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MADRAS MESSENGER
Note From the Preacher Woman
Beloved:
I’m not much of a New Year’s Eve enthusiast. Christmas is
definitely more my jam. New Year’s Eve always seems like a
holiday for extroverts, the tribe that needs noise and crowds and
excitement. My tribe tends to go for a few quiet friends, a good
book, or jammies in front of the fire. I used to worry that my life
was a bit too boring, but I guess I’m old enough not to worry
about that kind of thing anymore. Plus, I know I am not the only
member of this tribe.
This doesn’t mean that I don’t acknowledge the liminality that is
the ending of one year and the beginning of another. On the first
day of the year, there is one thing that I nearly always do—I begin
a new journal. Sometimes it works out that I am nearly finished with whatever journal I have been writing
in, and other years I just leave one journal with pages yet to be filled, and start fresh anyway.
I love beginning the new year with a fresh blank page. So much possibility. The first thing I do with the
blank page, however, is to look back over the previous months. What have I thought and felt about life,
about faith, about work, about my relationships? What have I learned? What stands out in my memory?
What areas of life do I need to re-evaluate? How are things with my soul? Where is God leading? What does
it mean to belong to God?
In Methodism, an early tradition at the turning of the year was the Covenant Service. It wasn’t original to
John Wesley, but he used it as a teaching tool. Every year the community was given the opportunity to ask
some questions, to re-commit heart, mind and body to being who we believe God is calling us to be. There is
an entire worship liturgy that goes with this service, but the most important part of it, at least for me, are
these words near the end:
I am no longer my own, but thine.
Put me to what thou wilt, rank me with whom thou wilt.
Put me to doing, put me to suffering.
Let me be employed by thee or laid aside for thee,
Exalted for thee or brought low for thee.
Let me be full, let me be empty.
Let me have all things, let me have nothing.
I freely and heartily yield all things to thy pleasure and disposal.
And now, O Glorious and blessed God, Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,
Thou art mine, and I am thine. So be it.
And the covenant which I have made on earth,
Let it be ratified in heaven. Amen.
It has been quite a year, dear friends. When I started writing this afternoon, I began with a list of life events,
turning points, obstacles, anxieties, challenges—and the list was long. I know yours is as well. The turning of
the calendar will not mean the sudden disappearance of those things which have tested us. But it does give
us the chance to take a beat. To listen for God’s voice. To remember who and whose we are.
You are God’s beloved. You are my friend. Together we walk this road, no matter what lies ahead. Blessings
and peace on this turning of year. Things are changing. God is present. All shall be well.

Blessings, Pastor Nancy
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Kurt Symons, January 1st
Sharon Bean, January 1st
Charlene McKelvy, January 4th
Carol Petersen, January 5th
Jan Hendriksen, January 16th
Pastor Nancy, January 23rd
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God's Road to Africa

by Casey Callan

Part 2

If you need to see Part 1 of this story please refer to the December Newsletter or check in at the office to get a copy of Chapter One

We were disheartened. It would be very difficult to haul stones an
eighth of a mile from the rock source to the bridge site without a
tractor. The second foundation base we were filling was four feet
deep, four feet wide, four feet long. After a bit of conferencing, Jay
chose to work on concrete forms. I continued putting the 116
hardwood planks on the 58-foot bridge deck. DC exclaimed, “It is
not my bridge. I am going to go pray.” Two of us went back to
work. DC went into our canopy tent to pray.
As I was placing the planks on the bridge deck, the tall Bermuda
grass started parting. Then I noticed little black arms carrying rocks
from the river bed to the giant gaping hole that was our bridges
foundation. I started to cry. Jay was crying. DC came out of the
tent and he started crying. We were overjoyed that God had
answered prayer. The children dumped their rocks and returned to
get more. The school children were packing river rocks on their
heads, in their arms, and wrapped in their skirts. We didn’t need a tractor. The children were providing the
rocks. God had a plan. The teacher, Teddy, had been in school wondering what the students could do to help on
the bridge project. The men of the village had manned the shovels and wheelbarrows. The women were hauling
the water to make the cement. Teddy decided the students could haul the fill rocks. That is exactly what they
did.
The bridges foundation was completely filled with rocks in an hour and a half. After a brief celebration of the
children’s work, men went back to mixing and hauling concrete to cover the rock filled forms. The women once
again hauled the water in 5-gallon jerry jugs from the river up to the job site to mix the concrete. The concrete
was wheelbarrowed over the freshly decked bridge, poured onto the rock foundation, and finished. This bridge
looked like it could sustain the strain of flooding waters.
In three days, we were basically finished. Two days early. The night stole the sunlight and we withdrew into our
tents, surrendering our exhausted bodies to sleep. During the night, a raiding party of Karamajong rustlers, crept
into the village and stole the Kabacheria cow herd. We were wakened by yelling and shouts, no gunshots or
weeping, but the ruckus was considerable. The whole village was up and agitated. We had no idea what was
happening. We went back to sleep. As we munched our breakfast of power bars and dried prunes, several
villagers approached. They updated us on the night raid and were checking to see if we were still alive. We
heard the cows were later rounded up by the Uganda military and eventually returned to the village.
The next day was Sunday. We walked into the village for the church service and community celebration. The
building that was the church was also the school and the only structure with metal for a roof. The walls were
hardwood poles stuck in the dirt with branches woven in between the upright poles. Then to complete the walls,
mud was forced into the woven branches. The walls were dirt. The floor was dirt. Light was provided by gaping
holes in the metal roofing. The structure was about 80’ long and 20’ wide. We were the first to arrive and take
our seats with the pastor and his wife at the front of the sanctuary. Pastor’s guitar had 5 strings and he was
accompanied by a drum. . Villagers started coming into the service to greet one another and marvel at the three
“mzungus.” They also wore their best clothes. The children wore cleaner t-shirts and whatever pants or skirts
they had. Church lasted about 3 hours, with considerable time spent singing and dancing. We had the children’s
choir, the young adult choir, and the old adult choir from Buteria, Kabecheria, and Kabalaboto. Then we heard
the combined children’s choir, the combined adult choir, and the combined young adult choir. Layered into the
ensemble were memory verses, offerings, a sermon, prayers, a litany of testimonials and a call for a community
celebration to commemorate the Trinity Bridge; three years of planning, three villages, three sections of bridge,
three “Mzunga” missionaries, and three days of construction. (Continued on Page 4)
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After church was a banquet, a celebration of what God had done. The Trinity Bridge was built, two days ahead
of schedule. The entire church danced across the “ten cow” bridge singing praise to Jesus for all He had done.
On the morning we were to depart, Jay and I were waiting at our campsite with a troop of Baboons skirting
around in the trees above. Three boys came by. In their pockets were slingshots. As an archer and past kid, I
considered myself a rather accomplished sling-shot-ist. I challenged the boys to let me use their weapon to kill a
resident water bottle. After three attempts, I had not come close to the target. At which time, each boy armed his
weapon and with considerable accuracy bounced the bottle off the gravel pile. Then to add insult to injury, Jay
picked up a slingshot and with no past archery experience or declared slingshot expertise killed the bottle with
his very first shot. The laughter mixed with gleeful mirth expressed by the boys brought us to happy tears. It
was a moment of great joy and a lasting memory.
The return trip was a mirror of our first with a stop at the Nile River. Jay wanted to put his foot in the crocodile
infested longest river in the world. So, he did. From that point on, the world would know that Jay was in DeNile. Several local boys wanted us to pay them 500 Ugandan Shillings to float down the rapids clinging to a fivegallon empty water bottle. That didn’t make sense to us for them to be compensated for having all the fun. We
continued our drive, still baffled by the constant traffic, the complexity of unwritten road regulations, and the
raw spectacle of a culture so different from our own.
At the Boma, we had an extra night to debrief, sleep, and recover. With showers, a well-cooked meal, and our
own private rooms, we all reflected on what we had just experienced. We could see how God had been in
control the entire time. We had exactly what we needed, nothing more. We had been building friendships in
community with purpose. The Mission had been a success and had been completed two days ahead of schedule.
There was a sense of wonder. What had we just experienced?
The next day, Jay and I left for the airport only to find we had no flight home. Since we did not come into
Uganda on KLM, KLM had cancelled our return flight. The plane was full. We were not going anywhere. We
returned to the Boma, grateful that DC still had a room because the resort was completely booked. We were
allowed to sleep on the floor in his room. We were able to book our return flight home for the following night
with a phone call to our travel agent in Portland. Our route home would take us from Entebbe to Amsterdam,
then on to New York City, then to Portland, and finally home to Redmond. Jay and I were anxious to be home.
We were spent. Jay still had 6” red shingle sores on his torso and was still unable to sleep much during the
flights.
There was initial relief when we landed in New York City. We were finally in the US. Relief morphed into joy
when our plane landed in Portland. We were in Oregon with only one leg to go. Travel fatigue from our 30
hours of plane hopping, terminal sitting, and security screenings was wearing on us. The end was in sight, only
one more flight. When we set down in Redmond, we were exuberant and exhausted at the same time. Our wives
were waiting in the lobby. We only had our carry-on baggage. With a quick goodbye, we headed off in different
directions.
At the first intersection stood a “homeless” man with a mountain bike, clean clothes, and a “Please Help Me”
sign. He was talking to someone on a cell phone. I remember thinking at the time, compared to our village, that
was about wealthiest person I had seen in a while. In the months that followed, in the telling of our stories, we
began to see our Uganda Mission in a different light. We realized the intricate details laced together to provide
for our needs. We were grateful for our physical safety. We reflected on the Sabin people who were materially
impoverished and spiritually rich in their simple love of Jesus. I can’t speak for Jay or DC, but my heart changed.
I had literally experienced a Living God; from the crowded throngs of Kampala, to the quiet of village
Kabecheria, to the charcoal pit campsite we shared with baboons on the rim of the OITMON river, to the lush
bird sanctuary resort at the Boma, God was present. I wanted to go back. This change of heart was beyond
epiphany. There was clarity, a defining moment. (Continued on Page 5)
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Jesus was doing work there! God was present there! These were God’s people, a reflection of his love. I was
blessed to be in their presence. The Holy Spirit was alive. I got to experience this incredibly rich blessing which
was the Bridge Building Mission. I got to share the experience with DC and Jay. That was a bond we would
forever share.
On our way back from the Bridge Building Mission to the Entebee Airport, DC had stopped with Pastor Mike
to look at a 50-acre property the Powell Butte Church was looking to purchase for a school. The land was
purchased. Ten years have passed. The school is almost complete. There are dorms, staff and student
outhouses, a cafeteria, a women’s ministry building, an administrative office, four classroom buildings, 20
teachers, 550 students, and 95 kindergarteners. There are at least 8 additional wells and huge cisterns for
collecting rain water. The students’ family huts have solar lights to assist in night reading. There is a milk
project to prevent protein deficiency and a grain grinder to maximize food efficiency. The women have learned
to sew on treadle sewing machines. Women take measurements and custom fit student uniforms, 550 of them.
Once a year, students get a pair of shoes. And since the first mission trip, 1,960 villagers from around the area
have become Christians.
This mission began by building a bridge. It became much more. Bridges were built between people. Bridges
were built between churches. In faith, we were called to serve, to love, and to cherish this life. Our Hearts were
changed. We had seen hunger. We had seen thirst. We had seen nakedness. We wanted to do something about
it. The Powell Butte Church built school buildings where 550 students now attend a Christian School, Amazing
Grace Elementary and Secondary School. A Prineville church took on building a church in Atari, a neighboring
village. KingdomWork Ministries facilitated construction of all the support structures that make up the school’s
campus. Eight wells have been drilled and two more have been funded. People doing for other people;
continents, cultures, colors apart.
As I stated earlier, my heart changed on this trip. As we were slowly inching through Kampala’s mass of
humanity, I realized Christ was present. God dwelt in each and every one of them. The police officer directing
traffic, the hordes of “Lost Children” wandering the streets, the tribal women in their brightly colored gowns,
the myriad of “boda drivers,” the lines of scantily clothed children waving to the passing traffic all shared one
thing in common with me. We were and are loved. In each of us there is this seed of Christ’s love, of God’s
presence in our lives. These lives became important to me. Life abounded here and God was present.
When we met the tribal men and women of Kabecheria, we were moved by their desire to work so that they
could safely cross the river. We were enriched by their three-hour Sunday worship service. We were honored by
the celebration of “Trinity Bridge’s” completion. All the while, baboons were in the trees overhead and the
children were constantly underfoot. The entire experience, from Redmond Airport round trip was heart
rendering, heart moving, heart changing. Christ was and is alive. God was and is present. I was and am
witness. My testimony is true. My heart will never allow me to forget these people.
We are called to love. Color, culture, continent are not considerations of who we are to love. We are to love
without recognition of our differences, but our singular common bond. The God of the Universe is alive in each
of us as we have been given this gift of life. Jesus, His grain of love is within each one of us. When we nurture,
fertilize, prune, and water profusely this grain of love will continue to include an ever-expanding world of
people. Continents of people, cultures away, of varying colors, of of distinct language groups, and of different
tribes are our church. We are in this together, to support each other, to help each other, and to care for each
other. Jesus lives in each of us. Written & Experienced by Casey Callan
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