
thanks for your prayers for our trip. Here is the report..  

  
Nicaragua, 2012  
   
I wasn’t sure I could go on this trip, but in the last two weeks I received enough provision to buy the ticket 
and some other necessary items. Thank you, supporters.  
We flew into Managua , on the western Pacific side of Nicaragua . It was late when we arrived at our 
host’s home in this poor country. The next day we met a pastor-evangelist who has worked in most of the 
areas we were going. He only speaks Spanish, and a little English, while I speak just the opposite. For 
about two weeks we had fun learning some words from each other, and laughing. He was an amiable 
man who liked people and preaching.   
As for me, I was a little slow getting used to the culture, language, environment, and all the new people. 
But God helped me, and even worked through me in spite of me. I am glad it’s all about Him anyway, and 
He likes to include us.  
The next day, a lady came to the house for healing. As we prayed she felt a fire go through her and fell 
back on the floor, laying there for a few minutes. Eventually she got up and said she felt better. Over a 
week later, we saw her again and she said she was still feeling better.  
That night Jim and I went to a house church. Prior to worship and teaching time, Jim was talking with 
people and they were already being healed. I got involved and you could see how God’s heart was 
expressed through healing and words of prophecy. Tears flowed and smiles indicated something good 
was happening. One woman took off her brace she no longer needed and showed everyone.  
Then Jim shared how a church does not need a building, but can be simple and reproduce itself. I shared 
from the New Testament how Jesus and the gifts of the Holy Spirit can work through each of us for 
mutual edification, rather than depending only on a pastor to build us up. I explained how when everyone 
gets involved, there is a greater variety of His Spirit's creativity coming through all His people.  
At the end of this meeting, we rushed off for an all-night, cross country bus ride. The small TV on the 
bus’s ceiling spewed a horrible horror movie for those who were going in and out of sleep. The seats 
were small and I felt painfully cramped. The first bus broke down. When I got on the second bus, I was 
faced with 4 hours of standing all night, until a woman kindly let me sit next to her in an even smaller seat, 
the only one left.  
I was finally falling asleep about 4 am when we arrived at the fast boat. This boat took us the rest of the 
way to the Eastern, Caribbean side of Nicaragua , after the road ended. About ten days later we heard 3 
people died on one of these fast boats just after us.  
At the end of that ride, we were warmly greeted by Rama Indians at the pier in Bluefields, named after a 
Dutch pirate a century or two before us.  We were taken by canoe to Rama Cay, a small Island of about 
1200 Rama Indians. We made friends for a couple of days before we attended the old Moravian Church 
on Sunday morning. We shared a little with the people. I learned the church was pretty conservative, with 
not many signs of God’s presence and power. It was pretty standard, almost liturgical.  
During the service I noticed there were lots of women and children but few men. I asked why there were 
not more men, and found out the church has strict rules to follow, like you have to stop smoking and 
drinking alcohol to come to Christ. These kind of man-made rules for coming to Jesus make me sad. 
Don’t we come as we are?  
One man said his wife could not walk well as one of her legs was immovable. We went to their house and 
Jim prayed for her. She could move her leg, and got up and walked across the room. They smiled shyly, 
as if they had no thought category for this, or did not know how to respond. A few days later the man told 
me she was better. He looked like a hard-working man who really hoped for some money from us.    
These are poor fisherman and farmers, and God speaks to their hearts. They seem to have an 
experiential knowledge of God, without a lot of Bible knowledge. As we traveled and prayed for people, 
there was a miracle or healing almost every day. They recognized it was from God. The Spanish pastor 
led many to the Lord.  
One older Rama man said he was concerned the Rama nation could come to an end. We prayed with 
him for his people, and for physical and emotional healing, for some grief and post traumatic stress from 
the war he was in. He went to smiles of joy as he felt the Holy Spirit filling him.  
I called this island the Island of Paradise . I thought of the artist Gauguin, when he found Tahiti . With a 
beautiful scenic ocean around them, and from picture perfect little sail boats, they caught fish. The 



otherwise hot climate was cooled by the gentle sea breezes, but you had to be outside to feel the wind. 
The thunderstorms were fun. There were plenty of coconuts, hogs, chickens, and dogs that bark at night, 
children laughing and hard-working people making canoe paddles or handcrafts. After a few days on this 
island of paradise, which reminded me of the centuries old villages I have seen in Asia , we left for the 
heart of the Rama Indian nation.  
This trip took us on a five-hour canoe ride South, out on the Caribbean Sea . We arrived on a picturesque 
black sand beach. I thought a movie scene with pirates and props could be filmed here.   
We walked up a hill and found a more primitive village. We brought Bibles and solar panels to charge a 
battery pack, two DVD players and about 70 DVD’s containing Bible stories and other educational 
materials. We made daily visits to homes, healed some sick people, and had meetings 3 nights in a row. 
The Spanish pastor, Jim and I took turns sharing and we all prayed for more people. The people were 
very shy about coming forward for prayer, but some did. I wanted to go to each person in the audience, 
but was not sure they would really like that. Conversations were difficult for me, as their Creole English 
Accent was sometimes hard for me to understand.   
After a few days we set sail again, heading for even more primitive places. Less than an hour later we 
turned toward land and boated upriver for about a mile. When the river was blocked we got out of the 
canoe and started walking for miles through very dense, green jungle.  
The men around us were well-armed, as one of their own was recently killed by Spanish outlaws who 
want to scare the Rama from their own land. They may have also been protecting us from harm from 
bandits and a tiger that had left his tracks on the trail. It was a long walk in the mud in a beautiful, hot and 
humid rain forest. I heard we may have been the first Caucasian people to see this area. I was told this 
was the most dangerous part of our trip.  
They showed us where the young Rama was killed. We also saw cocoa trees, which may be used in a 
future chocolate business Jim is hoping to help them start. Later we returned to the last village, and 
rested overnight for the journey back to Rama Cay, my island of paradise.  
We left the next morning for our five-hour canoe ride on the Caribbean Sea . After an hour we saw very 
dark clouds, with the wind and waves picking up. Then the sky poured down on us for hours. We covered 
up with tarps, but still got soaked. While some bailed water, the canoe captain stirred us through high 
waves. We could have had a big wave land in our small canoe, which might have sunk us. Thank God we 
made it through that heavy storm.  
Back at Rama Cay Island , we had a dinner of shrimp and rice. Early the next morning I was getting rid of 
what I ate at both ends. I tried to walk back to my room, but was having sudden blackouts of weakness 
and could barely walk. I was down for a day and a half.  
We returned to the Pacific side of Nicaragua by the fast boat, then bus. The traffic stopped for about four 
hours as we got close to Managua . I was out of water and food in this hot weather. We were happy to 
finally arrive late that night.   
After another day of sharing stories and rest, we prayed for our hosts. The man had pain and a swollen 
ankle. We commanded the pain to leave and it did. Then the man’s wife was healed of pain in her wrists, 
which hurt all the time. For days before, I noticed she never did smile until after the pain left the moment 
we prayed. Jim said one healing was worth the whole trip.  
Their 82 year old Mom always just sat around. When we prayed for her I said “fill her with your strength. 
Let her run again.” She started shaking for several minutes, got up on her own and started dancing 
spontaneously and said she felt thirty years old again. It seemed like the grand finale before we left the 
next day. I pray the messages and seeds we planted will grow into a harvest for God.  
Thank you for sending me to Nicaragua . Even a $5 donation means a lot to me. Prayer for us kept me 
going through the hard times, trusting God and watching Him do miracles through us. One healing or 
prophetic word through us can change a life, and a nation.  
I am resting and praying about my next trip now. Won’t you please join me in prayer, for His will and His 
timing. I hope you go on one yourself, even if it is across the street to a person hard to know. Be blessed 
always.. Ward  

 


