
June 2014!

Greetings from Beanland!!

With the approaching summer months, I am hoping that you will be enjoying warmer weather.!

On Friday the 23rd of May, we graduated another class from the Bible College. The speaker for the 
evening was Pastor Vicente Gonzalez from Puebla, Mexico. Pastor Gonzalez is the uncle of one of 
our graduates. In attendance, smiling from ear to ear and so very proud, was the 84 year old father 
of the speaker and grandfather of the graduate, Jonatan González. The older man was the founder 
of their church, and upon his retirement was followed by his son as pastor. Now, Jonathan will 
someday become the pastor. Before our very eyes sat three generations of pastors! Even though this 
is not a first in México, it is very rare. To think I had a part in young Jonatan’s education is very 
exciting to me.!
Lost in México!
Delia and I headed towards the U.S.A. After driving a couple of hours, we saw where a new toll 
road had been opened. Even though the toll was $9.00, it was a short cut and any shorter way is 
okay by me. We drove only 50 minutes when we saw some more signs. One said, “This toll road has 
ended." Another sign read, “San Luis Potosí Route 80-right.” Another sign read, “San Luis Potosí 
Route 80-left.” As we were the only ones on the road, we stopped to try and figure out what we 
should do. Then, we saw a third road in the middle of the other two roads which had a sign that 
read, “San Luis Potosí Route 80 straight ahead.” As I am no longer the adventurous person I once 
was, I decided to take the road straight ahead. It was a nice four lane road, but after driving only 10 
miles, I knew it was not the road I wanted. I was about to turn around when I saw a man working 
in his small tire changing business. He yelled at me in a friendly way and what I supposed was his 
best English yelled to me, “Hey gringo, żhow r jew man?”  R jew lost man?” I responded in Spanish 
and asked if this was the road that would come out on the southeast side of the city? His response. 
“No man, no man, jew no want udder road, jew want dis road man. Dis road she beaudiful man. 
She go periférico (beltway) den jew jes zip round man. Udder road not beaudiful man. She be fordy 
minute more time. Dis road jew want man she beaudiful man. Zip, zip, go fast man.” Well, we drove 
on for 20 minutes more. The 4 lanes closed and went into a two lane winding, mountainous road. 
Before I knew it, there was no escape. Three or four semi-trucks came up behind me and because I 
was headed down the mountain, I could see more than forty other semi-trucks stretched out before 
me. They were all standing still.   Why were they not moving? It was because the small town at the 
bottom of the mountain was having a parade. Young girls in their beautiful dresses were dancing in 
the street. Yep, there they were all smiling, dancing along, and holding up traffic! It began to get 
dark and I hoped they would go home when a few sprinkles of water fell, but no, this is México. The 
dance must go until it is finished.!



We arrived in San Luis Potosí very late. Cold rain was pouring down, and a heavy fog began rolling 
in from the mountains. I stopped to get gas. After filling the tank, the attendant told me to take the 
periférico (beltway) to the right. We followed directions and after 20 minutes, there were no lights 
along the beltway, and we began to see detour signs. We seemed to be going in every direction. We 
found ourselves weaving back and forth over roads very strange to us until I knew I was completely 
lost. I found a gas station, and the attendant told me, “Go straight for three hours and you will fall 
into the Gulf of Mexico.” Clearly, we were going in the wrong direction! We turned around and 
found a policeman who did not want to tell me anything. He thought it was funny, laughed, and 
drove off. I then flagged down a taxi and asked the driver for directions, but he did not know the 
direction either. He was a kind man and patched me in to his dispatcher. I was told to keep on the 
same road for about 50 miles. It seemed improbable that we could reach the correct route going in 
that direction, but I was so cold, wet, and frustrated that I decided to take his advice. There were no 
hotels to be found anywhere. After driving for an hour, I began to recognize some cactus plants 
growing along the side of the road that were familiar to me. I was driving slowly when a man 
dressed in black stepped in front of my car and shined a bright light in my face. At midnight, one 
does not stop along a lonely, Mexican highway. I had no other recourse except to stop. He said, 
“Where are you coming from and where are you going?” My attention was drawn across the 
highway to a giant neon sign that read, “HOTEL." I yelled as I crossed the four lane highway, “I 
am going to that hotel. See ya.”!

All that I could see was a giant sign about 30 feet tall, but could not see any buildings. As I got out 
of my vehicle to look for the building, someone came up behind me and asked, “Looking for a 
room?” I just about jumped out of my skin! “Do you want the economy room or the luxury room?” 
He asked. The economy room was $16.00 per night. I told him I wanted to see the luxury room and 
asked what the difference was. He said, “The luxury room is $36.00, has cable T.V., and hot 
water. “I´ll take it!” !

As I took in the luggage, Delia shouted from the bathroom. “The hot water must be on the right; a 
big red arrow is painted on the wall!” She turned on the faucet and a couple of minutes  later, I 
heard the water begin to drip. A couple of minutes more, a sprinkle came trickling out. I put 
shampoo on my hair and began to take a shower, but the water was only tepid and flowing about 
the size of a pencil. I stood there freezing. There was not enough water to get the shampoo out of my 
hair. I had to turn on the cold water, and it was freezing cold! There was one small towel, about the 
size of a small dish towel for the both of us. I was so cold my teeth began to chatter. From the 
bathroom came a screech, “Jerry, thanks for taking all the hot water!” I looked for a cover as I 
needed something to help me get warm, but there was none. I sat on the edge of the bed with my 
teeth chattering with hopes of seeing the news. The T.V. was automatically turned off or maybe 
went out. I tried to put more clothes on to get warm and turned out the lights. I soon heard a sound 
like something gnawing on my bed. Turning the lights on, I checked under my mattress and found 
there was no bed springs but saw that I was lying on a solid cement slab. The scratching sound 
stopped, and I jumped back in bed. The sound immediately began again and stopped when I turned 
the light on. We played that game about five or six times. Lights on, the gnawing stopped, lights off, 
the gnawing began. I was exhausted, but could not sleep. I devised a plan to trick whatever or 
whoever was making that irritating noise. The next time it happened, I quickly jumped out of bed 
and began rapidly flipping the light switch on and off, but to my surprise the light bulb burned out! 
I know that whatever that thing was had to be laughing at me. There came a stern voice from the 
other bed which was all too familiar to me, and Delia said, “Jerry, I want to tell you one thing. Lie 
down and go to sleep! The Lord found this place for us, and you are very ungrateful! This is not the 
worse place we have ever stayed. Remember a few years ago on Christmas Eve when we crossed the 



desert? You broke an axel and the people loaned us a little shed with no electricity and they gave us 
some heavy blankets for the cold and charged us $6.00 rent.  When we awoke the next morning, we 
found chickens roosting where the window was supposed to be. Now please lie down, get quiet, and 
go to sleep!" “Grrrrrrrrrrr” was my reply. Only in Mexico can you find a giant neon motel sign 
that is worth five times more than the building! Yes, even one which has a “luxury” room. We were 
gone long before 5:00 A.M. I drove those remaining seven hours completely exhausted… and Delia? 
She slept all the way.!

In the circumference of His grace,!
Jerrel and Delia Shaw 	



