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From the editor
PAss It on
This issue of New World Outlook is written entirely by young adults
working in mission-related ministries. For this special issue, I felt the need
for a new perspective, so New World Outlook invited Julia Kayser, herself
a young adult, to pull together the thoughts and dreams of other young
adults for this edition. The letter from the editor follows. And send us a
letter or two to give her some feedback. She’d love to hear from you!
—Christie R. House

H

ello, readers! And thank you, Christie, for guiding me through the
guest-editing process over the past few months. I also want to
thank this issue’s writers. Each and every one of them has inspired me,
and I’m honored to call them my friends.
My father has an incredible collection of National Geographic magazines.
It’s a complete set of issues dating back to the 1970s, and it takes up
more than four shelves in our family library. When I was growing up, I
wanted nothing more than to pull them all off the shelves and cut out my
favorite pictures! But Dad always defended his magazines from my safety
scissors. I imagine that some of you might have a collection like that.
I want to encourage you, once you’ve finished reading this issue, not
to put it on your New World Outlook shelf. Instead, think about the young
people in your life. Who do you know who has gifts and graces for mission?
Many young adults who grew up in The United Methodist Church don’t
know that there are mission opportunities designed specifically for them.
I know I didn’t.
Give them this issue. It is written for them.
There is no better way to learn about mission than to receive stories
from missionaries. And reading about missionaries your age—you could
see as your peer group—is empowering. If you receive the magazine
electronically, you can share it by clicking on the “What’s Inside” button
and downloading the full text of the articles. Each week during July
and August, an article from the magazine will also be posted on Global
Ministries’ website (www.umcmission.org). My hope is that young
people will read this and think: “If they can do it, I could do it, too. I
wonder if God is calling me to mission.”
—Julia Kayser
Beginning in 2012, the Collegiate Ministry section of the General Board of
Higher Education and Ministry has been partnering with the General Board
of Global Ministries through the young adult mission service programs to
offer a Collegiate Ministry track for Mission Interns, US-2s, and Global
Mission Fellows. Missionaries on the Collegiate Ministry track serve in
campus ministries, both in the United States and abroad. They are jointly
supported by the two agencies in their work. In this issue, author Erica
Oliveira (p. 43) is a pioneer in the Collegiate Ministry track.

D

ear Editors,
I just read the appealing
story of the Romas by Katarina
Nikolic (May-June 2013 issue).
She mentions the needs of her
church. Then sadly, there seems
to be no way to donate to her congregation. Am I wrong?
Please let me know how if it is
possible to help them.
Thanks.
Betty Scott
Kerrville, TX

D

ear Betty:
Thanks so much for your
letter. Katarina’s story was one of
my favorites in the issue. On p. 8,
there was a box with an Advance
project number, 3020676. This
channel sends funds to the
Central and Southern European
conference office specifically set
up for Roma ministries, directed
by Thomas Rodemeyer. If you
would like to designate a contribution specifically to Katarina’s congregation in Srbobran, Serbia, you
can send it with a note and earmark it on the check.

Asking for Prayers

O

ver the next few weeks, 15
of my closest friends will be
leaving a context that they have
called home for 16 months or so.
Those I have talked to have
been in turmoil about having to
leave their international Mission
Intern placements.
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Letters from Readers
young adult missionaries, Class of 2012.
Photo: youNG aDult MIssIoNary ProGraM

Some are very excited about their
domestic placements, both jobs and
physical locations, but others are
struggling with those aspects.
I ask for prayers for my friends in
this time of transition. May they have
wonderful “see you laters” and welcoming “hellos!”
Peace,
Brinna Kolitz
US-2 from Connecticut serving
the Family Support Network
in Billings, Montana
Yellowstone Annual Conference
http://Kolitzb.wordpress.com

Language: What Are We
Scared of?

O

ne of the questions that I get
asked most often about my adjustment in Hong Kong is “how is the
language barrier?” It’s complicated,
because the local Chinese population
speaks Cantonese, my co-workers
and the migrant community speak
Tagalog (the language in the Philippines) and/or Bahasa Indonesian, and
the expats speak English. Thus, the
language barrier is both tremendous
and almost non-existent.
I firmly believe that a common lack
of foreign language skills among most
Americans stunts our growth and development as a nation. How can we
expect everyone else to know English
when we don’t even try (for the most
part) learning other languages?
To me, Americans seem to think
that speaking another language will
make us somehow less American.

Although we don’t have an official language, and millions of Americans speak
other languages besides English, we systematically expect all people in the United
States to speak English.
As we fight over immigration and school budget cuts, maybe we should consider “the other,” because, take it from me as someone who has been navigating
a very weird language situation, being unable to understand people can be a very
frustrating and lonely experience.
Katelyn Davis
Mission Intern from Virginia serving with the Asia Pacific Mission
for Migrants in Hong Kong, SAR, P.R. of China.
http://followingmywindingpath.wordpress.com

There Is a Time for Everything

During our first few months in Nicaragua we were apprehensive when seeing a
group of machete-wielding men walking beside us on a country road. How things
have changed. Today our car was stuck, and when two men came into sight our
thoughts immediately jumped to “Great, the men with machetes have arrived!”
Ryan Schmitz, a fellow missionary and friend here in Nicaragua
who works with the Wesleyan Church

A

s I read Ryan’s Facebook post, I laughed. Not only was I laughing because of
his heartwarming account of a changed outlook, I laughed at myself.
I remember when I first arrived in Nicaragua, I was scared to walk around my old
neighborhood. It felt overwhelming, uncomfortable, and dangerous.
When I think about it now, it seems like I was living in a completely different
place. It’s crazy to think of how much has changed in my view, attitude, relationships, and faith. I feel at home here in Nicaragua. I feel God’s presence. I feel
loved. I feel a part of the community. I feel pride in my organization and in this
country. I feel humbled and blessed to know the people around me. I feel safe. I
feel privileged to be able to live here. I feel overwhelmed by everything I am learning and encountering.
It’s amazing to see how many barriers in my mind and heart have changed...
I know I’m going to continue to face challenges here, and every day I am reminded of the issues and hardships that face many people in Nicaragua. Yet I am
witness to the miracle of how the ministry of presence can transform lives—in
this case, my own life.
Whitney Peters
Originally from Texas, serving in communications and
volunteer coordination with Acción Médica Cristiana in Nicaragua.
http://whitney-p.blogspot.com
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the Class of 2012 young adult missionaries during training in New york City. us-2s are currently in their places of assignment and Mission Interns are serving their
overseas placements. Photo: youNG aDult MIssIoNary ProGraM

reclaiming
by Julia Kayser

M

y job is awesome. I interview United Methodist missionaries—
mostly young adults
in mission—and then write about
their lives. But when I explain this
to my peers, I choose my words
carefully. “I write about people
who are doing humanitarian work,”
I say, “involving education, advocacy, access to health care…it’s
very inspiring!” I avoid saying the
word missionary. Most people my

age associate that word with two
things: colonialism and the missionary position.
Even our own young adult missionaries paint a dreary picture
when they’re asked to describe
what most people think mission
is. At a midterm training event in
February, a group of Mission Interns
agreed that, when they were growing up, they thought of missionaries
as imposing, serious, and judgmental. Missionaries were here today

and gone tomorrow, never bothering to learn the local language.
In contrast, most Mission Interns
described their own mission work as
authentic, collaborative, and respectful. Despite having a positive experience, one of them was still so uncomfortable with the way missionaries are
perceived that she left the program.
Acknowledging this gap between
imagined and experienced mission,
the Mission Interns wanted to redefine and reclaim the word missionary.
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A C HRISTIAN LEGACY

Changing the way society views missionaries is no easy task. In fact, the current model of “mutuality in mission,”
which United Methodists embrace, ﬂies in the face of much Christian history. I’m a visual thinker, and it helps
me to imagine the past 2,000 years as the 60 minutes shown on the face of a clock. Let’s say that Jesus issued
the great commission 30 seconds before noon, and we are now at about 1 pm with about the last 5 minutes
representing the presence of the Methodist Church.

AT 12:52, John Wesley began preaching in an old cannon foundry in London. The foundry was soon
converted to a ministry center, giving birth to Methodism.
AROUND 12:55, Methodists began to send their first North American missionaries to Asia and the
Americas, though most Methodist mission work was taking place in the United States,
on the frontier and with immigrants.
AT 12:57, Methodists sent their first missionaries to Africa.
AROUND 12:59, decolonization accelerated and most
of today’s nation-states gained independence.

START HERE AND READ CLOCKWISE
AT 12:00 NOON, the Roman Empire saw
Christianity as a subversive force and tried
to stomp it out wherever it cropped up.
Early missionaries risked their lives to tell
people the good news about Jesus.

AT 12:09 PM, Emperor
Constantine converted to
Christianity and issued the Edict
of Milan, making Christianity
legal. The tables turned: a
gospel written for people under
the empire became the holy text
of the empire itself.

ALSO AT 12:59, The United Methodist Church
was formed.
IN THE PAST MINUTE, United Methodist
missionary activity has increased and spread
to every continent except Antarctica.

FROM 12:45 TO 12:56, rapid
development in Europe and
the United States fueled the
trans-Atlantic slave trade. It
met with no opposition from
Christians until about 12:52.

AT 12:14, the
Roman Empire
dissolved and the
Middle Ages began.
Missionaries like
Saint Patrick (in
Ireland) spread
Christianity
throughout Europe.

AT 12:45, Martin Luther wrote his 95
theses, sparking the Reformation.
AT 12:33, Pope Urban II called the
first crusade, with the stated goal
of regaining Christian access to the
Holy Lands. This series of bloody
wars against non-Christian
communities continued officially until
12:39, and unofficially until 12:48.
People converted for fear of death.

AT 12:44, Columbus “discovered” the Island of
Hispaniola and kicked off Spanish colonialism in the
Americas. Other major European powers also began
to colonize Asia, Africa, and the Americas. Christian
mission was used as a tool to suppress native culture.

Early Enlightenment

Those of us working to redefine mission today owe a huge debt of gratitude to another tradition of Methodist
missionaries who worked from a different perspective. They believed
their primary purpose was to build up
indigenous communities, providing
education, health care, and opportunities for spiritual development. They
trained indigenous church members
to replace missionaries in church
leadership.

This current was particularly strong
in the deaconesses and the single female missionaries sent out by women’s missionary societies, such as the
Woman’s Foreign Missionary Society
(WFMS) of the Methodist Episcopal
Church. In 1890, for instance, Miss
Lydia Trimble was assigned by the
WFMS to Fuzhou (Foochow), China.
She was an itinerant evangelist, but
her treks into the countryside convinced her that Christian education
for women was greatly needed.

While Chinese boys were being educated, girls were not—being considered burdens to their families
until they were married off. So, single-handedly, Trimble started a girls’
boarding school in Lungtien, Fuzhou.
(Several years later, the WFMS sent
others to help.)
Trimble realized that, once Chinese
women were educated, they could
return to their villages and educate
girls, thereby helping to alleviate
poverty. She worked in China for 50

IllustratIoN: lIsa KatzeNsteIN
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reclaiming missionary
years, founding Hwa Nan College for
women in Fuzhou. When the MEC
approved the building of Hwa Nan in
1904, the older high school girls were
so eager for a college that they carried the sod from the building site
themselves, bucket-by-bucket, so
ground-breaking could begin.
One of Hwa Nan’s first five
Chinese graduates, trained by
Trimble, was Lucy Wang. In 1927 she
replaced Trimble as president of the
college, serving until 1948. This story
is not unique in United Methodist history. Isabella Thoburn, who established the first woman’s college in
India, followed the same path.
Other missionaries, such as Dr.
Victor Wellington Peters, totally immersed themselves in the cultures
where they served. Peters, who was
assigned to Korea in 1928, dressed
in a Korean “hanbok,” ate the native
cuisine, married a Korean woman,
and preached his sermons in perfect
Korean. When it came time to build a
church, he insisted that it be constructed using a Korean architectural model.

Dr. Victor Wellington Peters, who lived to be
110, pictured here with Hahn Heung Bok at
their traditional Korean wedding.
Photo: Courtesy the Peters family

A better known missionary who
took this same path was Dr. E. Stanley
Jones. In 1925, he published The
Christ of the Indian Road, a seminal
work about contextualizing Christianity
for India. It sold more than 1 million
copies worldwide. Dr. Jones was a
confidant of both Mahatma Ghandi
and President Franklin D. Roosevelt.

Mutuality in Mission

A new theology of mission emerged
in Global Ministries’ publications
in the 1970s. The pages of New
World Outlook magazine give us a
window into what it was like to be
a United Methodist missionary at
that time. Along with the introduction of the term “mutuality in mission,” an increased emphasis was
placed on the voices and traditions of host communities. “Rather
than seek to bring in a health system from the outside,” wrote Dr.
Noboru Iwamura, a Japanese missionary serving in Nepal, “it is better to seek to develop total health
care systems for the whole community from the bottom up, sometimes also accepting local traditional
medicines.” (“Medical Missions in
Developing Countries,” New World
Outlook, May 1976, p. 23.)
United Methodism consciously distanced itself from colonial history. Ellen Clark, in an article called “Internationalization of
Missionaries,” wrote: “Western
missionary boards’ sensitivity to the
charges that…Western missionaries are agents of cultural and other
forms of imperialism has made
them anxious to internationalize
the missionary force.” (New World
Outlook, February 1971, p. 14) As
Clark predicted, the 1970s ushered
in a more diverse missionary group.
This change was the precursor
to today’s mission slogan: “from

everywhere to everywhere.” In
her article, “You Are Invited—You
Are Not Sent,” Marjorie Hyer summarized conversations with African
leaders such as Dr. Samuel H.
Amissah, then Executive Secretary
of the All Africa Conference of
Churches. “What’s the future for
Western missionaries in Africa?”
she asked—answering, “Maybe
it’s to pave the way for African missionaries in the West.” (New World
Outlook, July 1971, p. 31)
Marjorie Hyer’s article contained
other pieces of wisdom that we have
not yet taken to heart. She quotes
Amissah as saying, “Missionaries
must be under the authority of the
local church, not of a mission board
thousands of miles away.” (Ibid, p.
30) Even though today’s missionaries
have immediate supervisors at their
placement sites, they are still paid—
and sent to itinerate—by staff of the
New York headquarters.

Reluctance to Let Go

I prefer to think of the United
Methodist missionary effort as postcolonial, since its biggest expansion happened around the time that
many colonies became independent.
But our central offices are still in the
United States. I’m grateful for my job
here. I just wonder: in an ideal world,
where would our staff be based?
I had both a professional and a personal interest in General Conference
2012. I was thrilled that 40 percent
of the voting members came to the
gathering in Tampa, Florida, from
outside the United States! But, as I
watched the proceedings via web
cam, I became frustrated. Why
should international delegates sit
through a discussion of US clergy
pensions? Frustration soon gave way
to shame, as I realized how ethnocentric our church is.
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Left: Mission Interns Kara Crawford, Joy Prim, and Su Hyun Lim, giving the 1 Billion Rising sign (standing up for ending violence against women).
Photo: Courtesy Young Adult Mission office; Right: GBGM General Secretary Thomas Kemper (center) joins the class of 2011 young adult
missionaries for training. Photo: Dan Randall

It was clear to me that people in
the United States had set the agenda
for General Conference. Americans
dominated the conversation. Our current system gives US jurisdictions the
same weight as entire countries in
other parts of the world, even though
the church is shrinking here and
growing abroad. That’s because most
United Methodist funding comes
from the United States. I can’t speak
for anyone but myself, but I think we
are going to have a hard time divorcing mission from its colonial legacy as
long as power structures at the highest level of our denomination mimic
that very legacy.
Distancing ourselves from the
most brutal parts of our Christian history isn’t enough. We need to address the ways in which our church
structure perpetuates injustice.
Mission has transformative power,
but the transformation isn’t just
something that needs to happen to
other people out there. It needs to
happen to us, not just to our missionaries and the people who support
them. Mission needs to transform
our whole church.

Going on to Perfection

In the early 1980s, one of the people
I interviewed last year had worked
as a Mission Intern for the Pacific
Conference of Churches in Fiji, researching and writing about the impact
of transnational corporations. His second assignment involved advocating
for nuclear non-proliferation with the
Methodist Federation for Social Action
(MFSA) in New York City. These assignments lit a fire in him.
Thirty years later, Jim Winkler says
that the most important thing he learned
from his Mission Intern experience
was that “if the church truly embraces
the teachings of Jesus, we must put
those teachings into action and must
stand on the side of peace and justice… even when it threatens the status quo.” Today, Winkler serves as the
General Secretary of the General Board
of Church and Society. His prophetic
voice helps to shape United Methodist
response to national legislation.
I wouldn’t be surprised to find
some of today’s young adults in
mission doing similar work in 10
years. It’s impossible to really know
our missionaries—correspond with

them, listen to them, learn with
them, and write about them—without having faith in them.
Ultimately, the way we will reclaim
the word missionary is by saying, “This
represents me, and I’m not who you
think I am.” We must acknowledge
that mission has a history that included
imperialism. We’re not over it yet, but
our past doesn’t define us. We are in
the process of being transformed.
In his 1741 sermon on Christian
perfection, John Wesley admitted that
Christians weren’t—and wouldn’t ever
be—without sin. But he didn’t let us off
the hook. He defined Christian perfection in terms of loving motivation, and
he saw it as impermanent. He exhorted his listeners to “press toward the
mark,” because it’s not a state we can
achieve once and for all. It’s a goal we
commit and re-commit to throughout
our lives. We commit to transforming
our church and ourselves. We commit
to press on toward Christian love.

Julia Kayser is a freelance journalist
working with the General Board of Global Ministries. She served as Guest Editor
for this edition of New World Outlook.

9

10 n e w w o r l d o u t l o o k . o r g

Open Heart,
Open Hands,
Open Doors

Christian love Daroy.
Photo: erNIe GaGNo

by Christian Love Daroy
“Who is your friend?” she asked.

With a smile on her face and eyes
focused on me, she anticipates my
answer. Every time we are together,
she never fails to ask.
She is one of our students at the
afterschool class. Some would see
her as “different” or even “difficult.”
She needs special attention, so a volunteer sits beside her to help her participate in our activities. At first, we
noticed that she laughed like there
was no tomorrow, fixated on pens,
and longed for someone to talk to.
She is special!
I was taught by my mom to have
an “open heart” toward everyone—embracing the people around
me, accepting them despite their

imperfections, loving them even
when they seem unlovely or appear
to be enemies. An open heart calls
for loving others in the way that God
loves me as I strive to live out the
name I was given—Christian Love.

Closing Down in Grenada
Being in a foreign land for the first
time—Grenada—I kept looking for a
way to feel at ease. That meant spending more time alone in my room rather
than opening my heart to the people
around me. I had closed my heart.
As I closed my heart, I never realized that I also closed my hands. I was
skeptical about mingling with others
because of the nagging thought that
they would take advantage of me.

I would give only what I decided to
give, but I never really opened my
hands freely.
I closed my door. I was tired of
using a language that was not natural to me. So I kept my door shut,
especially when I wanted to have
some quiet time. I thought having
some “me time” was a means of
“self-care.”
Evaluating my state, I was not
so happy. It was not the situation I
had dreamed of before arriving in
Grenada. I wanted my stay to be fruitful. For months, I longed for a change
of heart. And God, being faithful,
knew my heart was crying out. So
God came to my rescue by sending
me an angel—through her.
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Being Drawn Out
The sun is gone and work for the day
is over. After cooling off, preparing
dinner, and having a meal, I will hear
her calling my name. Almost every
day she comes. Because of her, I
was led to open my heart fully to receive her in my life. She would share
just about anything: her kite, her
bike, her breakfast, even her wanting a goat for a pet. She makes me
smile. She has so much energy.
She doesn’t want to come inside
my house, so we sit at the front of
the gate and talk. Since she prefers
the outdoors, I am able to mingle
with other people, play with other
kids, and feel part of the community.
Opening is a constant challenge,
especially when expectations—
one’s own and those of others—are
so great. I never really meditated on
the pillars of ministry, as institutionalized by John Wesley, until now. But
now I have experienced openness
and have been called to live by it.
Opening your heart is allowing people to see what is inside
you—both good and bad. It’s a way
of being true to others as you live
with them. It permits them to experience your love and gives them
permission to fill you or to empty
you. It also allows them to hurt you
and to break you. As a missionary,
I experienced a greater manifestation of this calling. But the Sender’s
grace is always sufficient. When
our strength fails, God’s strength
will prevail. God has greatly blessed
me with sufficient provision. I have
never felt empty-handed.

An Open Life
Opening a hand is not being boxed
in by the organization we work with.
Opening a hand may mean giving
my tithe and offerings to the church
we attend, to support God’s ministry. Opening a hand may also mean

Christian Love Daroy, from the Philippines, in Grenada with Jarrel and Chelsea who drew her
out of her shell and into their world. Photo: Christian Love Daroy

shaking people’s hands, waving hello,
hugging a kid, or allowing a baby to
sleep in my arms during worship. It
may also mean digging in the dirt or
picking up trash caught in the drain.
Opening a hand can be helping students with their homework, tapping
someone’s back or head, or preparing a meal for someone who wants
to hang out with me. Extending an
open hand through prayer is another
way of being open.
Doors are opportunities: for friendship, conversation, relationship, ministry, and even worship. Opening
doors for me means opening the
door of my house, literally. An open
door signifies that you are around. It
allows friends and neighbors to call
to you when they are passing by. An
open door is a subtle way of saying
“you are welcome.”
As I opened up, I experienced
the people of Grenada. I experienced Jesus. I found joy and love. I
praise God for opening my mind and
my eyes to the need for opening

my heart, my hand, and my door
so that God could come in. When
I started to ease out of my comfort
zone, God opened the floodgates
of heaven.
I pray for that opening to be an
instrument of God—a way to claim
even one soul. May the opening
make a difference that will lead to justice and peace. Let the opening be a
way to experience the heart of Jesus,
our Opener.
Our “different” student nudged
me and asked again, “Love, who is
your friend?” With a smile, I looked
at her and gently said, “You are my
friend.” Deep within, I said, “You are
the answer to my prayer.” And God
said, “That’s right, and it means that I
am watching, and I will certainly carry
out all my plans.” (Jeremiah 1:12)

Christian Love Daroy is a Mission Intern
from the Philippines, initially serving on
the Caribbean island of Grenada with
GRENCODA, the Grenada Community
Development Agency.
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The Tenacity of Tea

by John Daniel Gore

C

rawling like a titanic millipede, the “Separation
Barrier” chews its way
across the Holy Land.
It throws its noxious coils around
springs in Nablus and olive groves
in Ramallah, while tearing a Bethany neighborhood in two. Though an
international court declared the barrier project illegal in 2004, demanding that the wall be torn down, it is
still standing—still failing to follow
a political boundary on its amoebic course. This wall is actually a
means of annexation, hiding behind a muslin screen of security.
The Bethlehem gate tightened an
iron tourniquet on what used to be
Bethlehem’s economic artery: the
Jerusalem-Hebron road. Frustrated
Palestinian youth gather at this gate
for protest action. We call it a “flashpoint” because it’s a place between
the occupying forces and the local

IllustratIoN: ChrIstoPher G. ColeMaN

residents where confrontations are
most likely to happen. Protesters
throw stones at video cameras and
floodlights on a nearby turret, while
young Israeli guards fire rocket-propelled, tear-gas canisters from atop
their perch. Trash fires are lit beneath
the gate. Young people pit themselves against one another on “heated” days, without fathoming how the
turrets that hold soldiers high will indict those soldiers, or why the high
flying rocks of Palestinians will never
level those offensive bastions.

Cordial Relationships
Those of us in ministry must learn
to live intimately with the forces we
resist without becoming completely
contaminated by them. As a Global
Ministries’ Mission Intern, I spent 17
months with partners at the Wi’am
Palestinian Conflict Transformation
Center, working against division next

to the wall that symbolizes it. The
Wi’am Center was built next to the
Bethlehem gate in part for the same
reasons that the protesters throw
stones, but the transformation center’s tactics are drastically different.
The Swedish International
Development Agency (SIDA) helped
the Wi’am Center renovate a nearby
residence, known as Dar Sansour, to
turn it back into a home. Young citrus and olive trees stretch skyward
on the property and herbs spread
into fragrant carpets. Wi’am installed
sod and workers watered it, defiantly, keeping it green through the hot
summer. Playground equipment followed, and the air was soon flooded
with children’s laughter. In a world
fighting fire with more firepower,
Wi’am fights with moistened earth.
Hope springs, cautiously but eternally, from stones on the ground.
Wi’am ( )ماﺉوmeans “cordial
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relationships” or agape, “Christian
love.” It means a commitment to collective responsibility and a culture
of acceptance. The Wi’am Center
wafts the finest scents of daily hospitality into the atmosphere. We
made that resuscitated house into a
home again, one powerful little cup
of Arabic coffee at a time—ground
fine and boiled thrice, with cardamom, but never drunk cold. During a
Sulha (a traditional conflict-resolution
practice), coffee signifies the acceptance of a final agreement. At Wi’am
Center, it signals the beginning of a
day where the doors stand open for
local and international visitors alike.
From that spot we persisted, running programs for civic participation,
reconciliation, youth advocacy, and
children’s enrichment. Of course,
the Wi’am Center alone cannot solve
Bethlehem’s problems, but Christians
in mission with communities in turmoil exercise persistent faithfulness,
regardless of who helps.
While Wi’am’s “cordial relations”
approach is patient and consistent,
it is no less tenacious and creative.
During the week that Israel bombed
Gaza, Wi’am staff came to the office
every morning. We started our computers, answered telephone calls,
and opened windows since, at any
moment, we might hear the sharp
crack of a rock striking the tower. My
coworkers stayed rooted by appearing daily and accomplishing normal
work under pressure. We evacuated
only when the tear gas seeped in.
Then, after trash fires were quenched
and burn marks were painted over,
the staff collected pieces from more
than 30 tear-gas canisters. Since it
was almost Advent, three coworkers
turned the trash into ornaments used
to adorn an olive tree. Among brightly colored paper shapes, covered in
glitter by neighborhood kids, we captured the glint of rocket-propelled gas

canisters by binding them with pretty
ribbons! It was a potent Christmas
message and made us laugh—something one cannot forget to do.

Presence = Patience
+ Audacity
“Do you think our cousins in the
tower would like some tea with
sage?” my supervisor once asked
me, with a chuckle. On several occasions, some fine culinary artists from
the Wi’am women’s group made
piles of delicious food to celebrate
the arrival of guests. To persist with

so much dignity and love for life is a
form of nonviolent resistance in itself.
The commitment to presence
marries patience with audacity. This
culture of acceptance is expressed
in collective responsibility and restorative justice. Nothing could be more
beautiful, in God’s grand artwork,
than the essence of love: durable and
compassionate. Yet, in an age of instant gratification, we are still bereft
of instant solutions. I made a commitment to seek justice and resist evil,
but I learned that justice was not to
be found in any one place, nor did evil

John Daniel Gore picking olives with co-worker Adnan Talgieh.
Photo: Courtesy Wi’am
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come for just a day and then surrender. Some activists go to Palestine
ready to be tear-gassed, skunk-watered, or beaten to prove they are in
solidarity. Mere weeks of heroism
later, though, they must leave. While
their actions are vital to the spreading justice movement, the local community may or may not connect with
that expression of solidarity.
I once had to show my solidarity
by drinking tea with a shopkeeper for
45 minutes while he aired his complaints about irresponsible tourism.
Foreign tour companies herd pilgrims
from buses to holy sites to bloated
souvenir outlets without allowing
them access to the market’s smaller
vendors. This shopkeeper wanted me
to stand in for my country so that he
could (at last) launch his criticism of
United States foreign policy. In such
situations, it is tempting to distance
oneself rather than say: “I apologize
for those people. It’s wrong, and I am
sorry.” Yet we must persist in such
conversations without resentment in
order to understand the stories we
hear and to create trust.

Awareness and Persistence
The extent of fragmentation in the
Holy Land is underestimated. As I
plugged olive saplings into pre-dug
holes with Palestinian farmers in
Ni’lin, I wondered if my presence
was even needed. Later, the farmers showed us a film detailing their
(unsuccessful) protests against their
loss of more farmland to the wall.
The man sitting next to me was
shown on screen being beaten with
nightsticks. When that had happened
a few weeks earlier, I was unaware,
sitting in my office only 20 kilometers away.
A woman from Belfast, Northern
Ireland, waxed poetic about how
hopeful she felt after visiting
Bethlehem. I asked, “Have you been
to Hebron?” She shook her head as
my colleagues nodded. “You must
visit Hebron to understand the West
Bank,” I told her, “but the occupation forces will tell you that it is dangerous. Even some of their own soldiers become pro-justice after seeing
Hebron.” Lacking this level of awareness, most tourists never go there.

When it rains tear gas canisters, make tear gas ornaments! Wi’am staff make
the ornaments from canisters they collected after a Gaza bombing.
Photo: John Daniel Gore

I study my Arabic with stuttering irregularity, but I cannot articulate
persistence without it. Mission demands mubahdurah muqudus (سدقم
)ةردابم, a “sacred initiative,” which is
the al-muqahwima al-lah’nfia (ةمواقملا
)ةيفنعألا, “the nonviolent struggle,” itself. I wrestled with the words “”ةثعب
(b’tha: an expedition) and “( ”ةمهمmuhema: a task). Mission is an expedition
when we arrive and a task thereafter.
The initial challenge of leaving everything familiar behind is offset by the romance of a new adventure. Yet, for the
persistent disciple, after becoming intimately familiar with the strain created
by our mission context, the necessary
and difficult response is to stay.

Feeling Displaced
On Maundy Thursday 2013, my visa
expired. Given the drawbacks of being
undocumented, I rode—on a bus
bristling with Israeli machine-guns—
to the Jordanian border. There, I
crossed over to Amman to wait while
friends in Israel helped process my
paperwork with the Ministry of the
Interior. While sitting idle for many
weeks, losing opportunities, I haunted kebab joints for food by day and
overnighted with bedbugs to be costeffective. Meanwhile, staff members
at Global Ministries were investigating the possibility of an alternative
placement for me. Thankfully, I realized that it was important for my witness, and inherent in the love I felt
for my colleagues, that I make every
effort to rejoin them.
So, by insisting on returning after 10
weeks of exile, I received my visa and
reached a pivotal day. Israeli border
control detained me on my return via
the Northern bridge. The experience
offered chances to sense both the humanity of guards and the mad futility of
the Israeli security apparatus. Unable
to effectively research me, guards
dumped all of my bags, strip-searched
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Children help decorate olive trees for
Advent. The separation wall can be seen
behind them. Photo: John Daniel Gore

me twice, and intermittently asked
me the same questions for a period
of seven hours. Something in their
continually changing regulations
caused them to red-flag me, so they
tried to elicit fear in order to tempt
me to contradict myself. Instead, I
“broke” one of the guards when I
convinced her that I had, indeed,
worked with children. She bought
me a soda and practiced her English
on me. Her trust was truer than her
military training. So, two weeks later,
I was helping with Wi’am summer
camp: dancing, laughing, and taking
pictures with our kids.
For the first time, I felt like a displaced person coming home. That
made my witness of committed love
stronger and deepened my connection to the Wi’am Center family. Less
than a week after my return, my supervisor invited me to share my story
with visitors. When I had finished
he said: “We appreciate that John
is with us again,” further noting that
“He has suffered a lot.” In a context

where so much suffering is needless,
to know that faithfulness could partly
redeem it was empowering in ways I
am still trying to understand.

Holy Mass as Protest
It should not surprise us that the dimensions of our perseverance should
be wider than mere words. The parishioners of Beit Jala—along with
friends from near and far—join together in a display of presence every
Friday. They gather in Cremisan, virtually the last green space nestled in
the valley between Beit Jala and a
settlement called Gilo. The vineyard,
school, convent, and monastery
at Cremisan are all under the care
of the Latin Catholic Church. Like
other pieces of choice land before it,
Cremisan is slated to be sheared in
half by the wall. Occupying authorities promised a farm gate, but it will
probably be closed for most of the
year, as is the case in Ni’lin.
Meanwhile, even as lawyers
are pursuing justice in court, the

community and religious leaders
of Beit Jala join together for Holy
Mass in the orchard. In fair weather
or foul, they commune in remembrance of the Messiah upon whose
earthly death “the curtain of the
temple was torn in two, from top
to bottom” (Mark 15:37-38) and in
the insistent hope that the concrete
curtain will come to the same end.
Palestinian flags flutter among the
olives. The people of the land sing
sweetly in Arabic to the strum of sixstring guitars as the priest performs
the ritual each week: praying, kneeling, lifting the cup to God, placing
the bread of heaven on each worshiper’s tongue. Behind the singers,
multilingual banners proclaim: “We
are still here.”

John Daniel Gore is a Mission Intern
with Global Ministries, currently serving his US assignment with the Methodist Federation for Social Action in
Washington, DC, as an associate for
“movement building.”
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B
Beauty
Is
Everywhere

W

by Tara Miller

Women of Mary’s Place (clockwise from lower left): Diane, sharon, shirley, Desiree, and roslyn. Photos: faB rIDetI

When you walk into Mary’s Place
in Seattle, Washington, you are instantly surrounded by women who
are overcoming incredible odds. Not
only are you physically in their presence, but their stunning pictures
are on full display, with the caption
“Beauty Is Everywhere.” There are
not enough books in Seattle to hold
these women’s stories or explain
how they manage to shine in the
midst of dreariness and rainy days.
They welcome one another with
bright smiles and hugs, give their
last bus ticket or dollar to someone
in need, and advocate for those who
have less than they do.
Who are these women? They
sound a lot like the missionaries I

trained with last summer. But they
sleep on the streets of Seattle,
or aboard a bus, or in a room with
50 other women every night. They
have been ignored at best and
abused more often. Some struggle
with disabilities, addictions, or mental health issues. Others have escaped a frightening situation in their
native country. Some don’t speak
English, and others don’t speak because of what others have done to
them. Each day, all of them must
travel on foot across the city to look
for what they lack access to: food,
clothing, shelter, showers, IDs, jobs,
safety, support, and more. Maybe
I should spell it out more clearly:
these women are homeless.

Steps in Realization
I grew up believing that many unflattering adjectives accurately described
homeless people: dirty, dangerous,
dishonest, uneducated, crude, rude,
lazy. Never would I have expected
to call them friend, sister, mother,
teacher, spiritual guide, co-worker, or
comforter.
When I was growing up, my mom
always taught me to treat others as
I would like to be treated. The call to
love others more than myself drew
me to put others first. Through mission trips in my high school and college years, I spent days in different
settings with homeless people. Then
my views of them began to change.
Eventually, I figured out that they
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were just like everyone else. Thinking
about all the bad things they had to
go through, I found different descriptive words for them: helpless, sad,
needy, alone, barely existing, stuck,
lost. I started wishing that everyone
would lend a hand to those in need.
In terms of what was required of
me, I thought that I had Jesus all figured out. Little did I know that mere
charitable concern for “the least of
these” was not enough. I was discovering that my life needed changing,
my eyes needed opening, and people
I had never expected to meet would
show me who Jesus truly was.
Working at Mary’s Place—living
my life among homeless women—
is very different from seeing a blip
of someone’s life during a weeklong mission trip. I now know
women who stand up in the face
of injustice—who dress in black
and stand outside the courthouse
when a homeless person is killed
on the streets. Despite the harm
they themselves often suffer, they
believe that even the most violent people deserve a place to rest
their heads at night. Those who find
housing or jobs keep coming back to
support their sisters at Mary’s Place.
They know how important it is for
them to remind each other that they
are all strong women, capable of
anything. They recognize that everyone’s struggles are valid, and
that everyone deserves to “dream
a hope, vision, and future,” as we
say each Saturday at the Church of
Mary Magdalene, the organization
that founded Mary’s Place.

Losing and Finding Home
When I moved across the country,
my parents also left Virginia. I felt
really alone. Where would home be
for me? When I visited my parents
for Christmas, it felt weird that they
had established a life I knew nothing

about in a new city. Leaving them
after only a week’s stay was heartbreaking. I was afraid I’d have a hard
time returning to my new home. But
when I stepped back into Mary’s
Place, I was overwhelmed by lots
of hugs and shouts of “Tara you’re
back!” and “We’ve missed you!”
My Seattle family would never let me
feel lonely again.
The biggest thing I’ve learned at
Mary’s Place is that we need one an-
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with courtesy, but we do approach
each other—and work to forgive one
another when things go wrong.
I didn’t realize what I was missing
by not living among homeless people. I could not see what they deal
with every day and who they really
are. It makes me wonder what other
aspects of the human experience I’m
missing and how much more I need
to grow. I am so grateful for all I am
learning here from these female in-

Tara Miller (right) with Mission Intern Rachel Berry.
mi

other. If you surround yourself with
the same kinds of people your whole
life and never question what society
teaches you, you’ll be lost. There is
a stark contrast between the group
of people I ride the bus with and
the community I’ve found among
homeless women. The bus folks are
dressed in nice business outfits, keep
their headphones on, and look at the
ground. They have been taught that
avoidance passes for courtesy. They
don’t see that this lack of interaction
with others numbs us to reality—to
the life in relationship with others that
God calls us to live. At Mary’s Place,
we don’t always approach each other

carnations of Jesus. Because of
them, I will never be the same.
God shines uniquely through the
life of each person on Earth. When
we live in isolation and don’t dare to
get involved with others, our lives are
lacking. So let’s do life together, and
let’s not miss out on the beauty of
God’s world!

Tara Miller, originally from Virginia, is
a missionary through the US-2 young
adult program of the General Board of
Global Ministries. Commissioned in August 2012, she is assigned to Mary’s
Place and the Church of Mary Magdalene in Seattle, Washington.
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Mission: Perspectives
From Africa University
by Larry Kies, with Lavi Paul Almajiri, Florence Nakamya,
Elisha Manirampa, Ivan Milosi, and Fungai Naitai

A

frica University (AU) is a pan-African institution of learning
situated in Mutare, Zimbabwe. Inspired by the 1897 vision of Missionary Bishop Joseph Hartzell, the dream was expanded in the
late 1900s by the African bishops Arthur Kulah and Emilio DeCarvalo, along with many others. Thus supported, the university opened its
doors for classes in 1992. At present, AU has more than 2,000 students coming from 29 countries across Africa.
In addition to its role in education, Africa University itself is involved in
missionary activities, such as supporting students and reaching out with
help to widows, orphans, and the displaced. On campus, missionaries like
Larry and Jane Kies strive to exemplify Christian values by the way in
which they handle their teaching jobs and assist with scholarships for the
less privileged.
Many AU students were variously inﬂuenced by their personal experiences with other missionaries. This article presents views about mission
held by ﬁve students from ﬁve different countries in Africa.

sunset over africa university. Photo: larry KIes
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From Nigeria
Lavi Paul Almajiri, a final-year Nigerian
student of Agriculture, had an encounter with missionary Doris Henke,
whose generous life touched him
very deeply and inspired him to assist others. At present, he is president of the Africa University chapter
of Volunteers in Mission (AU VIM),
which reaches out in various ways
to local communities. The group receives guidance from AU’s chaplain,
the Rev. Dr. PT Chikafu. Some of AU
VIM’s activities have included visits to
New Hope Home, a residence for the
elderly, and contributions toward the
construction of two local churches, at
Domboratenzi and Zimunya East. The
AU VIM group has also worked with
a visiting team of volunteers from
McDaniel College to paint classrooms
at a nearby school.

giving comfort to the distressed, and
bringing hope to the hopeless. To her,
mission involves meeting others with
mutually shared interests through
wide networks and then taking action
together to provide opportunities for
peer connection and advocacy.

From Burundi
Elisha Manirampa is also studying
Management. While growing up in
Burundi, he was touched to see missionaries coming from outside his
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addition to evangelism, he believes
that mission involves improving the
quality of life and standard of living of
other people through socio-economic development and education. He
sees a missionary as a person who
leaves his or her comfort zone and is
passionate about achieving the goals
mentioned above.
Manirampa’s appreciation of how
God loves and has blessed him makes
him passionately eager to transform
other people’s lives, to show them

From Uganda
Florence Nakamya is a second-year
student in Management. She learned
about mission through missionaries
from the United Kingdom, who visited her school in Uganda in 2004. “I
saw in those missionaries the love
they had for God and His people,”
she said. “Those missionaries taught
me and others how to conduct HIV/
AIDS tests and how to live a positive
life if infected with HIV/AIDS. They
also provided us with textbooks and
writing materials.” In addition, the
hard work and love from the missionaries helped Florence realize that she
too is capable of making a difference
in other people’s lives. She started
teaching the marginalized in her community how to do craft work, making necklaces, bracelets, rings, and
woven baskets.
For Nakamya, mission is a voluntary humanitarian commitment to
work both within and outside one’s
country with the main aim of evangelism, while providing health care,

Fungai, Rev. Chikafu, Florence, Lavi, and Milosi discuss volunteer in mission plans in front of the Africa
University chapel. Photo: Larry Kies

country to assist people in his community. He decided from that time on
to undertake mission work himself.
Referencing Matthew 28:19 (“Go
therefore and make disciples of all
nations…”), Elisha believes that the
purpose of mission is “to transform
people’s lives by enabling them to
know God’s love and by helping them
to become disciples of Jesus.” In

God’s love, and to empower them
with the skills and knowledge he acquired from school. In pursuing those
ends, he has been involved in teaching success skills, such as entrepreneurship and microfinance.

From DR Congo
The Rev. Ivan Milosi came from the
Democratic Republic of Congo to
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earn a degree in Theology, which
he accomplished. He is now working on a Master’s Degree in Peace,
Leadership, and Governance. He
believes that the term mission can
be understood only after the word
ministry has been defined. Ministry
comes from a Greek and Latin root
meaning “to serve.” Hence, mission has to do with service. It has

From Zimbabwe
Fungai Naitai, a first-year Education
student from Zimbabwe, said: “I was
inspired by missionaries who came
in 1992 to my rural home in Marange
Bocha. During my primary education, they assisted us with school
fees, the building of dwellings, and
nutritious porridge (sadza). They also
taught us Christian values, ethics,

understands that missionaries must
be spiritually motivated to transmit
Christian values to the needy.
He recalls the time when AU VIMs
readied themselves, gathered resources (including foodstuffs, soap,
and clothing), and visited the New
Hope Home, whose elderly residents
came from Malawi, Mozambique,
Zambia, and Zimbabwe. For Naitai,
“Mission work is love in action,
which fulfills and makes true the old
adage that love is not love until you
give it away.”

Well Prepared for Mission

Florence Nakamya collects eggs as part of the Africa University Agriculture Program.
Photo: Larry Kies

to do with caring for both physical
and spiritual sickness through the
Word of God.
Rev. Milosi cited Jesus’ message
to the goats after separating them
from the sheep: “…for I was hungry
and you gave me no food” (Matthew
25: 42a). He interpreted this to mean
that God wants us to provide for the
hungry and needy using the available
resources. In the present day, this includes not only providing wheelchairs
to HIV/AIDS patients but also teaching people the importance of abstinence and faithfulness.

and the importance of respect for our
elders. Ever since, I’ve been inspired
to save others the way I was saved
by missionaries.”
Naitai talks about mission through
education. He highlights the need
for the gospel to be translated into
local dialects so that the people will
be able to understand it and to critically analyze its message. For him,
mission evangelism is a key part of
mission work and can be carried out
by any believer sufficiently inspired
and “spiritually juiced up” to share
the deep theology of the Trinity. He

Lavi Paul, Florence, Elisha, Milosi,
and Fungai are examples of missionminded young African people who
have a passion for helping others realize their God-given dreams: for working alongside the helpless to provide
their basic needs, for living out their
faith, and for demonstrating the love
of Christ in their actions.
For missionaries to be effective
in discharging their call, they need to
be well-equipped mentally, spiritually, socially, and in many other ways.
Resources must be made available
for them—and they need spiritual
backing. Missionaries must be prepared to face challenges in their work,
which sometimes means adapting to
a new cultural environment. Africa
University, with its pan-African emphasis, is an ideal setting to provide
this kind of spiritual preparation.

Lavi Paul Almajiri, Florence Nakamya,
Elisha Manirampa, the Rev. Ivan Milosi,
and Fungai Naitai are currently students
at Africa University. Larry Kies—who
helped gather, facilitate, and edit this
story—is a Global Ministries’ missionary
serving Africa University as technical
advisor to the Africa University Farm.
He is also involved in student agricultural practicals and teaches classes in crop
production and farm management.
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Your Brother’s and Sister’s Keeper
by Gerald Thomas

P

hilander Smith College is a
small, privately supported,
historic black college with
a big mission: “to graduate
academically accomplished students,
grounded as advocates for social justice, determined to change the world
for the better” (Philander Smith mission statement). In June 2012, I was
given the opportunity to serve for 10
weeks as a Global Justice Volunteer
(GJV) with The United Methodist
Church, living out the mission statement of my alma mater. As a volunteer, I worked in local communities in
Manila, Philippines, and New Orleans,
Louisiana, exploring the role and responsibility of the church to transform
our world into a more just place.
My extensive training in Manila
included crisis-management preparedness, direct and indirect service, and community development.
That trip brought service and religion
together for me. Along with 21 other
volunteers, I abandoned my tech devices and created relationships that
are still going strong. Our cohort became a family!
From Manila, I traveled to New
Orleans, where I worked with the
Fountain of Youth Foundations. I
learned about systemic injustices—
then, with three other instructors,
created a class curriculum for at-risk
youth. My major project involved
learning how to shoot a video, teaching the kids to use simple cameras,
and working with two filmmakers
to edit the footage into a documentary. The youth were chosen to participate in the program through the
city’s NOLA Youth Works Summer
Employment Program.

Gerald thomas (3rd from left) and his GJv group ride a bus in Manila during training.
Photo: Courtesy GeralD thoMas

Teaching teenagers was challenging. Some of the kids did not want
to participate in the program and
made sure I knew it. So I gently but
firmly reminded them that we are
our brothers’ and sisters’ keepers. I
encouraged them to work hard, letting them know that giving up was
not an option. Today, I’m still communicating with those students.
When I signed up for this program,
I knew that I was committing myself
to 10 weeks of profound professional growth and transformation. Still,
the ways in which that inner change
came about are unexplainable. I am
not the same person now that I was
then. Serving in New Orleans has left
me a lot less complacent about the
world’s injustice, though I’m humbled by what individuals can do to
combat the world’s ills.
I am now serving at VISTA
(Volunteer in Service to America)

as a Marketing/Fund Development
Coordinator at Working Wardrobes
in Costa Mesa, California. We work
to empower men and women, veterans and young adults to overcome
difficult challenges so they can confidently enter the work force and
achieve self-sufficiency. After graduating from college, I turned down a
high-paying job with a fashion company in New York City and accepted
a moderate living to continue serving people. I look forward to the
next phase of my life, curious and
excited about continuing this journey of self-discovery and self-transcendence on which God is leading
me. No matter what happens, I am
always in good company.

Gerald Thomas is a graduate of Philander Smith College in Little Rock,
Arkansas, currently working as a VISTA
volunteer in Costa Mesa, California.
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Mission Is Courage
by Heather Nielsen

L

eaving my job at the Mayo
Clinic and moving to Guatemala as a full-time volunteer was not a logical
thing to do, especially during a recession. But, with that decision,
every part of me was at peace. I
had been introduced to Guatemala on a short-term medical mission
trip in 2009, and, for the first time,
my head and heart were on the
same page. I felt that I had found
my calling. So when the right doors
opened for me to become an Individual Volunteer in Guatemala, I
found myself boarding a plane with
three suitcases on the way to starting language school.
Many times during my years of
service at Project Salud y Paz (Health
and Peace) in Guatemala, people
said, “You have a lot of courage to do
something like this by yourself.” I did
need courage to trust my call and get
on that plane. Courage meant stepping out into the unknown, being

vulnerable, and listening deep—
meeting a need and letting myself be
transformed in the process. Today,
courage means something different
to me.

Hilda’s Story
Hilda De Léon is a 47-year-old single
mother from a small community in
Guatemala’s mountains, three hours
from our clinic. In October 2011, her
son-in-law contacted the clinic to ask
about hernia surgery for her. At the
time, we had no room for another
consult, so I had to turn her away.
Her family contacted me again three
months later, when we had no general surgery team available. Again, I had
to turn her away.
Finally, six months
after the initial contact,
Hilda received her consult. She appeared at
the clinic on a cold,
rainy morning and waited patiently to see the

surgeon. During that consult, not
only a hernia but also a disconcerting breast mass was found. After
we successfully completed both operations, our local fireman traveled to
the capital city with the breast tissue
specimen, while we waited impatiently for the biopsy results.
I will never forget the day Hilda
received her results. The surgery
team had headed home by the time
she and her family reached the clinic.
The biopsy results showed that she
had cancer, with a less than 50 percent chance of survival. In the now
empty operating room, I awaited the
family’s arrival, praying that I could
communicate in Spanish well enough

hilda De léon’s family
shaved their heads in solidarity
when chemotherapy caused
her to lose all her hair.
Photo: Courtesy saluD y Paz
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for them to understand. I asked myself how she could have been denied
care twice before she even received
a consult. She had waited for six
months while the cancer grew and
infiltrated surrounding tissues and
lymph nodes.
I broke down that day, but Hilda’s
reaction to her diagnosis shocked me.
Out of all the ways she could have responded, what she said was: “Thank
you. Thank you for caring about me
enough to help me.” I will never forget that day, when Hilda responded
to cancer with simple gratitude. Hilda
taught me empathy in its truest form.

In the next months, as God ordained, we came together to save
Hilda’s life. On the day of her mastectomy, she showed a quiet determination, filled with grace. Light was emanating off her face—a pinkish glow
that had returned after her hernia surgery. I know that God was lifting her
up through prayer. Her courage, quiet
strength, and peace were remarkable.
As she received treatment, Hilda
was being prayed for across the
globe. We were stunned when we received the tissue biopsy results after
her mastectomy. The preliminary
needle biopsy had been conclusive
for cancer. Then, after the operation,
the entire tissue sample was sent to
the lab and not a single cell of cancer was found. Hilda recovered and
made it through all of her chemotherapy treatments.
The name Hilda has an etymological root meaning “battle.” And
that it was. To me, she represents
the day-to-day struggle of thousands of single mothers across
the beautiful landscape where
we serve. We are so grateful that
God answered our prayers for
Hilda and her family.

Courage Facing Poverty
The people of Guatemala have
transformed my idea of courage. I see courage in the face
of a man who must watch his

heather Nielsen
outside the clinic with
Guatemalan children
and with colleagues
in traditional
Guatemalan dress.
Photos: Courtesy
heather NIelseN
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children suffer from hunger. I see courage in the face of a patient who has
no access to appropriate health care,
while knowing that her illness is terminal. Courage shines in the five-year-old
who bravely walks two miles to school
by himself. Courage enables a woman
who never learned to read and write to
stand up and speak to a group of educated people. Courage is getting on
the bus at 3 am and winding through
mountain switchback roads for five
hours just to get your prescriptions
filled. Courage is leaving your house
for the streets in the middle of the
night, with your children in tow, when
your drunken husband comes home.
Courage is persistence in the face of
absolute defeat and impossibility. It is
grace and humility under the extraordinary pressures of everyday life.
People like Hilda reflect a courage
that infuses me with the strength
to continue to serve in Guatemala,
chasing a vision of health, healing,
and education.
Although it takes a lot of courage
to leave your comfortable home for
the unknown, the courage it took for
me to move to Guatemala is nothing
compared to the courage it takes to
live in extreme poverty. When I meet
poverty and poverty meets me, it
takes courage just to continue living
and loving, but it’s a risk we have to
take. With God’s help, we have the
power to change unjust conditions
and improve the quality of life for
hundreds of rural Guatemalans. One
of the most transformative acts as a
Christian—and what I pray for others
in mission—is having the courage to
continuously open your whole being
to the work of God.

Heather Nielsen, RN, BSN, is an Individual Volunteer from Minnesota who serves
with Proyecto Salud y Paz (Project Health
& Peace) in Guatemala. Blog: http://
missionamongmayans.wordpress.com
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YOUNG ADULT MISSION OPPORTUNITIES

IS GOD CALLING YOU TO HELP CHANGE THE WORLD
THROUGH MISSION SERVICE?
Global Ministries GENERATION TRANSFORMATION initiative
increases opportunities for young adults to engage in mission.

Global Mission Fellows (long-term mission, ages 20-30)

Commit to two years of service and community
living. This is your opportunity to engage in justice
work both internationally and domestically.
Befriend other missionaries in your cohort during
training sessions and join a movement of young
adults committed to mission and justice.
• Become a daily presence in your host community
as you learn from and work for one of Global
Ministries’ partners.
• Grow as a leader and as a disciple of Jesus Christ.
• Engage with and learn from communities that are
working for systemic change around issues such
as poverty, racism, migration, access to health
care, and environmental degradation.
• Become an ambassador for mission work by
inspiring churches, youth groups, and colleges to
connect with your placement site.

This program builds upon Global Ministries’ historic
US-2 and Mission Intern programs.
Global Mission Fellows serving domestically—
Americans can serve in the United States through
GMF US-2. Domestic service opportunities for
people from other countries are being established.
Global Mission Fellows serving internationally—
Young adults from all over the world can apply for
mission opportunities abroad. Global Ministries
sends missionaries from everywhere to everywhere.
Learn more:
www.umcmission.org/gmfellows
gmfellows@umcmission.org
212-870-3559
For information about US-2s and Mission
Interns, contact YoungAdults@umcmission.org
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Individual Volunteers
Get involved during your summer, your required
semester abroad, or your gap year. Put your faith
into action while living in community with those
whom you serve. The Individual Volunteer program
offers individuals and couples the flexibility to
volunteer for a period ranging from two months
to two years at placement sites all around the
world, including the United States. Every effort
is made to accommodate a volunteer’s placement
choice. Raise your own funds, get trained, join the
volunteer community, and immerse yourself in
another culture.

Kendra Dunbar

Learn more:
www.umcmission.org/individualvolunteers
indvols@umcmission.org
212-870-3659

GLOBAL JUSTICE
VOLUNTEERS

(short-term summer mission, ages 18-30)
Explore the links between faith and social justice as
you work with local grassroots organizations during this
10-week mission opportunity. Get to know other
young volunteers from all over the world during
training. Global Ministries will take your geographical
preferences into account and find a placement site
that fits your interests. Work alongside your host
community to address critical issues such as HIV
and AIDS, poverty, and migrants’ rights. Develop
new skills, learn from local experts, and channel your
passion to help build just communities.
Learn more:
www.umcmission.org/g jv
g jv@umcmission.org
212-870-3659

Photos: DaN raNDall aND MelIssa hINNeN

(flexible mission service, ages 18 and up)

Joy Prim (left) dances with colleagues from the
Mission for Migrant Workers in hong Kong.
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Finding a Voice Through

Dance

by Joy Prim

T

hey aren’t voiceless, but
society has pushed them
to the shadows. They
work beside you—at your
favorite hotel, in your house or
yard—to make your life easier, better, more efficient. But do you see
them? Do you know them or what
brought them to the place where
they are now?
“They” are the migrant workers
of society. From September 2011
to January 2013, I was given the
chance to meet, get to know, and
spend time with the migrant workers of Hong Kong. Most of them are
foreign domestic workers (FDWs)—
300,000 in number—coming from
such Southeast Asian countries as
the Philippines and Indonesia.

In Hong Kong, foreign domestic
workers are forced to live in their
employer’s house, leaving them vulnerable to exploitation and abuse.
Few people want to question what
goes on behind the doors of someone else’s home. I learned about
the FDWs’ plight in Hong Kong
through my work with the Mission
for Migrant Workers, Ltd.—a nongovernmental organization that provides free counseling on procedures
such as how to file a labor claim.
I also worked with the Bethune
House Migrant Women's Refuge—a
shelter that always opens its doors
for migrant women in need. Many
FDWs face problems like unpaid salary from their employers or verbal,
physical, and sexual abuse.

Migrant workers put up with such
exploitation for as long as they can
because their families back home
need money. Facing extreme poverty and the lack of jobs in their native
countries, they don’t know where to
turn for help. A little respect can go a
long way toward making their six-day
workweek bearable.

Sundays on Chater Road
Each weekend, districts across Hong
Kong awaken as the FDWs gather to enjoy their only day off each
week. On Sundays, I joined with
the Filipino Migrant Workers in the
Central District of Hong Kong Island.
Chater Road runs through the middle
of this financial district. It is closed
to traffic each Sunday, when Filipino
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workers gather along the shoulders
of the road, often spilling into the
road because they aren’t allowed inside the shops that line the street.
On Sundays, you hear more Filipino
Tagalog than Cantonese or English
on this road, and you’re less likely to
find Chinese cuisine than your favorite Filipino dish in nearby restaurants.
With Filipino migrant workers
along Chater Road, I found community, friendship, and eventually a sense
of family. They took time getting to
know me and sharing their experiences in Hong Kong. I was working with
a number of labor organizations that
wanted to make sure their fellow domestic workers knew their rights. So
I learned the different ways they educated their community.
One means of communication
was through drama and dance. I
watched as silent shelter residents
who were victims of sexual abuse
found a voice through dancing. They
told of their struggles through interpretive movements, connecting
with their culture back home and describing the path that brought them
to Hong Kong. Through dance, they
revealed how they’d learned about

Joy Prim talks with “the shining sons,” Jedi and Josh Jimenz, in California.
Photo: roMeo heBroN

their rights and showed they were
ready to stand up for them. Stories of
transformation played out in real life
and through performance.

Learning to Dance
They even transformed me. I arrived in Hong Kong as a quiet, shy
girl who struggled to make connections between the knowledge I was
acquiring and a real-life understanding. During the summer, I was invited

Joy Prim (3rd from left) performs the “workers’ dance” with filipino migrant workers.
Photo: Courtesy Joy PrIM
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to participate in a cultural interpretive
dance performance with POWER, a
domestic worker organization. They
encouraged me to try something new,
though I’d never been a big dancer.
Over the course of two Sundays, we
learned the dance from LIKHA, another domestic worker organization that
specialized in performance arts.
All the workers went out of their
way to speak in English for my benefit,
while demonstrating the steps I needed to know. They translated the lyrics
of the Filipino song we were dancing
to so that I would understand how the
words connected to the moves. The
song described Filipinos’ struggle to
find work at home, showing why so
many must seek jobs abroad. Through
the dance, the words I had been hearing and the knowledge I had gained
in Hong Kong started to connect. The
struggles of the migrant workers became real to me.
Standing in solidarity with oppressed people calls for mutual support. It means standing together, even
if one person isn’t directly affected.
Until then, I wasn’t experiencing the
struggle firsthand. But through that
dance, I learned to empathize with
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the plight of the FDWs, and I wanted
to do something to improve the conditions of their lives.
As a six-foot-tall white girl, I stood
out in Hong Kong. I began to realize
that I could take advantage of this.
When I spoke out against discriminatory policies, I got people’s attention! Migrant workers, locals, and
even tourists stopped to look and
listen, giving me more confidence in
my ability to speak out. The migrant
workers, who were my Hong Kong
family, encouraged me to try new
things and to take a stand.
In November 2012, the One Billion
Rising Campaign found its way to
Chater Road on Sundays. This campaign stems from Eve Ensler’s book,
The Vagina Monologues. It’s aimed
at raising awareness about violence
against women through a celebration
of “V-Day.” When the campaign came
to draw attention to our struggles and
to call for an end to violence against
women through dance, I joined in.
With growing courage to use my
voice against discriminatory policies, I
emerged as a leader of the campaign
in Hong Kong. I actively participated
in learning the Filipino dance entitled
“Isang Bilyong: Bagon” (One Billion:
Rise). The dance movements and
song lyrics paint a picture of women
together, uniting to change the way
their society or culture sees them.
After learning the dance steps, I
started teaching others each Sunday.
As we practiced, we talked about
ways that we could put the song lyrics into action. I realized that, when
we speak out with a collective voice,
refusing to accept the status quo and
standing in solidarity with one another, major change can happen.
My final Sunday in Hong Kong
came at the end of January. That
meant I would not be there for the
main dance performance on February
14, or “V-day.” But, on my last Sunday

in Hong Kong, as we lined up and night
set in, the opening beats of the One
Billion Rising song began. I got the
shivers, standing there dancing with
those women who had taught me so
much about myself. Tears fell after the
song finished, for, as far as we knew,
it would be the last time we would all
dance together. Despite the sadness,
we still smiled, as we were united forever in our fight against injustice.

weekends /Looking at the future
better life you bringin’/They say our
struggle is not meant to be heard/
Time is now, let’s show em what
we’re really worth.”
As I listened to the Shining Sons,
I thought back on my final Sunday in
Hong Kong and the tearful promises
I’d made to stay connected with my
migrant worker family. This time, as
the tears fell, I wiped them away. I was
finally able to let go of the emotions

The Global Migrant
Family
In March, I headed off to my
US placement site in Long
Beach, California: the Filipino
Migrant Center. This is an international “friend” of my first
placement organization, the
Mission for Migrant Workers.
I was excited to see the migrant worker issue from a new
perspective and was eager to
learn about the policies here in
the United States that affect
immigrant workers’ lives.
Two weeks after I arrived
in Long Beach, I attended a
Saturday night event that highlighted the work of Filipino and
Mexican farm workers in the
struggle for immigrants’ and
workers’ rights in California. At Joy Prim
the end of the event, I saw the Photo: aPollo vICtorIa
Shining Sons perform. I had
met these Filipino twin hip-hop art- I’d been holding inside since leaving
ists before but hadn’t had the chance Hong Kong. I knew I didn’t have to
to see them in action. They are local hold on to them consciously, because
to Long Beach and children of an im- the migrant workers were now a part
migrant worker. I choked up as they of me, even here in California. We will
performed their “Workers Song” ex- always be connected in our struggle
pressing the Filipino workers’ plight.
for justice and fair treatment for all
One verse in particular struck my workers, everywhere.
heart: “So I wake up in the morning,
still ain’t making enough/Dollar after Joy Prim, from North Carolina, is a
dollar every day rush/All the blood, Mission Intern of Global Ministries, cursweat and tears just to make ends/ rently assigned as an outreach associate
Only paid just to work from the AM at the Filipino Migrant Center in Long
/No time for the fam, hangin’ on the Beach, California.
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Devotional:

The Man With Tuberculosis
by Alex Devoid

Alex worked as a Mission Intern
in Nicaragua with Accion Medica
Christiana, serving as a cultural bridge between medical
teams and local communities. He
shared this story at the Global
Ministries headquarters during
his mid-term training event. It
was a presentation on the meaning of mission. This short meditation can be paired in a devotional
with 1 Corinthians 12:12-31.

I

did not know that he had tuberculosis. I shook his hand and looked
into his kind eyes that were now
glazed and thick with fog. His
stance was crooked and bent—resembling a rhododendron tree clamoring to rise above the earth.
As I checked him into the medical
clinic, I asked him four questions:
Do you have high blood pressure?
Yes. Do you have diabetes? Yes. Do
you have renal problems? Yes. Do
you have tuberculosis? Yes. I suddenly became more aware of our physical
contact. I remembered his handshake
and the light spray that landed on my
cheek when I leaned toward him to
hear his answers.
What does it mean to know him?
Is it dangerous? A liability? A security
risk? Infectious? Must his presence
instigate the fear of suffering? His suffering is our burden, too, and his person is our reason to rejoice. His kind
gaze inspires assurance in the body of

alex Devoid checks blood pressure at a school clinic, acción Medica Christiana, in Nicaragua.
Photo: Courtesy aleX DevoID

Christ. For God is alive and well even
in corrosive disease.
After living with and meeting
many new people in Nicaragua, I realized that the concept of being like
Christ had taken on a new meaning
for me. Christ was a man, a human
being, just like all the others I have
met and all those yet to come.
Perhaps He is a combination of all
of them…but this makes sense,

as we are the Body of Christ.
The man with tuberculosis was
Teófilo Perez. His presence is the
presence of Christ.

Alex Devoid is a Mission Intern
with Global Ministries. He currently
serves as a program organizer at Border Links, a ministry that facilitates
transformative educational experiences along the US-Mexican border.
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I Dream My Church

Could Be…
by Rebecca Girrell Clark and Jeremy Smith

T

he 2012 session of the
General Conference was
a two-week event, taking
place at the end of April
in Tampa, Florida. But the conversation about how to be the Church
continues. It has enlivened imaginations and strengthened connections
across United Methodism through
the DreamUMC movement.
Now, twice a month, a digital
gathering of more than 300 United
Methodists takes place on Twitter.
There, participants—whether tech
savvy or not—join in an ongoing conversation that has no official church
body’s seal of approval but that represents some of the best of United
Methodism. In response to guiding
questions and to one another, participants are engaging in an online form
of Holy Conferencing. How did this
happen? More importantly, how can
you join in?

General Conference 2012

As many had predicted, denominational restructuring was the central topic at
General Conference 2012. Variations on “PlanUMC” were presented at plenary sessions, where they met with heavy criticism—including complaints that
the planners had not sought the input of a sufficiently diverse group of people.
Some of the plan’s critics were not physically present in the room. For the
first time, a large number of interested United Methodists watched the webstreamed proceedings remotely. Using social media—primarily the micro-blogging platform Twitter—these watchers gave their feedback from afar.
One conference delegate, the Rev. Becca Girrell Clark (Elder, New England),
remembers how the final moments of General Conference led to DreamUMC.
“As a delegate,” she says, “I listened to the presentation of the restructure
plan as it emerged—after a last-minute rewrite—from the ashes of previous versions, all of which had been voted down. But I also kept Twitter open
and participated in the ongoing conversation—as delegates, supporters, and
spectators, both in the room and around the world, reacted. As the General
Conference session wrapped up, the conversation was just getting started.
And in the final, climatic moments, when PlanUMC was ruled unconstitutional,
questions flew faster than my smartphone could track them.
“‘What happens now? What *will* we do for the future of the UMC? How
do we continue this conversation?’ That last question, asked loudly and by
many, was the easiest to answer.” It was decided, in the way things on Twitter
are decided—which is mostly by unspoken consensus around a suggestion
that no one remembers making—that there would be Twitter chats. We picked
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Rebecca Girrell Clark (left) and Jeremy
Smith (right) are both facilitators for the
DreamUMC chats via Twitter once a month.
Photo: Courtesy Clark and Smith

a hash tag (#DreamUMC), which
Twitter uses to identify and track conversations, and started conducting
hour-long chats twice a month, letting the conversation continue.
Girrell Clark moderated the
first chat two weeks after General
Conference. “I was filled with excitement and hope,” she recalls, “as
people from across the country—and
a few from around the world—shared
frustrations and joys, determination
and vision for The United Methodist
Church. Our chats have continued
since then—with different moderators, participants, and questions—but
each time I feel excitement and hope
as people who care passionately for
the Methodist movement talk and
dream together.”

Reception and Participation

for discussion (usually suggested by
participants), and we take turns moderating discussions from the official @
DreamUMC Twitter account to keep
the conversation on track. The facilitators have included clergy from
New England, Oklahoma, Oregon,
and California, and laity from Texas,
Massachusetts, and New York. Recent
chats have asked the participants:
• What do you think will be the most
radical change in the church 10
years from now? What will be most
different from today?
• How do we as United Methodists
respond to controversy with other
Methodists?
• How can we intentionally include
conversation partners in decisionmaking processes when we speak
different languages?
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• Creativity is essential to any movement within the #UMC. In what
ways does the church inspire or stifle creativity and innovation?
Some of us imagine the
DreamUMC conversation as a catalyst for revival. What does a Wesleyan
revival in this century look like?
As one facilitator, the Rev. Jeremy
Smith (Elder, Oregon-Idaho), observes: “Some have asked what
DreamUMC stands for or promotes—
what ‘side’ we are on. Actually, we
are a platform for discussion, not a
bully pulpit—a process, not a product. Given the regional diversity of
the participants, there is a yearning
across the connection to converse
with one another so as not to feel
alone in ministry. The facilitators intentionally keep questions broad and
invitational to stimulate dialogue.”
The full list of questions and responses can be found on www.
dreamumc.net. Every single tweet
(question and response) is included

Since that first chat in May 2012,
DreamUMC has conducted biweekly
chats about the mission and vision of
The United Methodist Church. More
than 300 United Methodist clergy and
laity have taken part, providing over
5000 short bursts of feedback and discussion over social media. The conversations include people of diverse ages,
theological positions, and geographic
locales. But all participants are united
by a shared interest in the revitalization
of our beloved denomination.
The two largest upticks in conversations came after jurisdictional conferences in July 2012 and the release
of an open letter to the Connectional
Table in January 2013.

What We Talk About

We have a team of facilitators for
DreamUMC who provide the topics

The Rev. Janet Gollery McKeithen uses her iPad to record images of the 2012 United Methodist
General Conference in Tampa, Florida.
Photo: Kathleen Barry/UMNS

31

32 n e w w o r l d o u t l o o k . o r g

narrow segment of the population
(white, under 40, mostly moderateto-progressive, almost exclusively
North American), some of our demographics are not well represented in the upper echelons of United
Methodism. We aren’t the same
elected people offering the same
ideas, but we are on the margins
and bring in new voices and a fresh
perspective.”
• “There is a buy-in at the grassroots
level. When people feel that their
voice matters, they are more engaged in the process and more invested in the outcome.”
• “There is excitement and passion, which is noticeably lacking in
many United Methodist ministry
contexts.”
• “By definition, people at General
Conference are in the connection
in a particular way. But anyone can
participate in DreamUMC, regardless of their status. In DreamUMC,
bishops converse with laity from
other conferences and general secretaries chat with local pastors.”
Seeking Open Conversation
The DreamUMC facilitators see value • “The DreamUMC movement has
shown that, if there were somein open conversation held online, as
thing we wanted to rally support
is reflected in the following stateor education around, we have acments by team members:
tive participants in at least every US
• “There is a wide diversity of voices.
jurisdiction whom we could mobiWhile recognizing that we are still a
lize. In group brainstorming, we become more than the
sum of our parts.”
Finally, we as facilitators think there
is something inherently Wesleyan about
DreamUMC. The
focus on connection,
conversation, and process is a more democratic and invitational
way to dialogue. It’s a
One delegate uses a camera phone to capture another speaking during the
better model of Holy
May 2 debate on denominational restructure at the 2012 General Conference.
Photo: Paul Jeffrey/UMNS
Conferencing than
if the proper #DreamUMC hashtag
is used. Visitors can read through
the tweets in this open form of communication. Not even the General
Conference minutes can match that
level of transparency.
“If anything,” Rev. Smith says, “we
promote more open conversation and
the involvement of more voices in The
United Methodist Church.” Thus far,
DreamUMC’s only venture into advocacy was the release of an open letter
to the Connectional Table, requesting
that any new general church restructure plan be released by January 31,
2015, giving time for annual conferences to offer their feedback. Drafted
by the facilitators, the letter was debated, edited, and endorsed by the
participants of a DreamUMC chat on
January 14, 2013. Reportedly, no action was taken on the request by the
Connectional Table, but Table members did send back an official response, thanking DreamUMC members for their concern.

we see in the church at large. Yes, it’s
still imperfect and still excludes some
groups, but it moves us closer to where
we think we’re called to be. Why wait
four years for Holy Conferencing when
the entire connection could participate
twice a month?

The Future Is Yours!

We invite you to join in. Conversations
are held on the second and fourth
Mondays of the month at 9:00 pm
Eastern/6:00 pm Pacific time. Most
participants use the website www.
tweetchat.com. You can enter using
the hashtag #DreamUMC (the symbol # followed by a word makes
something a searchable topic on
Twitter) and can follow the conversation at the chosen time as it updates
in real time.
DreamUMC is going strong more
than a year after General Conference
and shows no signs of stopping. So
watch the hashtag one day to see
what it’s about. The next time, log in
or sign up and participate. The third
time, bring a friend or your pastor.
The fourth time, bring your bishop. By
joining together in connectional dialogue, we hope to break down barriers, restore trust, and achieve many
successes without the need for paid
experts. The knowledge, passion, sincerity, and prophetic boldness necessary to transform the church is already present in our pews.

The Rev. Rebecca Girrell Clark is pastor of
Trinity UMC in Montpelier, Vermont. She
blogs at http://pastorbecca.wordpress.com.
The Rev. Jeremy Smith is Minister of Discipleship at First UMC in Portland, Oregon.
He blogs at http://HackingChristianity.net
Links:
www.twitter.com/dreamumc
www.facebook.com/dreamumc
http://tweetchat.com/room/dreamumc
www.dreamumc.net
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Wrestling With

Ourselves
by Hillary Taylor

M

azwenkosi Nomxego
was a South African
seminary student, a
husband and father,
and a member of the Xhosa people. He was well-liked, reliable,
and trustworthy. That was all I
knew of him. All he knew of me
was that I was young, white, and
American. But that was enough.
As a missionary in South Africa, I
coordinate the field education work
done by students at Seth Mokitimi
Methodist Seminary. These seminarians do ministry with many different marginalized populations:
prisoners, refugees, orphans, hospice patients, and persons who are
HIV-positive. Mazwenkosi was assigned to lead the seminarians at
our most challenging site: a home
for severely disabled children,
owned by a local agency. To introduce him to the home, I arranged a
meeting with the agency’s owner, a
white South African.
When we arrived, we were first
taken inside to see the children.
About 20 of them, ranging in age
from two-year-olds to teenagers,
live there with six or so caregivers. Most of these children
were in diapers and could not
walk, talk, see, or eat without
the caregivers’ help.

hillary taylor and
Mazwenkosi Nomxego
posing in the court yard of
seth Mokitimi Methodist
seminary.
Photo: JeNNy staNIer
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“Some were born with
chronic disabilities,” the
home’s owner explained.
“A few of these children
were epileptic to begin
with, but their conditions
were worsened by the
medical treatments used by
their own culture.”
He pointed to one child
on the floor. “You see that
boy?” he asked. “A witch
doctor said that his epilepsy
Hillary (center, in purple) with seminarians visiting residents
was a curse from his ances- in a township through Walk in the Light, a local HIV/AIDS
tors. The boy was forced to relief organization.
swallow a mixture of body Photo: Cheri Roland
parts and broken glass to
get rid of his ‘bad spirit.’ Now look at about “backward” African traditions.
him! He can’t swallow. If he weren’t There was nothing either of us could
here, they would kill him and use his do to stop him.
body to make other medicines! Their
own culture is killing their children!”
The Legacy of Apartheid
Mazwenkosi looked back at the South Africa was colonized by white
child on the floor and then spoke to Europeans in the 18th and 19th centhe agency’s owner. “Where I come turies. Along with colonization came
from in the Eastern Cape,” he said, racist imperialism and the trampling

“This is not coming from our cultures or our
traditions. We don’t support supposed
‘healers’ who harm people. There is no way
we could cure one person by harming another.”
“which is a very rural area, we do use
some traditional African practices.
Yes, we use plants in our traditional
medicine. And yes, we look to our
ancestors as some Christians look to
the saints. But this…” he said, as he
looked back at the children, “this is
not coming from our cultures or our
traditions. We don’t support supposed ‘healers’ who harm people.
There is no way we could cure one
person by harming another.”
Despite Mazwenkosi’s remarks,
the agency owner continued to rant

of indigenous traditions. In 1948, with
the blessing of many churches, the
descendants of the white European
settlers created a system of racial
segregation known as Apartheid.
Under this system, black South
Africans were denied basic rights to
land, adequate housing, safety, health
care, voting rights, and even citizenship. In 1990, after decades of violent
struggle, the Apartheid regime began
to crumble. It officially lost power
with the election of Nelson Mandela
in 1994.

Today, almost 20 years
after the dissolution of
South Africa’s Apartheid
government, there is still
animosity between white
and black South Africans.
Socioeconomic status is
still largely determined by
race, with a continuing division of the country mostly
along racial lines. Citizens of
all races are afraid to engage
one another’s differences,
especially regarding cultural traditions and views of
the past. In short, each side
fears “the other” and worries about the damage that could result if vulnerability were to be shown.
As I continue to serve in South
Africa, I can’t help thinking about the
similarities between that country and
the United States. I can’t help comparing the Apartheid struggle to the
“Separate but Equal” laws and the
Civil Rights Movement that once highlighted great divisions in my homeland. I can’t help thinking about the
outrage many Americans still show
concerning the heritage of our current
president. I also realize how many of
the working poor are people of color.
Most of all, I keep thinking about
the fact that I am the descendant of
South Carolina plantation owners
who maintained more than 200
slaves. I am guilty of having judged
people of color based on my interactions with one or two distasteful
individuals. I am also part of a religion
some of whose members all too
often endorse prejudice and bigotry.
This is one reason why 11:00 am on
a Sunday morning has been called
the most segregated hour in the
United States.

Responding in Grace
When we arrived back at the seminary, I asked Mazwenkosi what he
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“The things that I’ve been doing thus far have been informed by my
culture. It is the same way with the owner of the agency. All I can do
is accept him and pray that God continues to transform him.”
thought about his interaction with the
owner of the home for the disabled
children. “Well…,” he began, “people do things based on their experience and their reasoning. Until you
walk in their shoes and find out why
they do things the way they do, you
won’t understand them. The men the
owner talks about are crooks and opportunists, playing on the superstitions of the poor. But they’re the kind
of people he’s exposed to. ‘Witch
doctors’ are not the same as traditional healers.” He paused for a moment.
“Christianity is something that
I embraced at a certain stage in my
life,” he continued. “The things that
I’ve been doing thus far have been informed by my culture. It is the same
way with the owner of the agency. All
I can do is accept him and pray that
God continues to transform him.”
Mazwenkosi’s words were incredible to me. They reminded me of Civil

Rights activist James Baldwin and
some words he wrote to his nephew
about white American prejudice in
the 1960s. “The really terrible thing,
old buddy,” Baldwin wrote, “is that
you must accept them. And I mean
that very seriously. You must accept
them and accept them with love. For
these innocent people have no other
hope. They are, in effect, still trapped
in a history that they do not understand; and until they understand it,
they cannot be released from it.”
Mazwenkosi didn’t have to respond with grace. He had every right
to reject the agency owner for his
racism and refusal to listen to cultural reality. But Mazwenkosi was willing to work with him for the sake of
these handicapped children.
God is not done transforming
us yet. It gives me hope for both
the agency owner and the people oppressed during Apartheid. It

The quiet, rural settlement of Edendale, just outside of Pietermaritzburg, South Africa. Picture
taken on the morning of Good Friday 2013.
Photo: Hillary Taylor

especially gives me hope for the redemption of my country, my heritage,
and my past. I believe that we can be
forgiven for the past and can work toward reconciliation in the present. If
we try to be “the best we can be”
each and every day, maybe we can
bring God’s Kin-dom closer to the
here and now than we ever dreamed
was possible.
Mission is not just learning how to
make friends in a strange land or accomplishing a “to-do” list. It’s about
wrestling with ourselves. If we’re
going to serve God and one another,
we must understand the effects of
the culture, context, and history that
separate us from one another. What
good is ministry in South Africa if
one ignores the importance—or the
perversion—of African traditions?
How effective can one be without
looking at the devastating effects of
that racial division that characterized
the Apartheid regime? And what
good does all this do for me if I cannot dissect the historical influences
on my identity as a young, white,
American missionary?
In the face of history, this Xhosa
South African and white American
dare to say to one another: “The past
does not represent me. I choose to
follow Christ. But if I ever do resemble the prejudiced past in thought or
action, please accept me with love.
I have no other hope in getting back
to God if you do not help me wrestle
with myself.”

Hillary Taylor is a Mission Intern from
South Carolina, initially serving at
Seth Mokitimi Methodist Seminary in
Pietermaritzburg, South Africa.
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by Rachel deBos

I

I love to walk barefoot as much
as possible. There is something so
freeing about feeling the earth beneath your toes, not having anything
between you and the ground, and experiencing a connection to God that
only comes from a sense of walking. I have a tattoo on the inner arch
of my left foot that says “walk humbly.” These 10 letters form two of the
truest, most beautiful and powerful
words I have come across since becoming a missionary.
I know that Jesus is the coolest
person ever to have walked this
earth. Every day, I strive to live like
Jesus, talk like him, and walk like
him—with as many people and in
as many places as possible. I want
to walk in love, to walk humbly, and
to walk by faith—with the courage
to wander into the unknown with
God, relinquishing all control. People

who drop their entire lives to follow
Jesus know what great things come
from walking by faith.

Walking With Haitians

A year before I graduated from college, I got a calling to become a missionary. I was so excited to be taking on something new and going out
into the beautiful, unknown world.
Mission work brought me to Miami,
Florida, where I have been working
as a US-2 at a faith-based nonprofit organization called Branches. My
focus is on Project HEAL (Haitian
Emergency Assistance and LegalAid), which provides free legal and
immigration services to Haitians
who reside in Florida.
Working on immigration was
something completely new to me,
and it has taken me quite some
time to understand the significance

that it has in people’s lives. Project
HEAL meets people exactly where
they are in life and accompanies
them through a huge transition.
The services that are provided are
significant bridge builders for families and individuals, opening doors
to work opportunities and to a life
they can enjoy.
In working directly with Haitian
people, my coworkers and I hear the
stories of families and their journeys
before and after the earthquake that
hit Haiti in 2010. Some whole families have come to the United States
to rebuild their lives. Other Haitians
are trying desperately to bring their
families with them. Many families
have been devastated by death and
destruction because of the earthquake. Most people still struggle to
make ends meet once they arrive in
the United States.
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Walking in Haiti

In March 2012, my coworker, Debbie,
and I had the opportunity to go to
Haiti and experience daily life there.
We were working to build a shower
in a tiny village called Don Don—a
bumpy two-hour drive from where
we were staying.
Even when I spoke my absolute
best Creole, the kids in Haiti would
still laugh hysterically! So we bonded through playing games and singing songs we all knew the tune to.
I struggled to make deep connections in spite of the language barrier,
and I will always cherish the relationships I was able to form. Debbie is
Haitian and speaks Creole as her first
language. It was wonderful to see
her connect with local people and to
hear the amazing stories that she got
first-hand.

A Pair of Shoes

In Haiti, motorcycles and cars have
been introduced over the years, making it easier to get from place to place.
But Debbie bonded with an elderly
woman who remembers what life
was like when walking was the only
mode of transportation. This woman
was able to carry more than 50
pounds on top of her head, and she
walked everywhere she went. All she
asked from us was a pair of shoes.
Debbie promised that she would
try and get her new friend a pair of
shoes before we left Haiti. On our
last day up in Don Don, as we got
ready to leave, she remembered this
woman and her desire for a pair of
shoes. So Debbie took the shoes off
her feet and gave them to the elderly woman, without hesitation. In that
moment, Debbie was walking barefoot in love and in faith.
This is what it means to live like
Jesus, talk like Jesus, and walk like
Jesus. Going to Haiti was one of the
most humbling experiences I have

Rachel deBos, with friends in Haiti.
Photo: Rachel deBos

ever had. It was a reminder of how
we should live always.
Life as a missionary would not be
possible without the ability to walk
on this never-ending, beautiful, and
powerful journey with God.I believe
that God provides instances in life
that require us to relinquish all control and put our full trust and faith
in our Creator. That ability and willingness to relinquish control—even
through so small an action as giving the pair of shoes that are on your
feet to someone else—allows us to
walk in love, to walk in faith, and to

walk humbly. My hope for myself, as
I grow as a missionary and as a child
of God, is to find a way to take off my
shoes and walk barefoot in love and
in faith.

Rachel deBos is a missionary through
the US-2 young adult program of the
General Board of Global Ministries.
Originally from California, she was
commissioned in August 2011 and
assigned to work with Project HEAL,
a part of the South Florida Urban
Ministry, related to the Florida Annual
Conference.
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The Peace Train
by Nazar Yatsyshyn
How often do you ride a train?
When was the last time you
boarded one?

The advent of the train was
spurred by the Industrial Revolution,
which exerted a great influence on
our modern world. Before trains, only
a few adventure seekers and explorers could afford to go to distant countries or cities. But with the invention
of the train, travel became easier.
People started visiting new places,
meeting new people, and sharing
other cultures.
There is something magical about
trains. I remember the first time I saw
a real train. The ground was shaking because of the train’s massive

weight. Then that mighty giant came
into view, rolling into the station. As
a kid, I feared it might roll right over
me, so I stayed as close to my parents as possible. A minute later, I realized it was not scary at all. Instead,
the train trip was fun and interesting.
My name is Nazar. I’m from L’viv,
Ukraine, and am currently a Mission
Intern of The United Methodist
Church. My mission in South
Korea—working for the Unification
Department of the National Council
of Churches in Korea—began in
September 2012. Our mission is
working on ways to heal the deep scar
of Korean separation, which resulted
from the Cold War and the Korean

Nazar yatsyshyn (left), a Mission Intern from the ukraine, pauses for a photo with a
young military guard of the south Korean army at the Demilitarized zone between
south Korea and North Korea. Photo: Courtesy Nazar yatsyshyN

War (1950-1953), when Korea became a prisoner of the superpowers.
Having signed only an
armistice agreement,
North and South
Korea are still technically at war. For 60
years we have witnessed the agony
of their hostile split,
which continues
with mutual suspicion and sometimes with hate,
threats, and local
conflicts.
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Center: Peace train Poster, National
Council of Churches in Korea.
Courtesy NatIoNal CouNCIl
of ChurChes IN Korea ;

Left: Nazar yatsyshyn just
happened upon a friendly group
of young english-speaking
Christian Koreans his very
first sunday in Korea. Photo:
Courtesy Nazar yatsyshyN

All Aboard
Politics is politics,
but people are people. On both sides
of the DMZ (the
Demilitarized Zone on
the border between
South and North), people speak the same language. They celebrate
the same traditional
holidays, like Chuseok
(Korean Thanksgiving)
and the Lunar New Year.
Many family members
have been separated, deprived of the chance to
see or visit one another.
This separation is also being
nourished by mutual negative propaganda. For that
reason, the National Council
of Churches in Korea decided
to launch a special ministry for Korean
reunification and reconciliation.
The year 2013 is a meaningful year
for Korea, being the 60th anniversary
of the armistice. So the World Council
of Churches’ 10th General Assembly
will take place in Busan, South Korea.
We came up with the idea of a peace
train—traveling many miles, through
many countries, and finally connecting two broken nations to deliver a
message of peace to all Korean people and to the world. Our idea is to invite 100 people from different countries and continents to board the train
as a witness to Christian solidarity

around the reunification
issue.
We chose Berlin, Germany,
as the starting point. Germany was divided into East and West right after
World War II, becoming a Cold War
battlefield. A high concrete wall brutally split the city of Berlin into two
parts. And yet, the Berlin wall was destroyed, and East and West Germany
were unified. In Berlin, we will mutually conduct events with local churches,
learning more about Germany’s division and the role of German churches
in reunification. We will have time to
visit places of interest related to the
issue of the Berlin Wall. We are also
planning to organize a march for peace
and prayers for the Korean nation.

On to Moscow and China
After Berlin, our train will depart for
Russia, passing through Poland and
Belarus. Moscow will be our second
station stop, where we will hold a conference with the Russian Orthodox
Church. As in Berlin, we will have a
chance to get a glimpse of the Russian
capital and local places of interest. After
two days in Moscow, the train will travel for five days across Russia and stop
in the city of Irkutsk, near Lake Baikal,
the world’s deepest lake. Besides attending official events, we will have an
opportunity to rest and enjoy the pristine nature of the Baikal region and to
experience the unique culture of the
Buryat people, an ethnic minority.
From Irkutsk, the train will turn
eastward and head for China, passing
through Mongolia to Beijing. The number of Christians in China is growing.

Peace Train participants will have time
to learn about Christianity in China and
the role of Chinese churches working
for peace in northeast Asia.

North Korea
We hope then for an opportunity to
go to Pyongyang, the capital of North
Korea. Working out this stop will be
most difficult. Political realities are not
easily breached, but we know that our
project is unique. We do not come
with ultimatums or sanctions but bring
a message of peace and reconciliation.
After the Korean War, the train
connection between Pyongyang and
Seoul was closed, leaving the last
station on the border empty and desolate. We believe that our train initiative will be a point of reconciliation,
which is badly needed, especially
during this tense time.
After leaving Pyongyang, we will
symbolically “break” the border that
divides the Korean people. The train
will make its final stop in Busan,
South Korea, where we will bring
a message of peace from all of the
countries we visited to the World
Council of Churches’ 10th Assembly.
Through this initiative, I see God’s
great intervention at work. We will
travel in peace, remembering the
words of Micah’s young Levite priest:
“Go in peace. The mission you are
on is under the eye of the Lord.”
(Judges 18:6) The world is thirsty
for peace and justice. I believe that
something as simple as a train ride,
if done with love, can change people
and systems, breaking down walls
and opening up guarded borders. I’ve
got a vision and I am ready to follow
it. May God receive the glory.

Nazar Yatsyshyn, from the Ukraine, is a
Mission Intern with Global Ministries,
initially serving with a special peace project of the National Council of Churches
in Korea, based in Seoul.
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Mission Is Conversation
by Kara Crawford

W

hen I was a child,
I thought of missionaries as people who traveled to
other countries to preach the gospel. They were almost always from
nations in the global North, rarely
spoke the language of the country
in which they served, and lacked
respect for indigenous cultures—
or so I thought. I was sure they did
not try to understand the people
in their place of service, let alone
form relationships with them. The
only purpose of missionaries, I

imagined, was to preach the gospel, whether or not the people
wanted to hear it.
I continued to hold these beliefs even as I applied for the Young
Adult Mission Service of The United
Methodist Church. I had participated
with my youth group in a variety of
“mission” experiences, during which
we generally did things like home
repair or a week-long children’s program, but we did nothing sustainable for the community we entered.
In college, I studied International
Relations and learned about the role

Kara Crawford shows a video to Zenú
indigenous women in San Andrés de
Sotavento on the Caribbean coast of
Colombia. Photo: Yesid Fernández

that missionaries played in colonization and exploitation across the globe.
Although I was skeptical, I entered
into the process of discernment.
I learned that the actual model of
United Methodist missionary service
is nothing like what I had imagined.
In fact, the purpose of missionaries is
to engage in relational ministry, that
is, to form relationships with community members in our host communities and participate in their ministry.
Without relationship, ministry cannot
and does not happen. Relationships
are what it’s all about.
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Relational Ministry

Language is critical to our lives
and interactions. In Colombia, speaking Spanish was a survival mechanism. It allowed relationships to grow
and empowered me to engage in relational ministry. My ability to speak
Spanish was never perfect, but it allowed me to talk with local people
independently and to live in community with them. Being able to communicate allowed relationships to
grow and flourish, to engage in relational ministry. Breaking down the
language barrier enabled us to let
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have reinforced for me the importance and necessity of conversation. Most of my time with New
Day is spent building relationships
with church members—finding out
their interests, gifts, and passions. In
Ministry With the Poor, the conversation focuses on how to live in relationship with “the poor” in order to
engage in transformative ministries,
while allowing our shared lives to
transform us.
It all begins with conversation.
Without conversation we cannot

For my first placement as a Mission
Intern—then a three-year program
for young adults, with both foreign
and domestic service—I was sent
to Bogota, Colombia, to work with
the Popular Communication Center
of Latin America. There, I had various communications-related duties, primarily helping the team give
workshops in how communications
can be used as a source of empowerment for base communities of
women and children in the struggle
for their rights.
What quickly became apparent was
that forming and
strengthening relationships with community
members would be
my most important
task. I needed to learn
about their lives, struggles, strengths, and
needs. We needed to
understand our common humanity and
learn to embrace and
celebrate our differences. This involved Kara laughs with a coworker during the filming of a children’s program
crossing boundaries of video with CEPALC in Colombia.
enter into authentic relationage, nationality, race, Photo: Yesid Fernández
ship with one another, and
class, and education.
without those authentic reIt meant building authentic relation- ministry happen. There were misun- lationships, transformative ministry is
ships and allowing them to transform derstandings at times and moments less likely to happen. Mission is conlost in translation, but it meant a lot to versation that can lead to deep transour hearts.
Every relationship or process me to be able to speak to form rela- formation. If we allow ourselves to
began with dialogue—a conver- tionships without the intervention of be transformed by our relationships
sation. Through conversation we a translator.
with the communities we serve, we
came to see God in one another
can become part of the larger misand learned to change the world Conversations Continue
sion—God’s mission—which is truly
by changing ourselves. My work in Now that I’m back in the United transforming the world.
Colombia would have been difficult, States, my second placement inif not impossible, without a solid volves working part-time in Ministry Originally from Illinois, Kara Crawford is
base of relationships on which to With the Poor—a focus area of The a Mission Intern with the General Board
build. And those relationships would United Methodist Church—and part- of Global Ministries, where she works in
have been difficult, if not impos- time at New Day United Methodist the Ministry With the Poor focus area. At
sible, to form unless I could speak Church—a new church start in the New Day UMC, she is a community and
Spanish, the local language.
Bronx, New York. These placements congregational organizer.

What quickly
“
became apparent

was that forming
and strengthening
relationships with
community members
would be my most
important task.

”
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missionmemo
reVgo launch
A collaboration among United Methodist agencies and
local ministries has produced a new web platform for
fundraising, story sharing, and recruitment. REVGO designer, the Rev. Carl Gladstone, is a United Methodist deacon and director of the Young Leaders Initiative in Detroit,
Michigan. During summer college breaks, Rev. Gladstone
served in numerous internships across the UMC, including the inaugural year of Project Transformation as a
Global Ministries’ Summer Intern.
On REVGO.org, young adults can find a UM-connected
ministry with which to serve, create a profile, share pictures and blog posts about their mission experiences, and
invite their social networks to support them in their work.
Founding partners of REVGO include Young People’s
Ministries (GBOD); the General Board of Higher Education
and Ministry: Campus Ministry Office; General Board of
Global Ministries: Young Adult Programs; the Young
Leaders Initiative; Project Transformation; and the Detroit
Annual Conference Leadership Development Committee.
For more information about REVGO, please visit
www.revgo.org

kits urgently needed
The United Methodist Committee on Relief (UMCOR)
is requesting support from United Methodist congregations to help stock its depots with much-needed relief
supplies. UMCOR Sager Brown in Baldwin, Louisiana,
and UMCOR West in Salt Lake City, Utah, are running
very low in their inventories of layette, sewing, and bedding kits specifically, but other relief supplies are needed
as well. Relief kits help sustain everyday life for people
who lack ready access to essential supplies. They provide
vital support for UMCOR’s global development work and
make a tangible difference in people’s lives.
You can support the purchase of disaster-relief supplies
by giving to Material resources, Advance #901440,
or learn how to assemble and ship supplies by visiting
www.umcor.org and clicking “Relief Supplies.”

uMCor responds to spring and summer storms
The United Methodist Committee on Relief (UMCOR)
sent emergency funds to the Central Texas Annual
Conference to assist with immediate relief needs after

severe weather, including tornadoes and baseball-size
hail, shattered the relative quiet of the current US tornado
season. Forty homes in North Central Texas were damaged when storms swept across several counties.
Since that first big tornado outbreak in May, communities in Minnesota, Missouri, Nebraska, Iowa, Oklahoma,
and Pennsylvania have also been ravaged by tornadoes
and other kinds of super storms.
As this edition of New World Outlook was published,
it is likely that the first hurricanes of the season have already formed and passed over the Atlantic waters. The
best way to keep UMCOR prepared for quick response
to these disasters and those yet to come is to support
its work on an annual basis. You can help storm survivors
by assembling relief kits, especially cleaning buckets, and
shipping them to any of the relief-supply depots in the
UMCOR Relief-Supply Network, or by sending a donation
to us disaster response, Advance #901670.
deAtHs—robert e. Hughes, retired missionary with 6
years of service in Zimbabwe, died December 9, 2012…
Hilda e. weiss-Andrus, retired missionary with 35 years
combined service in China and Korea, died March 8,
2013…roberta r. lewallen-tedder, retired missionary
with 6 years of service in Japan, died March 12, 2013…
Martha Bigham, retired missionary with nearly 12 years of
service in Brazil, died March 14, 2013… kenneth Harper,
retired missionary with more than 7 years of service in
Zimbabwe, died March 15, 2013…daniel e. speakman,
retired missionary with nearly 14 years combined service
in Korea, Algeria, Bolivia, Chile, Taiwan, and DR Congo,
died March 18, 2013… Faye k. Hackney-lance, retired
missionary with nearly 24 years of service in India, died
March 22, 2013… warren C. wolford, retired missionary with 41 years of service in Brazil, died April 1, 2013…
neva Jo Ferrell, retired missionary with 6 years of service
in Korea, died April 1, 2013…elizabeth F. goodwin, retired missionary with 9½ years of service in Panama, died
April 7, 2013…wallace kinyon, retired missionary with
19 years of service in Zimbabwe and Zambia, died April
11, 2013…Mary Alice lippert, retired missionary with
9 years of service in Sierra Leone, died April 18, 2013…
Marion washington way, retired missionary with 43
years of service in Brazil and Angola, died May 12, 2013.
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I Am Not the Future of the Church
Erica Oliveira is a Mission Intern with the General Board of Global Ministries,
initially serving with the Youth to Jesus ministry of The United Methodist Church
in L’viv, Ukraine. Below is an excerpt from her Exclusively Erica blog, dated
February 15, 2013, on the value of campus ministry. Read the full blog post here:
http://exclusivelyerica.wordpress.com/
I am proud and excited to continue to work with campus ministries and to
witness the impact of this ministry on the lives of the students and young
adults here in L’viv. From this small ministry we sprouted a church that recently celebrated its third birthday. From this ministry there are amazing
stories of how God has changed lives and how we’ve seen others realize a
call to ministry.
There is life on these
campuses, and yes, they
[young adults] might like
their music a bit louder, but
some of us still love the
old hymns. We cannot settle, however, for churches
that don’t put their money
where their mouth is.
• Churches that preach justice and mercy but cut
Erica Oliveira (first person seated left) celebrates the
their missions budgets,
third anniversary of the church in L’viv.
• Churches that preach Photo: Courtesy Erica Oliveira
only the good things,
and fail to challenge their members,
• Churches that are full of “perfect people.”
South Carolina cut 100 percent of program funding to all of its campus
ministries two or three years ago. We, the Winthrop Wesley Foundation,
never once took up an offering at our services (we relied heavily on the
faithful giving of others), and still we were present in our community. We
still made time for service. We offered free lunches, mission opportunities,
and shelter when necessary.
The future of our church is happening now. It’s happening under steeples, in apartments, and even in bars (theology on tap anyone?). Please stop
looking at 18-year-olds as the future of the church….they are the church.

The General Board of Global Ministries
475 Riverside Drive, New York, NY 10115
Website: www.umcmission.org • 212-870-3600

connecting the
church in mission

Mission Interns Vacation in Thailand

Laura Wise, a class of 2012 Mission Intern with Global Ministries, currently serves
as a peace advocate with Initiatives for Peace in Mindanao, Philippines. Read the full
blog post here: http://ellewise.tumblr.com/search/thailand

I visited Thailand. It was my first official vacation from work. I met up with
three other ladies from my program—Katie Davis and Beth McRill, mission
interns currently serving in Hong Kong, and Kelly Schaefer, who is currently
serving in Japan. It was an amazing and refreshing experience.
We spent time in Bangkok and Chiang Mai. We saw Buddhist temples,
went to an awesome Asian
contemporary art exhibit, saw
live tigers and elephants, and
took a Thai cooking class.
The day with the elephants
was my favorite. We chose to
support an elephant conservation park. Elephant rides are
popular for tourists in Thailand
but are actually inhumane
because of what it takes to Left to right: Global Ministries mission interns
Kelly Schaefer (serving Japan), Laura Wise (serving
“tame” a wild Asian elephant
the Philippines), Katie Davis and Beth McRill
to accept human riders. All of (serving Hong Kong) support elephants that have
the elephants there are res- been injured by previous owners.
cues who have been injured Photo: Courtesy Laura Wise
by previous owners. Some
elephants were blind, and others had broken hips or legs. We got to feed
them and bathe them in the river—yes, we were in the river with the
elephants. We learned where they had come from and what they had been
through. We also learned about the logging operations that destroy the natural habitat of these wild animals and others. Legal logging is also a problem
here in the Philippines, so I understand well the severity of the situation.

a poster for the “Good treatment
Campaign,” or Buen trato in spanish.
Claves, the Program of youth for
Christ in uruguay, conducts the
campaign through classes, seminars,
and workshops. It reaches government
officials, youth, parents, teachers, and
youth workers. Photo: Courtesy Claves

spiritual

The work at the youth center is going
great. I teach English once a week and
the youth in my class are always excited
to learn. I am excited to be able to teach
them and learn more about them during
this time. I also help out in the kitchen (the
youth have chores that help teach them
responsibility), and this gives me an opportunity to learn how to make things the
Uruguayan way. I have learned to make

youth Center

I believe, outside of working toward social justice, that God brought
me here to take me away from all the distractions. There is not much
to do in Uruguay after 8:00 pm (except going to clubs and bars), so
it gives me more time to myself for meditation, contemplation, and
listening. If you have read any of my past posts, you will see that God has
been speaking to me in different areas of my life and I have been able to develop my walk with God. I was stretched to come here and God has been
stretching me since I have been here. So going forward, my goal is to be
sure that God’s Love, at all times, is emanating from me in every decision,
every word, and every thought.

Photo: Courtesy aPrIl eNGlIsh

different forms of pizza, milk from powder (might sound simple but
I have always just bought a gallon), desserts, and different traditional Uruguayan foods, such as tortas fritas.

april Marie english enjoys horseback riding in uruguay.

I have been in Uruguay since the end of August 2012 and my international
placement here is about half over.
I work with CLAVES, more of a desk job, where I help prepare for our
annual Buen Trato “Good Treatment Campaign.” During the year we have
classes, seminars, workshops, and courses that teach government officials, youth, parents, teachers, and youth workers. They learn about abuse,
the forms it takes, how to avoid being abusive, and how to take a stand against it within their given roles or positions in society.
Violence against youth is a major problem
in Uruguay and the campaign works to raise
awareness and help stop violence. Through
CLAVES, I also attend Bienaventurada
(Blessed Recreation), where youth workers
from all over Latin America looked at the
buen trato of one another, youth, the environment, and one’s self (a way of incorporating everything into the image of God),
and how we can bring these ideas to the
youth we work with.

April Marie English is a Mission Intern with the General Board of Global Ministries, serving with the CLAVES Program of Youth for Christ Uruguay in Montevideo. Below are excerpted portions from her Mulatto Musings April 28 blog
post. See her original blog post here: http://mulattomusings.wordpress.com
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VOLUNTEERS WERE DEPLOYED IN THE UNITED
STATES IN RESPONSE TO 42 DISASTERS IN 2012
CLEANING BUCKETS WERE DISTRIBUTED
TO SUPERSTORM SANDY SURVIVORS
PEOPLE WERE SERVED
HEALTH KITS WERE SENT IN RESPONSE
TO HURRICANE ISAAC
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