
    
need him, even though they can’t 
give him any material things in return. For two or three 
times a week, Ptr. Joven always goes to the mountains to 
visit them and he is the only person I can ask about our 
Aeta friends. He knows them better than anyone. 

As an On-Site Correspondent and being part of the min-
istry of G.O.D. Int’l it is one of my responsibilities to know 
and give some updates.  Within this week I was able to talk 
to Ptr. Joven and ask how they’re doing.  He gave me a few 
updates of the people of Mampweng, and I’m thankful to 
hear anything from the Aeta. 

It was awesome to know that despite the typhoons and 
heavy rains the people of Olongapo experienced these last 
few months, they’re still standing and surviving life’s chal-
lenges. And despite that season, they continue to plant 
fruits, vegetables, root crops and also make charcoal. I also 
heard a sad story that one of the old women in Mamp-
weng just died last week because of sickness and also of 
her old age. As I heard, Aeta people don’t really worry
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about medicine, for they know the herbal plants to use for 
illnesses. In fact, Ptr. Joven says that some of the Aeta are 
being taught to make an herbal soap. But only one thing 
- the ingredients are so expensive like the Caustic Soda. So 
that’s why they keep using the basic herbal plants for any 
sicknesses they experience. These are the kind of people 
that really don’t think of any other material things. They 
are content with what they have, as long as they have food 
everyday on the table to share together. As Ptr. Joven says, 
these people have very simple ways of thinking and simple 
desires: to learn and to survive. The attitude of Aeta that I 
like the most is that they are very industrious, kind hearted 
and out of nothing they are still generous. 

As they continue life in the situation surrounded with rocks 
and mountains, it is really hard for our Aeta friends to live 
and have a normal life. But for them, they’ve been used to 
it and in order to live they need to be strong and be wise. 
They just want food for their everyday life; they struggle too 
much if they don’t have it in a day. 

It’s been 8 months since 
I’ve been with our Aeta 
friends alone, and since 
the month of May with the 
Immersion team. We really 
enjoyed our time that we 
spent with them, for they 
deserve our care. These 
people are very precious and 
wonderful. That’s the reason 
why we keep coming back to 
their place and keep bring-
ing updates because we love 
them. 

For twenty one years of Pastor 
Joven Discartin’s ministry, he has 
never given up on this people. He 
knows the Aeta people really

I’m glad to know that people of Mampweng now have their 
own birth certificates.It is really important for them to have 
it. It is evidence of being a citizen and being part of the soci-
ety. They are no longer cast out or neglected.  And it is also 
good to hear that they no longer struggle to cross rivers if 
they have heavy rains because of the bridges that some 
good citizens made. As Ptr. Joven and I went on with our 
conversation he mentioned to me about the struggle of 
the 55 Aeta students of Annex Elementary School, (Sitio 
Mampweng) because they’re required to buy testing 
materials and Red Cross insurance. The teacher and the 
principal keep bugging Ptr. Joven to pay for it, because 
the students can’t afford. For their parents earn just 
enough for food by selling root crops, charcoal, fruit, 
vegetable and wild veggies in a market twice a week. 
It cost 100php ($2.40 USD) for each student: 60php

             ($1.40  USD) for the testing materials and 40php ($1  
              USD) for the Red Cross insurance. Ptr. Joven shared with 
me his burden that he can’t help them in that matter now. He 
also has his own struggle with his daughter’s school fees. He 
mentioned to me that he doesn’t have any income, it is only 
the Lord providing anything for his family and providing for 
his ministry in Mampweng. He needs prayer for this matter 
for people are looking after him, so that he can do something 
about it. Students of Mampweng really try their best to learn 
and be productive students in the future. 

I truly understand that Ptr. Joven’s ministry is full of sacrifices 
in Mampweng, for he said no one really dares to be a full-
time companion with him in the mountains, for visitation 
every two or three days a week. All of his previous co-workers 
quit going with him for it is very hard and it makes them tired 
to walk, and it is also because he can give no financial matter. 
In this I remember one verse in the bible, Matthew 9:37 “The 
harvest is plentiful, but the workers are few.” 

MAMPWENG TRIBE FIELD UPDATE by Rina Escosura

Rina Escoura and Julie Cox enjoyed spending time with 

the Aeta people during this summer’s Immersion trip. 

ACCOMPLISHMENTS
By Laurie Germeraad Kagay

SLAM
During the week of October 11th-18th, staff members Michael Da-
vis and Britt Edwards led 7 high schoolers and 2 adults to San Juan 
Tecuaco, Guatemala. The team, from Cookeville First Assembly of God 
(Cookeville, TN) participated in house visits, church services, construc-
tion projects, and of course, soccer. They partnered with and were 
hosted by Al and Gail Anderson, full-time missionaries in Guatemala.

During the month of October, SLAM facilitated 10 weekly service proj-
ects for Nashville youth groups, leading over 250 students to serve the 
Nashville area! The Lord continues to provide outlets for us to serve, 
allowing us to develop relationships with both local churches and local 
ministries in need. We are encouraged by the many different denomi-
nations that are willing to come together to meet local needs, and we 
are privileged to lead such events.

Participating Churches: Brentwood Baptist Church, Nashville Church of 
the Nazarene, Antioch United Methodist Church, Christ United Method-
ist Church (Franklin, TN), Cookeville First Assembly of God, Goodlettsville 
Nazarene, Trevecca Community Church, Belle Meade United Methodist, 
Christ UMC (Chattanooga, TN), Beaver Creek Cumberland Presbyterian 
Church (Powell, TN), Ben Davis Christian Church (Indianapolis, IN). 

Ministries Served: Trevecca Towers, Bethany Health & Rehab Center, 
Thrift Smart, Good Samaritan Health & Rehab Center, YMCA Camp Wi-
djiwagon, Feed the Children, Antioch United Methodist Church, Grace M. 
Eaton Childcare, Iglesia Nueva Vida

UnNamed Servant
UnNamed Servant led worship for the Breakaway Youth Conference in 
Des Moines, IA October 31st-November 2nd. Gregg Garner was also the 
main speaker for the event. Iowa has been a great source of encour-
agement to the band, always offering them the most generous form of 
hospitality. Last year, UnNamed Servant even designed a t-shirt that 
says “Iowa loves UnNamed Servant,” because of the lasting bond be-
tween the band and these special Midwesterners. 

Institute
October 23rd-25th was Student Visitation Weekend at the Institute 
for G.O.D. Int’l. 4 students from 3 different states (Oklahoma, Ten-
nessee, and Alabama) sat in on Institute classes, lodged in student 
housing, participated in a community-wide worship and bible study, 
and cheered on our intramural sports teams in their Saturday soccer 
matches. 

PLEASE PRAY  By Brett Logan Madron
UnNamed Servant: November 8th-9th – UnNamed Servant will lead worship at River’s 
Edge Church & Perseverance Youth Conference in Iowa Falls, Iowa.  Please pray for the Lord’s 
blessing on this time. This will be the band’s 4th consecutive year traveling to Iowa Falls, which 
has allowed them to develop strong relationships and encourage those eager to serve the Lord 
in this area. 

East Africa: Ministry partner Erastus Kanjogo has informed us they are starting to receive 
rain in Kenya! Thank you for your prayers! Please continue to pray for northern Kenya as they 
are still experiencing dry weather.  Most of this region of the world depends on farming, and 
therefore rain to provide for their families.  
Other countries affected: Tanzania, Somalia, Ethiopia, Eritrea, Congo, and Sudan.

Guatemala: Please pray for a 19-year old Sergio who is currently suffering from a tumor 
in his brain and is in the hospital awaiting funds in order for the doctors to attempt to remove 
the tumor.  In addition, please pray for three boys named Roni (13), Estuardo (12) and Wilmer 
(9) whose mother is fighting for her life against disease.  Their father is only home 4 days each 
month as he works tirelessly in the city to provide funds for their mother’s medication.  All of 
these young men live in the San Juan Tecuaco area and have relationships with our ministry 
cooperatives Al and Gail Anderson.

balfocus
By Derek Bargatze

Gl
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At 24 years old Rina Escosura is a primary ministry cooperative 
for G.O.D. Int’l’s development work in the Philippines, where she 
lives on the island of Leyte.  She provides consistent updates by 
visiting and ministering among those communities whom we are 
helping to support.  

UnNamed Servant

Kenya: We received news  about the 
father of Reuben and Simon, Macaki, 
who recently passed away. Simon and 
Reuben are students of our organization 
in Kenya. Their father unexpectedly passed 
away at a moment when they thought he was 
recovering. Now they are making the proper preparations 
for the funeral service. In their culture they have a minimum ten day period where family mem-
bers and the entire community come to visit the deceased Macaki and his family. This period 
can be tiresome for the immediate family and is certainly costly. We ask that you remember this 
family in your prayers as they take the coming days to mourn the loss of their father, husband, 
and friend. 



Tara Garner is a Certified Doula and Childbirth 
Educator and has attended a majority of the 27 births 
of our ministry in the past 3 years. She began Nova 
Birth Services which provides doulas, childbirth 
educators, and lactation consultants to mothers 
in need of such support services.  Today she is 
also in the process of developing a Childbirth 
Education and Midwifery program for students 
of the Institute. Since the beginning she has had a 
heart to educate the many immigrants and refugees 
in the Nashville community about childbirth and their 
childbearing rights. Fiorella was the first among many 
immigrants to receive from Tara’s doula and childbirth 
support services.

ThoughtS

BIG.”“God is
By Tara Garner

W hen a  c oup l e 
o f  G.O.D. 

s tudent s  met 
F ior e l la 

sh e  was  t i r ed , 
b ig-be l l i ed  and 

9  month s
pr egnant .  

She  had  be en 
s l e ep ing  a t 

w ork  o ve r night 
be cau s e  sh e 
had  no  r ide 

home  and  was 
ea t ing  on ly  one 

mea l  a  day .  
The  s tudent s 
r ea l ized  the 

urgency  o f  h e r 
s i tuat i on  and 

that ’s  when 
the y  in t r oduc ed 

he r  to  me .

J
Here  she  was  th i s  t imid  g i r l 
in  a  f o r e ign  land, amongs t 
an  unfami l iar  peop l e  and 
language  l e f t  to  c on s ide r 

the  r e spons ib i l i t y  o f  a  l i t t l e 
l i f e  g r owing  in s ide  o f  h e r.   
Be caus e  I ’ve  l ear ned  that 
f ear  i s  th e  enemy  o f  th e 

b i r th ing  r oom, wi th  a l l  my 
hear t  I  wanted  to  in s t i l l  in 
he r  a  c on f idenc e  to  be l i eve 

in  he r s e l f  and  how God 
de s igned  he r  body  to  b i r th .   

Fiorella and Anyeline, immediately after birth. 

Tara Garner and Anyeline...

Fiorella and Anyeline today...

The  immig rant  i s  no t  f o rgo t ten 
by  God  and  the  peop l e  o f  God  ar e 

r e spons ib l e  to  s e e  tha t  the y  ar e 
r emember ed  and  va lued .    

God was  s o  b ig  that  day  and  ye t 
in  a l l  o f  Hi s  g randeur  cho s e  to 

mee t  wi th  a  young, abus ed , unw ed, 
inexpe r i en c ed  g i r l ,  who  was  having  a 

baby  on  he r  own. 

“

“

 ust two weeks after 18-year-old Fiorella 
                   courageously left her home in Peru to come to 
            the United States in search of a better life, she 
learned she was pregnant. She left behind in Peru a 
broken childhood of abuse, neglect and abandonment, 
a dear grandmother who had become her “mom”, and 
her boyfriend.  
     Here she was this timid girl in a foreign land, amongst 
an unfamiliar people and language left to consider the 
responsibility of a little life growing inside of her.   Cry-
ing herself to sleep night after night was all she could do 
at the thought of becoming a mom, all alone, here in a 
strange land.  She had no idea what she was going to do 
or how she was supposed to do it.  She didn’t even know 
where to begin, let alone who to ask for help.  She was 
desperate.  She was beyond scared.
     She found work at a popular local hotel washing 
dishes and dumping trash.  She spent her entire preg-
nancy handling waste - other people’s waste - an over 
abundance of American waste.  She would stand for 10 
hour shifts not allowed to take as much as a 5 minute 
break, to rest her legs and nourish herself and the baby 
within her.
     When a couple G.O.D. students met Fiorella she was 
tired, big bellied and 9 months pregnant.  She had been 
sleeping at work overnight because she had no ride to 
get home and was eating only one meal a day.  Women 
of average weight require an extra 300 calories each day 
in pregnancy.  This totals about 1,900 to 2,500 calories a 
day.  Underweight women require even more than that.  
Which category do you think Fiorella fell under?  She 
wasn’t even getting a non-pregnant woman’s worth of 
caloric needs.  She wasn’t even getting as many calories 

as my 5-year old daughter gets in a day.  The students re-
alized the urgency of her situation and that’s when they 
introduced her to me.
     Just days before I knew anything about Fiorella, God 
had spoken to my heart the word, “adoption” repeatedly 
over a 24-hour period.  At the time Gregg was in Uganda 
ministering with our immersion 
team. He told me that God was 
speaking the same thing to Him, 
but not concerning adoption in 
general but specifically concern-
ing Gregg and I.  We were oceans 
apart and God was speaking to us 
the same word, at the same time?  
We both knew something BIG was 
about to happen.
     When I met Fiorella, she was 
three weeks away from giving 
birth.   Upon hearing her story in 
her own words, I was instantly 
broken over the reality of what life 
had become for her.  This pursuit of 
the “American Dream” landed her 
at a minimum wage 70-hour workweek job that caused 
her to get sick often from perpetually handling so many 
germs and trash.  Dream?  She was living no dream.  She 
was overworked, underfed, sleep deprived, about to give 
birth and barely surviving it all amidst a culture that re-
fused to value her baby and her as human beings. With a 
baby on the way, the cost of living and “life” as she knew 
it was about to become more difficult than she had ever 
imagined.  This was a nightmare.
     She had no friends, no support, no knowledge about 

birth, no understanding of babies, nor a mother figure 
to look to for support or advice. Outside of her personal 
experience, she knew nothing about pregnancy and as 
far as being prepared for birth all she could tell me was, “I 
scared.”   Her fears were not merely concerning the birth 
of the baby, but more so all that would follow after the 

birth.  She was scared out of 
her mind to become a mom, 
the only caregiver of a tiny, 
helpless and needy human 
being. 
     On one occasion, in broken 
English, she expressed to me 
that what she feared more 
than the pain of childbirth 
was the thought of them try-
ing to stick her with any nee-
dle whatsoever.  She feared 
being taken advantage of 
by the system because of the 
language barrier.   She feared 
them doing things to her 
that they might make her 

pay money for later.   She feared signing consent papers, 
machines that went ‘beep’ and being alone in an unfa-
miliar environment.
     From statements like this, I knew the task of birth-
ing, which was quickly approaching, was going to be a 
horrific experience for her unless she released some of 
these fears.  Because I’ve learned that fear is the enemy 
of the birthing room, with all my heart I wanted to instill 
in Fiorella a confidence to believe in herself and how God 
designed her body to birth.   

     In my broken Spanish I attempted to encourage her 
through a crash course childbirth education that covered 
the basics of childbirth, her legal childbearing rights, and 
the importance of relaxing and accepting the process. To-
gether we formulated a typed out birth plan that helped 
her voice her desires for the birth to her caregivers.  She 
felt really good about that.
     We watched birth videos together and her eyes were as 
huge as saucers as she witnessed the normal sights and 
sounds of other women birthing their babies. I realized 
that no preparation or childbirth education from me was 
going to give her the confidence she needed in herself 
to be a good mom like the experience of the birth itself 
would. I knew that was what she needed for a successful 
start. It would become her rite of passage into mother-
hood, intended by the Creator Himself, as she labored 
and felt her baby pass through her pelvis right out of her 
frail body and into her arms.    
     I committed to be at Fio’s side during the birth, and 
this alone seemed to ease much fear or take the edge off 
anyway.  I wasn’t about to let her be alone in the hardest 
work of her life - no woman in birth ever should be.  I 
attended the birth as her advocate, her doula, and most 
importantly her friend. She also had an acquaintance 
she knew from work attend the birth to serve as her in-
terpreter as well as two G.O.D. students who were com-
pelled to help her feel surrounded by support in birth.
     The birth itself was quite the marathon for Fio, lasting 
over the span of 30 hours.   It required so much strength 
and concentration for her not to resist the intense work 

of her contractions.  For the last 15 hours of her labor 
until the birth itself, every contraction seemed to storm 
through her body like a train.  As soon as she felt a con-
traction beginning she would gasp for air as if her breath 
was being violently stolen right from her chest.  Her eyes 
would fly open to their widest capacity signaling sheer 
terror from what she was feeling.  Regardless of the pre-
vious contraction and how she knew it made her body to 
feel, the following contraction would shock her just as 
much and throw her body into the arms of one of us sup-
porting her.  Then she would desperately reach out for a 
hand to hold.
     She was without a doubt the most fear-ridden woman 
I have ever attended in birth, yet the entire time I was 
compelled by her fear and pain. Because it’s not hard to 
imagine the fear you would experience in having an un-
planned baby as a teenager in a place that doesn’t speak 
your language, and in a country that values their systems 
and routine procedures more than the human beings 
they were intended to serve.
     There were moments where she would squeeze my 
hand so tightly that I honestly believed that some of 
the tiny bones in my hand and fingers were going to 
break.  The stronger the contraction got, the harder she 
squeezed.  As my hand was being crushed she’d cried out, 
“Tara no puedo, no puedo!” (“I can’t, I can’t!).  Then she 
asked me, “do you remember the pain, and how hard it 
was?”  I reassured her that yes, I remembered and yes it 
was hard, and yes she was doing it!  The faith that she put 
in my words and in me was overwhelming and moved 
me to tears.  Here I was, a near stranger to her, and my 
simple presence and touch gave her just what she need-
ed to scale the highest mountain she’d ever climbed.  Her 
childlike trust in me also spoke to me the reality that she 
really had no one else.
     In moments where I didn’t know how else to help her 
or comfort her, or know what else to say with the little 
Spanish I knew, I felt God move me to sing in Spanish.  
I’m not sure who those songs helped more, her or me, 
but I felt almost as desperate as she was for God to help 
her.  I knew He was all she had.  Through a few intense 
contractions she’d cry out to God that she needed Him 
and asked Him to help her, and He would.  It was beauti-
ful.   
     Like many women in birth, once Fio started to push her 
baby out her attitude transformed from desperate to de-
termined.   As worn out as she was and still scared of the 
uncertainty that lied ahead of her in those last few mo-

ments of birth, she stopped pushing and looked at me as 
I held her leg back and with this candidly confident smile 
that I will never forget she said, “Tara, God is big.  God is 
big.”  Instantly my eyes flooded with tears, and my heart 
flooded with the presence of God. I smiled back at her and 
said, “He is.  He is so big.”  With her three simple words, my 
life was changed.  God was so big that day and yet in all 
of His grandeur he chose to meet with a young abused, 
unwed girl, who was having a baby on her own.

     He was with us in that birthing room and I felt anew 
His heart for the immigrant: the foreigner who is simply 
lost or ignored in the shuffle of an affluent life.  The im-
migrant is not forgotten by God and therefore the people 
of God are responsible to see that they are remembered 
and valued.  God was so big that day.  Big for the precious 
new life He helped usher in and had a purpose for.   Big for 
the way He strengthened Fio to labor through the sheer 
fear of the unknown.  Big for connecting all of us as one 
family through the powerful experience of human need.  
He was big for all the reasons He brought Fiorella into my 
life.  Today she and her beautiful daughter Angeline live 
with Gregg and I. Since we have adopted this precious 
family, God is with us every day and continues to show 
Himself so big!


