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Dear Friends,

    2010 has been a very busy year.  God has blessed us with many successful construction

projects and many ministry teams including a medical /dental team.  We want to thank you

for showing Christ�s love to the people of Honduras.

     This is our first semi-annual newsletter.  So much has been accomplished, and we have met

so many new friends in Christ who we wanted to use this newsletter to share our experiences

with you.

    Be sure to look at our 2011 Team Schedule at the bottom of this page.  The 2011 calendar

is beginning to fill.

PRAYER REQUESTS

Please pray for...

� God�s direction in all that we do in Honduras and the US.

� HIS protection, for traveling safely, and for HIS leading of the 2011 Teams.

� God�s direction in obtaining the funding to complete the Small Team Home.

� The Breaud family- that God will continue to open doors which would allow them to begin

   full-time service in Honduras in the Summer of 2011.

� God to help us raise the additional $15,000 needed to complete the tilapia pond filtration

   and security systems.

2011 TEAM SCHEDULE

February 5th-12th Pleasant Hope General Baptist Church

February 18th-25th The River Church (Winter)

March 12th-19th Genesis Metro Church (Spring)

June 17th -24th The River Church (Summer)

June 25th-July 2nd Genesis Metro Church (Summer 1)

July 9th-16th North Texas Missions

August 6th-August 13th Genesis Metro Church (Summer 2)

October 14th-21st The River Church (Fall)

October 22nd-29th Genesis Metro Church (Fall)

PROMISE HOME VISION

    Our vision is to save the children who have been abused and abandoned. We will exhaust

all means at our disposal to save as many children as possible.

     We will begin with 200 children at Promise Home, but the effects are exponential. By breaking

the abuse and poverty cycle starting with these children, many future generations of children

will be saved as well. Promise Home will provide a family for children who have never experienced

one.  Love, education, nutritional sustenance and life-long direction will be liberally provided.

    Initially relying on donations, Promise Home will become self-sustaining through an agricultural

and tilapia business.

SIGN UP TO RECEIVE THIS NEWSLETTER

Visit www.promisehome.org and enter your email address in the newsletter sign-up box.



Daily Death of Innocence

Imagine a place where toddlers are taught to be animals.  Where

sweet three year olds are trained that violence is the key to success

and survival.  Imagine a place where Lord of the Flies is played out in

a concrete room smeared with feces.  Except this version of the story

is distinctly non-fiction and the main characters 3-5 year olds who have

been abandoned by all of us.

I don’t have to imagine this because I have lived it.  I have unlocked

the door and walked into this barren room.  Filthy concrete walls that

were once a "happy" kids color, now covered in dirt and grime...Cold

stone floors covered in years of stains from unknown fluids...and two

windows - covered in steel bars reinforced with steel mesh - to prevent

even a pinkie from gaining freedom from this prison.

And if pictures say a thousand words, then the stench of this room

wrote a novel about suffering.  And neglect.  And hopelessness.

My entrance into this room was greeted with squeals of delight.

Then an attack.  Slowly 3 then 6 then 10 then 15 young children

surrounded me.  Their hands thrust upward to be held - the first three

were quickly swept up into my arms and off the ground.  Then the

pleading hands of those left on the ground become fists - demanding

to be held through carefully placed punches...in any vulnerable spot.

 Then the fists seemed to grow claws - that were used in attempt to

peel the three "lucky" children off of me.  In order to make room so

that they themselves could receive just a moment of love.

 The world spins.

 Where am I?  What is this place?  Who and what has created these

animals?

 The attacks continue.  A three year old tackled and beaten by a five

year old for a piece of candy.  As I watch in horror, probing hands begin

to check all of my pockets for anything of value.  Strong fingers latch

on to my bracelets, attempting to peel them off of me.  All the while

I stare into pleading, empty eyes.  The type of eyes only seen in horror

films that involve the "undead". No life.  No joy.  Just pain.  And need.

 And a vast ocean of emptiness brought on by a lifetime of abandonment

and despair.

 What is this hell into which I have been thrust?

 I don’t have the time to consider the conditions or purpose of this

place - the government run orphanage in San Pedro Sula, Honduras -

which is packed with abandoned

and unwanted children.  Because

as my mind begins to ponder this

place, I catch a glimpse of a

familiar face in the corner.

The pounding fists seem to

fade into the distance.  The

incomprehensible din of garbled

Spanish demands suddenly

becomes muffed background

noise as my eyes lock on to the

gaze of deep brown eyes of the

startlingly small girl in the white

dress.  My mind races.  I have

seen this face before.  I know this

girl.  But not here.  Not in this

room.  How do I know her?

"Hola chica.  Como se llama?"

"Me llamo Gaby."

GABRIELLA!

I do know this girl!  She is the precious,

innocent girl that our June mission team first

met in the nursery here.  Her gigantic brown

eyes and sweet smile melted hearts and

brought tears even in the despicable

environment that is the nursery at this place.

 One family on that trip so fell in love with

her that they have actively tried to adopt her

since June.

I first met Gaby in July, on my last trip to

Honduras.  Again in the nursery, we held her

and her smile melted our hearts as well. She was a ray of hope in the

midst of utter hopelessness.  A beautiful girl that seemed out of place

in a nursery that housed the broken and abused of the lowest rungs,

long forgotten by society.

Thoughts flooded my mind like cars jockeying for position in rush

hour traffic.  Gaby - why is she here?  What is this room?  Why is she

not in the nursery?  Why does she seem so impossibly small compared

to these other children?  Who the heck is responsible for putting her

in here?

My mind is further interrupted by the erupting violence in the room.

 It is apparently "Popsicles for Gringos Day."  I am pretty sure that is

not the official title but that is certainly the ploy.  Give the kids Popsicles

when the Americans show up so it looks like the kids are well taken

care of.

Let’s ignore for a moment that there is no sugary treat that can

overcome the abandonment of being locked in a 20 foot by 10 foot

room for 12 hours a day with 40 three, four and five year olds, with

absolutely no adult supervision.  In addition, let’s ignore the fact that

after you give the kids the Popsicles and exit the room, you might not

wanna lock the gringos in the room with the kids while you wander

off to God-only-knows where....because it only reinforces that belief

that you want nothing to do with caring for these kids.

Rather....let’s focus on what your decision has wrought.  If you think

that the entrance of a few Americans in the room created a violent

disturbance, imagine the furor created by the rapidly-melting, coveted

treats.

In Lord of the Flies at least they fought and battled over who would

control the direction of the tribe.  In this little corner of hell, roundhouse

punches with closed fists are flying to see who can devour the most

frozen sugar water.

As Popsicles fly like shrapnel, the smaller children use their fingers

to scrap the drops of melted liquid off the floor and shove them into

their mouths.  Fights break out to control the larger areas of spilled

Popsicle on the floor.  The winners get the privilege of licking the floor

in order to ingest the now putrid

mixture of Popsicles and body fluid

off the floor.

My worldview is suddenly

shattered.  This place in which I find

myself is beyond my ability to

comprehend.  Dizziness.  The room

begins to spin.  The stench of the place

begins to infect me and attack me like

a virus.  It begins to break down my

understanding of civilization and

society and order and justice.

And I walk away.

continued next page



Daily Death of Innocence continues

But I can’t exit.  I am locked in the room.  Caged with the animals.

In their prison.  Living their life.

Tears flow.  The rage that wells up in me dwarfs the intensity of a

thousand fires on the surface of the sun.

The door, barred and locked, seems to shrink in size.  As my mind

calculates the weakest spot into which to ram my shoulder, another

team member appears on the other side and opens the door to my

cell.  I slip out.  Tears stream down my face, dragging behind me a

tattered worldview.....a concept of humanity that has been irreparably

changed.

As seconds turn into minutes, I begin to catch my breath.  The spinning

and dizziness seem to retreat, even just a little.  I proceed to the nursery

- an admittedly odd place to look for solace.  In the midst of a room

that just a few weeks earlier had brought nothing but heartache and

pain, I now find a moment of clarity.

But it is the not the clarity the provides peace.  Rather, it is the clarity

that causes sleeplessness and horror.

You see, the nursery is a loveless place.  It is a warehouse.  A place

that unwanted kids are stored until they can go somewhere else.  Or

die.  But in my moment of clarity, I realize that if the nursery is the

place that babies are taught that they are not loved, the 3 - 5 year old

room is where they are sent to be destroyed.  Where the lack

of love for them is reinforced to the point that they become animals.

Where they are taught, through neglect, that only the violent

survive...that innocence is for the weak and the feeble.  That love is

dream that exists only far beyond the bars and concrete of this hellhole.

And as I sit there, I remember sweet Gabriella.  Why is she in that

place and not in the nursery.  Immediately I bolt from the nursery and

enter back into the prison that I fought so hard to leave.  As I enter, I

see Gaby.  This time not in the room with the other kids, but in the

sleeping area.

She lies alone,

stretched out on grime

and grit of the floor.

Motionless.  Silent.

Only her piercing

brown eyes track me as

I walk in the room.  I

freeze.  My world spins

again.  I sit down.  Fire

off some camera clicks

and begin a conversation with this three year old beauty.  My mastery

of Spanish roughly matches hers so we had an instant connection.

Hi.  Hi.

Are you sad? Yes.

Is this your room? Yes.

You live here?  Yes.

Did you used to live in the nursery?  Yes.

But you live here now?  Yes.

Which is your bed?  This one (pointing).

When did you move to this room?  Last week.

And then it happened.

"No me gusta aqui.  No me gusta aqui." (Gaby)

"No te gusta aqui, en este cuarto?" (Me)

"No.  No me gusta aqui.  Queires a ir alli." (Gaby - pointing to the

nursery).

In English:

"I don’t like it here.  I don’t like it here." (Gaby)

"You don’t like it here, in this room?" (Me)

"No, I don’t like it here.  I want to go there. (Gaby - pointing to the

nursery).

 As she climbs into my lap she clings to me.  Not the happy hug of a

child without a care in the world.  But the impossibly strong embrace

of a three year old looking to be protected from a world that is out to

crush her.

The realization of this haunts me for the rest of my time in this place.

 I hold Gaby.  We talk.  We play.  But there is no way to escape the

truth of the situation.

 Every moment that goes by with Gaby living in that room, a small

part of her is destroyed.  The beautiful innocent girl with large brown

eyes and easy smile is slowly going to become an animal.  She is going

to be trained to do what she has to do to survive.  Violent or otherwise.

I break free of the room again, but this time I flee the whole complex.

 I make it to the edge of the driveway when I fall to my knees and the

realization hits me:

Every day that goes by with Gabriella in that place will result in the

irrecoverable destruction of her innocence.

Every single day will destroy that child a little bit more.

And a wave of grief hits me.  And I weep.  Not just the tears of

sadness.  But the weeping of a man that has been broken of his illusions

about society and civilization.

This experience has inspired me all the more to commit to getting

Promise Home Orphanage built.  When Promise Home is fully

constructed, we will get our children from this government orphanage.

 And I can guarantee you that I will fight with all that I am to make sure

Gaby is the first child there.  That is, if she is still around.  And everyday

that goes by, I begin to worry that we are too late.

Promise Home is grounded in the belief that there is a God that loves

even the discarded of society - the "throw away children" of Honduras.

 We believe that there is hope, even in the midst of hopelessness.

If you agree with that, I would like to humbly ask you to give to

complete this project. Donations of any amount can be made at:

http://www.promisehome.org/donations/

Online donations can be made at:

www.promisehome.org/donations

If you would like to mail your donation, please

send to:

Promise Home

4971 Golfside Dr

Frisco, TX 75035

Promise Home is a non-profit 501(c)(3) organization, registered with

the state of Texas officially as Hogar de la Promesa

(Spanish for Promise Home Orphanage).

We have also filed a DBA as Promise Home.

For Promise Home information, visit:

www.promisehome.org or email: info@promisehome.org.

You can also find us at www.facebook.com/promisehome



Building the Water System for
Tilapia Ponds and Hydropower:

In 2008, when we
searched for a home site
for Promise Home, we
knew that the land had
to have a river running
on the property. The
river water would be
needed for our
agricultural projects and
for the tilapia business.
In November of 2009, we surveyed and marked a 1,400’ path to lay

a 6” pipe to draw the water from the Toyos River to a proposed power
house near our tilapia pond location.  It took the Honduran nationals
two months of hard work to clear the path through the jungle and to
the build retention walls, bridges and to cut deep paths through the
mountain side to prepare the path for the pipe.

In January of 2010, Julius Ruiz the pastor of Primera Iglesia Bautista
Church in Frisco and Bill Hayden installed the 1,400’ feet of 6” PVC
pipe.  “It was amazing to watch the blast of water coming from that
6” pipe”.  They calculated the water flow rate at 700 gallons per minute
or 1,000,000 gallons of water per day! The flow rate was so great that

it would provide
all the water
needed for the
tilapia business
and it could also
produce about
3KW of power.
In April of 2010,

Rod Minor the
pastor of
Anderson Mill
Baptist Church in
Austin led a team of five and they built a 12’ x 12’ concrete block
building (the Power House).  It was a lot of hard work in very hot
conditions but after a week, the building was ready for the Baylor
group.

In May of 2010, Brian Thomas and John Miller both engineering
professors at Baylor University came with a team of nine Baylor
engineering students and spent two weeks building and installing a 3
KW hydro power plant in the Power House. They also built a three foot
high dam across the Toyos River.

For Promise Home information, visit:
www.promisehome.org or email: info@promisehome.org.
You can also find us at www.facebook.com/promisehome


