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Greetings from Beanland!

By the news, I see most of you are going through a very hot and dry summer. This is about what 
we had here in April and May, which was the hottest month on record. It makes these four Biblical 
words a blessing, “It came to pass.” Thank the Lord it didn’t come to stay! We are now in our 
rainy season. It did not rain for five months, and now it is raining every day. Things have certainly 
cooled down, and it is much more pleasant. Our only problem is the droves of mosquitoes the rain 
has brought, but we soon will be able to say, “It came to pass.”

Not a good visitation night. Many of you know we are doing Jerry Jr.’s work while he is on 
deputation. We have a new Christian family now attending his mission church. They have been a 
blessing as they testify and visit around their neighborhood. Salvador is out of work and has been 
helping some of his neighbors with odd jobs while witnessing to them. It is a very poor area where 
large gangs of young people rove around all night long vandalizing and destroying practically 
everything. Their home is on a dirt, but now mud street. We led part of a large family to Christ 
only two doors from their home. The new family has already been in church twice, and asked us to 
go to their house during the week and give them Bible studies. This is a very poor area. As we tried 
to approach the street, we found it to be almost washed out because of the heavy rains. We could 
hardly get the old Ford down to the house. We dare not leave the vehicle out of our sight because 
of the gang wars. We walked to the house to say our “howdy do’s” and I noticed there was no front 
door. Only a canvas covered the doorway. The blocks had no mortar in them. They were just 
stacked on top of one another. Where the front window should have been, there was just a hole. I 
suppose that in times past there had been plastic over it, but we are in Mexico and I guess one 
doesn’t really need such luxury. Between the many beds, stove, and table propped up by a couple 
of bricks, we ten people began the Bible study. All of a sudden, there came a lot of yelling, 
laughing, cursing, and general disturbance outside. I stuck my head out of a hole, which might 
have been a window, to see what was going on out there. The lady of the house said, “Please don’t 
say anything because after you leave, we still have to live here.” I didn’t say anything, but saw the 
gang had decided to have their visit in front of the house.

We were getting down to business with the Bible study when Delia, others, and myself began to 
choke and cough as a stream of smoke rolled through the hole in the window, the door, and the 
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cracks in the blocks. I asked the people if we could go to another room and finish the study. The 
lady of the house said, “This is it. There is no other room.”

It was a strange smelling smoke that hung heavily in that crowded room. It kind of smelled like 
old, smoldering rag weeds. All the ladies used their aprons, fanning and trying to move the smoke 
and the stench around a bit. Nobody said anything, but I saw eyes rolling around in heads as we 
recognized it as marijuana. The class was about over and I wanted to end it, but they begged me to 
finish.

My first inclination that something was wrong was when I tried to stand up and felt dizzy and 
light headed. I helped Delia to her feet, and we said our good-byes. We went outside to walk 
through almost 40 marijuana puffing gang members. Delia almost got lost going across the street 
to the car! We had other visits to make, but our clothes smelled so bad we decided to go home, take 
showers, and change clothes. Delia always talks a lot after a good visit, but this time she just 
giggled all the way home. I decided it was best if we just stayed home.

The good news is that the knowledge of the Lord is not limited, and goes unto the darkest depths 
of society and saves souls.

In the circumference of His wonderful love,
The Shaw family in Old Mexico


