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xcept for the hum of the farm 
pickup, the black Guatemala 
mountains effectively elbowed 
most sound out of the valley that 

m g h t ~ i g u d  Max, the Indian boy on 
Sunday night roving guard, was not rezlly 
expecting anything as he wheeled toward 
the main road where he thought he'd 
detected some activity. 

Suddenly two khaki-clad figures stepped 
into the swath cut by his headlights. 
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Miguel caught all the signs - beards and 
flowing hair, aiss-crossed cartridge belts, 
submachine guns, the raised-arm halt 
command- and slid the truck into second 
gear. The truck obediently whined down; 
then, almost upon the guerrillas, roared 
back into high gear as Miguel jammed his 
foot to the floorboard. He was aware of the 
frantic leaps to the side of the road, and the 
back of his neck tensed as he waited for the 
bullet. 

Instead, he soon saw a vehicle blocking the 
road ahead. Even if he could make it 

to= into the room, white as a sheet. "And 
when an Indian is as white as a sheet, 
that's something," Cordell grins, relating - 
the incident. 

Theguerrillas didn't come back that Nght, 
but "nobody slept much." There was a 
gun in the house, but no ammunition. The 
next day Cordell drove into town to inform 
the army, who promptly moved eight 
civilian-dressed~soldiers into the plantation 
schoolhouse to patrol the area by night. 

So goes, not a typical twenty-four hours at 
the Paradise Valley Plantation in 

Paradise Valley, Guatemala 

through the barricade, the 20 kilometers to 
Coban and the protection of the army 
couldn't be made on his nearly empty 
tank. Wheeling in an abrupt U-turn, 
Miguel barreled back d o 6  the road, past 
whm the first two men had been, and 
into the driveway of the decaying 
plantation house. 

The Cordell Anderson family and the 
twenty- some orphaned Indian boys who 
lived with them were gathering for family 
prayer, Cordell remembers, when Miguel 

northeastern Guatemala, but at least a 
possible - and in this case, actual - day 
for Cordell Andemen and the people 
around him at the Center for Indian 
Development eontinue their struggle to 
eliminate some of man's oldest enemies. 
Fighting problems of public relations (both 
in Guatemala and North America), lack of 
funds, and despair, the Foundation for 
Indian Development, (spearheaded and 
field-directed by Andersen), has been able 
to cmate from an unbelieveable chaos of 
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filth, poverty, and ignorance, an island of 
order and shope for the Pokomchi Indians. 
'Ihe effort marks men and dreams so 
unusual in a cynical and selfish socieyt that 
it is difficult to approach them without 
suspicion, and an effort to douse the 
"quack" and "quixotic" signs glowing red 
between the lines. 

He sank his capital into a shaky real 
estate venturr: 450 acres of non-producing 
ranch land, complete with ramshackle 
plantation house, 110 miles north of 
Guatemala City. The land was virtually 
deserted, as far as aviked life goes. 
Nevertheless, CordeU saw the 240 Indians 
living there as not only a resource, but his 

Cordell Anderson is admittedly unusual. Purpose. 

Not tall, he is a sandy-haired and His 6rst big problem was public relations. 
alert-eyed man who even sits In the beginning he had none with the 
energetically; he was more than willing to Indians, since they were suspicious and 
talk with me about the last eight years of aloof. He tried to win their trust and 

The CordeU Andersen family, 1975. 

his life, and the events which are shaping a 
future that few fathers of seven would risk. 

I Reared in Provo, Utah, he served a 
mission in Guatemala for the Mormon 
Church. That mission, plus a prophecy 
spoken by Hugh B. Brown during that 
time, led Cordell to believe that he should 
return. Aher military service, mamage, 
and graduation from BW, he gave up a 
thriving business, loaded up his family 
and film-showing equipment, and drove 
to Guatemala. 

cooperation by showing films and giving 
food and medical treatments, but though 
the Indians accepted what he had to give 
them, they still did not accept him, and no 
real changes took place. After one and a 
half years, the turning point came in the 
form of a tragedy-miracle. 

Cordell and his family had administered 
"gallons of worm medicine" one afternoon 
at a little impromptu medical clinic (a 
one-room shack), and then showed the 
61m "Man's Search for Happiness." This 
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showing was the first blatantly 
Church-related overture the Andersens 
had made. There was a remarkably good 
spirit during the movie, Cordell recalls, 
and of the 140 people treated that day, 60 
had stayed to watch the 6lm. But after the 
movie was over, he noticed a little knot of 
mothers who didn't leave the room with 
the others. One was sobbing. As he 
approached them he could tell that a baby 
was dead- probably in violent reaction to 
the medicine. 
"I panicked," Cordell says. ''I knew this 
was bound to happen sooner or later, but 

room. The next day word spread like 6re 
through the hills of the new witch doctor 
down in the valley." 

Three months after this incident a 
dysentery epidemic struck the area. The 
government hospital in Coban logged five 
deaths a day, unable to keep ahead of the 
scourge. The Andersens had no choice but 
to start treatments on the ranch. One 
a c t e d  three-month-old girl lost both 
parents in the epidemic, and the 
Andersens took her into their home to 
continue her treatment. In spite of all they 

Wlth Cordell's guidance, Indians of Paradise Valley have exchanged the hovel. . . 

the superstitions of the people were such 
that at this point one death would destroy 
all we had tried to do for the past eighteen 
months. I took the baby from the mother 
and tried to find a sign of life. Something 
inside me wouldn't let me accept the 
death. As I held her, I gave her something 
like a patriarchal blessing, naming an 
kinds of things that were going to happen 
in her life. When I finished, there was a 
perfect feeling of reverence in the little 
circle. The baby was breathing, and the 
mother silently took her child and left the 

could do, she died. Though saddened by 
her death, Cordell had feelings that his 
work wouldnot suffer because of it. At her 
funeral, the first "Mormon style" religious 
service the Indians had seen, Cordell 
spoke the sermon and then, to the 
amazement of the Indians looking on, dug 
the graw. No landowner had ever done 
that. 

When the dead baby's two older brothers 
came into the Andersen home, together 
with a friend of theirs who could speak 
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some Spanish with his native Indian 
dialect, the real conversion began. The 
friend of the two brothers did some 
proselyting among his friends, extofing 
the charms of the Andersen ranch house 
(actually a "hideous old place," says 
Andersen), and soon about twenty 
orphaned Indian boys, aged three to 
sixteen, had joined the household. 

Though this was the begmning of 
deepening relationships with the Indians, 
the Andersens' white public - both in 
and out of the Church, in Guatemala and 
the united states - showed itself to be 

wild down there for awhile," says Cordell. 
"Someone was always roaring down the 
hills on the tractor or the four-wheel drive. 
One or two of the boys would take random 
shots from the back of the truck, so 
whoever was out there would know we 
were armed. There was always a crew 
playing the marimba, seeing movies, 
going to classes, playing games. The 
guerrillas either figured that this was a 
nuthouse or that there were just too many 
people to try and cope with here. (Even 
though, except for myself and a visiting 
friend, Miguel Max at 16 was the oldest 

. . for clean homes with floors, stoves, ar I disease 

less dependable. Mguel Max's encounter 
with the guerrillas was only one of 
Cordell's "public relations" problems. 
That particuhr problem, though at times 
a very tense one, has apparently faded 
after a concentrated effort by all those on 
the ranch (now the Center for Indian 
Development - "El CID) to make visible 
and audible, day and night, the good the 
project is doing. 

Evenings were devoted to teaching the 
boys how to drive the vehicles. "It was 

male in the household.) And we also 
assumed they saw and heard that we 
were doing &mething to help the 
people." Considering his experience, 
Cordell's near-nonchalance is remarkable 
when he says of the guerrillas, 'These 
kinds of people come and go now and 
then." 

Right now the biggest obstacle to the 
hopes for El CID is not Indian or guerrilla 
hostility, but the apathy of those who 
might be expected to give the project 
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support - either verbal or monetary. At 
times even the silence of apathy would 
have been appreciated. Disapproval from 
unexpected sources, usually more general 
than specific, has stunted contributions. 
Though the reaction of first-hand viewers 
to the project has been near-unanimous 
awe and appmval, lack of even unofficial 
Church sanction has aused some 
would-be donors to hesitate. One mission 
reunion group, after earmarking two 
thousand surplus dollars for the 
Foundation for Indian Development (the 
fund-raising arm of El CID), finally 

has yet to collect their promised portion. 

Cordell cites as a typical supporter his 
father's neighbor in h v o  who works at 
Genwa Steel, maintains two sons on 
missions, has an Indian student in his 
home, and sends the Foundation $50 a 
month. He estimates that the living 
expenses of the Andersen family, wages 
for the seven full-time Indian personnel 
who now operate El UD, and the entire 
program are sustained on the amount of 
an average Provo salary. 

Reasons for the less than universal support 

The dilapidated hulk of an old sugar refinery . . . 
decided the money should go through 
fonnal Church missionary channels. 
Surprisingly, government and industry 
grants, too, have not been forthcoming, 
though the cause is obviously as worthy as 
it is tax-deductible. Part of one nt from a 
major industry was designasor the 
Foundation, but the money went first to 
Church-related Indian programs and none 
has yet filtered into Paradise Valley. At 
least two Indian-help groups have used 
Paradise Valley photographs and success 
stories to obtain funds, but the Foundation 

of the Foundation, beyond the historic 
opposition inevitable for good tnings and 
the ubiquitos bite of inflation and 
recession, are hard to pindown. They may 
lie partially in envy, partially in distrust, 
partially in the in-bred reluctance of those 
approached to "gamble." And they may 
lie in part, too, in Cordell himself. He is an 
immediately likeable person, direct, 
confident, unmarred by either 
presumption or diffidence. But, as you 
might expect from someone willing to take 
his family and "fortune" into a Central 
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American wilderness, someone willing to 
live outside planned sodety and build a 
sodety of his own, Cordell is his own man. 
Thereis anair of autonomy about him, not 
unlike what you'd expect in a career 
pioneer or explorer, some small hint of 
Gary Cooper-type apartness. 

An article in the January 1972 issue of BYU 
Today headlined Cordell as a 
"Combination Livingston, Schweitzer." 
Conscious that he doesn't have a Ph.D., 
conscious that it is hard work and practical 
application that has reaped results in 

Indian who needs help. The disease and 
death statistics on the plantation have 
dropped dramatically. In the three years 
before the Andersen program was 
established, a tenth of the Valley's 
population - 24 - died. From 197l to 
1974, the area recorded no deaths. An 
important part of the medical services are 
the preventive programs and education 
classes. Work is also done in home 
improvements, construction of outhouses, 
nupition experimentation, and 
supplemental feeding of all school 
children, pregnant mothers, and sick 

transformed into a dorm for happy kids who built and painted their own bunk beds. 

ParadiseValley - not sophisticated theory people. 
- Cordell is nevertheless something of a 
Schweitzer idealist. Perhaps that in 

The CID operates a grade school open to 
all area residents with a present 

Cordell checks contributors. enrollment of about forty. The studentsare 
(Interestingly, the Sweitzer  hospital in divided into groups and given 
Africa 'lose' last December because of intensive guidance for several hours each 
insufficient funds.) day. They get practical experience in CID . -  - 
Just what is the record to date of the Center such as the vegetable farm and the 
for Indian Development? On the 100 aaes carpentry and pottery shops. 
of the CTD devoted to non-commercial The CID has also been a home and family 
projects, there is a combination to many orphans and presently is caring 
medical-dental clinic which treats any for more than a score. These children, 
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along with the teenage students, are 
housed in a three-story building 
constructed under the roof of the old sugar 
refinery on the plantation. The students 
have helped decorate and build their own 
dormitories and even their own beds. And 
they take turns working in the Center farm 
to produce their own fruits and vegetables. 

It is the teenagers who form the core of the 
W program, for through a rotation 
system of on-the-job training from native 
instructors and supervisors they are given 
practical experience in nearly ail aspe>s of 
rural living and working. Some of them 
have ahaa+ m e d  6 their home areas 
and established their own a@-business 
enterprises, which incidentally have 
financed several full-time missionaries. 

A modem diary has been built in the 
Valley, complete with a portable water 
system and a diesel power plant. Some of 
the first group of ragged, illiterate orphans 
who came into the Andersen ranch house 
six years ago are now operating the only 
modern dairy in northeastem Guatemala. 
They have mastered the equipment, 
learned to operate the vehicles, and 
become proficient in running their own 
business enterprise. 

This group of graduates now forms the 
membership of the Paradise Valley 
Cooperative of Indian Products and 
Services. The elected president, our 
Miguel Max who eluded the guerrillas, is 
now 23 and the general work manager at 
the W. 

The children of these people aren't dying 
anymore. If they get sick, their parents can 
pay for their treatment. Healthy and clean, 
they are also receptive to the Gospel. 
Paradise Valley produced the first 

full-time, full-blooded Indian missionary 
from Guatemala. The plantation has had 
as many as forty-two full tithe payers. 
When church meetings were held on the 
ranch, the average attendance was 
fifty-eight, an astounding number for rural 
Lamanite branches. Because the branch 
has now been moved to Coban, fifteen 
miles away, the increased expense of 
attending has been prohibitive to the 
Indians - Cordell estimates the cost, 
translated from the Indian economy, to be 
about $40 for the round trip. 

Cordell chuckles when he admits that 
Ammon is m e  of his favorite Book of 
Mormon people, but it would be difficult 
in Cordell's position to not be touched by 
that kind of spirit. He observes that Book 
of Mormon classes have been extremely 
popular among the school students. 

Despite the problems, despite the 
misunderstandings, despite the fact that 
as recently as November 1975 Cordell 
seriously questioned the financial ability of 
the W to maintain progress at its present 
rate, most people who hear the story of 
Paradise Valley want it to continue. It's no 
Camelot, despite its name, but a 
twentieth-century reality battling several 
centuries' ltspeople don't need 
and wouldn't understand romanticizing. 
But for those of us "outside" who are less 
and less sure of what "normal" means, 
Paradise Valley can't avoid being a kind of 
symbol, with its failures equally as 
eloquent as its successes. 

Postscript: A Feb. 10 cable from Cordell 
reported earthquake damage to buildings 
and facilities, but no injuries at Paradise 
Valley. 




