Hope Delivered .. 1n a Book

Read these amazing stories of how God has used OneHope through
the years to shape nations. Below we’ve excerpted a few life-
changing stories here, and you can read more in Rob Hoskins’
new book, Hope Delivered, available online and in bookstores
across the nation.

One hundred million people are set to be reached before the
year 2020 in Russia. In India 129,093,199 have already been
reached. Approaching one billion all across the globe. The
OneHope numbers are almost shocking when it comes to how many
children and youth we’re impacting with God’s Word all around
the world. And we have a plan to achieve mission
fulfillment—providing a relevant presentation of the gospel to
every boy and girl on earth-by the year 2030. It’s
extraordinary, and we give God praise for what He has done!

And yet if you ask most evangelical Christians in the United
States what they know about OneHope'’s mission to the next
generation, the most common answer is a blank stare. Dr.
Charles Osueke, the General Superintendent of the Assemblies
of God in Nigeria, saw how, by God’s grace, OneHope was
transforming young lives in his nation—and across Africa-and
declared it a “silent revolution.” It's a silent revolution of
believers who know that the Great

Commission is doable and who want to be part of it. It’s made
up of people like you and me who are in pursuit of touching
one billion young lives with God’s love and His Word, and then
the next

billion, and then every generation until Christ returns!

How did we get here? My dad received the vision, as you know.
But he didn’t have millions of dollars to invest in it. And we
don’t have any celebrity supporters or endorsements. Here'’s
what we had (as you’ll remember from chapter 5): God’s
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direction to obey, trust, and have faith-the same directions
you have from God in your everyday life. Jesus gave those
directions to me in a personal way at the moment I most needed
to hear them, but my dad had already been acting on them all
his life. The lesson of obey that Christ spoke into my heart
was the lesson of “ just go!” that my dad had been teaching me
for years. Remember the story of how he went to British Guyana
with $ in his pocket and a one-way ticket? He told that to me
many times, always saying, “When God tells you to go, just go.
When God speaks, just do what He says.” My dad always trusted
God to provide, and he always went where God told him to go.
After I began to learn this lesson, extraordinary things
happened to me too.

I remember flying home from a long trip in Russia. I was on
the seven-hour flight from Siberia to Moscow, perfectly
exhausted and so ready to catch my flight home from Moscow to
see my wife and daughter. (Natasha wasn’t born yet.) The
Russian gentleman next to me on the flight spoke very good
English. He was reading a newspaper, so I asked him what was
in the news. This was before the fall of the USSR. Gorbachev
was still in power, but things were really stirred up; there
were riots, strikes, financial crisis, and a great move toward
throwing off the chains of communism. These were exciting
times!

My seatmate on the plane began to tell me that at that moment
in the Siberian town of Kemerovo the coal miners were on
strike. Up until very recently the idea of a strike was
unheard of in Russia. Because of the importance of the coal
industry in Kemerovo this strike was getting a lot of
attention. In fact, there was speculation it might touch off
what would become known as the “Second Russian Revolution” and
play a part in bringing down the USSR. As we talked, I began
to hear the Lord’s leading, and He was saying, “Kemerovo. Go
to Kemerovo.” Nothing could have been lower on my wish list
than to go to Kemerovo. It was back in Siberia, the complete



opposite direction from where I wanted to go.

I told the Lord, “I want to see my wife and daughter. I've
been gone too much as it is.” But the only reply I received
was this: Kemerovo. When the plane landed in Moscow, a Russian
pastor had come to meet me and help me get from the domestic
airport to the international airport for my flight home. He
was dumbfounded when I asked, “Can I get to Kemerovo from here
tonight?” He said,

“Kemerovo is in Siberia. You just came from Siberia.”

I said, “I know it sounds crazy, but the Lord has told me to
go to Kemerovo.”

We found out that there was only one flight to Kemerovo that
night, and it was oversold. I was so happy! There was no way
I, along with my interpreter, could get on an oversold flight.
Just so God could see I was trying to be obedient, I put our
names on the standby list, knowing that we would never be able
to go—until at the last moment, one seat cleared. If I went, I
would go alone, with no interpreter, to a Russian city I'd
never been to, hours in the wrong direction from the one place
I wanted to be. I went. I wasn’t happy about it, but I went.

About six o’'clock the next morning I arrived in Kemerovo, a
city of seven hundred thousand people, where I knew not a
single soul; a city in chaos because of the labor strikes,
where I could only communicate through hand gestures. If you
know anything about the Russian language, you know there’s no
such thing as knowing “enough Russian to get by.” I managed to
get to a hotel, drop to my knees before God, and say, “I'm
here with no idea what I’'m doing

here. Now what?” After I prayed and interceded for the city of
Kemerovo, I thought maybe that was all I had to do—pray. Maybe
God had called me here just to pray for Kemerovo. But then God
spoke to me again and told me to go to the university and find
someone who speaks English. God led me to a student named



Julie who wanted to practice her English. She took me to see
the mayor of Kemerovo and helped me talk to him about Jesus
and the Book of Hope. Three months later I came back to that
city with a team of ministry volunteers and the Book of Hope
for every student in the city. During that ministry event
sixteen thousand boys and girls signed decision cards saying
they wanted to follow Jesus. We were able to leave a great
missionary couple in Kemerovo to begin a new church, and a
wonderful work was born.

Ilia

A few years later I met a young man from Kemerovo named Ilia.
He said he wanted to thank me for bringing the Book of Hope,
because the book led him to the Lord eight years previously
when he received it in school.

He said, “I don’t know if you know what has been happening
with the church in Kemerovo since then. A bunch of us at the
university realized nobody had taken the Book of Hope to the
city of Novokuznetsk, so we did a distribution there, and we
helped a church plant, which has about eight hundred members
now."”

Further, he told me, the believers at Novokuznetsk were
worried about the Altai people in the mountains beyond them,
because they had never heard of Jesus. So these new believers
in Novokuznetsk

took the Book of Hope to the Altai people. According to the
Joshua Project, they are listed among the most unreached
people groups of the world. But that is going to have to
change, because there are now thirty-six Christians among
those Buddhist Altai! Yes, I have learned from my dad’s simple
wisdom and the leading of the Savior that when God says to go,
just go. Obey Him. Trust Him. This has been the way OneHope
has grown and the way God has stretched my faith again and
again. But remember, there was a second direction in the word



the Lord gave to me in the midst of my blindness: trust.

We’ve had to confront this one many times when what God asked
seemed impossible.

“What Can You Believe Me For?”

The moment is so clear in my mind. I had been on staff with
OneHope for a few years, and the forward progression seemed to
have stalled out. We were reaching about six million children
per year with God’'s Word. It was a great number, but God had
told us to reach every child and youth on earth. Six million a
year wouldn’t do it; too many were moving into adulthood
without ever hearing the good news of the gospel. My dad and I
were seeking the Lord in prayer. Why 1is this happening? How
can we reach every child if You’'re only providing for six
million a year?

We both felt so clearly the Lord’s response, “What can you
believe Me for?” It wasn’'t that He was unable to provide for
more than six million a year; it was that we weren’t believing
big enough. A spirit of wisdom and revelation seemed to come
upon us, and we knew that what God wanted was to double the
ministry output the following year. Can you imagine 1in
business, with no promise of extra resources, if you just
declared you were going to double your profits?

It would be crazy. But we knew that God'’s power was working in
us and through us, and we made a power declaration that the
following year the ministry would present the good news to
twelve million children and youth. We made the declaration. We
had no idea how it was going to happen. We were obedient to
God’'s call and trusted Him as we made the plan that He
impressed on our hearts. This is where that third direction,
to have faith, came into play. Faith is truly the substance of
things hoped for and the evidence of things not seen. Dad and
I began to act on our belief, completely in faith. We made
plans for a bigger building and the new staff we’d need when



we doubled our faith goal. We started researching and dreaming
about the new countries that we felt would open to the Book of
Hope.

The first thing that happened: my faith was tested. A
missionary in the Philippines called me and said he’d heard of
our program and needed me to come with him to meet the
minister of education. He thought there was a good chance we’d
get permission to give the Book of Hope to every schoolchild
in the entire nation there. As he was speaking, a spirit of
fear gripped me. Here was one of those doors opening, and we
didn’t have the money! This wasn’t in the projections we’d
made, and I didn’'t see how we could possibly do it. I called
my dad right away.

“I have an invitation to meet with the minister of education
in the Philippines, but looking at the numbers, I just don’t
see how we can add anything to our plate right now,” I told
him. I needed him to agree with me that it would be senseless
to go to the Philippines. There was silence at the other end
of the line, and finally Dad said, “Who are you to say no to
God?” Ouch. Thanks, Dad.

I got on a plane for Manila. The meeting with the minister of
education was extraordinary. He was not a believer, but he was
Sso gracious and listened to my presentation and then
complimented the United States for all we had done for the
Philippines after World War II to help build schools and
create the system of education. But he said in 1963 when the
United States removed Bibles from the classroom, the
Philippines had done the same, and it was as a reflection

of our own American laws that he had to, at that moment, deny
me permission to take the Scriptures into the schools. What a
heartbreaking moment! I immediately began to tell him how the
United States had changed since prayer and the Bible were
taken out of the schools, listing the statistics about drug
use, alcoholism, teen pregnancy, and gang violence. Did he



want this for the Philippines as well? It was already
happening, he told me, and he began to list for me his
country’s statistics, which were the same or worse than mine.

I could almost pinpoint the very moment in our conversation
when the Holy Spirit came over that nonbeliever, and he pushed
back from his desk saying, “I don’t even know why I’'m doing
this.” He called his secretary in and dictated a letter
granting us permission to give the Book of Hope to every
single schoolchild in the nation. I was just praising God 1in
my heart!

Then the man turned to me and said, “I'm putting my name,
reputation, and seal on this letter, which will go to every
school in the Philippines. Can you do this?”

Everything in my humanity said, “There’s no way we can do
this.” The money wasn’t there. The infrastructure wasn’t in
place.

But again this was where those directions to trust, obey, and
have faith were at work. Faith rose up in my spirit, and I
said, “Yes, sir, we can do it.” I couldn’t do it, but I knew I
was serving an almighty God who can do anything. I boarded the
plane for home, and on a layover in Japan I called my dad.

“I've got good news and bad news,” I told him. “The good news
is we have permission to reach 7.2 million schoolchildren in
the Philippines. The bad news is we need two million dollars
really bad.” On the other end of the line I heard Dad chuckle.
He began to explain.

At the same time we were grappling with financial issues, God
had been speaking to a wonderful Christian businessman, Mr.
Green. This man had a vision to reach the world with the
gospel of Jesus, and he was seeking God’'s direction for how to
do it. God had already made clear to him that there was a
divine plan and that it would be revealed. In May of 1997 he
and his family “ just happened” to visit a church where a Book



of Hope presentation was

being made. When he heard about an economical way to blanket
entire cities with the Word, he knew this could be the plan
the Holy Spirit had promised to reveal to him!

Mr. Green had called my dad and asked him to come visit with
him and his family. Of course my dad’s schedule is planned
well in advance, and the best he could do was promise to meet
them next time he was in their area. Mr. Green wasn’t
satisfied with that. He asked Dad just to pray about it. And
when Dad prayed about it, he felt the Holy Spirit’s leading
him to go and meet the Green family. He was so glad he did.
The Greens became one of our most generous partners. As I
spoke to Dad about the Philippines that day, he said, “Rob, we
have a gift of $500,000 and a commitment that will provide
what we need for the outreach in the Philippines.”

Together with the extraordinary generosity of many other
friends, the Greens helped enable the ministry to more than
double our outreach at the time. Have faith. Obey, trust, and
have faith. This is how the scope and vision of the ministry
of OneHope have grown. It has been a silent revolution, almost
a secret from the rest of the evangelical church (although we
don’'t try to keep it that way). But every day someone like you
hears for the first time about OneHope and understands that
they can make a powerful difference just by praying and
giving, that they can help needy children move from death to
life with such a simple gift—-the gift of God’'s life-
transforming Word—-and feel called to make it happen.

Then that person joins the silent revolution. They obey God,
they trust Him, and they step out in faith, just as I did, my
dad did, and the Green family did. Together we’'re turning the
tables on the devil and rescuing the next generation by giving
them the eternal hope of Jesus Christ. Close to a billion
children and young people have been touched by the gospel
through obedience, trust, and faith in God. We're amazed every



day to see the new directions He takes us and behold the
astounding provision He makes for us. Millions in Russia, in
India, and in Latin America-this silent revolution of
believers who are willing to obey, trust, and put their faith
in action are bringing hope to a generation!

We're affecting destiny, fulfilling the mission God put in our
hearts. And you? Are you part of this silent revolution? Are
you affecting destiny for the generations to follow, for your
own generation? Are you teaching your children and
grandchildren how they can affect destiny? You can do it, you
know. Seek God for your own destiny, obey when He directs you,
trust Him to make the path clear, and have faith that your own
personal ministry will make the impact He desires.

Tsenko and Matiu

I think about an American woman named Charlotte in Bulgaria.
How many people do you know who’ve been to Bulgaria? It’s not
a tourist spot, by most standards. And Charlotte wasn’t a
tourist. She was a missionary. She’d followed her destiny and
joined a short-term OneHope mission team (at that time we
called them Affect Destiny Teams) to help present children and
youth with God’s Word. She was no Billy Graham. She was not
even a Rob

Hoskins. She couldn’t speak the language, but she was part of
the silent revolution, and by God’s grace her impact has been
felt in so many lives.

She was working with a team from the local church. One day
they went to an orphanage. It was there Charlotte met Tsenko,
an abandoned boy. His father had never been around very much.
Tsenko could just remember him: a gambler who had a job but
lost most of his money in various games of chance. When he
disappeared, it was just after Tsenko’s baby brother, Matiu,
had been born. Their mom had no hope to provide for the boys.
There was no work for a single mother in their rural part of



Bulgaria. She went to Greece to find a job. She left baby
Matiu with his grandparents and dropped Tsenko at the
orphanage. Just a few years later Matiu joined him there. They
were all alone.

Matiu didn’t miss their father. He didn’t remember him. But
both boys missed their mother and their grandparents. The
state made sure they had food and went to school, but boys
need more than that. They need someone to comb their hair and
help with their homework, to read to them and hug them and
love them. Tsenko tried to be strong for Matiu, but he was
lonely and felt hopeless. The church team that came to visit
brought a gift for each child, the Bulgarian language Book of
Hope. They also organized a film showing to entertain the
children. They presented The GodMan, seen through the eyes of
a young boy who might have walked the streets of Jerusalem
with Jesus.

Both fourteen-year-old Tsenko and ten-year-old Matiu enjoyed
the film. Then when one of the people from the church began to
explain to them that Jesus is real and that He is still loving
and embracing children and adults today, Tsenko drew back. How
could this be real? The walls went up. But Charlotte was
there, and she saw past those walls. As an interpreter helped
her talk to Tsenko about his life and about what they’'d seen
in the film, he opened up to her. As she shared with him from
the pages of the Book of Hope, things began to fall into
place. Tsenko realized that Charlotte believed. And he
promised her he would read the book, and he would try
to believe too.

In the weeks that followed, Tsenko kept his promise to read
the Book of Hope. It contained not only the scriptural story
of Jesus but also special sections designed to speak to the
heartfelt needs of young people like him. Slowly he began to
realize that although he may not be able to live with his
biological family, he could still have the unconditional love
of a heavenly Father. Today Tsenko, Matiu, and thirty children



from the orphanage are part of their local church, serving
Jesus and worshipping together. The church even sends a Bible
teacher to the orphanage to meet with them and pray with the
young people each week.

Charlotte trusted God, obeyed His calling, and had faith that
He would use her faithfulness to affect destiny. And it did,
especially for Tsenko. Be part of the silent revolution. Let
God use you too to affect destiny for the next generation!



