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Ne r Nettie 

Mother Winans looked around the table at her 
five children. She was tired. They had all worked 
hard since Father died a few years ago. Roger and 
Dan took care of cows and pigs and chickens. Moth
er raised special chickens to sell. 

"How would you like to move?" she asked. 
"Where?" 
"Out west. We can have 160 acres of land if we 

go and stay on it for five years," she told them. 
Roger, age 18, and Dan, age 16, were excited. 
"I think it's a good ideal" 
"How far away is it?" asked 14-year-old Nettie. 
"Almost 400 miles," Mrs. Winans said. 
Nettie was glad she had finished most of the 

grades at her school. She and her brothers and sis
ters had gone to a country school. They lived near 
Ozawkie, a little town 20 miles from Topeka, Kansas. 
They rented the farm they lived on. 

"Just think! We could own our own farm!" said 
Roger. "Let me go out there and pick out the farm!" 

Mrs. Winans thought about this. Her five oldest 
children were away from home. Roger was the man 
of the house. 

"Yes, Roger, I think you can do it. You can have 
the papers made out in my name." 

Soon the Winans family was busy getting ready 
to move. Nettie talked to her younger brother and 
sister about the trip. They walked around the farm 
and remembered the good times they had when 
they were little. 
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"Here was our playhouse," Nettie said. "Re
member how we used these mossy stones for our 
chairs? And this hollow stump was our well." 

"We made herds of cows out of corncobs," said 
her younger brother. 

"And we made swings from wild grapevines." 
Nettie smiled. "But now we're going to have a new 
adventure." 

At last the time came to go. Mother and Nettie 
and the others made the trip, perhaps by train. Then 
an older brother and sister decided to come and 
help. They got an old covered wagon. In it they put 
tools and furniture. It took three weeks for them to 
drive from Topeka to Ulysses clear across Kansas. 

Soon a small house was built. The older brother 
and sister went back. Now the Winans family must 
stay on their new farm for five years. 

When Nettie was 15 years old, she began teach
ing school. She loved school, whether she was a stu
dent or a teacher. 

The Winans family did not have a Christian 
home. They had a Bible, but they did not get to go to 
church. There was not a church or Sunday school 
near them. 

Nettie and her family had been in western Kan
sas for two years. 

"A new fam ily has come to Ulysses," they were 
told . 

The Hipple family lived on a farm, too. But they 
did something besides farming. One young man 
named Lee Hipple was a preacher. He said he would 
be preaching every Sunday night in the old brick 
schoolhouse at Ulysses. 

"Let's go!" said Nettie. "There's nothing else to 
do." 

Nettie and her girl friend sat together in the ser
vices. At first the girls made fun. They laughed at the 
way Mr. Hipple acted. But as the weeks passed, Net-
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tie began to hear what he was saying. Something 
happened inside her. She had never heard anything 
like this before. 

"I am lost!" she thought. "I am a sinner! I will go 
to hell if I die!" 

No longer did she laugh at the preacher. One 
Sunday night she begged her friend to go to the altar 
with her. But she would not go. Nettie was not brave 
enough to go alone. 

She took her younger brother and sister and left 
the church. Nettie unhitched the horse and they got 
in the buggy. The younger children were soon 
asleep. How lonely she felt in the darkness! It 
seemed to her that hell was ready to open up and 
swallow her! 

"Oh, God," she prayed, "don't let me die! Let 
me live until next Sunday night. I promise You I will 
give my heart to You I" 

She thought the next Sunday would never 
come. Every day she was afraid she might die before 
she could get saved. She didn't know she could give 
her heart to God right there at home. 

When Sunday came, Nettie once more drove 
the horse and buggy to the school. The regular 
preacher was not there. His younger brother 
preached instead. But he did not invite people to 
come to the altar. He just closed the service. The 
people began to go home. 

"What shall I do?" thought Nettie. "I cannot 
leave without being saved." Even though she was 
scared, she went to the young preacher. She was cry
ing. "I want to be saved tonight," she said. 

The preacher called some other Christians to 
come and pray. 

"Now you just pray right out," he told Nettie. 
"I don't know how," she said. 
"Well, just say, 'Lord, have mercy on me, a sin

ner.' " 
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Nettie was glad to pray this short prayer. 
Then the preacher said, "The Bible says, 'Him 

that cometh to -me I will not cast out.' You have 
come. Now what does God do?" 

Suddenly Nettie's heart was filled with joy. "Oh, 
He takes me in!" How wonderful! All the fear and 
darkness were gone. 

Later Roger and Dan and her younger brother 
and sister were saved. But Mrs. Winans would not lis
ten to God. She thought her children had gone 
crazy! Then the younger brother died and went to 
heaven. Mrs. Winans would not stay with her family 
after that. They were left on their own. 

Nettie was teaching school in a schoolhouse in 
the country. The pastor decided to have meetings in 
this school. One cold, snowy night no one came but 
the pastor and the four Winans boys and girls. They 
decided to spend the time praying. They knelt down 
between the school desks. 

That night God spoke to Nettie. She knew He 
wanted her to be a worker for Him. 

God also called her brother Roger to work for 
Him. Both Roger and Nettie wanted to work among 
people who spoke Spanish. After Roger was mar
ried, he left Kansas. He and his wife were going to 
South America as missionaries. The~' got as far as 
Deming, New Mexico. There he found some Mex
ican Christians who needed a pastor. So that's where 
they stayed for awhile. 

Nettie saved up some money and was soon on 
her way to college. She went to Kansas Holiness Col
lege in Hutchinson, Kansas. 

One day she got a letter from Roger. "A young 
Mexican ballplayer has been saved here in Deming. 
Would you please pray for him?" 

Nettie was glad to pray forthis young ballplayer 
who had been saved. 

Soon after that Roger moved away from 
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Deming. He went to be a missionary in South Amer
ica. That was the last news Nettie heard from Dem
ing. 

When Nettie finished college, she began teach
ing. Rev. Stone, the principal of the school, wanted 
her to teach in the college. She also worked with 
Mexican people who lived in camps. She loved the 
Spanish-speaking people and wanted to tell them 
about Jesus. 

One day Mr. Stone said to Nettie, "We have a 
new student coming here to school. He used to live 
in Deming, New Mexico. He was saved when your 
brother was preaching there." 

Nettie wondered if this could be the ballplayer 
Roger had asked her to pray for three years before. 
She was looking forward to seeing this new Mexican 
student who had known her brother. 

On Sunday morning the students and teachers 
met for a service. Nettie sat on the platform with the 
other teachers. She was 25 years old, the youngest 
teacher in the school. 

Looking out over the big crowd, Nettie won
dered where the Mexican student was. All the Mex
icans she had known had dark skin and some of 
them were poor and dirty. She saw no one like that. 

But who was that young man with black curly 
hair and blue eyes? 

Rev. Stone had all the teachers stand one by 
one. Each said something to the students. 

Then Mr. Stone said, "I want all of you to meet 
our new Mexican student. I will ask Mr. Soltero to 
give his testimony." 

To Nettie's surprise the black-haired, blue-eyed 
young man stood up! As soon as the service was 
over, she went to talk to Francisco Soltero. They soon 
found they had a lot to talk about! 
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They soon found they had a lot to talk about! 
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Francisco peered out the doorway. He could see 
the dark shapes of the tall mountains against the sky. 
The sun had not come up yet. He shivered in the 
cool air and with excitement. 

Today was the day he would leave his home. His 
mother and father and other members of the family 
had already gone. He was going to go with his older 
sister. 

Francisco was eleven years old. He had lived in 
Mexico all his life. For awhile the Soltero family lived 
in the state of Chihuahua. Francisco was born there 
in 1892. Then they moved among the mountains of 
Durango. Many of the men worked in the mines. Life 
was not easy. 

He heard his sister getting things ready to leave. 
He looked out at the quiet town. The steeple of the 
Catholic church pointed to the stars. Francisco had 
been an altar boy in the church. He helped the priest 
during the services. 

What would the United States be like? he won
dered. He hoped his father would find work and that 
he would find new friends. 

Soon Francisco and his sister were walking 
through the quiet streets of the town. It grew noisier 
as they got nearer the hotel. He could hear people 
and horses. Then he saw the stagecoach. His heart 
beat faster. They would ride in the stagecoach for 
nearly two days to get to the railroad. 

It was a long day. The coach swayed and 
bounced over the rough mountain road. A man on 
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Soon Francisco and his sister were walking through the quiet 
streets of the town. 
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horseback rode along with them. He was their guard, 
watching the road for danger. 

That night they stayed at one of the stopping sta
tions along the way. Early the next day they were on 
their way again. 

After traveling all morning, they reached the 
railroad at noon. The journey went on by train. 
Across the dry plains of nothern Mexico they went. 
At last they reached the Rio Grande. When they 
crossed this river, they would be in the United States. 

Perhaps Francisco was disappointed when he 
saw the United States. It looked dry and dusty just 
like the part of Mexico they had just left! 

After living in Texas awhile, the Soltero family 
moved to New Mexico. They lived in the town of 
Deming. It was about 30 or 40 miles from the Mex
ican border. 

Both Mexicans and Anglos lived in Deming. But 
Francisco soon learned that the Anglos didn't like 
the Mexicans. They expected the Mexicans to stay in 
their part of town. It didn't matter that Francisco had 
blue eyes and light skin. He had been born in Mex
ico. 

Life was not much easier in the United States 
than it had been in Mexico. Francisco helped earn 
money for his family. He worked hard chopping 
wood to sell. 

Every time Francisco could get away, he went to 
play ball with the other boys. It was great fun. As the 
years went by, he became a good ballplayer. He was 
always chosen to be on a team, even if he was a Mex
ican. 

Soon after the Soltero family moved to Deming, 
they began going to church. It was not a Catholic 
church like they went to in Mexico. They learned 
how to be saved from their sins by trusting in Jesus . 
. Francisco was 12 years old when he asked Jesus to 
take away his sins. 
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Francisco's mother and sisters became strong 
Christians. But he did not stay true to Jesus. He en
joyed playing ball more than anything else. 

One day exciting news reached Deming. The 
whole town was talking about it. An airplane was on 
its way! It was built by the Wright brothers, and Cal 
Rodgers was the pilot. Mr. Rodgers was the first per
son to fly clear across the United States. Of course, it 
took him many days, and he stopped often. 

Francisco wanted to see the "bird man," as Mr. 
Rodgers was called. So did nearly everyone in the 
town. 

"He'll be here this afternoon I" Francisco told 
his friends. They slipped out of school and hurried to 
join the crowd. 

"Here he comes!" someone shouted. They 
could see the biplane against the bright blue sky. 
Around the town it flew. Then it landed near the rail
road. Everyone tried to see the brave man who was 
flying the strange airplane. 

The tall pilot talked to the people awhile. Then 
he started the engine again. Slowly the plane rose 
from the ground. Away he flew toward the west. 

"I heard he'~ had lots of wrecks," said one boy. 
"Look! There's his special train." He pointed to 

a train of 12 cars standing on the track. 
"He has men with him to fix his plane," said one. 
It was an exciting day for the boys of Deming, 

New -Mexico. But after awhile they were back to 
playing ball again. There was nothing Francisco liked 
better than ball. When he was in high school, he 
played both football and baseball. 

After Francisco finished high school, he joined a 
minor league baseball team. They were called the 
Deming Boosters. The men on the team all had jobs. 
After work they practiced until dark. Then they 
played their games on Sundays. Sometimes they 
played in Deming and sometimes in other towns. 
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They chose 20-year-old Francisco to be their cap
tain. 

"We have a new pastor at our church," Fran
cisco's mother told him one day. "He is a young man 
from Kansas." 

Francisco wasn't very interested. He knew his 
mother and sisters were praying for him. He did go 
and help build the new little church. But he would 
rather play ball than go to church. 

He met the new pastor one day. His name was 
Roger Winans. He seemed like a nice person. He was 
very friendly to Francisco. But the young ballplayer 
didn't want to take time for God. 

One day his mother came to Francisco and said, 
"Son, we're having special meetings at church. 
Please go to the service tonight!" 

Francisco shook his head. He was thinking about 
the big sign he had seen. The circus was coming to 
town! It was starting tonight. 

"Please, Francisco, go to church," his mother 
begged. 

At last he said he would go. That night he put on 
his best clothes. "I will just go by the circus. Why did 
Mother have to ask me to go to church tonight?" he 
thought to himself. 

He walked to the circus. He took a seat and 
watched for awhile. But he didn't enjoy it. Some
thing kept pulling at him. Suddenly he stood up. "No 
use staying here," he thought. Down the street he 
went to the little church. 

"I'll just sit in the. back where no one can see 
me," he said to himself. 

But the minute he stepped in the door, he knew 
his plan wouldn't work. All the back seats were full! 
He stood in the doorway looking around. Then Pas
tor Winans saw him. 

"Come up front, Francisco," he called to him. 
"Here is room on the first bench!" 
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Francisco wanted to turn and run. But he 
couldn't do that. He walked up to the front and sat 
down. How he wished he hadn't come! 

The special speaker began to preach. Francisco 
kept thinking about other things. He didn't want to 
hear about God. Then Pastor Winans stood up. He 
invited people to come to the altar. He begged them 
to listen to God. "Don't turn Him away!" 

Francisco's mother was there, praying that her 
son would give his heart to God. 

Suddenly a strange thing happened. Francisco 
was kneeling at the altar! He didn't even remember 
going to the altar. But there he was, crying and ask
ing God to save him. 

What a difference it made in his life! He quit the 
Boosters. No more Sunday ball games! Soon he 
knew God was calling him to preach. 

He often talked to Pastor Winans. "My sister 
helped me become a Christian," the pastor told him. 
"Her name is Nettie. She is a teacher in Kansas." 

One day Francisco left Deming and went to 
Pasadena, California. He was 22 years old. He want
ed to go to school there. 

In Pasadena he met a preacher named Seth 
Rees. Rev. Rees was pastor of the Pilgrim Taber
nacle. What a preacher Mr. Rees was! He told peo
ple how they could be "on fire" for God. He wanted 
his church to spend more money for missions than 
they did for themselves. 

One day Francisco went to the home of Rev. 
Rees. He wanted to pray. He knew he needed the 
"fire" this preacher talked about. They knelt and 
prayed together. It seemed like heaven opened up. 
God came and filled Francisco's heart. He was never 
the same after that. 

In 1916 Francisco left Pasadena for Kansas. He 
was going to the college in Hutchinson. He remem-
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bered that Pastor Winans said his sister was a teach
er there. 

When he got to the school, they had a meeting. 
All the teachers stood up and said something to the 
students. 

"Which one is Nettie Winans?" wondered Fran
cisco. He was looking for a 40-year-old woman! Then 
Miss Winan's name was called. How surprised he was 
to see a young lady 25 years old! She had a round, 
happy face. 

"I must talk to her," he thought. And he did. Just 
two years later Francisco and Nettie were married. 
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Francisco and Nettie were married in 1918. They 
had one big goal - to tell others about Jesus. Both of 
them wanted to work with people who spoke Span
ish. 

After Francisco was ordained in 1918, they went 
to New Mexico. Francisco was the pastor of a Mex
ican church in the town of Hurley. The people loved 
the Solteros. But Francisco and Nettie kept thinking 
about Mexico. Yet how could they go? The people of 
Mexico were fighting. A war had been going on for 
ten years. It was not safe to go. Still the Solteros 
looked at maps and pictures. They read books about 
Mexico. 

Francisco and Nettie talked about Mexico to 
everyone. They wrote letters to their families about 
it. One day Leonor Soltero heard about it. She was 
Francisco's sister. She was going to school in Pasa
dena. 

"I'm going to tell Brother Rees about this," 
Leonor · decided. So she told Seth Rees that Fran
cisco and Nettie were planning to go to Mexico. 

In October 1919 Francisco got a letter from Mr. 
Rees. "Would you go to Mexico as a missionary for 
the Pilgrim Church?" he asked. The Solteros be
lieved God was opening the door for them to go to 
Mexico. 

In November the Solteros went to Pasadena. 
They visited the Pilgrim churches in California. Mr. 
Rees's church held a big service before the Solte ros 
left. An offering of $400 was given to them . 
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tors to plow the fields. 
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At last they were on their way. Francisco was go
ing back to his homeland. Nettie was going to a 
different country for the first time in her life. On Jan
uary 20, 1920, they crossed the border into Mexico. 

How different Mexico isl thought Francisco. His 
heart was sad as he looked around him. Many vil
lages had been burned. Many women wore black 
clothes. This showed that someone in their family 
had been killed in the fighting. There were wrecked 
trains along the way. 

But it was planting time in Mexico. Farmers were 
using oxen and mule teams and even a few tractors 
to plow the fields. 

Where did God want them to plant a church? 
they wondered. They had decided that they should 
go to one of the six largest cities. That would be their 
starting point. 

"Anywhere but San Luis Potosi," said Francisco. 
"You have said that before," Nettie said. "Why 

don't you want to go to San Luis Potosi?" 
"I have heard it is a very bad city. The people are 

wicked. They are not friendly." 
No, San Luis Potosi did not seem like a very good 

place. When the train stopped for the night in Mon
terrey, they found a hotel room. Then they knelt and 
prayed. They asked God to show them what city they 
should go to. 

When they got up from their knees, Nettie knew 
God had told her they should go to San Luis. What 
would Francisco say? She saw a strange look on her 
husband's face. 

"It will have to be San Luis after all!" he said. 
This city was in the center of Mexico. The Cath

olic church was very strong there. But that was where 
God wanted them. Years later they knew God had 
guided them wisely. 

They traveled several days on the train. At every 
town people came running out to try to sell food and 
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other things to the passengers. 
The country changed as they went farther south. 

They left the dry plains and the cactus in the north. 
Then they were in the high mountains. 

On the last night of their trip they were in Sal
tillo. The trains did not run at night because of the 
war. The Solteros decided to save money by staying 
all night on the train. High in the mountains it was 
very cold. There was no heat on the train. Many of 
the passengers were sick with colds or flu. 

Francisco took off his coat and put it around 
Nettie. He walked back and forth in the train to keep 
warm. 

At two o'clock the next afternoon they got to 
San Luis Potosi. It was a beautiful place. The roses 
were blooming even in January! There were many 
parks with flowers and benches. Tall churches were 
near the parks. The 27 churches had many bells in 
their towers. Sometimes it seemed that all the bells 
were ringing at once. 

The new missionaries were there just two days 
and they got sick. They had caught the flu. When 
they were well again, they found a little house to 
rent. Soon they were having services in their front 
room. 

"We need a bigger place to have our services," 
said Francisco. 

"Yes," agreed Nettie. "The people don't want to 
come to someone's house." 

They looked a long time. At last they found a 
hall they could rent. It was a good place. Right across 
from it was the streetcar station. The Solteros print
ed Bible verses and put them up outside the door. 
They held services every night. 

Sometimes people stood outside and listened to 
the songs and sermons. They acted like they were 
waiting for a streetcar. But often they let the cars go 
by so thev could hear. Sometimes the Catholic 
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They talked to people in the park and in the market. 
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priests stopped to read the verses. Once in awhile a 
priest would come in and sit on the backseat to lis
ten. 

It was not easy to get people to come to the hall. 
No one trusted the Protestant missionaries. Many lies 
were told about them. Sometimes Francisco and 
Nettie were the only ones at the service. But they 
kept praying and working. 

They visited with their neighbors. They passed 
out papers that told about Jesus. They talked to peo
ple in the park and in the market. At last they began 
to have 10 or 15 people in the services. How happy 
the missionaries were when some of the people got 
saved! Then the new Christians brought in other 
people. 

After a few months they had a Sunday school of 
35 people. God was working in answer to prayer. 
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Salvador Ponce was in prison in the city of San 
Luis. There were 400 men in the prison. But Salvador 
was the worst. He spent his time taking drugs, gam
bling, and causing trouble. Most of the men in the 
prison stayed away from Salvador. 

One day the men were told there would be a 
service each week. Two preachers were coming to 
the prison. Right away Salvador began thinking of 
ways to make trouble. He yelled and threw stones 
while the preacher was talking. For many weeks he 
did everything he could to run the missionaries out. 

One night Salvador was locked in his cell at six 
o'clock as usual. He had a strange feeling and won
dered what was wrong. A piece of paper was lying 
there. He picked it up and began to read. For the first 
time in his life Salvador thought about death. What 
would happen to him after he died? he wondered. 

All night these thoughts kept him awake. Was 
there hope for him? Would God change him and 
give him a better life? 

Salvador felt worse and worse. His cell mate was 
afraid Salvador was going to die. He acted so strange! 

Early in the morning Salvador heard a voice say, 
"Pray!" He fell on his knees and called out to God to 
help him. Suddenly Salvador felt different. He knew 
God had changed him. He felt like a new man. 

Then it was time for the service. The mission
aries came into the prison. They looked around in 
surprise. Everything was quiet. So they started the 
first song. 
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Salvador walked out of his cell and sat down by 
Mr. Soltero. "I'm one of you now," he said. 

The missionaries could hardly believe it! Maybe 
Salvador was playing a trick. 

But weeks passed by, and everyone could see 
that Salvador was different. He read the Bible 
through in a short time. He asked for books to read 
about Jesus. 

The officers of the prison were pleased. They let 
Salvador go free a year after he was saved. He had no 
home to go to. So the Solteros took him into their 
home. 

He wanted to learn to preach. He studied hard 
for seven months. Soon he was ready to be a worker 
for God. 

By this time other missionaries had come to 
Mexico to help the Solteros. Francisco's cousin, Juan 
Romero, came in October 1920. He helped with the 
church in San Luis. 

Francisco's sister Leonor came later. She 
brought with her a lady named Nella True. God an
swered prayer and sent workers. By the end of 1921 
there were five missionaries and Salvador, ready to 
work for God. But where should they go? They all 
prayed for God to open the way. Which town were 
they to go to next? 

God was already answering their prayers. In fact, 
He had been working for years to get things ready. 
This is how He did it. 

Alejo Castaneda was an Otomi Indian boy. He 
helped keep the Catholic church clean in his town. 
One day he heard the priest talk about a book. He 
called it the Holy Scriptures. The priest read some 
words from this Book. Alejo listened closely. What 
beautiful words they were! How he wanted to have 
that Book to read for himself. 

After the service Alejo said to the priest, "Where 
can I get a copy of that Book?" 
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Right in the middle of the box was a book. 
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"That Book is none of your business!" said the 
priest. "It is not for you to read." 

Alejo did not say anything. But he made up his 
mind he would find that Book. He would read it for 
himself. Everywhere he went, he asked people if 
they knew about the Book. But no one could help 
him. He went to the nearby towns and asked. But he 
found nothing. 

Alejo was about ready to give up. Then one day 
he was in another town. He saw a man selling things 
from a box fastened by a strap around his neck. 
There was nothing so strange about that. Lots of men 
sold things in this way. 

Alejo stopped to look at the things the man was 
selling. Right in the middle of the box was a book. 
"What book is that?" he asked. 

"This is the Bible, the Holy Scriptures," the man 
told him. 

Alejo's eyes opened wide. "That is the very Book 
I have been looking for," he said, and bought the Bi
ble. 

How happy he was as he took home his trea
sure. He began to read the Book he had bought. But 
then a strange thing happened. Alejo began to feel 
he must change. Some things had to be different. 
God's Word said, "Thou shalt have no other gods be
fore me." 

Alejo looked around the house. His mother had 
many idols sitting in the room. His father was dead 
and Alejo felt he must be the leader. He decided he 
could not let the idols stay in the house. 

"We must get rid of these idols," he told his 
mother and sisters. 

"Why?" they asked in surprise. 
"God's Word says we are not to have other 

gods," replied Alejo. 
"Oh, but something bad might happen to us if 

we get rid of them," said his mother. 
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Alejo decided to obey God. He took the idols 
outdoors and burned them. The family was sure 
something bad would come. But time went by and 
nothing happened. 

"Those idols must not be any good after all," his 
mother said. "They don't even have power to pro
tect themselves." 

Alejo went to a Christian school for awhile. Then 
the war came and he had to leave. For ten years the 
people of Mexico fought each other. It was a ter
rible time. Alejo nearly forgot about the Book he had 
found. 

When the war ended, God reminded him of the 
Bible. He got it out and began to read it to his family 
and friends. If on ly someone would teach the Otomi 
Indians about God! 

Alejo decided to write letters to the different 
churches he knew of. He would ask them to send a 
missionary. But he heard nothing from anyone for a 
long time. At last a man in one of the churches gave 
Alejo's letter to Francisco Soltero. 

Could this be the place God wanted them to go? 
thought Mr. Soltero. Alejo lived in a place called Pot
rerillos. It would take days to get there. Mr. Soltero 
decided to write an answer to Alejo. He told him he 
would come to see him in a month. 

One morning several missionaries were having a 
prayer meeting. Suddenly an Indian man and a boy 
came in. 

"I am Alejo," the man said. "We have come to 
take a missionary back with us to Potrerillos." 

What a surprise! The missionaries stared at the 
two Otomi Indians. They had traveled for several 
days to come. They must want a missionary very 
much! 

"There are thousands of Indians in our moun
tains. They have never heard about Jesus," Alejo 
said. 
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"I will meet you on January 9 at the railroad sta
tion nearest your town," Mr. Soltero said. 

In January 1922 Mr. Soltero and a missionary 
named Mr. Huegel (from a different church) got on 
the train. They rode to Valles. There they met a 
group of Otomi Indians who had horses for them to 
ride. 

For three days they rode horseback. Up high 
mountains. Down into green valleys. Across rivers 
and streams. Through thick bushes and trees. 

Up on the sides of the mountains they could see 
little fields. The Indians had planted corn, beans, and 
sugarcane on the steep hills. 

Mr. Soltero could hardly believe his eyes. Alejo 
was right. There were thousands of Indians up in the 
mountains. How could they tell all of them the good 
news about Jesus? 

It was dark when they reached Potrerillos. A 
crowd of Indians was waiting for them. After supper 
they wanted to hear about Jesus. So Mr. Soltero held 
his first service for the Otomi Indians. After he 
preached, many people wanted to be saved. He saw 
one older man kneel to pray. There seemed to be 
something special about him. 

"Who is that man?" Mr. Soltero asked Alejo. 
"He is Manuel Trejo. He is one of the worst 

drunkards in the country." 
Manuel prayed and cried. At last he knew that 

Jesus had saved him. His face shone like an angel's. 
Early the next morning the people came before 

the missionaries were awake. "Isn't there going to be 
a service?" they asked. 

For three days the missionaries stayed. They had 
services all day long. How the Indians sang! They 
wanted to learn all the songs in the book! 

And how they prayed! Who had taught them? 
No one. But they prayed. One little girl prayed, "Oh, 
God, send us a missionary to live here with us. Touch 
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Manuel prayed and cried. At last he knew that Jesus had saved 
him. His face shone like an angel's. 

Brother Soltero's heart so that he will send us a mis
sionary!" 

Mr. Soltero's heart was already touched I He 
wished he had 100 missionaries to send. 

One morning Mr. Soltero and Mr. Huegel went 
out in the woods to pray. They did not know it, but a 
man followed them. He had a gun with him. He 
didn't like to see so many people getting saved. He 
made up his mind to kill the missionaries. 

The man saw the two preachers kneel down un
der a tree. They closed their eyes. The man raised his 
gun. Suddenly a black dog came running out of the 
bushes. It frightened the man and he dropped his 
gun. "It must be a bad sign!" he thought. So he 
sneaked away from the men. A year later he was dy
ing. He told his daughter what had happened. God 
forgave him before he died. 

It was time for the last service with the Otomis. 
At that time 50 men, women, and children made a 
promise. They would help to build a church. They 
would help take care of a missionary. Manuel Trejo 
said, "As long as I am alive, the missionary will have 
water and wood." 

Yes, a missionary would come. Mr. Soltero 
promised the people he would send someone. 
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Protection 

Back in San Luis Potosi, Nettie and the other mis
sionaries were waiting. What story would Mr. Sol
tero have to tell when he came home? 

It was two o'clock in the morning when he got 
there. Nettie wanted to hear all about it. What an ex
citing time it was! Nettie hurried to tell Nella True. 

"Oh, let me go! Please send me!" Nella cried. 
That's the way all the missionaries felt when they 

heard about the Otomi Indians. They prayed about 
this open door. They asked God to show them what 
to do. 

In February Mr. Soltero took Nella True to Pot
rerillos. She took a Mexican girl with her for a help
er. At the same time, Mr. Juan Romero, Francisco's 
cousin, went to the town of Valles. A few weeks later 
Juan married a lady named Ruth Solis. They began 
working to start a church in Valles. 

In May Salvador Ponce, the man saved in pris
on, left to be a missionary. But first he got married. 
His wife was Leonor Soltero, Francisco's sister. They 
loaded their boxes on some burros and rode over 
the mountains for two days. At last they came to 
Coxcatlan. It was a town between two small rivers. 
Tall mountains rose on every side. Beautiful flowers 
bloomed all around. 

In just four months after the door was open, 
there were missionaries in three new places. Fran
cisco and Nettie worked hard at San Luis. They 
prayed a lot for the new missionaries. In April, Ethel 
True, Nella's sister, joined her at Potrerillos. Now 
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They loaded their boxes on some burros and rode over the 
mountains for two days. 
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there were eight workers in Mexico. 
Nella and Ethel True had a group of Christians 

when they began their work in Potrerillos. Several 
had been saved when Brother Soltero visited the first 
time. They were so happy that they now had mis
sionaries to teach them. There were Manuel Trejo, 
Alejo Castaneda, Marcelino Castaneda, and others. 
These new Christians did their best to help the True 
sisters. Alejo had two houses. He and his family lived 
in one and he let the Christians use the other house 
for a church. 

Nella and Ethel lived in a one-room house in the 
town of Ahuacatlan. This town was close to Pot
rerillos. They were like one town. 

But Satan was not happy about this new church 
in the mountains. The Catholic priest was not happy 
either. He tried to turn the people against the mis
sionaries. 

"They shou Id be stoned and run out of town I 
You should not even sell them any food." 

Often when the missionaries went out, they had 
stones thrown at them. The Christians watched over 
them. Every time one of them left the house, a Chris
tian followed to keep them from danger. 

Every Friday was market day. People bought and 
sold things. They drank wine or beer. When night 
came, many of the men were drunk. They walked 
past the house where the True sisters lived. The 
drunk men would yell and throw stones. 

One morning someone came to tell Ethel and 
Nella some bad news. Angry people had set fire to 
Alejo's two houses. His family had just gotten out in 
time. Now their little church was gone. 

The Christian Indians came and stood around 
the burned house. "We are going to be true to 
Jesus," they said. "We are even willing to die for 
Him." 

The next market day the crowd was drunk again. 
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As usual some of the men came by the sisters' house. 
"We're going to burn your house down!" one 
yelled. "We're going to kill the American women to
night!" 

Marcelino Castaneda owned the house where 
the missionaries lived. He lived in a small house in 
the same yard. He decided to keep watch that night. 
He still had his gun, even though the True sisters had 
told the people not to keep their guns. 

Several times the angry crowd filled the road in 
front of the house. Then they went away again. 

The True sisters could not sleep. They took turns 
looking through a little hole to see what was hap
pening. It was one o'clock in the morning. The moon 
was shining and they could see everything outside. 

Loud noises filled the air. The crowd was com
ing back. The leader was screaming. He wanted to 
kill the women in the house. He jumped up onto the 
fence. 

Suddenly there was a gunshot. Then everything 
was quiet. After while there was a knock at the door. 
"Open the door!" a loud voice called. "We are offi
cers ! We have come to search the house!" 

The two women opened the door. The men 
looked all around the little one-room house. Then 
they left without saying a word. 

At last the sun came up and the women stepped 
outside. Right in front of their house lay the leader of 
the men. He was dead I 

Later they found out that Brother Marcelino had 
fired his gun. He wanted to scare the men away. Just 
as he fired, the leader jumped up on the fence. His 
mouth was open wide as he yelled. The bullet went 
right into his mouth! 

When Mr. Soltero heard the news, he went to 
Potrerillos. He brought the True sisters back to San 
Luis. Then he went by himself back to the mountain 
village. 
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Manuel Trejo wanted Mr. Soltero to stay with 
him. So he stayed for five months. He and the Chris- · 
tian Otomis worked hard and built a little church 
building. 

But the people were still angry and tried to get 
the missionary to leave. Night after night the crowd 
came. They threw stones and yelled. Manuel's fam
ily would run and hide in the hills. 

"You had better go with your family," Mr. Sol
tero said. 

But Manuel would say, "Brother Soltero, I am 
going to stay here with you. If they kill you, they will 
have to kill me, too." 

After while Mr. Soltero went back to San Luis. 
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One night in the summer of 1924 someone set the house on 
fire. He got out just in time. 
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Early in 1922 Mr. Soltero was invited to visit the 
town of Coxcatlan. He got there on Monday, their 
market day. The Indians were coming home. The 
men were drunk. Their wives were trying to help 
them get home. 

Mr. Soltero's heart was sad. How he wanted to 
get a church started in Coxcatlan. He talked to the 
important men in the town. Yes, they would let him 
send a preacher. 

That is how the church began. Salvador and 
Leonor Ponce were the ones who started the church. 
Nothing seemed to happen for awhile. But they 
prayed and prayed. They loved the people. At last 
some began to get saved. 

They had been there about a year when bad 
news came to the Solteros. Both Leonor and her new 
baby girl had died. It was hard to understand. 

But Salvador did not give up. He kept on work
ing and praying. God answered prayer. More and 
more people came to Jesus. They got money to
gether and bought a house. They made it into a little 
church. Salvador lived in one room. 

One night in the summer of 1924 someone set 
the house on fire. Salvador was sound asleep. Finally 
someone was able to wake him up. He saved a few of 
his things and got out just in time. 

The new Christians would not give up. Right 
away they made plans to build a bigger, better 
church. It took almost two years. At last they had it 
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done. It was a big church. Nearly 400 people could 
be seated in it. 

Meanwhile Mr. and Mrs. Juan Romero were 
working in Valles. It was a hard place - hot and not 
healthy. The preacher and his wife and their chil
dren were often very sick. 

The work was hard, too. The people there did 
not treat them bad. But they did not listen to them 
either. They decided to preach in another town 
nearby, too. Soon a man got saved. His name was 
Crisanto Sanchez. His life was really changed . 

Crisanto wanted to help. He liked to have the 
Christian workers spend the night at his home. Then 
they would have services in his house. 

Back in San Luis, God was working, too. In the 
first year (1920) a man came to the church. He was a 
very sinful man. His name was David Mascorro. He 
had a good job as a train conductor. God began talk
ing to him, and soon he gave his heart to Him. What 
a difference it made! He began telling others about 
Jesus. Some of the other men on the railroad got 
saved, too. 

The next year a young man stood at the door of 
the mission in San Luis. He heard Mr. Soltero pray
ing. He came into the service. Later he stood and 
said, "For many years I have been looking for a bet
ter way. Now I have found it." 

This young man was Juan Lopez Portillo. God 
began talking to him about telling others about 
Jesus. 

One Sunday morning a year later (1922) Nella 
True was preaching. A man looked in the open door. 
Then he came in and sat down. He listened to every 
word. He read the Bible verses up on the wall. 

The next Sunday the man came back. He saw 
John 3:16 on the wall. What wonderful words! he 
thought. Perhaps I can find these words in those lit
tle books the people are reading. So he stole one of 
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the books! He would bring it back next Sunday, he 
thought. 

He spent the afternoon reading the book. It was 
a Sunday school quarterly. Of course, it only had a 
few Bible verses in it. 

The man came every Sunday. Then he found out 
there were other services, too. He wanted to come 
to everything. Soon he, too, found Jesus as his Sav
iour. His name was Jesus Aguilar. 

The Solteros began to see why God had led 
them to San Luis. These men soon became the 
preachers for the new churches. 

One day Mr. Soltero said to Nettie, "The work 
here in Mexico will never grow until we have 
preachers." 

"We need to teach men to work for the Lord," 
Nettie said with a smile. How she would love to teach 
them . 

The Solteros began teaching students in their 
home. While Nettie cooked the beans for supper, 
she taught the men about the Bible. She also taught 
them music. Soon Jesus Aguilar was ready to be a 
pastor. He went to the mountain town of Potrerillos. 

David Mascorro felt God was calling him to 
preach. His wife didn't want him to leave his good 
job. But at last both of them let God have His way. 
They went to pastor the church in Valles. The Ro
meros had gone back to the United States. 

Juan Lopez Portillo also began to work for God. 
He won hundreds of people to Jesus. 

It was wonderful to see God giving them work
ers to preach to their own people. 

"We need to have a meeting," said Mr. Soltero. 
"We must get all our Christian people together." 

The Solteros had been in Mexico five years. 
There were five churches. Now they were going to 
have the first district assembly. It would be held in 
Valles. 
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Over 100 people came to the meeting. One pas
tor and 23 of his members walked for three days to 
get to Valles. What a wonderful time they had as they 
sang and prayed together. They told what Jesus had 
done for them. 

But the Catholic priest in Valles did not like it. 
He had meetings at his church. He told the people 
that Mr. Soltero and his crowd were planning to 
come. "They are going to take our church away from 
us!" he told them. 

Then the priest invited Mr. Soltero and his peo
ple to come to their meeting! He got his group to
gether. They had clubs and knives and guns. They 
were going to keep Mr. Soltero from taking their 
church away from them! 

Of course, it was just a lie. Mr. Soltero and the 
new Christians went ahead with their meeting. It was 
a great time. The Pilgrim Church in Mexico now had 
190 members. 
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Alejo Castaneda and his wife spread a blanket 
on the ground in the marketplace. On it they put 
Bibles and Christian books. They were ready to sell 
to the big crowd. 

It was market day in the beautiful mountain 
town of Xilitla. Mexicans and Indians all came to 
town on market day. They walked around looking at 
the stalls. Some had fruits and vegetables for sale. 
Others had coffee or shoes or clothes. But not many 
had books to sell. 

Several people came to buy Alejo's books. Sud
denly someone yelled, "These books are not fit to 
read! They are Protestant books! Tear them up! 
Throw them away! Chase these booksellers out of 
town I Stone them I" 

People ran toward the Castanedas. They threw 
stones at them. They tore the books to pieces and 
tramped them underfoot. Alejo and his wife had lO 

run to keep from getting killed. 
Soon it was all over. Some Aztec Indians had 

been watching. They did not understand what it was 
all about. 

"Let's take some of these papers with us," one of 
the Indians said. 

"Yes, maybe we can find out what this is all 
about," said another. They put some of the torn 
pages in their shoulder sacks. 

Later that evening they walked back to their 
home village of ltztacapa. They told the other Indi
ans what had happened and showed them the pa-
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They walked around looking at the stalls. Some had fruits and 
vegetables for sale. But not many had books to sell. 
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pers. A few of the Aztecs could read Spanish. They 
began to read the words on the papers. 

"Why did the people tear up the books?" one 
asked. 

"I don't know," said another. "These are won
derful words. They speak to me." 

Suddenly one of the men said, "I know what 
these papers are! They talk about the same things I 
heard once in San Luis. I have often wished I could 
find out more. Now I wonder where we can get one 
of those books." 

A few days later a man visited the town of ltzta
capa on business. His name was Hilario. He was an 
Aztec Indian who had been in the prison with Salva
dor Ponce. He did not get saved then. But later he 
became a Christian in the church in Potrerillos. 

The Indians showed Hilario the torn pages. "Do 
you know anything about the book these came 
from?" 

"Oh, yes! You can get all the books you want 
from Alejo Castaneda." 

Alejo was an Otomi Indian who lived in Pot
rerillos. He was the one who had gone to San Luis to 
see Mr. Soltero a few years before. He sold Bibles 
and Christian books. 

"Send Alejo to our village with some of those 
books," they begged. 

Not long afterward, Alejo came. How glad they 
were to buy Bibles from him. But they could not un
derstand all they read. 

"Can't your preacher come and talk to us?" they 
asked. 

When this message reached the pastor at Pot
rerillos, Mr. Soltero was there visiting. Pastor Aguilar, 
Mr. Soltero, and 12 or 14 Otomi Indians made the 
trip to ltztacapa. They got there in the evening. 

After supper some of the Aztec Indians came. 
They sat in the yard of one of the little huts. Mr. Sol-
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Mr. Soltero talked to them about Jesus. 
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tero talked to them about Jesus. He told them how 
God can save a person who is lost in sin. 

Several Aztec Indians found God that night. 
Later others were saved. Soon there was a church in 
ltztacapa. 

One of the men saved that night was named 
Diego Hernandez. He had bought a Bible from Ale
jo. He threw away all his idols. 

Then Diego decided to go and tell his two 
brothers about Jesus. They lived at Temalacaco 20 
miles away. He made the trip over the mountains. 
The brothers listened to what Diego said. "This is 
what we want!" they said. More and more people 
were believing in Jesus. The whole town was talking 
about it. 

Nearby was the town of Jalpilla. They heard 
about what was happening in Temalacaco. Some of 
them went to see for themselves. They were sur
prised to see that the town of T emalacaco was very 
different. Could this happen in Jalpilla? 

Everyone knew what a bad place Jalpilla was. No 
one dared go there at night. They would be beaten 
and robbed. The Indians there drank "burning 
water" all the time. When they were drunk, they 
would fight. Often they hurt or killed each other 
with their machetes (big knives). 

Soon there were many believers in Jalpilla, too. 
A wonderful thing happened to the Aztec Indians 
that year of 1925. Salvador Ponce went to preach in 
Temalacaco. The Christian Indians were meeting in a 
big open space. It had a stone floor where they dried 
coffee beans. They put wood benches there. Lan
terns and candles were placed on trees and fences. 

One evening the Indians began coming to hear 
Brother Ponce preach. He had already preached for 
several nights. About 70 men had gotten saved. Now 
the Aztec men began coming. Women and children 
followed . About 500 people sat and listened. Not a 
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sound could be heard. Even the babies were quiet. 
Everyone knew God was there. 

Brother Ponce finished speaking. The young 
Aztec leader stood up. He talked to the people in 
their language. He invited them to come and pray. 
From all over the clearing tall men, dressed in white, 
stood up. They began to come to the front. 

"No, nol" Brother Ponce waved them back. 
"You do not understand I This is not an easy way. No 
drinking, no smoking, no fighting! Do not come un
less you are willing to die for Jesus!" 

There was a sound like wind blowing. It was the 
sound of many feet moving across the stone floor. 
The men were not walking. They were running for
ward -150 of them I Down on their knees they went 
and began to pray. 

This was the beginning of the Aztec revival. It 
spread from one town to another. The Indians be
gan to build their own churches. The towns became 
very different. The men who sold "burning water" 
had to close their shops. 

The revival went on for many months. Mr. 
Soltero and the other preachers went from one town 
to another. They tried to teach the new Christians. 

Everyone was excited when the time came for 
the second district assembly. It would be in Cox
catlan. Salvador Ponce and his people had their new 
church almost done. This building would not burn so 
easily I 

From San Luis, from Valles, from Potrerillos, and 
from the new Aztec churches came the Christians. 
They listened to the pastors tell what God had done 
the past year. Every night they had a service. Many 
Aztec Indians came to the altar. Often they left a 
pool of tears. 

How happy everyone was to learn that there 
were 235 more members than there were last year. 
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Yes, the work was growing fast. Mr. Soltero and 
the Mexican and Indian preachers could not keep 
up with it. 

Nettie kept busy teaching young men to be 
preachers. In 1927 they moved to a bigger place in 
San Luis. It had several buildings. There was land to 
raise crops. 

Mr. Soltero went up into the mountains to visit 
the churches. When he came back, he brought In
dian boys to be in the Bible school. Nettie tried to 
teach them to cook, to wash and iron, to clean 
house, and to sew. They also helped with the vege
table gardens. They learned many Bible verses. They 
learned how to tell others about Jesus. 

Mexico had a law that only a person born in 
Mexico could preach there. So teaching the Indians 
and Mexicans was very important. 

But there were others from the United States 
who came to help the Solteros. Miss Daisy Buby 
came in 1928 and helped with the Bible school. She 
was a nurse. 

Two more nurses who came were Rilla Chap
man and Martha Hahn. For awhile they worked at 
Coxcatlan. 

The Solteros were glad for the help of other mis
sionaries. But they knew most of the work must be 
done by the Mexican people. 

"I wish the Church in the United States would 
send a man to take over this work," Mr. Soltero of
ten said to Nettie. "I would rather spend my time 
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preaching to the Indians in the mountains." 
He wrote letters asking for someone who could 

do a better job than he could. But there was no one 
to send. Francisco and Nettie had to keep things go
ing. They prayed and worked. They learned many 
hard lessons. But God kept helping. The work kept 
growing. 

Mr. Soltero wanted the new Christians to learn 
to testify (to tell what Jesus had done for them). He 
told them, "If you don't testify, the stones will cry 
out. Something has to praise God!" 

For a long time after that, when people would 
stand up to testify, they would say, "I don't want a 
stone to take my place I" 

The Christians of Mexico did not have an easy 
life. Many times their neighbors treated them mean. 
But this did not stop them. 

About 1930 hard times came. The people in the 
United States could not send much money to Mex
ico. There was not enough money to pay the Mex
ican pastors. 

"What shall we do?" Mr. Soltero asked Nettie. "I 
must write to our preachers. I must tell them there is 
not enough money to pay them. I am afraid this is 
going to be bad for our work here." 

The letters were sent. The Solteros waited to see 
what the preachers would say. Soon they wrote back 
- Brother Ponce, Brother Aguilar, Brother Portillo, 
Brother Mascorro, and Brother Sanchez. "We are 
going to keep on preaching," they all told him. "We 
will suffer anything for Jesus' sake." 

How happy the Solteros were I 
In 1932 the Solteros left Mexico and moved to 

Laredo, Texas. This would now be the headquarters 
of the Mexican work. Laredo is on the border of 
Mexico. By this time a highway was being built from 
Laredo across the mountains of Mexico. The Sol-
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teros could drive a car over this road. In two days 
they could be in Valles. 

Thousands of Mexican people lived in the south 
part of Texas. The Solteros and other missionaries 
began preaching to them. 

They kept on having the Bible school. They 
would go to Mexico and get the students. They 
brought them by car or by bus to Laredo. The young 
men and women were in Bible school for six months. 
Then they went back to Mexico and worked for six 
months. 

In 1932 the churches in Mexico chose David 
Mascorro to be a helper for Mr. Soltero. By this time 
there were 1,200 members in the Mexican churches 
and 15 preachers. 

Then it was war time - World War II. By this 
time the Solteros were living in San Antonio, Texas. 
They had an even better Bible school there. But then 
the government of Mexico would not let young men 
come to school in the United States. 

So in 1942 they moved the Bible school back to 
Mexico. They had it in Valles. 

Nettie also had "short term" Bible schools for 
the Indians in the mountains. Sometimes a new mis
sionary named Flora Belle Slater helped her. One 
short school was held in Coxcatlan, the pretty town 
in a green valley. 

The two women spent two months there. Nettie 
taught Bible classes and Flora Belle taught music. She 
had a little folding organ out under the trees. She 
taught all the students to play easy hymns. They 
wanted the preachers to be able to have music in 
their churches. 

While Nettie was busy teaching, Mr. Soltero 
would travel from one church to another. Some
times he rode horseback. Sometimes he walked. Up 
and down steep mountains he went. Sometimes he 
crossed flooded rivers. 
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The water in the rivers rose higher and higher. They had to 
cross one stream seven times! Mr. Soltero went ahead on his 
strong horse. 
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One time Mr. Soltero and David Mascorro were 
going to a village for a service. It had rained for many 
days. They rode their horses through the mud. The 
water in the rivers rose higher and higher. They had 
to cross one stream seven times! The first four times 
were easy. The fifth time the waters were deep and 
fast. The sixth time they barely made it. But they hur
ried on to the last crossing. 

Mr. Soltero went ahead on his strong horse. The 
water was up high on the saddle. He made it across. 
Mr. Mascorro followed. But in the middle of the 
stream his horse stumbled. Both horse and rider 
went under. Brother Mascorro did not know how to 
swim. At first he was afraid to let go of the reins. But 
the horse was afraid, too, and threw himself about in 
the water. Brother Mascorro jumped off the horse. 
The deep, fast water almost swept him away. At last 
he was able to stand up. Brother Soltero threw a rope 
to him and he got up on the bank safely. An Indian 
took Mr. Soltero's horse out into the river and tried 
to bring the other horse out. But both horses ended 
up on the other bank! 

The Indian Christians were surprised to see the 
two preachers coming on foot. And one was drip
ping wet! They brought some dry clothes and 
dressed Mr. Mascorro like an Indian. Brother Sol
tero found it hard to keep from smiling when he 
looked at him during the service! 
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Paulina Castaneda was an Otomi Indian. She was 
raised in a Christian home. Her father was the man 
who kept the crowd from killing the True sisters at 
Potrerillos. At that time Paulina was only a baby. 

When she was nine years old, Paulina went to 
San Luis Potosi. She lived in Solteros' house and went 
to school there. She was a fine Christian girl. After 
Paulina left San Luis, she often wrote to Mrs. Sol
tero. 

Eduardo Munoz also lived in the mountains. He 
was not a Christian. But he had heard about Jesus in 
the church at Coxcatlan. He had gone to Sunday 
school there a few times when he was a boy. 

Eduardo was now a tall rancher. He was very 
good-looking. He wore cowboy pants and hat and 
boots with spurs. His jacket had a bright eagle sewed 
on the back. 

Eduardo began visiting Paulina. And she liked to 
have him come. Any girl would have been proud to 
be noticed by Eduardo. 

Paulina did not write and tell Nettie about Ed
uardo. She knew the Solteros would not want her to 
marry a man who was not a Christian. But she knew 
Eduardo was not against Christians. He believed it 
was the right way. 

Perhaps Paulina thought she could win her new 
husband to the Lord. She took her Bible with her 
when she moved into the Munoz home. Eduardo's 
mother did not like it that Paulina was a Christian. 
She would take Paulina's Bible and hide it. But Ed-
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Soon he was kneeling in the field and asking God to save him. 
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uardo would get it back for her. "It's all right for her 
to have that," he told his mother. 

Every day Paulina prayed that her husband 
would be saved. He did not want to go to church. It 
was way up on a steep mountain. It took over two 
hours to walk to church. That wasn't Eduardo's idea 
of a good time! He would rather go to a party, a 
dance, or a wedding! 

Paulina's parents were praying for Eduardo, too. 
One day he was out in the cornfield all by himself. 
God began talking to him. Soon he was kneeling in 
the field and asking God to save him. When he got 
up from his knees, he knew he was a new person! 
And he knew right away what God wanted him to 
do. 

He hurried back home. Paulina was busy with 
the housework. 

"Paulina, I want you to come with me," said Ed
uardo. "We're going to see your parents." 

"But she doesn't have her work done," his 
mother said. 

"She's going with me," said Eduardo. 
Wondering what had happened, Paulina left her 

work. They hadn't gone very far when Eduardo said, 
"Would it be all right if we sell everything we have 
and go to Bible school?" 

Paulina stared at Eduardo. "Go to Bible school!" 
"Yes, God has saved me and called me to 

preach." 
Paulina was so happy. "Of course, it's all right to 

sell everything and go to Bible school! Haven't I 
prayed for this for a year?" 

Eduardo wrote to Brother Soltero. "What must I 
do to get ready to go to Bible school?" · 

Brother Soltero wrote back, "Go to church and 
go to the altar. Pray until you know God has saved 
you." 

In the letter Eduardo sent back, he wrote, "I will 
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go to church and go to the altar. But I won't pray to 
be saved, for God saved me out in the cornfield!" 

Eduardo and Paulina sold all their horses and 
cows. In 1936 they went to Bible school in San An
tonio, Texas. They were there for three years. Then 
Eduardo became pastor of the Valles Church. He 
took another year of Bible school while he was pas
tor. 

One day Eduardo and Mr. Soltero were talking. 
"We must do something about the Huasteco Indi
ans," Brother Soltero said. "We have Otomi Indian 
churches and Aztec Indian churches. And, of course, 
we have Mexican churches. But there are thousands 
and thousands of Huasteco Indians." 

"How can we reach them?" asked Eduardo. 
"I have been thinking and praying about it. A 

few weeks ago I asked God for money to buy gos
pels to give out to the Huastecos," Mr. Soltero said. 
"The very next day I received $100." 

"I will help take them out to the Indians," Ed
uardo said. 

Soon five young men were climbing moun
tains. They carried bags of gospels. The Huasteco 
Indians lived in many villages far back in the moun
tains. The men gave out 5,000 gospels. They prayed 
for the people who took the books. 

"That is good," said Brother Soltero, "but there 
are more than 50,000 Huastecos. This is just a begin
ning." 

A few months later he decided he would travel 
over the same mountains. He would go with Ed
uardo. Then he could see what needed to be done. 

The two men took more books and started out. 
They visited the same towns. 

"We remember you," many of the people said 
to Eduardo. 

"What did you do with the book he gave you?" 
Brother Soltero wanted to know. 
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"After we got the books, the priest sent people 
around to every house. They tried to get all the 
books we had. But we did not want to give them up," 
the people told them. Some of them still had the 
books. They had read them over and over. It was 
easy to see that they wanted to know more. 

One day Brother Soltero and Eduardo came to 
the town of San Jose. It was a Huasteco Indian vil
lage and was a three-hour walk from one of the Az
tec churches. The men decided San Jose would be 
the center. From there they would work among the 
Huastecos. Honorio Gomez was to be the mission
ary to this new tribe. 

Brother Soltero wanted to see the work grow 
faster. He talked with the workers. They decided to 
start a Five-Year Plan. They set goals for each year. 
They got all the Christians to sign a promise. They 
promised to give part of their time to telling others 
about Jesus. 

The women had their own meetings. Many of 
them could not read or write. "But we can pray," 
they said. 

They began going out to tell people about Jesus. 
In one place the people saw the women coming. 
They threw hot coals in the yard. The Christian wom
en did not know they were hot. They burned their 
feet. But that didn't stop them. They kept on telling 
others about Jesus. 

Each year the Christians reached their goals. In 
1945, at the end of the five years, there were 3,136 
church members - twice as many as before. They 
had 51 churches and 31 other places where they had 
services. 

In 1945 the work in Mexico was 25 years old. It 
was a time to rejoice. The district assembly was very 
special that year. It was held in the beautiful new 
church in Valles. Visitors came from the United 
States. 
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The district assembly was held in the beautiful new church in 
Valles. 

The 25th year was also the time for a new ad
venture to begin I 
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Mr. Soltero was never happy for the work to stay 
the same. He was always thinking of new ways to 
spread the good news about Jesus. He thought about 
the part of Mexico south of Mexico City. In the state 
of Puebla there were thousands of Aztecs without 
Christ. 

Brother Soltero, Eduardo Munoz, and an Az
tec Christian named Maximiano Hernandez went to 
Puebla. They went many miles up and down the 
mountains. Then they talked about what they should 
do. 

They decided to start the new plan at the 1945 
district assembly. In a special service, seven workers 
were set aside. They were to be sent to the new field 
in the south. Eduardo Munoz was going to be the 
leader. All the Christians promised to pray for the 
new work. 

The seven workers and their families got on a 
bus at Valles. They rode through the mountains to 
the town of Tehuacan. A house had been rented for 
them to stay in. Right away they began going tooth
er towns. 

But the people of the state of Puebla did not 
want to hear the gospel. They were against all Prot
estants. 

Rev. and Mrs. Cruz went to one town to start a 
church. They tried to find a place to live. The people 
soon found out they were Protestant missionaries. 
An angry crowd gathered. 

"Where did you come from?" they yelled. 
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"From Tehuacan," Rev. Cruz said. 
"Then that's where you're going!" The crowd 

took the Cruz family and all their baggage to the 
train station. When the train came, the people put 
the missionaries and all their things on the train! 

But the Christian workers kept trying. They 
knew God would help them if they stayed with it. But 
it was not easy. They missed their wonderful Chris
tian friends up north. They were homesick part of 
the time. 

Some of the workers got sick. Then Brother 
Munoz got very sick. They called for a doctor to 
come. They had to buy medicine. There was a big bill 
to pay. 

"We don't have enough money to pay the bill," 
said Mrs. Munoz. 

"We will have to sell something," decided Ed-
uardo. 

"We could sell my sewing machine," she said. 
"We could sell my typewri~er," he said. 
So they did. But they would not give up. Mrs. 

Munoz began visiting in the town of Chapulco. Then 
Juan Lara kept the work going. 

One day Brother Lara and Eduardo's son 
Homero went to Chapulco for a service. The Cath
olic priest had gotten the people all stirred up. He 
wanted them to run the Protestant missionaries out 
of town. 

When Juan Lara and Homero got to town, a 
crowd of 100 people was waiting for them. They 
grabbed the two Christians and took them to the city 
hall. 

Brother Munoz heard about what was happen
ing. He hurried to the place and saw a large crowd 
around the hall. He could not get through the 
crowd. He quickly climbed up on the wall nearby. 
Now he could look in the window to see what was 
going on. 
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But someone in the crowd saw Mr. Munoz on 
the wall. Soon the police came. They took him to jail I 
Away went someone to tell the other workers. They 
went to see the officers in charge of the soldiers in 
town. "You must protect these men," they told him. 
"Your government says you have to!" 

The officer sent some soldiers to get Brother 
Munoz out of jail. Later they were able to start a 
church in that town. 

Brother Soltero wanted to see how the work was 
going in the new field. A year after it started, he 
made a visit. There were ten towns where services 
were being held. He took some men with him. 

They came to the town of Santa Maria. Sudden
ly they saw people rushing towards them. The mob 
was screaming at them. Brother Soltero and the oth
er men at last got away from the crowd. Then the 
yelling mob went to the house of one of the Chris
tians. 

"We're going to kill you!" they shouted. 
"We'll burn your house down!" 
But they could not find the man, for he was out 

of town! 
The work in the state of Puebla went forward 

slowly. Sometimes the preachers were beaten. But 
they would not give up. Some of the new Christians 
gave their houses to be used as churches. Slowly 
groups of Christians were gathered together. 

After five years they had 13 churches and 
preaching places. But already Mr. Soltero was think
ing of going farther south. He planned for two work
ers to go into the state of Oaxaca and look things 
over. He was interested in taking the gospel to a big 
tribe of Indians called the Mazatecas. 

Norberto Sanchez and another man took a trip 
in Mazateca country. As soon as they came back 
Norberto reported to Mr. Soltero. "If you have no 
one else to send, I will go," he said. 
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First the doctor would see what was wrong with the sick per
son. 
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Mr. Soltero reminded him it would not be easy. 
"I know it is cold there," Norberto said. "It is 

very rainy. The roads are long and steep. It is far away 
from my home. But I know God will help me all the 
way." 

In August 1950 the Sanchez family began the 
long trip to Oaxaca. They could get only four don
keys. The children rode and Norberto and his wife 
walked 37 miles up and down the high mountains. 

When the Sanchez family found a place to live, 
Norberto got busy. He met a doctor who was a 
health officer. 

"Come with me as I visit the towns," the doctor 
invited. 

So Norberto went with the doctor. First the doc
tor would see what was wrong with the sick person. 
Then Norberto would tell them about Jesus who 
could heal people. Later when Norberto went back 
to those towns, he found those people open to the 
gospel. 

Someone in the United States sent Norberto a 
lot of small toys. He took these with him as he vis
ited people. He would give a toy to a child. Then he 
said to the parents, "I brought this little book for 
you. It talks to you about God. Please read it." 

Norberto also went to the mayors of towns. He 
gave each of them a Bible. "You are the mayor of this 
town," he said to each one. "You should find out 
what kind of person I am. You should read this book 
and find out what kind of books I am giving to your 
people." 

Norberto and his wife worked hard to learn the 
Mazateca language. Their four children learned it 
faster than they did! 

In 1947 the first district assembly was held in the 
state of Puebla. Of course, Brother Soltero was there. 
How thrilled he was to see what had been done. 

The work among the Mazatecas hadn't gone on 
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very long before the Solteros were thinking about a 
Bible school. They knew how important it was to 
teach the new Christians to be workers, so a Bible 
school, especially for the Mazatecas, was opened in 
1948. 

By this time there were Mexican and Indian 
Christians who could teach in the Bible schools. The 
Solteros did not have to do it all. 
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It was 1957. Francisco and Nettie had been mis
sionaries for 37 years. There were now 125 churches 
in Mexico. There were 4,700 members. They had 90 
preachers. All of them had been Nettie's students in 
Bible school. 

The Solteros had traveled thousands of miles by 
foot, by horseback, by bus, by car, and by train. In 
1948 Mr. Soltero was put in charge of all the Latin 
American fields. This meant he had to travel to Peru 
and to Puerto Rico as well as Mexico. They also trav
eled in the United States to tell people about the 
work in Mexico. 

Francisco and Nettie were not together very 
much. Their work often kept them apart. For many 
years they lived in a little one-room house at Valles. 
Finally, a five-room house was built for them. 

In 1947 Miss Nellie Carroll came to help in the 
work. She thought she would stay for six months. But 
she stayed many years. She worked closely with the 
Solteros. 

In June 1957 Nettie became very sick. She had 
not been well for two years. But she kept on teach
ing and working. Francisco hurried home to be with 
her. Nellie Carroll stayed close by her side. 

But on June 5 Nettie went to be with Jesus. She 
was 66 years old. As soon as people knew, they be
gan to come to Valles. Down from the mountains 
came the Indian Christians. Four pastors carried the 
casket on their shoulders to the church. This was 
done to honor special people. Hundreds of people 
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Down from the mountains came the Indian Christians. 
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came to the funeral. The Solteros were greatly loved 
by their many friends. 

Brother Soltero kept on working after Nettie was 
gone. He visited the churches, helped the pastors, 
and planned new ways to make the work grow. He 
had others to help him. He depended on Nellie Car
roll to write letters and do other work. 

One night Mr. Soltero was staying in a little In
dian church in the mountains. He was lonely and 
tired. The devil came and began. talking to him. 
"Look where you are! After all these years of hard 
work! Where has it gotten you! You haven't done so 
much after all I" 

Mr. Soltero got up and walked back and forth. 
He began telling the devil a thing or two. "Look at all 
the churches in Mexico. Look at all the Christians. 
The Indians used to drink and fight. Now they sing 
and pray and help each other. Look at the 90 preach
ers we have trained." 

He knelt down and began thanking God for all 
He had done. He was still on his knees when morn
ing came. He could hear the women grinding corn 
for tortillas (bread). 

Mr. Soltero says the devil never pulled that trick 
on him again! 

But the devil kept busy. He caused people to 
hate the Christians. Many times they were treated 
very badly. In 1961 a terrible thing happened. A 
Mazateca Christian family was asleep one night. Two 
of the brothers were out in the cornfield watching 
over the crop. 

A crowd of about 100 men came to their house. 
They killed seven people in the family. They stole all 
the money and other things they could find. 

But this did not stop the Christians. The two 
brothers were heartbroken. But they would not turn 
away from following Jesus. 

In 1964 Brother Soltero married Nellie Carroll. 
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Together they kept working for God. They made 
many trips to Mexico. 

The year 1970 was a very special time. There 
were now three districts in The Wesleyan Church in 
Mexico. In the Northern District were 57 places 
where the gospel was preached. In the Central Dis
trict were 35 churches and preaching places. In the 
Southern District were 28. The Church in Mexico 
had over 6,000 members. 

Now, in 1970, a special time was planned for the 
50th birthday of the Mexican church. All three dis
tricts met together at Valles. They were going to give 
special honor to Francisco Soltero. But his best re
ward was to see all the people who were living for 
Jesus. Hundreds were already in heaven I 

Brother Soltero was not sorry he had given up 
baseball for Jesus! 

In 1977 he went home to heaven. Nellie Soltero 
carries on the work from Laredo, Texas. Eduardo 
Munoz is the one in charge in Mexico. 
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