
 
 

 

When I work with the kids living at Casa del Pastor, 

I am struck by how fortunate I was to have had a 

father like mine growing up, something I had always 

taken for granted.  He was always there for me and 

my brothers, a hard-working example of dedication 

to Christ, and reflected His love to the three of us all 

through our childhood.  He corrected us when we 

went astray, instructed us when we needed to learn, 

and gave so much time and energy to keep us on the 

right path.  I realize more and more how fortunate I 

am to have such a loving, hard-working dad in my 

life, when there are so many terrible ones that leave 

broken families behind.  What a world of difference 

it makes, to have someone there to guide, correct, 

counsel, love, and sacrifice for you.  

All of the children here at CDP have had very 

different experiences of what a father is, either by 

absence or abuse.  Many of theirs have been violent, 

destructive, callous, unproviding, controlling, 

drunkards and drug addicts who have neglected all 

responsibility, and their own children.  They love 

their next fix or their next bottle more than their own 

flesh and blood.   

I wonder how different life would have been if I had 

gone through half the things these children have 

seen and survived.  And I wonder, if the reason I 

was blessed with the dad that I have, is so I can be 

that kind of father to these kids.  I feel very unequal 

to the task.  There are so many of them, all in 

different situations with different needs.  But at the 

very least, for the ones struggling the most, I feel a 

deeper responsibility to.  In the last months I have 

found myself having talks not different than those 

my dad had with me, when they step far out of line 

and hurt themselves and others with their choices.  I 

wonder if he felt as overwhelmed as I do.  All I can 

do before I sit down with them, is pray that the Lord 

would help me to speak, and that they'd listen.  

 

We have kids struggling, we have kids flourishing.  

I am still so impressed and proud of Elizabeth and 

Isela, two girls that love the Word and love the Lord 

who rescued them out of captivity and abuse.  I ask 

for prayers for them, that the Lord watches over 

them all the days of their lives, and that they never 

turn from His path.   And I ask for prayers for the 

Ocho boys, who are still struggling, in disrespect 

and poor decisions. All of these kids need a father, 

but these three more than most.  I see me and my 

two brothers in them, if we had lived a very 

different life.  In the end though, they need their 

heavenly Father even more.  I feel they do not 

recognize that yet, and I pray they come to that 

knowledge soon, that the Lord would draw them 

near in His love.  

 

I am excited that both my dad and my mom will be 

joining the Rainier View Christian Church missions 

team as they head down here to San Vicente next 

month.  This is the team that I first came down with 

a decade ago, my gateway into a life of ministry 

here.  As one of their projects, they have committed 

to build a foundation for my house!  I am thankful 



 

beyond words, to know such love from this amazing 

team, and to finally set down physical roots in San 

Vicente, that much closer to a home of my own.  I 

look forward to next month, to having photos of the 

foundation to show everyone. :)  And to one day 

having a finished house on the outskirts of town.  

I would ask for prayers, as I host the team and do 

my best to meet their needs during their stay in San 

Vicente, and that all would go smoothly. 

For the Ocho boys, that the Lord would give them 

maturity and perception, that they would choose to 

give their lives to Him.   

For provision of financial needs--school supplies are 

around the corner, as well as finishing payments on 

the lot.   

For growth and wisdom as a servant, and daily 

renewed zeal in serving His name.   

 

God bless you all, for all that you make possible 

here!  To Christ alone be all glory, power, honor and 

praise.   

 

-Steve 

 

 


