
 

 

 

   

Dear Pastor and Precious Friend,                  June, July 2022                                                                      

 

July 16, 2020, to July 16, 2022, marks two years since I have been a missionary in Haiti! 

First and foremost, I thank the Lord for using a sinner like me for the purpose of ministry.  

In times past, I was unprofitable, but since I put my trust in Jesus Christ, He makes me 

what I am not.  He makes me a profitable servant.  To God be the glory for the great 

things He hath done for me, in me and through me. 

Secondly, I want to give thanks to all my fellow laborers and fellow soldiers of the cross 

for your prayers and sacrificial giving.  We could not do what we do without you being 

a part of this ministry. 

The latest update:  

For the past couple of months, the Lord has allowed us to see many souls saved and 

follow the Lord in believers’ baptism.   

True story:  

“Where is the preacher?” said a lady on her death bed.  

There were three people who recently came to visit our church for the first time on a 

Sunday evening: two beautiful little girls about six years old and an older sister 16 years 

old.  I asked them about their parents, and they said they are from Port-au-Prince, which 

is one hour and 45 minutes from us.  They had come to the hospital with their mother 

who has cancer.  I felt so sorry for them because they have to go through this, and I told 

them I would come visit their mother on Monday or Tuesday.  Unfortunately, I failed to 

make that visit.   

When Wednesday evening came, as we were about to start our prayer meeting and Bible 

study, they came into the church again.  When I spoke to them again, here is what the 

oldest one told me: “I told my mom you are coming to visit her, and she kept asking 

where the preacher is who will come to visit me…’Where is the preacher?’  On that 

Wednesday afternoon she became unconscious and passed away.  I believe her last words 

before she died were: “Where is the preacher?”  

My friends, I don’t know how to explain to you how I felt on that Wednesday evening.  I 

was crying, shaken.  I could not pray.  I could not read my Bible.  I could not sing, because 

I failed to talk to this dying lady about the Lord before she took her last breath.  “O God, 

deliver me from blood guiltiness…”   

On that same Wednesday evening after the service, I went to their home, where some 

family members were.  I met their father and aunt, then I presented to them the simple 

plan of salvation.  Praise the Lord, they trusted Christ as their personal Savior - 

Hallelujah!  But I still have this pain and sadness in my heart because I did not share the 

gospel to that lady before she died.  I am going to stand before the Lord Jesus Christ and 

day to give an account for her last words, “Where is the preacher?” 

How about you, dear reader?  Have you failed to do something for Christ?  How long has 

it been since you won someone to Christ?  Remember that one day…” Every one of us 

shall give account of himself to God.”  Romans 14:12. “Some want to live within the 

sound of the church or chapel bell; I want to run a rescue shop within a yard of hell.” 

 

With a Heart for God, 

 

Robinson Gresseau 

Phil. 1:6  

 

 

 

 


