
By Jon Nelms 

Usually, I would give the full name of 
this preacher. S ll, as persecu on in 
India is rising, our pastors have asked 
us not to reveal their complete 
names. 
 

             Un l a few years ago, it never 

occurred to me what the biblical 

term, whoremonger, actually meant. 

I knew a fishmonger was a man who 

sold fish, even though that is no 

longer used in modern English. However, I had al-

ways thought that it referred to a man who was 

sexually promiscuous and nothing more. And while 

that is part of the defini on, it is primarily a man 

who traffics in pros tu on; what we commonly call 

today a "pimp." 

  Pastor Vasanth was such a man. Being from 

India, that was the lifestyle and occupa on of his 

en re family. So if you were female, you were a 

temple pros tute. If you were male and did not 

serve as a homosexual pros tute, 

then you were involved in the over-

sight and selling of young boys and 

girls. 

 While traveling in India, I re-

call mee ng ladies who had spent 

their lives making money for their 

goddess or god, who were later cast 

out when they were considered too 

old to be sold. (Around the age of 

twenty). Though s ll young, their bodies were con-

sidered to be used up, and the men wan ng to ex-

ploit youth could find other temple pros tutes as 

young as four to seven years old. All they had to do 

was to go to the temple and ask for one. 

  I also observed how poor families would go 

to the temple market to sell their children as pros -

tutes or housekeepers. The going price for a young 

boy or girl was as li le as $7. I also saw how our 

preachers would buy such children to save them. 

They would take them home and raise them as their 
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Fruit that abounds to your account—Philippines 4:17 

  



own, allowing them to escape the pagan prac ce of 

child pros tu on. 

  Some mes, an uneducated and lower caste 

family would a empt to sell their child but not have 

the social permission to speak to a higher caste per-

son. In such cases, they would use a middleman, a 

pimp, to arrange the sale, and he would receive a 

commission. Vasanth was such a man. So, let me 

pause here and allow you to read his tes mony. 

  My wife and I thank the directors of Final 

Fron ers Founda on for assis ng me these many 

years. I grew up in a Hindu family, where the system 

of dedica ng young girls to Temple pros tu on was 

common and virtuous above all. I witnessed my sis-

ter dedicated as a temple pros tute and other girls. I 

would accompany middle persons (middlemen) like 

ex-Temple pros tutes to find vulnerable families and 

mo vate them to dedicate their daughters. 

  But I was rescued miraculously through the 

gospel of Lord Jesus when one day I heard it 

preached by one of the Final Fron ers supported 

preachers. So I gave my life to Jesus Christ and re-

ceived His pardon and grace. Thereupon I joined a 

Bible training program provided for me freely and 

returned home to begin the ministry. But my par-

ents and siblings did not allow me to enter our 

house. Instead, they literally chased me out of the 

village, sta ng that I brought dishonor to the family 

by accep ng the Lord Jesus. 

  For the next two years, I roamed here and 

there as some Chris ans sheltered me, then I began 

to preach the gospel to the very community I once 

subscribed to. The Lord blessed my labor in the 

midst of s ff opposi on from the temple, and now 

we have started about 12 churches consis ng of 

Temple pros tutes who also found the grace of Je-

sus, le  their profession, denounced their pagan 

gods and goddesses, and are now leading respec ul 

Chris an lives. 

  One sad thing is my siblings and rela ves did 

not allow me to a end the burial service of my par-

ents. My sister, with whom I have shared the gospel 

several mes, refuses to give up her profession as a 

temple pros tute, for whom I am s ll praying. 

  Reading such a story can be incomprehensi-

ble to the American mind. I know it was for me. But 

as I stood on temple grounds, just outside the en-

trance, our Na onal Director pointed my a en on 

to a narrow street behind the incense sellers. Up the 

alleyway was a ramshackle three-story house, prob-

ably many hundreds of years old. The wooden door 

and window coverings were now faded by age and 

wear. The path of cobblestones approaching it were 

broken and mostly missing, making it more of a dirt 

path than a paved one. At first glance, me being 

men, I no ced the surroundings, the cultural ar-

rangements, and the ages of the structure. Then I 

saw what he was poin ng me to. A middle-aged 

woman was talking to two men with children stand-

ing by her side. I guessed them to be no more than 

four years old. Within a moment, the men handed 

her some money, and she gave them the hands of 

the children. Then, they casually walked inside to 

have their way with the two children.  

  That day we both watched and filmed the 

dedica on of two girls to the goddess Yellamma as 



they were ini ated into a life of temple pros tu on. 

The ceremony began in the morning and ended in 

the evening. We filmed most of it, but for the sake of 

morality, we separated ourselves from the ritual 

from me to me. 

Step One 

  First, there was washing in a public pool at 

the bo om of an arena. Not a public pool as an 

American would imagine; think of it more as a sports 

arena surrounded by seats carved from rock. Others 

were there to have ritual cleanings, so there was not 

much observing taking place. Though the arena could 

probably seat one thousand, there were more like a 

few hundred there. Some were watching, some were 

res ng, and some were ea ng breakfast. 

 Once their ceremony was completed, the girls were 

taken away, and we did not see them for several 

hours.  

Step Two 

  A er their return to the public, they were es-

corted to a large outdoor shower area along with 

others we had not observed. Hundreds of pagan 

worshippers stood about five feet away as the girls, 

behind metal barriers, were observed taking ritual 

public showers. This water was considered to be holy 

as well. As the people threw flowers, garlands, and 

handfuls of incense at them, I no ced the girls had 

no apparent shame; instead, they seemed to be in a 

trance, unaware of what was happening around 

them. 

Step Three 

  When the shower was over, the girls stood as 

worshippers dressed them in what looked like grape 

vines. It reminded me how, when Adam and Eve had 

sinned, they adorned themselves in this way to cover 

their nakedness. It was the best they could do. But I 

can tell you; such vines are insufficient as a covering. 

Only the sacrifice of Christ can both cover and wash 

away our sins. 



  As they walked past me up the hill to the 

temple, I was within a few feet of them. But, again, 

all I could see was the absolute emp ness in their 

faces. I assumed they must have been drugged to 

acquire such an empty, emo onless look. I could not 

help but wonder, historically, of the tens of thou-

sands of girls who had made this same walk over the 

millennia that this temple has stood. 

Step Four 

  Again, a er entering the entrance of the 

temple compound, they once again disappeared 

from the site. A er inquiring, I learned they had 

been taken to the high priest's quarters and that he 

would sexually abuse them to verify that they were 

virgins. In that manner, they were, in effect, giving 

their virginity to the goddess. Outside, the number 

of devotees, no longer useful as pros tutes, was 

growing. They were dressed in ragged saris (Indian-

style dresses) with long, ma ed, dirty dreadlocks. 

They were shou ng praises to their goddess and cov-

ering themselves in dirt and incense because, they 

told me, their goddess adores filth. One of these 

women told me she had not washed her hair since 

she was ini ated some forty years earlier. 

Step Five 

  The hours passed, and we filled our me tak-

ing photos and videos and interviewing other devo-

tees. We were cau oned by our hosts not to pass 

out tracts, as being foreigners, we were under con-

stant surveillance by the police. 

  Chan ng began to fill the air just before sun-

set. So we rushed inside the temple compound, 

mandatorily leaving our shoes outside (which, to my 

surprise, were there hours later when we departed). 

Cameras were not allowed inside, but by friendliness 

and offering to take pictures of the guards, we were 

allowed to do what others were not—film, film, film 

— even inside the temple itself. 

  There was a long line surrounding the temple 

that, at mes, was elevated on walkaways twelve 

feet above the ground. People stood in line for hours 

to get a rushed glimpse of an idol inside. Their devo-

on s rred me to pity their blindness to the living 

Lord rather than an idol of stone. But then I saw 

something that shocked me even more. There, in 

sight of all, were the two devotees we had followed 

all day. They were encircling the temple but taking a 

few steps, then laying prostrate on their faces with 

their arms stretched out in front of them. Then, a er 

a brief moment, they would rise, take a few more 

steps, and repeat the process while reci ng prayers 

or praise not recognizable to our men. S ll, even so, 

through the noise of the worshippers, they could 

barely hear their voices anyway. 

  A er encircling the temple, which took hours 

to complete, they were taken into one of the side 

buildings. Then, I no ced two li le girls a few feet 



ly with no educa on and no hope of a be er life, be-

coming a temple pros tute, though it is illegal 

(thanks to the influence of missionaries in past centu-

ries), is s ll considered a posi on of status. She will 

not work in the fields; she will not go hungry. Instead, 

her goddess will adore her, and though abused by 

handlers and customers, she will be honored in this 

life. She believes that her suffering will be compen-

sated for in future lives. 

  One morning she will awake to wonder what 

it is all for. But for now, young and inexperienced, 

she will be protected and pampered to maintain her 

health and beauty so her priest can rent her to poli -

cians and wealthy businessmen. Then, as she ages 

and the wear of sin overtakes her, she will be sold to 

a brothel where she can s ll earn a few dollars a day 

that will go to her priest, her temple, and her god-

dess. 

  For an evangelist, it is hard to access these 

girls when they are s ll young. S ll, our preachers, 

like Vasanth, who used to be a part of that life, are 

ac vely reaching them as they age and have children 

by men they cannot name or remember. And it is at 

such a me that they are most open to the gi  of 

away, a emp ng to sell incense to the worshippers. 

I approached them and tried to communicate, giving 

them chewing gum or other li le trinkets. It was 

then that worshippers began to shower me with in-

cense, and the bright yellow, green, and red colors 

stained my clothes and, to the delight of onlookers, 

my bald head. Suddenly a burly man approached 

and began to chas se the li le girls. Our Na onal 

director quickly came to me and explained he 

threatened to beat them for talking to me rather 

than selling incense to the worshippers. He was their 

master, and they were his slaves. We apologized to 

him the best we could and put a few coins in his 

hand, which caused him to pause before hi ng the 

girls. 

Step Six 

  As I turned to walk away, we saw a crowd 

beginning to form. Walking over, I observed the two 

girls approaching, dressed beau fully and adorned 

with wreaths, flowers, and shining trinkets, wearing 

ankle bracelets and other jewelry. They sat down, 

and devotees approached them with oil lamps burn-

ing incense. As they sat, people began to approach, 

fall on their knees, then bow their heads to the 

ground with their hands clasped before them. They 

were chan ng and worshipping these two new god-

desses. That's right. Two girls that had been, by 

caste, untouchables a few hours earlier were now 

elevated as goddesses. Their own family members, 

father, mother, and siblings, now literally wor-

shipped them. 

  To a girl born into a culturally low caste fami-



God's grace and forgiveness. 

  I remember Nolin and me going to several 

churches where all the members were former tem-

ple pros tutes, along with men they, as Chris an 

women, had now married. 

  Such women no longer have an income, so 

our preachers try to give them training and skills to 

earn an honest wage, such as a seamstress, then 

provide each with a sewing machine. We have been 

blessed from me to me to help with such projects. 

But these women, having found the love of God, are 

now eager to share it with their families and others 

with whom they come in contact. They evangelize 

with the message of Christ and, o en, with a li le 

food bag that they share with those interested in 

their message. We call these Bags of Hope, and your 

support of the Great Commission Fund helps preach-

ers like Vasanth build worship halls and equipment 

to help them earn a living. Someday, we will also use 

these as feeding centers when we have the funds 

($100 per month will fund one). Please con nue to 

support our program so we can do more. 

 In his le er, dated July 19, 2022, Vasanth closed 

with these words: 

  By God's grace, we are involved in con-

struc ng another church building with the help of 

external funding (Final Fron ers' Great Commission 

Fund) as well from our church members. Now we 

are desperately in need of six win-

dows and floor les. Hence I request 

FFF to kindly assist as a piecemeal 

aid and pray for its comple on.  

From a shell (top) to a roof (middle), to a covered 
porch, progress has been made. Now they ask help 
for floor les and six windows. $4000 will do the job. 


