
 
 
I send greetings from Beanland!                                                                                                                                                      October/November 2008 
 
I trust that all of you are enjoying the beautiful changing fall colors there in your area. 
  
We have been extremely busy this month. I can hardly wait for Jerry Jr. to come back and take some of the load off our shoulders. He will be ordained 
at our home church, Bethel Baptist, in Greenfield Indiana, the Sunday before Thanksgiving. We have our tickets and hope to be there for this great 
event. He and Itzen should be back here sometime in December if all goes well. They really need 9 more churches supporting them and we are 
dutifully praying that the support will come in by the time they leave. 
  
I continue to pastor and teach so many Bible classes that sometimes I don't know if I am coming or going. Poor Delia has to do all the grading of 
papers and the office work for me. We have no days off and will not have until Jerry Jr. gets here. Three days a week we have to drive long distances 
and put in between 16 and 18 hours those days. I am thankful to the Lord that we are still able to do it but we would enjoy having a day off now and 
then. I would like to devote some time to other things such as getting the graduate school back on track so that we can implement it by next year. 
  
I had the privilege of baptizing 7 new converts last Sunday. They were all adults and teenagers. I also baptized two others the first week of the month. 
It has been several years since I baptized that many people at one time. I really got a thrill doing it. 
  

ONLY IN MEXICO 
Please use your imagination while reading the following story. Delia and I had to make a trip to the border, which usually takes 14 or 15 hours to drive 
there. Because of our work schedule, we started at a late hour. We drove for five hours and decided to stop in a motel for the night. It was the only 
motel around. While registering, the night attendant insisted on speaking to me in his terrible English. I told him that I could speak Spanish and it 
would probably be better if he would speak Spanish but he persisted in speaking English. The conversation went something like this:  
 
“Goot evening ser, do jew wish to have a room?”  
 
“Yes, please.” I replied.  
 
“Do jew wish d smoaking room o d no smoaking room?” he asked.  
 
I answered, "I'll have the no smoking room please.”  
 
“Hes O.K. den, jew jes sign dis little card and here r jew kis to room 137.” I paid with my credit card and drove down to room #137. Upon opening the 
door, the cigarette smell was so strong I could hardly get my breath! Needless to say, within a couple of minutes I was back at the motel office. The 
night attendant looked up and asked, “Jes, can I helpa jew?”  
 
“Yes sir,” I replied, “I think you made a mistake, I asked for a non-smoking room.” For some reason, probably because I have lived in Mexico for too 
many years, I was not surprised with his reply. 
  
“I make no mistek meester. Jew say to me jew wish to have room of no smoaking. So, jew no smoak!” 
  
“But sir,” I replied. “I asked for a clean no smoking room. Many people have been smoking in that room. It is not a no-smoking room!”  
Very irritably he said, “Meester, udder peoples not ask for no-smoaking room therefore, dey smoak. Jew tell me jew wish no-smoaking room so, jew 
no smoak!”  
 
I knew that I could never win that conversation. The man seemed to have sound reasoning. If I wanted a no-smoking room, then I shouldn't smoke. 
What a deal! We opened the door and window (no air-conditioning) and left them open all night, but I can tell you this, neither Delia or I got any sleep 
that night! 
  
In the circumference of His matchless love, we remain, 
The Shaw family in Mexico. 


