is to 
feed children or distribute Bi-
bles or just to leave funds for 

the ministry to continue as 
needed? 

 
If you are interested in leaving 
Final Frontiers or Touch A Life 
in your will, you should give us 
a call. We can give you all the 

information you need and even 
help you find an attorney in 
your state that will help you 
with your will or living trust. 

 
After all, if winning souls and 
planting churches are impor-

tant to you in this life, how im-
portant do you think it will 
seem to you in the next? 

 

Your Will 
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Register to receive your Progress Report via email, in full color at: 
  www.finalfrontiers.org 

Moved lately?  
 Please give us your new address.  E-mail: juanita@finalfrontiers.org  or call: 1-800-522-4324 

Final Frontiers  
Foundation 

 

1200 Peachtree St. 
 

Louisville, Georgia  
 

30434 

Reports received from the Final Frontiers ... 

1,415 
119 
141 

73 

Preacher Sponsorships 
TEAM Sponsorships 
Orphans Supported 
Countries involved 

24,895 
90,187 

741,297 
251,969 

Churches Started 
Villages Evangelized 
Professions of Faith 
Believers Baptized 

421 
998 

16,043 
5,685 

Churches Started 
Villages Evangelized 
Professions of Faith 
Believers Baptized 

Reports received in the last three 
months indicate there have 

been ... 

Totals from all reports received since our 
beginning in December 1986 indicate 

there have been ... 

A current total of all statistics 
indicate there are currently ... 

 

A special “thank you” to the First Baptist Church in Gilbert, WV 

Not only has this church taken on the support of these 50 children in Honduras but they also bought 50 of our 250+ Christmas Stock-
ings, making sure their children all had something for Christmas. Thank you for Touching these Lives for Christ! 

 Maria Teodora Rosa     
Saira Lorena Malla Lanza     
Marlon Joel Moya Lagos     
Marta Beatriz Benitez Rodriguez    
Olvin Mauricio Barahona    
Maicol Jair Sierra Janes    
Keylin Damary Benitez   
Katerin Gisela Espinal Garcia    
Jose Ruben Solorzano Cerrato    
Javier Alexander Galvez Ramos     
Ilsy Nayeli Guzman Martinez     
Helen Yesenia Sauceda Benitez     
Freini Nahomi Gonzales Pineda    
Fatima Yadira Cerrato Calix     
Edy Francisco Baquedano Espinal     
David Antonio Lozano Rodriguez     
Dahira Noemy Henriquez    
Cesar Obidio Aguilar    

Brenda Nicole Pinieda    
Barbara Alexandra Aguilar Zuniga    
Andrea Yaquelin Gonzales Pineda    
Ismari Nicohol Yanes Miranda    
Ligia Roxana Ucles    
Noel Alejandro Hidalgo Salgado     
Karla Gabriela Martinez Velasquez     
Jasmin Araseli Idalgo Ucles     
Hector Ovidio Guzman Barahona    
Cesar Eduardo Guzman Espinoza     
Darwin Martin Reyes Rodriguez     
Carlos Josue Guzman Perez    
Baiby Damicela Elvir Velasquez    
Jose Manuel Salgado Seron     
Jorge Ariel Salgado Seron     
Kelvin Francisco Benitez Salgado     
Vivian Johanna Benitez Salgado    
Darwin Adali Zuniga Figueroha     

Humberto Jose Arguijo Cerrato    
Denis Alfonso Avila Morazan     
Crisitan Antonio Lanza Antonez    
Besy Paola Salgado  $25.00    
Alejandra Estefani Domigues Castilla     
Wilson Joel Sauceda Benitez     
Marbin David Moncada Cruz    
Maxima Daniela Cruz Cruz     
Katerin Pamela Cerrato Espinoza     
Jenifer Castillo Dormes     
Hipolito Guzman Salgado   
Franklin Danuvio Aguilar Zuniga   
Oscar David Yanes Miranda    
Sendy Dayana Figueroa Maradiaga  
 
 
 

A special word of thanks to all of you who made our first annual Christmas Stocking out-
reach a success. As you can see, they were loaded down with toys, candy and God’s Word. 




