Triumph and Tragedy
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Evangelist Federico Prieto Assmar

IntheFall of 1989, | was preparing to lead aYouth WithaMission
Discipleship Training School in Juarez, Mexico. | receivedacal froma
young manwho wasinterested in attending the school, and heand | agreed
tomeet inour officesin El Paso, Texasthefollowing day. Our conversations
weredl in Spanish, so| wasabit surprised when thisyoung man showed
up, because contrary to my expectations, he was neither Mexican nor
Latin American—hewasDutch! Not only that, helooked rather likea
vagabond; scraggly red beard, dirty clothes and an old, beat-up back
pack dung upon hisback. My curiosity wasaroused. Whowasthisyoung
man, and what washisstory?

Henk Kaemingk had beeninMexicofor
nearly a year by the time we met, and
preferred to be called by his Spanish name,
Enrique. He told me he had only been a
Chridianfor ardaivey shorttime, sol asked

F himtotell meof hisconversion experience.
"B Thestory wasquitefascinating!
& Tired of the routine on hisfamily farmin
Holland, Henk (Enrique) had cleared out his
* | bank accountsand begunatravelinglife. He

_; waslookingfor meaningand purpose. Before
— |eaving home, he accepted a Dutch Bible
from hismother, who gaveit to himinthe
4 /’ hopesit would help him find what hewas



looking for. Thefamily had alwaysattended churchin Holland, and had
alwaysbeen believersin at least anominal way. Henk had believed in
God, but hisfaith had never really affected how helived day to day. He
had never personally asked Christ to comeinto hislife. Neither had he
ever believed that only the BiblewastheWord of God or that the Chrigtian
way wastheonly way to God. Hedid believe the Bible contained wisdom
from God and wasagood book, but that was about the extent of hisfaith
init.

After traveling for sometimein the United States, Henk heard about
the Tarahumaralndiansof Mexico and made planstotravel intotheareas
wherethey lived. It seemed to Henk that theseindigenous peoples, living
closeto nature asthey did, would surely have more of agrasp upon the
ultimaterealitiesof life. Hewanted to find them and spend timein their
villages. Thiswasn't aseasy ashehad thought &t first, for the Tarahumaras
areavery reserved peopleandthey livein very rugged areasof northern
Mexico. How could hefind groups of them and penetratetheir culture?

Inthebeginning of hisadventure, Henk travel ed with aDutch woman
withwhom hehad only acasud relationship. L ater, hecameto Cred and
x| they met another man who joined them in their

il travels. They went into the State of Chihuahua,
visiting varioustownsinwhat’scalled LaSierra
Tarahumara(the TarahumaraM ountains) By bus,
train, onfoot, and hitch hiking, they passed through
such placesas Credl inthemountainsand Urique,
atownlocated inthelower devations. Whilestaying
| inUrique, known assomewheat of atourist area, he
and hisfriends smoked pot and enjoyed alife of

o1 i partying and socid interaction with Americansand
other foreignerswho werealso intheregion.

They came to know a Mexican doctor there S

who agreed to takethem to seetheindigenous Fais s

peopleof thearea. Fromtherethey traveledto 5%

Batopilas, another towninthelower devations. §
The Mexican doctor took them at times on §
backpacking expeditionsto variouslocations
wherethey saw Tarahumaras, but they never
had any significant interaction with them. One
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day they hired aguideto takethem up into the mountain country. Accepting
their money, thisman |oaded their backpacksand other equipment onto
the back of hislittle donkey, and the small group headed into the rugged
uplands. But after only oneday of travel, theman smply decided torenege
on hisoffer, abandon theforeignersand return to hishome. They pleaded
with him, reminding him of their deal and hispromises. They explained
that they didn’t know their way around and would belost. But the man
was completely unmoved and told them he didn’t care about that; they
wereonther own! Thegroup wasdumbfounded, but therewasno remedy
for their situation. They wereforced to try and maketheir way without a
guide. After wandering about for one whole day, they came upon a
Tarahumaralndian who agreed to guide them, and thought at | ast their
problemwas solved. But headso only led them for oneday, for after hours
of travel, hisburrofell under theweight of their backpacksand refusedto
budge another inch! TheIndian simply unloaded the backpacksand | eft
thetravelers. Onceagain, they found themsdvesontheir owninthe Sierral
Through various “adventures’ of this kind, Henk learned about the
difficultiesof travel inthe mountainsand getting to know the Tarahumaras.

When he eventually separated from histwo companions, Henk went
first to a Spanish language school inthe city of Cuernavaca. Sometime
later hemoved toasmal townbackinLaSerra andlivedinatent which
he set up onadirt floor on theinside of awarehouse. Thewarehousewas
owned by an American doctor Henk had met. The doctor allowed Henk
to stay there because histent wasno good for rainy weeather, and therainy
season had begun.

Whileliving there, Henk would sometimesvisit with agroup of young
peopl e, and drink tesquino, an a coholic drink commonly consumed by
the Tarahumaras. It wasacrude sort of drink madefrom corn, which left
broken piecesof grainintheteeth and beards of thosewho drank it.

TheAmerican doctor wasaninteresting fellow who hel ped thelocals
and even gave teachings or seminarson such common thingsashow to
make peanut butter. People aways cameto his house, and Henk met
variousinteresting peopl e that way. Onetime, the doctor took himto
clean out asource of water high up on amountain. Henk travel ed out of
the areaon short backpacking trips, but awaysreturned to histent inthe
warehouse. Being arugged sort of individual, hewaswillingtoliveaone
if necessary, but the desireto meet with Tarahumaras and spend timewith
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them never left him. Hewastold that they, morethan any other tribe, kept
to the customs of their ancestorsand lived in the ancient ways. But the
Tarahumarasdid not wel come strangers, nor did they open themselves
uptovigtors. Instead, they tended to Smply ignorestrangersand remain
aoof fromthem.

One day, the doctor asked Henk to go on an errand for him. He
needed aliter of oil, and it seemsthe closest placeto buy onewasfrom
someworkersdoing road construction inthe mountains. Henk agreed to
go purchasetheoil and set off onfoot. Ashe hiked along the mountain
trail, hedrew near to the areawhere the workerswere widening aroad
with the use of dynamite and heavy
equipment. Just ashe § approached, these men
ydledawarningahim | to take cover, for they
wereabout to blast the hillside. Searching for a
spot, hemade hisway i 81 quickly under sometrees,
where, to hissurprise, ¥ hefound himself faceto
facewith another man [l § seeking cover. Theman's
appearance caught & Henk’sattention; Hewas
tall andrugged-looking, [ with athick, bushy black
beard and abald head. Henk would later learn
that he wasthe son of a Lebanese Arab and a
Mexican woman. Curious about the
stranger’s appearance, Henk asked the man who he was and what he
was doing there. It turned out his name was Federico Prieto Assmar,
(“Lico” for short). Lico described himsalf asa Christian evangelist who
travel ed those rugged areas preaching the gospel of Jesus Christ. Henk
askedif that included travel among the Tarahumaras, and Lico answered
intheaffirmative. “Would you bewilling to take meto such places?’
asked Henk. Lico somewhat hesitantly said that he would. So began
their short (approximately three month) relationship.

Fromtimeto time, Henk would travel with Lico into Tarahumara
country, often for 10 days to two weeks at atime. Both men carried
backpacksand wore* huarachi” sandalsmadeout of oldtiresand leather
thongs. Neither cared much about appearances, so they woreplain, often
dirty traveling clothes. They often walked singlefilethrough theforests
and rough areas of the mountains, and usually spoke little among
themselves. Lico was not aman of many words, and Henk was not yet
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Americansor severa Mexicanfamiliestotakeonhisministry! What a
differencethat could have madefor himaswell asthefamiliesheneeded
tocarefor!

But Lico either didn’t know or didn’t believe in waiting for such
supporters. Inthoseyears, would it even have been possibletowork in
that way? Could he even havereceived the money down in thoseremote
places?No one can be sure now.

And if Lico had delayed, waiting for a more “convenient” or
“comfortable’ arrangement, what woul d have happened to José and L upe?
To Henk?To Germinio? To themany otherswho heard theWord of God
and cameto saving faith through Lico’sministry?\Would anyonehavetold
themtheway of salvation?Wouldthey havelived|ong enoughto hear the
good news? Or would some of them bein hell today?Again, no onecan
besure! We can certainly never judgethisman or what hedidwith hislife.
Thank God, we arenot called to judge— God isthe only One capabl e of
handlingthat.

What wecandoismarvel, and praise God for thelife of faithfulness
and commitment Lico lived, and the people hetouched. God certainly
touched thisformer womanizer, drinker, and renowned sinner inapowerful
way! We can let hislife motivate usto servetheLord in our sphere of
influencewith grester zeal. Wecandso pray for theunfinishedwork inhis
family. We can pray that God touchesall of them, and showsthem that
He can bethe Father they never knew, the husband they so needed. We
can pray, and let our prayersbe added to those of Lico, for I'm surehe
prayed for themall. And we can a so pray for the continuing advance of
the work of God throughout the Sierra Tarahumara and other remote
areasof theworld. Godisnot finished yet! Heisstill seekingto savethe
lostinall such places. Heisstill looking for men and women who will
leaveit dl behindto serveonly Him!
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thehurt, the sorrow, the confusion, theunfinished witnesstoall thechildren,
brothers, and even Lico’'sown mother. “It'ssosad redlly,” | said.

“Notreally,” my friend shared back. “1t’sredlly quitetypical. Many
great men and women of God have sweet and sour storieslikeLico’'s.”
And he proceeded to tell me of hisown parents, and how God had used
themin spite of glaring weaknesses. The conversation made me ponder
evenmore.

Inmy view, Licowastotally wrongtoleavehiskids. God would have
preferred himtolove and servethem and winthemto Chrigt, rather than
abandonthemto bitternessand sorrow. “What will it profitamanif hegain
thewholeworld, and lose hisfamily?’ is, | believe, an acceptableway to
changeawell-known Bibleverse. True, theoriginal verse doesn’'t speak
about losing thefamily —it’sabout losing one’ s soul. But isthe change
really that improper? It doesn’t seem so from my perspectiveand theway
| understand scripturetoday. Couldn’'t God have provided for Lico'sfamily
in such away that he could
fulfill hiscaling, andfulfill his
obligationtothefamily (redly
several families) that he had
brought into the world? |
certainly believeso.

What about theAmerican
manwho wroteto Silviaand
spoke of supporting her?As
anAmericanmissionary, I'm
familiar withraising support. |
know there are people “out
there” who arewillingtogive
money so otherscan servethe
Lord. That'stheir calling, to
support missionaries and
servantsof God. What if Lico
had prayed for such
supporters, and sought them
out? He was used to getting
by onvery little. If only he'd
found just two or three

very fluent in Spanish. Soit wasthat they traveled hour after hour through
thewilderness, and dept outsde night after night around acampfire, or at
times, in caves. Very little was said between them. Upon entering a
Tarahumaravillage, Lico would bang pots and panstogether and invite
the peopleto comelisten to theWord of God. Hea so sold itemssuch as
boltsof cloth, medicines, and thevery potsand panshe used to announce
hispresence, or hetraded thesethingsfor goats or foodstuffs. Sometimes
he served as something of awilderness
doctor, having knowledgeof therudiments
» % of medicine. He could stitch up awound,

h give injections, help in childbirth and
- §¥ prescribe medicinesfor basic needs. He
4 preached everywhere hewent, and Henk

just listened without understanding much.
Everywherethey went, Henk could seethat
Licowashighly esteemed by dmost dl the
peoplethey encountered. Everyone respected him and wel comed himto
theareaswherethey lived.

Asthey got to know one another more, Lico opened up and told
Henk afew thingsabout himself, though not many. Hetold about hislife
before becoming a Christian. He had been married and had been with
various women besides hiswives. He used to own cattle and a small
ranch. Hewas of Arabic descent. Heeventold Henk that on two separate
occasonsin hislife, God had actually spokento himinanaudiblevoice,
caling him by hisname. Upon hisconversion, hehad said goodbyeto dl
these women except for one, hislast wife and the daughter they had
together. Eventualy, hehad left eventhemtofollow thecall to preach asa
missionary to the peopleof the SierraTarahumara.

Onenight asthey sat around the campfire, Lico looked at Henk and
sad, “Your wholelifeisnothing but vanity.” Hewasn't trying towin Henk
over or convert him. Hereally didn’t even likethefact that Henk was
traveling with him. In fact, when Henk | ater became a Christian, Lico
admitted to him that he would never havetried to convert him, because
he (Lico) redly thought Henk unreachablefor Christ! Heoncetold someone
inHenk’spresencethat hedidn't redly understand why Henk wasfollowing
him. Sowhen hetold Henk hislifewasvanity, hewas't trying to convert
himat al —hewasjust stating thefactsashe saw them! Henk didn’t redlly
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understand Licoat first, but hedidn’'t arguewith himether. Hejust listened
to hiswordsand filed them away mentally. But he had to admit that even
hehimsalf recognized pretty easily thetruthinthosewords!

Lico preached inevery tiny town or village he entered, sometimes
going door to door and other times preaching on the outskirts of the
town. Hewouldinvitethe peopletoa“talk,” saying later inthe afternoon
he would speak to them the Word of God. Never did he say an exact
timepreferring instead tojust say, “later on” ... Frequently Licowould
pray in Henk’s presence, in aloud voice calling upon God. Hewould
often say thingsHenk didn’ t understand because of both the spiritual and
language barriers, some of which Henk interpreted in comical waysas
childrendotheir parents’ prayers. Still, theimportant thing was, Henk
heard those prayersand saw thelifestyle of theman praying them. Lico
repeated hiseva uation of Henk’ slifestylevarioustimes, saying aways,
“Your lifeisjust vanity. You need to seek God.” Henk sensed it wastrue,
but didn’t really understand or know what to do about it al. Hebelieved
there were various concepts of God which wereall trueand it didn’t
matter which religion onebelieved aslong ashe/shewassincere. Henk
knew somethingsfromtheBible, but had never seen the common thread
between all the storiesor understood what its point really was.

Thestrangethingis, Licodidn’t really pursue Henk’ sevangelization.
Hesmply lived the Christianlifeinfront of him, setting areally strong
example of dedicationto acause. Henk wasintrigued, so hedug out the
Dutch Bible hismother had given him and begantoread it onhisown. He
had never really read it before, though he already believedin God. He
just didn’t know how to experienceHiminhisdaily life. He particul arly
liked John 14:6, “1 amtheway, thetruth, and thelife.” But hehad ways
thought of itin New Ageterms, not truly biblical ones. Hehad eventold
some friends back in Holland that he was going to the States and to
Mexicotofind*“theway.”

Somehow, mysterioudly, faith began to dawn in Henk’s heart, the
very samekind of faith Lico had. He experienced what’sknown as*“the
new birth” basically on hisown, just by considering theseversesinthe
gospd of John. Heknew that Christ and Hisway of lifewasexactly what
he had been looking for. He also knew instinctively that to believein
Christ meant also to serve him, and he had promised God exactly that
sometime before. He remembered on one occasion praying, “If you
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a sense of humor, but we could quickly tell that he had no real
comprehenson of hisfather’swaysor what had madehim“tick.” Inredlity,
he had no childhood memoriesof hisfather. He had only cometo know
himthat day in Urique, just daysbeforehiswedding. In onesense, hewas
glad to havemet him. But at the sametime, hisfather’s past absencefrom
hislifeleft himwithout any redl fedingsfor theman. Hewaswillingto get
acquainted and start arelationshipit seems, but that smply never really
happened.

“All my father ever talked about with mewas God,” hetold me. “He
never really talked about anything else.” | asked himwhat sort of things
hisdad had told him about God. Lico Jr. shrugged. “Hejust said that God
was everything, and that | needed to seek Him and have arelationship
with Him.” Needlessto say, Junior just wasn't that interested in such a
relationship. Hedidn't care much to hear about religiousthingsfroma
man who, in hisview, had abandoned him and hissistersat an early age.
“1 don’t know why my father did what all hedid,” Jr. told me. “I only
know that | would never treat my children theway hetreated us. | would
never leavemy kids.”

My comradesand | felt sad hearing thesethings. We prayed for the
family after eating, and gavethemdl hugsbeforeleaving. They redly had
received usasif wewerelong-lost family members. It wasquite special.
Onceagain, | wasoverwhemed with thebitter-sweet redlity of Federico's
story. It truly wasastory of both triumph and tragedy!

It took many hoursto drive north through the desert and crossthe
border once againinto the United States. We had lots of timeto think and
totalk, and let the thingswe had discovered “ percolate” in our souls.
Uponmy returnto our church, | shared the story with our Spani sh-speeking
congregation and with those who asked me about it. It wasdifficult to
even explain what we had found out.

Sometimelater, | spoke by telephoneto aseasoned missionary, the
manwho originally told me| should writethisstory up. “What did you
find out?’ heasked me. “Well,” | said, the story wasn't asgreat as| had
hoped.” | proceeded to tell what | knew —the great news of Federico’'s
self-sacrifice and dedi cation to God's call, the soulswho had cometo
Christ because of hisministry, the churchesplanted, theeternal destinies
changed, and theterriblenewsaswell. | told of thefamilies|eft abandoned,
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inalocal river when
hisfuturewifefirst saw
him.*Buttheonly gold
he found was me!”

she said with a
mischievoussmile. A
spunky sort of woman
inspiteof her age, she
knew nothing of
¢ Lico’'sconversion, a
= fact which made me
. sad. The same was
trueof Lico’'syounger
brother. Though |

desperately wanted to
sharethe gospel with
the two of them, the
circumstancesdidn’t
alow muchtobesad.

Wetalked for about 30 minutes or so, and were off to Lico Jr.’shouse
oncemore,

Oncethere, theman threw somefirewood into apit and started making
us*carnitas’ atypical Mexican med of grilled pork with tomatoes, onions,
lettuce and cilantro, along with corntortillasand cold cokes. They werea
very hospitablefamily and treated usvery warmly.

“Junior” was a
maninhisforties, with
thestout build and the
rough hands of a
congtructionworker, a
bigmoustache, andthe
typical cowboy hat
and big belt buckle
commonly worn by
men of that part of
Mexico. He was |
friendly and open, with

allow meto know you God, whoever you are or whatever your name, |
will serveyou.” When thelight finally dawned and Henk believed, he
remembered that commitment and pledged to make good onit.

After opening up hisheart to Christ, Henk wasonly destined to travel
and spend timewith Lico ashort whilelonger. But he shared hisconverson
experience with Lico, and submitted himself to water baptism at the
L ebanese/Mexican’shandsin ariver in Chihuahua Thiswasasignificant
event, and the people who had come to know Henk came to see him
baptized. That such aoneashehad given hislifeto Christ madequitean
impact upon al whowitnessed hisbaptism. It wasapowerful testimony in
that region.

It wasonly avery short timeafter thisthat Lico told Henk hewould
beleaving that areaand traveling to the south, to aplace called LaPama.
Henk asked Licoif hecould godongwith him, but Licoflatly refused him,
saying it wasadangerousareaof marijuanagrowersand criminals.

A short timelater, Henk heard of alarge Christian gathering scheduled
to happenin Ciudad Juarez, onthe US/Mexico border just acrossfrom El
Paso, Texas. In hispast in Holland, he had gone onceto such an event,
but had found it to betotally boring and irrelevant. However, thistime,
various circumstances conspired to make him feel hewasto go. The
conferencewasayearly event caled“Vison Juvenil,” and it wassaid that
thousands attended it every year. Henk caught rides, and took abusand
atrain, findly arriving in Juarez after along journey. Ontheway he met
another preacher, a Tarahumaraman named L uis Osorio, who would
later play aroleinhisministry and help himwork with the Tarahumaras.

Henk wasquiteimpressed by what he saw therein hisfirst experience
withahuge number of Christianyoung people. Oneday, ashevisitedwith
some of them, ayoung man reached down and picked up a crumpled
brochure off thefloor. Scanning it quickly, theyoung man handed it to
Henk, saying, “ Thislookslike something that would interest you.” That
brochurewaswritten by me. It wasannouncing our DTS (Discipleship
Training Schoal), to be held at adate not too far inthefuture, inthevery
city of Juarez! Asheread that crumpled piece of paper, Henk concluded
that God was speaking to himthroughiit, and giving him guidancefor the
next stepin hisChristian life. Hewoul d attend the school and learn about
becoming amissionary!



Henk attended the DTS | directed for 5 months, listening to the
teachings of varioustraveling Bible teachers, spending timedaily in
meditation, prayer and intercession, doing choresaround the base and
learning of God’s missionary endeavorsintheworld. Healso met his
futurewifethere, Edith, withwhom hewould |l ater have 4 children and
start amissionary basein Creel, Chihuahua. At the conclusion of the
school, | asked him to go with meto South America, and wetraveled
together for over amonth in Peru, Colombia, and Venezuela.

Upon our returnto the US, Henk joined upwith Y WAM and returned
toLaSerraTarahumara Helived invarious places, learning ashewent
along, and endeavoring to minister to Tarahumaras. Often hislifewas
quiterugged. For three months, hewasforced to sleep on the concrete
floor of asmall school and livewith only the barest necessities. Hegave
classesin the Bibleto a Tarahumarawoman in thetiny town, with the
permission of thewoman’shusband. L ater he stayed in astone house
with no roof, helping another man put anew roof onit, and thenina
cabafiamade of wood. Eventua ly hewould work withY WAM in Juarez
again, asstaff of other discipleship schools. He hel ped with the day-to-
day running of those schools, and travel ed with them on their outreaches.
Heand Edith got married during that time. These experiencesweregood
training for him. But hisheart wasin LaSerra, and heeventualy returned
therefull-timeto start hisownY WAM base.

| havesincevisited himthere severa times, toteachin histraining
schoolsand seewhat the L ord has donewith him. There are now many
buildingson his property, and he has adiscipleship school every year
there. Many have been trained to work among theindigenousof Mexico
at that base, and | continueto feel very proud of Henk and Edith, their
family, andtheir ministry inthat place.

But what of Lico?What | hadlearned of him through Henk intrigued
me, and | wondered if theremight beaway to learn more. But lifewent
onand| wasbusy, traveling hereand thereinmy own ministry, workingin
YWAM andinalocd church, andraisng my family.

Ayear or two later, | took asmall team frommy local church down
into Mexico again, to asmall town called Cuahtemoc, Chihuahua. We
worked with asmall Assembly of God church there, doing door-to-door
evangelism and speaking at the churchintheevenings. Theyoung pastor,
aman named Herminio, struck me as atrue servant of God. He was
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' experiencescould easily fill them
with resentment and hurt, and
serve asapermanent hindrance
. totheir faithin God.

Leaving their home, we
headed toward thewest, toward
Hermosillo, our last point of
. contact with Lico’'s family
members. Our old car gave us
§ problemsmorethan onceonthe
trip through mountains and
Y desartsto Hermosllo, but thank

God, wedidfindly arriveand get
| settled into a hotel before
midnight that evening.

The next day, | called
Lico Jr., Federico's only son,
and was pleasantly surprised to
be ableto reach him and make
" arrangementsto meet. Heand

hiswifedroveto our hotel shortly after
receiving our call, and led us back
through the city to their home. Once
there, weconversedfor sometimeinther
living roombeforetraveling afew miles
to where Lico’s mother and younger
brother were currently living. From
Lico’s mother, who was at that time
about 96 yearsold (it seems her exact
birth dateisnot known!), | learned few
new facts, for at her age, it washard for
her to stay on subject. Wedid hear about
Lico'sLebanesefather, and how heand
hismother met and got married. It seems
that theArab man was panning for gold

53



taketheonly tortillaswe haveinthe houseand givethemto another family
instead of to my own.” Weall understood and agreed compl etely.

“I told Lico,” Silviawent onto say, “Look, I'mnot criticizing you or
speaking against you. | respect you; infact, | admireyou greatly. Your
dedication and commitment areredly impressve, and | know you' redoing
agreat work for these peoplehereinthemountains. But you aren’t helping
me. You aren’'t taking care of your daughter. We should be your first
obligation.” Alas, Licosmply didn’t seethingsthat way.

Interestingly, Silviatold methat at one point, when her husband was
dtill dive, acertain American man heard of him and hisministry, and heard
about hiswifeand daughter left behind. Thisman actualy sent aletter to
Silvia, inwhich hetold her that he knew of her husband’ swork, and felt

N

led of God to begin sending her money so that sheand her daughter would
be taken care of and have what they needed. “I don’t even know the
man’sname,” shetold me, “becauseit waswritten on aletter | kept, but
thoseletterswere destroyed by rain at onetime. | don’t know where he
wasfrom or anything, and no money ever cameasaresult of hisletter. But
at least we know that one person wanted to do something of thiskind,
evenif henever followed through.”

After eating with thetwo women, we asked if we could pray with them.
| asked God to continueto providefor them, and to help them through
their difficult situation in Arivechi. | so desired that the Lord would heal
their heartsand blessthemto draw near to Him, redlizing that their negative
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about my same age. Oneday, aswewaked along, | asked himtotell me
about hiscalling asapastor and how he had gotten to the placewherehe
was. As he began to tell me his story, my jaw dropped — he had been
discipled by Lico! After accepting Christ, he had prayed and asked God
to help him learn and becomeatruedisciple. Oneday he saw or heard of
Lico, and suddenly, hefelt within himsalf that God was speaking to him.
He sensed that God wastelling him to follow thisman and learn theways
of Chrigtianministry through him. Thusbegan aseverd monthlongtraining
period for Herminio. He described to mewhat lifewaslikewith Lico.
Much of what hetold mewasaready familiar. The huarachi sandals. The
endlessdaysof hiking through the mountainsand deeping outdoors. The
few words. Thestrong exampleof Chrigtian lifeand ministry which Lico
lived out before him day after day. Theburros. The potsand pans. The
preachingintiny villagesinthe open air or ministering oneonone. The
sdling of cloth, medicines, potsand pans, and produce. Themedica work.
Herminio stayed with Licofor ashort time, and then, just assuddenly asit
had begun, hefdt histimewasup, and hereturnedtocity life, later becoming
apastor.

But Herminio added onedetail to the story | hadn’t heard before. He
told me of Lico’s death. According to the young pastor, the rugged
evangelist had been shot to death while praying for someoneinanarea
where marijuanawas cultivated. Herminio had heard that drug lordsor
drug growershad murdered him. Now | waseven moreinterested inthe
story and wishful that | could find out more and perhaps someday, write

| | about it.
i In 2003, |
traveled to visit Henk
andteachathisDTSin
Credl, Mexico, in La
Sierra Tarahumara.
i Accompanying me
1l weremy wifeand two
of my daughters During
my week-long stay
there, wetalked about
Licosomemore. | asked Henk if heknew how | could get moreinformation
about him. Hequickly looked inasmal notebook and gave meatel ephone
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number of a
relative or
associate in a
place some
. hours away
fromwherewe
were. | called
these people,
and was told
& they would be
Rt happy to Speak
with meand give me more detailsany timel wished. But my wifeand
daughters had been on the road with me 5 weeks by that time, and they
werenot at al thrilled about continuing still longer, traveling therough
roadsof Mexico to get information about some obscure evangdlist. So,
reluctantly, | had to put my curiosity on hold and returnto the Statesand
thento Forida, wherewelived at thetime.

In 2006, | accepted the call to pastor achurchin El Paso, and my
wifeand | moved back there. During my yearsin Florida, | had comeinto
contact with aman who had an unusua ministry among theindigenousof
Mexico. Thisman, Dave McMullen, had spent almost half of every year
for 30years, traveling = Wwith his wife in a beat-up old
recreational vehicle, ' spreading the gospel of Jesus
Christ among the | Indian peoples. His modus
operandi wastogoto areas where they worked as
migrant harvesters andvigttheir camps. Eachnight,
heand hiswife, dong with others who would
accompany them from timeto time, would show the Jesusmovieand
distribute CDsto al who would receivethem. These CDswererecordings
of the Bible and presentations of the gospdl in every Indian language of
Mexico. Over theyears, Dave and hiswife became self-taught experts
onthelanguagesand |l ocations of thesetribes, and they sought to not only
reach them themselves, but to motivate othersto do the same.

Oneday in 2008, | received an email from Dave which caught my
attention. Herecounted how, yearsbefore, he had oncetraveled witha
Mexican pastor to avery remotevillageinthemountainsof Chihuahuaor
Sonora, Mexico, (the border between those statesisn't clearly marked)
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patient, and hehad aredly brilliant mind. Hewasvery intelligent. My only
complaint about himwould bethat hedidn’t support us. Of course,” she
added, “| suppose he thought that the ranch he’ d left would supply us
withwhat welacked.”

“Yousee,” sheexplained, “ My husband owned asmall ranch, and he
told meonceinaletter torent it out and live off themoney. But | had big
problemswith hisfamily and | couldn’t dothat. They felt theranch belonged
tothem.”

At thispoint inthe conversation, Miriam began to set thetableinfront
of us, and she brought platesof hot Mexicanfood for al of us. We paused
to givethanksto God, then continued the conversation asweall ate.

Slviawent onto say that thefamily did notin any way want Miriamto
rent Lico’'sranch. Therewasquiteabit of wrangling about thismatter, but
intheend, thefamily sold theranch, and never sent any of the proceedsto
Silvia. “But what could | do?’ Silviaasked. “ All hisbrotherswereUS
citizens, and had more money and connectionsthan I. They sold that
ranch and | wasleft with absolutely nothing.”

Atthispoint | couldn’t hel pinterrupting thestory to explaintothetwo
ladieswhat we thought about their Situation. “With the understanding we
havetoday,” | began, “Weseethingsvery differently from how Licowould
have seen them. With theknowledge and experience hehad, hefdtit was
necessary to leave you and serve God by preaching the gospel to other
peoplewho hadn't heard it yet. There have been other great Christiansof
the past who have done something similar,” | said. “For example,” |
continued, “ Saint Augustine. Heactualy put hiswifeinaconvent, so he
could becomeamonk and apastor, and serve God full-time. Wein our
day consider thisan error. We bdlievethefamily must bethefirst priority,
and aperson called to ministry still canand must take careof hiswifeand
family. The Bibleitself saysthat aperson who doesn’t take care of his
own family isworsethan aninfidel (1 Tim. 5:8). But unfortunately, your
husband just didn’t seeit that way.”

“Thetruthis,” | went on, “Your story and that of your husbandisa
sad ‘ sweet and sour’ mix if ever | heard one.” Shenodded in agreement,
ingtantly understanding exactly what | wassaying. “Webedieveinhelping
people, inbeing generous, and inreaching out. If wehavetortillasand see
someonewho hasnone, we' rewilling to sharewith them. But if my own
child needssomethingto eat,” shecontinued, “1 can’tin good conscience
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spoketo them about him had only glowing praisefor him. Hewasagreat
man, and great pastor, agreat servant of God for them. They dl loved him,
andthey wereall very thankful to Silviafor “allowing” her husbandto be
among them and minister tothem. “ Your husband wasavery specid man,”
they al told her, “and weall highly respected him.”

“Why did thismankill himthen?’ sheasked them. Thenvariousof the
local peopleproceeded to tell Silviathe same story we had heard before.
They spoke of the demonized woman, and how her father went looking
for helpfor her. Then Lico agreed to go and pray for her. But thisjealous
husband told him not to comearound. Licoinssted that hewasonly there
to pray, and the man did not need to fear or be suspicious. Some extra
detail sabout the moments before the shooting were added —thejealous
husband struck Lico repeatedly with astick, prodded him, told him he
wasgoing tokill him, and soforth.

A government official of thetown gave Slviathe document onwhich
the detailsof Lico’sdeath were recorded, and advised her to leave the
areaas soon as possible. “ The people here are very bad,” hetold her.
“They areignorant and they aresuspicious. Thebrother of thekiller knows
that you are here. Heknew that you were coming. Heknowsyou' regoing
towant justice. You could get yoursdlf into alot of trouble, and there’ sno
pointinit. Please, just leave.”

“Butthisisal sowrong,” Silviaanswered him. “| just want to know
what happened, and why it isthat the person who killed him can get away
with such acrime? My husband was only doing good for the people,
bringing them the Word of God, bringing medicine, sharing food withthem.
It'sjust not right!” Still, the official told her that most of hisfellow city
officialswereat that moment in ChihuahuaCity, thecapita of that Sate, S0
therewasno onearoundto help her or to back up her claims. Sheeventudly
took the man’sadvice and returned to her homeinArivechi, Sonora.

“That'sabout al | cantell you,” shesaid asshewrapped up thestory.
“My husband was awonderful manin many ways. Theonly bad thing
about him wastheway he abandoned meand Miriam, and left uswithout
any support. But other than that, hewasalwaysagreat hushand and father.
| amthe best persontotell you about him, becausel lived with him longer
than anyone, and | washislegitimatewife. Weloved each other, weaways
had good communication between oneancother, and redly, therewereno
problems between us. Hewas agreat man really —very respectful, very
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with theintention of sharing the gospel there. However, upon arriving,
they were surprised tofind quiteafew believersaready living there. How
intheworld did these people cometo Christ inthat remote place? Upon
investigating abit, Dave and hisMexican companion discovered that an
itinerant evangdlist used to vigt thearea. Themanwasrugged and traveled
aone, wearing huarachi sanda sand deeping out of doorsat night. Rumor
had it the man had been shot by drug lords. Davetold the story asaway
of sharing encouragement and motivation to preach the gospel. But of
course, | wasinterestedinit for other reasonsaswell. | arranged to meet
Dave, (wholivesin Bisbee, Arizona) in aplace called Alamogordo, NM.
Wemet for coffeethereand talked for acouple of hours. Daveurged me
tofindout all | could about Lico and write up histestimony inboth Spanish
and English, and | told him | waskeen to do that very thing.

When my wifemade plansto be out of town for aweek in September
of 08, it seemed agood opportunity to begin my investigation of thelife
of thisunusua man. Borrowing an old beat-up car fromafriend, | asked
acouple of membersfrom my church to accompany me. | preached two
serviceson a Sunday, then led aleadership meeting and ate at achurch
potluck. Assoon aswefinished those activities, weloaded up our little
car and were on our way, stopping for thenightinalittletown called El
Terrero, Chihuahua. A third friend, amissionary livingin El Terrero, had
agreedtotakeusfurther in hisfour whed drive Suzuki Sidekick. Thenext
day wetraveled to thetown of Madera, Chihuahua, whereweweretold
some peopleknew Lico, andwhere, tothisday, a least two of hisdaughters
and perhaps one of hisformer wives also dwell. A local pastor there,
whom | had met before, agreed tolet usspend thenight at hischurch, and
told ushe could put usin touch with these people.

Whilein Madera, wemet two of Lico’'sdaughtersand alady named
L ucy Rascdnwho had dso met him during her childhood years. Lucy was
our firgt contact for aninterview, but since shehad only known Licoyears
before, when shewas still quite young, she could add little. Shetold us
some detail s about hisheight and appearance, and told of hismedical
expertise and sales of cloth and other items. Sheknew him before his
conversionto Christ, and knew of hisreputation asahard-partying man
and womani zer. Sheal so had been around him after hisconversion, and
shedescribed him asaman who wasvery obvioudy asincere Christian,
very devoted totheministry.



Leaving Lucy’shouse, we crossed the small town to meet Josefina,
daughter of Lico by histhird“wife’ (thetwowerenever legally married
but lived together) While Josefina' sown children milled around, shetold

- me what she knew of the
man, admitting fromthetart
that he had abandoned her
and her mother when she
wasonly two. Shesaid she
had seen him again after his
conversion, when she was
about 17, andthenonceagan
for the last time when she
was 19. All Josefina knew
about her father wasthat he
. was a womanizer and
o : drinker, andamanknown as
adoctor by theloca people. Shea so knew he had been married to other
women, and in fact, she shared with methat from timeto time she had
met with them and othersof her siblings by thesewives. Josefinaseemed
sad about her father, and only vaguely understood anything at all about
hisChrigtianlife. | askedif | could pray for her and her family beforewe
left, and sheagreed to that. It seemed to mel wasaigning mysdlf withthe
prayersher father must have prayed
for her and her mother before he '
died. Josefinatold methat her mother
wasavery unforgiving woman and
had no desireto even speak of Lico
or have anything to do with anyone
who did. For that reason, Lico had
never been ableto sharethe gospel
very muchwith her or her mother. .

Our nextinterview wasquiteacontrast. Yesminwastheoldest daughter
of Lico by hisfirgt legitimatewife, awoman named Monserrat or “Monse,”
(pronounced “mon-say”). Whereas Josefinaradiated asense of sadness,
Yesminwasvery joyful and talkative. | shared with her that | had gotten
tearsin my eyeswhen speaking with her half-sister. Shewarned methat
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“Ohsure,” sheresponded. “ | used to gowith himto placesaround here.
I would sing and he would preach. We rode on horseback to different
townsandvillagesd| aroundthisarea.” At thisshe showed meaphoto of
herself and Lico on two horses, with other people and horses in the
background. It looked like a scene from some Western movie, but the
two of them |ooked happy.

Atthispointintheinterview, Miriam asked usif we dliketo eat with
them. | wasembarrassed, not wanting to impose, but they inssted, again
demonstrating that great Mexican hospitality which | havelearned to
appreciate.

“I don’t know what elsetotell you about,” Silviasaid, returning usto
thesubject at hand. “I’ vetold you just about everything | can think of.”
Then she continued, “We got the news sometimelater that he had been
killed in San Ignacio, near Batopilas, and we were told his body was
being takento Madera. Themayor of Arivechi loaned usalittlecar, and
wedrovethere, mysalf, Miriam, and my mother-in-law. It wastherainy
season (August) so we had some hard timesdriving. At one point, we had
toford ariver, and the water was so deep that it came up even with the
hood of the car. But wemadeit to Maderaand attended thefuneral, then
laid hisbody torest.”

“1 wanted to bring hisbody back hereto Arivechi,” she continued,
“But | didn’'t havethemoney. Thepilot charged mefor bringing hisbody
up to Madera, and | had to sell some bracelets| wore, just to pay those
charges. Therewasno money |eft to bring him back here.”

After stayingin Maderafor three days, the women madetheir way
back to their homeinArivechi. But Silviaonly stayed therethree days
beforeleaving for Batopilas, accompanied by abrother of Lico’'sand
another manwho agreedto helpthemdrive. They felt they hadto gothere
to investigate and understand more about Lico’sdeath. Their timein
Batopilaswasnot very satisfactory however. It seemed the peoplewere
still frightened about what had happened. They were suspicious of
outsiders, not knowing who they were and what they really wanted.
Knowing theassassin’sfamily lived around there, they weren't sureif
Silviaand her family might berel atives, or what their motivesmight befor
asking questions.

The one positive aspect of their experience was the many
complimentary statementsthe peoplethere made about Lico. All who
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inthat field here. But nevertheless, shegot her education and could doit if
shereally wanted to. We survived and prospered by God' shelp.”

“Threeyearslater, weborrowed acar onetime and returned to Urique,
looking for Lico, but wecouldn’t find him,” shewent on. “| found people
who knew him, but they told mehewasa7 day journey on horseback up
inthe mountains. We couldn’t go thereto find him—wedidn’'t have that
muchtime, and besides, | couldn’t take my young daughter way up there
on horseback! Seepinginthewoodsand al that, it would have beentoo
difficult and dangerousfor us. And so0,” sheexplained, “Wehad toreturn
without ever seeinghimagain.”

A month passed before Lico even became aware that hiswife and
daughter had tried to visit him. Hewasvery sad to hear that hehad missed
them, andwrote Slviaaletter expressing hissorrow over thewholeincident.
Because of hisconstant travel sto visit thevarioustiny townsand villages
scattered over that mountainousregion, getting intouchwithhimwasjust
impossible during thosetimes. But Licotold Silviain theletter that he
planned to return to Maderafor avisit soon, and asked that she come
therewith Miriam so they could have sometimetogether. Unfortunately,

that reunion was not to be, for shortly after that, Lico wasto meet his
death at theend of agun barrel.

“1 want to ask you about the earlier daysof Lico’sministry, when he
wasjust getting started,” | said, looking for someclarification. “Did you
and heever travel together to minister in churches, maybeherein Sonora?’
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wewerelikely to all havetearsin our eyesasshetold meher storiesabout
her father. | braced myself, and turned on my digital recorder.

Yesmintoldthesamestory of her father’s
early lifeasthe othershad; the many women
and families, the abandonment, thedrinking,
themedical work, thetraveling. Her father
had another woman before he married her
mother, and another child by her. Hea so had
various“ afairs’ whilemarriedto her mother,
and some children by thesewomen, some of
whom Yesmin knowsand has contact withto
thisday. It seemssheand her brother were
taken away fromtheir mother whiletill very
young, (she was two or three, her brother
dill indigpers) and carried from placeto place
withtheir rambling father. Yesmin brokeand
wept even telling of their separation and
divorce.

Her father took themto aranch called“El Salto,” wherethey lived for
sometime. Attimeshewould leavethemwith their unclesor aunts, with
neighbors, or with friendsof their father, sothat hecouldtravel to different
townsand villagesand ply histrade asanitinerant doctor and salesman.
Lifewasvery hard for Yesmin and her siblings. During one period, the
_ childrenlivedwithanuncle
near ariver where people
“ | caughtlargefishand cleaned
... themrightontheshore. The
children mostly went about
" without any shoes, beingvery

poor inthosedays.

' Once when her father
' was gone for a lengthy
period, she stepped on a
_ fishbonewhich pierced her

~  footvery deeply. Thewound
became infected and
gangrene set in. As the




swellingincreased, it seemed she might not survive. Her uncledecidedto
travel to another smdl townwhere hethought hemight get somemedicines
or medica advice, hisbrother not being present to hel p'Yesmin. But upon
arriving inthe other town, the uncle began to drink and soon forgot his
little niece. The Situation wasbecoming desperate.

Out of nowhere, her father returned, riding upon hishorse. Helater
told her that he had beenriding for three days before arriving there. But
her situation was so desperate, he scooped her up in hisarms, mounted
his horse once again, and took her to a place where he could get the
antibiotics she needed. That horse had to carry both of them an entire
day, whichwasvery exhausting for al concerned. Helamented that his
own daughter would bein such shapewhile hetended to other families
needs. After afull day on horseback, they arrived at aplacewhere he
could get someantibioticsandinject her. Her body quickly beganto hedl,
and in onemore day shewasrestored.

At that, her father left her therewith afamily heknew, andtraveled
on. Hehad agirlfriendin that area. From that point, Yesmin did not see
her father again for someyears. Her mother cameto get her inthat place,
though Yesmin
"8 does not know
' how shecameto
know of her
|| presence there.
Monse already
had her other
sister and her
brother Licowith
her.

- { But Yesmin

told meher father
wasexemplary. “I’mnot saying this,” shesaid, “because he'sdead, and
it'swhat | should say. I’m saying it becauseit’strue.” Her memories of
theyearswith her father are mostly very happy. Whereas other family
members| met were somewhat bitter about their early livesand how their
father had treated them, Yesmin spoke of him only with admiration and

respect.
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hewould giveaway tothem.” She continued, “May God forgive me, but
| couldn’t help feeling some resentment for all of this. Herewewere,
practically starving oursalves, struggling even to make adecent placefor
ourselvesto live, and yet Lico was adamant about staying wherehewas
and not hel ping us. Hisentirefocuswas on the people over there.”

Sherecounted to me how she had taken her daughter on one of those
trips, and they had traveled first by train and then by hitching rides, dl the
way to Urique, wherethey stayed for 15 dayswith Lico. It wasan arduous
journey for Silvia, havingto take care of her young daughter, not having
money, and being forced to ridefor hourson thetrain, then stand along
theroadslooking for aride. Shewasglad to bereunited with her husband
of course, but the situation therein Uriquewasvery sad. The peoplelived
in desperate poverty, and indeed, there was no one there who could
minister theWord of God to them except for Lico.

After being thereawhile, Silviapleaded with her husband to come
hometo them. “Look,” shesaid, “You haveto comeback with us. Here
thereisnothing for you. Your lifeisdifficult and you can’t get any money
toliveon. And our lifewithout you isworse. We need you! You know
how much Miriam lovesand needsyou. Shecriesall thetimefor you.
Pease, you' ve donewhat you could—now think of your family and come
back home!”

AtthisLicoresponded very firmly without asign of wavering. “1 have
madeavow to God,” hetold her. “Nolonger will | even touch awoman
—I liveonly toservetheLord.” But Silviaanswvered back, “1’mnot looking
for physical affection on anything likethat. | just need your support to
makeit and raise our daughter.”

Nevertheless, Licowould not be persuaded. “ | have madethisvow,”
he repeated, “and besides, now there are all these people here who
depend upon me. | can'tleavethem.” Silviaunderstood, thoughit pained
her greatly. “My husband and | understood each other,” she explained.
“We never really fought or argued —wejust discussed these thingsand
accepted oneanother’sopinions. But | haveto say that weredlly suffered
because of all this.” Then she continued, “But thank God, we madeit
through, Miriamand . | wasableto makealiving and build thishouse
and our littlebusiness. Andlook a Miriam—she' sayoung lady now! She
got her education, even getting adegreein English and becoming ateacher.
She'snot able now to practicethat profession, becausethere’snowork
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he added to her insecurity and sense of self-doubt. But in hislettersand
when hewasin her presence, Lico tried to assure her that thiswasnot the
caseat dl. Hestill loved her, and shewasthe only woman for him. It was
thecall of God that motivated him, nothing else.

| interrupted her just for amoment. “How long had you been married
when hecameto thedecisonto leavelikethis?’ Silviapaused and asked
her daughter how old shewaswhen her father |eft. Miriam answered right
away, “Heleft when | wasnine,” shesaid. “Well then,” Silviaquickly
responded, “we had been married for 11 years.” “ So then,” | went on,
“did he start of f by taking short termtrips, just leaving for awhileand
coming back?’ “No, no,” shereplied. “Heleft for good thefirst time. He
would cal mefromtimeto timefromwherever hewas, and tell mewhat
was going on. Hewould ask about Miriam—*How’smy littlegirl? he
would ask. And two or threetimes he sent money, but that wasall.” After
that, he never sent money again.”

Silviawent onwith her sad and difficult story. “Heleft mewith just
threetiny roomshere. We didn't have adoor yet, or any windows. | had
to put suitcases or boxesin front of the opening, so nowild animaswould
comein at night. | slept in front of the doorway, because | was afraid
someonemight comein at night and attack us. We had no electricity, only
anoldflashlight, which | would useat night to watch for scorpions, afraid
they would sting Miriam. We suffered so much in those days! | had to
speak with themayor of thelittle town of Arivechi. | asked if we could
havealittlerestaurant here, so | could sell mealsand try to make some
money for mysaf and my daughter, and hegave uspermission. Themayor
gavepermission, saying hewould give her 90 daysto seeif therestaurant
couldsurvive, andif it did, hewould register it officidly asabusiness. We
madeit day to day, and my clientelegrew. Asthey cameto eat here, they
saw thedirestraightswewerein, and someweregenerousand contributed
building materia s so we could finish the house. Gradualy we purchased
windowsand adoor, put in wiring and electricity, and made ourselvesa
decent placeto stay. But lifewas so hard in those days!”

At thispoint, Miriam spoke up, “ And we made sometripsto seemy
father over in Chihuahua,” sheadded. “Yes,” Silviaagreed, “ Twicewe
went to bewith Lico. But we saw that where hewas, therewasevenless
money than wherewewere, so therewasno way for himto ever send us
any —the peopletherewere so poor, that whét littlehereceived in offerings,
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Asshegrew up, Yesmin passed through various phasesof life, afew
yearswith her father, the next few with her mother, then back with father
again, back with mother, and so onit went. Fromtheageof 12—22, she
lived with Monse, and never saw her father at all. When shewas 13, the
family received news that Lico had died, and they were all grieved.
However, sometimelater they learned that thishad been afasealarm, he
wasdill dive.

At 14, Yesmin heard the gospel and accepted Christ asher Savior.
Her lifewastransformed and shebegan anew lifewith God at its center.
But she so desired that her father, whom she had always|oved, would
alsofindthejoy shehad foundin Christ. To that end, shebeganto pray
fervently and even ask othersto pray with her. Her sincere prayer was
that her father would cometo Christ. She pleaded with God for thisday
after day. She even made plansto go on horseback to visit her father,
though such atrip would have been arduous. Thisdidn’t work out, but
she continued to pray. And she added onefurther request —that not only
would Lico becomea Christian, but that God would so work that she
would be ableto know that he had.

Yesmin met and married her husband, and found that she then had
even agreater desireto see her father, and astronger wish that hewould
becomeaChristian. She had sent aletter to her father inviting himto her
wedding, but he never came. Her first child wasborn, and till, her father
didn’t come. But when her second wasborn, Licofinally cameto see
them. Thiswasagreat surpriseand blessing, but hewasn't yet aChristian
at thispoint, and disappeared again. Yesmin continued to pray faithfully
and diligently. Meanwhile, her brother Lico (Jr.) wasgoing to get married,
and hewanted hisfather to attend the wedding. Yesmin sent aletter to
thelr father, inviting him to thewedding, but not really expectinghimto
come.

You canimaginethe pleasant surprise shefelt oneday at the age of
22, whenthere cameaknock at her door, and there stood her father! Not
only had he answered her |etter and agreed to come visit, but after 8
years, Yesmin'sprayershad finally been answered. Lico declared to her
that not only washeabdiever now, but he had dedicated hislifeto Christian
service, and had in fact been traveling and preaching for fiveyears. He
was convinced that God wascdling himto beafull-timemissionary, and
wasto leavetheir areato travel somewhere else. He claimed that God
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had shown him that hewould go to aplace whichwould be madeknown
tohimby hisson. Theinvitationto hisson’swedding Licotook asthesign
from God. He traveled by train down to Urique, Chihuahua for the
wedding, and upon arriving there, became convinced that wasthe area
the Lord wascalling himto. He stayed inthe only hotel intheareafor
daysbeforerevealing himself to Lico Jr. During those days, the father
observed hisson, knowing who hewas, and yet Lico Jr. had noideawho
the man he saw around town was. The sonwas concerned that hisfather,
who hehad invited, had not shown up, never redlizing that infact hewas
stayinginaroom right next door. Oneday they al went foraswimina
nearby river, and Lico’sfather wasalso inthe sameriver. One of their
company
said, “Look
at that bald
man over
there,” not
realizing it
was a
relative.
Soon after,
they all went
to a store.
The son
entered the
dtore, and thefather waited outs de, determining whether or not thiswould
bethetime hewouldfinally go ahead and revea himself. Entering the
store behind hisson, Lico senior tapped Lico Jr. ontheshoulder, and said
“Son.” Turning around, Lico Jr. looked at him without any recognition
whatsoever. Thefather saw hispuzzled |ook and spoketo reassure him.
“I'myour father,” hetold him, and they embraced one another for thefirst
timeinmany years. Intheremaining days beforeand just after thewedding,
therewerefurther opportunitiesfor father and son to converseand get to
know each other, at |east to some extent. After thewedding, Lico Jr. and
hisnew brideleft theareaand eventualy ended upinHermosillo, Sonora.
Lico Sr., after attending his son’swedding, was surethat areawasthe
place God had called himto. Heremained in that part of the Serrafor the
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and decided to seek out alocal churchwhere he could go and hear more.
It “happened” that oneof Lico'ssisterswasabeliever, and sheand her
husband, when they heard of Lico’sinterestintheradio program, invited
himtovistther churchinArivechi. Together, heand Silviastarted going
thereregularly. Itwasinthat local churchthat Licofinaly bowed hisknee
to Christ and accepted Hissalvation.

Licotook thethingsof God very serioudy, and attended the church
very fathfully. Hestudied hisBibleevery day, asked questionsof hispastor,
and begantolearnall hecould. It wasn’tlong at all before he beganto
preach theWord himself, in Arivechi, and anywhere else God opened a
door for him. Silviawasn't sureexactly of thetimeframe, but shethought
that it wasonly two yearsafter hisconversionthat Lico cameto her one
day andtold her he had taken avery seriousdecision. Hehad decided to
servetheLord whole-heartedly, and to preach HisWord. Not only that,
but hewasgoingtodoitinLaSierra, not therein the Arivechi area.
“Thereisaprecious seed that must besown,” hetold Silvia, “andit’sthe
Word of God. There are many areas out in the mountains, where the
people have no knowledgeat all of the Lord or HisWord. | must go to
them.”

Thisnewswas not very happy for Silvia. Their house at that time
consisted of only threelittlerooms, and they had intended to expand it
and buildit more solidly. Therewasnowaork intheir town, and Silviahad
no work or way of making any money. Theevangelisticwork Licowas
cons deringwascertainly not apaying proposition, for the peopletowhom
hewould go had lessthan heand hisfamily. Not only so, but their child,
Miriam, wasstill quiteyoung. How could thisbeawise plan?!

But Lico wasinsistent. Hewould go and hewould preach. “Don’t
worry,” hetold Silvia, “I’ Il send youmoney whenever | can.” Siviacertainly
did not want to hinder the call of God or interfere with something He
might be doing in and through her husband. But at thesametime, shewas
very concerned, and many negative thoughtsflooded her mind. “Maybe
he wantsto get away from us,” she thought to herself. “Maybe he no
longer lovesus, and thisis hisway of getting out of here.” She never
spokeany of thisto Lico, but keptit al insde. Still, thewhole situation
wasvery, very hard for her to take. She had to endurelong periods of
timewithout her husband, and she often thought that perhaps shejust
wasn't thewoman hereally desired to bewith. Being much younger than
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first called her, andif it had not beenfor Yesminwho caled her and vouched
for us, shewould never have consented totheinterview at al. “ You see,”
shesaid, “Wedidn't know if youwere maybefrom thefamily of theman
who murdered my husband. A person can't betoo careful thesedays. The
man was crazy, and we have heard rumorsthat heisout of prison and
might want to punish usfor thetimehe had to serve.”

We could certainly understand Silvia s concerns, but we explained
that ourswasaspiritual interest. Wewerebelievers, interestedinLico’'s
Chrigtiantestimony. | explained that furthermore, | wasapastor in Texas,
and wanted towrite up hisstory in order to shareit with any who might be
interested, and | had been specifically asked towriteit up by amissionary
who traveled in those same areas of the SierraMadres. Thetwo ladies
warmed up considerably after that, and began to speak fredly about their
husband and father. | set my digital recorder onthetable, took another sip
of orange soda, and we began theinterview.

“When did you and Lico get married?’ | asked. “In 1975,” she
responded, “Inamining town called ‘ El Porvenir.”” “Wereyou Christians
atthat time?’ “Not at al,” sheanswered. “Well then, how did you and he
becomebelievers?’ | asked. “ Do you know how Lico got saved?’ She
responded in the affirmative, and | became excited —no oneto this point
had been ableto tell usthis! “You see,” shebegan, “My husband and |
usedtoliveonasmall ranch, and during that time, we started listeningtoa
radio program put on by apreacher named Brother Galvan.” It seemsthat
Lico himsalf heard of the program, and hebegantolistentoit of hisown
accord, remarking to Silviaabout how interesting it was. Heurged her to
ligentoit aswell.

Shewasquite pleased by thisdevel opment, because she knew of her
husband’ s past life, the many women he had been with, and his hard-
drinking, partying ways. Shehad dwaysbeen insecureregarding hislove
for her because of thishistory of his, and had awaysfeared he might be
unfaithful toher. HisinterestinaChrigtianradio programwasavery postive
thing inher view, and shehoped that it might influence him toward settling
down andliving alifeof faithfulnessand goodness. Shewanted to bethe
last womaninhislife.

This was exactly what happened, because Lico became a very
committed listener to Brother Galvan'sprogram every day. Ashelistened,
he became convinced of thetruth which the radio preacher expounded,
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next fiveyearsof hislife, traveling about asan evangelist, preaching and
reaching peoplefor Chrigt.

Of course, Yesmin was thrilled to see her father again, now as a
dedicated believer in Christ, and her relationship with her father was
reestablished on the day hefirst showed up at her house. Over the next
few years, she and her father would be able to visit one another only
rarely, but they did exchange frequent letters, one of which she shared
withme. Licowasableasoto seehisformer wife, Monse, and thetwo of
them spoke amicably, and asked each others' forgiveness now that both
of themwerebelievers. Both had new spousesby thistime, but they were
ableto treat each other with respect and wish each other the best.

Interestingly, Yesminknew therecord of al her father’ swives, lovers,
and children. Sherecounted to meall the namesof her siblingsintheir
order of birth: Lidia, Betty, Yesmin, Lico (Jr.), Estela, Olivia, Josefina,
Lourdes, and Miriam. Thus, therewereninechildren at least, theyoungest
of whichisnow 32 yearsold. Therewasonelover beforethefirst wife,
then Lico married Monserrat. Later he was with a woman named
Candelaria, but he never married her. Therewerevarious affairswith
different women over theyears, and then thelast wifewas Silvia, awoman
Lico married when hewasover 40 and sheonly in her early twenties.

Yesmin'srecollectionsof her father’sministry yearswereal very
positive. Shetold methat she never saw himwithout asmile on hisface,
and never heard him complain about lifeinthe ministry. Hewas, in her
opinion, truly “aman of faith,” who spent muchtimein prayer, oftenaone




inthe mountains. Hewould pray out loud for hours, and often fasted,
sometimes because he had no food, and other timesfor spiritual reasons.
Sherecalled that he had oncefasted for 27 days. But there were many
other fasts of shorter duration, during which he ate nothing and drank
only water.

Hislifeasaservant of God wasvery difficult, for it required himto
travel constantly, often on foot or on horseback, sometimeswith aburro
intow. Hewould carry what few personal itemsheownedwithhimina
backpack, and would usually deep outdoors. Hemade hisownttortillas
and washed hisown clothesintheloca rivers. Theletter Yesmin showed
metold how at varioustimeshehad knowntheLordtodolittle miracles,”
such aspreserving histortillas, and making them stay freshlong beyond
the normal time, (up to 8 days) becausethey were hisonly food supply.

On one particular occasion when he had goneto higher than usual
elevations, theweather turned far colder than he had expected or packed
for. It seemed he would freeze to death one night. But he prayed and
asked God to give himwarmth, and somehow, hisbody felt warmer and
hewasableto makeit through that night. It was asthough God Himself
coveredhim.

Licowould walk for days, and hewould never pass by aplace of
human habitation without at least trying to reach the peoplefor Christ. He
would takerisksand hike down into valleys or up mountain slopesto
reach peoplewherever they might live. Many would welcome himand
accept hismessage, but many otherswould not. Sometimes hewould
suffer abuse or persecution. Therewere many death threats. Sometimes
peoplewould spit upon him or throw rocksat him. On oneoccasion, a
family allowed him to speak to them, and the time camefor themto est,
sothey invited himtojointhem. But thewoman of thehouse madeaclear
distinction between how shetreated him and her husband. She gavegood
food, including meat, to her husband, and only beansto Lico. But he
didn’t complain or say anything about it. At night on some occasions,
when hewastrying to sleep outside, people would come around and
threaten him. Sometimes he would be aware of peoplelurking in the
shadows, watching him and seemingly plotting to do himharm. Yet none
of thesethingsever stopped him from carrying out the ministry towhich
God had called him. Hewasfaithful totheend.
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however, than the engine once again died and wewereforced toremain
thereanother 40 minutesuntil the capriciouslittlevehiclefindly started up
again. | used that timeto walk around and take some photos of thewashed
out bridge, our car, and some of the scenery of thearea.

Oncethecar sarted again, | droveit upthehill, with my companions
Rick and Frank running aong behind me. Thecar didn’t havethe strength
to carry their weight up the hill! Once wereached thetop of that rough
and steeply inclined dirt road, | took them aboard again and we proceeded
through lower and hotter country toward Arivechi. In spite of all our
mechanica problems, wedidfindly arrivetherearound 4 intheafternoon,
stopping at thehomeof Lico'slast wife Silviaand their daughter Miriam.

Slviaand Miriamwe comed usintotheir homeand promptly provided
uswith colddrinks, inatypical display of Mexican hospitdity. But | could
tell they werealittle suspiciousof us. Sitting at the dining room tablewith
my companions, | began the conversation by thanking them for being
willing totalk with usabout Lico.

vt ,_._‘ ~

i 18 . _ :
Slviadidthetalkingat first. “Look,” shesaid, “We Il be happy totalk
withyou, but first, we' dliketo know who you are, and why itisthat you
want to know about Licointhefirst place.”

| proceeded to tell her my reasonsfor being there, how I’d heard
about her husband, how theideahad cometo meto writeabout him over
aprocess of severa years, wherewe had started, what we had learned,
and who we had met with to thispoint to learn about Lico. Asl explained
thesethings, she seemed satisfied, and | could see both her and Miriam
relax. She confessed that in fact, she had been abit uneasy when | had
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little car had some sort of eectrical problem which madeit stop running
every coupleof hoursor so. Wetried al sortsof thingsin an attempt to
rectify the problem, but wenever did have any red success. Thecar would
runjust finefor an hour or two, or maybe even three. Then suddenly, it
would smply dieand we' d be stranded, sometimesin very inconvenient
places! Therewasnothing for it however. Our only recoursewasto smply
walit for 30 minutesto an hour until the car would start up again and takeus
onfor another coupleof hoursbeforerepesating itslittle break-downritua.

Wetraveled thisway through the mountains, into the state of Sonora.
Therewerevariousmilitary checkpointswe had to passthrough and various
turns we had to make. At one point we thought we were lost, so we
parked at one of these checkpointsto speak with the soldiersthere. After
gpending timetaking with themilitary commander and poring over maps,
wefinally concluded that in fact wewere still on theright road, sowe
traveled on. We hadn'’t driven an hour beyond that check point however,
before we cameto aplace where abridge had been compl etely washed
out and it seemed all our trialshad been
in vain! We would surely have to turn
back! Asl triedto start up theengineand
turn us around, it had another of its
problemsandwouldn’t start!

As one of my companions did the
usua thingsinan attempt to get themotor

8 running, the other noticed that therewas
b ¥ adirt road leading down fromthebridge
Wb to aplace where it appeared we could

4 ford the stream. Apparently othershad
. comealong that way, and not wanting to
~ accept defeat, had driven down the
. embankment and crossed the river at
another place, in order to continuetheir
' journeys. We decided to takearisk and
= follow their example.

It took some doing to get our little
car started again, but onceit did, | drove
it downthedirt road and acrossthesmdl|
creek. No sooner was| ontheother side
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Yesmin told uswhat she knew of her father’s demise. He was not
killed by drug lordsor marijuanagrowersafter all, aspastor Herminio had
told meyearsbefore, but rather, by ajealoushusband. It started when he
traveled to an areain the south of the state of Chihuahua. Comingtoa
town called LaPama, he preached in an areanear theriver, where people
werewashing their laundry. Ashe preached, oneof thewomensaid, “What
that manispreachingiswhat we need around here.” Licotook thisasa
signthat hewasintheright areaand needed to remain there endeavoring
to advancethe Kingdom of God. He stayed therefor sometimeand was
ableto plant achurch and raise up ayoung pastor. WWe met this pastor and
hiswifelater on, and that story will comelater. But accordingtoYesmin,
thechurch grew to over 50 people, and from there Lico ranged out further,
preaching and reaching peoplefor Christ, and baptizing new converts.
Duringthat time, hewent toanareacaled “LosLlanitos.” It wasthere, in
apart called” San Ignacio,” that Lico would meet hisend.

Interestingly, Lico seemed to know histime on earth was coming to
anend, or a least histimeintheSerra
Intheletter Yesmin showed me, hetold
of how the Lord had shown him he
would soon face“agreat trial,” and
that he would be leaving that area |
wherehewasworking.

In an areasome 6 hours south of
Batopilas, Chihuahua, Lico received
acal fromthefather of ademonized
woman. Thisfather asked Licoto pray
for thiswoman, hisdaughter, because S S BN
shewaswild and seemedtobeoutof | F i ey e et n A
her mind. Lico had never met her or
her husband or father before, but he agreed to comethereand pray for
her. However, to prepare himself, hefelt it necessary to fast for three
days. Thishedid, incompany withtwo Christian brothers. Thenthethree
of themtraveled to thehome of thiswoman and prayed for her ddliverance.

According to Yesmin, thewoman wasin fact ddlivered from demonic
oppression. However, her husband, who had been absent during thetime
of intense prayer, wasgrestly agitated that another man had cometo help
hiswife and had been in their home. The man had areputation of being
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very dangerous, andinfact, it wassaid hehad killed othersbefore. The
exact timeframewas not made clear to me, so | am unsurewhether the
husband confronted Lico onthevery day of hiswife’sdeliverance, or
whether it happened on another occasion.

But Lico cametothiswoman'shouseagain, withtwo Christian brothers
accompanying him, and kndltinfront of achair to pray. But ashe prayed,
the husband came home and was enraged. He confronted Lico, shouting
at him and prodding him with ashort stick, demanding that herise up.
Lico answered that hewas praying and would rise soon enough. After
praying for nearly two hours and enduring much abuse and scorn, he
finally roseto hisfeet and went outside of the housewith hispersecutor.
Kneding down ontheground, helifted hishandsto heavenand, declaring
himself to beready, beganto pray. Theangry husband did not delay, but
raised hisrifleto shoot theevangdist.

At that moment, thewoman who had been ddlivered, thewifeof this
jealousman, ranin between him and Lico, pleading with her husband not
to shoot. But hethreatened her, screaming that if shedidn’t get out of the
way, hewould shoot her. Knowing hisways, she did move out of the
way, and her husband shot Lico through the head, spun on hished, and
ran off.

Apparently the other brotherswere
not intheimmediatevicinity, but onthe
periphery, observing what took place.
They |eft the scene and returned to their
village of LaPalma, wherethey reported
Lico’s death to the authorities. An
investigation wasmade, Lico’sbody was
brought back to La Palma, and then

and | started out in hisdilapidated tow truck (I wondered if thetow truck
might need to betowed!) But aswe reached the edge of thetown, there
wasmy car! My traveling companions had attempted to start it, “justin
case,” andtother surprise, theengine cranked right up! They droveinto
town and parked on the outskirtsto watch for me. Thank God, | did see
them, to my utter shock! Together weturned around and returned to the
mechanic’sshop, located outside of hishome.

Themanthought our fuel pumpwastheproblem, o hesent mewaking
to the nearest parts store to buy one. As he dropped our fuel tank and

replaced the pump, | was able to share the gospel with his aged and
crippled mother, who told me she had beenin acar accident two years
beforeand till had alot of painand very reduced mobility inher right leg.
Othersinthefamily listened as| spokewith her, and shedso alowed me
to pray for her hedling.

By thetime the mechanic had replaced the fuel pump, it wasdark,
and wefeltit wastoolatefor usto proceed to Arivechi. We decided to
spend thenight inahotel after first eating somegood Mexicanfoodina
local store/restaurant. Aswewere settling in for the night, the mechanic
banged on our door. He had come to borrow money! | was rather
uncomfortable speaking with him, because | sensed hewasdrinking and
wanted themoney for moreliquor. But theonly way to get himto leave
wasto give him acoupleof bucks, sol finally relented and did so.

Thenext day we continued our journey, but it wasto beavery long
day! It turned out that thefuel pump was not the problem after all. The

41



a service. Yet by God's grace they have not surrendered to fear or
discouragement, but have continued to believeand to follow Christ and
lead othersto Him.

Wewere very blessed to have been ableto meet them, and promised
to remember themin prayer. Aswefinished our interview, wewalked
together to one of thefew restaurantsin that small town of Batopilasand
atetogether beforereturning to the hotel and helping them get aroomfor
thenight. Beforeleaving them, wedl bowed our headsand heartsin prayer,
asking God to protect them and to continue to usethemin what to uswas
aremoteand difficult place.

It was aready dark asweleft Batopilas, and started thelong, slow
drive back aong the curvy dirt road to Samachique, wherewe spent the
night in asmall shed. The next day we drove onto Creel and visited a
couple hoursmorewith Henk and Edith and their family. Around 10 am
weleft them and droveto aplace called Guerrero, whereweatewith Tim
and hiswifeand traded cars. Saying goodbyeto Tim and Susie, we headed
west toward Arivechi, Sonora, intending to arrivetherelate that afternoon.
It wasnot to be however, for aswewound our way higher and higher into
the mountai ns between Sonoraand Chihuahua, our little car let usdown,
gdying
suddenly
adongthe
# road.
| forded
T a little
_ creek
‘land
b walked
_ to some
nearby
where| might find amechanic, but nonewereto befound therein the
mountains. Asaresult, | wasforced to hitch aride back to thelast town
and find amechanic. A pickup truck with atire store’slogo onthe side
picked meup, and thedriver, who turned out to beanew Christian, took
me back to thelast town we had |eft and hel ped mefind amechanic. He
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carried by small planetothecity of Maderawhereit waslaid torest.
After wetaked with Yesmin, shehad one of her sonsguide ustothe
cemetery whereLico'stombislocated. Yesmin said that her father had

told her hewould never return to hishomeland of Sonora, but that his
family membersinthat areawould instead cometo himin Madera.
Eventualy, the murderer wasarrested and spent timein prison (some
8-10 years). Hewasreleased in *98 or ' 99. So it was that the life of
Federico cameto anignominiousend. But hedied serving HisLord. And
just ashe had said, hewould not be staying longinthat areaof the Sierra.
God would bemoving him on, and would takehimfar away. Licodidn’t

know where, but hetold Yesmin that he knew he would be going far
away, where Yesminwould not beableto seehim any more. Even hearing
that news, shefelt atremor in her spirit, and thought, “What placewould
that bewhichwould be sofar away that she could never seehimagain?’
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Theonly place shecould think of was Heaven, and asthingsturned out,
that’sexactly whereLico wasgoing.

He had been gone for some time, and the family members were
beginning to believeit wastimefor himtoreturntovisitthem. However,
Yesmin had apremonition that hewould never return. Oneday, shewas
making bread when apastor from the areacame by to visit. Hedid not
tell her straight out that Lico had died. Instead he said, “ | have some bad
newsfor you.” Sheasked what that might be. The pastor told her that her
father wasvery ill. ThiswasaMexican way of breaking bad newsas
gently aspossibleto family members, so asto not betoo abrupt.

A telegram had been sent to atown near Madera, and then carried
by train to Yesmin that she should go to see her father. Her heart sank
upon hearingthis. Sheasked, “Isthistrue, he'svery ill?” Thebrother then
broke downandtold her thetruth, “ Your father isdead.” Everyonewept
upon hearing theterriblenews. Lico’sbody arrived shortly thereafter by
small plane. Hehad served God fiveyearsin Sonora(with afew tripsto
theareaof Madera, Chihuahua), andfiveyearsin LaSierraTarahumara.
Hehad known and served God for atotal of only 10 years. Now hewas
inglory with JesusChrigt.

Weatewith Yesminand her family, and thenleft her hometoreturnto
the church wherewe were staying. L ater in the evening however, she
cameby again, to bring usacassette tape of her father’s preaching and
explain afew moredetails. Wewere so glad to havevisited with her, and
we appreciated her openness with usin sharing the sad details of her
father’slifeandthelifeof her family. | later listened to thetape, and got a
fed of her fatherspreaching style, whichwasvery Pentecostd, very sirong
andvery bold.

Leaving Yesmin and the areaof Madera, we headed south and east
tothetown of Cred, Chihuahua, wherewe spent the night with Henk and
hisfamily. I interviewed him for morethantwo hours, recording everything
hesaid. Hefilledin moredetail sthan | had known about hisexperiences
with Lico. Onething hesaid wasthat Lico had grester successwithmestizo
peoplethan with Tarahumaras, and admitted that openly. Henevertheless
never gave up on theindigenous peopl e, but alwaystried to reach out to
any of themthat he could. And never in hisministry did heever seegreat
numbersof peoplerespond to the gospd —awaystherewereonly afew.
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onany longer as| am. Thingsare so bad, so desperate. Please, answer
my prayer, and help meto continuein your ways.”

Thepeopleof thelittlechurch weredl indoubt about God. If Hewas
so almighty, why had thisterrible tragedy happened to Hisservant Lico?

Could Henot protect Hisown?What good wasit to serve God if there
wasno benefit of itindaily life, if onecould not even expect hislifeto be
protected? It wasduring that timeof prayer that he suddenly felt that God
spoketo himin asignificant way. It seemed the Lord was speaking a
verseof scripturedirectly to hisheart —Reveation 14:13. Sncehehad no
Biblethere at the church, José rose up and went to hishouse, where he
grabbed hisBible and |ooked up the scripture. Upon reading the verse
God had given him, hissoul wasableto find rest, for the scripture said,
‘Blessed arethedead who dieintheLord fromnow on.” “ “ Yes,” saysthe
Spirit, “that they may rest from their |abors, and their worksfollow them.”
Joséredlized that Lico had died“intheLord,” and wasresting from his
labors. Hewould receive hisreward, for hisworkswould follow him. But
sincein Spanishtheword for “follow” aso means* continue,” theverse
also encouraged José to believethat thework which Lico had started in
LaPalmawould a so continue, and hewould be ableto succeed aspastor.
Somehow, heknew God would bewith thelittleflock there, and things
would bearight. From that spiritual encouragement, Josérose up, and
has continued thework of the Lord wherehelivesfor morethan 18 years,
together with hisfaithful wife. They havegonethrough very difficult times
and even faced persecutionintheir small town, recountingto meatime
whenangry locasactudly fired shotsinto thelr little church building during
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reduced visibility and storminess. José told methat the pilot expressed
doubtsabout the possibility of making it through to Madera. Neverthel ess,
together they loaded Lico’sbody onto the plane and took off, the pilot,
José, and abrother of Jos€'s, dongwith Lico’sdead body inacoffin. On
theway, they encountered huge black clouds, and it seemed they would
haveto turn back. Asrain beganto pelt the plane and thewindsbeganto
buffet it about, José and hisbrother began to pray. To their amazement,
the clouds seemed to part directly in front of and around the planeand
allow them to pass through in a sort of bubble of protection, while
everywhere elseremained intumult. It seemsthat even after hisdeath,
Lico enjoyed thefavor of Godin alowing hisbody to be brought back
hometo Madera. Afterleaving Lico'sbody withhis

family in Madera, José returned to LaPalmawith great sadnessin his
heart. He had only known the L ord for about oneyear. Lico had been his
guideand mentor in everything, and José had alwayslooked tohimtolead
him and hisfamily in the thingsof God. Now, hewould havetofind his

ownway with God, and lead thelittleflock forwardinthe Christianlife.
But very quickly, the other believersin La Palmabegan to fall away,
discouraged by what had happened to their leader, Lico. José himsdlf felt
very discouraged and isolated. He cameto apoint of desperation, inwhich
hewasabout to throw in thetowe and giveup al ministry. But oneday he
felt solow that hewent to thelittle church building they had erected there
inLaPama, and spenttimeinintenseand fervent prayer. “Lord,” hesaid,
“1 haveto hear from youtoday. | need youto speak tomel! | just can’'t go
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But thisdid not gpparently discouragehim. It wassomething hejust expected
and took as part of the difficulty of preaching the gospdl.

Even though large numbersdid not convert under hispreaching, the
peopledwaysviewed himwith high esteem and thought of him asaperson
whoredlly typified what the Christian lifewas supposed to belike. Once
an older man, upon seeing Henk with Lico, asked him, “ And how many
daysdo you fast? Because brother Lico hasfasted 21 days! Do you do
that?’ All other ministersapparently weremeasured by Lico'sstandard. It
wasn't that they all became Christians upon hearing Lico, but they did
respect him.

Lico himself told Henk once how he had been called to pray for a
young manwho had swallowed somekind of poisonandwasdying. Lico
went and prayed, but told the family that the L ord had shown him that
unlessthey all repented, the young man was going to die. The people
refused to repent, and theyoungmandid die, just asLicohad said. Again,
all thestoriesand evidence agreed that Lico wasatough individua who
said what he believed no matter how the peopleresponded.

Henk also told of how in hislast daysand weekswith Lico, heoften
heard him tell the peoplethat hewould not be much longer with them, for
the L ord had called him to another place. On oneoccasion, Henk traveled
to Maderawith Lico to meet hisdaughter Yesmin, and hetold her the
samething in Henk’s presence. Onefurther detail Henk shared with us
was how, after al histimewith Y WAM, hehad thought to visit Lico one
moretimeat |east. But before he could ever dothat, oneday aletter came
to him from an unknown sourcethat the man had been killed.

When | finished theinterview with Henk, heallowed usto use his
telephoneto call LaPalma, some 8-10 hours south of Creel, and speak
with Pastor José Medina. José wasaman who had cometo Christ through
theinfluence and witnessof Lico, and like Henk and otherswe' dtalked
with, had actudly traveled with himand ssenhim minister. Heand hiswife
L upetold me they would be happy to answer any questions| had and
sharewith mewhat they knew of thelife of therugged evangelist.

Insmall townslikeLaPama, the peopledon’t havetheir own phones.
Soit'snecessary to makeafirst call to thetown phone and tell whoever
answerswhoit isyou wish to speak with, then makeaplanto call back.
The person who answered the phonethen runsto the home of the person
caled and tellsthem the message and hasthem come back to the phone at
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the prearranged time. So | had to call back some 15 minutes|ater and
speak with José. He agreed to meet with usin the town of Batopilas,
located some 5 ¥2hoursto the north of LaPalmaand approximately 4 %2
hours south of Credl whereHenk lives.

Having madethisplan, my friendsand | left Creel around 10:30 am
and drove south toward our rendezvouswith José. Theroad from Creel
to Batopilasisquiteroughinplaces. Itisasingledirt lane, whichwinds
through the canyons and mountains, and crossesasmall river in more

than one place on very narrow bridges. Along theway we saw quitea
few Tarahumaralndiansintheir distinctive clothing and huarachi sandal's
either walking or squatting along theroad. Therewere a so sheep and
goats, and many donkeys. We had to travel at speedsof only 25-30 mph
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At thispoint, the crazed man grabbed hold of hiswife and took her
out behind the house. “I’'m going to kill thisman,” hetold her angrily.
“No!” shecried, “don’t kill him! He'sthe onewho got me healed,” she
said. “1t'sbecause of himthat I'mwell now.”

“No, butI’'mgoingtokill him,” her husband againinssted. “But why 7’
her wife pleaded. “I’ mtelling you that it was hewho healed me. Can't
you seethat I’ mwell now?Why would you kill amanwho only helped
e’

But her crazed husband smply would not listen. Turning onhished,
hewent back into the houseto confront Lico. Lico, withhisBibleinhis
hand, again tried to reason with the man and proclaim the gospel to him,
but it was of no avail. Seeing hewas getting nowhere, heagain knelt to
pray. Removing hisglassesand placing them upon the Bible, he bowed
hishead and prayed fervently. Thefurioushusband drew his.357 magnum
pistol and fired ashot directly into the top of Lico’s head and he fell
straight to theground, dying amost instantly.

TheChrigianswhowitnessed hisdeath saidit wasvery swift. Curioudy,
Lico himsdf had saidin the presence of Joséthat when hedied, hewanted
it to be a swift death, “Like abolt of lightning,” was the way he had
expressed it. And that is exactly how death cameto him, like abolt of
lightning.

Grabbing hiswife, the man fled the scene, seemingly unconcerned
that he had done hisdastardly deed in the plain sight of many witnesses.
These Chrigtian brothers sent word right away to José, informing him of
theterrible demise of hisspiritua father and mentor. Filled with sadness,
he traveled to where hisbody lay, and brought him from there to San
Ignacio. Sometime before hisdeath, Lico told some of the brothers of
that areathat when the L ord took him from there, Hewasgoing to take
him out inanairplane. José had heard thisstory himself, and had wondered
ait.“How couldthat possbly be?” heasked himsdf. “ Tripsonanairplane
cost alot of money, and Lico hasamost nothing!” And yet, circumstances
turned out exactly asLico had foretold them, for it happened that the city
government paid for theflight whichtook hisbody from San Ignacioto
Madera, wherehewasfinadly laidtorest!

Andit happened that even hisfinal flight wassomething of amiracle.
It took place during the rainy season in Mexico, so there were some
doubts even before takeoff that the flight would be possible, due to
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With that, he and two other brotherstook their |eave and headed for
the place where the demoni zed woman was staying. When they cameto
thehouse and entered theroom where shelay, Licofdt within himself that
thiswasthe“heavy trid” God had been warning him about. Hewent to
prayer for thewoman, and shebecamefurious, screaming and cursing him
andliterdly foaming at themouth.

“How doyou know al this?,” | asked. “Wereyou therewith Lico?’
“No,” hereplied. “1 stayed behind at home.” “The Christian neighbor who
wasthereat the housewhen Lico arrived, hetold usthis|ater, after it was
al over.” Withthat he continued.

Seeing thedifficulty of thiswoman’'scase, Licoleft her and gathered
what believerstherewerein that area, asking themtojoin himinfasting
and praying for her for three days. He himself spent thosethree daysalone
onabhill near that tiny town. At theend of that period of fasting, hereturned
to her houseto pray for her deliverance. Shewasapparently deliveredin
arelatively short period of time, and wasonceagaincam, norma, andin
her own sound mind. Therewerevarious membersof her family staying
with her at thistime, and they werekeeping her inaroom by hersalf. Lico
wasnever donewith her.

Sometime after the deliverance sesson wasall over, thewoman’s
husband came home. He had comein search of her from the placewhere
they lived. Walking up to agroup of brotherswho were gathered together
with Lico, hegreeted each of them, shaking hands. But when Lico extended
hishand, theman refused to takeit and refused to greet him. * Because of
youmy wifewascrazy,” hesaid. “ Your preaching and thefoolishness of
what you believe caused her to goinsane.”

Seeing how theman reacted, Lico turned and knelt infront of achair
and beganto pray. Theinfuriated husband, with astick in hishand, began
toprod himandto strikehimwithit. “ Get up!,” he bellowed. “ Get up!”
Lico arose, and began to speak to thisman of thegospel, preachingtohim
inavery direct way.

“Comewith metothearroyo,” theman demanded, referringto a
gully some small distance from wherethey werearguing. “No,” Lico
answered. “If you have something to say to me, say it here.” Whereupon
the man again began to accuse him and insist that hispreaching and his
beliefshad been thefactor which triggered hiswife sinsanity.
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for theentiredistance, for therewere many potholesand rocks, and many
hairpinturns. Wefinaly arrived around 3 pm, parked our vehicle, and

went to the prearranged meeting place, ahotel located near the central
plazaof the old Spanish town. José and L upe were nowhereto befound

whenwefirs arrived, o
| st downinthemesting
place, whilethetwomen
with me agreed to
wander around and see
if they could find them g2
somewhereelse. Later
they traded placeswith §
me and | wandered a §
hit. :




Batopilaswasfascinating! 1t wasfoundedin 1621 by the Spaniards,
and waslocated in acanyon, dlong asmall river. Asl strolled around, |
came upon asuspens on footbridgewnhich bounced and swayed aspeople

- e, S I

crossedit. | stood on the bridgefor awhile, watching some young men
and boysthrow themsalvesinto therushingwater of theriver and allow it
to carry them swiftly downstream to apoint wherethey climbed out again.

> -,_""‘4-'.” . ‘___ N e '-7'_ .‘ e 3 -"‘;.: - 3

Severd of themweredoing thisover and over. Meanwhile, nearby, there
was a group of women who were washing clothesin the sameriver,
pounding them on rocksand stretching them out on theriverbank to dry.

We had waited sometime, and wereabout to give up, when suddenly,
apickup truck with aspecia platforminthe back for passengersrolled
up to the corner of the plazaand agroup of passengersclimbed down. |
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“Yes,” they said, “you could tell that God spoke to him and revealed
thingstohim.”

Atthispointinour conversation, Joséaskedif | would likehimtotell
mewhat he knew of Lico’sdemise. | assured him that | would, so he
began. “ A few months before hisdeath, Lico began telling usthat God
wasgoingtotakehimsomewheree se,” heexplained, “and hetold people
thiseverywherewewent.” Not only that, but he also told José that God
had showed him hewould facea“great trial” in the very near future,
though hedidn’t know exactly what that trial would be. Two or three
monthsafter saying this, the two men were picking and eating mangos
from atree near José's house. As he stood back and glanced toward
Lico, José thought he saw asort of glow around Lico’shead and face,
and alight beam of sortsshining out from him. “What areyoulooking at?’
Lico asked, noting that José was staring at him. When José explained
what hewasseaing, Licotold himthat thisvison of sortshad asignificance,
ameaning from God. “It hasto dowith thetria I'm about toface,” he
asserted. God had told himthat avery heavy tria wascoming hisway.

About three months after thisincident, it happened that therewasa
demonized womanin aplace somefivehoursaway from LaPamacalled
San Ignacio. Thiswomanwas so crazy they had to keep her wrappedin
asheet of sortsand tied between two pol es, because shewould not keep
her clotheson. She congtantly tore them off and threw them from her. Not
knowing what to do with her, they brought her to a place called Los
Llanitosand | eft her at her father-in-law’splace. It happened that he had
heard of Lico, becauseaneighbor of hiswasaChristian, and Licowould
stop by there when he wasin that area. So hetold them, “Let’s send
someoneto get brother Licoin LaPalma. Hepraysfor people, and | hear
they get healed.”

Sometimelater, thesemen arrived in LaPalmaandtold Lico of the
Situation and the need. Hedetermined to go and pray for thewoman, and
José gave him afew pesosto cover the cost of aferry which would get
him acrossariver tothat town. Beforeleaving, Lico gathered afew of the
peoplefrom the church there, with José, and he gave them what would be
hislast exhortations. “ Please don’t stop congregating and seeking the
Lord, brothers,” hesaid. “ You must always continueto meet together.”
Pointing to José, headded, “ Thismanisgoing to beyour pastor now, I'm
leavinghimincharge”
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hedid not experiencefear in thosetimes. God gave him confidenceand
peace.

After thesefirst experiences, José and Lupe camewith Licoto Urique
and stayed thereawhile. Then they made other tripswith him. On one of
those, they finished their day’ stravel sat aplace wheretherewasahuge
ant hill, an above-ground col ony made of mud which arecommoninsome
partsof theworld. “Here' swherewe' regoingto seep,” Licotold them,
as he spread a blanket on the ground above the ant colony. “But what
about theants?’ José asked. “They’ re of akind that isvery dangerous.
Their bitereally hurtsaperson!” “What about them?” Licosaid. “Where's
your faith?’ Hesaid. “ You need to trust God more. You' vegot alot to
learn. He'snot going to alow those antsto touch us.” And so, they spread
their blanketson the ground, had atime of prayer, and lay theredl night.
Just asLico had said, the ants caused no problemsat al, and they slept
peacefully throughtheentirenight!

“You haveto understand,” Josétold me, “Lico wasavery rugged
man, ahard man. Hewasn't concerned much about hisown comfortsand
such, nor about other peopl€e sfedings. When he preached, hetold people
thetruth, straight out, letting the chipsfall wherethey might.” Josétold me
that often Lico would call someone out of the congregationswhere he
preached, andtell them of their sinspublicaly. For example, hemight point
out amanintheaudienceand say something like, “ You' reinan adulterous
affair, and you need to repent.” And most often, his assessmentswere
absolutely accurate. “ Sowould you say hewasasort of prophet?’ | asked.

walked quickly over to seeif perhaps José and his wife were among
enough, they were. Beinga*“ gringo” | stood out inthe crowd of Mexican

people, and they quickly noticed meand cameover, asking if | wasin
fact, the person who had called them. Wewalked from the plazato the
old hotel we had originally agreed to meet in, and sat down on some
wooden benchesinthe patio. | placed my recorder onasmall tableand
after our introductionsand explanations, they began totell meabout their
experienceswith Lico. ; e
Joséand Lupelookedtobeintheir
forties. Lico had died in 1990, 18
yearsbefore. So the story they were
telling mehad taken place quitesome ¥
timeprevioudy. But they remembered
itdl asif it had happened yesterday. |
couldtell by their demeanor that they
highly esteemed the man they were
talking to me about, and were very
sorry hewasno longer with them.
José had been a marijuana
% 5 grower. Itseemsmany wholiveinhis
| areagrow marijuanaasitisthecrop
- that producesthebest financia return
for them. Apparently hehimsdlf did not
smoke any of his crop, preferring

27



alcohol to pot. But he carried weaponsasall thegrowersintheareadid,
and hemadehisliving primarily fromtheillegal marijuana. Heand Lupe
also grew beansand some other food producing cropsfor their own use.
But it was the _
marijuanacrop that
broughtinwhat little
cash they could
make. I nterestingly,
they explainedtome
that the marijuana
growers in that
region really don’'t
makemuchmoney a
al fromtheir work.
Thebig profitscometo thosefarther up the chain, those who crossthe
border withthe stuff and get it into the US.

Lifewashard and unpleasant for José and Lupe. At that timethey
had only one small child, 6 monthsold, and José drank all thetimeand
was abusiveto hiswife. Shefelt sad and desperate, but saw no way out
of her difficulty. And she often feared for her husband' s safety, knowing
the businesshewasin and the preval ence of weaponsinthearea. The
feeling you get inthat regionisvery much like being back intheWild
West, for it seemsthat many takethelaw into their own handsand police
don’t dareenter there very often. Theraretimesthat they do, they only
come with adequate backup and reinforcements. One particul ar time,
Josawent out with somefriends, dl armed, to stedl marijuanafromanother
grower. Thesekindsof activitiesfilled Lupewithworry andfear.

Sometime after her marriageto José, Lupe had gotten aBibleand
beguntoreadit fromtimeto time. Shewasalso ableto hear agospel
broadcast fromtimetotimeontheradio, and shevery much liked hearing
theWords of God and the songsthat were sung. Sometimes shewould
pray at the head of their bed at night when José was ad eep and unaware
of what shewasdoing. Her mother-in-law had given Lupeastatue of the
Virgin of Guadaupe, telling her to pray to her when shefelt afraid. After
staring at the Virginfor sometime, Lupedid beginto pray, but when she
prayedtotheVirgin, shejust knew within herself that to do such athing
was not correct, and would accomplish nothing. Instead, sheturned her
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between their bodiesto protect her fromwild animalsthat might comeby
at night. They wouldtravel asfar asthey could makeit each day, deeping
wherever they stopped, inwhatever accommodationsthey could find. At
one point, Lico, a54 year old man at that point, appeared to be very
tired. “You know what?’ hetold Josg, “ You' regoing to haveto carry this
back-pack of minesometimesoon. I’ mgetting very tired.” “Besdesthat,”
hetold them, “God has shown methat | won't be here much longer.”
Again, thiswastaken asasort of prophecy, andit turned out just ashe
had said.

Taking adight detour fromthestory of their first evangelistic tour with
Lico, Josétook timeto tell me about what happened with hismarijuana
fieldsafter hisconversion. “I just knew | had to givethat whole business
up,” hesaid. “I told my partner he could have my shareof thefields.” The
partner was shocked and told him hewould sharethe profitswith him
anyway. “No,” Josétold him. “You cankeepital —I’'mjust not interested
inany of that any more!” After that it would betheir cropsof beansand
corn which would sustain them. Life would be harder than beforein
economic terms, but they had the deep satisfaction of being in right
relationshipwith God.

Licowasan unstoppable evangdlist. As José and L upe continued the
story, they told me of the many hardshipsand dangersthe manregularly
faced. “Onetime,” Josérecounted, “ asLico preached, aman cameup
and said, ‘ Listen old man. If you don’t shut up, I’'mgoing tokill you.””
Lico paused only briefly asthe man walked off. Then, whilehewastill
obvioudy within earshot, the preaching started right back up again. The
hostileman returned and reiterated, “I told you I’ mgoing tokill youif you
don’t stop thispreaching!” But Lico would not restrain himself. He kept
preaching without even pausing. Somehow inexplicably, thethreatening
man took no action, but smply disappeared. Thiskind of thing happened
often. There were occasions when people threw rocks or fruits and
vegetablesat Lico, or spit upon him, or cursed him. At onesmall village,
no onelistened to him ashe preached. No onewould draw near. All were
hogtile. That night, ashetried to deepwithinthewalsof an old abandoned
housewith no roof, the people of thevillage came around to throw rocks
and other objectsat himand cursehim. Yet none of thesethingsever kept
him from preaching the gospel and going forward with hismission. He
simply refused to bedaunted! Infact, he shared with José and L upethat
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hesaid. Lico showed himwhat heneeded to doto receive ChristasLord
and Savior, and Joséfollowed hislead, surrendering hislifeto Jesus.

The couple had an old Bible which someone had givento L upe, and
José began to read that Bible eagerly. He spoketo hiswifeabout it. “ L ook,
how beautifully the Bible spesks!” He said. Shortly after that experience,
Joséand Lupejust knew they had to travel with Lico, to learn more about
thewaysof God. At first hetold them he usudly traveled done, and wasn't
redlly looking for any companions. But they pleaded with himto tekethem,
recognizing asthey didtheir own lack of knowledgeand experience. Lupe
saidto Lico oneday, “Please, teach usabout God! We seeyou pray out
thereinthewoodsfor long periods, and wedon't even have any ideawhat
you'’ re doing or how you do that. We so want to learn! And you’ rethe
only personweknow who could teach us!” Findly Lico consented, saying
that he could usetheir musical talents. José played theguitar, so Licotold
himto bring that along. “ Your wifewill sng gospe songsto the peoplefor
us,” hesaid.

Lupetold methat looking back, sheredlly couldn’t evenimagine now
how shedidthat inthosedays. They were so poor, and shehadto carry a
6 month oldinfant girl on her back asthey traveled day after day, mostly
on foot, through those rugged areas. Along with the child, she carried
diapers, baby clothesand all the other things a baby needs, all on her
back. But they felt compelled to be near the man of God so they could
learn about this _
new way of life.

The first trip
they made with ¥
Licotookthem22 &
days. It was an §
evangelistic tour
of several tiny
townsor villages
with names like
San Ignacio,
Refugio, San Vicente, and Morel osand back to LaPalma. Mostly they
walked, though at timesthey accepted rides. Thefood ran out, but they
walked dl day without esting. They would deepintheopenfiddsorinthe
forest. Oftenthey would lie upon abed of pine needles, placing the baby
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back onit, and prayed to God directly, asking Him to protect and help her
and her family. Eventhough shewasnot yet aChrigtian, intuitively shejust
knew God had al power and was her only solution. On thenight that her
husband and brotherswent to steal the marijuanafrom others, sheprayed
specificaly that God would block them fromfindingit, sothey would have
to return home without achieving their goal. That was exactly what
happened!

Oneday, astrange man entered their small village, abad manwitha
big, bushy beard. How he cametherethey wouldlearnlater. It seemshe
had awakened oneday in Urique and spent hisusual timein prayer, and
had sensed God calling himto aplacecalled LaPalma. Hedidn’t even
know therewas such aplace, or whereit was, but he set about asking
peopleinthearea. When he had finally ascertained the general location
and direction, he made up some burritos and set out on foot, traveling
some 5 or 6 hours to get there. When he came to the first house, he
inquired whether in fact he was in La Palma yet, and was answered
affirmatively. Then he asked permission to spend the night outside the
housein sometrees, but thewoman of the houserefused him, saying he
should movefurther dong. Eventudly hecameto aplacehefound suitable,
which was not far from most of the houses, so he sat down to eat his
burritos. Ashefinished hisdinner, hearose and unpacked abullhorn from
his backpack and began to announce to everyone that he would be
preaching theWord of God that afternooninanearby gully (“arroyo” in
Spanish.) Heinvited themall to come hear the Word there.

Lupewasexcited to hear theinvitation and pleaded with her husband
tolet her go, but hewastotally against theidea. She was disappointed,
but had to submit to his orders. While she was forced to stay home,
amogt dl her neighborswent out to hear the preaching. Lico also prayed
over thesick. But theinvitationsdidn’t stop with that one occasion. The
next afternoon, Lico again beganinviting the people of thetownto come
hear theWord of God. Thistime, annoyed, Joséallowed her to go. When
shereturned, shewasvery enthused, and told him that he should have
gone. “Hepreached about Lazarus,” shesaid, “ andit wasvery interesting!”
José snorted, “WhointheworldisLazarus?” Later, heand afriend had
to carry aquantity of marijuanato their purchaser, and happened to pass
by the placewhere Lico was preparing hissupper over an openfire. Just
to scaretheman, José drew his pistol and fired two shotsto the side of
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him. “I washopingtolet himknow wedidn't want him around, and make
him go away,” hetold me. But day after day Lico continued to preach,
and L upe pleaded with her husband to be alowed to go to the meetings.
Sometimes he allowed her and other times he refused, becoming more
and moreannoyed by her requests and speaking against the evangelist.
“What good will itdotolistentothisguy?’ heasked her. “1t’ [l just bea
waste of time!” But Lupedidn’t give up. Shejust felt astrong desire
within her to hear what the stranger had to say, and didn’t cease to ask
permissionto go out to thearroyo and listen.

José et her go again out of desperation. Hewastired of her constant
pleading. But as sheleft the house, he conceived of hisown plan. He
wouldfollow her tothearroyo, with hispistol inhisbelt. Hewould watch
and listen, and after the meeting was over and the people had gone, he
himsalf would shoot the evangelist and be donewith his preaching once
andfor al! Loaded pistol stuck in hisbelt behind hisback, hewent out to
the place and hid among sometreesand rocks. But Lico preached witha
booming, strong voice, so José couldn’t help but hear the messageashe
waited. And that wasthe downfall of hisplan!

It seemed that Lico had inside information about José'slife! He
preached thingsthat were so applicable and so pertinent, that José began
tofed anger risngupin him. “ That woman of mine—she'sgoneandtold
thisman al about my life!” hefumed. Hewaseven more determined to
kill Lico, when suddenly, it seemed asif avoice spokewithin hishead,
telling himto get out of there. Helooked around to seewho it waswho
was speaking to him, but of course, no onewasthere! Not really knowing
why, hedecided to do just asthevoicehad told him, and returned totheir
home. When Lupecamehome, sheenthusiasticdly told him againthat he
should have been there, and told of the message Lico had preached. Of
course, Jose aready knew about the message, for it was permanently
etched into his consciousness. The part that had stood out the most was
when Lico had said, “ Thereis someonewho can change our heartsand
make usnew.” Thiswas something José knew he needed. Hetold his
wife, “The next timeyou seethat man, tell himto cometo our house. |
want to speak with him.”

But Licoleft LaPamaand returned to Urique before Jos&' smessage
could be conveyed. He stayed there afew days or weeks, and prayed
for thepeopleof LaPama. “Lord,” hesaid, “ Those people have nothing!
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They need your Word!” It wasn'’t long after that that Lico again sensed
Godtelling himto returnto theareaof LaPamaand continue spreading
thegospel inthe surrounding areas.

Atthispoint, | interrupted their story to ask somequestions. “Let me
get thisstraight,” | asked. “Licojust cameinto town with aloudspeaker
and invited people to hear the Word of God, and they came? Did he
offer them anything, tell them hewould sdll them anything?’ Lupe spoke
upfirst, “No, hejust told ushewould be preaching the Word of God.” |
was curious, “How many peoplewould come out?Would they haveto
stand, or wasthereaplaceto sit?’ Shetold methat usually about 20-25
peoplewould come. Somewould stand, otherswould sit upon thelarge
rocks in the arroyo. | was somewhat amazed that, using such direct
methods of evangelism, Lico could get anyonetolisten. Lupeexplained
that at that period of time, in the recent weeks and monthsjust before
Lico’scoming, the situation of their town had been quitegrim. Infact,
only aweek or so before Lico’sfirst visit, three young men had been
dragged out from ahousewherethey’ d beenfound, shot to deeth. Because
of these sad events, people were much more open to hear some good
news. They were so fed up with theway lifewasgoing for themin that
area, that they longed for something better, somekind of way out. As
people heard Lico preach, they were pleased with what he had to say
andwantedtoinviteothers. Licoaso urgedthemtotell others, andinthat
way, theword quickly spread through-out LaPalma.

Finally Licoreturned to LaPalma, and Lupewasabletotell him of
her husband’ sinterest in meeting him. He obliged and showed up at the
house, where Joséquickly invited himin. “What isit youwant from me?’
Licoasked. “Wdll,” Joséresponded, “ | understand that you change people,
and | want youto changeme.” Licowasstraightforward, “Listen, | don’t
changeanybody!” Joséwasdisappointed. “ | thought you changed people!
| want to change!”

“The Onewho changed meisthe Onewho changes people, and He
canchangeyouaswdl,” Licoanswered. “Well, whoisthat?’ José asked.
“Jesus Christ,” Lico answered, and began to sharethe gospel message
with Joséin greater depth. Ashedid so, José became convinced that this
was exactly what he had been looking for. “Well, what do you think?’
Lico asked. “What are you going to do about thesethings?’ Lico asked.
“Doyoubdieve?” Jostassured himthat hedid. “1 want my lifeto change,”
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