
“ Our walk talks more than our talk talks”     By Lona Nijsse, Grand Rapids, MI

God used our trip to Agua Prieta in many ways.  My 
husband Jake and I were there with a group of young 
adults of whom most profess grace.  So their focus was the 
glory of God.  Watching them all work together, from the 
youngest (Danielle Slawson, 2 years old and was carrying a 
gallon of water around, putting water in the buckets used 
to wet the bricks) to the oldest (John Verwys' mom, who 
did whatever her hands found to do) the thought came to 
me “Our walk talks more than our talk talks.”    

Watching Wendy, Joanna and Martha doing the Vacation 
Bible School and seeing their desire that these young souls 
would come to a knowledge of their Saviour was 
something to see.  I saw our young men interacting with the 
children and how some of them had the privilege of being 
called "Daddy.”   It struck me that because of the glory of 
God we may also call our heavenly Father "Abba 
Father" with the same childlike trust.   

Something else I believe we all felt was heavenly 
friendship amongst each other as a group but also with 
some of the Agua Prieta people. There were many who left 
an impression on me.  First, I must say that Rosemary's 
love and zeal for the souls of these beautiful people and 
how excited she got when on a week day we were going to 
have church services outside of the new building and at 
least 400 people showed up.  After all they have been 
through there and now this.  We could feel her and John's 
excitement.  You had to be there to really appreciate it.  
There were people coming, from all directions, in groups, 
some alone.  They came. Let's hope the messages they 
heard that day will prove to be for God's glory and the 
benefit of their eternal life.   

We are spoiled and take all God's gifts to us for granted and 
we somehow think we deserve it.  Here you have people 
that have nothing but yet have so much more than we 
have.  They seem happy when they may receive a one room 
home and a stinky outhouse.  They are happy to sit on an 
old cracked chair or a plank used for pouring concrete, 
outside during church service and they love to sing God's 
praises.   

One day we had left over sandwiches. Several of us 
distributed them in the area.  These people never asked  

 

 

 

“What is on the bread?”   With big smiles they took it and 
said “Gracias.”   “Thank you.”    I had caught myself and 
others at times checking a sandwich to see what was on it 
and leaving it lay because there was just jelly and no peanut 
butter.  These beautiful people gave us more than we gave 
them - their love and trust.   

Several experiences the day before we left will stay with 
me.  Mrs. Verwys and I went into one of the stores to buy 
some delicious 
Mexican coffee. The 
price was marked 
18.50.  There are 
about 10 peso's 
in $1.00.  I gave the 
man $2.00 and he 
said “No, one.”   I 
replied “ two.”   He 
smiled and said, 
“That's right,”  and 
insisted I take the 
1.5 pesos change.  
That same evening 
we all went to have supper at the "Cabana."  I left my 
camera on the counter when we went to pay the bill.  When 
we came back to the motel Pastor Brian asked if he could 
download the pictures we took on his computer.  We 
couldn't find our camera.  The only thing we could think of 
was that we left it at the restaurant.  My husband and two 
young men went back into Mexico, to the restaurant, asked 
about the camera and received it in good order. 

Something else happened that was quite an eye opener.  
When we came outside of the gift shop there was a man 
washing our rental car.  Mind you that car was filthy!  It 
was the 10th day of driving through dusty Agua Prieta.  I 
had already been worried about how I was going to find the 
time to take it to a car wash because I was too embarrassed 
to return it so dirty.  He had soap and a pail of water and 
was doing a great job.  I went to the souvenir shop and 
asked the owner how much they usually pay some one for 
washing their car.  She said $1 or $1.50.  Then the words 
came, "A man is worthy his hire." What do we pay when 
we have it done in the States?  I gave him what the Lord 
put on my heart to give him.  This gave me an opportunity 
to ask him a few questions. "How many cars a 
day?" “About 10 - most people only give me one or one 
and half peso." “Only work you do?"  "No, I have a job.  
"Do you live around here?"   “On Calle 6, with my wife."  

“Dios los Bendiga!”  “God Bless You!”  “God Bless you, 
too!”   Many of us stumbled through what little Spanish we 
knew but our prayer was that they may see something of 
Jesus in us.  It sure was a blessed 10 days -- we rejoiced 
and were glad in them. 
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