© 2015 by TGS International, a wholly owned
subsidiary of Christian Aid Ministries, Berlin, Ohio.
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be used, reproduced, or
stored in any retrieval system, in any form or by any means, electronic
or mechanical, without written permission from the publisher except
for brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.
ISBN: 978-1-941213-69-8
Cover design and layout: Teresa Sommers
Printed in the USA
Published by:
TGS International
P.O. Box 355
Berlin, Ohio 44610 USA
Phone: 330-893-4828
Fax: 330-893-2305
www.tgsinternational.com
TGS001027

IV

Publisher’s Note:

The stories told in this book are based on true-life experiences
in the lives of the main characters. However, at times, happenings have
been combined, dialogue has been altered, and sequence rearranged in
the telling of these stories. For security reasons, the names of some characters, organizations, and locations have been changed.
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Introduction

The road between the bus stand and our apartment swarmed
with the normal combination of trucks, buses, rickshaws, cattle, and
people. It was late forenoon, and my wife and I were returning from the
market with plans to attend a Bengali wedding in the next hour. Suddenly a rickshaw swerved off the road in front of us and a man jumped off.
I quickly observed that something unusual had happened or was about
to happen.
Excitedly, the man extended his hand to us and exclaimed, “I need
blood!” I was thankful it wasn’t dark. After all, this was Bangladesh, and
this fellow was a total stranger. “My wife had a baby, and they had to make
this big cut,” he demonstrated. “She’s lost blood and needs some now. The
baby is doing fine, but my wife may die if I don’t get blood soon.”
“What kind do you need?” I asked.
“Type O positive,” he replied as the urgency in his demeanor intensified.
“Mine is red, and I know it’s good, but I don’t know what type I have.”
The man shifted nervously from one foot to the other as I searched for
a phone number. Thankfully, our mission team leader was within reach.
“Is there anyone on our team with type O positive blood?”
Brian wasn’t sure but suggested I call Lydia, one of the teachers.
“I have the right kind,” Lydia replied in answer to my query.
“Would you like to give some of your life away?” I asked. “The mother
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of a newborn baby girl has been hemorrhaging and needs blood.”
Lydia’s answer was confident. “I will give her blood.”
“Where are you now?”
“I’m walking toward the apartment with two other team girls.”
“We’ll be there soon,” I assured her.
My wife and I joined the man on the rickshaw and went to find Lydia.
The man was happy to meet her and invited her to hop onto the already
crowded conveyance. We stopped briefly to see the mother. By her side lay
a lovely little girl with coal black curls and eyes like miniature chocolate
mint patties. Introductions were brief. There was no time for delay. The
donor gave her blood, and a precious life was spared.

The world is crying for life. The great Blood Donor who came from the
heart of Father God continues to call people from every kindred, people,
tongue, and nation to experience the ultimate blood transfusion and be
redeemed.
We are living in an era of unprecedented opportunity to reach the world
with the love of Jesus. Cyclones, earthquakes, and tsunamis are breaking
barred doors and calling attention to a sovereign God.
The work of God’s children is to show forth the glorious presence of God
and wear the face of Jesus in a way that draws people into His kingdom.
They are called to make the Lord Jesus visible, intelligible, and desirable
to all people. All men need to know Christ, and it is our opportunity and
duty to take that knowledge to them. Perhaps you are the one whom God
wants to use to point the next seeker to the ultimate sacrifice of Jesus’
blood and the gift of eternal life.
If the heart of the Father toward a broken world doesn’t kindle the fire
of compassion in our hearts, perhaps our wood is wet. The purpose of this
story is to encourage cooperation with God so that His kingdom might
be extended and His name glorified.
Walking on the water with God requires getting out of the boat. We
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began this journey on the water with voluntary service experiences in our
youth. Later, we were called to ministry as a family. During those years,
we felt a growing interest in international missions. As our children grew
up and moved on to lives of their own, doors opened for us to transition to various international crisis projects. While our present focus is in
Bangladesh, our future is in God’s hands and we are convinced that there
is more to be done for the kingdom of God.
—Reuben Yoder
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Young Men
Dream Dreams
Young men dream many dreams. The world is before them,
and they want to go see it. They peer around bends in the road and climb
hills, looking ahead, thinking, There’s got to be more.
Reuben Yoder may or may not have thought of himself as seeing
the world the day he was ordered off the bus with a rabble of youth in
Minneapolis. Certainly this wasn’t what he had thought he would be seeing. He observed the gigantic warehouse, stolidly awaiting the droves of
young men about to be regimented in her echoing spaces. Reuben sized
up the place as he joined the crowd filing through the pickets to toe the
yellow dotted lines marked on the concrete.
It was 1969, and the Vietnam War was sweeping the fit men of America
into its ranks. The year was young, just March. Although the Communist
ranks had suffered crippling losses during the Tet Offensive and peace
talks had begun earlier, Nixon had yet to announce that American troops
would begin to withdraw from the man-eating conflict. The war was old
and infuriating to the American homeland. They were tired of war. Their
men had been going overseas for years, many of them never to return. But
the draft was still in effect, and Reuben had been drafted.
Raised on a farm in Minnesota by Mennonite parents, Reuben figured
he’d be a farmer someday. At eighteen, he was tall and lean, used to working hard. Growing up in a home where a meager farm income had been
13

There’s Got to Be More

stretched to meet the needs of eight children had taught Reuben to make
do with what he had and think around the hard places. The government,
however, couldn’t be improvised around, and drafts couldn’t be vaulted
over. There had been no choice but to come to Minneapolis.
Upon arrival, Reuben was assigned a tiny room with another young
man. There was only one double bed. Reuben didn’t know much about
hippies, but by the looks of it, his roommate was one. Jude was gaunt and
longhaired, disposed to be friendly.
“Let’s go out,” Jude suggested, so Reuben joined him for a walk. It was a
quiet walk. Reuben watched the tops of the bare trees against the spring
evening and looked the grounds over, curious about his present predicament, and his future. When they reached the entrance of their sprawling
complex, Jude wanted to go farther, in the mood for a movie.
“No, thanks,” Reuben said. “I’ll just go back to the room. May I have
the key?”
“Okay!” Jude replied, peeved. “But you’d better unlock the door when
I get back.”
“I’ll unlock it,” Reuben told him.
Reuben went back to the stuffy room. Since there was nothing to do, he
crawled into bed and fell asleep.
It was midnight when he roused to the sound of someone beating down
the door. “Wait!” Reuben hollered. He rolled out to unlock the door, eyes dull
with sleep. Jude brushed by him into the room and knelt down by his pack.
Reuben dropped back into bed, but sleep had fled. He lay there in the
dark, listening to his roommate muttering and tossing items around.
Eventually Jude must have found what he wanted. A match scratched,
and thick cigarette smoke filtered under the blankets and permeated the
air. Jude stretched out on the bed and set an ashtray on his chest. Reuben
stirred ever so slightly, and his roommate’s breathing stopped. Then it
began again.
“You awake?” the gravelly voice inquired.
Reuben sat up, glaring into the darkness, and moved to the edge of the
bed. “Yes.”
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“You a Mennonite?”
“Yes.”
“So you what . . . live next to the earth, grew up on a farm milking cows,
walked to school, can ride any animal in sight?”
Reuben thought Jude was going a little far, but he only replied, “Yes.”
His voice choked on the cigarette smoke. A brief silence followed, and he
waited, his muscles tense. The abrupt end to his slumber had his adrenaline racing.
“Hmm . . .” the voice murmured from the darkness. Reuben wasn’t normally a fearful person, but he would have given a lot to see the morning.
This was getting eerie. Frozen, he sat on the bed. For some reason, at that
unhandy moment, he was wondering about this man’s soul. Movies and
cigarettes and long hair. This man is not saved, Reuben guessed. I wonder
what Christ would have said to him.
Whatever Christ would have said, Reuben was reluctant to pursue Jude
further at the moment. He felt far outside his boundaries of comfort. Were
hippies ever violent? Only when they needed a cigarette?
“Hmm . . .” Jude murmured again. “We’re kind of alike, you and me.
Big family?”
“Yes.”
“I have three brothers. Yeah, we’re a lot alike.”
Reuben disagreed, but he only said, “You want to open the window?”
“Sure.” Jude rose from the bed, and Reuben spied his shadow as it moved
by the glass. The hippie leaned out the window, smoking like a chimney.
Most of the smoke drifted back into the room on the night breeze.
“I come from the hills of Missouri,” Jude remarked, “but I was born
in Los Angeles. Still go there sometimes, but I’m a country boy. Like the
country. You can breathe there. It’s nice there are places like that. Goin’ back
as soon as possible. This war business lacks, man. You and I don’t wanna
be in it. Makes a man wonder what he’s made for. Maybe you know . . .”
The statement hung in the air.
After a while Reuben answered, “Well, there are important things like God
and family and love and truth . . .” It sounded weak even to Reuben’s ears.
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“Wonder what’s gonna last. What’ll be important later, after we’re dead.”
This was said so softly that Reuben strained to hear Jude’s words.
“Yes.” Reuben wasn’t prepared to debate that. A man needed to face
those things, but it was a mighty personal subject to jump into without
knowing the man’s background.
The next morning Reuben found himself tromping through shuffling
lines of men stripped to their shorts and shoes, toting bags with their belongings, standing in line to get their physicals. They were shoved along
queues past holes in the glass. Hands shot out from the holes to grab
Reuben’s arm. A needle pinched his vein, and vials filled with blood. It
was a system, and Reuben didn’t resist it.
Looking about him occasionally, Reuben reflected on all the men around
him—men of different ages, backgrounds, and life experiences. Perhaps,
like him, they had thought they knew what the future held. Maybe they
had jobs they were really good at, but when their country had called, there
they were. That kind of summons couldn’t be ignored. No one argued.
Maybe they didn’t come willingly, but after all, something higher than
their own plans had demanded their attention.
Reuben figured it would soon get interesting when he started to explain his higher calling. With his conservative Anabaptist perspective of
Christianity, he could not take part in war. Conscientious objectors were
not unheard of in the 1960s, but they were uncommon. Reuben had a
suspicion that his beliefs would be subjected to heavy scrutiny.

After the experience in Minneapolis, Reuben returned to farm life,
and several weeks passed until the draft board notified him of the results
of his physical. Of course, he had passed. Reuben’s health, always good,
had been fostered to brawn by his next-to-earth upbringing. He made an
appointment with the county draft board, and standing before them, he
explained that he valued human life and could not participate in war. He
told the board that rather, he was willing to serve his country in ways that
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would benefit his fellow humans.
Then Reuben sat down and clenched his hands. He was nervous. He
couldn’t help it. There were all sorts of misunderstandings in these cases.
What if he hadn’t explained clearly enough?
However, the board said little about his position. They allowed him to
file as a conscientious objector and take the routine steps. Finding a place
to do voluntary service was up to Reuben.
Not long after this, Abe Schwartz, director of River Forest Nursing Home
in Michigan, visited Reuben’s community of Grove City on a speaking tour.
He stopped by Reuben’s home one evening, and Reuben and Abe talked
over the backs of the milk cows. Abe, a small man with a lot of gray hair,
displayed a zeal for getting folks to work at his nursing home.
“You ought to come,” Abe urged.
Reuben remained silent for a bit, not ready to get anyone’s hopes up. He
thought it over, though, and began to see it as a possibility. He did need a
place to do his voluntary service. He didn’t really have a particular place
or nursing home in mind, but he was willing to consider the idea.
“It would be an excellent thing to have on your résumé in case you get
drafted,” Abe continued.
Abe had nailed the crux of the matter without knowing it. “I have been
drafted,” Reuben admitted. “What would I do there?” He knew how to
milk cows. He didn’t know how to take care of old people.
Reuben accepted Abe’s invitation, but he didn’t end up taking care of old
people. He spent fifteen months working in the kitchen, making salads and
rotating as dining room attendant. He set the tables, cleaned the floors,
and became second cook. He could think of worse jobs to do in a nursing
home than chopping lettuce, and the kitchen served as a gathering place
for the staff. The nurse’s aides were always hungry, and that was how Mary
Ann tripped into his world, her dark eyes snapping and glowing with life.
Reuben had met Mary Ann before. She had traveled from her
Pennsylvania home with three of her friends the previous summer to
attend a wedding in Minnesota. His parents had offered the four girls
lodging, and they had stayed with Reuben’s family for a few days. Their
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Lancaster County upbringing provided glimpses of another world to
Reuben, who had been mostly confined to Minnesota. The girls had enjoyed each other’s company and the later hours of the night. Through a
thin wall, Reuben and his brothers had listened silently to their merriment
and tried to sleep.
Reuben spent two years at River Forest, and Mary Ann spent sixteen
months there during his term, volunteering as a nurse’s aide. Mary Ann
thought of Reuben as her brother. They were good friends.
After Reuben’s term of service ended, a winter or so passed before a wedding of two River Forest colleagues drew a group of former nursing home
staff to Iowa. Reuben and Mary Ann served guests together at the wedding.
By the time the wedding was over, enough had occurred to convince
Reuben that the time had come. The next line was his, and he was determined to say it. The Sunday after the wedding, he sat with his friends,
fidgeting. The atmosphere at the fellowship meal began to annoy him.
He wanted out, he wanted fresh air, and he wanted something to happen.
All afternoon Mary Ann had been with her girlfriends, laughing and
enjoying herself. Reuben had not had so much as a chance to speak to
her. Soon she and her friend would be leaving for Pennsylvania, and he
had no idea when he would see her again.
Then, without warning, she was going for her coat.
Pennsylvania! Prodded by that thought, Reuben stood to follow Mary
Ann as she and her friend, Carol Dean, were leaving the big lunchroom.
Young people’s heads swiveled in surprise at his abrupt departure, but he
didn’t give them a backward glance.
Carol Dean saw him coming first and nudged Mary Ann. Reuben noticed, and he also thought Carol Dean looked surprised. Mary Ann only
reached for her coat, bestowing a small smile upon him. Reuben took the
bags the girls had bent to pick up. Mary Ann was such a little bird-like
girl, but her eyes were as bright as a chipmunk’s.
The three young people sauntered out into the golden sunshine of the
winter afternoon. Reuben hoped Carol Dean would get the point, and soon
enough, she recollected something she had left somewhere and traipsed off.
18

Young Men Dream Dreams

Carol Dean was a smart girl, and Reuben silently wished her well as Mary
Ann chattered on about the weekend and the drive back to Pennsylvania.
They stood by the car, parked by a windbreak of evergreens.
There by the car, with a robin hopping about on the sidewalk and the
branches waving above them in an endless dance, Reuben told Mary Ann
of his wishes and dreams, struggling to keep from laying out to her all the
reasons why she should become his girlfriend. He had plenty of reasons,
and they were all lined up, but Reuben knew it would take more than the
right words to make Mary Ann say yes.
It happened that Mary Ann would say yes, but it took her long enough
to tell him. Those dark eyes popped and crackled with life, but standing
there by the car, all she would say was that she would let him know in a
few weeks. She would write him a letter.
Several weeks passed before Mary Ann felt it was time to respond, expressing in prim words that she, too, felt that there could be a future
together for the two of them.
Five months passed, and the summer had aged before they saw each
other again. Mary Ann made a trip to Montana to care for an elderly
Amish lady and stopped in to see Reuben. There on the Minnesota farm,
time snapped out of its lethargy. Two months later, Reuben asked Mary
Ann to marry him. She said yes.
By the time he had begun angling for Mary Ann’s friendship, Reuben
had acquired a small farm close to where he grew up. It was a nice piece of
land, but the house on it was an old Sears & Roebuck modular home. The
kitchen had a porcelain sink in the corner where the door opened onto
the rickety porch. The stairs housed a toilet underneath, but no shower,
and the old ceiling was built high above the floor. An electrical wire ran
down one of the walls. With a marker, Reuben had written on the wall by
the wire, “Happiness is being content.”
Reuben introduced the house and Mary Ann to each other when she
came to visit again that winter before their marriage. The drifts on the
south side of the tree windbreak glared in the windows of the upper floor
as they clambered about the house. It had been a phenomenally hard
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winter, even for Minnesota.
The Yoder farm was just inside the northern tip of the Corn Belt. It was
corn and hog country, but the killing frost had come in early September,
and the corn and soybeans had frozen where they languished in late summer ripeness.
Reuben had been worried about the contrast between Mary Ann’s
manicured Lancaster home and his Sears & Roebuck modular on the
Minnesota farm.
“I’ll live anywhere with you, Reuben,” Mary Ann said. “Even in a mud
hut—as long as we’re together.”
Reuben grinned down at her. “That’s all that matters.”
This became their life. Together they would do everything. They returned
from their honeymoon in the spring of 1975 to find three feet of water in
their cellar from melting snowdrifts around the house. The only thing to
do was to put on their boots and get to work.
Spring on the farm demanded all of their energy. From morning till night
they tackled the work together, and together they made it fun. Wherever
Reuben was, Mary Ann was right beside him. They tilled and planted
and harvested, nurturing live plants from dormant seeds, breaking crusty
ground into fertile soil.
They converted the ancient chicken house into a delivery room for the
sows. The first batch of piglets astounded them. Their sows birthed one
hundred forty-six babies within forty-eight hours, and Mary Ann’s tiny
hands served as forceps in the difficult deliveries.
When Mary Ann was expecting their first baby, the farm work and a
handful of crackers seemed to be the best cure for the sickness she felt. She
rose early in the morning to go out to the barn, preferring the cold fresh air.
Darrell was born, and then Darlene. For five years the crops yielded
substantial harvest, but good crops meant good fodder for the pigs—not
necessarily cash. It paid better to feed their corn to the pigs and market
them than to sell the corn as a cash crop. During this time, they poured
all their resources into developing their herd of hogs.
Little could daunt Reuben, and Mary Ann’s enthusiasm added life to
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his determination.
“Is it doable?” Reuben would ask. “If it is, then let’s do it.” Together they
shouldered the load. With a work ethic handed down through generations,
with the vision of pioneers, the strategy of conquerors, and the faith of
prophets, the world was at their fingertips. What couldn’t they do? With
God at the helm, what couldn’t they survive? But there were limits, as they
began to find out.
A step forward usually meant a step backward, and major losses kept
their dreams and plans tuned to reality. A hailstorm destroyed some of
the soybean crop, and a virus, sweeping through the community, claimed
nearly a hundred piglets. One night some ornery neighbor boys opened
the gates of three wagons of shelled corn, dumping the corn out onto the
gravel drive. Only parts of the loads were recoverable.
Then one day a pink slip arrived from the bank for an overdraft, and
for the rest of that day they worked soberly, not calling back and forth to
each other as usual. Finally, at the end of the day, Reuben caught Mary
Ann by the hand and tugged her out into the woods where they went to
escape sometimes. They rested together underneath the boughs of the
oaks, leaning against the rough bark that scratched their arms.
“What do we do?” they asked each other. “Where do we go?” The crops
weren’t ready to harvest yet. They stood together, silhouetted against the
darkening glow of the west. Time passed before Mary Ann stirred, “Dear,
we need to remember God.”
Reuben squeezed his hand around her fingers, looking at the two hands,
large and little, melded together. It was his family—his responsibility.
“You’re right,” he said at last. “We should pray.”
Down by the house, spitting gravel disturbed the moment. Reuben lifted
his bowed head, and Mary Ann was already listening. “Visitors.” Together
they walked back to the house, which rose small but sheltering among the
trees. Together they had made it a wonderful home.
The two rounded the house and found the neighbor man standing beside
his truck. They didn’t know him well, but he had come to make them an
offer. He was selling his dairy next February, and until then, he needed
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someone to milk his cows.
Before they call, I will answer. Reuben liked that verse. He agreed to milk
for the neighbor. The cash would help out a lot.
Reuben and Mary Ann had been busy before, but now “busy” redefined
itself. With so much to do, life slid by rapidly—very rapidly. The fieldwork
and the hogs sapped their daylight hours, and now, come evening, away
went Reuben to work at the neighbor’s farm.
Two more daughters, Lavonna and Connie, were born, but more than
just the family was growing.
The goal of raising piglets to market weight had finally materialized. The
operation of the herd had grown predictable to the point that Reuben could
sell a few pigs regularly. As Reuben’s schedule was already so demanding,
Mary Ann often delivered the pigs to market, twenty miles away. Loading
the pigs into the back of the farm pickup, a four-speed manual, Mary Ann
climbed in behind the wheel, tucking her children around her, and away
they rolled. The children liked to stand up and hang onto the dash—they
could see better that way. The truck could go fast, and Mary Ann told stories and sang with the little ones. Hair blew and skirts flapped, and at the
stop signs, Mary Ann downshifted, raising an arm to steady the children.
In this way their little kingdom compounded and grew. Years of farming
stretched out before them. Life was good, but a question began niggling
in the back of their minds. They could do this, but was this all there was
to life? Farming, crops, pigs—season after season. Was this what was
most important? The first five years had been difficult. It was easier now.
Maybe after a while it would become even easier. They could make this
farm profitable. They could expand and build until eventually they would
have everything they wanted—but where would it end? Was there more?
Was there more to life?
One Sunday afternoon the young couple had sprawled under the big
tree behind the house. Their littlest ones were sleeping, and Darrell was
playing in the loose dirt by the porch. This moment of leisure was rare,
and Reuben, lying on his back with his hands laced under his head, pretended to himself that it would last. Mary Ann sat upright, plucking grass
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incessantly with her fingers.
“This is nice,” she said at last. “It’s peaceful.”
“It is,” Reuben replied. “Stop pulling all the grass and stretch out like
me. It’ll be even more peaceful.”
She plopped down beside him but sat back up again. “We should do
this more often.”
“We should,” Reuben agreed.
Mary Ann threw a handful of grass at him. “We work awfully hard.”
“We do.”
“Do you think work is all there is to life?”
Reuben focused his eyes on her face, and she stilled. “I wonder . . .”
Reuben’s tone changed, no longer bantering.
“It seems kind of pointless, doesn’t it?”
“Sometimes.”
“I mean, we can do this. But where does it end? We have enough here
to live on. You work hard. I work hard. We’ve got the farm . . .”
Reuben looked at her.
“Okay, so it’s not paid for, but it will be after a while. We can make this
farm roll. To what end? Are we going to get rich and prosperous and try
to marry our girls off to someone richer and more prosperous? And set
Darrell up with a nice big farm when he’s about eighteen and marrying
the girl he liked in third grade?”
“My parents knew each other in third grade. You make it sound bad.”
Reuben laughed.
“It’s not . . . it’s just . . . isn’t there more to life? Don’t laugh at me.”
Reuben grabbed her hand. “I’m just teasing you, dear. I like to hear you
talk. You’re completely right. I’ve often wondered . . .” He rolled over and
pulled out one single blade of grass to examine. “I’ve wondered if this is
the place for us for a lifetime. You know, there’s got to be more—more to
life than this.”
They fell silent for the space of a couple minutes before Reuben continued, “Well! If there is something more, I guess God will show us. He’ll fix
something to give us an idea of where He wants us.”
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Mary Ann nodded. “He will. We can pray. Oh, dear, I hear the baby. I
know where God wants me right now.”
She jumped up, and Reuben stood with her. Hand in hand they strolled
across the yard. For the moment, the farm and all its duties seemed far away.
Only a month later, Reuben’s brother Nathan came home for a visit. He was
volunteering at Faith Mission Home in Virginia, caring for mentally handicapped children. Speaking of his experiences over a Sunday lunch at Reuben’s
parents’ place, Nathan mentioned that the Home needed house parents.
Something leaped inside Mary Ann. The same feeling surged inside
Reuben, she discovered later. What about Faith Mission? What about it?
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A man and his wife live in a little house in Minnesota with their
children. Together they work hard, raising pigs, planting corn, and
trying to make ends meet. Reuben and Mary Ann enjoy their daily
routine. They could become successful this way, but restless, they begin to ask each other, “Is there more to life?”
Confident that there’s got to be more, they agree to serve at Faith
Mission Home in Virginia. A week before they leave, a traumatic accident changes their plans and their lives forever. Through his broken
body, Reuben receives a new vision for the world and its handicapped
people. This vision takes Reuben and Mary Ann on a lifelong journey
to bring help and hope to a needy world.
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