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Henry French, a missionary whose mission field was to the Navajo Nation at Window Rock, Arizona, made his annual stop at the churches in Arizona that made him part of their mission program. One Sunday evening at a church in Chandler, Arizona, he was invited to talk about what he was doing, show his slides of the people who became Christians, and afterwards had something important to ask.

“Ladies and Gentlemen, some of the newly converted parents would like their children to leave the Reservation to learn from Christians. This will only be during the summer, however. If you would like to participate, please see me after the services.”

A short time later, a married couple, who already had two elementary age children of their own, approached Pastor French after the services. The husband said, “Pastor, I’m Mike Harris, and this is my wife, Sarah. We would be honored to take in one of the young people for the summer. How do we go about doing that?”

“Are you sure about your decision?” asked French.

“Very much so, Pastor. You see, I have had a desire for a very long time to be a missionary to our Native American neighbors and bring them the Good News of Christ, but circumstances haven’t allowed me to. My husband and I have talked and prayed about something like this for a while, and we would like to take one of the young people in. Can we do that?” asked Sarah.

“If you feel like God has led you to do this, then who am I to stand in your way? I will put your names on my list and when I return in three weeks, you and the others will get to meet the young people you’ll get to take in. Thank you for being interested,”

“Thank you for letting us have this opportunity. God bless you, Pastor French.” The Harris’ shook hands with French, then walked away, and went home.

Pastor French went back to the Navajo Reservation with the names of fifteen families from that particular church who wanted to take in young Navajos for the summer. At his small church on the Reservation, he said to the parents, “I have great news. Thirty-five families in the Valley have decided to open their homes to your children for the summer. I told them I would return in three weeks, so now would be the best time to prepare your children to leave,”

“How will we know if our children are safe?” asked one concerned parent.

“You’re free to e-mail them any time you wish. If any of you have desktop or laptop computers with video, I would think they’d allow you to speak to your children any time you wanted. Within reason, of course. There’s nothing to worry about, this is in God’s hands.”

Three weeks later, thirty-five Navajo children boarded a bus that would take them to various churches in the Valley of the Sun. One boy was Jonathon Tsosie. He was ten years old, the youngest in his family, but already had some anger issues for a boy his age. His parents, although not Christians, wanted him to have the same chance as the other children, so they decided to enter him into Pastor French’s program. His parents thought Jonathon needed to get away from the gangs that tried to recruit kids his age, and what better way to do that than to send him to a Christian family in the Phoenix area.

“I don’t want to go!” complained Jonathon.

“It’ll be good for you. You can see your friends when you return,” his mom said.

“Promise?”

“I promise. Can you get on the bus and behave like a good boy?”

“Yeah. I love you,”

“Love you too.” She hugged Jonathon and kissed him on the forehead. He got on the bus, sat in the middle, and waved at his mom when she waved at him as the bus drove away.

Later that day, the bus drove up to the church in Chandler, as the Harris’ and other families were waiting for the children to arrive. The bus stopped, Pastor French helped the children out of the bus, and they went inside to the auditorium so they go home with their adopted families. The Pastor introduced Jonathon to the Harris family, “Jonathon, this is the Harris family. You’ll be staying with them for the summer,”

“Hi,” he shyly answered.

“Hi Jonathon. I’m Sarah, this is my husband Mike, and my two boys, Ryan and Peter. How was your trip here?”

“Fine. Kinda boring,”

“He doesn’t talk much, does he?” Mike asked Pastor French.

“He does, he just hasn’t been around many strangers. He’ll get used to you in no time at all,”

“Want to go home with us?” Sarah asked with a smile on her face.

“I guess,” shrugged the young Navajo.

“Come on, you’ll have fun!” exclaimed Ryan.

“If you say so.”

The Harris family got into their car with Jonathon and drove home. At their home, Sarah showed Jonathon where he would sleep - in their guest bedroom. Jonathon was astonished, “I get my own room?”

“Yes, of course. Don’t you have that where you live?”

“Nope. I had to sleep in the same room as my brothers and sister. At the boarding school, all us boys had to sleep in bunk beds. It was crowded. This is cool!” He went over to the bed, plopped on it, and said, “And this bed is really soft. Thank you, Mrs. Harris for letting me have my own room,”

“You’re welcome. Whenever you want, you can play video games with my boys in their room. We’re going to have dinner in two hours, so I’ll call you when we’re ready to eat. Ok?”

“Ok.” Jonathon said as he explored his room and Sarah left to make dinner.

Jonathon found Ryan and Peter playing a game, so he quietly watched them play for a while. Suddenly, Peter, who was the youngest and six years old, started coughing and wheezing. Ryan, who’s the same age as Jonathon, knowing what was happening, got up, went to the bathroom, and came back with an inhaler. Peter took a couple of puffs from the inhaler and settled back down a few minutes later. Jonathon asked, “What’s wrong with him?”

“He’s got asthma. He has to take medication to stop it from bothering him. The inhaler works really well and it stops his coughing and wheezing. Sometimes, he has to go to the hospital though,”

“Why?”

“I guess because the doctor sometimes gives him the wrong medicine and he gets a bad reaction. Other times, it’s because he gets pneumonia, which can be really bad, so Mom and Dad take him to the hospital so he can get better, and then he does get better and comes home. He doesn’t get to play outside very often, because he’s allergic to a lot of stuff outside. So, we play video games,”

“Can I play?”

“Yeah, when we’re finished. We’re playin’ Madden in two players and I’m winnin’ so far. What do you like to play?”

“I don’t got video games, because my parents can’t really afford it,”

“That stinks. If you want, I can teach you to play later,”

“Ok.”

An hour later, the
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