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Devotional: “The Butterfly” 
By Cheryl Lee Rodrigo 

 
 

O LORD, how manifold are Your works! In wisdom, 
You have made them all. The earth is full of Your possessions. 

—Psalm 104:24 
 
 

 must admit growing up that I was never into nature. I did not appreciate it until 

the last few years as I matured. I have never been so close to nature as I have been 

lately. I became a climber and a nature hiker and I take every chance I get to see 

beautiful gardens and parks. It is when we are amidst nature, that we cannot help but 

applaud at God’s workmanship as the Creator of this world. Everything He did with such 

precision, so we can enjoy it to the utmost. 

 

Among God’s creatures, the butterfly is one of the most stunningly beautiful to me! Its 

gentle flight, colorful wings, and amazing migratory patterns are traits that make the 

butterfly a masterpiece of the natural world. This flying insect, while supplying us with 

visual enjoyment, also supplies us with amazing examples of the marvels of God’s 

creative work. 

I 

http://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Psalm+104%3A24


 

Just imagine its amazing journey. This tiny yet majestic monarch butterfly can travel 3,000 

miles on its migration to Central America—only to end up at the same tree its parents or  

even grandparents landed of a generation or two earlier. It does this guided by a brain the 

size of a pinhead. 

 

Or consider the monarch’s metamorphosis. After the caterpillar builds a chrysalis around 

itself, it releases a chemical that turns its insides to mush—no perceptible parts. Somehow 

from this emerges the brain, internal parts, head, legs, and wings of a butterfly. 

One butterfly expert said, “The creation of the body of a caterpillar into the body and 

wings of a butterfly is, without doubt, one of the wonders of life on earth.” Another 

expert feels that this metamorphosis is “rightly regarded as a miracle.” 

“How manifold are God’s works!” (Ps. 104:24)—and the butterfly is but one of them. 
 

My daily prayer: Lord, my God and Creator, I stand amazed at the awesome creation that You 

allow us to enjoy. From distant galaxies to beautiful butterflies, You have given us a world that 

speaks loudly of Your love for us. Thank You, Lord, for all of these wonders I can enjoy. 

Editor’s Thoughts:  
By Raylene Ann Rodrigo-Baumgart 

 

 

ave you ever observed a 

butterfly as it flits from flower to 

flower? After planting two 

butterfly bushes and a lot of annuals that 

cater to butterflies, I have always been 

excited to wait in fascination with their 

visits to my garden every summer. They 

usually do not come until around mid to 

end of June. The Norfolk Botanical 

Garden does not open the Butterfly 

Exhibit until June 16, so last week, I 

forced my husband to go with me to 

Washington DC. I made it a point to visit the butterfly conservatory at the National 

Museum of Natural History-Smithsonian Institute just to have a few hours with the 

butterflies. And I wasn’t disappointed with my photos. 
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The Butterfly Pavilion is a brightly lit space filled with living plants and many different  

butterflies. The climate-controlled environment is kept at 80oF, and 80% humidity. Once 

you are inside the enclosure, you can stroll among live butterflies and exotic plants! 

Located adjacent to Partners in Evolution, this tropical oasis offers visitors a rare 

opportunity to get close to a variety of living butterflies from all over the world. The 

exhibition this year included a kaleidoscope of colorful species ethically sourced from 

Central and South America, Africa and Asia. 

 

As I walked inside the enclosure through a tropical habitat of flowers, vines and foliage, 

butterflies fly overhead, or even way below the ground. They landed on my shoulders 

and some got attached to my hair. I saw several landing on the cleaning crew’s shoulders  



 

 
 

and hats. We were cautioned to watch our steps because a lot of them land also on the 

marble floor. 

 

Butterflies do fascinate me. But my favorite of all times are the monarch butterflies because 

of the amazing journey they do throughout their short lives. Whenever I think of monarch 

butterflies these words come to my mind: fearless, adventurous, organized, teamwork,  

hardworking, industrious, and total dependence on the Almighty. And somehow, these 

beautiful creatures motivate me to aspire to be just like them. 

 

Gliding with orange and black outstretched wings, the monarch butterfly is a supposedly 

a lucky omen that signals summer is on its way. I learned that although weighing on 

average about half a gram, monarchs can soar on wind currents for thousands of miles 

during migration. But such feat can happen only if there’s enough nectar along the way 

to fuel their flight and enough milkweed around so they can lay their eggs. The amazing 

thing about the North American monarch butterflies is the enormous migration they 

undertake each year. In early September, as days turn cooler and cold weather 

approaches, millions of these delicate beauties start grouping themselves and leave their 

home range in Canada or Alaska and the northern cold states and begin flying south. They 

continue until they reach Southern California or to the gulf coasts of Florida, and central 

Mexico, more than 2,000 miles (3,200 kilometers) away! As if there were some mysterious 

signal, each group takes off in a great cloud which becomes several miles wide and many 

miles in length. How the species manages to return to the same spot amazingly after a gap 

of several generations is still unknown. Amazingly, none of these butterflies has ever 

made this journey before, and there are no older ones to guide them. The “parents” of all 

these butterflies died while in the north. How then do they know the right time to leave 

and how do they know where to go? How do these fragile monarchs, weighing so little, 

have the strength to travel so far, sometimes over mountains and across oceans? How can 

they stay on course in strong winds? 
 



 

 
 

These international travelers return to the same forests each year, and some even find the 

same tree that their ancestors landed on. The certainty of the migration is so reliable that 

each year, tourists flock to see it. Some estimates say up to a billion butterflies arrive in the 

mountains of Mexico each year.  Scientists are still baffled with this migration and their 

systematic journey. 

 

But I know that none of this could ever happen if it were not for a Divine Power guiding 

and directing them. The Creator provided them with the ability to make these migrations 

when He made them a part of His wonderful creation. Year after year, He provides 

direction and gives provision of nectar from flowers to give them strength to get them to 

their destinations. Upon arriving, the monarchs spend quiet lives in the warm southern 

climate, living entirely on nectar from flowers. But as the wintertime passes, the urge to 

return is evident. Usually, during May or June, they migrate northward in great groups, 

returning to the areas they left the preceding fall. 

Now, whenever I feel distraught and worried about what’s going on with my life, I simply 

think about the monarch butterflies and I am reminded that our God and Creator will 

always take care of us and our needs just as He has done it year after year for this beautiful 

monarch butterflies. And what a blessed assurance that is! 

 

"The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in."  

Psalm 121:8 
 

 

 



 

Basic Facts About Monarch Butterflies 
By Raylene Ann Rodrigo-Baumgart 

 

 

he monarch butterfly may be the most widely recognized of all American 

butterflies with its distinct orange, black and white wings. Although beautiful, 

this coloring is actually meant to send a warning to predators that the monarch is 

foul tasting and poisonous. Monarch butterflies have a wingspan of 3 ½ - 4 inches. One of 

the most fascinating characteristics about the monarch butterfly is its astonishing 3000 

mile journey that they make in the fall to their wintering grounds in the Sierra Nevada 

Mountains of Mexico or to Southern California to escape from the cold.  

 

Monarchs, like all butterflies, change their diets as they develop. During the caterpillar 

stage, they live exclusively on milkweed plants. Milkweeds are wildflowers in the genus 

‘Asclepias’. Milkweeds contain glycoside toxins that are harmless to the monarch but 

poisonous to its predators. They feed on all the different parts of milkweed plants and 

store up the toxins in their body. The toxins remain in their system even after 

metamorphosis, thereby making adult monarch poisonous as well. Adult monarch feed 

on nectar from a wide range of flowers, including milkweeds. In their larval stage, 

monarch caterpillars feed almost exclusively on milkweed and as adults get their nutrients 

from the nectar of flowers. The monarch will always return to areas rich in milkweed to 

lay their eggs upon the plant. The milkweed they feed on as a caterpillar is actually a 

poisonous toxin and is stored in their bodies. This is what makes the monarch butterfly 

taste so terrible to predators. 
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Most monarch butterflies do not live more than a few weeks. There are about 3-5 

generations born each spring and summer and most of the offspring do not live beyond 

five weeks. The only exception is the last generation born at the end of the summer. The 

last generation of each year is the over-wintering generation that must make the journey 

back to Mexico and stay there until the following spring. In the early spring, they fly north 

to the Southern United States and breed. Over-wintering monarch butterflies can live 

upwards of 8 months. 

                

Millions of monarch butterflies make the trip down to Mexico to roost for the winter. 

During the migration tens of thousands will land on a single tree in certain areas along 

their migratory path. Where there is milkweed, there will be monarch butterflies. 

 

Bright orange and black, the monarchs soar and glide in the warm sunshine from March 

through September or October, but as soon as the brisk cold winds in the fall set in and 

winter looms in the air, they are gone. They cannot survive cold winter temperatures of 

the northern states. So they migrate. Monarchs migrate south and hibernates. This means 

that a monarch rests, with a very slow heartrate, just like bears in their hibernation caves. 

Monarchs east of the Rockies migrate 2500 miles to the Oyamel fir trees of Mexico. 

Monarchs west of the Rockies migrate to southern California to the eucalyptus trees of 

Pacific Grove and surrounding areas. 

 

 
 



           

 
 

 

The monarch’s flight to Mexico has been compared to the migration habits of birds flying 

south for the winter. It is the only insect that can fly 2,500 miles to a warmer climate. Their 

unique wing structure and yearly life cycle makes it possible for the fall generation 

monarchs to travel thousands of miles on their amazing little wings to the warm nesting 

grounds of Mexico and southern California. The monarch’s amazing migration is a 

scientific wonder and mystery to all who have studied and enjoyed its extra-ordinary 

story and discovery. Their migration has indeed puzzled biologists and the public alike 

for decades. They are truly spectacular migrants, because they know the correct direction 

to migrate even though they have never made the journey before. They follow an internal 

“compass” that points them on the right direction each spring and fall. The monarch 

migration is to me, one of the greatest natural phenomena in the insect world. 

 

 



 

Did You Know?  
By Raylene Ann Rodrigo-Baumgart 

 

**Butterflies taste with their feet and smell with their antennae.  
 

**Butterflies make chrysalides, moths make cocoons. 
 
**Monarchs can travel between 50 - 100 miles a day; it can take up to two months 
to complete their journey to winter habitats. 
 
**Contrary to popular belief, touching a butterfly won’t hurt it. 

**Migrating monarchs live for eight or nine months, compared to just two to five 
weeks for monarchs at other life stages? The butterflies conserve energy by gliding 
on air currents, stopping to sip nectar for energy. 
 
**Monarch butterflies cannot fly if their body temperature is less than 86 degrees. 
They will sit in the sun or “shiver”. 

 
**Monarchs can travel between 50-100 miles a day; it can take up to two months 
to complete their journey to winter habitats. 
 
**Male monarchs have a black spot on a vein on each hind wing. Females have no 
spots on this vein. 



 
**Monarch butterflies are known for their incredible mass migration that brings 
millions of them to California and Mexico each winter. North American Monarchs 
are the only butterflies that make such a massive journey – up to 3,000 miles 
(4,828 kilometers). These insects must begin this journey each fall before cold 
weather. 

**Monarchs use “thermals” or updrafts of warn air. This allows them to glide as 
they migrate, helping to conserve energy. 
 
**Monarchs smell with their antennas they use their compound eyes to locate 
flowers and then their antennas to smell the nectar and finally taste the flower 
with the bottoms of their feet. 
 
**Their eyes are made of 6,000 lenses and can see ultraviolet light.                    

**There are 65,000 known species of butterflies found on every continent except 
Antarctica. 
 
**Adult butterflies never excrete waste – they use up all they eat for energy. 
 
**Male drinks from mud puddles to extract minerals that aren’t available in 
flowers. This behavior is called ‘puddling’.  
 
**Puddle clubs are groups of butterflies that gather at wet soil to suck up salts and 
minerals. Some butterflies have been seen drinking blood from open wounds on 
animals.  

**An adult butterfly has a very short life: just 3 to 4 weeks. However, the entire life 
cycle can range between 2 to 8 months, depending on the species. Some migratory 
butterflies such as the monarch can live as long as 7 to 8 months. 
 
**The monarch does not have lungs, breathing takes place through tiny vents in 
the thorax or abdomen called spiracles and an organized arrangement of tubes 
called trachea distributes the oxygen through the monarch’s body system.  

**The monarch can cumulatively lay about a maximum of 250 eggs per day at the 
rate of one egg at a time. The witnessed highest number of eggs by a monarch 
butterfly in captivity is 1179.  

**Butterflies have a long tube-like tongue called a proboscis that allows them to 
soak up their food rather than sip it. 

http://blogs.sandiegozoo.org/2015/03/15/19-fascinating-butterfly-facts/ 

http://www.care2.com/causes/10-fascinating-facts-about-butterflies.html 

(http://www.defenders.org/monarch-butterfly/basic-facts)  

http://www.care2.com/causes/10-fascinating-facts-about-butterflies.html
http://www.defenders.org/monarch-butterfly/basic-facts


 

Moving By Faith  
By Abundio Abao 

 

hen I was a young boy of elementary school age, I began to dream of studying 

at Mountain View College. This was because every time I visited the College 

with my family or with friends, I see the place always so fresh, clean, and 

beautiful. The people there were also nice and kind. 

 

But on my senior year in high school I realized that it would be difficult for me to study 

at MVC due to lack of finances, so I thought of taking my college education at Central 

Mindanao University instead. Graduation time in high school came and during the 

Tribute to Parents portion of the program, someone prompted me to change my mind as 

to where to pursue my education. The late Pastor Paterno Diaz, South Philippine Union 

Conference president was in attendance that day during the program. He was not an 

invited speaker but he was there for some other reason that I didn’t know. 

  

Our school principal, Mr. Orville Bulahan of Central Bukidnon Institute, took the 

opportunity to ask somebody who is a renowned and influential person to speak during 

the program. Of course Pastor Diaz accepted the opportunity to challenge the graduating 

class as well as the parents. In his speech, he related to us his experiences as a working 

student and how by God’s grace he finished college and is now a successful Seventh-day  
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Adventist Union President. Sure enough while listening to him, I was challenged to 

pursue my college education at MVC as a working student. 

 

That summer after high school, I went to MVC to apply as a full time working student 

and was accepted. My first assignment was at the Kisalom rice field. The supervisor was 

Mr. Ernesto Grande. On the first day of work after our morning devotional, Mr. Grande 

took me aside and said to me, “Toto, daw indi mo man makaya ang trabaho kay kagamay-

gamay sa imo! (Young man, I don’t think you could handle the work because you are very 

small!)” Well, that was true, at 16 years old, I was so skinny and only weighed about 105 

lbs. So he told me that he was going to talk to Mr. Vicente Francisco and see if I could 

work in the construction department instead. Thankfully I was accepted to work in that 

department. 

 

I learned a lot of handyman skills in the construction department. The whole semester we 

worked on the new girls’ dormitory-- the ceilings, the worship hall, and the rooms. I was 

also able to help in the pouring of concrete for the foundation of the New Hydro Electric 

Power Plant. 

 

At the end of the first semester but I ended up owing the college PHP 600.00. So for the 

next semester, I decided to move to another work area, this time at the Swampy banana 

plantation with Mr. Grande again as the supervisor. This was good because as student 

workers in the banana plantation we could stay at the Swampy garden bunk house and 

cook our own meals, so we could save money by not having to buy more meal tickets. 

 

Mr. Grande also let us work by the “pakyaw” method, meaning, for certain jobs we earn 

a specified number of hours. This way if we work fast we finish more assignments and 

earn more hours of work. Our job was to care for the banana plants and do a weekly 

delivery of ripe bananas to the college cafeteria. The second semester of work resulted in 

a “due you” or credit and I was also able to pay back the PHP600 I owed the college. 

 

As a working college student I was also assigned at another time to work at the Music 

Department. While working in this department, I repaired some of the brass and wind 

instruments and taught myself to play all of them. During my college years, I had the 

privilege to conduct two college singing groups and also the college choir when the Music 

department head was sick or was not available. I 

admit that as a college student, I was so immature that it took me 10 years to complete my 

course and graduate. But it was all worth it. 

 

The commencement speaker during my graduation weekend was no other than the Vice-

President of the Philippines, Doy Laurel! That was something I treasure in my memory. I  

 



also had the privilege of composing our class song. Before the commencement ceremony, 

the then principal of Southern Mindanao Academy (SMA), Dr. Jimmy Faderogaya, had 

been trying to convince me to work in “his” school. I accepted his offer and after 

graduation, I went to Davao del Sur and taught music and physical education at SMA. 

After two years of teaching, I felt that teaching was not my “forte” so I quit, went back to 

my home town and started a buy-and- sell business instead. 

 

In 2004, my family and I migrated to the US. Here I did the renovation of homes. I did 

flooring, plumbing, electrical, masonry – anything that had to do with construction. God 

is truly to be praised with the training I had as a freshman college student working at the 

Construction Department. It gave me a head start knowledge which I now applied in the 

construction business. After 10 years of living in California, my family decided to do 

country living. The advice of our end of time prophet, Ellen G. White, “to live far from the 

city and find a location in the country,” convinced us to move to a quiet location in the 

state of Mississippi. 

 

It was a leap of faith because we didn’t know anybody in this place and our clients are in 

California. But then God is a constant Provider. He expanded our territory. Now instead 

of working in just one state, my family and I now have projects in the states of Oklahoma, 

Texas, Arkansas, Alabama, as well as in California. The church we attended at the new 

place had only a few members. On our first Sabbath there were only about 40 brethren in 

church and there was no musical tribute before the Hour of Worship speaker gave the 

sermon. It was a big change for me and my family who have come from a church packed 

with members who had so much musical talents to be in a church with hardly any music. 

Now we realize this is where God placed us so we can use our talents more effectively. In 

this church I organized a chorale group and played the organ almost every Sabbath. My 

wife and daughter also assisted with the music needs of the church. God must have 

inspired the brethren through our music contribution because the church attendance has 

now grown to about 60. Many churches around the area have no one to play the piano or 

organ for their services. So for this reason, I would like to appeal those who read this 

article and have musical talents or any other talents, to consider moving to a place like 

this and be a blessing to a church. 

 

Lastly, my challenge to you my fellow Alumni of MVC let us remember to live up to the 

values that we’ve learned from our dear Alma Mater base on the Word of God. Let us 

keep on shining and show the world that we are a peculiar people. In our lifestyle; dress, 

diet, and the music we listen to. Let us not be conformed to this world but be transformed 

by the renewing of our minds that we may prove what is that good, and acceptable, and 

perfect, will of God. Romans 12:2.  

 

Thank you. Maranatha! 



  

One Minute Of Our Lifetime 
By Macy Porteza-Flaherty        

 

 
he was five. We bonded. 

 

I was returning my earplugs into its case after band practice when this sweet little 

person, with a pink and purple jacket under her arm, quietly walked up to me and struck a 

conversation: 

 

“Hi, I like your boots.” 

 

“You really do?” I asked animatedly - my usual way of interacting with kids. “What’s your 

name?” 

 

“Chloe” she said, “Yes, I like your boots. Can I get a hug?” 

 

“Only if I get one from you, too!” She nodded shyly so I knelt down and gave her a bear hug, 

rocking her gently as her tiny arms clung to me. 
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It was 8:30 pm and I was tired. I straightened up to go home but Chloe just stood in my way, 

gazing up at me like she was trying to read my eyes or as if expecting me to say something 

more. So I knelt to her eye level again, and brushed her wavy light brown hair with my hand. 

 

“I like your hair,” I said. 

 

“I braided it when I came out of the shower this morning so it will be wavy like that.” 

 

“Very wise,” I said. “I like it, it’s beautiful!” 

 

Even if I was still trying to get home as soon as I could, I asked Chloe, “Are you coming to 

church on Sunday? Maybe you and I could have a picture taken together! And, remember 

to curl your hair like this!” 

 

Chloe nodded and I picked up my purse and headed home. She walked on out with her 

babysitter, our Vocalist. 

 

About every 6 weeks, I volunteer to play the keyboard with a gospel band at South Hills 

Community Church. Thursday evenings are band practice times. All musicians have to be 

on stage by 7 am on Sundays for final rehearsal. That means, I have to drag my sleepy self 

out of bed by 5:30 am. For some reason, I was excited that morning. Instead of my usual 

black or dark colored choice of pants and boots, I put on a pink dress and fancy shoes! I fixed 

my hair to look pretty in the picture with Chloe; I even brought a cute hair band to surprise 

her with; I wondered if she was going to wear pink, as well! 

 

Band rehearsal came and went, but there was no sign of Chloe. First service praise time was 

over and the musicians retreated into our designated “green room” as the pastor started his 

sermon. Conveniently, our Vocalist sat beside me and after a few minutes, I couldn’t help 

but ask her where Chloe was. 

 

“Oh, Chloe-- I didn’t hear from her mother this morning,” she said. “They just recently 

moved to Las Vegas. Her mother is a dancer and her schedule is very unpredictable. She 

often asks for a discount on my fees. Chloe doesn’t see her father often and her mom told 

her that he lives in a very big hotel, which I believe, is a better word for “jail.” 

 

My heart sank. My poor sweet, fragile Chloe girl! Now I must detach and comfort myself, 

quickly. My life must go on, as hers definitely will. “Oh God, please be with little Chloe,” I 

breathed. 

 

 



 
 

 

SO SIX WEEKS LATER. 

 

I volunteer another Sunday of my life. I realize our Vocalist, who brought Chloe that 

Thursday night rehearsal, has volunteered on this same Sunday as I did! Musicians from 

great bands in the Las Vegas clubs and theater volunteer in this band, on their own schedule, 

like the singer of Human Nature and the drummer from Blue Man’s Group, and more. 

 

As I prep my keyboard, our Vocalist comes to me and asks, “You remember Chloe, right?” 

 

 I nodded, “Of course, I do.” 

 

“Chloe came to church with me last week. We were sitting in the pews and I noticed her 

crying. So I asked whatever happened. She said, in between sobs, “I miss Macie.” 

 

I said, “Whaaat?” She repeated her story, actually laughing a little, like it was something so 

unusual, but I wasn’t listening. My mind was far away. 

 

One soul-bonding minute of our lifetimes! What could one whole day have been like? 

 

She’s 5. How might I have blessed her more? 
 

 



 

Moving By Faith 
By Melba Cabardo-Hope        

 

 

ountain View College gave me the sweetest memories ever during my college 

days. I have been very grateful for the work-study program that was available 

during my time and enabled me to finish a whole college course as a full time 

working student. 

 

Elder Todd C. Murdoch was the president when I graduated in college. Irene Wakeham 

(now Mrs. James Lee) was the registrar and my best teacher. As far as I remember, most 

of my friends and relatives at the same time were all there as working students to obtain 

the Christian education we so desired. I took the Secretarial Course from 1959 to 1963. I 

worked during my first semester in the Registrar’s office and then I was assigned to work 

for Dr. Laurence Downing, the Academic Dean at that time. Then during my last semester 

as a senior graduating student, I worked for the President Elder Todd C. Murdoch. All the  

 

 

experiences I gained as a working student helped me as I worked as an office secretary for 

10 years. 

 

As a student there was not 

much time for 

socialization. The 

Saturday night socials is 

the only time when I could 

stop from work, share the 

laughter that I needed 

before starting another 

work week. I participated 

a lot in the Ministerial 

Seminar activities during 

Sabbath. This of course 

involved a lot of walking 

to nearby churches. I can 

still remember the 

difficulty in walking 

towards Lantapan,  
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especially since climbing hills was not my cup of tea. I was thrilled when one Sabbath 

Elder Lester Storz took me with his group to one of his ministerial assignments, riding in 

a jeep. And to complete it, we came back to the campus to a very good delicious supper 

prepared by Mrs. Storz. That was such a special treat especially for working students who 

could not afford fancy meals. 

 

The posts at the entrance to the MVC property (at Puerta) was our class gift to MVC. I can 

still remember how we did it! The ladies cooked the food while the men built the posts. It 

was not just working and sweating, it was also a special time for socialization among the 

seniors. But then after that, my sister who was a member of the Administrative Council 

informed me that we were being questioned for working out there in the fields as a mixed 

group without a chaperon. I thought to myself, “Does it mean that even though we are 

about to graduate, we still could not be trusted as mature men and women working hard 

out there in the open fields to give the college a gift?” My sister could not answer that. 
 

Pioneering days were full of beautiful memories. Life was so simple then. We worked 

hard. We studied whenever we could to get good grades. We did a lot of activities together 

like a big family. When our days at the hilltop were over, we longed for each other’s 

company and we missed all the good times. 

 

After graduation, God still guided me. He made it possible for me to start working 

immediately at South Philippine Union Mission in Cebu City. I never knew what He had 

in store for me. It all started when my best friend in MVC was invited to go to Cebu for 

an interview. But the letter of invitation sent to her was sent and forwarded to so many 

places in search for her and she never got it. In the meantime, I was prompted to go to 

Cebu and when I did, I asked to be interviewed. The Union President at that time was 

Elder V. M. Montalban. He gave me a test by dictating a letter and I had to type that letter 

for him. After a few days I was called to start working there. Not too long after that, the 

South Philippine Union Mission was divided into two 

unions. Mindanao became the South Philippine Union 

Mission and the Visayan Islands became the Central 

Philippine Union Mission. 

 

Once again, I was not slated to go to Davao after the 

division, but the one chosen to go, refused. I volunteered 

to go as the Secretary to the President. Miss Olive Llaguno 

told me that Davao is a nice place and that was an 

encouragement for me. I have always believed that I will 

go wherever I am needed, and at that time Davao needed 

me. So I went and stayed there for six years. 

 



Then I was called to the North Philippine Union Mission. While working there, I saw a lot 

of opportunities for being a missionary abroad. I spent a lot of time on my knees, breathing  

 

prayers telling God how much I wanted to be a missionary to a foreign land. It was a quest 

I sought daily. Then one day, I received that much-awaited call – to the South China Island 

Union Mission in Taipei, Taiwan. So three years later, that was where I worked. They 

needed a secretary to do all the English office work such as typing letters for the President 

of the Union Mission, for the Executive Secretary, and for the Sabbath School Department. 

God guided me in life as I had asked Him to. 

 

Learning the Chinese language, Mandarin, was not easy but it became the “icing on the 

cake.” It was such a great experience although I must admit, a lot of times I also suffered 

from homesickness and hysterical crying. My neighbor who spoke only Mandarin came 

to plead with me to open my door so she could stay with me to comfort me during those 

tumultuous times. Although she was worried at first why I was crying, she finally 

understood how lonely I was, after I tried explaining it to her in Mandarin. She then 

introduced me to other workers and they were all so sweet to me. In this journey, only my 

special relationship with Jesus made it possible for me to survive. 

 

Six years in South Philippine Union Mission both in Cebu and Davao, Three years in the 

North Philippine Union Mission and then Taipei. All in all, I was able to work in four 

Union Missions. God has truly been good to me. 

 

When I came to the US, God was still working miracles in my life. I made it here in the 

USA only by God’s providences. Life continues to be a learning experience for me and I 

still reach out to the past experiences of my life in MVC as inspiration. I will always be 

grateful to God for making all these transitions in my life’s journey possible. It is such a 

blessed experience to simply trust God and let Him work out every detail of our life’s 

events. I consider myself very blessed for having gone to Mountain View College for my 

Christian Education where I also learned good work ethics, perseverance and patience 

and above all complete dependence on God’s leading. 

 

There have been a lot of unforgettable beautiful memories as well as trying and sad times 

especially when my first husband died. But God took care of me in so many ways that I 

myself cannot even fully understand. I can never thank Him enough for seeing me 

through all the difficult times, providing me with what He thought I really needed. And 

to Him, I give my praise and the glory. 

 

 



 

SULADS’ Corner:   
  

 

 

Received no SULAD story for this week 
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Fathers’ Day 
 

ne cold, blustery, March night in the late 1890s, a heartbroken, grief-stricken 

father sat with his head in his hands in the dimly lighted living room of his 

humble home on a small farm near the city of Spokane, Washington. 

 

     He appeared to be alone, but there were sleeping in that room with him, or in adjoining 

rooms, six small children, one girl and five boys. He sat there wondering how he was 

going to tell them the sad news that the mother they were looking for would never come 

back to the home again—she was dead. From that time on he was to be both father and 

mother to this little flock. 

 

     This one girl in later years was married and took the name of Mrs. John Dodd. In the 

year 1910 she attended a Mother’s Day service. By this time her father was sleeping in the 

churchyard too. 

 

     In his sermon that morning the minister said some beautiful things about mothers. Mrs. 

Dodd did some serious thinking. Her father had been both father and mother to her. She 

wondered why little was said about father, and determined there in the church pew that 

morning that she must do something in memory of her faithful father, William Jackson 

Smart. 

 

     William had been born in Arkansas, where they called him “Billy Button” because of 

the shining buttons on his simple homespun jacket. Later he moved to Big Bend, 

Washington. 

 

     In writing of him, Mrs. Dodd says, “He lived by the golden rule, entertained the 

minister, never borrowed, taught us not to borrow, objected if my petticoat ever showed, 

or if the floors and walks were not clean.” 
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     She set apart the third Sunday in June as Father’s Day. Others heard about it, and the 

news spread. Letters began to come to her from far and near. So now we have a Father’s 

Day. 

 

     No one will ever feel, I am sure, that too much praise has been given our mothers. Much 

has been said and a great deal written about them, but surely not too much. We could 

never really express all the love and gratitude and devotion in our hearts for them. 

 

     I have wondered sometimes if enough has been said about Father. In some cases, in 

some families, I have known him to be a forgotten man, sort of left out of the picture. Don’t 

let your father feel his only purpose or function in the home is to pay the bills which come 

in so regularly. Be sure he is a part of the family. The third Sunday in June is his day, but 

thoughts of him and kindness to him need not be confined to any day or month. 
 
—By Charles L. Paddock, Our Times, June 1947 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 

 

My Father worketh hitherto 
 

ou are never alone when you are giving all you have to the cause of righteousness. 

Workers in an English factory were amazed to discover one day that their king was 

working alongside them at a lathe and had been, for some time, without being 

recognized. 

 

When the news spread it sent a thrill throughout the entire plant. “The king is working 

with us,” everybody said. 

 

Every Christian has a right to believe that. Our efforts in behalf of right are not the only 

efforts that are being invested in the enterprise. God’s efforts are also going in alongside 

ours. He supplements our labors, supplying what we lack. It’s a partnership we’re in. Jesus 

once said, “My Father worketh hitherto, and I work.” 
 
—By Roy L. Smith, Signs of the Times, November 2, 1954 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 

 

Father’s Day Gift 
 

 gave my father $100 and said, "Buy yourself something that will make your life 

easier." 

 

So he went out and bought a present for my mother. 
 

(from Doc's Daily Chuckle) 
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Father’s Day Card 
 

ather's Day was just around the corner. Mom brought her ten-year-old son, Tyler, 

into the department store and walked him over to the greeting cards section. 

 

"How would you like to pick out a nice card for Dad for Father's Day?" she asked the boy. 

 

"Sure!" he replied. 

 

"OK. You stay here and pick out a nice card for Dad while I shop for a few things," the 

mother instructed. 

 

The boy started looking through cards. About 5 minutes later the mother returned to the 

cards section. Her son had opened up and looked at practically every card in the section. 

 

"Honey, what are you doing?" his mom asked. "Haven't you found a nice card for Dad 

yet?" 

 

"Not yet," Tyler said. 

 

"Aren't these cards nice?" the mother asked, picking up a few. 

 

"They are," Tyler answered, "But I'm looking for one with money in it!" 
(from Doc's Daily Chuckle) 

 

Make Me a Better Parent 
 

eavenly Father, make me a better parent. 

     Teach me to understand my children, to listen patiently to what they have to say, 

and to answer all their questions kindly. 

     Keep me from interrupting or contradicting them. 

     Make me as courteous to them as I would have them be to me. 

     Forbid that I should ever laugh at their mistakes, or resort to ridicule when they 

displease me. 

     Bless me with the bigness to grant them all their reasonable requests and the courage to 

deny them privileges I know will do them harm. 

     Make me fair and just and kind. 

     And fit me, O Lord, to be loved and respected and imitated by my children. 

     Amen. 

 
—Author Unknown, Signs of the Times, August 1987 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 
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I Would Like to Live 
 

  

 would like to live so that if my parents were living, my manner of life would give 

them no reason for undue concern. 

     I would like to live so that my companion would be willing to make the same 

choice she made nearly a half century ago to travel with me the rugged path of life. 

     I would like to live so that my children could truthfully say, “My father never drank; I 

never heard him curse; and I was born in a home of prayer.” 

     I would like to live so that my church could say, “He lives the doctrine he preaches.” 

     I would like to live so that I could discuss with my brother the difference of our creeds, 

in such a spirit that, though we continue to disagree, I would not be offensive to him. 

     I would like so to live that my grocer, my doctor, and banker could say, “His word is as 

good as his bond.” 

     I would like to live so that I would be remembered first in the sadness and sorrows of 

my neighbor’s life as well as the joys of his life. 

     I would like to live so the vilest sinner would feel that in me he has a friend who would 

like to help lift him to higher planes of living. 

     I would like to live so active in life that, when I die, my garden will be green and 

growing, and others will enjoy the fruit of my labors when I am gone. 

 
—By F. H. Harris, Signs of the Times, September 22, 1953 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 

 
 

 

God is Looking 
 

 

he story is told of a father who told his boy to watch while he was stealing corn, 

and to give the word if someone was looking. 

 

After the father had been at his work of stealing for some time, the boy said, “Papa, 

someone is looking.” 

 

The father looked, but saw no one. Then the boy said, “God is looking!” 

 
—By Robert L. Boothby, Signs of the Times, June 11, 1929 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 
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My Father 
 

hen I was 7, I thought—My father is the smartest person in the world. He knows 

everything. 

At 17—My father doesn’t know as much as I thought he did. 

At 21—My father doesn’t know anything, compared to me. 

At 35—My father knew much more than I thought he did. 

At 50—My father was always right. 

 
—Unknown, These Times, June 1971 via the Signs of the Times Newsletter. 

 

 

Football 
 

 man and his four-year-old son were watching a professional football game on TV. 

After a bad play, the father exploded: "Just look at that stupid halfback! He fumbles 

three times, and every time the other team recovers! Why do they let someone like 

that play in the game?" 

 

The little boy thought it over. "Daddy," he said, "maybe it's his ball." 

 
(from Da Mouse Tracks) 

 
 

Poor Dad 
 

 father worked as an accountant for the Air National Guard. Despite a regular 

adequate income he had a "poor" mindset, always unhappy about money matters 

and very vocal about it. 

 

One year at an air show, in a crowd of many close-by people, his daughter looked up at 

him and said, "Dad, what do you do out here?" 

 

He answered with a smile, "I pay the bills." 

 

She looked at him in obvious dismay, looked around, looked back at him, and announced 

(to the delight of all around), "No wonder we're so poor!" 
 

(from Cybersalt Digest) 
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Birthday Present 
 

y father, at age 93, had only the most basic needs and very few wants. Last fall, 

my sister-in-law, hoping to get a little help in choosing a suitable birthday gift for 

him, asked, "Pa, what would you like for your birthday this year?" 

 

"Nothing," he replied. 

 

"But, Pa." she kidded, "that's what we gave you last year." 

 

"Well," he answered, "I'm still using it." 
 

(from Da Mouse Tracks) 

 

Leaving Home 
 

ne night I was tucking my 4-year-old son in to bed and I told him his nightly Bible 

story. 

 

This night it was the story of the prodigal son. We discussed how he had taken his 

inheritance early, left and spent it all on living it up and partying until he had no money 

left and had to work on a pig farm where he couldn't even afford to eat what the pigs ate! 

He remembered his father and went back home to ask for a job and forgiveness. His father 

welcomed him home with much joy! 

 

After we finished the story I asked my son what he learned and he immediately said, 

"Never leave home without your credit card!" 
 

(from Mikey's Funnies) 
 

Generation Gap 
 

uring one "generation gap" quarrel with his parents, young Michael cried, "I want 

excitement, adventure, money, and beautiful women. I'll never find it here at 

home, so I'm leaving. Don't try to stop me!" 

 

With that, he headed toward the door. His father rose and followed close behind. 

 

"Didn't you hear what I said? I don't want you to try to stop me." 

 

"Who's trying to stop you?" replied his father. "If you wait a minute, I'll go with you." 
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A Country Previously Ruled by Cannibals 
 

 

his week, let me continue my story about the beautiful country of Vanuatu. 

 

In the South Pacific, it is in Vanuatu where you can see a tremendous increase in 

baptism which resulted in the expansion and addition of churches, expansion of our 

schools and other facilities. 

 

Vanuatu was a country that was once ruled by cannibals but is now a friendly Christian 

country. The last known incident of ritual cannibalism was in Malakula in 1969 near our 

Aore Adventist Academy in Espiritu Santo Province. 

 

The first Christian missionaries arrived in Vanuatu in 1839. The first two were killed and 

eaten almost immediately after setting foot on Erromango. Because of that incident, the 

churches moved more cautiously by sending dedicated Polynesian teachers. Presbyte- 

rianism soon became the dominant Christian denomination in Vanuatu. Other churches 

followed. The Anglicans arrived in 1860 and the Roman Catholics in 1887.  And the 

Adventist arrived in 1912.  

The first Seventh-day Adventist missionary in Vanuatu. 
By the early 1900 the archipelago was moving rapidly toward joint British and French 

rule. In 1906 the Anglo-French "Condominium" (joint-rule) was created in response to 

German expansionism in the region. After World War II, as white settlers began 

expanding the 30% of the land they already controlled, a nationalistic movement sprang 

up under the leadership of Jimmy Stevens to protect Melanesians' claims to their 

traditional lands. In 1971 Stevens petitioned the UN for Vanuatu's independence. In the  
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Beautiful and scenic beaches at Vaniatu 

 
National Airline of Vanuatu 

 
Port Vila, Capital of Vanuatu 

 

same year, Anglican Minister Walter Lini formed the News Hebrides National Party and 

then independence came in1980.  

 

Adventists in Vanuatu: 
Today there are about 23,000 Seventh-day Adventists in Vanuatu who worship in over 82 

organized churches and operate 9 primary schools and one boarding academy. 

 

In 1912 Elder and Mrs. Calvin Parker came to Vanuatu to teach the Three Angels’ 

Messages.  At that time the Anglicans and the Presbyterians had divided the islands 

between them with the Anglicans working in the north and the Presbyterians the south. 

The Adventist missionaries were not allowed to evangelize the islands. However, the 

Adventist missionaries appealed before the British Commissioner and offered to do 

missionary work among some of those who had not yet been evangelized.   The British 

Commissioner later allowed the Adventists to do missionary work. 

 

The British Commissioner allowed the Adventist missionaries to work on the northern 

island of Atchin – which they knew to be an area with many cannibals. Before the 

Adventist arrived, there were seven Methodist Missionaries that had been killed and eaten 

on a nearby island. They were confident that before long the Adventist Missionaries 

would suffer the same fate. And that is how Elder and Mrs. Parker were assigned to  



 

Atchin Island. 

 

Elder and Mrs. Parker arrived on the island late on Friday afternoon, June 12, 1912, and 

hired some men to help them unload their personal effects from the boat.  It made quite 

an impression on those men when at sundown he sent home those he had hired, 

explaining it was Sabbath and time to worship God. The Parkers worked on Atchin for 

seven years but didn’t have a single baptism. In fact, some church leaders suggested it 

might be better for them to move to another of the New Hebrides islands but instead the 

Parkers decided to return and focus on the children instead of the adults.  They started a 

school program and began to have success with the children. Now we are seeing the 

results of that emphasis. 

 

Today the work of God in this part of the world is increasing. Just yesterday, I went to see 

the building of the Adventist Multi-Purpose Hall which cost a large amount of money. 

This is one of the biggest buildings in the country. Api, the Mission treasurer said, it can 

accommodate 7,000 people. 

 

Beside our new Multi-Purpose Hall is our Epautu Secondary Adventist School. There are 

so many students wanting to enroll but the school could not accommodate all of them. 

This is the reason why the school has kept on building additional classrooms. 

 

 
Epautu Adventist School 

 
Epautu Secondary School 

 
Expansion of Epautu Secondary School 

 
A view inside the construction 



 

 
Teachers at Epautu Secondary School 

 
Students at Epautu Secondary School 

 
Mission’s car gets an identifying sticker 

 

The other year, after the crusade conducted by a New Zealand Adventist pastor, the 

membership in our Adventist churches doubled. Our church members have to sit on the 

ground outside the church building. The Mission is faced with a shortage of churches to 

accommodate the newly baptized brethren. 

 

In Vanuatu, we have some MVC alumni who are now working in the field sharing the 

good news that they learned from MVC. 

 

Vanuatu Mission has appointed a new Health Director, Mrs. Phalguni James, who is 

originally from India but is married to a Vanuatu native, Mr. Albert James. Mrs. James 

graduated from the Adventist University of the Philippines in 2011 with a Bachelor of 

Science in Nursing and in 2013 with a Master of Science in Public Health. She also comes 



with experience in clinical and health community work that she did while training and 

working in the Philippines and Thailand. Before joining the Mission, she worked as a 

volunteer Nurse Educator at the Vanuatu College of Nursing Education and as a Public 

Health Consultant for the Vanuatu Ministry of Health. 

 

Mrs. James replaced Mr. Rennie Ngwele who plans to pursue further studies. Mr. Ngwele 

spent time with Mrs. James, handing over his notes as part of her orientation. Asked about 

her goals for the Health Department, Mrs. James replied, “Establishing Health Promotions 

and Clinics as centers of influence.” She added that if people can take control of their 

health, then their spirituality will be enhanced. 

 

The Mission believes that what has been achieved through Mr. Ngwele will be carried on 

by Mrs. James. The Mission thanks Mr. Ngwele and his family for their dedication and 

commitment to the Mission for the past eight years. 

 

Work at the church's biggest building project, the Multi-Purpose Centre continues. 

Please include in your prayers, the expansion of the work of God in this part of the world. 

Just today, Api the Mission treasurer asked me if I could recommend someone from the 

Philippines to work as church auditor. 

 

Romy Halasan 

Port Vila, Vanuatu  

 

 
(L-R) At Vanuatu:  low tide at Port Vila, children at play, erupting volcano 



 
 
 

Announcements 
 

 1-WEEK MISSION TRIP to Navajo land, Page /Coper-
mine, Arizona.  The sulads will be conducting a 
Vacation Bible School on July 16-22, 2017. Sulads & 
friends welcome to join. (1 ½  months away!) 
 
It has proven to be a heart-warming, life-changing 
experience!  For info: Asher Himbing (in Facebook) 
His email:  sherhim1@gmail.com  

SULAD KAAMULAN in Canada: an Ethnic Cultural 
Festival, Thanksgiving and SULAD Reunion with the 
Gitxsan Nation. Where:  Gitwangak Village in Canada.  
When: August 4-6, 2017  (3 months away!)  
 
All sulads, MVCians and friends are invited.  
For info: Limwel Ramada (reachable in Facebook) 

Email the group at suladscanada@gmail.com 
 

SULAD 50th ANNIVERSARY GRAND REUNION  

(Yes, we’re celebrating a few months early) 

When:  June 24,2018 – July 01,2018 (12 months away) 
Where:  MVC Campus. Bukidnon, Philippines. 
Who: sulad pioneers, new sulads, sulads from all over 
the world and products of the sulad mission schools will 
be there to celebrate God’s goodness, to get spiritually 
recharged, to fellowship with each other, to hear sulad 
reports first hand, and receive continuing education 
training!  Outstanding speakers and trainers. Visits to mission schools. A SULAD FAIR with 
booths and exhibits. Food tasting. Parade of Tribes. Authentic presentation from various 
tribes. Meet new friends. Network with fellow sulads. Cool activities for sulads’ kids.  
So, save the date and plan on being there!  For more info : Joy Caballero-Gadia 
(Facebook) or email: watermankids@yahoo.com   

 

mailto:sherhim1@gmail.com
mailto:suladscanada@gmail.com
mailto:watermankids@yahoo.com


 

Needed: MVC Alumni write-ups (articles) for Junior Devotional 2019 
 

MVC is tasked by the PPH (Philippine Publishing House) to coordinate the making of the Junior 
Devotional for 2019. Inviting alumni around the world to participate in this endeavor.  
 
Guidelines from PPH: 
1. Write in conversational manner. 
2. Write to describe not to prescribe. 
3. Be specific. 
4. Dwell on a single lesson, trait or action. 
5. Have a creative title of not more than six words. 
6. Include the Bible text/passage your story tries to 

point out. Suggested Bible versions: NIV, ESV, NKJV, 
NLT and NASB. 

7. Must be 350 words or less, including the memory 
verse which is indicated below the title of the article. 

8. Include your biodata. 
9. Observe proper citation. 

Contributors whose articles are chosen to be 
included in the devotional will receive Php 
350/article upon the release of the devotional. 
 

    Deadline for submission is on July 2017. 

    Submit articles to sdajuniordevotional2019.ph@gmail.com 
 

Reasons for rejection: 1. Contradicts SDA beliefs and practices. 
2. Misses to emphasize the devotional theme. 
3. Too preachy 
4. Invades other's right to privacy. 
5. Fails to comply with the requirement for the number of words. 
 
Suggested topics to write about: Spiritual matters, family, friends,  
studies, values, health, dating, social concerns, technology, hobbies,  
answered prayers, and nature. 
 

 

 
 

 

2 weeks left before deadline 
Your devotional story is needed 

mailto:sdajuniordevotional2019.ph@gmail.com


  



  

 Alumni Calendar 
When What Where For More Info 

July16-22 SULAD VBS Navajoland Arizona Asher Himbing 
Aug 02-05, 2017 ASI Int’l Convention Houston, TX www.asiministries.org  
Aug 4-6, 2017 Sulads Kaamulan @ Canada Canada suladscanada@gmail.com 
Sept 1-5, 2017 MVCSN Alumni Reunion Cancun Ted Ray Llasos (Facebook) 
Dec 28-31, 2017 GYC  Phoenix, AZ www.gycweb.org  
Jun 24-Jul 1, 2018 SULADS 50th Anniversary 

Grand Reunion  
MVC Campus Joy Caballero-Gadia 

2019  Summer 
(TBD) 

MVCSN Golden Anniversary 
Reunion 

MVC Campus Devaney Bayeta, Pres 
MVCSN Homebase Chapter 

2019 Aug 12-17 Int’l Pathfinder Camporee Oshkosh, WI www.camporee.org  
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This week’s issue of Cyberflashes was by Raylene Ann Rodrigo-Baumgart. Next week’s 

issue will be by Eddie Zamora.  Please direct all entries to her or any of the editors. 
  

NAME:  EMAIL ADDRESS:  
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From The Mailbag 
 

From Joy Caballero-Gadia: 

Dear CF Readers:  When I found out about the terrible typo error in last week's issue of 

CyberFlashes, specifically in the prayer request for Mamang Leonore Gagatam, I was 

devastated and quickly reached out to the family to apologize. I now apologize to the 

readers as well. I could go on and on, sharing with you many beautiful stories of how 

much an inspiration this hard working, dedicated Christian mother is - for that is what 

Mamang is. And it breaks my heart that one mistyped letter – one letter! - changed an 

entire message making it hurtful and untrue. I'm sorry. It was an error in typing and was 

not the intended message.  
 

 

Prayer Request 
 

  
FOR THE CONTINUED HEALING OF:  Pat Caballero, Leonora Gagatam, Jerusalem Era, Ruth Fabella 
& Ellen Fabella (wife and daughter of Dr. Armand T. Fabella), Felix Sareno, Elmer Aguro, Rayelch 
Modillas, Rebecca Antemano, Roxie Pido, Virgie Osita, Pastor Oseas Zamora, Pastor Remelito 
Tabingo and members of the MVC Alumni & Friends who are sick. 
 
COMFORT FOR THE BEREAVED FAMILIES OF:  
JB Mendez, Ronnie Enero, Theodoro Inocellas, Pastor Antonio Dandoy, Vizminda Brion Murcia, 
Asher Ortaleza, Federico Blaza, Araceli Arit, Jovita P. Solis, Wayne Chavit, Nanette Chio, Kerry 
Tortal, Elmore Jornada, Rolly Boniales and other families who recently lost their loved ones. 

 

 
 

There were no outward signs. 15 year old JB had 
an uneventful day at school and his dad picked 
him up at the end of the day. He ate dinner at a 
popular Mexican restaurant and after 3 tacos 
started to throw up. He was rushed to the 
hospital where he later passed away , leaving 
family and friends stunned.  JB was the only son 
of Bonifacio Jr and Josephine Mendez. 
Viewing: Tomorrow, June 17 @2:30PM-3:30PM 
followed by a Memorial service.  Venue: The 
Rock Christian School (where he was a student 
at). Address: 2345 S. Waterman Ave. San 
Bernardino, CA 92408. 

 
JB with his parents, Jo and Jun 

Our sincerest condolence to the family. 



 

Prayer of Thankfulness 
 

  SDA tops the 2017 Philippine Board Exam!   
Praise The Lord!!  Mary Angelie Cardente Cabañez, an Adventist, topped the Philippine Nurses’ 
Board Exam this year!  She is the daughter of former MVC faculty member Eng. Cabañez [sorry we 
don’t have a first name] and the niece of Dennis and Jennifer Cabañez (MVCSN ’95. Savoire Faire)  
This news was shared by Mervin Gagatam (Savoire Faire’95). 

    

     

      

 

 

 



 

Closing Remarks:  “Butterfly Wishes” 
By The Editor 

 

s a world traveler, I have been called a ‘butterfly” flitting from one country to the 

next. And I tried living up to that name by wearing the most colorful dresses just 

so I can have beautiful pictures wherever my family and I will end up as we travel. 

The girls would often say that I am more colorful than the gardens we visit. Sometimes I 

wonder what the butterflies, birds and the bees think of us, human beings. Then I read 

this poem from an anonymous author. 

 

 

Yesterday a butterfly, came floating gently through the sky. 

He soared up through the atmosphere then drifted close enough to hear. 

I said, “I’d love to fly with you and sail around the way you do. 

It looks like it would be such fun to fly up toward the summer sun. 

But I have not your graceful charm, I haven’t wings, just these two arms. 

I’ve been designed to walk around. My human feet must touch the ground. 

 

Then magically he spoke to me and told me what his wish would be. 

He said, “What I’d love most to do, is walk upon God’s Earth with you. 

To squish its mud between my toes or touch my finger to my nose. 

I’d love just once to walk around, with human feet to touch the ground, 

But I have not two legs that swing, I haven’t arms, just these two wings.” 

 

And so we went our separate ways in wonder and surprise. 

For we’d both seen God’s precious gifts through someone else’s eyes. 

~Anonymous Poet 
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HAPPY SABBATH, everyone! 


