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PREFACE

All of  us live with hopes and dreams about how life could be 
better. For many that usually means how things could be better 
IRU�PH� But there are others, in light of  the present day realities of  
global poverty, marginalization and oppression, who dream that 
WKLV�ZRUOG can and should be a better place. Some see this dream for 
the world mainly in economic, health or educational terms, while 
some Christians connect this dream with the Kingdom of  God, 
with Jesus’ promise of  ‘life in all its fullness’ coming to fruition in 
people and in their communities, in relationships and economics, 
in health and education, in having greater opportunities, and in 
VSLULWXDO� DV� ZHOO� DV� VRFLDO� WUDQVIRUPDWLRQ�� 7KHVH� &KULVWLDQV� ÀQG�
their inspiration in the very ancient biblical story of  God’s desire 
for mercy and justice and God’s concern for the poor and the 
oppressed (Micah 6:8, Deuteronomy 10:17-19, Psalm 140:12). But 
for other Christians, the biblical vision for restoration, healing and 
peace-making remains only a dream.

This book traces the stories of  a small band of  Christian 
missioners who have heard the heartbeat of  God and are seeking 
to challenge our contemporary way of  life by entering into God’s 
passion for restoration and shalom with their whole lives as they 
join hands with their national friends and colleagues. In this way, 
they have become a sign, servant and sacrament of  the Reign of  
God in the slums of  the major cities in Asia. 

These are the stories of  hope and longing, not in the security 
DQG�VDIHW\�RI �:HVWHUQ�DIÁXHQFH�DQG�FRPIRUW��EXW�LQ�WKH�PLGVW�RI �D�
OLIH�RI �LGHQWLÀFDWLRQ�DQG�FRPSDQLRQVKLS�ZLWK�WKH�SRRU��7KXV�WKHVH�
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are the stories from the underside of  history and in the places of  
degradation and pain.
2QH� PD\� ZHOO� H[SHFW� WR� ÀQG� RQO\� GDUNQHVV� DQG� GLIÀFXOW\� LQ�

these stories, but the reader will be caught by surprise. For here 
the threads and colors of  hope, transformation, healing and 
empowerment are ever present, even in the places which the world 
has all but forgotten and the people who have been left on the ash 
heaps of  ‘our progress’.

Like all good stories, these are richly textured and complex, and 
they can be read from many perspectives.
)RU�WKH�JHQHUDO�UHDGHU� these pages provide graphic insights into 

the conditions, needs and challenges facing millions in the slums 
of  Asia.
)RU�WKH�FRPPXQLW\�ZRUNHU� this book provides a rich resource, told 

with humility and self-deprecating humour, regarding a range of  
strategies used in seeking to identify with, journey alongside of  and 
join hands with slum dwellers, in order to see goodness, wholeness 
and blessing come into their lives and their communities.
)RU�WKH�JHQHUDO�&KULVWLDQ�UHDGHU� this book shows what can be done 

against seemingly overwhelming odds, not by large development 
agencies, but by a small ‘Gideon’s band,’ in bringing about healing 
and social transformation. As such, these stories serve to bring 
glory to God and give testimony for the way the Spirit is at work 
in the places among the poor.
)RU� WKH� PLVVLRQHU� these stories demonstrate a vision for 

incarnational and integral mission that follows the downward 
mobility of  the Son of  God (Philippians 2:5-8). This is a missional 
YLVLRQ�RI �LGHQWLÀFDWLRQ�DQG�SDUWQHUVKLS�VSDZQHG�RXW�RI �DQ�imitatio 
Christi. It points to new ways of  serving the Kingdom of  God in 
WKH�WZHQW\�ÀUVW�FHQWXU\��RQH�WKDW�PRYHV�EH\RQG�ROGHU�FRORQLDO�DQG�
triumphalistic models of  mission.

Like a gold vein throughout these stories runs an emphasis 
on a missional spirituality that combines prayerfulness with 
community building, evangelism with social transformation, the 
work for justice with the creation of  beauty. Here is not the old 
activism of  the evangelical ‘empire’, but an attempt to discern the 
signs of  God’s presence in the world and to work with God rather 
than simply for God in the inbreaking of  God’s love, healing and 
restoration.

Kristin Jack, a leader in Servants to Asia’s Poor, has done us all 

a great service in drawing together these challenging stories and in 
contributing much from his own extensive missional experience in 
Cambodia.

It will soon become evident to the reader that this book is not 
about heroes. It is about ordinary women and men who have heard 
God’s call to side with the poor in Asia and to work with them in 
order that God’s goodness and justice may come more fully in the 
unexpected and neglected places of  our world. And so we thank 
the many faithful persons in these pages for being signs of  hope 
and a challenge to us all.

Charles Ringma,�(PHULWXV�3URIHVVRU�RI �0LVVLRQ�6WXGLHV��
� ������������5HJHQW�&ROOHJH��9DQFRXYHU��&DQDGD
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Introduction

WHAT IS ‘SERVANTS’?

Kristin Jack

Servants Asia Coordinator, Phnom Penh, Cambodia

.ULVWLQ�-DFN�DQG�KLV�ZLIH��6XVDQ��D�GRFWRU��KDYH�EHHQ�OLYLQJ�LQ�3KQRP�
3HQK�VLQFH�������DORQJ�ZLWK�WKHLU�FKLOGUHQ��.DOHE�DQG�(PPD�

7KH�6SLULW�RI �WKH�/25'�LV�XSRQ�PH�
%HFDXVH�+H�KDV�DQRLQWHG�PH

To preach the gospel to the poor;
+H�KDV�VHQW�0H�WR�KHDO�WKH�EURNHQKHDUWHG�

To proclaim liberty to the captives
$QG�UHFRYHU\�RI �VLJKW�WR�WKH�EOLQG�

7R�VHW�DW�OLEHUW\�WKRVH�ZKR�DUH�RSSUHVVHG�
7R�SURFODLP�WKH�DFFHSWDEOH�\HDU�RI �WKH�/25'�

�/XNH���������1.-�

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING
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This book contains the stories of  a small band of  very 
ordinary men and women who have dared to believe an 
extraordinary dream: that it is possible to take Jesus 

at his word, and to take seriously his mission mandate among the 
poor and hurting. 

The Vision
In the late 1970s and early 1980s, God spoke to Viv Grigg, a 

New Zealander living as a missionary in the sprawling metropolis 
of  Manila.2 Burdened by the poverty and sense of  abandonment 
he saw all around him in the vast slums and squatter areas of  the 
FLW\��9LY�*ULJJ�JUHZ�VWUDQJHO\�GLVVDWLVÀHG�ZLWK�KLV�UROH�DV�FKXUFK�
planter among middle-class Filipinos.

Searching for the cause of  his restlessness he began to ask 
himself, ZKHUH�ZRXOG�-HVXV�EH��LI �KH�ZHUH�KHUH�LQ�0DQLOD" He climbed 
to the top of  a one-hundred-foot high mountainous pile of  rotting, 
decaying food and rubbish and looked down at the shacks of  ten 
thousand of  Manila’s poorest, weeping as he and a pastor friend 
watched two small children pick through the garbage in search of  
recyclables.
´*RG��ZK\�GRQ·W�\RX�GR�VRPHWKLQJ�µ he demanded, anger welling 

up inside him. In response, he heard the quiet voice of  God saying, 
´%XW�,�KDYH�GRQH�VRPHWKLQJ��7ZR�WKRXVDQG�\HDUV�DJR��,�VWHSSHG�LQWR�
SRYHUW\�DQG�,�KDYH�GZHOW�WKHUH�HYHU�VLQFH���¶:KHUH�,�DP�WKHUH�VKDOO�P\�
VHUYDQW�EH�DOVR�·µ

Viv began to research the needs of  these slum and squatter 
settlements swelling all over Manila, visiting many of  them on 
a motor bike, searching for where God was already at work. As 
he did so, his heart was burdened by a second tragedy: although 
many Catholic brothers and sisters were living in obedience to 
Christ’s call to the poor, almost no Protestant missionaries or 
Protestant churches were living or worshipping among the slums 
and shanties of  this place that was known as ‘Asia’s most Christian 
nation’. Those churches that prided themselves on ‘preaching the 
good news’ certainly weren’t doing it among the poor. In Manila, 
as in the great cities sprawling all over the two-thirds world now, 
WKH�XUEDQ�SRRU�KDG�EHFRPH�WKH�PLVVLRQ�ÀHOG·V� ODUJHVW�XQUHDFKHG�

WHAT IS SERVANTS?
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people group.3

Knowing since he was a child that God had called him to go 
among these poor, Viv found a small room to rent in the sprawling 
mega-slum of  plywood, cardboard, tin and plastic known as 
7DWDORQ�� 7KH� HYHQLQJ� KH� ÀUVW� FOLPEHG� WKH� ODGGHU� WR� KLV� VKDQW\�
during a storm that seemed to unleash all the fury of  the gods, 
he sat in prayer asking God, ´:K\� DP� ,� KHUH"µ� In the light of  
his candle, surrounded by his cardboard boxes of  possessions, he 
watched a large gold and white rat walk along the rough wooden 
UDIWHUV� WKDW� VXSSRUWHG� WKH� ÁLPV\� WLQ� URRI�� DQG� KLV� WKRXJKWV� IHOO�
on a rough wooden cross. Viv felt God begin to whisper into the 
very depths of  his being:�´<RX�DUH�KHUH�WR�FDUU\�P\�FURVV��3UHDFK�WKH�
FURVV��3ODQW�WKH�FURVV��,W�LV�DQ�LQVWUXPHQW�RI �GHDWK��<RX�PXVW�GLH�WR�
\RXU�VHOI �LQ�RUGHU�WR�EH�D�VHUYDQW�RI �WKHVH�SHRSOH��,Q�LW�LV�WKH�VDOYDWLRQ�
RI �WKHVH�SHRSOH��IURP�GUXQNHQQHVV�DQG�GHVSDLU��IURP�EURNHQ�IDPLOLHV�
DQG�RSSUHVVLRQ��IURP�SRYHUW\�DQG�GHVRODWLRQ��,Q�LW�DORQH�LV�WKHLU�KRSH��
5HPHPEHU��LW�LV�D�UXJJHG�FURVV��'R�QRW�UHWXUQ�WR�D�WLQVHO�FURVV��7DNH�XS�
P\�FURVV�DQG�IROORZ�LQ�P\�IRRWVWHSV��IRU�,�WRR�FKRVH�SRYHUW\�µ
8QGHU� WKH� JDOYDQL]HG� URRI � RI � WKDW� ÀUVW� VOXP�KRPH��9LY� UHDG�

about the life of  St Francis Xavier, who converted tens of  
WKRXVDQGV�LQ�,QGLD�DQG�-DSDQ�E\�JRLQJ�ÀUVW�WR�ZDVK�OHSHU·V�IHHW��
and as he thought of  the three million poor living in the slums all 
across the city of  Manila, Viv cried out to God for bands of  men 
and women like Xavier - for an apostolic order of  preaching friars 
and praying intercessors. 

Overpowered by this sense of  God’s heart for the marginalized 
of  the great cities of  Asia, and struggling to cope with the 
demonic powers he encountered, and his lack of  skill, experience 
and organizational structure in the face of  this immense task, 
Viv returned to New Zealand in 1981. There he began to call 
for companions from among comfortable middle-class educated 
Christians to come embrace Christ’s discipleship in a deeper way 
to serve the poor.�´*RG�LV�FDOOLQJ��ORRNLQJ�IRU�PHQ�DQG�ZRPHQ�ZKR�
ZLOO�KHDU�KLV�YRLFH�DQG�VSHDN�KLV�PHVVDJH�WR�SHRSOH�LQ�WKHVH�FLWLHV��*RG�
ZDQWV� WR� EUHDN� XV� GRZQ� WR� EH� JUDLQV� RI � ZKHDW� WKDW� GLH� WR� RXUVHOYHV�
DQG�JLYH�RXU� OLYHV� WR� WKHVH�SRRU��+H�DVNV�XV� WR�GLH� WR�SULYDF\�� WR�RXU�

UROHV�DQG�DFKLHYHPHQWV��$V�ZH�GLH��D�QHZ�OLIH�ZLOO�HPHUJH�µ 4 Again 
and again he laid the challenge before New Zealand churches and 
New Zealand Christians, living in a land of  plenty and staggering 
natural beauty, asking ´ZKDW�GRHV�-HVXV�PHDQ�ZKHQ�KH�VD\V�ZH�DUH�
DQRLQWHG�WR�SUHDFK�JRRG�QHZV�WR�WKH�SRRU"µ Viv refused to play down 
either the depth of  the burden God had given him, or what it 
would cost us to respond. ´:LOO�,�EHFRPH�D�JUDLQ�RI �ZKHDW"�:LOO�,�
JLYH�P\VHOI �WR�GLH"µ5

But God was moving, and people responded up and down 
the country. By 1982 a new mission was born that would try to 
embrace God’s burden for these groaning cities: Servants to Asia’s 
Urban Poor. By 1983, a team of  six had formed to train together 
before relocating to the slums of  Manila; a few months after that, 
a second team of  eleven followed them (including an Australian 
couple as the movement began to internationalize, now drawing 
from all over the world). Over time, teams have formed in Thailand, 
India, Cambodia, Indonesia and Myanmar (Burma). The gospel 
call to preach and be good news to the poor – Jesus’ own mission 
mandate (Luke 4:18-21) - was once more being heard. It is a sacred 
call that has been lost by the church so many times over the 
past 2000 years, and it seems that God must continually raise up 
prophetic voices to call his people back to this gospel core. Led by 
this Spirit, Viv had set in motion a new missionary movement that 
would in turn inspire other missions6 and slumbering churches - 
and even several indigenous movements7 - to awaken and embrace 
God’s heart for the poor.

The Call
Since that time, determined to be not simply activists, but 

‘contemplatives in action’, Servants workers have spent time 
UHÁHFWLQJ�RQ�ZKDW�NLQG�RI �PLVVLRQ�Scripture, history and context 
GHPDQG� RI � WKHP�� 7KH� 6HUYDQWV� PRYHPHQW� LV� GHÀQHG� E\� ÀYH�
missiological principles: ,QFDUQDWLRQ�� &RPPXQLW\�� :KROLVP��
6HUYDQWKRRG and 6LPSOLFLW\� 
2YHU� WLPH�� 6HUYDQWV� ZRUNHUV� KDYH� UHDOL]HG� WKDW� WKHVH� ÀYH�

principles – if  taken in isolation and lived to the extreme – can 
OHDG�WR�SK\VLFDO�DQG�VSLULWXDO�H[KDXVWLRQ��DQG�VR�ÀYH�PRUH�YDOXHV�

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING WHAT IS SERVANTS?
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UROHV�DQG�DFKLHYHPHQWV��$V�ZH�GLH��D�QHZ�OLIH�ZLOO�HPHUJH�µ 4 Again 
and again he laid the challenge before New Zealand churches and 
New Zealand Christians, living in a land of  plenty and staggering 
natural beauty, asking ´ZKDW�GRHV�-HVXV�PHDQ�ZKHQ�KH�VD\V�ZH�DUH�
DQRLQWHG�WR�SUHDFK�JRRG�QHZV�WR�WKH�SRRU"µ Viv refused to play down 
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But God was moving, and people responded up and down 
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a second team of  eleven followed them (including an Australian 
couple as the movement began to internationalize, now drawing 
from all over the world). Over time, teams have formed in Thailand, 
India, Cambodia, Indonesia and Myanmar (Burma). The gospel 
call to preach and be good news to the poor – Jesus’ own mission 
mandate (Luke 4:18-21) - was once more being heard. It is a sacred 
call that has been lost by the church so many times over the 
past 2000 years, and it seems that God must continually raise up 
prophetic voices to call his people back to this gospel core. Led by 
this Spirit, Viv had set in motion a new missionary movement that 
would in turn inspire other missions6 and slumbering churches - 
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The Call
Since that time, determined to be not simply activists, but 

‘contemplatives in action’, Servants workers have spent time 
UHÁHFWLQJ�RQ�ZKDW�NLQG�RI �PLVVLRQ�Scripture, history and context 
GHPDQG� RI � WKHP�� 7KH� 6HUYDQWV� PRYHPHQW� LV� GHÀQHG� E\� ÀYH�
missiological principles: ,QFDUQDWLRQ�� &RPPXQLW\�� :KROLVP��
6HUYDQWKRRG and 6LPSOLFLW\� 
2YHU� WLPH�� 6HUYDQWV� ZRUNHUV� KDYH� UHDOL]HG� WKDW� WKHVH� ÀYH�

principles – if  taken in isolation and lived to the extreme – can 
OHDG�WR�SK\VLFDO�DQG�VSLULWXDO�H[KDXVWLRQ��DQG�VR�ÀYH�PRUH�YDOXHV�
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have emerged as a counterbalance to the core principles: these are 
*UDFH��%HDXW\��&HOHEUDWLRQ��&UHDWLYLW\ and 5HVW�

As you read through the following stories it will become obvious 
KRZ�WKHVH�ÀYH�FRUH�PLVVLRORJLFDO�SULQFLSOHV�KDYH�VKDSHG�WKH�LPSDFW�
of  Servants in Asia (and increasingly, in the West). We believe 
these were – and still are – the way of  Jesus. Now, as then, Jesus 
himself  calls us to live as he lived: empowered by God’s Spirit, to 
take the�LGHD of  God’s love and make it real in our world – yes, to 
our neighbors, but also to strangers and even to our enemies. As 
Christians we are faced with a stark and simple choice: to live in 
love and truth, or to live out a self-serving lie.8

7R� WKRVH� RULJLQDO� ÀVKHUPHQ�GLVFLSOHV� WZR� WKRXVDQG� \HDUV�
ago, Jesus said ‘follow me, and ,�ZLOO�PDNH�\RX�LQWR�ÀVKHUV�RI �DOO�
mankind’ (Matthew 4:19). By following Jesus into his mission we 
will be transformed. We will become someone we have never been 
before. Jesus will teach us how to embrace men and women, not 
with nets or hooks, but with cords of  love, service and salvation.

It’s an idea that will change the world, but only after it has 
FKDQJHG� XV� ÀUVW�� ,W� LV�ZH�ZKR�ZLOO� EH� WUDQVIRUPHG� DV�ZH� IROORZ�
Jesus, and as we let him take us among ¶WKHVH� WKH� OHDVW� RI � P\�
EURWKHUV� DQG� VLVWHUV·(Matthew 25:31-46): the lost, the lonely, the 
impoverished. Then and only then will this world be able to see the 
transformational power of  the Gospel once more at work in their 
midst.

R
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1. Shane Claiborne, The Irresistible Revolution: Living as an Ordinary Radical (Zondervan: Grand 
Rapids, 2006), 114.

2. You can read the full story of  Viv Grigg’s original vision and the birth of  Servants in his compelling 
book, Companion to the Poor (Authentic Media, 2006, rev. ed.).

���,Q�WKH�PLGGOH�RI �WKH�ÀUVW�GHFDGH�RI �WKH�WZHQW\�ÀUVW�FHQWXU\��ZRUOG�GHPRJUDSKLFV�SDVVHG�D�KLVWRULFDO�
WKUHVKROG��IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�LQ�DOO�RI �KXPDQ�KLVWRU\�PRUH�SHRSOH�OLYHG�LQ�FLWLHV�WKDQ�LQ�UXUDO�DUHDV��
This demographic shift will continue to accelerate, particularly fueled by the burgeoning mega-cities 
of  the developing world.

4. Viv Grigg, quoted in Jenni Craig, Servants Among the Poor (OMF, 1998), 27-28.
5. ibid, 31.
���2WKHU�PRYHPHQWV�WKDW�KDYH�EHHQ�LQÁXHQFHG�RU�LQVSLUHG�E\�9LY·V�RULJLQDO�YLVLRQ�LQFOXGH�6HUYDQWV�

Among the Poor (now Servant-Partners) in the United States, Kairos in Brazil, InnerChange in the 
United States and Urban Trek of  InterVarsity in the United States. This vision has multiplied into 
now over two hundred works and helped energise and inspire mission movements to the poor all over 
the globe. (See Urban Leadership database, 2005.)

7. Such as the Encarnação Alliance of  Urban Poor Movement Leaders, which is helping to catalyse these 
indigenous movements and to innovate training processes so that these courageous men and women 
embracing the Franciscan call can learn from the stories of  each other and from those who have gone 
before them.

8. Matthew 25:31-46; 1 John 4:7-21; James 2:14-19
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One

INCARNATION

Love has to become an action or something 
FRQFUHWH���7KHUH�PXVW�EH�DQ

LQFDUQDWLRQ��/RYH�PXVW�EH�PDGH�ÁHVK�
%RQR1

INTRODUCTION: MOVING INTO THE NEIGHBORHOOD

Kristin Jack

:KHQ�&KULVW�FDPH�LQWR�WKH�ZRUOG�KH�VDLG�
´6DFULÀFH�DQG�RIIHULQJV�\RX�GLG�QRW�GHVLUH�

EXW�D�ERG\�\RX�SUHSDUHG�IRU�PH«
,�VDLG��¶+HUH�,�DP«

,�KDYH�FRPH�WR�GR�\RXU�ZLOO��2�*RG�·µ
(Hebrews 10:5-7)

Of  all the principles embraced by Servants, incarnation 
is perhaps the least commonly understood, and so 
I want to begin with a thorough explanation of  our 

theology of  incarnational mission.

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING
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We believe that as God sent Jesus, so he wants to send us; that 
his mission is our mission; that his way is our way, and that he 
will anoint with his Spirit all who seek to follow his footsteps.2 
)RU�PRUH�WKDQ�WZHQW\�ÀYH�\HDUV�QRZ��6HUYDQWV�KDV�VRXJKW�WR�OLYH�
out this mandate among the least, lost, hurting, and hungry in 
both Asia and the West. To this end, we have planted churches, 
discipled and mentored local leaders, educated youth and pastors, 
worked with street children, drug users, sex workers, HIV/AIDS 
patients, AIDS orphans, disabled children, and supported local 
LQFRPH�JHQHUDWLRQ�DQG�PLFURÀQDQFH��DPRQJ�DQ�HYHU�JURZLQJ�OLVW�
of  community development projects and initiatives.
$QG�\HW��VLJQLÀFDQW�DV�WKH\�DUH��WKHVH�YLEUDQW�PLQLVWULHV�DUH�QRW�

the core of  what Servants is all about. Instead, the heart of  our 
mission is our commitment to simply be with the poor, to relocate 
into their neighborhoods and patiently build relationships, 
listening to their burdens and dreams, looking to see where the 
Spirit of  God is already at work and offering our hands to come 
alongside and tend those seeds of  God’s Kingdom. Any ministry 
activity that subsequently happens ÁRZV�RXW�RI �UHODWLRQVKLS�with 
our neighbors and with the community—not simply because some 
foreign donor or ‘home church’ thought it would be a good thing 
to do.

0RUH�DQG�PRUH��WKH�GHVLUH�JURZV�LQ�PH�VLPSO\�WR�ZDON�DURXQG��
JUHHW� SHRSOH�� HQWHU� WKHLU� KRPHV�� VLW� RQ� WKHLU� GRRUVWHSV�� SOD\�
EDOO��WKURZ�ZDWHU��DQG�EH�NQRZQ�DV�VRPHRQH�ZKR�ZDQWV�WR�OLYH�
ZLWK�WKHP��,W�LV�D�SULYLOHJH�WR�KDYH�WKH�WLPH�DQG�WKH�IUHHGRP�
WR�SUDFWLFH�WKLV�VLPSOH�PLQLVWU\�RI �SUHVHQFH��6WLOO��LW�LV�QRW�DV�
VLPSOH�DV�LW�VHHPV��0\�RZQ�GHVLUH�WR�EH�XVHIXO��WR�GR�VRPHWKLQJ�
VLJQLÀFDQW��RU�WR�EH�SDUW�RI �VRPH�LPSUHVVLYH�SURMHFW�LV�VR�VWURQJ�
WKDW�VRRQ�P\�RZQ�WLPH�LV�WDNHQ�XS�E\�PHHWLQJV��FRQIHUHQFHV��
VWXG\�JURXSV��DQG�ZRUN�VKRSV�WKDW�SUHYHQW�PH�IURP�ZDONLQJ�
WKH�VWUHHWV��,W�LV�GLIÀFXOW�QRW�WR�KDYH�SODQV«�QRW�WR�IHHO�WKDW�\RX�
DUH�ZRUNLQJ�GLUHFWO\�IRU�VRFLDO�FKDQJH��%XW�,�ZRQGHU�PRUH�DQG�
PRUH�LI �WKH�ÀUVW�WKLQJ�VKRXOGQ·W�EH�WR�NQRZ�SHRSOH�E\�QDPH��WR�
HDW�DQG�WR�GULQN�ZLWK�WKHP��WR�OLVWHQ�WR�WKHLU�VWRULHV��DQG�WR�WHOO�
\RXU�RZQ��DQG�WR�OHW�WKHP�NQRZ�ZLWK�ZRUGV��KDQGVKDNHV��DQG�

INCARNATION
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KXJV�WKDW�\RX�GR�QRW�VLPSO\�OLNH�WKHP��EXW�WUXO\�ORYH�WKHP�
Henri Nouwen3

In this, as in all things, Christ is our model: ¶7KH�:RUG�EHFDPH�
ÁHVK�DQG�PRYHG� LQWR� WKH�QHLJKERUKRRG·�4 As Christians, we believe 
that Jesus was the physical image or representative of  God on 
earth (Jesus said, “he who has seen me has seen the Father”5). At 
WKH�VDPH�WLPH��ZH�EHOLHYH�WKDW�-HVXV�EHFDPH�ÁHVK�DQG�EORRG��DQG�
that in the thirty-three years that he dwelt on the earth, he wept, 
laughed, ate, slept, grieved, and suffered—just as we do. To try 
and explain this profound mystery, Christians throughout history 
have used the ancient Latin word, incarnation, which literally 
PHDQV�� ´LQ�ÁHVKµ��:KHQ�-HVXV�ZDV�ERUQ� LQWR�RXU�ZRUOG�RI �SDLQ�
and joy, parties and death, friendship and war, tears and laughter, 
beauty and suffering, he really did give up any kind of  divinity – in 
fact he HPSWLHG himself  completely, and became as human as you 
or I. What is even more staggering than God becoming human is 
that Jesus went even further and took on the nature of  a servant, 
ORYLQJ�XV��WHDFKLQJ�DQG�PRGHOLQJ�OLIH�IRU�XV��DQG�ÀQDOO\�G\LQJ�IRU�XV�
as a result of  human betrayal and injustice.6

During his physical life on earth Jesus was completely dependent 
RQ�WKH�)DWKHU�DQG�RQ�EHLQJ�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�WKH�6SLULW�RI �*RG�WR�GR�WKH�
work of  loving, healing, feeding, and driving out evil spirits.7 In the 
same way, we practice radical relocation, choosing to live with the 
urban poor, learning from them, building genuine relationships, 
participating in their lives and struggles, learning their language 
and their culture, and working out how Jesus’ love can best be 
shown in their context.8 This radical relocation to be with the poor 
is what has taken some of  us across town to ‘the other side of  the 
tracks’ and many of  us across the globe to live with the poorest 
of  the poor crowded into the shanties and slums of  Asia’s aching 
mega-cities. That shift to living incarnationally is not always easy, 
particularly when the local community behaves in ways you not 
only dislike, but that make you want to crawl under a rock—as 
\RX·OO�UHDG�LQ�'RURWK\�0DWKLHVRQ·V�UHÁHFWLRQ�RQ�KHU�FKRLFH�WR�MRLQ�
a local church in Manila.

The Bible tells us that “God is love.”9 This is at once the simplest 

DQG�PRVW�SURIRXQG�GHÀQLWLRQ�RI �*RG·V�YHU\�QDWXUH�WKDW�\RX�ZLOO�
HYHU�ÀQG��%XW�LI �-HVXV�KDGQ·W�FRPH�DQG�OLYHG�DQG�VXIIHUHG�DPRQJ�
us for those thirty-three years, ‘love’ would have remained forever 
just a concept, an idea. A beautiful and poetic idea,10 to be sure, 
but still just an idea. Love is nothing but a romantic, starry-eyed 
sentiment until we take the risk of  giving it our hands, our feet, 
our actions. Only then does it become real and touch us with the 
potential to change our lives and change our world. This is what 
God did in and through Jesus, and it did change our lives and our 
world. And this is what we mean by LQFDUQDWLRQ�

In all of  the stories that make up this section on “Incarnation”, 
you will hear from an ordinary group of  Christ-followers who have 
sought to live out their lives by saying, along with the Apostle 
Paul, ´,�ZDQW�WR�NQRZ�&KULVW��DQG�WKH�SRZHU�RI �KLV�UHVXUUHFWLRQ�DQG�
WKH�IHOORZVKLS�WKDW�FRPHV�IURP�VKDULQJ�LQ�KLV�VXIIHULQJV��EHFRPLQJ�OLNH�
KLP«LQ�KLV�GHDWK«DQG�LQ�KLV�UHVXUUHFWLRQ�”11

R
Becoming Real: Integrating The Head, 

The Heart And The Hand Of  Mission

&UDLJ�*UHHQÀHOG�

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

&UDLJ� *UHHQÀHOG� LV� WKH� ,QWHUQDWLRQDO� &RRUGLQDWRU� RI � 6HUYDQWV��
7KRXJK� KH�ZURWH� WKLV� DUWLFOH�ZKLOH� OLYLQJ� LQ�3KQRP�3HQK��ZRUNLQJ�
ZLWK� FKLOGUHQ� RUSKDQHG� E\�+,9�$,'6�� KH� DQG� KLV�ZLIH��1D\KRX\��
DQG� WKHLU� WZR� FKLOGUHQ�� -D\GHQ� DQG�0LFDK�� KDYH� VLQFH� UHORFDWHG� WR�
9DQFRXYHU��&DQDGD��LQ�RUGHU�WR�EHJLQ�D�6HUYDQWV�FRPPXQLW\�ZRUNLQJ�
ZLWK�WKH�LQQHU�FLW\�SRRU�WKHUH�
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2XU�ÀUVW�KRPH� LQ�9LFWRU\�&UHHN�%ULGJH� VOXP�ZDV� VXUURXQGHG�
on all four sides by other shacks. Our landlord completed the 
enclosure, living below with his boisterous family of  at least ten 
people. Beside our bed was a wall so thin we could hear our neighbor 
breathing in his own bed each night and through which we could 
hear them discussing everything from the daily horoscopes to how 
much they had spent at the market that morning.

The only way for natural light to enter our home was through 
the one window or the front door. If  we shut the front door we 
were thrust into darkness, so we left it open most of  the time and 
gave up our privacy just the way Cambodians like it.

Passers-by would look up and make comments to us as we 
washed dishes or came out of  the bathroom wearing just a towel. 
In return, we often saw more of  our neighbors than Western 
modesty permits. All part of  slum living.
2XU�KRPH�KDG�WZR�XQLTXH�IHDWXUHV��7KH�ÀUVW��ZDV�DQ�HOHFWULFLW\�

pylon (minus the live wires - to my mother’s relief!) bizarrely 
built through the middle of  our simple concrete bathroom (which 
contained a squat toilet and a bucket for washing), and towering 
over our little house like some futuristic steeple. We often used that 
pylon as a landmark for directing people to our home,

“Just cross the bridge, look to your right, you’ll see a pylon. 
That’s us.”

Sometimes at night, we would hear someone clambering over 
our rusty tin roof  and the next day we’d notice new (illegal) wiring, 
strung from our pylon, stretching over the roofs to someone’s 
shack. Ironically, the poor here (as in most developing countries) 
pay more for their electricity than the middle-class or rich, simply 
because they cannot afford the connection fee and so are forced 
to purchase their electricity through middlemen who charge huge 
mark-ups.

The second distinguishing feature of  our home was a rotting 
wooden ladder that we had to climb up to get into our house. There 
were always kids all over the ladder and we quickly came to the 
realization that our ladder, like most things, was considered public 
property in the slum. People would laze around on the bottom 

rung, smoking or chatting, watching people go by or watching us 
go about our daily lives.

Two years passed living in that house perched at the top of  the 
ladder in Victory Creek Bridge community. And slowly it dawned 
on me that God was teaching me an important lesson. That ladder 
was going to become a symbol of  my life as a follower of  Jesus.

Crunch time came when after a while we noticed that, apart 
from the local kids who were always keen to come up and play 
with our toys, not many of  our adult neighbors could be bothered 
climbing up that rickety old ladder to come and visit with us. The 
novelty had worn off.

We found that if  we wanted to build relationships with all our 
neighbors we would have to climb down our ladder and get down 
into their homes and lives.

Then one day it struck me that Jesus climbed down the ladder 
too. Jesus made his descent around 2000 years ago when he walked 
out of  the most exclusive gated community in the universe, setting 
aside the beauty and splendor of  heaven to relocate to earth 
- amongst us people. When Jesus climbed down the ladder, the 
“God above us” became Emmanuel—“God with us”. The distant 
and Almighty God of  the Old Testament became the alongsider 
God who walked amongst us.

I must confess to you from the outset that my natural instinct is 
to do the exact opposite—to climb up the ladder in life, to try to get 
ahead in the rat race, to compete with my peers in accumulating 
more and more possessions and to make my life as comfortable 
and secure as possible. Indeed, before coming to Cambodia I had 
EHHQ�D�KLJK�Á\LQJ�PDUNHWHU�RI �FRPSXWHU�VRIWZDUH��D�EXVLQHVV� LQ�
which looking successful was entirely the name of  the game. But 
I had come to see that Jesus modeled a different way. As usual, 
Jesus was completely counter-cultural—instead of  climbing up 
the ladder, he climbed down the ladder.

And in following Jesus down the ladder I discovered that the 
incarnational approach works at a number of  different levels. I 
discovered the head, the heart and the hand of  incarnation.
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The Head
Our incarnational presence had an impact on our community 

at the head level. We saw, over time, that our neighbors were 
challenged in their understanding of  certain things through their 
interaction with us.

For example, in Cambodia most people have been exposed to 
widespread advertising campaigns selling baby milk powder. As a 
result, almost everyone thinks milk powder is better than breast 
milk for their babies.12 Not a huge problem really, unless you are 
poor. If  you are poor like our neighbors you don’t have access to 
clean drinking water. So you mix up dirty water with milk powder 
and sooner or later your baby gets diarrhea. Not a huge problem 
unless you are poor. If  you are poor like our neighbors, you may 
not know that a child with diarrhea needs to be rehydrated. If  
you don’t know that, your baby has a good chance of  dying of  
dehydration. So when Nayhouy got pregnant, twice, what better 
opportunity to be a ‘prophetic mother’, living out a vital message 
in the midst of  our neighbors. Not that it was all one way of  course. 
They taught us things too, and part our child rearing approach 
today is also based on what we learnt from our Cambodian friends 
and neighbors.

But in pregnancy and the early years of  raising our kids we 
were offered a perfect opportunity to engage with our neighbors 
in a living experiment to see what we could discover together. 
We decided to feed our daughter Micah nothing but breast milk 
IRU�WKH�ÀUVW���PRQWKV�RI �KHU�OLIH��HDVLHU��FKHDSHU�DQG�PXFK�VDIHU��
Our neighbors could not believe that we would make this choice. 
Surely, we would be disadvantaging our children? And so Nayhouy 
quickly ended up with a bunch of  local women watching her 
progress on an almost daily basis. Since they could observe every 
aspect of  our lives, they knew full well that nothing passed Micah’s 
lips but breast milk.

After six months they were amazed at how healthy and 
chubby Micah was. And it was all on breast milk. Incredible. We 
realised that our presence had made a huge difference in their 
understanding of  a life and death issue. A difference that could 
very well save lives.

The Heart
But incarnation goes right to the heart as well. Sometimes the 

message that needs to get through is not a cerebral, fact-based or 
informational thing. Sometimes it’s a message straight from the 
heart. A message of  love and value. That was the message my little 
friend Arit needed to experience.

At thirteen years old, Arit had experienced enough suffering 
in his short life on the streets to give him a weather-beaten, sun-
bleached look. But his eyes were still lively and innocent. He dealt 
ZLWK�KLV�EOHDN�H[LVWHQFH�DV�D�VWUHHW�NLG�E\�VQLIÀQJ�JOXH�ZLWK�D�JDQJ�
of  other teenagers in front of  our house.13 He often came to sit 
with me on our ladder and I would usually end up applying some 
ointment to some cut or infection he had picked up in the past day 
or two.

This day was no different. Someone had punched him in the eye 
hard enough to break the skin and leave him with half  his face 
VZROOHQ��$V�,�ÀQLVKHG�DSSO\LQJ�WKH�VDOYH��$ULW�VKXIÁHG�RYHU�WR�JLYH�
his gang leader room to sit down with us on the step.

Casually I asked Arit how he came to get this particular wound.
“He did it.” Arit said with a wry smile, pointing to his leader. 

To my surprise, the other guy smirked and nodded his concurrence 
proudly. It took  a second to sink in that the guy who was supposed 
WR� EH� $ULW·V� SURWHFWRU� RQ� WKH� VWUHHW� KDG� DFWXDOO\� LQÁLFWHG� WKLV�
horrible wound on a little boy. But when it did, I felt a wave of  
anger sweep over me - I confess I didn’t respond with a whole lot 
of  love.

“How could you do that to someone who is supposed to be your 
friend? Why don’t you pick on someone your own size next time - 
like me?” I ranted, thumb jabbed on chest. Actually I was about 
a foot taller than this weedy gang leader but I knew he was twice 
as vicious and wouldn’t hesitate to use a knife on me if  necessary.

The gang leader didn’t take my outburst well. He sneered at me 
with contempt and spat out a torrent of  Cambodian swear words, 
many of  which were new to me. I suppressed my urge to reach 
for my language notebook to write them down for dissection later 
with my tutor. In one swift upward motion he was on his feet and 
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sauntering away, still cursing me.
A neighbor came and immediately sat in his place, “Why do 

you even bother with these good-for nothing kids?” he asked 
incredulously, “Don’t you know they are just useless glue-sniffers?” 
In his eyes, these kids were not worth bothering to talk to, let alone 
endangering yourself  to protect. “Well, the God I follow said that 
if  we receive a child in His name, it’s the same as receiving Him” I 
replied, remembering some of  Jesus’ words about children. “Jesus 
loves children, and so must I.”

Glancing down with resignation and sadness at Arit, I was 
surprised to see his face lit up with joy. I realised he didn’t care that 
I was unable to protect him. He didn’t mind that I would probably 
fail in my attempts to get him off  the streets and off  glue. For him 
WKH�PRVW�LPSRUWDQW�WKLQJ�ZDV�WKDW���SHUKDSV�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�LQ�
his life someone actually cared about him. Someone valued him 
enough to say so.

The Hand
The natural outworking of  a real and deep transformation of  

the head and the heart will eventually be compassionate service 
to others. It was at this level that we saw Sarim’s transformation 
occur.

For months Sarim didn’t dare to enter our home at Victory 
Creek Bridge community. It was more than just shyness. Sarim 
was waiting to see if  we could be friends. But when Sarim saw 
WKDW�ZH�ZHUHQ·W�JRLQJ�DQ\ZKHUH��WKDW�VKH�FRXOG�WUXVW�XV��VKH�ÀQDOO\�
opened up. And one day my wife Nayhouy offered to teach her 
some English. Sarim jumped at the opportunity.

The relationship developed into a close friendship and Sarim 
was impacted at both the head and the heart level. As they got to 
know each other, she became more and more fascinated with this 
Jesus who loved the poor and gave up his position of  comfort to 
bring good news and healing to them. Eventually Sarim embraced 
Jesus and dedicated her life to being his follower. But Sarim could 
see by our lives that being a follower of  Jesus was not just a head 
thing, a cerebral acknowledgement of  certain truths. This wouldn’t 
have made sense to her anyway – she was looking for something 

far more concrete and real than that, something she could touch. 
%XW�ZKHQ� 6DULP� GLVFRYHUHG� WKDW� WKLV� QHZ� ¶KHDUW� RI � ÁHVK·� VKH·G�
received wasn’t just for her alone, but something that could spill 
out through her to touch her whole community - this was a double 
joy for her. Her new heart had given her a new compassion, and a 
new sense of  vocation.

Sarim had already trained as a nurse, and it wasn’t hard for 
her to team up with other Servants workers and put these skills 
to work serving the neediest in her community. These days (some 
six years later) Sarim works full time with TASK, the indigenous 
Khmer NGO that grew out of  Servants work in the slums of  
Khan Mein Chey (which means ‘the Place of  Victory’!). She and 
her co-workers spend their time visiting the homes of  children 
struggling with malnutrition or AIDS, loving them, nursing them 
and supporting these families in whatever way they can.

Nayhouy and others in Servants and TASK have mentored and 
discipled her. Sarim has continued to grow in her faith, and in the 
outworking of  that faith, which is compassionate service. A few 
months ago she was put in charge of  this particular child-health 
project. She prays for the kids and their families and uses her 
nursing skills to minister to them with Jesus’ love. She has become 
a disciple, walking in the footsteps of  Jesus.

By God’s grace, and the presence of  his followers in the slum, 
Sarim’s life and the lives of  many others have been transformed: 
head, heart and hand.

R
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Meeting Jesus On The Mekong’s Edge

Janet Cornwall

 (Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

-DQHW�&RUQZDOO��D�GRFWRU�IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG��DUULYHG�LQ�&DPERGLD�LQ�
������ZKHUH�VKH�VHUYHG�WLUHOHVVO\�IRU�HOHYHQ�\HDUV�DPRQJ�WKH�SRRUHVW�RI �WKH�
SRRU��'XULQJ�KHU�WLPH�LQ�3KQRP�3HQK��VKH�KHOSHG�VHW�XS�WKH�$,'6�+RPH�
&DUH��7%�DQG�:RPHQ·V�+HDOWK�PLQLVWULHV��ZKLFK� WKH�7$6.�VWDII �DQG�
ORFDO�&RPPXQLW\�+HDOWK�:RUNHUV�DUH�QRZ�FDUU\LQJ�IRUZDUG��

It was dusk when I got to the small wooden house perched on 
the river bank. My friend, Mrs. Phally, a  traditional midwife and 
one of  our neighborhood community health workers, met me at 
the end of  the dirt road, just before it fell away into the swollen 
brown waters of  the the Basaac River, a major Mekong tributary. 

One of  my most poignant memories of  Mrs. Phally, who has 
been a follower of  Jesus for almost ten years now, is her bringing to 
me, nestled in a small box, a tiny stillborn baby, lovingly wrapped 
in a cloth. The child had been born to a mentally disturbed woman, 
Ming Navee,14�ZKR�KDG�DUULYHG�DW�RXU�RIÀFH�KHDYLO\�SUHJQDQW�DQG�
FRPSOHWHO\�GHUDQJHG��7KHUH�ZDV�QR�¶RIÀFLDO·�SODFH�WKDW�ZRXOG�FDUH�
for someone like Ming Navee. When Navee arrived, Phally had 
JHQWO\� OHG�KHU�EDFN�KRPH��DQG� WKRXJK� LW�ZDV�ÁRRGHG��PDGH�KHU�
FRPIRUWDEOH�DQG�WULHG�WR�KHOS�KHU�ÀQG�VRPH�UHVW��%XW�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�
of  the night Navee went into labour and in her disturbed state 
EHJDQ�ZDGLQJ�LQWR�WKH�QRZ�GHHSHQLQJ�ÁRRG�ZDWHUV�EHIRUH�ÀQDOO\�
she was pulled back. Mrs. Phally found someone with a little boat, 
and in this way took her down into the local Government health 
centre. Unimpressed at being disturbed in the night by people of  
no wealth or status, the medical staff  refused to help and sent 
them away. So Phally took her back in the boat to her home. She 
delivered the stillborn baby, managed the bleeding, and waited for 
the morning. 

2Q� WKLV� QLJKW�� 0UV� 3KDOO\� OHG� PH� WKURXJK� WKH� PXUN\� ÁRRG�
waters lapping at our shins until we stepped inside the house. By 
the light of  a tiny kerosene lamp I could see Mrs Sarun lying on a 
bed under a grubby mosquito net, groaning in pain, vomiting up 
what little her stomach still contained. We gingerly walked across 
WKH�SODQNV� ODLG�RQ�WKH�GLUW�ÁRRU��QRZ�FRYHUHG� LQ�ZDWHU�� FOLPELQJ�
up onto the bamboo bed and under the net. Mrs Sarun’s husband 
had died some years before, as had several children. Her remaining 
son was in prison. She had had abdominal pain for about a year, 
UHIXVLQJ� WR� JR� DQG� JHW� KHOS��$IWHU� DOO��ZKHUH�ZRXOG� VKH� ÀQG� WKH�
money to pay for medicines anyway? Finally, a few months earlier, 
she had agreed for Mrs. Phally to take her to see the midwife at 
TASK, the NGO that had sprung out of  Servants ministry in the 
Phnom Penh slums. A referral to a hospital, however, showed that 
it was too late to do anything about the cancer. 

But when I arrived, I did not know any of  this background. 
My assumption was that the younger woman I could see in the 
other corner of  the room was her daughter. After making my 
examination, as I was leaving, I met a cheerful man, the husband 
of  the younger woman, arriving back home. He was accompanied 
by a smiling youth who was obviously intellectually impaired. I 
explained to the man my plan to get some pain relief  and other 
help for his mother. “Oh no”, he said, laughing. “That is not my 
mother. She has no family, but we have been caring for her. And 
this young man also,” he said, indicating the smiling youth. “We 
are all brothers and sisters in Jesus Christ.”

One Sunday morning I was called out into the lane. Ming Sarun, 
a woman in her early thirties, was clutching her hand, displaying 
D�OLWWOH�ÀQJHU�RQO\�DWWDFKHG�E\�D�ÁDS�RI �VNLQ��FXW�DV�VKH�KDG�UDLVHG�
her hand to stop her husband getting her face with the knife. A 
few months later she came to me again, this time to show me a 
lump on her breast, which was obviously a cancer. I referred her to 
a Christian clinic for surgery and then between us we paid for the 
best treatment Cambodia has to offer – basic radiotherapy. That 
bought a few months of  comfort. 

Shortly after that, I was scheduled to take home-leave and 
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Meeting Jesus On The Mekong’s Edge

Janet Cornwall

 (Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

-DQHW�&RUQZDOO��D�GRFWRU�IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG��DUULYHG�LQ�&DPERGLD�LQ�
������ZKHUH�VKH�VHUYHG�WLUHOHVVO\�IRU�HOHYHQ�\HDUV�DPRQJ�WKH�SRRUHVW�RI �WKH�
SRRU��'XULQJ�KHU�WLPH�LQ�3KQRP�3HQK��VKH�KHOSHG�VHW�XS�WKH�$,'6�+RPH�
&DUH��7%�DQG�:RPHQ·V�+HDOWK�PLQLVWULHV��ZKLFK� WKH�7$6.�VWDII �DQG�
ORFDO�&RPPXQLW\�+HDOWK�:RUNHUV�DUH�QRZ�FDUU\LQJ�IRUZDUG��
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visit New Zealand for a few weeks.  On my return Ming Sarun 
greeted me at the door, obviously in great distress from the cancer 
spreading through her body. I gave some medicines and promised 
WR�YLVLW�KHU�DW�KHU�KRPH�EHKLQG�WKH�ÀVK�IDFWRU\�WKH�QH[W�GD\��6KH�
was being cared for by a distant relative on her husband’s side, 
Ming Kuen, who lived with her three young children, husband and 
frail elderly mother. 
7R�JHW�WR�WKH�KRXVH��,�KDG�WR�ZDGH�WKURXJK�UDJLQJ�ÁRRG�ZDWHU��

ZKLFK�ZDV�DOVR�WKH�VHZHUDJH�RXWÁRZ�IRU�DOO�WKH�KRPHV�LQ�WKLV�VPDOO�
settlement. As I clambered up the rickety ladder and over the 
EDPERR�ÁRRU�� ,� FRXOG� VHH� WKH�PXUN\�ZDWHU� HGG\LQJ�EHORZ��0LQJ�
Kuen’s middle daughter, about six years old, ran off  to fetch her 
mother from the market where she sold vegetables to support the 
family. Sarun’s pain was no less, and so I arranged to take her out 
to try and get a place for her in a hospice. As I waded back out 
WKURXJK�WKH�ÀOWK\�ZDWHU�DQG�VWHSSHG�RQWR�WKH�ULFNHW\�SODQN�EULGJH�
that led to drier ground, Ming Kuen followed behind me with a 
EDVLQ�� .QHHOLQJ� GRZQ�� VKH� ÀOOHG� LW� ZLWK� ZDWHU� DQG� ZDVKHG� P\�
IHHW��0\�H\HV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�WHDUV��DQG�P\�.KPHU���QHYHU�WKDW�ÁXHQW���
completely failed me. 

Who is incarnating Jesus here on the edge of  the Mekong 
river? Here, where it is a privilege to live, and where forbearance, 
IRUJLYHQHVV�� IDLWKIXOQHVV� DQG� MR\� VZLUO� XS� DQG� DURXQG�� ÁRRGLQJ�
compassion within, around and through me: tell me, who is 
incarnating Jesus?

$QG�,�SUD\�WKDW�\RX��EHLQJ�URRWHG�DQG�HVWDEOLVKHG�LQ�ORYH��PD\�KDYH�
SRZHU��WRJHWKHU�ZLWK�DOO�WKH�VDLQWV��WR�JUDVS�KRZ�ZLGH�DQG�ORQJ�DQG�KLJK�
DQG�GHHS�LV� WKH� ORYH�RI �&KULVW��DQG� WR�NQRZ�WKLV� ORYH� WKDW�VXUSDVVHV�
NQRZOHGJH�²�WKDW�\RX�PD\�EH�ÀOOHG�WR�WKH�PHDVXUH�RI �DOO�WKH�IXOOQHVV�RI �
*RG� (Ephesians 3:17-19)

R

Broken Dreams: A Journey Into Suffering

Glenn Miles 

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

*OHQQ� 0LOHV�� D� QXUVH� IURP� (QJODQG�� DQG� KLV� ZLIH�� 6LREKDQ�� D�
SK\VLFLDQ·V�DVVLVWDQW�IURP�WKH�8QLWHG�6WDWHV��OHG�WKH�6HUYDQWV�SLRQHHU�
WHDP�LQWR�&DPERGLD�LQ������DIWHU�VSHQGLQJ�WKUHH�DQG�D�KDOI �\HDUV�LQ�
WKH�UHIXJHH�FDPSV�RQ�WKH�7KDL�&DPERGLD�ERUGHU�

%HIRUH�OHDGLQJ�WKH�ÀUVW�6HUYDQWV�WHDP�LQWR�&DPERGLD��,�VSHQW�
several years working in the refugee camps on the Thai-Cambodia 
border, where wave upon wave of  refugees from Pol Pot’s gulag 
dragged themselves to the relative safety of  Thailand, arriving 
malnourished and traumatized after crossing mountains and mine 
ÀHOGV� WR�ÁHH� WKH� DGYDQFLQJ�9LHWQDPHVH� DUP\�DQG� WKH� UHWUHDWLQJ�
Khmer Rouge. 

In the camp I worked with a gifted team and learnt so much, 
but I also experienced the dissonance of  not being able to fully 
live with the people. We were driven into the camps with walkie-
talkies strapped to our side, and at any hint of  trouble we were 
whisked back out by U.N. security, leaving our Cambodian friends 
behind to face the danger alone – usually artillery shells from the 
Vietnamese or a shoot out between rival camp factions.
,Q�������DIWHU�WZR�\HDUV�RI �ZDLWLQJ��6HUYDQWV�ÀQDOO\�JDLQHG�WKH�

Cambodian Government’s permission to enter Cambodia with a 
health team from all corners of  the world. Five trusted Cambodian 
co-workers from the Thai border camp also returned and joined us, 
forming the core of  what would later become the local Christian 
NGO TASK. 

In Phnom Penh, I moved with my new wife, Siobhan (whom 
I had met in the refugee camp), into the poor suburb of  Chak’en 
Grey, into a settlement where many local health workers and 
traditional birth attendants lived. The matriarch of  the area 
(affectionately called Lok Yay, or Grandmother) had graciously 
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granted us permission to live there. She would personally come 
by and check whether Siobhan had cooked the rice properly and 
generally keep an eye on us. 

Not everyone was impressed that we’d come. Some assumed 
that living in the slums was a form of  asceticism, perhaps as a 
punishment for sins we’d committed in this or a previous life. Some 
other Christian groups were upset with our approach, accusing 
us of  judging them for living differently. Another secular group 
accused us of  using the incarnational approach as a way of  doing 
sneaky prosetelyzation, and forcing people to believe in Christ. 
From our incredulous neighbors, the most common response we 
got was, “If  something bad happens you can always leave,” which 
of  course was true. 

So why did we choose to live in a slum? It wasn’t to be martyrs 
RU� WR�ÁDJHOODWH� RXUVHOYHV��:H� VLPSO\�ZDQWHG� WR� IROORZ�&KULVW� E\�
coming down from a high and privileged place to try and live 
among the poor so we could develop friendships and learn what 
life was really like for them. And in spite of  the challenges, we were 
JUDWHIXO�WR�ÀQDOO\�EH�LQ�WKH�SODFH�WKDW�ZH�IHOW�*RG�KDG�FDOOHG�XV�WR��
and with a committed team around us. 

After eight months in Cambodia, Siobhan woke with acute 
DEGRPLQDO�SDLQ��ZKLFK�DW�ÀUVW�ZH�WKRXJKW�ZDV�GLDUUKHD��EXW�WKHQ�
realized was a miscarriage. The air in our room was thick and 
heavy, the darkness and heat almost suffocating. I pushed opened 
the doors and windows in an effort to get some air circulating, but 
this was interpreted as an opportunity for the neighbors to come 
and see what was happening, and of  course they decided they 
VLPSO\� KDG� WR� KHOS�� %HIRUH� ORQJ� WKH\� KDG� IRXQG� SDUDIÀQ� ODPSV�
and candles and some of  their midwifery instruments and started 
trying to “assist” the process. As I was “just a man” they began to 
push me out of  the room, but I insisted on staying and tried hard 
to fend them off. Seeing Siobhan so vulnerable and bleeding made 
me feel more helpless than I had ever felt in my life, and I cried out 
to God to help us.

But in the intensity of  the situation and the heat, as the blood 
pounded through my head and the sweat poured off  my face, the 

room swum and swirled and my legs buckled. I teetered, then fell 
backwards against a concrete wall, triggering a convulsion that 
knocked me unconscious, fractured the base of  my skull and 
severed a nerve to my right ear, causing immediate deafness.

Meanwhile, Siobhan was lying on her back, bleeding, having 
ORVW�RXU�ORQJHG�IRU�ÀUVW�EDE\�LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�RI �D�VOXP��LQ�WKH�PLGGOH�
of  the night, during curfew, in a country which at that time had a 
totally non-functional health system while I was unconscious and 
severely injured. 

Yet when we look back, we continue to be amazed by the 
determination and care of  our Cambodian neighbors and friends. 
In spite of  the curfew they managed to get us across town to our 
team’s retreat house. And even though we had only been with 
them for months, they wept with us when it was clear we would 
have to leave the country. We truly felt that we had entered their 
lives and become members of  their community. 

The team gathered around us and prayed with us and for us, 
as did the broader Christian community in Phnom Penh, who 
then mobilized a network of  people around the world to help and 
SUD\��$IWHU� WZR�ZHHNV� LQ�%DQJNRN��ZH�ZHUH�DEOH� WR�ÀQDOO\�JHW�D�
ÁLJKW�EDFN�WR�WKH�8�.��ZKHUH�ZH�ZHUH�WDNHQ�WR�RQH�RI �WKH�PRVW�
prestigious private hospitals in London, usually reserved for Arab 
princes and movie stars! One day we were eating rice in a slum and 
VKRUWO\�DIWHUZDUGV��ZH�ZHUH�HDWLQJ�JRXUPHW�IRRG�IURP�D�ÀYH�VWDU�
menu.
2YHU�WKDW�ÀUVW�\HDU��DV�ZH�WULHG�WR�FRPH�WR�WHUPV�ZLWK�VR�PDQ\�

losses—the baby, my disability, our future—and I tried to cope 
with the pounding head pain and severe bouts of  nerve pain in my 
face, I became depressed. We didn’t know what the future held for 
us – was it to return to Cambodia, or not? My hearing impairment 
remained, and I had lost a lot of  capacity since the accident.

When Siobhan became pregnant again, we were a bit surprised, 
VLQFH� ZH� KDG� KRSHG� WR� JHW� D� OLWWOH� PRUH� VWDEOH� ÀUVW�� DQG� ,� ZDV�
still not able to work. On the due date, Siobhan realized she was 
bleeding—we later learned that the placenta had come away from 
the womb—and after being rushed to the hospital in an ambulance, 
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2YHU�WKDW�ÀUVW�\HDU��DV�ZH�WULHG�WR�FRPH�WR�WHUPV�ZLWK�VR�PDQ\�
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our daughter, Zoe, was born by emergency caesarian section. Two 
\HDUV�ODWHU��ZH�EHFDPH�SUHJQDQW�DJDLQ��DQG�GXULQJ�WKH�ÀQDO�VWDJHV�
of  pregnancy, there were complications, and we nearly lost our 
precious Hannah.

When Tearfund, one of  the largest Christian charities in Britain, 
offered me a job focusing on vulnerable children, I accepted it, but 
wondered why we were still in Britain. Had we misunderstood 
what we thought was God’s call on us for Cambodia? Then, after 
several months, Tearfund invited us to apply for a position as the 
‘Children at Risk Facilitator’ in Cambodia. After all that we’d been 
through, it seemed that our dream might die and we might never 
get back to Cambodia. But we never gave up, and neither does 
God.

Seven years after leaving, we returned to Cambodia, but with 
our two children and my new role, we did not feel we could live 
in a slum again. We understood that life had changed for us, and 
accepted that God had a new place for us. We prayed for and were 
KDSS\�WR�ÀQG�D�ZRRGHQ�KRXVH�ZKHUH�ERWK�RXU�&DPERGLDQ�IULHQGV�
and expatriate colleagues could feel comfortable visiting us.

Much of  our second year was spent in torturous negotiations 
with various ministries of  the Cambodian Government as we tried 
to adopt our baby, Sarah Nayhouy. The “delivery” of  each of  our 
children has been very complicated, and this one was no different! 
There were months of  going from one department to another to 
get endless forms signed and delivered. Then, the day after the 
ceremony, in which Sarah was handed over to us to be her parents, 
the adoption was revoked with the explanation that Siobhan was 
American. (An American moratorium on adoptions had begun 
and the Cambodian Government was angry with President Bush.) 
Eventually, after more anxious months of  prayer and paperwork, 
ZH�ÀQDOO\�KDG�IXOO�FXVWRG\�RI �6DUDK��DQG�D�VHQVH�WKDW�RXU�IDPLO\�
was complete.
$IWHU� ÀYH� \HDUV� EDFN� LQ� &DPERGLD�� ZH� VHQVHG� WKDW� *RG� ZDV�

calling us to return to Britain to pursue further study and training. 
Towards the end of  our time, we were thrilled to be present at 
the ceremony when Servants Cambodia handed over the baton of  

leadership to the locally formed TASK organization. So much of  
what I had once dreamed of  seeing had now come to pass in the 
healing ministries of  these amazing Cambodian men and women. 
Their work with the AIDS patients, orphans, malnourished and 
disabled kids in the Mein Chey district shine like a beacon in 
these slums. And though we were only able to play a small part 
in the process of  getting it all started, God cradled the seed and 
kept it growing. It was his dream, and he never allowed it to be 
extinguished.

We left Cambodia knowing that there were many able and 
inspired Cambodian co-workers, both in TASK and in Tearfund, 
who would carry on the dream God has for healing the people of  
this beautiful nation.

R
Finding God In Beauty And Brokenness

Joshua Palma 

(Manila, Philippines)

-RVKXD�3DOPD� LV� D�)LOLSLQR�ZKR� VSHQW�PXFK� RI � KLV� OLIH� OLYLQJ� DQG�
ZRUNLQJ� RQ� 6PRNH\�0RXQWDLQ�� WKH� LQIDPRXV� UXEELVK� GXPS� RQ� ZKLFK�
WKRXVDQGV� RI � 0DQLOD·V� SRRUHVW� OLYHG�� 1RZ�� -RVKXD� LV� D� SDUW� RI � WKH�
3KLOLSSLQHV�6HUYDQWV� WHDP�DQG�ZRUNV�ZLWK� RWKHU� XUEDQ� SRRU� OHDGHUV� WR�
UHDOL]H�WKHLU�GUHDPV�IRU�WKHLU�FRPPXQLWLHV�DQG�IRU�WKHLU�RZQ�OLYHV�

Bridging the Gap
I grew up in an evangelical Christian family, hearing story 

after story of  people in the Bible talking to and hearing directly 
from God—Moses, Samuel, David, Paul and all the rest. I always 
wanted that to be my experience too.

I have had so many times in my life when I desperately wanted 
– needed—to talk to and hear God directly. I was struggling with 
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hard questions and needed clear answers. Many times I was at 
crisis point. A few years ago I had fallen in love with a girl and 
wanted to ask her to marry me. But was this real love, and was 
marriage right for me? Then, almost simultaneously, I lost my 
MRE� DQG� FRXOGQ·W� ÀQG� DQRWKHU� RQH�� QR�PDWWHU� KRZ�KDUG� ,� WULHG��
Everything was falling apart. :K\"�:KDW�VKRXOG�,�GR" My heart 
cried out for God to speak to me, but I heard no voice, no answer.

A year later, I found myself  living on Smokey Mountain, 
Manila’s infamous garbage dump. Once more I found myself  
falling in love, this time not with a girl, but with the poor of  this 
whole community. A rich courage and humor permeated their 
struggle for daily survival, and it swept me off  my feet. And I’m 
still in love with the people of  that poor community.

A few more years passed, and then I found myself  transported 
across land and sea, far from the humid slums of  Manila to the 
snow-capped peaks of  Switzerland. I had been asked to speak 
about my life, and the life of  Manila’s urban poor to the people in 
the churches of  Switzerland. 2K�*RG, I begged, ZKDW�DP�,�VXSSRVHG�
WR�VD\" :KDW�RQ�HDUWK�DP�,�GRLQJ�LQ�D�ULFK�SODFH�OLNH�VZHHW��EHDXWLIXO�
6ZLW]HUODQG"�+RZ�FDQ�,�PDNH�DQ\�VHQVH�RI �DOO�WKDW�,�DP�H[SHULHQFLQJ" 
/LNH�D�ÀVK�RXW�RI �ZDWHU��,�KDG�QR�ZRUGV�WR�GHVFULEH�ZKDW�,�VDZ�DQG�
felt. Once more I desperately wanted to talk to and hear from God. 
I went alone to the woods. I wanted to cry, but no tears fell from 
my eyes. I could not hear God. All I could hear were the birds 
singing and the noise of  a brook rushing over broken stones. After 
I left the woods, I had three strange encounters with three elderly 
Swiss women. I knew God sent them to me, and through each of  
them I heard God’s voice.
7KH�ÀUVW�,�VDZ�IURP�DIDU��6KH�ZDV�VR�ROG�DQG�IUDLO��VR�VNLQQ\�DQG�

wrinkled, barely just skin and bones. I asked myself: is she really 
so different from all the old women I know and love in my poor 
community on Smokey Mountain?

The second I met as we both stood looking out of  the ferry’s 
window at the azure blue of  Lake Zurich. She had heard me speak 
at a church meeting and tried hard to strike up a conversation 
with me, but I didn’t speak Swiss, and she didn’t speak English. 

In her beautiful, wrinkle-encompassed eyes, I saw a desperation 
to bridge the gap between our languages, our nationalities, our 
richness and poverty. Finally, she put her mouth close to my ear 
and whispered: “I love you!”

The third woman, I had met before, and I knew her by name. 
She was very sick and would probably die soon. She spoke about 
Jesus and about her struggle to face death, simply and without 
pretense. I looked into her eyes and they were mirrors; I saw 
myself, and a life both so beautiful and so ugly. I felt myself  losing 
control, and my tears began to fall abundantly. Nothing else in 
this world mattered anymore. I wanted to live for Jesus and the 
poor until the last breath of  my life.

Afterwards, in the silence, Jesus was speaking to me: “Don’t 
expect me to always speak dramatically like I did with Moses, 
Samuel and Paul.” I realized there never was a time when He was 
not speaking to me. He was speaking to me, and His words were 
sinking into me, being absorbed and silently becoming part of  my 
being.

And I will know how well I have been listening by how well I 
have loved the poor and the struggling ones He sends across my 
path. In the cool, rich grandeur of  Switzerland, I heard God’s call 
on my life spoken clearly, beckoning me to go back and serve Him 
amongst the warmth of  the beautiful Philippines and among the 
beautiful, broken lives of  the urban poor

Transformation: The Other Side of  the Story

Nervously I forced myself  to step into the beautiful, spacious 
KDOO�RZQHG�E\�DQ�DIÁXHQW�DQG�´VXFFHVVIXOµ�FKXUFK�FRQJUHJDWLRQ�
for a gathering of  religious people involved in development work. 
Many with a reputation for their sterling work on behalf  of  the 
poor were there. Some I even knew from Smokey Mountain, my 
community made ‘famous’ by the huge hill of  rotting garbage 
upon which I and my neighbors lived and worked everyday. 
Curiosity and a passion to learn had eventually overcome my 
anxieties about coming to this meeting in the richest part of  
town, where I just didn’t feel like I belonged. But two dear Swiss 
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friends, a husband and wife who were Servants workers living in a 
neighboring squatter area, had convinced me to come. “We should 
at least try and stay up to date with what the powerful movers and 
shakers in development are doing and saying,” they had argued. 
We were also drawn by the forum’s title: “A successful model of  
transforming Smokey Mountain.”

The food served around was not too elaborate, and the quantity 
only slightly more than was needed. The host church’s ladies 
group was taking charge elegantly and dutifully, mingling and 
making sure that everybody had enough. I cynically wondered if  
they—along with so many other middle-class seminary graduates 
working for the poor—were being careful because they had just 
read Ronald Sider’s much assigned Rich Christians in an Age of  
+XQJHU�

I was starting to feel rebellious as I silently questioned the 
choice of  venue for this forum. If  Smokey Mountain really is in the 
process of  being transformed into a new heaven and a new earth, 
why were we not having the celebration there, with the Smokey 
Mountain people all participating too?

Of  course there were selected representatives from Smokey 
Mountain strategically placed up on the stage, giving excellent 
performances and inspiring speeches, each rewarded with 
enthusiastic applause from the crowd. I found myself  staring at 
WKH�ÁRRU��DIUDLG�WR�ORRN�GLUHFWO\�LQWR�WKHLU�H\HV�DV�,�UHDOL]HG�WKDW�
I hardly knew any of  them. Had I become a stranger on Smokey 
Mountain, completely out of  touch with life in my own community?

A male European theologian noted for his development thinking 
VWRRG�DQG�WDONHG�DERXW�KRZ�UHVSHFW�IRU�ORFDO�UHOLJLRXV�ÀJXUHV�DQG�
traditions had been the key instrument in the transformation 
of  Smokey Mountain. The Filipino lady who chaired the forum 
hailed the dawn of  two mainstream religions working together for 
the sake of  the poor, and so overcoming their perennial theological 
differences. The spirit of  ecumenism was in the air. Everybody 
was applauding so appreciatively, except my Swiss friend, who had 
walked out of  the room during a speech from one of  those well-
NQRZQ�6PRNH\�0RXQWDLQ�UHOLJLRXV�ÀJXUHV�

Though I was impressed by the eloquence of  the speeches and 
surprised at how the crowd was captivated, I began to feel trapped 
and unsure of  how I should behave. I wished I had walked out 
with my friend, but now it was too late. I didn’t want to attract 
attention to myself, and already I was feeling terribly self-
conscious, sure that those who knew about my involvement with 
Smokey Mountain were glancing at me, watching my reaction, 
knowing that if  I were to speak about life on Smokey Mountain, I 
would be telling a different story.

The big speeches and presentations were so moving that I 
sometimes found myself  joining in with the crowd’s applause. 
Then I would catch myself  and stop, wishing I didn’t know the 
other side of  the story. In the end, I walked out of  the church hall 
feeling defeated, with the last thread of  my trust in the big religious 
establishments broken. I also felt guilty for not walking out earlier 
with my friend, but because she is Swiss, she can afford to be blunt. 
I’m a poor Filipino and have to be polite. My feelings swirled 
around and around in my heart. Anger, guilt, embarrassment.

Outside the hall, the tables were laden with fundraising 
brochures from prominent religious organizations—elites that 
obviously led the way not only in development thinking, but also 
the business of  fundraising. Though the brochures had been few 
and discrete before the presentations, now they shone shamelessly 
like neon advertisements.

In that pathway outside that church hall of  the rich, I could 
not help thinking about the people of  Smokey Mountain enduring 
hunger and despair after their shanty homes had been razed by 
Government demolition crews, while the holy and informed 
celebrated a “transformational work” well done. I wondered 
what God was feeling on that day when bullets and tear gas were 
sprayed across Smokey Mountain, followed by bulldozers and 
sledgehammers. Was He sharing this self-congratulatory euphoria, 
VDWLVÀHG�WKDW�DQ�DQVZHU�KDG�EHHQ�JLYHQ�WR�VRPH�GHYHORSPHQWDOLVW·V�
prayer?

I left the beautiful church and its tables of  fundraising materials 
and went searching for my Swiss friend, needing to be with someone 
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like neon advertisements.

In that pathway outside that church hall of  the rich, I could 
not help thinking about the people of  Smokey Mountain enduring 
hunger and despair after their shanty homes had been razed by 
Government demolition crews, while the holy and informed 
celebrated a “transformational work” well done. I wondered 
what God was feeling on that day when bullets and tear gas were 
sprayed across Smokey Mountain, followed by bulldozers and 
sledgehammers. Was He sharing this self-congratulatory euphoria, 
VDWLVÀHG�WKDW�DQ�DQVZHU�KDG�EHHQ�JLYHQ�WR�VRPH�GHYHORSPHQWDOLVW·V�
prayer?

I left the beautiful church and its tables of  fundraising materials 
and went searching for my Swiss friend, needing to be with someone 
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who understood. My steps were uncertain and my legs unsteady, 
numbed by confused emotions. An outrageous desire entered my 
heart: to go back and overturn those tables.

But I was not Jesus. I was simply a poor Filipino from Smokey 
Mountain.

A Jewel Worth Noticing
2XU� VOXP�ZDV� DOPRVW�GHQLHG� WKH� FKDQFH� WR� FHOHEUDWH� RXU�ÀUVW�

‘World Eradication of  Poverty Day’ when the Quezon City 
Government refused us permission to use the local Catholic Shrine, 
telling us that our activity “was not appropriate to the sanctity of  
WKDW� KRO\� SODFH�µ We searched for alternative venues only to be 
turned down several times more. It seemed that neither the rich 
nor the middle-class had any room in their inns for the birthing 
of  our rag-tag idea. On top of  all this, we all had busy lives and 
ministries in our respective slum communities, leaving us meager 
time and energy for organizing this celebration.

Finally, we asked a friend—who had grown up in the slum 
community, improved his economic situation, but chosen to stay 
there—to take over the organization of  the event. Though he could 
have moved out of  the slum with his family, he saw something 
GHHSO\�SUHFLRXV�LQ�WKH�OLIH�RI �KLV�FRPPXQLW\��VRPHWKLQJ�RI �LQÀQLWH�
worth at its heart, a jewel few others ever notice.

On the day of  the event, many people arrived from our urban 
poor communities, churches and the network of  ministries that 
permeated them, sitting on chairs we provided or watching from 
their shanties nearby. A group of  Christian young people from 
Payatas (the largest garbage-dump community in Manila) were 
scheduled to perform an ethnic dance in our program, but they 
were stranded on Commonwealth Avenue because the motorcade 
surrounding the President of  the United States had caused 
gridlock on the main roads. While we were struggling to hold our 
little community celebration, George Bush was on his way to meet 
with the rich and the powerful of  our land, urging Filipinos to be 
the “light of  Asia and beyond.”

Every now and then, choppers that formed part of  President 
%XVK·V�VHFXULW\�ÁHZ�RYHUKHDG��DV�LI �WR�UHPLQG�XV�WKDW�ZH�ZHUH�D�

tiny bunch of  nobodies doing little things in hidden corners of  the 
city. When we started preparing the snacks, children eagerly came 
to help, pushing, shoving, laughing. One small girl, frustrated at 
her inability to push to the front of  the queue, put her bare foot 
in one of  the empty juice boxes and scuffed away. Soon every kid 
was skidding around wearing these substitute skates, and the 
basketball court was transformed into a rink! When you are poor, 
imagination is the only tool you have to help you enjoy the same 
games other children take for granted.

The young people who were stranded on Commonwealth Avenue 
arrived just in time to perform their dance, and the celebration 
culminated with symbols of  hope as the large crowd broke into 
small groups to discuss their dreams and prayers for a better 
society yet to come. Afterwards, all the participants drew their 
visions onto a large white banner edged with ethnic designs: the 
Telon Ng Pag-asa, which literally means ‘a widescreen of  hope’. 
After drawing their dreams on the banner the participants each cut 
a piece from its edge to take home as a symbol and a remembrance.

Though still aware of  our smallness, we packed up with 
contented hearts that day, knowing we had made a statement to 
our community, our networks, and ourselves. We had dreamed of  
a better world. We had sown seeds of  hope.

R
What Is The Church?

Dorothy Mathieson 

(Manila, Philippines)

'RURWK\� 0DWKLHVRQ�� D� SDVWRU�� ZDV� LQ� 0DQLOD� DQG� %DQJNRN� ZLWK�
6HUYDQWV�IRU�VHYHUDO�\HDUV�IURP�WKH�ODWH�����V��)ROORZLQJ�WKDW�VKH�VHUYHG�
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DV�WKH�$XVWUDOLDQ�6HUYDQWV�&RRUGLQDWRU�DQG�WKH�6HUYDQWV�,QWHUQDWLRQDO�
&RRUGLQDWRU� IURP������ WR�������3UHVHQWO\� VKH�DQG�KHU�KXVEDQG�*HRUJH�
PLQLVWHU�WR�RYHUVHDV�VWXGHQWV�LQ�%ULVEDQH��$XVWUDOLD��DQG�WUDLQ�SHRSOH�LQ�
the use of  TESOL (Teaching English to Speakers of  Other Languages) 
IRU�XVH�LQ�FURVV�FXOWXUDO�PLVVLRQ�

One of  the biggest challenges I faced in sharing with other 
Christians about our work among the poor was their piercing 
and obviously ‘meant-to-be corrective’ question: “but… are 
you planting churches?”  When I was with Servants in Manila, 
we had decided that it would be better for us to support and 
encourage existing fellowships rather than take the easier route 
(in the Philippines) of  starting our own churches.15 But that 
frequent question from others in the missionary community 
seemed to be suggesting that no matter what cooperative network 
or transformative venture we initiated in a slum, there would be 
something badly lacking if  we had not planted our own church. 
As I am personally deeply committed to the growth and health 
of  God’s church, this question always challenged me. But it also 
caused me to ask yet deeper questions – “yes, but what is the 
church? Who should be the planter? And what will it look like in 
a slum?” 

The slum where I lived in Manila was called Welfareville. It 
was so named as it was next door to a huge asylum, and it was 
somehow assumed that the “welfare” of  that place would spill over 
onto the thousands of  desperately poor families in the surrounding 
community. Some local Christians in my community had also 
come to believe that not just benevolence, but also evil spirits, 
were spilling over into Welfareville from that asylum. They always 
KXUULHG� SDVW� WUHHV� LQ� WKH� DUHD�� ÀJXULQJ� WKDW� WKRVH� VSLULWV� GZHOW�
in the trees and would plop down on anyone careless enough to 
linger in their shade. They claimed that many an unfortunate soul 
had ended up ‘possessed’ in this way. To me this belief  (and the 
resulting avoidance of  shade) seemed very impractical in such a 
hot place. In fact, despite all my training in contextualization and 
cross-cultural sensitivity, I just couldn’t bring myself  to agree with 

them. Maybe I’d received too much theological training!
They had a church that met in a tin shed. When the temperatures 

soared I used to wish we could meet under a tree. But we had to 
swelter instead. Before the service a church troop traveled through 
the slum beating a drum “to chase the devil and spirits away.” I 
hid in my house as they went by. Being committed to supporting 
and encouraging the local fellowship in my community sounded 
great on paper, but was excruciating in practice.

Services were loud and late and long. As the worship progressed 
people would shake and cry continuously. I was embarrassed 
and prayed for order and peace (and for the service to end and 
for nobody to notice that I was linked with this group). I must 
admit a great passion started to rise up in me to plant a “decent” 
church. In fact, one day I tried to model a more appropriate style 
of  evangelism by holding a street party in my neighborhood. Of  
course the church members came too—and stood at the door and 
ripped off  guests’ wrist cords worn to protect them from these evil 
spirits from the asylum. They wrecked my attempt to show a softer 
form of  evangelism! Now everybody knew I was one of  WKHP�

One Sunday morning I was again at worship, reluctant, 
questioning and getting fed up. Everyone else was shaking and 
crying. Even the local dogs seemed to join in. Then a blind woman 
was led into the middle of  all of  this. Someone bravely called out, 
“Sister Dorothy will now pray for Sister Rosalio to see!” (Well yes, 
theologically I agreed – we were all sisters, but I really didn’t know 
if  I wanted to be included in this particular family act…). This 
invitation deeply embarrassed me, but there didn’t seem to be any 
way out. I mumbled some sort of  prayer while the shaking and 
crying and singing swelled all around me. But my emotions were 
swirling in a different direction. How could they offer false hope to 
a woman who had suffered blindness for over twenty years? They 
were heaping suffering upon suffering! I was angry for Rosalio, 
but also for myself  – I was about to be shown up as inadequate 
despite all my training and ministry track record. I didn’t like 
what was happening, but had nothing better to suggest or offer. 
The “worship” continued for ages. Then another call came, “Sister 
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Rosalio, tell us what color blouse Sister Dorothy is wearing.” 
Rosalio called out, “Red!” And she was right.

My church would have been more theologically ordered. I would 
have planted a decent church. But probably Sister Rosalio would 
still be blind.

R
No Words

Ruth Cooke 

(Aceh, Indonesia)

5XWK�&RRNH� LV� D� FRPPXQLW\�QXUVH�ZLWK� H[SHULHQFH� LQ�1HZ�=HDODQG�
DQG�&DQDGD��6KH�VSHQW�HDUO\������DQG�ODWH������LQ�$FHK�SURYLQFH�ZLWK�
D�6HUYDQWV�KHDOWK�WHDP�WKDW�HQWHUHG�WKH�DUHD�IROORZLQJ�WKH�WVXQDPL��ZKHUH�
VKH�KHOSHG�GHYHORS�D�FRPPXQLW\�KHDOWK�FXUULFXOXP�IRU�VFKRROV�DQG�WKHQ�
WUDLQHG�WHDFKHUV�WR�GHOLYHU�LW�

As I take in the destruction of  the homes and villages of  Banda 
Aceh and surrounding villages, I am dumbstruck as I try to 
imagine the thousands of  bodies that lined the streets on the day 
of  the tsunami. It is easy to do when you look at the remains of  
a house and see a child’s toy where a bedroom may have been, or 
a woman’s shoe near the front door. Was the child clutching the 
toy as he was swept away by a torrent of  water? Was the woman 
wearing that shoe as she tried to escape? Was there someone in 
that car that is wrecked so badly I can only recognise the steering 
wheel? There are no words, it seems, to describe the complete 
devastation surrounding me. Any I can think of  are too trite to 
portray the pain and loss caused by what many have called “the 
worst natural disaster in the world.” 

What do I say to a man I meet who cries as he tells me he was 
“lucky” enough to be away from his home in Aceh that Boxing 
Day Sunday, December 26, 2004, when at a few minutes past 8 
a.m., a huge earthquake struck just off  the western coast of  the 
island of  Sumatra, triggering a tsunami. Waves up to thirty meters 
in height and traveling at six hundred kilometers an hour washed 
over his home, even though it was located three kilometers away 
IURP�WKH�EHDFK��:KHQ�KH�DUULYHG�LQ�KLV�VXEXUE��KH�ZDV�KRUULÀHG�WR�
ÀQG�D�VKLS�WKH�VL]H�RI �D�IRRWEDOO�ÀHOG�VLWWLQJ�RQ�WRS�RI �KLV�KRPH�DQG�
the homes of  his neighbors. All around him was a scene of  total 
destruction – mud, water, debris, car wreckages and the bodies of  
friends and neighbors who had perished. Even worse than not being 
DEOH�WR�ÀQG�KLV�KRPH��KH�FRXOG�QRW�ÀQG�KLV�IDPLO\��7KUHH�PRQWKV�
after the day of  devastation, he assumes that his wife and children 
remain underneath the huge tonnage of  ship that is impossible to 
shift off  his home. What can I say to give him comfort?

What do I say to an eight-year-old child who has lost her mother 
and father, three siblings and her home in a beach side village near 
Banda Aceh? She is brought to me by a teacher for medicine for 
skin infections she has had since the tsunami. She doesn’t smile. 
What can I possibly do to ease her grief?

What can I say to leaders in this community, where I am 
working to provide medical relief  for those affected by the loss of  
loved ones, housing, and basic needs of  shelter, water, clothing and 
nutrition. All the children in the school I am working in have at 
OHDVW�RQH�SDUHQW�GHDG��7ZHQW\�ÀYH�SHUFHQW�RI �WKHP�DUH�FRPSOHWHO\�
orphaned. Twelve hundred lives were lost in this community alone. 
I know how I feel when one person I know dies. I can’t comprehend 
the depths of  their grief  and despair. How do I tell them I am 
sorry for their loss?

What do I say to the woman who has come to see me with her 
daughter, who cries with tears of  grief  and gratitude, thanking me 
for coming from so far away to help?

I ask God, ZK\"�:K\ did all the children in a primary school 
die that Sunday morning at 8 a.m. as they were swallowed by a 
giant wave? Why did all the patients in one hospital perish as mud 
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engulfed them while they lay in their sick beds? Why are 170,000 
men, women or children dead or presumed dead in Aceh alone 
because of  this disaster? I still don’t know the answers.

What I do know is that God sent me to be with the people of  
Aceh. I don’t know what to say and have no words of  comfort I 
can give them. But I want to tell them that God loves and cares 
for them, and the only way I know how to do that is by being 
with them as they rebuild their lives and communities. We struggle 
WRJHWKHU��WR�ÀQG�PHDQLQJ�DQG�KRSH�DPLGVW�WKH�SDLQ��$V�ZH�GR�WKLV�
in partnership, I learn so much about God’s heart for His people.

A translator I have been working with wrote me this poem:
7HOO�\RXU�SHRSOH�WKHUH�
\RXU�KXVEDQG��\RXU�IDPLO\��\RXU�QHLJKERUV��\RXU�UHODWLYHV��
that the Achenese thank you so much - 
XVLQJ�WKHLU�JULHI��WKHLU�VDGQHVV�DQG�WKHLU�KRSHV��
6RPHWLPHV�ZH�GRQ·W�QHHG�WHDUV�WR�H[SUHVV�RXU�JULHI��
6RPHWLPHV�ZH�GRQ·W�QHHG�ODXJKWHU�RU�VPLOHV�
WR�GHVFULEH�RXU�KDSSLQHVV³
EHFDXVH�ZH�GR�QRW�KDYH�WHDUV�RU�VPLOHV�OHIW�WR�H[SUHVV�HYHU\WKLQJ
ZH�IHOW�ZKLOH�RXU�ORYHO\�SHRSOH�SDVVHG�DZD\�LQ�IURQW�RI �RXU�H\HV�
'RQ·W�WU\�WR�WHDFK�XV�KRZ�WR�FU\�
%XW�OHW·V�OHDUQ�WRJHWKHU�KRZ�WR�VPLOH�DJDLQ��GHVSLWH�RXU�JULHI�
7KDQN�\RX�VR�PXFK�IRU�\RXU�VDFULÀFH�IRU�RXU�SHRSOH�
As I leave the province of  Aceh, I will take with me many 

memories. Many of  them will be sad memories, but the memories 
that will stay the longest are the sounds of  Aceh: the sounds of  
saws and hammers as people rebuild, and the sound of  children’s 
laughter as they learn to play and be children again. These are the 
sounds of  resilience.

I feel very privileged to have been involved in the lives of  these 
people who have taught me so much. I am grateful to be even a 
small part of  their story.

What will I say when I am back in New Zealand and my family, 
friends and work colleagues ask how my time was in Aceh? How 
will I respond when a co-worker asks if  I enjoyed my “holiday.” 
How will I tell them about the friends I made, the lives I’ve been 

touched by, the extreme devastation and trauma that surrounded 
PH��WKH�ZRUN�WKDW�ÀOOHG�P\�GD\V�KHUH��2QFH�DJDLQ��,�ZLOO�ÀQG�WKDW�
I have no words. Only love.

R
Floating In Faith 

Steve Tripp 

(Aceh, Indonesia)

6WHYH�7ULSS� LV� D� GRFWRU� IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG�� ZKR� KHOSHG� OHDG� WKH�
LQLWLDO�6HUYDQWV�KHDOWK�WHDP�LQWR�%DQGD�$FHK�IROORZLQJ�WKH�WVXQDPL��
�:LWK� WKH� FRPSOHWLRQ� RI � WKH� UHOLHI � SKDVH� WKHUH�� 6HUYDQWV� KDV� VLQFH�
WUDQVIHUUHG�WKHLU�HIIRUWV�IURP�$FHK�WR�-DNDUWD��ZLWK�D�ORQJ�WHUP�XUEDQ�
SRRU�WHDP�EHJLQQLQJ�WKHUH�ODWH��������6WHYH��:HQG\��DQG�WKHLU�IDPLO\�
DUH�QRZ�PHPEHUV�RI �WKH�6HUYDQWV�WHDP�LQ�3KQRP�3HQK��&DPERGLD��

My eyes sweep over the partially demolished houses surrounded 
by rubble, mud and tracks from the numerous trucks and heavy 
machinery that pass every few minutes. Kilometer after kilometer 
with almost nothing standing more than a meter off  the ground. 
It just didn’t seem real. A moonscape. 
$� ÁDW� ERWWRPHG� EDUJH�� ODUJHU� LQ� OHQJWK� DQG� ZLGWK� WKDQ� DQ�

Olympic swimming pool, was picked up by the sea and deposited 
three kilometres inland as if  it were a baby laid in a cot. Nearby 
stands a mosque with its white walls shining and its dome glowing 
LQ�GHÀDQFH�RI �WKH�GLVWRUWLRQ�VXUURXQGLQJ�LW��7KRVH�RQ�WKH�VKLS�ZHUH�
the lucky ones. No one will ever know how many lie beneath it. 

Tens of  thousands were killed soon after waking up for a 
normal day. A concrete pad with a car pit signals the position of  a 
mechanical workshop. Were they already at work for the day? Was 
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What I do know is that God sent me to be with the people of  
Aceh. I don’t know what to say and have no words of  comfort I 
can give them. But I want to tell them that God loves and cares 
for them, and the only way I know how to do that is by being 
with them as they rebuild their lives and communities. We struggle 
WRJHWKHU��WR�ÀQG�PHDQLQJ�DQG�KRSH�DPLGVW�WKH�SDLQ��$V�ZH�GR�WKLV�
in partnership, I learn so much about God’s heart for His people.

A translator I have been working with wrote me this poem:
7HOO�\RXU�SHRSOH�WKHUH�
\RXU�KXVEDQG��\RXU�IDPLO\��\RXU�QHLJKERUV��\RXU�UHODWLYHV��
that the Achenese thank you so much - 
XVLQJ�WKHLU�JULHI��WKHLU�VDGQHVV�DQG�WKHLU�KRSHV��
6RPHWLPHV�ZH�GRQ·W�QHHG�WHDUV�WR�H[SUHVV�RXU�JULHI��
6RPHWLPHV�ZH�GRQ·W�QHHG�ODXJKWHU�RU�VPLOHV�
WR�GHVFULEH�RXU�KDSSLQHVV³
EHFDXVH�ZH�GR�QRW�KDYH�WHDUV�RU�VPLOHV�OHIW�WR�H[SUHVV�HYHU\WKLQJ
ZH�IHOW�ZKLOH�RXU�ORYHO\�SHRSOH�SDVVHG�DZD\�LQ�IURQW�RI �RXU�H\HV�
'RQ·W�WU\�WR�WHDFK�XV�KRZ�WR�FU\�
%XW�OHW·V�OHDUQ�WRJHWKHU�KRZ�WR�VPLOH�DJDLQ��GHVSLWH�RXU�JULHI�
7KDQN�\RX�VR�PXFK�IRU�\RXU�VDFULÀFH�IRU�RXU�SHRSOH�
As I leave the province of  Aceh, I will take with me many 

memories. Many of  them will be sad memories, but the memories 
that will stay the longest are the sounds of  Aceh: the sounds of  
saws and hammers as people rebuild, and the sound of  children’s 
laughter as they learn to play and be children again. These are the 
sounds of  resilience.

I feel very privileged to have been involved in the lives of  these 
people who have taught me so much. I am grateful to be even a 
small part of  their story.

What will I say when I am back in New Zealand and my family, 
friends and work colleagues ask how my time was in Aceh? How 
will I respond when a co-worker asks if  I enjoyed my “holiday.” 
How will I tell them about the friends I made, the lives I’ve been 

touched by, the extreme devastation and trauma that surrounded 
PH��WKH�ZRUN�WKDW�ÀOOHG�P\�GD\V�KHUH��2QFH�DJDLQ��,�ZLOO�ÀQG�WKDW�
I have no words. Only love.

R
Floating In Faith 

Steve Tripp 

(Aceh, Indonesia)

6WHYH�7ULSS� LV� D� GRFWRU� IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG�� ZKR� KHOSHG� OHDG� WKH�
LQLWLDO�6HUYDQWV�KHDOWK�WHDP�LQWR�%DQGD�$FHK�IROORZLQJ�WKH�WVXQDPL��
�:LWK� WKH� FRPSOHWLRQ� RI � WKH� UHOLHI � SKDVH� WKHUH�� 6HUYDQWV� KDV� VLQFH�
WUDQVIHUUHG�WKHLU�HIIRUWV�IURP�$FHK�WR�-DNDUWD��ZLWK�D�ORQJ�WHUP�XUEDQ�
SRRU�WHDP�EHJLQQLQJ�WKHUH�ODWH��������6WHYH��:HQG\��DQG�WKHLU�IDPLO\�
DUH�QRZ�PHPEHUV�RI �WKH�6HUYDQWV�WHDP�LQ�3KQRP�3HQK��&DPERGLD��

My eyes sweep over the partially demolished houses surrounded 
by rubble, mud and tracks from the numerous trucks and heavy 
machinery that pass every few minutes. Kilometer after kilometer 
with almost nothing standing more than a meter off  the ground. 
It just didn’t seem real. A moonscape. 
$� ÁDW� ERWWRPHG� EDUJH�� ODUJHU� LQ� OHQJWK� DQG� ZLGWK� WKDQ� DQ�

Olympic swimming pool, was picked up by the sea and deposited 
three kilometres inland as if  it were a baby laid in a cot. Nearby 
stands a mosque with its white walls shining and its dome glowing 
LQ�GHÀDQFH�RI �WKH�GLVWRUWLRQ�VXUURXQGLQJ�LW��7KRVH�RQ�WKH�VKLS�ZHUH�
the lucky ones. No one will ever know how many lie beneath it. 

Tens of  thousands were killed soon after waking up for a 
normal day. A concrete pad with a car pit signals the position of  a 
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there someone in that car pit? It’s the small things that touch you 
the most: a broken sandal, a bent kitchen fork, a toilet brush, an 
iron. I pick up a broken computer CD. In English I read the title of  
a computer game my own child has played. Who played this game 
here? Was it a girl or a boy? Am I standing on his or her grave? 
Walking on a cemetery? The ship is to remain as a memorial to 
those who died in the tsunami, lest we forget. And at one end of  
the ship, in a vertical space of  less than half  a meter, a banana tree 
grows, providing a glimpse of  the new life that grows even after 
such destruction. 

We walk through what may have been a police housing 
area—a concrete foundation, tiles. Parts of  brick walls are strewn 
everywhere. Nothing standing above half  a meter off  the ground 
except a toilet. 

At the shore, looking inland, I see a wasteland stretching for 
three kilometers. Beside us stands the remains of  seven-meter 
lighthouse. The top, including the light, has been completely 
removed. Facing the sea, I can see the foundations of  what used to 
be a civic building thirty meters off-shore. 

Seeing the devastation, I feel sad, awestruck, and incredulous, 
as well as a heightened awareness of  our common humanity—
Aceh and Kiwi, Muslim and Christian, in all our fragility, stupidity, 
strength, creativity, and resourcefulness. This didn’t happen to 
“them”, it happened to “us”.
'ULYLQJ�DORQJ��,�SDVV�D�ZDOO�ZLWK�JUDIÀWL�VFUDZOHG�LQ�,QGRQHVLDQ��

recognize the words “Allah”’ and “Tsunami.” Many of  us have 
asked questions of  God. Part of  the shared human experience is to 
ask questions. I ask, :KDW�QRZ"�:KDW�FDQ�,�GR"��
0\�ÀUVW�DQVZHU� LV��ZULWH� LW� GRZQ. Record it. This must not be 

forgotten. I must not let myself  grow numb to tragedy. Becoming 
desensitized to tragedy is becoming less human. If  anything good 
can come out of  this or any other disaster, let it be that we grow in 
a sense of  shared humanity, that we open our eyes, our minds, our 
hearts to the rest of  the world, that we learn to live for each other. 

I have walked on a peoples’ graves. I have seen the devastation 
and now I have the privilege and responsibility of  being here as 

just another drop in the bucket. We can’t just ask questions. We—
all of  us—must seek to be the answer.

When my tour of  duty is over, and I have used up all the leave I 
could squeeze out of  my employer, I have to leave this upside down 
place and return to the ‘stability’ of  New Zealand. I feel sad to be 
OHDYLQJ��EXW�KDSS\�WR�EH�JRLQJ�KRPH��IXOÀOOPHQW�IRU�ZKDW�KDV�EHHQ�
DFKLHYHG�� EXW� DOVR� D� VHQVH� WKDW� ,� DP� OHDYLQJ� XQÀQLVKHG�ZRUN�� D�
story without an ending. I came in faith, believing God had called 
me to do this. Now I leave, trusting that God will do something 
with the work we started. But there’s no way of  knowing if  what 
,� KDYH� VDFULÀFHG� KHUH�ZLOO�PDNH� DQ\� GLIIHUHQFH�� LI � WKHUH�ZLOO� EH�
people and resources available to continue our efforts. But “faith is 
being sure of  what we hope for and certain of  what we do not see” 
(Hebrews 11:1).

On my last morning before leaving Aceh, while sleeping in a 
guest house set aside for relief  workers, I was woken at 5 a.m. 
by Islamic prayer calls outside my tent. After a half  an hour, as 
the prayers wound down, some Christians started up with their 
praise music—the same ones who had been at it until midnight the 
night before! Just as I was dropping back to sleep at 6:30, I felt the 
unmistakable motion of  an earthquake, which gave me the feeling 
RI �ÁRDWLQJ��DV�LI �VLWWLQJ�RQ�P\�VXUIERDUG�MXVW�EH\RQG�WKH�EUHDN��
:H�OLYH�RQ�WHFWRQLF�SODWHV�DQG�DUH�DOZD\V�ÁRDWLQJ�RQ�WKH�VXUIDFH�

of  the earth. We spend so much of  our time, money and energy 
trying to gain control over the world around us, trying to gain 
security over our own destiny, trying to build our towers of  Babel. 
When will we learn to seek harmony with our world, to move when 
she moves, to sway when she sways? Why do we try to overpower 
and subdue our planet? Why do we keep coming up against each 
RWKHU� LQ�FRQÁLFW"�:H�DUH� VLPSO\�ZDONLQJ�RQ�ZDWHU��ÁRDWLQJ�RQ�D�
sea of  lava. When will we learn to seek harmony with God, and to 
move when he moves? 
,W·V� QRW� DQ� HDV\� WKLQJ�� WKLV� OHDUQLQJ� WR� WUXVW�� WR� ÁRDW�� WKLV�

realization that I’m not in control, that I need to choose to submit 
each day to the creator of  this living planet.

R
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Wounded Healers: 

&RQFOXGLQJ�5HÁHFWLRQV�2Q�,QFDUQDWLRQ

Kristin Jack

<HV��WKH�ZRUOG�LV�IXOO�RI �VXIIHULQJ«EXW�
DOVR�RI �WKH�RYHUFRPLQJ�RI �VXIIHULQJ�

Helen Keller

'HQJ�ZDV�RQH�RI �WKH�ÀUVW�QHLJKERUV�ZH�JRW�WR�NQRZ�ZKHQ�ZH�
PRYHG�LQWR�RXU�ÀUVW�VOXP�LQ�������+DYLQJ�JURZQ�XS�DV�DQ�RUSKDQ�
with almost no schooling, Deng could barely read. As a new 
Christian, she once pulled a knife on another woman during an 
argument in our small group meeting—something we didn’t see 
often during our Bible study groups back in New Zealand! Deng 
had married a rogue of  a husband who was away from home for 
long periods of  time as he looked for work. Sometimes Deng and 
he would quarrel, and blows would be struck. But over the years 
that we knew Deng, the “diamond” within her was smoothed 
and polished by the love of  Christ. Miraculously, her husband 
eventually gave his life to Christ, and his drinking and gambling 
VWRSSHG��WKH�ÀJKWV�VWRSSHG��DQG��SHUKDSV�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH��'HQJ�
found human love. Before meeting Jesus, Deng’s husband had 
contracted HIV/AIDS and Deng contracted it from him.

Over time, Deng and her husband grew very weak and sick, but 
as far as Deng was concerned, she still had good news to share, 
because she had found Jesus, who loved her and treasured her. 
In the last two years of  her life, Deng brought fourteen of  her 
neighbors to faith in Christ. Even while she was dying, she was 
more alive than a lot of  people with better ‘health’. She had found 
real life, and nothing—not even her own suffering—was going to 
stop her from sharing that with others.

Savath is another old friend of  ours, who these days manages 
TASK’s project HALO caring for children orphaned by AIDS. He 
once told me how he’d come to follow Jesus. Like so many others, 

KH·G�ÁHG�WKH�3RO�3RW�UHJLPH�DV�WKH�9LHWQDPHVH�ZHUH� LQYDGLQJ� LQ�
1979-80, and made it to one of  the many refugee camps set up 
just inside the Thai border. In this particular camp, an evangelical 
Christian group were active in running public health programs, 
and they had recruited Savath to help them. Every lunch time, 
Savath’s co-worker, a zealous young western nurse, tried to engage 
Savath in a Bible study. But as Savath recalled those Bible studies 
for me, he smiled ruefully: “I found them so boring and pointless. 
They just didn’t make any sense to me.” And so he would do 
everything he could to avoid them. After awhile his co-worker gave 
up on the Bible studies, sensing that they were pushing Savath 
further away rather than drawing him closer. But she asked Savath 
to help her identify and visit the poorest and most disadvantaged 
families in the camp so that the health team could provide extra 
care for them. As he visited people, everything he’d heard about 
in the Bible studies began to make sense. Jesus. Love. The poor. 
Compassion. Salvation. Grace. And Savath could see that he had a 
place in it all: God had something useful for him to do, something 
beautiful to offer his community. He was discovering a sense of  
vocation.

Henri Nouwen writes that those of  us who follow Jesus are, like 
him, wounded healers. It is really only those who have suffered—
like Joshua Palma or Glenn and Siobhan Miles, or Savath —who 
can reach out with genuine empathy to those who are suffering. 
It is our own experience of  pain that enables us to experience 
real compassion for others in pain. Those who cruise through 
life somehow avoiding tragedy end up living very shallow lives 
indeed, and have little of  substance to offer others. The identity of  
´ZRXQGHG�KHDOHUµ� WUXO\�GHVFULEHV�-HVXV��RXU�FUXFLÀHG�0HVVLDK³
he who was “despised and rejected by men, a man of  sorrows, 
familiar with suffering”; and it truly describes those who seek to 
follow him.

But God does not allow us to know suffering simply in order to 
crush us or destroy us. When offered back to him, our suffering—as 
Deng so beautifully taught Susan and I — can be transformed into 
love, compassion and deeper service. And thus we are transformed 
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LQWR�QHZ�SHRSOH��3HRSOH�ZKR�NQRZ�WKH�FUXFLÀHG�0HVVLDK�²�DQG�WKH�
risen Lord.

Within Servants, we are fond of  saying that ministry should 
spring out of  relationships rather than programs. And in Craig’s 
story about climbing down the ladder—a great metaphor for 
incarnational mission—this was what Sarim was looking for. 
She wanted to know if  Craig and Nayhouy could genuinely be 
her friends, and part of  that was knowing they would be around 
for a long time. We do a great damage when we separate out the 
head, heart and hand aspects of  the gospel and exalt one part 
over the others. But this is just what so much Christianity has 
done down through the ages, with its over-emphasis on doctrines 
and creeds on the one hand, and what Dietrich Bonhoeffer called 
“cheap grace” (or easy believism), on the other. But many people 
– people like Sarim and Savath – are thirsty, waiting for the Word 
WR�EHFRPH�ÁHVK�DQG�GZHOO�DPRQJVW�WKHP��$V�5XWK�&RRNH�DQG�6WHYH�
Tripp demonstrate in their moving accounts from Aceh, Indonesia 
DIWHU�WKH�WVXQDPL��SHUKDSV�WKH�VLPSOHVW�²�DQG�EHVW�²�GHÀQLWLRQ�RI �
incarnational ministry is this: “if  you see someone hurting, get 
your body there.”

R
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A Body Out of  Shape 
Kristin Jack

Lord it seems to me
your body is all out of  shape
and the world stares aghast
at this malformed oaf
denouncing so much
with its huge lips
obscuring the heart.

We teeter on tiny legs
staggering
from judgment to scandal
gesticulating wildly
as lives slip from our too few hands.

Lord, it seems to me
your gospel has too many mouths
and too few legs,
too many talking heads
swollen with self-importance,
and not enough hands
blistered from touching the pain
of  a world bent on self-immolation.

Lord, it seems to me
your church has too many men
wearing suits and ties
when a laborer’s shirt is what’s needed,
so many execs in black shiny shoes
when your sandals were frayed
and dust caked from walking;
and Lord, it seems to me
your rescue effort is staffed
by too many women with microphone-lapels
when the tools that you gave us
were the basin and the towel.
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1. Michka Assayas, Bono on Bono (Hodder and Stoughton, 2005), 125.
2. John 20:21-22.
3. Henri Nouwen, Gracias!, (Orbis books, 1983), p147-148
4. John 1:14, The Message.
5. John 14:7-9.
6. Philippians 2:5-11.
7. e.g., John 5:19.
8. John 15:4.
9. 1 John 4:7-12, 16.
10. 1 John 3:16-18.
11. Philippians 3:10-11.
12. Our team mate, Susan Jack, was later involved in a successful campaign to have milk powder 

advertising banned in Cambodia.
13. In Phnom Penh alone, there are an estimated 10,000 street kids, many of  whom are addicted 

to glue or harder drugs.
����7KURXJKRXW�WKH�ERRN��VRPH�RI �WKH�QDPHV�KDYH�EHHQ�FKDQJHG�WR�SURWHFW�FRQÀGHQWLDOLW\�
15. In fact, Servants had previously planted a number of  churches in the slums of  Manila. These 

Living Springs churches have all been handed over completely to Filipino leadership and 
control, and they continue to grow and minister wholistically to their communities.
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COMMUNITY

<RX�VD\�\RX�FDUH�DERXW�WKH�SRRU��7KHQ�
WHOO�PH��ZKDW�DUH�WKHLU�QDPHV"

Gustavo Gutierrez1

INTRODUCTION: WHAT ARE THEIR NAMES?

Kristin Jack

5HFHLYH�2QHVLPXV�EDFN�IRUHYHU��QRW�DV�D�VODYH��EXW�PRUH�WKDQ�DV�D�
VODYH«�DV�D�GHDU�IULHQG«D�SHUVRQ�«DQG�DV�D�IROORZHU�RI �WKH�/RUG�

�3KLOHPRQ��������

Mother Teresa once said that though the poverty of  
the East may be more visible, the poverty of  the 
West – loneliness – is also deadly. Knowing this, we at 

Servants make the commitment to work with people, not just for 
them. To paraphrase Bishop Leslie Newbigen, Jesus never wrote a 
book nor tract nor magazine, nor appeared on TV nor radio. Jesus 
never built a Bible school nor a college, nor started an NGO nor a 
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church. Instead He founded a community of  disciples: and it was 
by this that he turned the world upside down. Therefore, we too 
have a passion to work together in supportive teams that model 
the love, care and community of  which Jesus spoke.

In this section on Community, you will hear stories from Servants 
workers who have struggled with the inadequacy that so often 
prevents us from getting involved in the lives of  others, especially 
in the lives of  the poor. But instead of  treating ‘the poor’ (or ‘the 
lost’) as a category for professionals and experts to ‘deal’ with, they 
have responded by embracing the people they encounter as sacred 
individuals with unique dreams, hopes and histories. Instead of  
being paralyzed by the insecurities that plague us - “What can 
I offer them? What skill, resource or advice can I give that will 
alleviate their poverty and their pain?” - they have simply chosen 
to love their neighbors as themselves.

You will read about one Servants worker in India who took the 
risk of  moving into a strange new community, befriending three of  
his neighbors, spending time with them, learning their language 
and their culture, making himself  vulnerable, and sharing the 
most precious thing he had in his life: his friendship with Jesus. 
Through that transforming relationship, one young Indian man 
came to love those whom he’d previously held in indifference - the 
poorest in his community - and to reject the casteism that still 
plagues India, despite Gandhi’s best efforts. Though he was often 
overwhelmed by feelings of  great sadness as he witnessed the 
desperate lives of  the people around him, the Holy Spirit led him to 
build relationships of  trust with a few of  his neighbors, gradually 
explaining his beliefs in response to their genuine curiosity, all the 
while praying for the Spirit to reveal God’s love to those who had 
become his dear friends.

In another story, you will read about one young teenager 
stranded in the concrete and asphalt jungle of  Metro Manila in 
the Philippines who was “found” by Servants workers who loved 
him when he was restless and driven by drug addiction and fear 
of  death. Their unconditional love eventually drew him to the 
feet of  Jesus, where he discovered self-worth and dignity and over 
time became a trustworthy leader at a drug rehab camp for street 
youth.

As Mick Duncan (who led the Servants team in Manila from 
1987 through 1992) discovered when he risked looking foolish in his 
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early days of  Filipino language learning: “What I had to offer my 
neighbors was the gift of  my own weaknesses and vulnerability.”2

Our friend Ash Barker in UNOH says that we can’t chant the 
SKUDVH�´PDNH�SRYHUW\�KLVWRU\µ�XQWLO�ZH�KDYH�ÀUVW� OHDUQW�KRZ�WR�
“make poverty personal”. We think he is right. In all of  the stories 
collected here, you will hear about Servants workers developing 
relationships of  genuine friendship and trust with the neighbors 
they have the privilege and joy of  knowing. Central to the 
Servants’ principle of  ‘community’ is the conviction that the most 
effective way to share the Gospel of  Christ with others is never 
through programs and projects, but from heart to heart through 
the medium of  compassionate hands, listening ears, and lovingly 
honest lips, from one vulnerable human being to another.

R
Remembering Richard

Mick Duncan 

(Manila, Philippines)

0LFN� 'XQFDQ�� D� 3DVWRU� IURP� 1HZ� =HDODQG�� DQG� KLV� ZLIH�� 5XE\��
DUULYHG�LQ�0DQLOD�LQ�WKH�PLG�����V�DQG�OHG�WKH�6HUYDQWV�7HDP�WKHUH�IURP�
�����WR������

:H�ZLOO�QHYHU�IRUJHW�RXU�ÀUVW�&KULVWPDV�(YH�LQ�WKH�VOXP��ZDNLQJ�
WR�WKH�VRXQG�RI �URFNV�FODWWHULQJ�RQWR�RXU�ÁLPV\�FRUUXJDWHG� LURQ�
roof. Peeping outside I saw the gang of  drunken men responsible 
for the mayhem. Ruby and I gathered up the children and huddled 
together in a secure corner of  our new home. Quietly I prayed 
that one day I would make personal contact with one of  the gang 
members and see him come to Christ.

One day, while toiling away at language learning by hitting the 
streets every day to practice a few short sentences, I managed to 
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corner two unsuspecting boys.
$́QR� DQJ� PJD� SDQJDODQ� QLQ\R"µ I stammered out, clumsily 

asking for their names. They dutifully informed me that they were 
Richard and Boyet.
$́W� VDDQ� ND\R� QDNDWLUD� QJD\RQ"µ I asked. In response, they 

pointed out where they lived. So far so good!
$́W��VDDQ�ND\R�SDSXQWD"µ I inquired. They indicated the general 

direction they were going by pointing with their lips, something I 
KDG�OHDUQHG�ZDV�FXOWXUDOO\�PRUH�SROLWH�WKDQ�SRLQWLQJ�D�ÀQJHU�

Having exhausted my entire Filipino vocabulary to date, I 
simply stood in front of  the boys and smiled awkwardly. After 
PXFK�VKXIÁLQJ�RI �IHHW��,�VDLG��́ 6LJH�µ�(okay) and walked off, feeling 
very much like a two-year-old.

Two months later, while still laboring away at language learning, 
I caught a glimpse of  Richard about to turn into an alley about 
three hundred meters away.
´+L�5LFKDUG�µ I yelled. He looked back in my direction with 

shock and surprise, then disappeared around the corner.
6RPH�PRQWKV� ODWHU�� WKHUH�ZDV�D�NQRFN�RQ�RXU�ÁLPV\�SO\ZRRG�

door. When I opened it, I found Richard standing before me. I 
greeted him and asked what he wanted in Filipino.
$́�ELEOH�VWXG\�µ he said.
´&RPH�ULJKW�RQ�LQ�µ I said, opening the door.
Richard came knocking at our door again and again over the 

next several months, and during our time together, I would point 
to an English verse and he would locate it in a Filipino Bible. In 
between reading Scripture together, I also learned Richard’s sad 
story: how his parents had split up and deserted him and his six 
VLEOLQJV�ZKHQ�KH�ZDV�ÀIWHHQ��KRZ�WKH\� OLYHG�WRJHWKHU� LQ�D�GDPS�
hole in the ground; and how Richard ran with a gang of  thieves to 
feed them.

One day, to my shock and surprise, he blurted out, ´,·YH�EHFRPH�
D�IROORZHU�RI �-HVXV�µ
´:KDW� GLG� LW� IRU� \RX"µ I asked, struggling to understand his 

conversion to Christ, since I didn’t think our Bible studies had 
been that great.
´2QH�GD\�µ he replied, ´\RX�UHPHPEHUHG�P\�QDPH�µ And that was 

it.
The poor are often the forgotten ones. No one remembers them, 

let alone their names. On the day I yelled out his name, Richard 
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couldn’t believe that he had been remembered.
In the months and years that followed, I poured my life into this 

young man. Where I went, he came. We did life together. Today he 
is a pastor and is pouring his life into another one or two…and so 
it goes on.

R
Meeting Zohra

Amanda3 

(Delhi, India)

$PDQGD�DQG�KHU�KXVEDQG��'HDQ��FDPH�WR�'HOKL�IURP�$XVWUDOLD��:KLOH�
OLYLQJ�WKHUH��WKH\�KDG�WKHLU�ÀUVW�EDE\��D�EHDXWLIXO�OLWWOH�JLUO��$PDQGD�LV�D�
WHDFKHU�DQG�'HDQ�D�WRZQ�SODQQHU�

I met Zohra when friends of  hers came to us and asked us to pray 
for her because she was very ill. After being led up a narrow, dark, 
dirt-encrusted staircase toward her room, we found her huddled 
on a simple wood and rope bed. She was little more than skin and 
bones, but a broad smile lit up her face when she recognised the 
children that had brought me to see her.
$́� VDODDP� YDODHNXP�µ I said, offering a greeting of  peace to 

this tiny, frail woman as I sat beside her. I explained I had come 
because I had heard she was sick, and as I sat and listened, she 
began to pour out her heart and share her life with me.

Zohra’s family had moved into our community the year before 
when their slum – the biggest in Delhi and just across the river 
from us - had been demolished by the Government in a “clean-up” 
project that had left thousands homeless and pushed up rents in 
RXU�QHLJKERUKRRG�E\�WZHQW\�ÀYH�SHUFHQW�

“Our life is hard. There are many problems,” she whispered. 
“My husband used to be a carpenter until he lost his eye in an 
accident. Now he can’t see well enough to do that work. He pulls a 
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cycle-rickshaw day in day out, but still can’t make enough to pay 
our rent of  1000 Rupees (about US $20) per month. This is the 
FKHDSHVW�SODFH�ZH�FRXOG�ÀQG��:H�GRQ·W�HYHQ�KDYH�UXQQLQJ�ZDWHU�
or a toilet.”

Then she introduced me to her daughter Azra, who had escaped 
from her violent husband and returned to her parent’s tiny home 
after he poured fuel over her and set her alight, burning a large 
portion of  her back. Azra looked around seventeen or eighteen 
years old, her huge brown eyes full of  fear and uncertainty.

“What hope is there for my daughter now?” Zohra whispered, 
VLQFH� LW� ZRXOG� EH� LPSRVVLEOH� WR� ÀQG� DQRWKHU� KXVEDQG� IRU� $]UD�
now that she had been “tried and found wanting.” I knew that 
life without a husband was unimaginable in Indian culture, since 
Azra would be consigned to a life of  scorn and contempt in her 
community. She would be viewed as useless and in constant danger 
of  abuse and rape from men if  she ventured outside, or if  she were 
left home alone.

Zohra, her broken-hearted mother, was so weak she could 
hardly stand, but she hadn’t even mentioned her own illness yet. 
Zohra had advanced tuberculosis. While medicines for TB are 
supposed to be provided free by Government clinics, someone had 
lied to Zohra, telling her that the free ones wouldn’t work, but that 
the medicines they could provide for her were “guaranteed.” So 
Zohra was being charged 50 rupees a day by some quack in private 
practice making a small packet from one of  the poorest people I 
knew. He was literally draining the life from this family!

As I listened to Zohra, my mind was whirling, seeking practical 
solutions, working out how I could possibly help Zohra in her 
desperation. Though I offered to pray with her, I felt horribly 
uncomfortable and inadequate. Knowing I could get Zohra 
onto the proper medicines for free from the nearby Government 
hospital, I pounced on that one practical solution and set it up. 
And for sometime afterwards I avoided visiting Zohra again. That 
frail little body, that dark little room, the tragedy of  the family’s 
situation – it was all more than I could bear.

After a few weeks Zohra called me back. “Where have you 
been?” she asked. “Others come and talk, but you pray - and that 
is the most important thing!”

What I had ‘needed’ was to be some kind of  professional helper, 
someone who gets in there and does something useful - and then 
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gets out again. But what Zohra had really longed for was a friend. 
Though over time I found some practical ways to help the family, 
whenever there were no quick solutions or complete answers, I had 
to remind myself  that more than anything else Zohra just wanted 
me to visit and pray with her.

Some months later, while I was on leave in Australia, I learned 
that Zohra had died, and I wept for all she had suffered, for her 
family, for the loss of  such a beautiful life. I celebrate her meeting 
-HVXV��NQRZLQJ�LQ�P\�GHHSHVW�EHLQJ�WKDW�KHU�VXIIHULQJ�KDV�ÀQDOO\�
HQGHG��6KH�ZDV�VXFK�D�GLJQLÀHG�ZRPDQ��ZKR�WDXJKW�PH�VR�PXFK��
and though she was the poorest woman I have ever known, through 
her I have become richer.

R
A Child Lying In The Road

&UDLJ�*UHHQÀHOG�

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

&UDLJ�*UHHQÀHOG�LV�WKH�,QWHUQDWLRQDO�&RRUGLQDWRU�RI �6HUYDQWV��7KRXJK�
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Racing round the corner on my way to the meeting a little faster 
than usual, I thought of  all the things I had to do that day. I was 
showing a visitor around town and I also had my own errands that 
QHHGHG�FRPSOHWLQJ��,�ZDV�XQVXUH�RI �KRZ�,�ZRXOG�ÀW�LW�DOO� LQ�DQG�
WKH�SUHVVXUH�ZDV�VWDUWLQJ�WR�PDNH�PH�IHHO�ÁXVWHUHG��,�WZLVWHG�WKH�
accelerator handle on our scooter and felt the bike surge under us. 
Not far to go, I thought to myself. We’re only a couple of  minutes 
late and we’re nearly there. I’m sure they’ll wait. As we slowed 
to negotiate a pothole, I looked up ahead and saw that there in 
the middle of  the road lay a little boy, about eleven years old. A 
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cycle-rickshaw day in day out, but still can’t make enough to pay 
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car had slowed to edge past him and the boy seemed oblivious - 
either asleep or unconscious. It was your typical Good Samaritan 
situation, but I was certainly not in the mood for interruptions. 
After all, living in Cambodia I came across this type of  situation 
reasonably often. He was probably just a glue-sniffer - wasted and 
sleeping it off. I sighed, pulled over and stopped. We shook the boy 
and quickly realised that he was intellectually disabled and didn’t 
seem able to speak. My friend, knowing we were late, suggested 
we give him some money and be on our way. But I knew that cash 
would not really help this boy. No one seemed to know who he was 
or where he had come from.

I propped him up on the front of  my bike and we took off  for 
the meeting. On reaching our destination he seemed to come alive. 
Someone at the meeting gave him some fruit, which he accepted 
with a grunt, and then proceeded to munch voraciously, most 
RI �WKH�MXLFH�HQGLQJ�XS�RQ�WKH�XSKROVWHU\�RI �WKH�RIÀFH�IXUQLWXUH��
I apologised with embarrassment and tried in vain to keep him 
under control.

After the meeting we returned to the spot where we had found 
the boy and asked again if  anyone knew who he was. An old man 
with a cigarette balanced on his bottom lip informed me with a 
SRXW�WKDW�WKH�ER\�ZDV�MXVW�D�FUD]\�VWUHHW�NLG³PHQWDOO\�GHÀFLHQW�
and not worth the trouble I was going to. My heart sank as I 
realised this was a problem that wasn’t going to go away.

I spent the afternoon making calls to every orphanage I could 
think of. None would take a mentally disabled child. It remained 
unspoken, but I knew they reserved their places for children who 
were easy to look after. In fact, in Cambodia, most orphanages 
are full of  children who are not even orphans, merely poor. 
Cambodians shrewdly treat these well-meaning (often church-run) 
orphanages as a boarding school, where they can drop their kids 
off  for a good education, then reap the rewards when they leave as 
fully educated adults. I cursed the system as I slammed down the 
phone after yet another rejection. I knew that particular mission 
orphanage was only a third full, and yet they were unwilling to 
take him! Why didn’t they focus on the kids who really needed a 
place rather than the cute ones who looked good in the fundraising 
photos, or the lucrative babies who were easy to adopt out to rich 
Westerners? Finally, I found a drop-in centre for street kids that 
had a residential facility. The only problem was the kids were 
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free to come and go if  they wished. I knew he would run away if  
given half  a chance as he had already tried to run away from me 
a couple of  times. But what choice did I have? With my heart full 
of  misgivings, I took him over to the center and the staff  there 
welcomed him kindly. “Give me a call if  there are any problems,” 
I said as I left, feeling sure it wouldn’t be long before I heard from 
WKHP��6XUH�HQRXJK��WKH�QH[W�GD\�WKH\�FDOOHG��VD\LQJ�WKDW�DW�ÀUVW�
light that morning he had taken off  all his clothes and run away. 
They apologized profusely and I told them not to worry, spending 
the next couple of  hours driving the streets looking for him in vain.

Two weeks later a Cambodian friend called, “Craig, do you 
remember that boy you were with a couple of  weeks ago?”

“Yes,” I replied.
“Well, I think he’s in front of  my house — and Craig…he’s not 

wearing any clothes!”
This time I took him home and my wife gamely agreed to put 

KLP�XS�WLOO�ZH�FRXOG�ÀQG�D�PRUH�SHUPDQHQW�SODFH�IRU�KLP�WR�OLYH��
Over the next few days, we found out that he had been living on 
the streets for years, surviving without language by pointing at 
food and throwing a head-banging tantrum if  the shopkeepers 
didn’t give it to him.

We witnessed this ritual a couple of  times when he accompanied 
us to the market and marvelled at how he survived using this 
FXQQLQJ�PHWKRG�GHVSLWH�KLV�GLIÀFXOW\�ZLWK�VSHHFK�

Soon we were able to arrange for him to go and live with a kind-
hearted Cambodian foster family. He needed twenty-four-hour care 
and supervision. He couldn’t go to the toilet by himself  or even 
dress or wash himself. We didn’t know his name and he couldn’t 
speak to tell us, so the foster family decided to give him a new name. 
%LEOLFDOO\��D�QHZ�QDPH�RIWHQ�VLJQLÀHV�D�FKDQJH�LQ�FLUFXPVWDQFH�RU�
status. Saul became Paul. Abram became Abraham. And so it was 
with this boy, as we gave him the new name “Vundy”. And with 
the new name came a new status for Vundy – as a beloved son, 
valued, cared for, and part of  the family.

Within weeks, he had learnt a handful of  words, was looking 
much healthier and had begun to settle down. My reward came 
every time I went to visit. Vundy would see me coming from the 
street and come rushing out, shouting excitedly one of  the few 
words he had learnt: “Papa, Papa.”

I look back now to the day I found Vundy lying in the middle of  
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the road and think about what I would have missed out on had I 
kept to my busy agenda and ‘important’ timetable. I would have 
missed out on helping this little boy who had no-one to call “Papa.”

R
Ricco – A Boy In Search Of  His Father

Christian Schneider 

(Manila, Philippines)

&KULVWLDQ� 6FKQHLGHU�� D� QXUVH� IURP� 6ZLW]HUODQG�� DUULYHG� LQ�0DQLOD�
LQ� WKH� ODWH�����V�� OLYLQJ� LQ� LWV� VOXP�FRPPXQLWLHV� IRU�D� IXUWKHU� WKLUWHHQ�
\HDUV��'XULQJ�KLV�WLPH�LQ�0DQLOD��*RG�ZRUNHG�WKURXJK�KLP�WR�UDLVH�XS�
´2QHVLPR�µ� D� WKHUDSHXWLF� GUXJ� UHKDELOLWDWLRQ� FRPPXQLW\� IRU�0DQLOD·V�
VWUHHW�\RXWK�

A Mother Weeps
The air is hot and thick in the tiny house of  the squatter 

community: corrugated iron roof, thin plywood walls, bare 
FRQFUHWH� ÁRRU� DQG� KDUGO\� DQ\� IXUQLWXUH�� 1RZ�� GXULQJ� WKH� QLJKW�
time, a ¶SDQKLN·��D�WKLQ�PDW�PDGH�IURP�VWUDZ��FRYHUV�WKH�ÁRRU�DQG�
serves as a bed for the three brothers.

Ten-year-old Ricco, the youngest boy, suddenly wakes, his 
body tense and his ears straining to understand what the darkness 
conceals. Finally his eyes adjust to the dim light of  a solitary 
candle and the silhouette of  his mother on their one wooden bench, 
her face covered with both hands and quietly sobbing. Ricco loves 
his mother more than anything else in life. The small woman – 
hardly taller than Ricco - is carrying far too many burdens as she 
struggles to raise her boys on her own. Ricco feels a stone swelling 
in his throat, but he mustn’t cry – he has to be strong. He mustn’t 
add any more to his mother’s load. He has to be strong because his 
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brothers are not, and his father, who he never knew, is gone.

One Day I Will Be Strong
At 5 a.m., his mother sneaks out of  the hut to work until 10 

pm that night, returning totally exhausted, unable to listen to 
the concerns of  her three boys. Seven days a week, she puts in 17 
hours labor in a dusty market in a busy city in the south of  the 
Philippines. Day after day, she lugs heavy baskets of  vegetables, 
dividing and sorting the produce, trying to make it attractive 
to the passing buyers. And after all this effort, her earnings will 
hardly cover food and schooling for the children, and the heaviness 
of  it all is making her old before her time.

Ricco’s thoughts turn to what happened the evening before: 
\HW�DJDLQ��WKHUH�ZDV�D�ÀJKW�DPRQJ�WKH�KRUGH�RI �ZLOG�NLGV�LQ�WKH�
neighborhood. Like so many times before, his older brother was 
teased and laughed at, seemingly without any reason.

His brother tried to defend himself  hopelessly. An older, drunken 
guy grabbed his arms, twisted them painfully and ordered the 
crowd of  kids to beat him up. Those kids were like devils, hitting 
and kicking him senselessly, yelling and laughing crazily. Ricco 
stood there paralysed by anger and shame, unable to do anything 
about what he was witnessing. How he hated to be humiliated and 
powerless like this. If  you can’t hit back, you get crushed in this 
sprawling, lawless squatter area.

“One day I will be strong and I will take revenge for the pain 
of  my mother and of  my brothers.” Those were his last thoughts 
EHIRUH�KH�ÀQDOO\�GULIWHG�EDFN�WR�VOHHS�DJDLQ�

I Want to Kill My Father
By the time Ricco is thirteen years old, he has begun working 

in his spare time as a street vendor so that he won’t be a burden 
to his mother like his older brothers. On the streets he makes new 
friends, members of  the local gang. These guys are strong, and they 
offer him a sense of  belonging and protection. With this crowd 
there is always something happening, something to distract from 
the monotony and pain of  life in a slum. Tired of  the humiliation 
in his neighborhood and weary of  hearing his mother weep, Ricco 
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brothers are not, and his father, who he never knew, is gone.
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begins to stay away from school and eventually from home.
More and more he feels his father is to blame for the life he is 

trapped in, and those feelings begin to consume him. His hatred 
for his father drives him with a coldblooded energy that earns him 
the fear and respect of  his fellow gang members.

By the age of  fourteen, he is the founder of  his own street gang: 
the Red Devils. Under Ricco’s leadership, the Red Devils grow fast 
LQ�QXPEHUV�DQG�LQÁXHQFH��%\�WKH�WLPH�5LFFR�LV�VHYHQWHHQ��WKHUH�DUH�
more than 200 boys and girls under his command.

They are divided into four groups in different neighborhoods, 
each with its own subleader, who meets weekly with Ricco. They 
live by stealing, hold-ups and drug deals. A few times Ricco ends 
up in jail, but manages to get released quickly due to the many 
connections he has developed. In the inter-gang battles, Ricco 
DOZD\V� ÀJKWV� LQ� WKH� IURQWOLQH�� GRGJLQJ� WKH� SHWURO�ERPEV�� NQLYHV�
DQG�RWKHU�KRPH�PDGH�ZHDSRQV��7KH\�ÀJKW�DJDLQVW�HDFK�RWKHU�DQG�
against the living death of  a life without hope for the future. All the 
girls in the gang are available to Ricco, but this wild rollercoaster 
of  drugs, violence and sex never seems to take him anywhere, and 
never seems to satiate the deep pain and hunger within. And all the 
time, this furious ride is fuelled by the ever-present hatred towards 
his father. Ricco has become possessed by this one thought: “I 
ZDQW�WR�ÀQG�P\�IDWKHU���DQG�NLOO�KLP�µ

Bloodlust
One day, in a confrontation with a rival gang over turf  or wounded 

SULGH��5LFFR�LV�FKRVHQ�WR�VROYH�WKH�FRQÁLFW�IRU�WKH�5HG�'HYLOV�E\�
slugging it out with someone from the opposing gang. But as the 
two gangs form their battle lines behind their chosen protagonists, 
everything rapidly careens out of  control, the atmosphere growing 
hot with abusive taunts and obscenities. Suddenly Ricco notices 
WKDW� WKH�JX\�FKRVHQ� WR�ÀJKW�KLP� LV�SXOOLQJ�D�ELJ�NQLIH� IURP�WKH�
back of  his pants. Instinctively Ricco swings at him with a sawn-
off  pool cue, smashing him hard across the forehead. His opponent 
falls to the ground, but immediately drags himself  up to his feet 
again, knife in hand. Ricco swings again, even harder, smashing 
the length of  wood across his opponent’s head for the second time. 
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This time the boy is badly hurt, and only just manages to struggle 
to his feet.

The screams of  the Red Devils grow louder and even more 
K\VWHULFDO�DV�WKH\�VHQVH�YLFWRU\��7KH�RSSRVLQJ�JDQJ�ÁHHV�LQ�GLVDUUD\��
their fallen leader badly dazed and struggling to keep up. But the 
5HG�'HYLOV�DUH�QRW�VDWLVÀHG�ZLWK�WKLV�HDV\�YLFWRU\��WKH\�EHFRPH�OLNH�
PHQ�SRVVHVVHG��ÀOOHG�ZLWK�D�EORRGOXVW� WKDW�NQRZV�QHLWKHU�PHUF\�
nor reason. They have become predators, determined to hunt 
down and kill their wounded prey. One of  Ricco’s gang reaches 
WKH�VWUXJJOLQJ�OHDGHU�ÀUVW�DQG�WKUXVWV�D�NQLIH�GHHS�LQWR�KLV�EDFN��
Others follow, and knife after knife is driven home in a wild frenzy. 
Ricco, too, mindless and drunk with a thirst for blood, pushes his 
RZQ�NQLIH�GHHS�LQWR�WKH�ER\��ZKRVH�OLIH�LV�GUDLQLQJ�DZD\��ÀOOLQJ�WKH�
gutter and staining the dirt.

On the Run
As the boy convulses and breathes his last, Ricco snaps out of  

his hate-driven spell and realises fully what has happened: he has 
killed the son of  the most powerful drug lord in the city. The police 
he does not fear – they can always be bought off  - but the family 
of  his victim will not rest until Ricco is dead too. This is the law of  
revenge. Now it is Ricco’s turn to run.

Ricco creeps back to the market for one last meeting with his 
mother. “Mum, something terrible has happened. It is all father’s 
fault…but I love you mum...” He cries, kisses and embraces his 
astonished mother.

Then he takes the next bus and travels aimlessly through the 
country for three months, moving from one hiding place to another. 
From a relative he hears of  a cousin living in Manila. This cousin, 
he learns, stays with a group called Onesimo, and has started a new 
OLIH�ZLWKRXW�GUXJV��5LFFR�KDV�IHZ�FKRLFHV�OHIW��+H�ÀQGV�KLV�FRXVLQ��
and with him shelters in one of  the youth training communities of  
Onesimo, located in an inner-city squatter settlement.

Another Life is Possible

Before being accepted into the long-term therapeutic Onesimo 
community, Ricco goes on a two-week admission retreat at Camp 
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Rock, which is located on an island, a half  day trip from Manila. 
Though it is the most popular tourist destination near Manila, due 
to its natural beauty and clean beaches, most poor people from the 
capital have never been there. Those who come to Camp Rock get 
to experience nature as a life giving and beautiful gift from God 
rather than an arbitrary and hostile force.
$W� &DPS� 5RFN�� WKH� HYHQLQJV� DUH� ÀOOHG� ZLWK� VLQJLQJ�� WHOOLQJ�

stories, reading the Bible and prayer, but Ricco still has one 
GRPLQDWLQJ�WKRXJKW��WR�ÀQG�KLV�IDWKHU�LQ�RUGHU�WR�NLOO�KLP�

One evening, a local pastor asks the campers to close their eyes 
and quiet their hearts. Ricco closes his eyes. “Imagine - just for 
yourself  - that Jesus is standing in front of  you, looking directly 
into your eyes,” Pastor Noel says. “You can‘t evade his gaze. His 
H\HV�DUH�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�ORYH��DQ�HYHUODVWLQJ�ORYH��DQG�\RX�IHHO�LW��,W�LV�
just for you. How will you answer him?” Suddenly Ricco feels a 
ZDUP�SRZHU�ÁRRGLQJ�WKURXJK�KLV�ZKROH�ERG\�� IURP�KHDG�WR�WRH��
and he begins to weep. As Pastor Noel takes him into his arms, 
Ricco sobs, “I have to leave this place, please let me go.” But the 
leaders and some of  the new campers gather around Ricco and 
pray as Pastor Noel says: “Do not run anymore, this is your day, 
give Jesus a chance. He loves you, he loves you unconditionally!”

This encounter with God’s power convinced Ricco that another 
life was possible, and he chose to enter the long-term therapeutic 
Onesimo community.

I Belong to God
Over time, through many months of  struggle, prayer and self-

doubt, as Ricco was embraced by the peers he lived with in the 
Onesimo community and lovingly fathered by an older leader, his 
hatred and thirst for revenge towards his father were transformed 
into a deep longing to meet him in order to forgive him and be 
reconciled. A few months after Rico arrived at Onesimo, a lawyer 
on its Board investigated the police report regarding the gang 
murder and found that though the names of  four other gang 
members were listed, Ricco’s name was not - and so there was no 
case against him.

“In our Onesimo community, Angelito and Jaymare, who are 
like older  brothers, helped me again and again out of  my many 
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depressions,” explains Ricco.
“They encouraged me repeatedly and promised that if  I would 

not give up, if  I would not back-slide, and if  I would keep praying, 
,�ZRXOG�ÀQG�P\�UHDO�IDWKHU��7KLV�KRSH��WKHLU�IDLWK��UHDOO\�JDYH�PH�
strength.”

Ricco’s mother, with the help of  an Onesimo social worker, 
ÀQDOO\� PDQDJHG� WR� WUDFN� GRZQ� 5LFFR·V� IDWKHU� LQ� D� SURYLQFH�
three hours from Manila. Onesimo workers counseled Ricco and 
visited his father to prepare them both for their reunion. His 
IDWKHU�RUJDQL]HG�D�ÀHVWD��SDUW\���LQYLWLQJ�UHODWLYHV�DQG�IULHQGV�WR�
welcome Ricco. As Ricco arrived at his father’s house accompanied 
by three Onesimo staff, the lights were dimmed and the words of  
an emotional Tagalog song called “Anak” (“child”) began to play. 
7KHQ��LQ�WUXH�)LOLSLQR�IDVKLRQ��ÀUHZRUNV�ZHUH�VHW�RII�

Once everyone was quiet, Ricco climbed out of  the car, stood in 
front of  his father, and began to talk about the years of  hardship 
faced by the family, of  the shame of  poverty, and the pain and 
desperation of  growing up without his father. He talked about his 
hatred, his thirst for revenge, his moral decay, and his dream for a 
new and united family.

After a brief  silence, Ricco’s father haltingly asked his son for 
forgiveness, tears streaming down his face. After embracing his 
son, Ricco’s father began to tell his story: how when Ricco was 
still a baby, they were very, very poor and he could barely feed his 
family; how he felt so powerless and crushed by injustice that he 
turned to the armed wing of  the communist party, the NPA (New 
3HRSOHV�$UP\���WR�ÀJKW�WKH�0DUFRV�GLFWDWRUVKLS��,Q�RQH�EDWWOH�KH�
got hurt very badly, almost died, and the injuries left him partially 
paralysed. In such a condition he could not face going back to 
his family and adding another burden to his young wife and the 
mother of  his three sons. As time passed, he lost all contact with 
Ricco’s mother, and the thought of  returning grew more and more 
GLIÀFXOW��$�VOLJKW�VSHHFK�GHIHFW�DQG�ELJ�VFDUV�DFURVV�KLV�DEGRPHQ�
FRQÀUPHG�KLV�VWRU\�

Ricco now attends the Onesimo School and helps his community 
with the rehabilitation of  other street youth. His father has moved 
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EDFN� ZLWK� KLV� PRWKHU�� IXOÀOOLQJ� KLV� GUHDP� IRU� D� XQLWHG� IDPLO\��
Though Ricco still has to face up to some of  the consequences of  
his past, he knows he has been given a chance at a new life, and he 
doesn’t want to waste it. “The avenger of  my old life might catch 
up with me and kill me,” he says. “But I don’t fear death anymore. 
Now I know where I am going and that I belong to God.”

R
A God Of  Loving Justice, Not Fear

Neil4 

(Delhi, India)

1HLO��D�FLYLO�HQJLQHHU�IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG��DUULYHG�LQ�'HOKL�LQ�WKH�ODWH�
����V��1HLO�KDV�UHWXUQHG�WR�1HZ�=HDODQG�VLQFH�WKH�HYHQWV�RI �WKLV�VWRU\��
EXW�KLV�ORYH�IRU�,QGLD�UHPDLQV��DQG�KH�YLVLWV�'HOKL�ZKHQHYHU�KH�FDQ�DQG�
FRQWLQXHV� WR�PDLQWDLQ�KLV� IULHQGVKLS�ZLWK� WKRVH�PHQWLRQHG� LQ� WKH� VWRU\�
EHORZ�

I remember so well the confusion of  sights and sounds that 
DVVDLOHG�PH�GXULQJ�P\�ÀUVW�GD\V�LQ�'HOKL���VWUHHW�YHQGRUV�KDZNLQJ�
their wares, vehicle horns blasting incessantly, music blaring from 
portable radios and televisions, people talking and arguing in the 
overcrowded streets, and the barking of  dogs, cawing of  crows and 
mawing of  cows. I arrived during the hot season, and the heat and 
humidity made me feel as if  I’d just stepped into a steamship boiler 
room. Coming from cool, green New Zealand, I felt overwhelmed 
by the cacophony and the swirling signs of  life, but I knew that 
Delhi was where God had called me.

My teammates, David and Amy Jo, had arrived in Delhi ahead 
RI �PH�� DQG� ,� IRXQG� D� RQH�EHGURRP� ¶ÁDW·� MXVW� D� IHZ� GRRUV� DZD\�
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from them, with just enough space for a bed and table, a tiny 
NLWFKHQHWWH�DQG�D�WRLOHW�DUHD�ZLWK�ÁRRU�VSDFH�IRU�EXFNHW�EDWKLQJ��
With time and patience, I began to recognize the harsh sounds of  
the Urdu language, and I was able to have simple conversations 
with my neighbors.
(YHU\WKLQJ� VHHPHG� WR�EH�ÁRZLQJ� VPRRWKO\�� EXW� WKHQ�$P\�-R�

EHFDPH� YHU\� LOO� GXULQJ� WKH� ÀQDO�PRQWKV� RI � KHU� ÀUVW� SUHJQDQF\��
Over the course of  only a few days, she fell into coma due to a 
rapidly growing brain tumour and was hospitalized for emergency 
brain surgery and a simultaneous caesarean to save her baby. Amy 
Jo regained consciousness long enough to glimpse her newborn 
daughter before slipping back into coma and dying. Distraught, 
David left soon after to return to the States with little Kiran. After 
only a few short months in this new city, I felt devastated and very 
alone in my adopted neighborhood without the help of  my two 
good friends.

A few days after David and Kiran’s departure, I was returning 
home from language school when I was hailed by a young man who 
had just moved into a room across the alley from me. He greeted 
me with an enthusiastic, “Hello sir!” But it soon became obvious 
that his English vocabulary did not include much more than that. 
Fortunately, his younger brother (who was studying English) saw 
WKH�GLIÀFXOW\�ZH�ZHUH�KDYLQJ�DQG�FDPH�WR�RXU�UHVFXH��7KH�\RXQJ�
man’s name was Om Prakash, though everybody referred to him 
as O.P., and his younger brother’s name was Sunil. They lived 
together in one room with their little sister, Neetu. Their parents 
were in a rural village two hours away by train, and the kids had 
been sent to Delhi in order to get a better education. My friendship 
with O.P. Neetu, and particularly Sunil grew steadily. Before long, 
they introduced me to their parents, and I felt as though I had 
been accepted as part of  their family, which was a great comfort 
during this dark and lonely time.

I spent many afternoons after language school playing simple 
board games (especially ludo!) with my three friends, and we began 
to share more deeply with each other. They practiced their English 
with me, and in turn helped me get my tongue around more of  
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NLWFKHQHWWH�DQG�D�WRLOHW�DUHD�ZLWK�ÁRRU�VSDFH�IRU�EXFNHW�EDWKLQJ��
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(YHU\WKLQJ� VHHPHG� WR�EH�ÁRZLQJ� VPRRWKO\�� EXW� WKHQ�$P\�-R�

EHFDPH� YHU\� LOO� GXULQJ� WKH� ÀQDO�PRQWKV� RI � KHU� ÀUVW� SUHJQDQF\��
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WKH�GLIÀFXOW\�ZH�ZHUH�KDYLQJ�DQG�FDPH�WR�RXU�UHVFXH��7KH�\RXQJ�
man’s name was Om Prakash, though everybody referred to him 
as O.P., and his younger brother’s name was Sunil. They lived 
together in one room with their little sister, Neetu. Their parents 
were in a rural village two hours away by train, and the kids had 
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they introduced me to their parents, and I felt as though I had 
been accepted as part of  their family, which was a great comfort 
during this dark and lonely time.
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to share more deeply with each other. They practiced their English 
with me, and in turn helped me get my tongue around more of  
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the local language. This proved to be a wonderful adjunct to my 
language school curriculum. At school I was instructed in pure, 
‘correct’ Urdu, but here in the neighborhood my friends taught 
me the informal and colloquial slang that the locals really used 
with each other. Sunil, in particular, seemed fascinated with trying 
to understand my reasons for coming to India and peppered me 
with questions about my life. As our relationship and trust in each 
other deepened, I began to share more and more with him about 
my faith in Jesus, while he reciprocated by explaining his belief  in 
the Hindu gods. We were learning from one another, helping one 
another to understand each other’s culture, hopes and fears. A day 
came when I explained that the God I knew was a God of  love, and 
6XQLO�ZDV�DVWRXQGHG��+H�IRXQG�LW�GLIÀFXOW�WR�JUDVS��6HDUFKLQJ�IRU�
the right words, he explained to me that the gods he worshipped 
engendered fear, and that for most people he knew, worship was 
based on a sense of  duty and a fear of  the consequences if  they 
IDLOHG� WR� RIIHU� WKH� ULJKW� VDFULÀFHV�� 2YHU� D� SHULRG� RI � ZHHNV� DQG�
months I shared with Sunil and his family more about Jesus and 
about God’s love for each and every one of  us.

The more Sunil came to trust me as a true friend, the more and 
more he wanted to know about my friend, Jesus. I invited him 
to attend church with me one Sunday morning, and he remained 
quiet and thoughtful throughout the meeting, commenting later 
about how different it was from his visits to the local Hindu 
temple. After that our discussions deepened even further, and he 
continued to accompany me to church and to the youth group 
meetings, which I helped to lead.

When Sunil became very ill with typhoid fever, I prayed for him 
and helped get him good medical treatment, much to his family’s 
relief.

During our discussions I began to share with him about how I 
had become a follower of  Jesus, and how Jesus could free us from 
WKH�GHYDVWDWLQJ�HIIHFWV�RI �VLQ�DQG�VHOÀVKQHVV�LQ�RXU�RZQ�OLYHV�DQG�
in the world around us. Sunil could see how the things the Bible 
describes as ‘sin’ were crippling his own life and the lives of  so many 
RWKHUV�LQ�,QGLD��DQG�KLV�TXHVWLRQV�EHJDQ�WR�ÁRZ�PRUH�UDSLGO\�
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When I had to return home to New Zealand for a period of  
seven months, Sunil and I continued to keep in touch. Just prior 
to my return to India, I was thrilled to receive an email from Sunil 
saying that he wanted to follow Jesus and to leave behind the 
many other Hindu gods he had worshipped for so long. He had 
weighed up the cost that this decision would have for his life and 
decided that following Jesus would be worth the price he might 
have to pay. On my return, we met and Sunil prayed that Jesus 
would become Lord of  his whole life. After so many months of  
VHDUFKLQJ��ZUHVWOLQJ��DQG�VWUXJJOLQJ��6XQLO�ZDV�LPPHGLDWHO\�ÀOOHG�
with an overpowering joy that he could barely contain, and he 
was desperate to tell the rest of  his family about his decision as 
soon as he could. Despite my fears, they accepted his decision and 
wanted to know more - with the exception of  Sunil’s older sister, 
who lived a short distance from our neighborhood. Though she had 
also become my friend, she tried to convince Sunil to go back to 
worshipping Hindu gods. He steadfastly resisted, and over time 
she came to accept Sunil’s decision and respect him for his courage 
and conviction. As Sunil and I shared the gospel with his family, 
one by one they came to accept Jesus as their Lord. Sunil’s mother 
had become such a radiant and joyful person since she asked Christ 
into her life that her neighbors and friends often asked her why she 
looked so happy - and she gladly told them about her new faith 
and the changes it brought about in her life.

Over the past few years, as Sunil has continued to let Christ 
shape his life, his love for the least in his community has continued 
to grow. Though the great Mahatma Gandhi, who is still widely 
revered in India, begged his fellow Indians to forsake the caste 
system and consider all others as brothers, many from the upper 
castes still treat the poor with contempt and untouchables as 
subhuman. But after encountering Jesus, Sunil no longer shared 
this indifference towards those who were suffering or impoverished. 
The caste system became an anathema to him, and he began to 
reach out to neighbors from lower castes with love and compassion.

There are so many others like Sunil and his family who are 
longing to hear the good news of  Jesus and his Kingdom. On this 
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JUHDW�FRQWLQHQW���ZKHUH�RQH�RXW�RI �HYHU\�ÀYH�KXPDQ�EHLQJV�OLYH��
where a child is born every two seconds (and of  those that survive, 
half  will be malnourished); where 88 million poor live in desperate 
slums; and where there are more un-reached people groups than 
in any other place – we must beg God to raise up workers for the 
harvest. And we must be ready to go and be the answer to that 
prayer.

R
You Are Family

Miriam Hadcocks 

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

0LULDP�LV�D�FRPPXQLW\�ZRUNHU�DQG�DFWLYLVW�IURP�WKH�8QLWHG�.LQJGRP��
,Q������VKH�VSHQW�D�PRQWK�LQ�&DPERGLD�DV�DQ�LQWHUQ��OLYLQJ�ZLWK�D�ODUJH�
H[WHQGHG� ¶IDPLO\·� LQ�DQ�XUEDQ�VOXP��7KLV�KRXVHKROG�LV�KHDGHG�XS�E\�D�
ELJ� KHDUWHG� PDWULDUFK� QDPHG� 0LQJ� �DXQW\�� +RXHQ�� DQG� ÀOOHG� ZLWK�
ZLGRZV� DQG� RUSKDQV� VKH� KDV� WDNHQ�XQGHU� KHU�ZLQJ��Suntay is one of  
WKRVH�RUSKDQV�

The sky above us was probably starless and cloudy, but it was 
impossible to tell with this worn plastic tarpaulin canopy as my 
ceiling. This layer of  grubby plastic lowered the sky and trapped 
the oppressive heat, as if  air was something precious that wouldn’t 
return until the morning.

The lights were out, another power cut. And as I thought about 
Á\LQJ�RXW�WRPRUURZ��LW�VWUXFN�PH�WKDW�LQ�WKH�GDUNQHVV��IURP�DERYH��
all these slums without power would appear just as they did on the 
maps – non-existent. Ming Houen, my landlady, brought a candle 
up from below, pulled over an old chair, allowed the wax to drip 
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on to the seat and pressed the bent stick into something like an 
upright position before retreating back downstairs. On the far side 
of  the city, across a wide gulf  of  billowing tarpaulin, plastic, tin 
and corrugated iron, the rich people went about in well-lit streets 
that shone like those in heaven. But here, on the balcony of  this 
house full of  orphans, eccentric old men and tireless, wise young 
women that for the last four weeks I had called ‘my family’, Ming 
Houen’s light was the brightest. One small candle pushing back 
the darkness.

It shone off  the underside of  the roof  canopy, holding in 
VRPHWKLQJ�PRUH�EHDXWLIXO�WKDQ�WKH�VRQJ�RI �WKH�LQVHFWV��ZKLFK�ÀOOHG�
me with a sense of  excitement and the exotic, just as it had the 
ÀUVW�QLJKW�RI �P\�DUULYDO��,W�ZDV�DV�LI �WKH\�VDQJ�WR�PH�P\VWHULRXV�
nocturnal ballads of  this strange land, its history, its life, its energy. 
As long as I could hear them, I was here, and it was real.

How strange that this image that summed up for me so much 
about life in Cambodia should appear only in the darkness - that 
the light of  a city could be obscured by the light of  a candle. Now 
as I lay in the semi-darkness, thinking back over the past month 
of  intense heat, I was intoxicated by the grace and pain of  this 
contradictory place.

In the street below, I could make out the scurrying of  tiny 
PDOQRXULVKHG�� ÁHD� ULGGHQ� GRJV� DV� WKH\� FKDVHG� DQG� NLOOHG� KXJH�
PDOQRXULVKHG�� ÁHD� ULGGHQ� UDWV�� ,Q� WKH� ORZHU� ÁRRU� RI � WKH� KRXVH�
opposite, lit, no doubt, by an equally upright light, a group of  
young men chatted and laughed in an easy, friendly language that 
I failed to understand but whose meaning was clear, universal. And 
here, on a balcony that jutted between the street below and the 
sky above, between the last four weeks and the rest of  my life, 
between two entirely alien cultures, between two foreigners, stood 
my housemate, Suntay, and me.

We had nothing in common. Nothing at all. Which, in itself, 
seemed odd, considering how much I had come to love her.

Admittedly, I had spent the last decade of  my life in the lower 
echelons of  the British economic structure, and I knew what it 
ZDV�WR�VLW�LQ�WKH�GROH�RIÀFH�RU�WKH�&LWL]HQ·V�$GYLFH�DQG�FU\�EHFDXVH�
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that was the easiest way to get the money that would feed you 
for the next week. But I had no idea what it was to watch your 
younger brothers go hungry. I didn’t know what it was, aged six, 
eight, ten, to get up and travel miles to sell what little you had so 
that not only you, but your family, could eat that evening. I knew 
what it was to live in a van (on occasions, with three other people), 
and to be disdained for doing so, or in the cheapest little room you 
FRXOG�ÀQG��DQG�WR�VWLOO�SD\�PRUH�WKDQ�\RX�FRXOG�DIIRUG��%XW�,�KDG�
no idea what it was to curl up on the ground, after your hard day 
of  walking and bartering, not just for pennies, but for your whole 
existence, surrounded by ash and rubble, all that remained after 
your slum had been burned down. But Suntay did.

And I knew what it was to gain an education. To work for it, 
to see it as your purpose. To go further in these endeavors than 
any previous generation of  your family. I knew what it was to 
struggle with exams, and to work in menial jobs to pay your way 
through school. But I had no idea what it was like, aged twenty, 
to go to several hours of  school, endless hours of  work, and 
then, because you have the good fortune to temporarily share a 
house with your teacher, to ask and ask and ask (but never beg) 
for more hours of  education. To go over and over and over minor 
details of  pronunciation, to ignore the ridicule of  those in other 
rooms to whom the difference between a “J” and a “G” seemed 
unimportant, when you knew exactly how much could one day 
depend on it. But she did, and perhaps there had been something 
in our mutual struggles – her with the consonants of  English, me 
ZLWK�WKH�YRZHOV�RI �.KPHU��WKDW�KDG�XQLÀHG�XV��$QG�KHUH�ZH�VWRRG��
breaking the quiet darkness with our laughter, echoing the young 
men opposite and the young girls listening in the house behind 
us, as she took her last opportunity to teach me long sentences in 
Khmer and then not tell me what they meant, as we exchanged the 
mutual language of  “goodbye… I love you… I will miss you…”, 
getting ready for the dawn that would be much darker than the 
present night.

I knew what it was to lose a parent, and to grieve, and to struggle 
with all the complex emotions of  such a relationship. But it was 
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Suntay who knew what it was to grow up in an orphanage, not 
because her parents were dead, but because they were unable to 
afford the upkeep of  her and her brothers. And what could it have 
been, in those circumstances, whilst still a child herself, to take 
on the role of  parent, working and caring for her young family, 
DV�VKH�ZDWFKHG�ÀUVW�RQH��DQG�WKHQ�DQRWKHU��SDUHQW�GLH�RI �$,'6���
an eventuality which, had she been born in my shoes, could have 
EHHQ�VR�HDVLO\�DYRLGHG��%XW�ERWK�RI �XV�NQHZ�ZKDW�LW�ZDV�WR�ÀQG�D�
ZHOFRPH� LQ� WKH�ÀQHO\�EDODQFHG�FKDRV�RI � WKLV�KRPH� IXOO�RI �KDUG�
working, soft-laughing youth, whose inner hope shone as brightly 
as the gentle candle light against the encroaching darkness.

And then, as suddenly as the cockerels would start crowing in a 
few hours, she stopped laughing. She smiled her smile that spoke 
more of  sadness than happiness, rolled her eyes, and paused.

“You are family,” she said. “You understand?”
“Yes,” I replied. “I understand.”
“No,” she insisted. “You are family. You understand?”
“Yes I understand,” I said, perhaps a little put out. “So are 

you.” And again she laughed, but this time without humor.
$́K��VLVWHU�µ�VKH�VDLG�²�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH��QRW�¶WHDFKHU·�²�´\RX�DUH�

family.”
How could I possibly know what she meant? How could I begin 

to presume what such a precious word meant to her? But I knew 
the value of  it, because I knew the value of  what this family had 
come to mean to me over these four weeks.

The next morning, sometime around 6.00, Houen, Suntay and 
I said a hasty goodbye as the heat, predictably, returned. My 
sister and I walked together through the streets, already full of  
sunlight and people, whom I greeted and farewelled for the last 
time. The familiar Phnom Penh fragrance – a heady mixture of  
WUDIÀF�IXPHV��GHFD\LQJ�YHJHWDEOHV��KRW��GDPS�HDUWK�DQG�SXQJHQW�
incense, which had become as sweet, rich and welcome as the place 
LW� ÀOOHG� ²� ZDV� FRPSOHWHG� E\� WKH� DURPD� RI � FRRNLQJ� EUHDNIDVWV��
The people consuming them were, as ever, lively, welcoming and 
inquisitive. Along with Sunday afternoons, this was always my 
favorite time to walk through the slum – and over the month, the 
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ZLWK�WKH�YRZHOV�RI �.KPHU��WKDW�KDG�XQLÀHG�XV��$QG�KHUH�ZH�VWRRG��
breaking the quiet darkness with our laughter, echoing the young 
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Suntay who knew what it was to grow up in an orphanage, not 
because her parents were dead, but because they were unable to 
afford the upkeep of  her and her brothers. And what could it have 
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on the role of  parent, working and caring for her young family, 
DV�VKH�ZDWFKHG�ÀUVW�RQH��DQG�WKHQ�DQRWKHU��SDUHQW�GLH�RI �$,'6���
an eventuality which, had she been born in my shoes, could have 
EHHQ�VR�HDVLO\�DYRLGHG��%XW�ERWK�RI �XV�NQHZ�ZKDW�LW�ZDV�WR�ÀQG�D�
ZHOFRPH� LQ� WKH�ÀQHO\�EDODQFHG�FKDRV�RI � WKLV�KRPH� IXOO�RI �KDUG�
working, soft-laughing youth, whose inner hope shone as brightly 
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“You are family,” she said. “You understand?”
“Yes,” I replied. “I understand.”
“No,” she insisted. “You are family. You understand?”
“Yes I understand,” I said, perhaps a little put out. “So are 

you.” And again she laughed, but this time without humor.
$́K��VLVWHU�µ�VKH�VDLG�²�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH��QRW�¶WHDFKHU·�²�´\RX�DUH�

family.”
How could I possibly know what she meant? How could I begin 

to presume what such a precious word meant to her? But I knew 
the value of  it, because I knew the value of  what this family had 
come to mean to me over these four weeks.

The next morning, sometime around 6.00, Houen, Suntay and 
I said a hasty goodbye as the heat, predictably, returned. My 
sister and I walked together through the streets, already full of  
sunlight and people, whom I greeted and farewelled for the last 
time. The familiar Phnom Penh fragrance – a heady mixture of  
WUDIÀF�IXPHV��GHFD\LQJ�YHJHWDEOHV��KRW��GDPS�HDUWK�DQG�SXQJHQW�
incense, which had become as sweet, rich and welcome as the place 
LW� ÀOOHG� ²� ZDV� FRPSOHWHG� E\� WKH� DURPD� RI � FRRNLQJ� EUHDNIDVWV��
The people consuming them were, as ever, lively, welcoming and 
inquisitive. Along with Sunday afternoons, this was always my 
favorite time to walk through the slum – and over the month, the 
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stares and friendly prods had given way to a ritual of  games with 
the children, exchanges of  bows and handshakes, recitations of  
´KHOOR��KRZ�DUH�\RX"�,�DP�ÀQH�µ�DQG� LQ�UHWXUQ��´6XUVGD\��VRN�VD�
bai dtei? Sok sa bai.” Often this would lead to equally meaningful 
yet incomprehensible exchanges with their parents, both of  us 
pointing at the contents of  various bowls and plates and them 
laughing as I tried to repeat what they named. It always amused 
me that no matter how often I was told what something was called, 
I still had no idea as to its actual identity. The general amusement 
seemed to be mutual.

But no time for these lessons today. Slipping through the gap 
between the buildings and leaving the slum – which immediately 
became invisible – for the last time, we reached the road. Here my 
sister called me a motorbike taxi and engaged, on my behalf, in 
long and complicated directions. I turned to give the driver my 
bag, and she was gone.

Yet six months later, she is still very much with me here in 
England, as if  she vanished not into the streets behind me, but 
into my consciousness. Certainly, there are moments and memories 
from Cambodia that still make me weep, either with joy or sadness, 
anger or delight, but it is Suntay, that evening on the balcony, that 
takes me back there. And maybe that is the one thing we have in 
common, that in one sense or the other, chances are, neither one of  
us will ever leave.

R
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IDPRXV"�$FWXDOO\��ZKR�DUH�\RX�QRW�WR�EH"�<RX�DUH�D�FKLOG�RI �*RG��<RXU�
SOD\LQJ� VPDOO� GRHVQ·W� VHUYH� WKH� ZRUOG�� 7KHUH·V� QRWKLQJ� HQOLJKWHQHG�
DERXW�VKULQNLQJ�VR�WKDW�RWKHU�SHRSOH�ZRQ·W�IHHO�LQVHFXUH�DURXQG�\RX��:H�
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Marianne Williamson5

Taller and skinnier than his six siblings, with a dazzling grin, 
gentle friendliness and probing curiosity, Phanna was a boy whose 
searching eyes always seemed to be full of  hope, and his heart full 
of  dreams. Everybody liked Phanna.

Susan and I got to know Phanna two months after we arrived in 
Cambodia in 1994. Full of  energy and youthful idealism, we had 
chosen to live in a riverside slum community known as &KUDQJ�%DN, 
or ‘broken riverbank,’ where we rented a tiny, one-room bamboo 
shack. After learning that there was a Bible study group meeting 
in the small home of  a couple very close by, we joined them, eager 
to make new friends and improve our language skills.

One evening, Vee, the group leader’s wife, came to our door and 
nervously explained that there was a man in a house nearby who 
was probably dying. Though he wasn’t part of  our Bible study 
group, she felt God had spoken to her – “like an electric shock” 
- and said that the group should go and pray for him and offer 
whatever help we could. She wanted to know if  we would come 
too?

Like Vee, we felt nervous – our language was still very limited, 
and we didn’t know this family at all – but we agreed. We arrived 
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WR�ÀQG�WKDW�VL[�RU�VHYHQ�RI �WKH�JURXS�ZHUH�DOUHDG\�FURZGHG�LQVLGH��
all neighbors who lived nearby. In the dimly candle-lit room, 
Phanna’s father was lying just inside the door, clearly not too 
many days away from death. Sue and I squeezed in beside his 
bed and clasped our hands together in the traditional prayer-like 
Cambodian greeting, and he, with much effort, greeted us back 
with a feeble whisper. From the look of  his emaciated body and 
sunken eyes, we guessed that he was dying of  cancer. The members 
of  the Bible study group gathered around and prayed for Phanna’s 
dad. Then, one by one, they offered him words of  encouragement 
and hope, offering testimonies about how God had made himself  
real to them and how they had come to experience forgiveness 
and new life. Over the next two weeks the members of  the group 
continued to visit and pray, helping with nursing cares, washing 
and feeding.

Within the month, Phanna’s dad died, but the day before he 
slipped from consciousness, his eyes widened and he sat up in bed 
and called his wife and children to gather around him. With great 
effort he pointed at the spirit-altar that adorns most Cambodian 
homes and asked them to take it down. Turning to face his wife 
DQG� FKLOGUHQ�� KH� EHJJHG� WKHP� WR� VWRS� RIIHULQJ� VDFULÀFHV� WR� WKH�
spirits and to begin following Jesus instead.

Over the next few months we developed a deep friendship with 
Phanna’s mother, Channy. She had a penetrating mind, and she 
probed us with searching questions about the Christian life, which 
was so different from the Buddhist faith she had grown up with. 
6KH�VWDUWHG�WR�EHFRPH�D�NH\�ÀJXUH�LQ�WKH�QHLJKERUKRRG�%LEOH�VWXG\�
group, and her relationship with Jesus became more and more 
vital. Her bubbly nature and lively sense of  humor made her a 
great ambassador for her new faith, and there were very few of  
the neighbors who didn’t get to hear the story of  how Jesus could 
change your life! Susan and I helped the group start an income 
generating project recycling waste paper into stationary products, 
and Channy quickly emerged as one of  the group’s natural leaders.

Throughout 1994 and 1995, the eight families involved in the 
paper making group– all dirt poor—were making good money for 
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WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�LQ�WKHLU�OLYHV�
Moreover, many of  our neighbors were coming to faith, and the 

Bible study group had grown quite large. About this time, another 
man in the slum, whose marriage was breaking up, fell in love with 
Channy, and they moved in together despite our best efforts to 
persuade them otherwise. By late 1996 Channy was pregnant, and 
in mid-1997, she gave birth to a beautiful daughter named Saraah. 
/DWHU�WKDW�\HDU��WKUHH�\HDUV�DIWHU�KHU�ÀUVW�KXVEDQG·V�GHDWK��&KDQQ\�
began to lose weight, feel weak, have recurring bouts of  diarrhea, 
and develop a nagging cough. Then an abscess formed on her neck 
and wouldn’t heal, even after Susan put her on a course of  high-
powered antibiotics. After many delays Channy was admitted for 
tests and diagnosed with tuberculosis, but even worse, her blood 
results had come back from the hospital marked “HIV positive.”

As we stared at the piece of  paper announcing Channy’s test 
UHVXOWV��WHDUV�UROOLQJ�GRZQ�RXU�IDFHV��ZH�IHOW�VWXSLG�IRU�QRW�ÀJXULQJ�
out what her husband had died of  three years earlier. Though 
AIDS had been no more than a rumour in Cambodia in 1994, and 
neither Susan nor I had ever seen a case up until then, the disease 
had since become rampant, with 180,000 Cambodians rapidly 
infected and dying.

For the next six agonising months, as we provided 24-hour on-
call nursing care for Channy, she grew more and more consumed by 
tuberculosis and the other opportunistic infections that invaded 
her body, reducing it to a barely recognisable skeleton. On the day 
Channy died, Phanna - who had been nine when his father died 
and twelve when he lost his mother - fell to his knees beside her 
body and wept.

Saraah, with good medical support, made it through to three-
DQG�D�KDOI �EHIRUH�KHU�ERG\�ÀQDOO\�JDYH�XS�DQG�VKH�ZDV�EXULHG�LQ�D�
shallow grave near their house. Susan and I continued to try and 
keep an eye on the kids and help them as they grew. In particular 
ZH�KRSHG�DQG�SUD\HG�IRU�3KDQQD�WR�IXOÀO�KLV�SRWHQWLDO�
%\�ÀIWHHQ��KH�KDG�OHIW�VFKRRO��GHVSHUDWH�WR�WU\�DQG�EULQJ�LQ�VRPH�

income to help feed his younger siblings, even though their step-
father, to his credit, stuck by the six step-children, supporting 
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and caring for them, whereas many other Cambodian men had 
FXW�DQG�UXQ�LQ�VLPLODU�VLWXDWLRQV��:H�PDQDJHG�WR�ÀQG�3KDQQD�DQ�
apprenticeship with a Christian group that taught welding and 
metal work skills, where he would have an opportunity to make 
a good income from the high quality metal goods this group was 
producing and selling.

But after about eighteen months, Phanna became unsettled 
and eventually dropped out, instead taking up odd jobs around 
&KUDQJ�%DN�DQG�IXUWKHU�DÀHOG�²�DW�RQH�WLPH�FROOHFWLQJ�JDUEDJH�IRU�
recycling; at another carrying two heavy pots on a bamboo pole 
across his shoulders to cook and sell noodles to hungry passers-by 
for a few cents. The group that had agreed to teach him metal-
work skills were annoyed with Phanna and with us, and we were 
embarrassed - but we were determined not to give up on him. We 
remembered that he had earlier expressed an interest in learning 
computer skills, so Susan went door to door, from computer 
business to computer business, till she eventually found one that 
ZDV�SUHSDUHG�WR�WDNH�3KDQQD�RQ�DV�DQ�DSSUHQWLFH��$W�ÀUVW�3KDQQD�
was enthusiastic and faithful in his attendance, but eventually this 
resolve faded and soon he was more often absent than present.

Twice now we’d made a big effort for Phanna, and twice he’d 
let us down. Life in Cambodia is tenuous and hard, the poverty 
extreme. Didn’t he understand that opportunities like these only 
come around once in a lifetime?

We heard rumours from some of  our other neighbors that 
Phanna wasn’t doing well, and that he had been seen a few times 
GRZQ�DW�RQH�RI �WKH�ORFDO�JDPEOLQJ�KDQJRXWV��D�FRFN�ÀJKWLQJ�SLW��
A few weeks later, during the rainy season, I bumped into Phanna 
DV�KH�ZDV�WD[LLQJ�SHRSOH�KRPH�DFURVV�WKH�YLOODJH�ÁRRGZDWHU� LQ�D�
borrowed wooden canoe to earn some extra money. Phanna was 
his usual, smiling self, and it was hard not to be won over by that 
beautiful grin.

My anger dissipating, I asked, “Phanna, what’s your dream for 
your life?”

Phanna’s grin grew wider and his eyes rolled up, as if  searching 
the heavens for his answer. “Puu (Uncle), what I really want to 
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be is a translator for a missionary, so I can help tell people about 
Jesus.”

Startled, I blinked a few times. “But Phanna, you hardly speak 
any English at all. And there are not that many missionaries in 
Chrang Bak, apart from Susan and I, and we don’t need a translator. 
Can’t you think of  something more practical and realistic so you 
can help look after your family?”

Phanna shrugged his shoulders. “Puu, you asked me what my 
dream was, and that’s it.”

After that we didn’t see Phanna for a few months, so we guessed 
he had wandered off  in search of  more odd jobs somewhere further 
DÀHOG��%XW�WKH�QH[W�WLPH�,�EXPSHG�LQWR�KLP��KLV�JULQ�VHHPHG�ELJJHU�
than ever.

“Puu, I have a great new job!” he told me. “I’m working for 
Pastor Keros from the Philippines. Have you met him yet? I’m his 
translator!”

We had seen this Filipino family move into our area a few months 
before, and we knew they’d started teaching English classes and 
Sunday school. But we didn’t know that they’d employed Phanna 
as their translator, nor that Phanna had made quantum-leap 
progress with his English studies as he translated Pastor Keros’ 
preaching.

Now, three years later, Phanna has completed three years of  
Bible college, scooping up the prize for ‘best preacher’ along the 
way, and in his free time, he has begun reaching out to street kids 
in our area, most of  whom are using yama (amphetamines) and 
VQLIÀQJ� JOXH��0RUH� UHFHQWO\�KH� MRLQHG� WKH�7$6.� WHDP�� WHDFKLQJ�
life-skills to young people who are working their way off  drugs. 
Phanna teaches the Scriptures, strums a guitar, and plays football 
with them. If  they want, he cuts their hair, hugs them when they’re 
crashing, shares his story, and listens to theirs. But mostly his goal 
is to remind them that there is a God who loves them. For even 
when your start in life has been full of  pain, confusion and loss, 
Phanna knows there is a God who redeems us and who can redeem 
our dreams. Not one single street-kid, no matter how messed up, 
is beyond the reach of  God’s love as far as Phanna is concerned.
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across his shoulders to cook and sell noodles to hungry passers-by 
for a few cents. The group that had agreed to teach him metal-
work skills were annoyed with Phanna and with us, and we were 
embarrassed - but we were determined not to give up on him. We 
remembered that he had earlier expressed an interest in learning 
computer skills, so Susan went door to door, from computer 
business to computer business, till she eventually found one that 
ZDV�SUHSDUHG�WR�WDNH�3KDQQD�RQ�DV�DQ�DSSUHQWLFH��$W�ÀUVW�3KDQQD�
was enthusiastic and faithful in his attendance, but eventually this 
resolve faded and soon he was more often absent than present.

Twice now we’d made a big effort for Phanna, and twice he’d 
let us down. Life in Cambodia is tenuous and hard, the poverty 
extreme. Didn’t he understand that opportunities like these only 
come around once in a lifetime?

We heard rumours from some of  our other neighbors that 
Phanna wasn’t doing well, and that he had been seen a few times 
GRZQ�DW�RQH�RI �WKH�ORFDO�JDPEOLQJ�KDQJRXWV��D�FRFN�ÀJKWLQJ�SLW��
A few weeks later, during the rainy season, I bumped into Phanna 
DV�KH�ZDV�WD[LLQJ�SHRSOH�KRPH�DFURVV�WKH�YLOODJH�ÁRRGZDWHU� LQ�D�
borrowed wooden canoe to earn some extra money. Phanna was 
his usual, smiling self, and it was hard not to be won over by that 
beautiful grin.

My anger dissipating, I asked, “Phanna, what’s your dream for 
your life?”

Phanna’s grin grew wider and his eyes rolled up, as if  searching 
the heavens for his answer. “Puu (Uncle), what I really want to 
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be is a translator for a missionary, so I can help tell people about 
Jesus.”

Startled, I blinked a few times. “But Phanna, you hardly speak 
any English at all. And there are not that many missionaries in 
Chrang Bak, apart from Susan and I, and we don’t need a translator. 
Can’t you think of  something more practical and realistic so you 
can help look after your family?”

Phanna shrugged his shoulders. “Puu, you asked me what my 
dream was, and that’s it.”

After that we didn’t see Phanna for a few months, so we guessed 
he had wandered off  in search of  more odd jobs somewhere further 
DÀHOG��%XW�WKH�QH[W�WLPH�,�EXPSHG�LQWR�KLP��KLV�JULQ�VHHPHG�ELJJHU�
than ever.

“Puu, I have a great new job!” he told me. “I’m working for 
Pastor Keros from the Philippines. Have you met him yet? I’m his 
translator!”

We had seen this Filipino family move into our area a few months 
before, and we knew they’d started teaching English classes and 
Sunday school. But we didn’t know that they’d employed Phanna 
as their translator, nor that Phanna had made quantum-leap 
progress with his English studies as he translated Pastor Keros’ 
preaching.

Now, three years later, Phanna has completed three years of  
Bible college, scooping up the prize for ‘best preacher’ along the 
way, and in his free time, he has begun reaching out to street kids 
in our area, most of  whom are using yama (amphetamines) and 
VQLIÀQJ� JOXH��0RUH� UHFHQWO\�KH� MRLQHG� WKH�7$6.� WHDP�� WHDFKLQJ�
life-skills to young people who are working their way off  drugs. 
Phanna teaches the Scriptures, strums a guitar, and plays football 
with them. If  they want, he cuts their hair, hugs them when they’re 
crashing, shares his story, and listens to theirs. But mostly his goal 
is to remind them that there is a God who loves them. For even 
when your start in life has been full of  pain, confusion and loss, 
Phanna knows there is a God who redeems us and who can redeem 
our dreams. Not one single street-kid, no matter how messed up, 
is beyond the reach of  God’s love as far as Phanna is concerned.
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Every so often, Phanna drops around so that I can study the 
Bible in Khmer with him, and he can let off  steam about the 
pressures and frustrations of  his ministry. From Phanna we have 
learnt that the seeds of  some dreams are birthed in the midst of  
great pain, and that if  your dream is the same as God’s dream, 
nothing can stand in its way. We have also learnt that everyone 
should be given the chance to pursue their dreams, because there 
is nothing as empowering as seeing your dream come true. Today, 
Phanna’s dream is to become a missionary, a messenger and courier 
of  God’s love—and he is living his dream.

As you have read through the stories in this section on 
Community, we hope you have come to see that we all - no matter 
how poor or rich - need someone who bothers to remember our 
names, a friend who will listen to and seek to understand us, 
someone with whom we can share our struggles and triumphs, no 
matter how great or small those might be. While we certainly need 
specialists and professional development experts who work at the 
PDFUR�RU�SROLF\�OHYHO�WR�ÀJKW�DJDLQVW�WKH�VWUXFWXUHV�WKDW�NHHS�WKH�
poor poor, what people really long for is to be part of  a community, 
a network of  friendships in which everyone has something to 
contribute and where neighbors help each other out when the need 
arises.

R
1. Gutierrez is arguably South America’s best known liberation theologian. This school of  theology 

is determined to do theology from beneath: that is, to read the Bible and history from the 
perspective of  the poor and oppressed, believing that that was the perspective of  Jesus himself. 
*XWLHUUH]�KDV�ZULWWHQ�SUROLÀFDOO\��LQFOXGLQJ�$�7KHRORJ\�RI �/LEHUDWLRQ��2UELV�����������DQG�:H�
drink from our own wells (Orbis, 1984/2003).

2. Michael Duncan, quoted in Servants Among the Poor (Jenni Craig, OMF, 1998),134.
���)RU�VHFXULW\�UHDVRQV��ZH�XVH�RQO\�ÀUVW�QDPHV�RU�SVHXGRQ\PV�IRU�SHRSOH�LQ�,QGLD�
���)RU�VHFXULW\�UHDVRQV��ZH�XVH�RQO\�ÀUVW�QDPHV�RU�SVHXGRQ\PV�IRU�SHRSOH�LQ�,QGLD�
5. Marianne Williamson, Return to Love (Harper-Collins, 1994), p 190-191.
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You Knew My Name 

(Revelation 2:17)
Kristin Jack

you knew my name
when it was a mystery to me
you called me by name
the one I had lost
you loved my name
though I had despised it so long
you drew out my name
the one caught in my throat
and taught me the sound
of  each melodic chord.
You sang my name
over and over the lies of  the night
till I knew it was true.
You cried out my name
till I wept at the beauty
revealed in your pain.
You guard my name
in a sacred place
so buried in love
so deep in grace
it will last forever
never mis-said, never mis-placed
you promise to know it and say it
till I learn to sing it with you
and our voices merge
into one song (not two),
one voice, one name.
Just one. just One.
   Just One
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Comprehensive mission springs from 
FRPSUHKHQVLYH�VDOYDWLRQ��6DOYDWLRQ�LV

ZKROHQHVV��6DOYDWLRQ�LV�WRWDO�KXPDQLVDWLRQ��
6DOYDWLRQ�LV�HWHUQDO�OLIH��OLIH�LQ�WKH

.LQJGRP��OLIH�WKDW�EHJLQV�KHUH�DQG�QRZ�DQG�
WRXFKHV�HYHU\�DVSHFW�RI �PDQ·V�EHLQJ�

Rene Padilla1

7KH�JORU\�RI �*RG�LV�D�KXPDQ�EHLQJ�IXOO\�DOLYH�
Ireneus of  Lyon2

INTRODUCTION: A HUMAN BEING FULLY ALIVE!

Kristin Jack

+H�LV�WKH�LPDJH�RI �WKH�LQYLVLEOH�*RG��WKH�ÀUVWERUQ�RYHU�DOO�FUHDWLRQ��
)RU� E\� KLP�DOO� WKLQJV�ZHUH� FUHDWHG�� WKLQJV� LQ� KHDYHQ� DQG� RQ� HDUWK��
YLVLEOH�DQG�LQYLVLEOH��ZKHWKHU�WKURQHV�RU�SRZHUV�RU�UXOHUV�RU�DXWKRULWLHV��
DOO� WKLQJV�ZHUH� FUHDWHG�E\�KLP�DQG� IRU�KLP��+H� LV� EHIRUH�DOO� WKLQJV��
DQG�LQ�KLP�DOO�WKLQJV�KROG�WRJHWKHU��$QG�KH�LV�WKH�KHDG�RI �WKH�ERG\��WKH�
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FKXUFK��KH�LV�WKH�EHJLQQLQJ�DQG�WKH�ÀUVWERUQ�IURP�DPRQJ�WKH�GHDG��VR�
WKDW�LQ�HYHU\WKLQJ�KH�PLJKW�KDYH�WKH�VXSUHPDF\��)RU�*RG�ZDV�SOHDVHG�
WR�KDYH�DOO�KLV�IXOOQHVV�GZHOO�LQ�KLP��DQG�WKURXJK�KLP�WR�UHFRQFLOH�WR�
KLPVHOI � DOO� WKLQJV�� ZKHWKHU� WKLQJV� RQ� HDUWK� RU� WKLQJV� LQ� KHDYHQ�� E\�
PDNLQJ�SHDFH�WKURXJK�KLV�EORRG��VKHG�RQ�WKH�FURVV��

(Colossians 1:15-20)

As Paul’s beautiful hymn declares, we serve a savior who is 
working ‘to redeem all things’ and to restore wholeness of  life to 
every human being—rich or poor, male or female, of  every tribe 
and tongue. In serving this savior—who made ‘peace through his 
blood, shed on the cross’—we, too, need to be willing to lay down 
our lives for others3: the stranger as well as the good neighbor, the 
enemy as well as the friend.4 So when we see someone lying beaten 
and bloodied on the road to Jericho, Jesus makes it clear that we 
must stop to bandage their wounds and drag them to safety.5 But 
what does this look like?
2XU�FRPPLWPHQW�WR�ZKROLVP�ZLWKLQ�6HUYDQWV�UHÁHFWV�RXU�WUXVW�

in the power of  that good news not only to “save” and transform 
individuals, but also to transform whole societal structures. We are 
also wary of  sharp dichotomies that divide people into soul and 
body, or advise Christians to concentrate only on what is ‘spiritual’ 
to the exclusion of  that which is ‘material.’ At the end of  the 
Old Testament book of  Zechariah, there is a promise of  the day 
when God’s reign in this world will be so complete that we will no 
longer be able to make these arbitrary distinctions between the 
miraculous and the mundane, the spiritual and the earthy. One day 
even the cooking pots will be regarded as holy!6 A day is coming 
when God’s will shall be done on earth just as it is in heaven, and 
God’s Kingdom will come fully upon this earth.7

,Q� WKH�PHDQWLPH�� -HVXV� FDOOV� XV� WR� VHHN� ÀUVW�*RG·V�.LQJGRP��
helping to make it a reality in our lives and in the lives of  those 
around us—especially in the lives of  the hurting, the poor, the 
vulnerable and the lost.

My wife, Susan, has spent the last decade working with her 
teammates in Servants8 and TASK to save the lives of  hundreds of  
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malnourished children here in Cambodia.9�$W�ÀUVW��LQ�WKH�OLYHV�RI �
these children, ‘dragging the stranger to safety’ meant operating 
a clinic where mothers could bring their children for examinations 
and receive vitamins, minerals, medicines and supplements. Later, 
it meant educating mothers and whole communities about the best 
way to feed and nourish healthy children on small incomes. Now, 
it also means leading a group that lobbies the Cambodian Ministry 
of  Health to implement good policies on child nutrition nation-
wide and has pressured the Government to ban advertisements 
that promote infant formulas or milk powder as better than 
breast-feeding. By lobbying the Government until they adopted 
protocols and laws that would guarantee these things, Susan and 
others have sought to change structures, thus making the road to 
Jericho ‘safer,’ and reduce the suffering experienced by so many 
individuals.

And so we grapple with poverty, hunger and disease, work 
for justice, and lift all things to God in prayer, trusting in His 
grace, because we want to see the good news of  Jesus proclaimed 
throughout the world in word, deed and power. We hope that 
WKLV� VHFWLRQ�RQ�:KROLVP�ZLOO�ÁHVK�RXW� WKHVH�DEVWUDFW� WKHRORJLFDO�
principles with concrete pictures of  ordinary people seeking to live 
out Jesus’ call to love others.

Here, you will read a story about a couple who moved to India, 
forsaking the lives of  luxury they could have led in Australia, 
relocating to where they felt the needs were greater and their 
presence would have more impact. By choosing to advocate for 
those in poverty and without status, they helped 750 evicted 
families in their neighborhood gain land rights, water, and 
electricity. Moreover, through their hard work, local Government 
policy has been changed and a pamphlet outlining people’s rights 
has been written and published. They are now multiplying their 
impact even more by offering internship courses for middle-class 
Indian Christians, together learning what it means to live and 
minister among Delhi’s urban poor.

You will also read about activists who put their lives on the line 
IRU�RQH�WHUULÀHG�6LNK�IDPLO\�DV�D�ED\LQJ�PRE�WKUHDWHQHG�WR�WRUFK�

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING WHOLISM

them. And you will read numerous other stories that shed light on 
the reality that God’s love is never passive. Jesus was an activist, 
and his activism took him on a collision course with the powers 
and principalities of  his day, eventually leading him to the cross.

In the face of  so much suffering, a passion for justice burns 
within us. Yet, in our pursuit of  justice, we reject the use of  
violence, coercion or manipulation. Instead we are prepared to 
HPEUDFH�VDFULÀFH�DQG�VXIIHULQJ�LQ�RUGHU�WR�VKDUH�LQ�WKH�OLIH�RI �-HVXV�
and in the lives of  those we have come to love. Martin Luther 
King, echoing Gandhi, once said that there are causes he would 
die for, but none he would kill for. The weapons of  our warfare 
DUH� QRW� 6WHDOWK� ÀJKWHU� SODQHV� RU� 0RORWRY� FRFNWDLOV�� EXW� ORYH��
hope, faith, prayer, action, courage and conviction.10�6HHNLQJ�ÀUVW�
the Kingdom of  God and all its justice and righteousness11 will 
bring us into confrontation with powers and principalities, and 
that will mean being prepared to lay down our lives for others. 
7KH�FDOO�WR�ÀJKW�IRU�MXVWLFH��0DWWKHZ������DQG�WKH�FDOO�WR�EH�DFWLYH�
peacemakers (Matthew 5:9) are parts of  the gospel that have been 
either forgotten or ignored by far too much of  the church for far 
too long. But these are the ways of  Jesus, and they must become 
our way too.12

Even after his ascension, and after sending his Spirit on the day 
of  Pentecost, Jesus still seeks to be incarnate and touch this world 
and all its pain. But now he wants to do it through you and me. We 
are his body. We are his hands and feet. With the help of  the Holy 
Spirit, God beckons us to make a conscious choice to follow Christ, 
and through his power to confront the violence, pain, abuse and 
sin of  this world, wherever that may lead us.

R
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Fighting For Land Rights Of  Slum Residents

Reuben and Kim13 

(Delhi, India)

5HXEHQ�� D� ODZ\HU�� DQG� .LP�� D� PDWK� DQG� FRPSXWHU� VFLHQFH� KRQRUV�
JUDGXDWH��PRYHG�IURP�$XVWUDOLD�LQWR�WKH�VOXPV�RI �'HOKL�LQ�������ZKHUH�
WKH\�FRQWLQXH�WR�OLYH��DORQJ�ZLWK�WKHLU�WZR�\RXQJ�VRQV��+HQU\�DQG�%LOO�

The centre of  Delhi is dominated by the capital’s showpiece 
Government buildings, surrounded by tree-lined boulevards and 
ORYLQJO\� NHSW� UHÁHFWLYH� SRROV�� %XW� EH\RQG� WKLV� DUFKLWHFWXUDOO\�
designed oasis of  greenery and exquisitely crafted stone, Delhi’s 
15 million plus population live in one of  the worlds most crowded 
cities, with a population density of  29,000 people per square mile. 
Inward migration from the surrounding states, combined with its 
booming birth rate, mean that Delhi is likely to be the world’s 
third largest city by 2015.

India’s much trumpeted economic growth over the last 
decade has created a swelling middle-class, and the urban elites 
continue to grow richer. But beyond the new condominiums and 
shopping malls, more than 3 million Delhians reside in some 1,500 
shantytowns with garbage bag plastic roofs and walls. Many live 
in ‘tents’ constructed from scavenged cardboard and paper, and 
on average one water pump serves 1,000 residents. Yet even these 
are better off  than the thousands who simply live on the streets, 
covered by nothing more than an old sari each night.

One such shantytown in Delhi is %DUDSXOODK�� %DUDSXOODK 
was built along the bank of  a fetid drainage canal located on 
Government land more than twenty years ago, when just a few 
families squatted there, but over time it became home to about 900 
families, or roughly 6,000 people.
0\�ZLIH�DQG�ÀUVW�VRQ� OLYHG�WKHUH� LQ�D� OLWWOH�KXW�IRU����PRQWKV�

in 1999-2000. Even after we moved out, we continued to visit our 
friends there often. On one of  these visits, a friend pointed out a 
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notice pasted onto the wall of  the toilet block announcing that the 
Delhi City Council would in six days ‘rehabilitate’ residents to a 
UHORFDWLRQ�DUHD�WZHQW\�ÀYH�NLORPHWHUV�DZD\��

A group of  lawyers that some of  the slum residents knew 
made an urgent application to the High Court, which succeeded 
in delaying the planned relocation for one week. However, the 
lawyers then informed the residents that they wanted another 
50,000 rupees (about US $1,200) in order to take the case any 
further—a sum well out of  the reach of  the residents. Racking 
RXU�EUDLQV�RYHU�ZKDW�WR�GR�QH[W��DERXW�WZHQW\�ÀYH�UHVLGHQWV�DQG�,�
decided to approach another group of  NGO lawyers. Thankfully, 
they gave us a good hearing and offered to take this case for free.

We then held a number of  community-wide meetings in the 
slum to inform residents of  their options. After some debate, the 
residents decided to work in partnership with this NGO and agreed 
on three main things that they wanted to get out of  the process: 
1) a stay of  four months to get the residents through winter, their 
children through their end of  school exams, and also provide 
enough time for the community to gather together the fee of  7,000 
rupees (US $150) that the Government was demanding from each 
resident to purchase a small parcel of  land in the relocation area; 
2) the issuing of  Legal Title to their new land before they were 
relocated, since other relocations had promised residents land 
but not given them title to that land until several months after 
their homes had been demolished; 3) land to be made available for 
people who had arrived in the slum after 1998 (the council rules 
stated that land would only be for families who been resident in 
the slum since before 1998).

In court, while the NGO lawyers did a good job of  representing 
the residents, they did not consult much with the community 
before the hearings, nor spend time after each hearing to explain 
what had happened during the proceedings, which were in English. 
Therefore, I tried to listen to the people and communicate their 
needs with the lawyers before the hearings, and then explain to the 
community what had been said in the hearings, translating from 
English back to Hindi.
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0\�ZLIH�DQG�ÀUVW�VRQ� OLYHG�WKHUH� LQ�D� OLWWOH�KXW�IRU����PRQWKV�
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When the judge asked how many residents lived in Barapullah 
- information the Delhi city council had but had refused to 
make publicly available - we embarked on the enormous task 
of  identifying every family in the slum. We asked Kallu, one of  
the residents I’d gotten to know during the hearings, to lead the 
effort in collecting the demographic information we needed, which 
volunteers then brought to our house to enter into our laptop. It 
took several weeks of  hard work, but eventually we had almost 
every family’s name, ration card number, house number and 
entitlement. We then gained permission to check our list against 
the council’s to make sure nobody had been left out, bringing 
discrepancies to the attention of  the council, thus securing land 
rights for perhaps half  a dozen families who would have gone 
landless.

In the hearings, we were shattered when the judge decided that 
the relocation should begin almost immediately, on the rationale 
that winter hadn’t begun yet, even though temperatures were 
already down to 5 degrees celsius overnight.

Moreover, the planned relocation would take place during Eid, 
the biggest Muslim festival of  the year—a time when families 
should be secure in their homes, celebrating, just as we might 
celebrate Christmas Day back in Australia.

As a last resort, we decided to try to negotiate directly with 
the Delhi City Council, which carried risks for my visa status and 
for Servants, but my director gave me the OK—so long as I tried 
to avoid controversy! Somehow, with only hours to spare before 
the demolition was due to begin, I managed to get through on 
the phone to the head of  the city council department overseeing 
the relocation (always a minor miracle in India). After a little 
thought, he agreed to hold off  on the relocation till after Eid. 
Feeling encouraged, I also suggested that it would be good to 
have a brochure in Hindi to give to people about to be relocated, 
explaining the steps they needed to take to be allocated alternative 
land. He agreed as well—and asked me to write it!

Meanwhile, the constant stream of  people coming to Kallu’s 
door took its toll, and one night, he came to me in tears, explaining 
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that his family couldn’t take the pressure anymore, particularly 
when disgruntled residents abused him if  their claim didn’t 
succeed, saying that he was ‘on the take,’ or that he’d actually 
instigated the whole relocation. People were actually beginning to 
make similar accusations about our family, too.

And to be honest, Kim and I were sick of  the late nights, 
endless requests and intense stress, especially with our new baby, 
Bill, born just three weeks after the whole mess began. So during 
another community meeting, we told people that we’d tried our 
best, apologized for the failures, and said that Kallu’s door and 
mine door were now shut. If  people had any more complaints, they 
should take them directly to the lawyers. Kallu and I both felt 
wounded by what had happened, and through that pain, I began 
to share with him my trust in a God who knows what’s really going 
on - in spite of  gossip and accusations - and the example of  Jesus, 
who was so unfairly accused.

On the morning of  my next scheduled meeting with the head 
of  the city council, where we were going to be sorting out the 
procedure for dealing with outstanding claims, I was shocked to 
see hundreds of  police in riot gear near the slum. With my heart 
SRXQGLQJ��,�DSSURDFKHG�WKH�KHDG�RI �WKH�SROLFH��ZKR�FRQÀUPHG�WKDW�
they were going to forcibly remove the people today, pre-empting 
that afternoon’s negotiation.

I borrowed a friend’s mobile and phoned every contact I had 
in the city council, reminding them that their boss had ordered a 
stay on the demolition until after our meeting. As I stood there, 
cajoling and urging council members, watching residents calmly 
dismantling their houses, the police began to melt away.

Eventually, on a cold and drizzly day, after receiving title 
FHUWLÀFDWHV�� WKH� UHVLGHQWV� RI � %DUDSXOODK� GLVPDQWOHG� WKHLU� WLQ\�
houses brick by brick, stacking all their things onto the trucks 
provided by the council, and were taken to the relocation area. Of  
the 900 families who had lived in the slum, about 750 received land 
and left their former homes peacefully.

But in the relocation area, there was no running drinking water, 
QR�HOHFWULFLW\��IHZ�EXVHV��DQG�ZKHQ�LW�UDLQHG��WKH�ZKROH�DUHD�ÀOOHG�
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up like a muddy lake. After about a dozen trips to court, drinking 
water now comes by truck daily, most blocks now have electricity, 
DQG�VRPH�RI �WKH�ODQG�KDV�EHHQ�ÀOOHG��2QH�RI �RXU�,QGLDQ�IULHQG·V�
NGO began a micro-credit program in the relocation area to 
provide loans for people to establish small businesses, since many 
of  them had been moved away from their source of  work. 

 The brochure that I wrote for future relocations slowly 
found its way through the bureaucracy, and some of  the changes 
I advocated, such as making the council’s list of  residents publicly 
available, were implemented in subsequent relocations. Kallu, 
partly as a result of  this whole experience, has come to a genuine 
and lovely faith.

 Barapullah was eventually bulldozed in April 2000 and 
has since been turned into a road, which is seldom used.

R
Finding Joy In The City Of  Joy

Julius and Sara14

 (Kolkata, India)

-XOLXV�� D� FDUSHQWHU� DQG� HQWUHSUHQHXU�� DQG� 6DUD� DUULYHG� LQ�.RONDWD�
LQ�������7KH\�PRYHG�IURP�6ZLW]HUODQG��D�ODQG�RI �VXPSWXRXV�ODNHV�DQG�
PRXQWDLQV�� WR� SOXQJH� WKHPVHOYHV� LQWR� WKH� WHHPLQJ� SRYHUW\� RI � ,QGLD·V�
VHFRQG�ODUJHVW�FLW\�

Calcutta. Kolkata. Beautiful, majestic, sweeping Kolkata. 
Breathtaking, imperious, regal Kolkata. The goddess Kali’s 
Hindu Kolkata. The Mogul’s Muslim Kolkata. The genteel British 
.RONDWD�� *UXEE\�� FUXPEOLQJ�� GHFD\LQJ� .RONDWD�� &RUUXSW�� ÀOWK\��
death dealing Kolkata. The living Kolkata. The dying Kolkata. 
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There are many Kolkatas.
Portrayed with aching beauty before the eyes of  the world 

by Dominique Lappierre’s The City of  Joy, and laid before the 
conscience of  the world by Mother Teresa’s ministry, Kolkata is 
not a city you may ignore. Spend some time there. Wander along 
its wide boulevards shadowed on each side by graceful, crumbling 
Victorian architecture; let your mind’s eye peel back the layers of  
grime and decades of  neglect and see the beauty within. Spend 
some time in its bustis and slums, befriending some of  the millions 
who struggle under centuries of  fatalism, caste-ism, poverty and 
oppression, and see the beauty of  God’s sons and daughters waiting 
to be released. Listen, and you will hear the cry of  the poor. Wait, 
and you will hear the call of  God. Be careful. Your heart will be 
captured, and you will not leave easily. Something in you will have 
been changed.

Proud, aching Kolkata. Asia’s foremost city, the artistic and 
cultural capital of  the region. Over the previous two hundred years, 
she has given birth to philosophers, poets, story tellers, writers, 
musicians, and sages of  unsurpassed genius. Blessed, yet cursed, 
Kolkata lies in a mineral rich corner of  India under siege from 
DOWHUQDWLYH�F\FOHV�RI �ÁRRG�DQG�GURXJKW��GHYDVWDWLQJ�HDUWKTXDNHV�
and vicious religious-political wars. And each catastrophe drives 
another wave of  peasant farmers off  their land and into this city 
of  last hopes, where the sea of  poverty grows always larger.

Beautiful, desperate Kolkata, still under the guardianship of  
Kali, the goddess of  death—her eyes alive with terror, a garland of  
snakes and skulls around her neck. A city of  13 or 16 million souls 
�GHSHQGLQJ�RQ�ZKRVH�ÀJXUHV�\RX�EHOLHYH���ZLWK�DW� OHDVW���PLOOLRQ�
of  those thrown into vast slums, and another half  a million barely 
subsisting by living on the streets. A city which swells by another 
several million each day as hawkers and workers swarm in from the 
countryside in search of  daily sustenance. ,V�LW�.DOL�WKDW�FDVWV�WKLV�
VKDGRZ�RI �KRSHOHVVQHVV�DQG�IDWDOLVP�RYHU�WKH�JUHDW�FLW\��FRQGHPQLQJ�
LWV�SRRU�WR�D�OLIH�RI �GHVSDLU"

Away from the wide central boulevards, in the narrow back 
alleys and crowded ghettoes, joy sometimes gives way to fear, just 
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DV� WDQJLEO\� DV� WKDW� DFULG� FRRNLQJ�ÀUH� VPRNH� WKDW� EODQNHWV� HDFK�
slum.�6R�PDQ\�JRGV�WR�DSSHDVH��VR�PDQ\�ULWXDOV�WR�NHHS�

These deities are demanding and damning, extracting a fearful 
price from careless worshippers. <RXU�SRYHUW\�DQG�SDLQ�DUH�GHVHUYHG��
they whisper. 7KH\� DUH� WKH� SHQDOW\� IRU� \RXU� PLVGHHGV� LQ� SUHYLRXV�
OLYHV��7KXV�PDQ\�KDYH�DEDQGRQHG�DOO�KRSH�RI �ÀQGLQJ�D�EHWWHU�ZD\��
resigning themselves to their fate. ´:H�ZHUH�ERUQ�SRRU��ZH�ZLOO�GLH�
SRRU�µ�Perhaps the next life, the next station on this endless cycle 
of  rebirths will be kinder. Perhaps, little by little, over the eons the 
SRRU�ZLOO�ÀQG�D�ZD\�WR�DWRQH�IRU�WKHLU�PDQ\�VLQV�DQG�VR�HDUQ�UHOHDVH�
from their suffering. Perhaps.

We arrived in Kolkata in 2001. From our beautiful homeland of  
mountains and lakes, we moved to the edge of  a slum, where 30,000 
people crowded onto a strip of  land 5 km long and 15 meters wide, 
bordering an inner city railway line. Row after row of  tiny brick 
KXWV�FUDPPHG�ZLWK�ÀYH�RU�VHYHQ�RU�PRUH�IDPLO\�PHPEHUV��)HZ�KDG�
the space or savings for luxuries like a toilet. The railway track 
LWVHOI �VXIÀFHG�DV�WKH�SODFH�WR�GHSRVLW�ERGLO\�ZDVWHV��(OHFWULFLW\�ZDV�
stolen from the Government by enterprising young men splicing 
wires into the city lines running nearby. Every 100 meters or so, 
some entrepreneur had sunk a bore-hole, and so for a few rupees, 
water from a single hand-pumped well met the needs of  hundreds 
for thirst, for cooking, for washing. In the searing summer, the 
queues to bathe at these outdoor ‘bathroom taps’ were long and 
exhausting. Gambling, alcoholism and violence seemed endemic 
among the local men. As for most of  the women, their low status 
and limited freedoms kept them from leaving their one-room 
KRPHV�ZLWKRXW�SHUPLVVLRQ��7KH\�ZHUH�QRW�DOORZHG�DQ\�ÀQDQFLDO�
control independent of  their husbands, nor were they to complain 
when struck for any real or imagined failure in performing their 
domestic duties.
:H� VSHQW� RXU� ÀUVW� \HDU� EXLOGLQJ� UHODWLRQVKLSV� DQG� WU\LQJ� WR�

understand the culture of  this community, opening our hearts and 
home to our neighbors. Over time our friendships grew deep roots. 
As we observed the lives of  our friends, we were staggered by the 
weight the women of  this slum had to carry on their shoulders. 
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While their husbands often drank and gambled, the women worked 
WKHLU�ÀQJHUV� WR� WKH�ERQH�� WU\LQJ� WR� HDUQ� HQRXJK� LQFRPH� WR� IHHG��
clothe and educate their children, yet still so many were viewed as 
inferior chattel to be used and abused at will.
2YHU� WKHVH� ÀUVW� IHZ�PRQWKV�� D� EXUGHQ� JUHZ� LQ� RXU� KHDUWV� WR�

help these women earn a fair income, and with it some respect 
and autonomy. As we looked around at projects initiated by 
development organizations and missions, we saw many producing 
FUHDWLYH� FUDIW�SURGXFWV��EXW� WKH\� VWLOO� VWUXJJOHG� WR� WXUQ�D�SURÀW��
From this dilemma, we were inspired to open a fair trade outlet 
in our home country to sell the crafts from various projects and 
return a decent wage to the women producers.

In 2002, with six women friends from the railway slum, we saw 
the opening of  the Vocational Training Center for the teaching of  
sewing and papercraft skills (cards, gift bags etc.). Our hope was 
that this would be a place of  healing, wholeness and discipleship, 
a community of  shared lives where women would be empowered 
to become servant-leaders and where local Indian leaders would 
emerge and take over the business. In 2003, the Training Center 
joined with a vibrant local church, and quickly began to expand. 
Later that year, the ministry linked up with Kolkata University, 
ZKR� QRZ� KHOSV� WXWRU� DQG� FHUWLÀFDWH� WKH� WDLORULQJ� FRXUVH��
simultaneously raising its professional standards and offering a 
PXFK�VRXJKW�DIWHU�TXDOLÀFDWLRQ�

Then, in 2005, the local Government demolished the railway 
slum, something they had been threatening to do for ten long years, 
but had been kept at bay due to the intense opposition - and at 
times violence - from the slum dwellers. Facing injury and possible 
death from the 2,000 police who had been sent to demolish the 
slum, and tired from a decade of  confrontations, the community 
ÀQDOO\�DFFHSWHG�WKH�*RYHUQPHQW·V�RIIHU�RI �ODQG�RQ�DQ�DOWHUQDWLYH�
site for all who owned titles in the slum.

This, of  course, left all the families who rented totally destitute. 
Tears streamed down the faces of  those watching as the community 
of  30,000 was demolished in hours.
0DQ\� RI � WKH� \RXQJ� ZRPHQ� ZRUNLQJ� ZLWK� XV� KDG� WR� ÀQG�
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DOWHUQDWLYH�DFFRPPRGDWLRQ��6RPH�PDQDJHG�WR�ÀQG�D�VPDOO�SLHFH�
RI �ÁRRU� VSDFH� LQ� WKH�QHLJKERULQJ� VOXP��ZKLOH�RWKHUV�ZHUH� IRUFHG�
to relocate hours away from places of  work and school, and their 
networks of  friends and neighbors.
%\�������QHDUO\�ÀIW\�\RXQJ�ZRPHQ�ZHUH�LQYROYHG�LQ�WKH�SURMHFW�

and a joyful community had developed. Along with these young 
women and the local church, we were opening our lives and homes 
to one another, sharing our needs and food with one another, crying, 
praying and celebrating with one another, reading Scriptures and 
worshipping with one another. Acts 2:42-47 had become our model.

Step by step, with no pressure placed on anyone to become a 
Christian or convert them away from their existing religion or 
culture, the young women involved were coming to know Jesus. 
One of  the pastors we knew had now begun a small church on the 
edge of  the slum, and regularly visited the girls. Each week, just 
DV�WKH�JLUOV�ZHUH�ÀQLVKLQJ�ZRUN��WKHVH�SDVWRUV�ZRXOG�FRPH�DQG�RIIHU�
to pray for them. Soon, to their amazement, the girls discovered 
that the pastor’s wife had a gift of  healing, and they began to 
experience miraculous recoveries following these prayer times.

Excited by what they were learning and experiencing, the girls 
began to invite members of  their families to receive prayer, study 
the Scripture, and participate in worship through traditional 
Indian dance. Slowly the little church planted in the slum has 
grown and many from this community are preparing themselves 
to be baptized.

As these women have grown in their thirst to understand 
Jesus’ way, increasing time has been given over to Scripture study, 
and they wrestle with what it means to apply Kingdom of  God 
principles to every area of  life, both their work place and their 
home life. The level of  self-respect that these young women now 
possess is clearly evident, as is the pride they take in their work. 
Six women produce 24,000 beautifully hand crafted cards and 
paper products each year. The larger tailoring wing produce over 
a thousand sari blankets a year that are sold in fancy boutiques in 
Europe and Britain.15 Some of  these blankets even made it onto 
WKH� VHW�RI � WKH� UHFHQW�ÀOP�3LUDWHV� RI � WKH�&DULEEHDQ� where it was 
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decided they made the ideal cloth from which pirate clothes could 
be cut!

There are many Kolkatas. There is a living Kolkata and a dying 
Kolkata. The young women and men in this community, and in 
WKH�FKXUFK�WKDW�KDV�EHHQ�SODQWHG�DORQJVLGH�WKHP��DUH�ÀQGLQJ�OLIH��
In a place of  despair, in ‘the city of  joy’, a community of  joy is 
emerging.

R
Love, Violence And Passivity

Dave Andrews 

(Delhi, India)

'DYH�$QGUHZV��RQH�RI �WKH�6HUYDQW·V�(OGHUV���KLV�ZLIH��$QJH��DQG�WKHLU�
family have spent more than thirty years living in intentional communities 
ZLWK�PDUJLQDOL]HG�SHRSOH� LQ�$IJKDQLVWDQ��3DNLVWDQ��,QGLD��1HSDO�DQG�
$XVWUDOLD�� +LV� IDPLO\� QRZ� OLYHV� LQ� %ULVEDQH�� $XVWUDOLD�� ZKHUH� WKH\�
HVWDEOLVKHG�WKH�:DLWHUV�8QLRQ��D�PLQLVWU\�WKDW�VHHNV�WR�EXLOG�FRPPXQLW\�
ZLWK�PDUJLQDOL]HG�DQG�YXOQHUDEOH�SHRSOH��'DYH�LV�WKH�DXWKRU�RI �QXPHURXV�
ERRNV�� LQFOXGLQJ�Christi-Anarchy, Not Religion but Love, Building a 
Better World,�DQG�Compassionate Community Work. 

For more than ten years, Ange and I, along with our two children, 
lived in the cosmopolitan city of  Delhi. The imperial splendour 
of  Rajpath is superb. The quiet beauty of  Lodhi Gardens is 
enchanting. The hustle and bustle on Chandni Chowk is exciting. 
But it is the people, the millions of  people who crowd into the city 
from all over India, that make Delhi such a dynamic place to live. 
It is the convergence of  Kashmiris, Punjabis, and Rajasthanis, the 
Nagas, Mizos and Manipuris, the Biharis, Bengalis, and Oriya; the 
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Telegus, Tamils and Mal-ayalis—vibrant streams forming a great 
river—that persuaded the classical poet Ghalib to describe Delhi 
as “the soul in the body of  the world.”

While we were there, we lived in an intentional multi-ethnic 
community called Aashiana, which included twenty-one non-
Indians and thirty-two Indians. Of  the non-Indians, thirteen of  
us were from Australia, four from England, three from Canada, 
and one from Germany. Of  the Indians, sixteen were from Delhi 
LWVHOI�� VL[� IURP�3XQMDE�� ÀYH� IURP�*RD�� WKUHH� IURP�0DKDUDVKWUD��
two from Tamil Nadu, and one from Andhra Pradesh. Almost 
half  of  the marriages were international, and almost all of  the 
marriages (including our own) were cross-cultural. The complexity 
was further compounded by the fact that we were not only 
international and crosscultural, but also multi-faith. Twenty-three 
RI �XV�ZHUH�&KULVWLDQ��ÀYH�+LQGX��WZR�+XPDQLVW��RQH�0XVOLP��RQH�
Buddhist and one Jain! At one stage or other, we all actually lived 
together in the same six bed-roomed house - and, believe it or not, 
we all absolutely loved it!

As a community, we were enchanted by a vision of  having more 
of  heaven come here on earth. We were intoxicated with a passion 
for God and moved by a compassion for our neighbors. Jesus’ 
Sermon on the Mount became our manifesto.

We welcomed strangers. We shared meals with guests around 
our table. We ate joy and sorrow. We drank to redemption. We 
cared for the sick, the addicted and the abused. We gladly shared 
our wealth with the poor. As a community we were committed to 
working for justice with marginalised groups of  people around the 
city of  Delhi.

As Christians, Jesus was our role model. We also looked to the 
example of  Gandhi as someone who had taken seriously Jesus’ 
teachings and made them work in the Indian context. (Just as 
Martin Luther King in the American context, had also combined 
the teachings of  Jesus with the tactics of  Gandhi, and so moved 
mountains.)We were committed to his philosophy of  using ‘soul 
force’ rather than violence or aggression. We were committed to 
SXWWLQJ�WKH�ODVW�ÀUVW��DQG�GRLQJ�WKH�PRVW�ZLWK�WKH�OHDVW��:H�WXUQHG�
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our home into a rehab community for young people addicted to 
heroin and other drugs, helping them on the condition that they 
would help others. It wasn’t long before we had a large team 
of  recovering addicts from Sahara (which is what we called our 
rehab work) helping us in Sharan16 (which is what we called our 
development work), doing voluntary work with the poorest of  the 
poor in the slums around the city of  Delhi.

Ange and I now look back on this time as a biblical dream come 
true. We will never forget it. We were tasting heaven. An ancient 
saying etched on a wall of  Lal Quila (Shah Jahan’s majestic Red 
Fort in Delhi) seemed to speak out of  the mists of  history just for 
us. It read: ‘If  on earth there is a place of  bliss, it is this, it is this, 
it is this.’

Then one day, all hell broke loose. The Prime Minister, Indira 
Gandhi, was assassinated by her Sikh bodyguards. People went 
crazy. They took to the streets.
:KHUHYHU�WKH\�FRXOG�ÀQG�6LNKV��WKH\�ZRXOG�JUDE�WKHP�E\�WKHLU�

long, uncut hair, hold them down, pour petrol over them and set 
them alight. Mobs stopped buses and stormed trains, searching for 
Sikhs, pulling people off  at random, and cutting them to pieces as 
they struggled to escape their captors. The police were completely 
unprepared. Where they were prepared they were completely 
outnumbered. We heard of  one police inspector in Vasant Vihar 
who confronted and faced down a mob single-handedly. However, 
incidents of  such courage were exceptional. The police were unable 
- or unwilling - to do much at all. The mobs ruled the streets.

Wherever they went, these mobs of  weapon-wielding maniacs, 
driven mad by grief  and anger and years of  suppressed frustration 
and disempowerment, looted and burned everything they could 
lay their hands on. Soon billowing columns of  smoke rose from 
vehicles, petrol stations, department stores, factories and houses 
all over the city. People clambered onto their roofs to witness the 
sight of  buildings all over the city ablaze like thousands of  funeral 
pyres. Within a period of  less than twenty-four hours, more than 
3,000 Sikhs, who (until then) had been living peacefully with their 
neighbors for decades, were slaughtered senselessly on the streets 
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of  Delhi.
I knew that I could not simply stand by and watch all this 

horror unfolding around me. I called myself  a follower of  Jesus, 
and I had to do VRPHWKLQJ� But, N\D�NDUH�\DDU"�:KDW�WR�GR" Up until 
then we had consciously practiced Gandhi’s teaching on VDYRGD\D 
(constructive action), but had never had cause to test out his 
philosophy of  satyagraha (non-violent intervention). I felt totally 
inadequate and terribly afraid. It’s one thing to talk about the 
risks we need to take when we�GRQ·W need to take any; it’s another 
thing to take those risks when we GR need to take them.

I knew that this was my moment of  truth, yet I was so 
frightened that doing nothing�VHHPHG�LQÀQLWHO\�SUHIHUDEOH�WR�GRLQJ�
something that could plunge me into very real danger. But deeper 
than the fear, I knew in my spirit that if  I didn’t stand by my Sikh 
neighbors it would be a complete contradiction of  everything I 
had ever said about neighbors loving one another and standing by 
each other in their hour of  need. I discussed it with Ange, and we 
talked it over with our friends in the community.

Yes, we had to do something, and slowly a rough plan began 
to form in our minds. Luke and Meera Samson decided to stay on 
in their house in order to support the Sikh families living above 
and below them in their building. Aashwini, Hoshang and Sundar 
went to stay with a Hindu neighbor, who had asked for help in 
protecting two Sikhs staying with him. One of  these guys had 
already been badly beaten, only just escaping from a rampaging 
mob, and he was trembling with fear.

The rest of  us in the Aashiana community decided to make 
our homes available as sanctuaries for Sikhs seeking refuge. As 
WKH�ZRUG� VSUHDG��6LNKV�ÁHG� WR�XV��:H� FORVHG� WKH�ZLQGRZV��GUHZ�
the curtains, locked the doors, and prayed the mobs would pass 
us by. Ange remembered an elderly Sikh builder who was living 
on a building site across the road from our house and sent me to 
get him. I crept across the road, snuck him back to our house and 
secreted him deep inside our bedroom.

This was all JRRG, but I knew it wasn’t really enough. Sikhs were 
being slain left and right, and there was a desperate need for active, 
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rather than passive, non-violent LQWHUYHQWLRQ� But what was , to do? 
I talked it over once more with Ange. Knowing me too well, she 
said that whatever I decided to do must be guided by God’s Spirit 
and not driven by some deep-seated messianic complex! However, 
she added that if  it was her father, brother or son being killed, she 
would want someone like me to try and intervene. She gave me her 
blessing to go.

So I hopped on my motorbike with my friend Tony, and we went 
in search of  Sikhs under siege. I think I had this brilliant idea that 
we’d race into some mob chasing a Sikh, get ahead of  them, pull 
the victim onto the back of  the bike, then accelerate off  into the 
sunset.

But not surprisingly, it didn’t actually work out like that. We 
had just set off  on our mission when we rode around a corner and 
ran straight into a mob of  over a hundred people wielding knives 
and swords, and an assortment of  wooden clubs and iron bars. We 
stopped, took a deep breath to calm our nerves, and walked over 
to talk to the mob.
¶1DPDVWH��.\D�KDO�KDL"· What are you guys doing here? I asked.
‘We’re here to kill some Sikhs!’ they shot back. Then asked, 

‘What are you doing here?’
‘I’d rather not say.’ I replied.
‘Tell us’ they insisted.
‘You wouldn’t believe it even if  I told you,’ I said.
‘Try us,’ they pressed.
‘Well, believe it or not,’ I said, ‘we’re here to stop you from 

killing anybody.’
They laughed. I laughed too. It was ridiculous to think that 

there was anything a couple of  unarmed men could do to prevent 
an armed mob going on a rampage.

‘Let’s see what happens,’ they said. ‘We are going to wait here 
for a bus. Check out the passengers and if  we get our hands on one 
of  those bastards, we’re going to cut him to pieces. It’ll be fun to 
see what you’re going to do about that!’

While they waited for a bus, we waited with them. I used the 
time to chat with them about their families and talk to them 
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about my own wife and children. I hoped that when the moment 
of  confrontation came they would relate to me as a nice man with 
a wife and two children, rather than as a disposable stranger.

When a bus came along, they jumped aboard and searched high 
and low—no Sikhs. They got off, disgruntled. Another bus came 
along, and again they jumped aboard, searched high and low—still 
no Sikhs. Now, as they got off, their anger turned to rage. They 
marched to a shopping centre, smashing into the shops and setting 
WKHP�RQ�ÀUH��7KHQ�WKH\�TXLFNO\�DEDQGRQHG�WKH�VKRSSLQJ�FHQWUH�
and marched up the road towards an estate. It was blood, not loot, 
they wanted.

We jumped on the motorbike again and raced ahead of  the mob 
to try and organize some neighborhood resistance to the invasion.

‘They are going to kill the Sikhs!’ I cried.
‘Serves them right!’ the Hindus replied.
We were wondering what to do next when a cry rang out. The 

rabble had come across a post box with the name, ‘Singh,’ printed 
on it, suggesting Sikhs in residence.
7KH\·G�EURNHQ�LQWR�WKHLU�KRXVH��DQG�WKH�IDPLO\�KDG�ÁHG�WR�WKH�

patio on the roof, calling for help.
We raced to the spot, pushed our way through the crowd, and 

took our stand, between the mob and the family, at the bottom of  
the stairs. We faced the horde with our hands held together in a 
gesture of  peace, pleading,�¶6KDQWL��6KDQWL�· Peace.

Peace. ¶8QNR�QD�PDUQD�· Don’t hurt them.
The mob broke down the door, busted up the furniture, and 

threatened to butcher us if  we didn’t let them through. We were 
tempted to run, but stood our ground at the bottom of  the stairs. 
They took the petrol cap off  our motorbike, threw a match in the 
SHWURO�WDQN��VHW�LW�RQ�ÀUH��DQG�WKUHDWHQHG�WR�GR�WKH�VDPH�WR�XV�LI �
we didn’t let them through. Our hearts were pounding, our palms 
were sweating and our knees were shaking, but we stayed where 
we were.

For a moment, our fate hung in the balance. If  one of  them had 
hit us, we knew that all of  them would have cut us to pieces or set 
XV�RQ�ÀUH���OLNH�DOO�WKH�RWKHU�PREV�GLG�WKDW�GD\��%XW�WKH\�KHVLWDWHG��
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and as they hesitated, I could sense the moment of  danger building 
- and then evaporating. They broke ranks, spat curses at us, turned 
their backs and walked away.

When it was safe, we called out to the family who were still 
huddled on the roof. They came down the stairs very warily, 
looking around to make sure the mob had gone. When they saw it 
was all clear, we hugged one another and then all sat down on the 
front steps and wept together with relief.

In crises such as these, the Spirit always prompts us to be who, 
deep-down, we really want to be, and to do what we deeply, truly, 
madly want to do. If  you are like me, you will probably be tempted 
to think there is nothing you can do. But, in retrospect, I think 
there is always something we can do if  we listen to the still small 
voice of  the Spirit. The little we can do may not make a lot of  
difference—but then again, it may be the difference between life 
and death!

R
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Special Section

AFTER THE KHMER ROUGE: FIVE 

LIVES OF HOPE AND COURAGE

Kristin Jack 

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

In this section we have retold (based on interviews) the 
VWRULHV� RI � ÀYH�7$6.17 staff: how they survived Pol Pot, 
how they found Jesus, and how they came to work with 

TASK.
When I think of  the most profound, long-run miracles I’ve 

VHHQ�LQ�&DPERGLD��,�WKLQN�ÀUVW�RI �WKHVH³DQG�RWKHU³&DPERGLDQ�
co-workers, who worked alongside us to establish Servant’s 
KHDOWK�DQG�FRPPXQLW\�GHYHORSPHQW�SURJUDPPHV�E\�VDFULÀFLDOO\�
ministering to the poorest and neediest among the slums and 
squatter settlements of  Phnom Penh—those dying of  AIDS 
and TB, the severely malnourished and disabled children, the 
KXQGUHGV�RI �$,'6�RUSKDQV��7KHVH�VHOÁHVV�PHQ�DQG�ZRPHQ�KHOSHG�
us train a younger generation to carry on this work by recruiting 
and empowering nearly two hundred community workers in poor 
neighborhoods to take the ministries even closer to the poorest and 
most desperate.
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Then, after ten long years, these men and women took 
full responsibility for leading and managing the health and 
development initiatives they’d begun with Servants, birthing 
TASK, a Government recognized, local Christian NGO.

Every time I watch one of  the men or women in TASK 
ministering love and healing to their own community, to their 
poorest brothers and sisters, I’m watching something supernatural. 
Every time I see a sick child cradled in someone’s compassionate 
arms and brought back from the brink of  starvation, I know I am 
witnessing a miracle.

:H� FRQWLQXDOO\� UHPHPEHU� EHIRUH� RXU� *RG� DQG� )DWKHU� \RXU� ZRUN�
SURGXFHG�E\�IDLWK��\RXU�ODERU�SURPSWHG�E\�ORYH��DQG�\RXU�HQGXUDQFH�
LQVSLUHG�E\�KRSH�LQ�RXU�/RUG�-HVXV�&KULVW«2XU�JRVSHO�FDPH�WR�\RX�
QRW�VLPSO\�ZLWK�ZRUGV��EXW�ZLWK�SRZHU��DQG�ZLWK�WKH�+RO\�6SLULW�DQG�
GHHS�FRQYLFWLRQ��<RX�NQRZ�KRZ�ZH�OLYHG�DPRQJ�\RX�IRU�\RXU�VDNH��<RX�
EHFDPH�LPLWDWRUV�RI �XV�DQG�RI �WKH�/RUG�GHVSLWH�VHYHUH�VXIIHULQJ��DQG�
\RX�ZHOFRPHG�WKH�PHVVDJH�ZLWK�WKH�MR\�JLYHQ�E\�WKH�+RO\�6SLULW��$QG�
VR�\RX�EHFDPH�D�PRGHO�WR�DOO�WKH�EHOLHYHUV�LQ�WKH�UHJLRQ�µ

(1 Thessalonians 1:2-7)

R
A Family Torn Apart, A Life Restored

Sina Suos 

6LQD�6XRV� LV�D� VRIW� VSRNHQ�PDQ�ZLWK� ODUJH��DOPRQG�EURZQ�H\HV� WKDW�
VSDUNOH� ZKHQ� KH� ODXJKV�� EXW� ÀOO� ZLWK� SURIRXQG� VDGQHVV� LQ� XQJXDUGHG�
PRPHQWV�� +LV� JHQWOH�� VHUYDQW� KHDUW³RQFH� VR� EURNHQ³KDV� EHHQ� PRYHG�
E\�WKH�QHHGV�RI �KLV�SHRSOH��DQG�KH�LV�UHVSRQGLQJ�ZLWK�SUDFWLFDO��KHDOLQJ�
FRPSDVVLRQ�

When the Khmer Rouge regime took over Cambodia, Sina Suos 
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ZDV�WZHQW\�ÀYH�\HDUV�ROG��PDUULHG��ZLWK�WKUHH�GDXJKWHUV��/LNH�VR�
many others, he was put to work toiling from early morning till late 
DW�QLJKW�LQ�3RO�3RW·V�ULFH�ÀHOGV��$IWHU�ZRUN��KH�ZDV�UHTXLUHG�WR�VLW�
through an hour of  Khmer Rouge propaganda. His wife endured 
the same routine, and his children were watched by elderly “child 
supervisors.” Sina says, “At the time, I thought I would die soon, 
because they never provided us with enough food. And I began to 
plan to run away.”

In 1979, the Khmer Rouge moved Sina and his wife and 
daughters into separate work camps. Knowing that he had nothing 
HOVH�WR�ORVH��KH�ÁHG�IRU�7KDLODQG��´,�GLGQ·W�NQRZ�ZKHUH�WR�JR��ZKDW�
path to take,” Sina remembers. “I just ran.” On his journey, Sina 
joined up with others who were trying to reach the border, and 
they were able to help one another. Tragically, before reaching the 
border safely, they all found themselves trapped in an unmarked 
PLQHÀHOG��6LQD�ZDWFKHG�KHOSOHVVO\�DV�KLV�IULHQGV�WULSSHG�PLQHV�DQG�
died in agony. Somehow, he stumbled on and made it to safety in 
neighboring Thailand.
8SRQ�UHDFKLQJ�1RQJ�&KDQ��7KDLODQG��6LQD�IRXQG�ZRUN�IRU�ÀIW\�

cents a day, portering food and goods back and forth across the Thai 
border, where he met some old friends, who generously supplied 
him with money and food. After some time, UN workers arrived 
ZLWK�UHOLHI �VXSSOLHV��SURYLGLQJ�SHRSOH�ZLWK�ÀIWHHQ�NLORJUDPV�RI �ULFH�
DQG�WKUHH�FDQV�RI �ÀVK�SHU�ZHHN�

During this time, Sina regularly wrote letters to his wife, hoping 
to be reunited if  the regime ever came to an end. But years later, 
Sina discovered that his wife had been told that he was dead, and 
in a desperate situation, she had remarried another man, thus 
permanently wrenching apart their family.

In 1979, after someone in the refugee camp shared the gospel 
with Sina and gave him a copy of  the New Testament, he decided 
to follow Christ and began to live with a new zeal and passion.

From 1980 to 1993, Sina worked with Christian mission groups 
providing practical care in the refugee camp, and it was here he 
received training in basic health management. When Glenn and 
Siobahn Miles moved to Phnom Penh in 1993 to launch Servants, 
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Sina joined them, taking on the role of  buying medical supplies 
and then organizing immunization programs amongst the Mein 
Chey slums, where hundreds of  children were in danger of  dying 
or being crippled by preventable diseases. Due to Sina’s efforts in 
walking the dusty alleys to visit families in their shacks, and his 
determination to cajole Government staff  to reach out to these 
families, immunization rates in the Mein Chey slums climbed from 
20 percent to nearly 90 percent.

More recently Sina has begun an initiative to reach the growing 
numbers of  children and teenagers using street drugs, especially 
glue and amphetamines, in the Mein Chey area. A market garden 
has been developed, and life skills and vocational training classes 
are being taught. Youth workers from local churches help run the 
programs, including drug prevention education taught to at-risk 
families and to the wider community.

R
That’s Where They Executed My Husband

Sophat Nourn 

(Project Manager, Church and Community Development)

6RSKDW�1RXUQ�LV�VRPHWKLQJ�RI �D�UDULW\�IRU�DQ�ROGHU�&DPERGLDQ��VKH�
ZDV�ERUQ�LQWR�D�&KULVWLDQ�KRPH�DQG�FRPPLWWHG�KHU�OLIH�WR�VHUYLQJ�&KULVW�
DV� D� \RXQJ� WHHQDJHU� LQ� ������7KH� YDVW�PDMRULW\� RI �&KULVWLDQV� QRZ� LQ�
&DPERGLD�KDYH�EHHQ�FRQYHUWHG�VLQFH�IUHHGRP�RI �UHOLJLRQ�EHFDPH�SRVVLEOH�
LQ�������3UREDEO\����SHUFHQW�RI � WKRVH�ZKR�ZHUH�&KULVWLDQV�SULRU� WR�3RO�
3RW�ZHUH�NLOOHG�XQGHU�KLV�PXUGHURXV�UHJLPH��ZKLFK�WULHG�WR�H[WLQJXLVK�DOO�
WUDFHV�RI �UHOLJLRQ�

Sophat Nourn was born into a stable and loving family in 1951. 
After training as a midwife, she married a good Christian man, and 
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Sophat Nourn was born into a stable and loving family in 1951. 
After training as a midwife, she married a good Christian man, and 
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together they had three children.
They looked forward to a long and contented life together.
%XW�ZKHQ�6RSKDW�ZDV�WZHQW\�ÀYH��3RO�3RW·V�IDQDWLFDO�PRYHPHQW�

took over Cambodia, and the regime separated her from her 
husband and children.18 She was permitted to see her three young 
FKLOGUHQ�RQFH�D�ZHHN��EXW�ÀYH�PRQWKV� LQWR� WKH� UHJLPH��KHU�ÀYH�
year-old girl died of  an untreated illness. But she was only allowed 
to meet with her young husband once a month, up until the time 
of  his execution for some trumped up misdemeanor. Several years 
later, while we in Servants and TASK were all enjoying a staff  
picnic just outside Phnom Penh, Sophat sadly pointed across the 
gentle river where children were now swimming and playing and 
whispered to us, “Over there on that bank—that’s where they 
executed my husband.”
,Q�WKH�LQWHQVH�KHDW��6RSKDW�ZRUNHG�LQ�WKH�ULFH�ÀHOGV�HYHU\�GD\�

from 5.00am in the morning till 6.00pm at night. After a short 
break for rice soup and indoctrination, she would be sent back 
WR� WKH�ÀHOGV�ZLWK� WKH�RWKHUV� LQ�KHU�FDPS�XQWLO�������SP��$ERXW�
midnight, when she thought her guards were asleep, she would risk 
KHU�OLIH�DQG�VOLS�EDFN�RXW�LQWR�WKH�ÀHOGV��JOHDQLQJ�DQG�VFDYHQJLQJ�
IRU�DQ\�IRRG�VKH�FRXOG�ÀQG�WR�EULQJ�EDFN�WR�KHU�WZR�FKLOGUHQ��,W�
ZRXOG�XVXDOO\�EH������DP�EHIRUH�VKH�FRXOG�ÀQDOO\�OD\�GRZQ�WR�VOHHS��
allowing her only a few short hours rest before the guards would 
order everyone back to work at 4.00 or 5.00 am. But Sophat never 
forgot to pray to God, knowing that it was only his grace that 
could keep her alive.

On January 7, 1979, Vietnamese forces invaded Cambodia and 
brought the Khmer Rouge regime to an end. Four days later, 
weeping tears of  joy, Sophat was reunited with her two surviving 
children. Together, they moved back to Phnom Penh near the area 
known as Toul Tom Pong.

Soon, Sophat and three friends took over an old, abandoned 
hospital building, where they provided care for those who had been 
brutalized and starved by the regime. Eventually the Government 
provided staff  and medical supplies, and the old building became 
RQH�RI �WKH�IHZ�IXOO�ÁHGJHG�KRVSLWDOV�LQ�WKH�FLW\�

After working at the hospital for four and a half  years, Sophat 
moved to the Thai border, hoping to emigrate to the United States. 
Soon, she realized that God was really calling her to minister in 
Cambodia, rather than emigrate, and so she continued to live on at 
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the Thai border camps, working as a nurse and serving as an elder 
in a church established there.

Finally, in 1992, she was repatriated back to Cambodia and 
worked with the UN to get the national elections underway. 
Through her pastor, she connected with Servants’ disabled 
children’s program (The Little Conquerors or TLC),19 where she 
began working as a nurse in 1996 and soon progressed to program 
coordinator.

In a karma-based culture like Cambodia’s, disability is often 
viewed with shame. When the TLC program started in 1994, these 
children were often isolated and hidden away from public gaze. As 
well as providing medicine and physical therapy, TLC provides a 
venue where families can talk openly about disability to encourage 
and support each other. With Sophat’s guidance, many of  these 
families have since come to know the God who loves them, and 
so no longer view their disabled children as burdens, but rather 
as precious gifts. Sophat loves to be a part of  the physical and 
spiritual healing of  the children she works with, sharing Christ’s 
love for them as she cares for their bodies and their hearts.
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The Long Journey From Buddhist Monk 

To Rice Farmer, From Captive To Healer

Or Ee 

(Community Health Project Manager)

:LWK�KLV�QHDW��VLOYHU�JUH\�KDLU�DQG�FRQÀGHQW�VPLOH��0U��2U�(H�ORRNV�
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ZRUNHU�� FDUSHQWHU�� .KPHU� 5RXJH� FDSWLYH�� KRVSLWDO� DGPLQLVWUDWRU�� 5HG�



102 103

together they had three children.
They looked forward to a long and contented life together.
%XW�ZKHQ�6RSKDW�ZDV�WZHQW\�ÀYH��3RO�3RW·V�IDQDWLFDO�PRYHPHQW�

took over Cambodia, and the regime separated her from her 
husband and children.18 She was permitted to see her three young 
FKLOGUHQ�RQFH�D�ZHHN��EXW�ÀYH�PRQWKV� LQWR� WKH� UHJLPH��KHU�ÀYH�
year-old girl died of  an untreated illness. But she was only allowed 
to meet with her young husband once a month, up until the time 
of  his execution for some trumped up misdemeanor. Several years 
later, while we in Servants and TASK were all enjoying a staff  
picnic just outside Phnom Penh, Sophat sadly pointed across the 
gentle river where children were now swimming and playing and 
whispered to us, “Over there on that bank—that’s where they 
executed my husband.”
,Q�WKH�LQWHQVH�KHDW��6RSKDW�ZRUNHG�LQ�WKH�ULFH�ÀHOGV�HYHU\�GD\�

from 5.00am in the morning till 6.00pm at night. After a short 
break for rice soup and indoctrination, she would be sent back 
WR� WKH�ÀHOGV�ZLWK� WKH�RWKHUV� LQ�KHU�FDPS�XQWLO�������SP��$ERXW�
midnight, when she thought her guards were asleep, she would risk 
KHU�OLIH�DQG�VOLS�EDFN�RXW�LQWR�WKH�ÀHOGV��JOHDQLQJ�DQG�VFDYHQJLQJ�
IRU�DQ\�IRRG�VKH�FRXOG�ÀQG�WR�EULQJ�EDFN�WR�KHU�WZR�FKLOGUHQ��,W�
ZRXOG�XVXDOO\�EH������DP�EHIRUH�VKH�FRXOG�ÀQDOO\�OD\�GRZQ�WR�VOHHS��
allowing her only a few short hours rest before the guards would 
order everyone back to work at 4.00 or 5.00 am. But Sophat never 
forgot to pray to God, knowing that it was only his grace that 
could keep her alive.

On January 7, 1979, Vietnamese forces invaded Cambodia and 
brought the Khmer Rouge regime to an end. Four days later, 
weeping tears of  joy, Sophat was reunited with her two surviving 
children. Together, they moved back to Phnom Penh near the area 
known as Toul Tom Pong.

Soon, Sophat and three friends took over an old, abandoned 
hospital building, where they provided care for those who had been 
brutalized and starved by the regime. Eventually the Government 
provided staff  and medical supplies, and the old building became 
RQH�RI �WKH�IHZ�IXOO�ÁHGJHG�KRVSLWDOV�LQ�WKH�FLW\�

After working at the hospital for four and a half  years, Sophat 
moved to the Thai border, hoping to emigrate to the United States. 
Soon, she realized that God was really calling her to minister in 
Cambodia, rather than emigrate, and so she continued to live on at 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING WHOLISM

the Thai border camps, working as a nurse and serving as an elder 
in a church established there.

Finally, in 1992, she was repatriated back to Cambodia and 
worked with the UN to get the national elections underway. 
Through her pastor, she connected with Servants’ disabled 
children’s program (The Little Conquerors or TLC),19 where she 
began working as a nurse in 1996 and soon progressed to program 
coordinator.

In a karma-based culture like Cambodia’s, disability is often 
viewed with shame. When the TLC program started in 1994, these 
children were often isolated and hidden away from public gaze. As 
well as providing medicine and physical therapy, TLC provides a 
venue where families can talk openly about disability to encourage 
and support each other. With Sophat’s guidance, many of  these 
families have since come to know the God who loves them, and 
so no longer view their disabled children as burdens, but rather 
as precious gifts. Sophat loves to be a part of  the physical and 
spiritual healing of  the children she works with, sharing Christ’s 
love for them as she cares for their bodies and their hearts.

R
The Long Journey From Buddhist Monk 

To Rice Farmer, From Captive To Healer

Or Ee 

(Community Health Project Manager)

:LWK�KLV�QHDW��VLOYHU�JUH\�KDLU�DQG�FRQÀGHQW�VPLOH��0U��2U�(H�ORRNV�
OLNH�D�QDWXUDO�OHDGHU��3UHVHQWO\��PXFK�RI �KLV�WLPH�DV�D�0HGLFDO�$VVLVWDQW�
LV�VSHQW�FRXQVHOLQJ�DQG�FRPIRUWLQJ�WKRVH�ZLWK�+,9�$,'6�DQG�RUJDQL]LQJ�
WKHLU�RQ�JRLQJ�FDUH��%XW�RYHU�WKH�FRXUVH�RI �KLV�OLIH��2U�(H�KDV�EHHQ�PDQ\�
WKLQJV��%XGGKLVW�PRQN��VFKRRO�WHDFKHU��VXVSHFW�LQWHOOHFWXDO��SRUWHU��TXDUU\�
ZRUNHU�� FDUSHQWHU�� .KPHU� 5RXJH� FDSWLYH�� KRVSLWDO� DGPLQLVWUDWRU�� 5HG�



104 105

&URVV�DGPLQLVWUDWRU��81�ZRUNHU³DQG�QRZ��GLVFLSOH�RI �&KULVW�

Or Ee was born in the rural province of  Takeo in 1950. His 
parents, like most Cambodians, were rice farmers, who balanced 
hard labor with rich community and friendship. After an arduous 
season of  planting and harvesting, there was always the off-season, 
ZKLFK�ZDV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�FHUHPRQLHV��FHOHEUDWLRQV�DQG�YLVLWV�WR�IDPLO\�
and friends.

At twenty, Or Ee left home to study to become a Buddhist monk 
- a common progression for young Cambodian men in those days. 
When political and military tension started to build in 1970, he 
moved to another pagoda near his family’s home so he could help 
his parents on their rice farm.

In 1975, when the Khmer Rouge overran the country, Or Ee 
quickly left his position as a monk and attempted to live in such 
a way that his education and Buddhist background would not be 
discovered.20�+H�WRRN�D� MRE�WKDW�UHTXLUHG�KLP�WR�WUDQVSRUW�ÀIW\�
kilogram bags of  rice on his back for forty meters, a cycle which 
KH�UHSHDWHG�ÀIW\�WLPHV�D�GD\��+H�VSHDNV�RI �WKLV�DV�EHLQJ�´WKH�JRRG�
life,” when he was given plenty of  rice to eat and worked for only 
eight hours a day. After six months, he was sent back to Takeo 
province with a work gang to help dig a dam and was able to 
resume helping his parents on their rice farm.

In 1976, his parents moved closer to the Vietnamese border, and 
Or Ee was sent to the Sihanoukville area to work in a warehouse. 
A year later, after digging into Or Ee’s background and discovering 
that he had been an educated monk, the Khmer Rouge labeled him 
‘an intellectual’ and accused him and his family of  being enemies 
of  the ‘people’s revolution.’ Suspicious of  his every move, the 
regime assigned him to Group 19, one of  the harshest work sites 
in the province. For two long years, he worked eleven hours a day 
- drilling and breaking up rocks for building projects,21  planting 
fruit and vegetables - then attended mandatory Khmer Rouge 
indoctrination sessions, and then performed guard duty through 
the night. By working hard, staying silent, and assenting to the 
Khmer Rouge propaganda, he survived - though just barely, as 
his meals were limited to a plate of  bor-bor (thin rice soup) twice 
each day.

While the Vietnamese invasion in 1979 liberated Cambodia 
from the Khmer Rouge, the night sky was continually lit up 
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E\� H[SORGLQJ� DUWLOOHU\� VKHOOV��2U�(H� ÁHG� WRZDUGV�7KDLODQG�� ÀUVW�
buying space on a boat heading towards the border, then trekking 
on foot through the forest with minimal food supplies. On the 
month-long journey, he encountered many other Cambodians who 
had been severely injured by land mines. Everyone shared what 
little they had to help one another, and at last, he staggered into 
Site 8, a Khmer Rouge controlled border camp, where UN workers 
fed him and cared for him. Because he was competent in French 
and English, owned a medical dictionary and had learned some 
medical skills in the pagoda22, he soon became a vital part of  the 
border camp community, working for the International Red Cross 
from 1981-1993, re-training as Medical Assistant, and eventually 
serving as hospital administrator.

When the United Nations began repatriating Cambodian 
refugees from the border camps back into Cambodia in the early 
1990s, Or Ee got a job with the United Nations (UNTAC), helping 
UXQ� &DPERGLD·V� ÀUVW� GHPRFUDWLF� HOHFWLRQV�� ,Q� ������ 2U� (H� PHW�
Glenn Miles, and eventually took on a role for Servants, liaising 
with the local Government hospital.

Although Or Ee had heard the message of  Christ’s love in the 
refugee camp, where Christians were very actively helping the 
refugee community, he was most deeply impacted by seeing his 
Servants co-workers’ faith being lived out daily in service to the 
poor and the sick. After about a year with Servants, he committed 
himself  to following Jesus and was baptized in a local river by his 
friend, Kristin.

In addition to being a senior leader, Or Ee is involved with 
treating those with TB and AIDS, and in heading up TASK’s 
Community Health response for the very poor.23 Though he 
works with some of  the most desperate and broken people in his 
community, he loves this role because it enables him “to help those 
ZKR�VXIIHU��DQG�WR�KHOS�WKHP�ÀQG�KRSH��MXVW�DV�,�KDYH�IRXQG�KRSH�µ
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From Moto-Taxi Driver To Gifted Leader

Pauv Prom 

(TASK Director)

:KHQ�\RX�ÀUVW�PHHW�3DXY�� WKH�GLUHFWRU�RI �7$6.��\RX�PLJKW�ZRQGHU�
KRZ�VRPHRQH�ZKR�ORRNV�VR�\RXQJ�JDLQHG�WKH�ZLVGRP�DQG�YLVLRQ�QHFHVVDU\�
IRU�VXFK�UHVSRQVLELOLW\��$QG�\RX�DUH�ULJKW�WR�ZRQGHU��IRU�WKH�VWRU\�RI �3DXY·V�
SURJUHVVLRQ�LQWR�WKH�UROH�KDV�EHHQ�RQH�RI �*RG·V�JUDFH�DOO�WKH�ZD\�

Pauv was three years old when Pol Pot took control of  
Cambodia. His parents were simple rice farmers, and because their 
ÀUVW�ERUQ�KDG�GLHG�LQ�FKLOGKRRG��3DXY�WRRN�RQ�WKH�UHVSRQVLELOLWLHV�
of  the oldest child in the family.

During the Pol Pot regime, Pauv’s family fared better than 
many Cambodians, probably because of  their simple rural identity. 
His father was appointed as the cook for his village24, and Pauv 
often spent time sitting at his father’s feet as he cooked meals. 
He even had the privilege of  tasting chicken meat occasionally, 
which was an unheard of  luxury for those living under the regime. 
1HYHUWKHOHVV�� ÀYH� RI � 3DXY·V� VLEOLQJV� GLHG� RI � XQWUHDWHG� LOOQHVVHV�
during this time. 

Pauv was eight when the Khmer Rouge were driven from power. 
He began attending school in a ‘building’ constructed from packed 
dirt, which crumbled away with each rainfall, and continually 
reeked of  dampness and mildew. Without furniture or supplies, the 
students sat on the ground, using palm leaves for chairs and their 
knees as desks.

After completing high school in 1992, Pauv moved to Phnom 
Penh, where he found work as a moto-taxi driver.25 Having picked 
up some English, Pauv began to specialize in ferrying foreigners, 
often waiting on Sundays outside the International Church, 
since there were always plenty of  customers. Soon, he met Jenny 
Searles, an Australian woman who was the administrator of  
Servants in Cambodia at that time. Impressed with his sharp, 
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honest personality, she took him on as her personal moto-taxi 
driver. As Pauv continued to prove himself, Jenny began to teach 
him the basics of  her administrative work. In 1994, he moved from 
personal moto-driver to full-time Servants Co-Administrator26, 
where he mastered an array of  computer and bookkeeping skills, 
DQG�VKRZHG�UHDO�ÁDLU�LQ�WKH�ZD\�KH�UHODWHG�WR�RWKHU�VWDII�

As Jenny worked with Pauv or traveled on the back of  his 
moto, she shared the gospel with him. Having observed that there 
were many people who called themselves Christians, but who did 
not appear to live out the words of  Jesus, he had many doubts 
and questions. But he began to read the Bible, and he came to 
recognize - and believe in - Jesus as the source of  hope and justice.

Only a few years ago, Pauv was a poor country boy possessing 
little more than a big smile, running a motor-scooter and ferrying 
foreigners to and from their strange religious services. Now, drawn 
by his love for the poor and suffering, Pauv has helped construct 
wells for the poor communities in his home province, and he took 
great joy in helping to rebuild the school he attended as a child. 
7KHVH� GD\V��ZLWK� WKLUW\�ÀYH�.KPHU� VWDII � XQGHU� KLV� GLUHFWLRQ� DW�
TASK, he continues to demonstrate an outstanding ability to ‘lead 
through serving’ - a trait that for too long has been tragically absent 
in Cambodia. By providing a role model of  humble, compassionate 
and determined leadership, Pauv is leading the vanguard of  young 
Khmer leaders emerging to help rebuild their nation.
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Pain Turned To Love

Kimchhoeun Chhim

(Children’s Worker and Counselor)

.LPFKKRHXQ�ZRUNV�ZLWK�+$/2��7$6.·V�SURJUDP�IRU� FKLOGUHQ�ZKR�
KDYH�EHHQ�RUSKDQHG�E\�$,'6��%\�SODFLQJ�WKHVH�FKLOGUHQ�LQ�KRPHV�ZLWK�
WKHLU� H[WHQGHG� IDPLOLHV�� WKH\� DUH� NHSW� RXW� RI � RUSKDQDJHV� DQG� RII � WKH�
VWUHHWV��.LPFKKRHXQ�LV�D�JLIWHG�\RXWK�FRXQVHORU��DQG�OHDGV�D�WHDP�RI �ROGHU�
teenagers from HALO in an income generating craft venture known as 
¶6OXPOLJKW�·��

Born in 1979, Kimchhoeun Chmim was the oldest of  six 
children. At the time of  her birth, her mother was a housewife, 
and her father was a policeman who later branched out into a 
private business.

Kimchhoeun’s education progressed smoothly from grades 1-8 
because her family’s earnings were stable enough to support her 
schooling. But the failure of  her father’s business when she was in 
grade 9 cut her high school education short. Her father had been 
a transporter of  clothing from Cambodia to Vietnam, but one wet 
season the fabric was ruined when one of  the trucks slid off  the 
road into a muddy river.

Her father sold their trucks and some of  the family jewellery in 
an attempt to pay back loans, but the family had plummeted too 
deeply into poverty by this time.

So both Kimchhoeun’s parents left home in an attempt to dig 
for precious stones in the North West of  the country, leaving 
.LPFKKRHXQ�DQG�KHU�VLEOLQJV�WR�IHQG�IRU�WKHPVHOYHV��$V�D�ÀIWHHQ�
year-old, Kimchhoeun found herself  in charge of  the family.

Unfortunately, this business venture also failed, with her parents 
robbed several times while prospecting, and so they soon returned 
home, poorer than ever.

Back home, her father fell into a deep sense of  shame over the 
poverty he and the family had fallen into. He began to avoid his 
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family and his community as much as possible. Now he rarely 
came to the house, and became an absent father to his children. In 
the meantime, her mother scraped money together by making and 
selling rice meals. But this earned very little, leaving Kimchhoeun 
and her siblings constantly short of  the money they needed for 
food and education.

But Kimchhoeun persevered in her studies, as she was 
GHWHUPLQHG�WR�ÀQLVK�FROOHJH�DQG�WKHQ�SXUVXH�KHU�GUHDP�RI �JRLQJ�
to medical school. She woke up at three o’clock in the morning to 
help her mother sell, then studied for the rest of  the day.

Life was hard, a constant struggle with never enough time or 
money. Then, in the middle of  grade 11, Kimchhoeun discovered 
that her father had taken on a second wife. Pain and a sense of  
betrayal overwhelmed her. Too despairing to think about her own 
future anymore, she quit her studies and dropped out of  high 
school, now convinced that her younger brothers and sisters would 
have no education unless she found a job and saved money for 
them.

Kimchhoeun, now eighteen, found a job at a Korean-owned 
burger place. Her boss at the restaurant was a Christian, as was 
one of  her neighbors. Both of  them discussed their faith openly. 
Because Kimchhoeun had heard that Christians stood against 
Buddhism and ridiculed Buddha as an “idol,” she hated Christians 
and would not allow the name of  Jesus to be spoken in her presence.

Her father then began visiting the house again because he was 
having problems with his second wife. Angry at the way her and 
her siblings had been treated, Kimchhoeun felt herself  burning 
with hatred toward her parents, especially her father; the affection 
and devotion of  her childhood was gone. She could not stand being 
in the presence of  her father; the very sight of  him repulsed her. 
He often came home to visit on Sundays, and she was so desperate 
to get away from him that she agreed to go to church with her aunt 
one Sunday.

The sermon that day was about the fruit of  the Spirit—about 
joy, love and forgiveness — and it was like a mirror being held 
up, enabling Kimchhoeun to see how much hate was within her. 
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¶6OXPOLJKW�·��
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Thirsting for more, and feeling drawn to the friendliness and love 
of  the church congregation, she decided to come back the next 
Sunday.

Kimchhoeun’s heart began to be softened and transformed as 
she reached out for this Jesus. Even though no one had taught her 
or shown her how, she began to pray, crying out with all her heart.

Her father soon found out about her new faith. He was furious 
and confronted her, saying that she must “choose between her 
father and this Jesus.” He commanded her to stop attending 
church. Her heart had been changed, and Kimchhoeun no longer 
felt her previous hatred towards her father, but nor could she deny 
Christ. She continued going to church. Her pastor, meanwhile, 
had sold her a new Bible for $1 (its original price being $5). She 
put this Bible, along with some Christian booklets she owned, on 
her bedside table. One day, her father stormed into her room and 
demanded an answer to his question, “your father or Jesus?” Still 
unwilling to renounce her Savior, Kimchhoeun responded, “Yes 
you are my father, but Jesus is Christ!” Enraged, her father hurled 
her Bible and booklets across the room, struck her, and forced 
her out of  the house screaming at her that she was no longer his 
daughter.

Kimchhoeun gathered her belongings and took a moto-taxi to 
her church, the only place she could think to go for food or shelter. 
At the church, though, the members insisted that she should go 
back home and try and repair the relationship with her father in 
spite of  his intense anger.

So Kimchhoeun returned home and begged her father to take 
her back in. He did allow her shelter, and for the months that 
followed she doused him with as much daughterly care, attention 
and love as was possible for her. She carried his briefcase for him 
when he came home; she offered him water; she massaged him 
when he was fatigued.

She prayed and prayed — along with her church — that he 
ZRXOG�DFFHSW�KHU�IDLWK��$QG�ÀQDOO\��DIWHU�D�IHZ�PRQWKV��KHU�IDWKHU�
JDYH� KHU� KLV� RIÀFLDO� SHUPLVVLRQ� WR� DWWHQG� FKXUFK�� 6KH� DQG� WKH�
church rejoiced at the way God had granted her request.
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Soon, her pastor noticed that she had a talent for studying and 
understanding the Bible, and encouraged her to go to Bible school. 
She took the required examinations and got very high marks, 
but the school would not allow her to enrol until she received the 
consent of  her parents.

Her father refused to let her study there. Once again there was 
the process of  fervent praying. This lasted for two weeks, until 
ÀQDOO\�KHU�IDWKHU�KDQG�ZURWH�DQ�DJUHHPHQW�WKDW�KH�ZRXOG�JLYH�KHU�
his support. Once more God had dramatically turned his heart 
around.

From the years 2000-2003, Kimchhoeun attended Phnom Penh 
Bible School and gained a diploma in Christian ministries and in 
Christian education.

Shortly after graduation, a friend showed her a job announcement 
for a young Christian woman to work with TASK in its HALO 
project for AIDS orphans, and urged her to apply. The opportunity 
seemed perfect, as she had long had a passion to work with young 
people like this. Kimchhoeun soon began work with HALO, and 
loves the way it enables her to get so close to the children and 
understand what they are going through. Having experienced pain 
and trauma in her own life, she knows she has something to offer 
them.

Several years later, when Kimchhoeun fell in love with Kimsrun, 
who was also a Christian, they asked their parent’s permission to 
wed. Even though the parents hadn’t arranged this match (as is the 
norm in Cambodia), they were happy to let the marriage go ahead, 
so long as it was celebrated with a traditional Buddhist ceremony. 
But Kimchhoeun and Kimsrun were determined to have a Christian 
ceremony. Both sets of  parents refused. Kimchhoeun and Kimsrun 
said, “Then we will wait, because we don’t want to get married 
until we can have a ceremony that really honors Jesus.”

As the months stretched out longer and longer, and it became 
clear that this stalemate could go on forever, both sets of  parents 
relented, and allowed Kimchhoeun and Kimsrun to arrange their 
own ceremony.
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After the vows, both Kimchhoeun and Kimsrun knelt down and 
washed their parent’s feet, a traditional Khmer wedding ritual 
that demonstrates the children’s deep respect for their parents.

As Kimchhoeun gently stroked the lotus-strewn water across 
her father’s feet, his face crumpled, and he asked for the M.C’s 
microphone.

Struggling to get his words out through his tears, he told the 
congregation how proud he was of  his daughter and the person she 
had become, and he thanked those present for the way they had 
supported her and helped shape her life. Kimchhoeun, listening at 
his feet, had to keep wiping away her own tears, as did every other 
guest present that day.

R
Gifts From The Slum

Sarah Aulie 

(Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

6DUDK� $XOLH�� D� \RXQJ� SKRWRJUDSKHU� IURP� :KHDWRQ� &ROOHJH�� YLVLWHG�
6HUYDQWV�LQ�&DPERGLD�IRU�RQH� OLIH�FKDQJLQJ�PRQWK�DW� WKH�HQG�RI �������
+HUH� VKH� VNHWFKHV� D� SLFWXUH� RI � WKH� KRSH� VKH� GLVFRYHUHG� LQ� WKH� PRVW�
XQH[SHFWHG�SODFH³WKH�IDFHV�RI �SHRSOH�G\LQJ�RI �$,'6�

I.
Sarim, a Cambodian nurse around my age who works for 

Servants visiting AIDS patients in their homes, arrives with a 
suitcase full of  medicine. Another Khmer woman arrives with her 
Bible.

The patient cannot breathe and I am sure she is going to die.
Sarim gives her a medication that helps her lungs expand, and 
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her breathing becomes less labored, more natural. The Khmer 
woman opens her Bible and begins reading. The three of  us lay 
hands on the dying woman and pray for her. I see Jesus erase the 
fear from the woman’s face and soften the lines around her mouth.

II.
7KH�URRP�ZDLWV�IRU�KHU�WR�GLH��7KH�ÁRRU�LV�VZHSW��)ORZHUV�VWDQG�

in the corner, heads bent. Three women sit with their back against 
the wall. A framed picture of  the dying woman when she still had 
ÁHVK�RQ�KHU�IDFH�KDQJV�DERYH�XV�

A monk wrapped in orange robes, brilliant against dark skin, 
waits outside the door to prepare the last ceremony over the body.

I crouch low and touch the bone of  the dying woman’s arm. 
She stares in my direction, this corpse, but she is blind. She lost 
her eyesight just a few days ago, Sarim tells me. She speaks to the 
woman-skeleton in Khmer, explaining who is touching her arm.
7KH�ZRPDQ·V�ÀQJHUV�VWUXJJOH�WR�ÀQG�WKH�HGJH�RI �WKH�EODQNHW�DQG�

push it back. Then, summoning all her strength, she presses her 
hands together in the Khmer formal greeting, a silent expression 
written into Cambodian culture of  humbling yourself  before 
another person. This gesture of  humanity turns the skeleton into 
a woman.
$́NRRQ�µ�I cry out. “Thank you.” With all the dignity she could 

muster, this dying woman has humbled herself  before us and, with 
close-pressed hands, given us her last gift.

III.
Sok, an AIDS home care nurse for Servants, winds her way past 

brothels, down narrow garbage strewn lanes to Mi Sa’s house.
The room is lit by fractured rays of  light coming in through the 

ÁRRUERDUGV��0L�6D�� D� WHQ�\HDU�ROG�ER\�� FURXFKHV� RYHU� D� FDPSLQJ�
stove. The growing batch of  rice in his pot begins to push its way 
XS� IURP� XQGHU� WKH� OLG� DQG� WKH� URRP� LV� ÀOOHG� ZLWK� WKH� VFHQW� RI �
cooked rice. In the corner, on a wood bed, lies his father, a heap of  
bones draped in skin. The father groans and pulls himself  to his 
side, revealing a red sore that spreads down his back.
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Sok slips off  her shoes and climbs onto the wooden bed. She 
touches the man’s face and skull, dips a cloth into cold water and 
begins to bathe him, washing his sore.

I hang back in the shadows, afraid of  his bones, afraid of  his 
sore, watching Mi Sa.
:KHQ�WKH�ULFH�LV�ÀQLVKHG��KH�SRNHV�DW�WKH�SUHJQDQW�SRW�DQG�HDWV�

at the white fringe that sticks to his spoon. His sister starts to cry. 
He balances her on his hip and brings her into the front room. 
There, by the light from the doorway, he rocks his baby sister, 
feeding her white formula from a bottle.

Another man with Servants opens his Khmer Bible and begins 
to read in a gentle voice. The man’s face, riddled with lines, seemed 
to soften.

My attention is still absorbed by Mi Sa, whose mother has 
OHIW�WR�ÀQG�ZRUN� LQ�D� IDFWRU\��+H� LV�VR�JRRG�ZLWK�KLV� OLWWOH�VLVWHU��
So responsible. Is it strange for him to see his father reduced to 
something so ugly? I wonder, or is it just as much a part of  his life 
as cooking rice on the camping stove?

“Sok, what will happen to Mi Sa?” I ask as we leave.
They have not been forgotten.
“All of  the orphans from the AIDS home care patients are the 

children of  Project HALO.”28

IV.
The past week I’ve been feeling uncommonly exhausted, maybe 

because of  the heat.
I thought I would hate visiting AIDS patients. I mean, really, 

how depressing is it to visit people who are going to die and you can 
do nothing about it? I have no medical training. I’m clueless about 
Khmer culture. I’m just one silly girl who thought she’d pop over 
to Cambodia for a good ol’ “cultural experience” (good grief!). All 
the doctors and nurses and relief  workers here are working against 
time. I watch them hand out packets of  medicine or bowls of  soup, 
but all of  that is just tiding them over, buying more time. The 
foreign aid pouring into this country will eventually be exhausted; 
the missionary doctors will go back home. Then what?
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That’s the way I’ve been thinking the past few days: “What’s 
the point? They’re going to die anyways.” Every single patient we 
visited this morning and every patient we will visit this afternoon 
is going to die29.

But this morning, as I watched the fear vanish from that dying 
woman’s face and Mi Sa’s father’s face soften after prayer, hope 
was restored. I had been feeling like God was far away, that he 
might have forgotten all about this place. But this morning I 
realized that he’s been here all along.

R
Escaping The Brothel

Rita Schreier-Reist30

(Phnom Penh)

Rita Schreier-Riest began working with Servants in Phnom Penh in 
������XVLQJ�KHU�QXUVLQJ�VNLOOV� WR�UXQ�D�EURWKHO�FOLQLF� WKDW�6HUYDQWV�KDG�
EHHQ�DVNHG�WR�VWDUW�E\�ORFDO�KRVSLWDO�VWDII����$IWHU�VHYHUDO�\HDUV�RI �PLQLVWU\��
VKH�UHWXUQHG�WR�6ZLW]HUODQG��ZKHUH�VKH�LV�LQYROYHG�ZLWK�WKH�6HUYDQWV�WHDP�
LQ�6ZLW]HUODQG�ZLWK�KHU�KXVEDQG��0DUFXV��7KH\�ZLOO�EH�UHWXUQLQJ�WR�$VLD�
LQ�WKH�QHDU�IXWXUH�WR�UHVXPH�PLQLVWU\�DPRQJVW�WKH�SRRU�

Srey Neang32

Working in the brothel clinic33 each week, I met many young 
women, but Srey Neang was very beautiful and unusually 
determined. Within a few weeks of  working in these brothels, life 
disappeared from the eyes of  most girls, and an air of  heavy defeat 
hung over them. But Srey Neang was different.
:KHQ�,�ÀUVW�PHW�KHU��VKH�KDG�RQO\�EHHQ�LQ�WKH�EURWKHO�WKUHH�RU�

four weeks, and she had been forced there against her will. Many 
girls were lured from their rural homes by middle-men or women - 
often their own relatives - with promises of  a high paying job in a 
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:KHQ�WKH�ULFH�LV�ÀQLVKHG��KH�SRNHV�DW�WKH�SUHJQDQW�SRW�DQG�HDWV�
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OHIW�WR�ÀQG�ZRUN� LQ�D� IDFWRU\��+H� LV�VR�JRRG�ZLWK�KLV� OLWWOH�VLVWHU��
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That’s the way I’ve been thinking the past few days: “What’s 
the point? They’re going to die anyways.” Every single patient we 
visited this morning and every patient we will visit this afternoon 
is going to die29.

But this morning, as I watched the fear vanish from that dying 
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was restored. I had been feeling like God was far away, that he 
might have forgotten all about this place. But this morning I 
realized that he’s been here all along.
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hung over them. But Srey Neang was different.
:KHQ�,�ÀUVW�PHW�KHU��VKH�KDG�RQO\�EHHQ�LQ�WKH�EURWKHO�WKUHH�RU�
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often their own relatives - with promises of  a high paying job in a 
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restaurant or some other branch of  the hospitality industry.
Once away from friends and neighbors and brought into the 

city, where they knew no one, the girls would be sold into a brothel, 
where they were often told that they had been ‘bought’ by the 
brothel owner for a large sum of  money, and that they could not 
leave until the debt was worked off  by servicing customers. The 
girls would be locked up, and if  they refused to comply, they would 
be starved, beaten or drugged.

“I want to get out,” she whispered to me during our weekly 
clinic. “Can you help me get out?” Often we talked with girls 
about escaping, but the threat of  punishment and their own sense 
of  inertia meant few were willing to risk it. But although she was 
only seventeen, there was a steely determination in Srey Neang’s 
eyes and voice. I rapidly tried to weigh up the risks. If  she was 
caught trying to escape, she would be punished and perhaps moved 
to another brothel. But if  she stayed, she faced the slow death of  
KHU�VSLULW��KHU�KHDUW��DQG�ÀQDOO\�KHU�ERG\��,I �,�ZDV�FDXJKW�KHOSLQJ�
her, the brothel owners might force our clinic to close, though this 
was unlikely since we had been given grudging permission from 
ORFDO�*RYHUQPHQW�RIÀFLDOV�34. But if  I didn’t help her, I would have 
to live with the knowledge that I had refused her plea for help. 
So I quickly tried to think of  a plan that would enable me to get 
her outside the brothel without arousing suspicion. “I will ask for 
you to come to our Women’s Health Clinic in Deum Sleng village 
at lunch today, and from there I can get you to a safe house,” I 
whispered back.

I approached the brothel owner with our story, trying to sound 
as casual and routine as I could. “I need to take Srey Neang to 
our village clinic for some more treatment. She has some serious 
‘women’s health problems,’35 and I don’t have the right medicines 
with me. If  she meets me there, I will have the right medicines and 
can treat her properly.” The brothel owner was relatively young, 
but the ravages of  pain and hardness were eating away at what 
once had been features of  deep beauty.

As a sex worker herself, she knew all the tricks, all the angles, and 
D�ORRN�RI �GHHS�F\QLFLVP�ÀOOHG�KHU�QDUURZLQJ�H\HV��6KH�H[SODLQHG�WR�
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me how much she’d paid for Srey Neang, reminding me what a 
valuable asset she was. “All the more reason you should look after 
her health,” I reminded her.

As soon as the clinic in the brothel was over, I made my way to 
our Women’s Health Clinic, which was based in decaying rooms 
we borrowed from the local authorities. In reality, it was an empty 
room, and the only medicines were those I carried with me in my 
bag or went and bought from nearby pharmacies. As I bumped 
along the pot-holed streets of  Phnom Penh on the back of  a moto-
dup (motor scooter taxi), something felt strange. Anxiously, I 
craned my neck to scan the road behind me. My heart lifted as 
,�PDGH�RXW�WKH�ÀJXUH�RI �6UH\�1HDQJ�RQ�WKH�EDFN�RI �D�PRWRU�GXS�
maybe 20 meters behind me. She had made it out of  the brothel! 
But my euphoria turned to horror as further back I could see the 
brothel owner, trailing Srey Neang.

Over the next thirty minutes a bizarre chase unfolded as I 
directed my moto down alleys and through backstreets, trying 
to keep Neang in tow but shake off  the brothel owner and her 
driver. Around and around the southern part of  Phnom Penh we 
wound, turning sharply, slowing then suddenly accelerating, but 
to no avail.

Every time I thought we’d shaken her off, she would reappear 
again, locked onto our tail. Anger and frustration boiled inside 
me. Had one of  the other girls heard our whispered conversation? 
Had our story been so obvious? Running out of  ideas and time, we 
ÀQDOO\�SXOOHG�XS�DW�WKH�FOLQLF�LQ�'HXP�6OHQJ��$V�,�FOLPEHG�RII �P\�
moto, Neang’s bike appeared. Then, a few seconds later, the motor 
bike with the brothel owner appeared behind her.

I had planned to quickly whisk Srey Neang from here to a safe 
house run by another Christian organization in the city. Naively, 
I had thought once I had her physically outside the brothel, the 
rest would be straight forward. But now, I had to come up with 
another plan. I started talking to Neang about her ‘women’s health 
problem’, handing her some medications and trying to bluff  my 
way through. I said I had decided it was even more serious than 
,�KDG�ÀUVW�WKRXJKW��´:H�QHHG�WR�PDNH�DQRWKHU�DSSRLQWPHQW��DQG�
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this time at the local hospital, where I can get you more serious 
treatment. Please come there.” We set up a new appointment time. 
)HDU�DQG�FRQIXVLRQ�ÀOOHG�1HDQJ·V�H\HV��7KH�EURWKHO�RZQHU·V�H\HV�
narrowed with suspicion.

My own mind was whirling—planning, praying, hoping.
When the time of  the appointment at the hospital came, Srey 

Neang never arrived. When I returned to the brothel clinic the 
next day, there was no sign of  her.

None of  the other girls knew where she was, nor was the brothel 
owner there to question. I prayed that Neang had run away and 
escaped all by herself, but was haunted by the horrible alternative: 
that she’d been sold to another brothel in a more secure location. 
What could I have done differently I wondered? Should I have 
offered to buy Neang off  the owner when she told me the price, 
even though I knew that handing money to a brothel owner 
was a poor strategy since it reinforced, rather than undermined, 
the whole sex industry economy? But I felt profoundly sad and 
powerless. What had become of  Srey Neang? What would become 
of  all the Srey Neang’s I saw each week?

Srey Kim Eng
I was shocked when I met Kim, who was extraordinarily 

beautiful and young—only fourteen36��:KHQ� ,� ÀUVW� VDZ� KHU� VKH�
had only just arrived in the brothel, and they did their best to 
keep her hidden from me. This was the usual procedure, keeping 
new girls locked up until their bodies and souls were so broken they 
wouldn’t even want to escape. Each time the brothel owner saw me 
coming, Kim would be hustled inside and hidden away.

But during one of  my clinics, Kim managed to slip alongside 
me and initiate a conversation. “Big sister, I believe in Jesus too,” 
she whispered. “Please pray for me, so that I can get out of  here. I 
have to run away.” My stomach knotted and my eyes misted over, 
I found it hard to concentrate through the rest of  that clinic. “Oh 
God,” I cried silently, “how can I get her out?”

“Be careful, Kim. They are watching you and they are watching 
me. But I will come back for you. I will think of  something,” I told 
her.
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That afternoon I caught a moto straight to the ECPAT (End 
Child Prostitution in Asian Tourism37��RIÀFH�DQG�SOHDGHG�IRU�WKHLU�
help. The next day, one of  their trusted staff  entered the brothel, 
posing as a typical Cambodian male customer. He told them he 
wanted their youngest girl and was lead to Kim’s room, a box-
like cubicle made from plywood. In hushed, urgent whispers, they 
arranged a place to meet that afternoon and how she could get 
there without being caught.

When Kim never arrived, the rescuer from ECPAT became 
IUDQWLF� LQ�KLV� HIIRUWV� WR�ÀQG�KHU��+H�UHWXUQHG�WR� WKH�EURWKHO�DQG�
asked to see Kim again, but she had been transferred to a more 
secure place, and nobody would tell him where.

The news of  the failed rescue and Kim’s disappearance 
overwhelmed me with grief  and despair. ECPAT sent more 
undercover workers into the brothel to try and glean information; 
they widened their investigation and talked to everyone they knew 
about this particular brothel. But after two weeks of  searching, 
they hit a stone wall. “This network of  brothels is like an extended 
prison. There is no way for us to get to the inside of  it—and no 
way for those inside to get out. And Rita, you need to be careful. 
7KHUH�DUH� LPSRUWDQW�SHRSOH�SURÀWLQJ� IURP�WKLV³SHRSOH�ZKR�DUH�
prepared to be ruthless in protecting their interests.” Until that 
moment I had believed that this brothel was nothing but a spare 
change earner for the local police.

In spite of  this - and so many other truly hopeless circumstances, 
I knew that God wanted me to keep hope alive for Srey Neang, 
Srey Kim and all the other girls who came to the clinic. Even when 
I despaired for these girls I had come to love and care about, I 
knew that I had to hold on to my hope of  who God is, that He sees 
these girls, that He hears their cries (and mine), that He grieves 
for their suffering, and that He loves them and longs to transform 
their shame into joy.

Srey Song Kim
I met Srey Song on the road leading into the brothel alley, where 

she was waiting to speak with me. She was nearly twenty, a little 
older than the other girls, and the fact that she was allowed to 
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stand there, unescorted, made me realize that she had won herself  
some freedom. I glanced at her obviously pregnant belly and 
understood that she was a less valuable asset to her ‘owners’ now. 
Her obvious pregnancy would deter customers. It was a miracle 
she hadn’t been forced to abort the child, the most common way of  
resolving this ‘problem’ and getting girls back to work.

Song was a country girl, from the rural province of  Prey Veng, 
a rice growing area maybe 150 kilometers from the city, and her 
simple dress and simple speech made that obvious. She’d been 
tricked into leaving home with the promise of  ‘good work’ and 
had been forced into a brothel in the main township of  Prey Veng 
province, where she’d been raped and become pregnant. Later, 
she’d been sold into this brothel in Phnom Penh, where the cycle 
of  abuse began all over again. She was desperate to get out, but 
didn’t know how or where she’d go. She owned absolutely nothing, 
and was completely penniless. This was her second brothel.

I contacted some friends of  mine from another Christian 
rehabilitation shelter for sex workers and arranged a meeting for 
Song with one of  their social workers.

After all the failures and heartbreaks I’d been through, I was 
amazed that she was allowed to walk out of  the brothel to this 
appointment, where the social worker transported her to the 
Rehabilitation Center/safe house.

During Song’s time at the Centre, she safely delivered a beautiful, 
healthy girl. Miraculously, blood tests revealed that neither Song 
nor her baby had been infected with HIV/AIDS. In the shelter, 
Song grew physically and emotionally stronger and healthier. 
And as she heard the stories of  Jesus - he who had welcomed sex 
workers - she decided to trust him for the rehabilitation of  her 
whole life. This broken, bewildered girl began to glow with hope as 
she realized that neither her identity nor her fate were predestined 
for her.

After a few months in the shelter, Song decided that it was 
time to try and go home. With the shelter’s help, she contacted 
her parents, telling them that she wanted to return. Very often, 
families refuse to have their unmarried daughters with children 
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back, since they are seen as a source of  shame and embarrassment.38  
But Song’s parents seemed overjoyed to hear from her again, and 
welcomed her back with open arms - another miracle. Rather than 
returning to her village in shame, Song returned with joy, knowing 
she had experienced miracles. With every neighbor and relative, 
every friend that would listen, she shared the story of  Jesus, who 
had given her new life, new hope, a second chance.

When I was with the girls at the clinic, God often reminded 
me of  the hope I had felt in the midst of  my own darkness and 
GHVSDLU�� GXULQJ�P\� RZQ� GLIÀFXOW� WLPHV� DV� D� FKLOG� DQG� WKHQ� DV� D�
young woman. I felt that God had allowed me to experience those 
past feelings of  powerlessness and shame so that I could now lift 
these young girls up to Christ with a hope that reached beyond this 
present pain.39

R
Impersonating The American Ambassador: 

&RQFOXGLQJ�5HÁHFWLRQV�2Q�:KROLVP

Kristin Jack

6R�WKH\�FDOOHG�WKHP�DQG�FRPPDQGHG�WKHP�QRW�WR�VSHDN�DW�DOO�QRU�WHDFK�
LQ� WKH�QDPH�RI �-HVXV��%XW�3HWHU�DQG�-RKQ�DQVZHUHG�DQG�VDLG� WR� WKHP��
´:KHWKHU�LW�LV�ULJKW�LQ�WKH�VLJKW�RI �*RG�WR�OLVWHQ�WR�\RX�PRUH�WKDQ�WR�*RG��
\RX�MXGJH��)RU�ZH�FDQQRW�EXW�VSHDN�RI �WKH�WKLQJV�ZKLFK�ZH�KDYH�VHHQ�DQG�
KHDUG�µ�

(Acts 4:18-20)

We’d been asleep for a couple of  hours when the ringing of  our 
phone jerked us awake. As I fumbled around on the chair beside 
our bed for the phone, I could hear the excited voices of  people 
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back, since they are seen as a source of  shame and embarrassment.38  
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Impersonating The American Ambassador: 

&RQFOXGLQJ�5HÁHFWLRQV�2Q�:KROLVP

Kristin Jack
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LQ� WKH�QDPH�RI �-HVXV��%XW�3HWHU�DQG�-RKQ�DQVZHUHG�DQG�VDLG� WR� WKHP��
´:KHWKHU�LW�LV�ULJKW�LQ�WKH�VLJKW�RI �*RG�WR�OLVWHQ�WR�\RX�PRUH�WKDQ�WR�*RG��
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(Acts 4:18-20)

We’d been asleep for a couple of  hours when the ringing of  our 
phone jerked us awake. As I fumbled around on the chair beside 
our bed for the phone, I could hear the excited voices of  people 
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running along the road outside and the noise of  vehicles bumping 
over its many potholes. By my watch I could see it was half  past 
midnight.

“Are you guys okay?” the caller asked. Fleur was a friend of  
ours who lived about four kilometres west of  our riverside slum, 
&KEDD�$PSRX�

“Yeah, what’s wrong?” I replied.
´:H�FDQ�VHH�D�KXJH�ÀUH�EXUQLQJ�RQ�\RXU�VLGH�RI �WKH�ULYHU��,�WKLQN�

you had better check it out!”
I peered through the thin bars that covered the windows of  our 

house and was stunned to see the sky glowing orange and red. A 
KXJH� VZDWKH�RI �&KEDD�$PSRX�ZDV�XS� LQ�ÁDPHV��:H� FRXOG�KHDU�
horns beeping, people yelling and motor scooters buzzing back 
and forth. We soon discovered that our neighborhood was not in 
LPPHGLDWH�GDQJHU��7KH�EOD]H�ZDV�FRQÀQHG�WR�D�WKLFN�EDQG�RI �WKH�
poorest and most densely packed houses in the slum, which ran the 
length of  the river bank.

As I walked among the sea of  ashes and twisted sheets of  
iron the next morning, I learned that over 900 homes had been 
destroyed, and almost 6,000 people were homeless. Miraculously, 
RQO\�RQH�UHVLGHQW�KDG�EHHQ�NLOOHG�DV�WKH�ÀUH�TXLFNO\�OHDSW�EHWZHHQ�
the closely packed thatch and timber houses. Many had escaped 
WKH�ÁDPHV�E\�OHDSLQJ�LQWR�WKH�QHDUE\�%DVVDF�ULYHU�

Dazed and uncertain, people were using their bare hands to 
dig through the black ash and smouldering debris, trying to 
salvage cutlery, a pot, or a plate or two. Throughout the day, 
they remained camped on their little burnt-out plots, protecting 
whatever possessions they had been able to salvage.

Anger and fear swirled in the air as the story circulated that the 
ÀUH�KDG�EHHQ�VWDUWHG�GHOLEHUDWHO\�E\�*RYHUQPHQW�DJHQWV��$�JURXS�
RI �\RXQJ�PHQ� FODLPHG� WKH\�KDG� VHHQ�D�ÁDUH�ÀUHG� LQWR� WKH� VOXP�
from a boat on the river. We all knew how keen the Government 
ZDV� WR� FOHDU� WKLV� VOXP�DZD\�DV�SDUW�RI � WKHLU� ¶FLW\�EHDXWLÀFDWLRQ�
program’, and we had heard rumours that this part of  Chbaa 
Ampou was earmarked to become a riverside promenade so that 
the middle-classes would have something more beautiful to look at 
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when they drove past.
7ZHQW\�IRXU�KRXUV�ODWHU��D�VHFRQG�ÀUH�EURNH�RXW�LQ�Phum Tonle 

%DVVDF� another slum on the opposite bank of  the river, forcing out 
an equally large number of  residents.
7KH�GD\�IROORZLQJ�WKDW�ÀUH��WUXFNV�SURPSWO\�DUULYHG�WR�VKLS�WKH�

newly homeless to a Government relocation site: an empty block 
of  abandoned rice paddies 25 kilometres from the city, where they 
were dumped with no shelter, no infrastructure, and no amenities.

Because we lived nearby and had been working in Chbaa Ampou 
for many years, Servants had a strong network of  relationships in 
WKH�ÀUH�DUHD��DQG�VR�ZH�WRRN�WKH�OHDG�LQ�FRRUGLQDWLQJ�WKH�HPHUJHQF\�
response, pulling together resources from larger NGO’s already 
in Cambodia and from overseas. With our Khmer co-workers, 
ZH� VXUYH\HG� WKH�ÀUH� DUHD�� WDONLQJ�ZLWK� IDPLOLHV� DQG� FRPPXQLW\�
representatives, estimating needs and numbers, and trying to work 
out how to respond. For many people, the situation was absolutely 
desperate: they had lost every single thing they owned - assets, 
savings, and even their meagre food stores had been turned to ash.

In coordination with several other NGO’s in Phnom Penh, and 
with churches based in the burnt-out area, we began to assemble 
emergency food and household goods that would keep people going 
till they could get back to work, since the neighborhood economy 
had been destroyed, too.

We were amazed by how quickly the emergency aid came 
together, providing enough to meet all the victim’s immediate 
QHHGV��%XW�DV�ZH�ZHUH�OLDLVLQJ�ZLWK�ORFDO�RIÀFLDOV��WKH�*RYHUQPHQW�
issued an edict: 7KHUH�ZDV� WR�EH�QR�DLG�JLYHQ�RXW��DQG�ZH�ZHUH�QRW�
WR� KHOS� WKHVH� SHRSOH� LQ� DQ\� ZD\�� 7KHVH� SHRSOH� ZHUH� VTXDWWHUV� RQ�
*RYHUQPHQW�ODQG��DQG�WKH�*RYHUQPHQW�ZDQWHG�WKHP�RII �LW� We were 
to do and give nothing that could possibly encourage them to stay 
there, including food, blankets and cooking utensils.

Now we faced a dilemma. We were in the country as guests of  
the Cambodian Government and had signed a contract agreeing 
to abide by the law. But we were also here in response to God’s 
command to love and minister to the needs of  the poor.

And these people had lost everything. This was the coolest part 
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of  the year, and come nightfall they would be cold and hungry, 
with no shelter but the clothes they stood in.

With the rest of  our team, we came together to pray and discuss 
our next step. As we thought about it, we realized that they had 
EDQQHG�XV�IURP�GLVWULEXWLQJ�DLG�RQ�WKH�ÀUH�VLWH��EXW�ZK\�FRXOGQ·W�
we instead distribute aid to people at the community health clinic 
where we served the poor and sick a few kilometres south of  the 
ÀUH�VLWH"�6R�WKDW�DIWHUQRRQ��ZLWK�GR]HQV�RI �YROXQWHHUV�IURP�ORFDO�
FKXUFKHV�DQG�\RXWK�JURXSV��ZH�ZHQW�WKURXJK�WKH�ÀUH�DUHD��KDQGLQJ�
out vouchers to 900 families. On the voucher were directions to the 
Servants community clinic and the time that the emergency aid 
distribution would begin. Just to make sure nobody could get lost, 
we nailed bright yellow cardboard arrows to every fourth lamp 
SRVW�EHWZHHQ�WKH�ÀUH�DQG�GLVWULEXWLRQ�VLWH�

The next day, volunteers from local churches worked alongside 
us as we distributed rice, bedding, mosquito nets, and cooking 
equipment to the families.

Because we were serving more than 6,000 people, we had to 
continue distribution the following morning. But about two hours 
into our second morning, we received a call that the Military 
3ROLFH�KDG�VHW�XS�D�URDG�EORFN�MXVW�RXWVLGH�WKH�ÀUH�DUHD�DQG�ZHUH�
FRQÀVFDWLQJ�WKH�HPHUJHQF\�VXSSOLHV�IURP�SHRSOH�DV�WKH\�WULHG�WR�
return to their burned out homes. Shocked, I jumped on a motor-
scooter with Pauv and sped back to Chbaa Ampou. Sure enough, 
just before the edge of  the black ash and twisted metal, a dozen 
Military Police armed with AK 47’s and several Government 
RIÀFLDOV�ZHUH� IDQQHG� DFURVV� WKH� URDG��$V� HDFK� UHVLGHQW� UHWXUQHG�
‘home’ with their bundle of  emergency supplies, they were stopped 
and their goods were seized.
2XWUDJHG��,�VWURGH�WRZDUGV�WKH�PRVW�LPSRUWDQW�ORRNLQJ�RIÀFLDO�

in the group and demanded to know what he was doing, stealing 
food from the poor. He demanded to know why we were helping 
these squatters when the Government had said not to. I explained 
that I was with Servants, and we had an agreement with the 
Government to help the poor and needy in this area - and right 
now these were the neediest people around. Did he want them to 
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starve? The work of  Servants was well known in this district, and 
that brought us some credibility, but his orders from higher up 
over-rode that grudging respect.

Our argument rocked back and forth, neither of  us willing to 
EDFN�GRZQ��DV�D�*RYHUQPHQW�RIÀFLDO�ZLWK�D�YLGHR�FDPHUD�LQVLVWHG�
RQ� ÀOPLQJ� WKH� VFHQH� ¶IRU� WKH� UHFRUG�·� DQG� JURXSV� RI � UHVLGHQWV�
REVHUYHG�XV�IURP�D�GLVWDQFH��DQG�VHYHUDO�RIÀFLDOV�PDGH�IUDQWLF�FDOOV�
on their cell phones, trying to get instructions about what they 
should do next with our rebellious little band.

Just when it seemed we were totally stale-mated, and that all 
of  our careful planning was about to fail, a shiny blue car pulled 
up just short of  the road block, and out stepped our friend, Rick 
Drummond, dressed in a dark blue suit and tie for a church service 
KH� ZDV� WR� OHDG� ODWHU� WKDW�PRUQLQJ�� $� WDOO�� GLJQLÀHG�PDQ� LQ� KLV�
60’s, Rick was an elder statesman-missionary who had worked 
in Vietnam for many years before relocating to Cambodia, where 
he was now mentor and guide to an ethnic Vietnamese church in 
Chbaa Ampou, one of  the churches participating with us in the 
emergency aid distribution effort. Rick had come down to check 
out how things were progressing.
7KH�*RYHUQPHQW�RIÀFLDOV�DOO�ORRNHG�XS��VOLJKWO\�SHUWXUEHG��Who 

ZDV� WKLV� DXWKRULWDWLYH� ORRNLQJ� JHQWOHPDQ"�:DV� KH� ZLWK� PH"�<HV, I 
replied, he is an important American man who will be very angry 
ZKHQ�KH�VHHV�ZKDW·V�JRLQJ�RQ�KHUH. Their worried looks now became 
expressions of  alarm. <RX�PHDQ�� WKLV�PDQ� LV� IURP� WKH�$PHULFDQ�
(PEDVV\"�:HOO� I replied, he ¶EHORQJV·�WR�WKH�$PHULFDQ�(PEDVV\� Rick 
certainly was an American citizen, I reasoned, and therefore under 
the authority and protection of  the American Embassy.

I heard the soldiers in the background talking nervously, 
speculating that this new arrival was the American Ambassador. 
Suppressing a smile, I glanced in their direction and nodded. 
Quickly the rumour spread around the circle: this man in the suit 
was in fact the Ambassador of  the United States of  America! 
5LFN��ZKR�ZDV�ÁXHQW�LQ�9LHWQDPHVH�EXW�GLGQ·W�VSHDN�PXFK�.KPHU��
could see that he had become the center of  attention and that his 
presence was causing quite a stir, but he had no idea why. “Kristin, 
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what are they saying - what’s going on?”
“I’ll tell you later. Just look serious and keep nodding your 

head.”
4XLFNO\� WKH� JURXS� RI � *RYHUQPHQW� RIÀFLDOV� ZLWKGUHZ� LQWR� D�

huddle.
“OK, there’s no big problem here,” they told us. “We have decided 

to be generous and allow this aid to go through - everything except 
the tarpaulins.” The tarpaulins, we were told, were a ‘construction 
material’ and would encourage these squatters to try and rebuild 
on the same site again.

The next day, after coming together with some of  the other 
ODUJHU�1*2·V� LQYROYHG� IRU�D�GHEULHÀQJ��ZH� OHDUQHG� WKDW� VRPH�RI �
these American-based NGO’s had been asking their embassy to put 
pressure on the Cambodian Government over the way squatters 
were being treated, particularly regarding emergency aid. As a 
result, the aid embargo was completely lifted by the end of  that 
day - and even tarpaulins were permitted.
,URQLFDOO\�� WKUHH�GD\V� ODWHU��6HUYDQWV� UHFHLYHG�DQ�RIÀFLDO� OHWWHU�

IURP� WKH� ORFDO� *RYHUQPHQW� RIÀFH�� WKDQNLQJ� XV� IRU� RXU� \HDUV� RI �
cooperation and requesting us - if  at all possible - to provide 
material aid to the 900 families who had so tragically lost their 
homes in the Chbaa Ampou�ÀUH�

In this heartbreaking situation, we—like so many others whose 
stories we have told here—were brought face to face with the 
injustice and inequity of  a society that judges the rich to be worth 
more than the poor, and the powerful to have more rights than the 
already dispossessed.
,Q� IDFLQJ� WKH�FRQÁLFW�RI � LQWHUHVW�EHWZHHQ�RXU� FRPPLWPHQW� WR�

respect the Cambodian Government and our commitment to serve 
the oppressed, we knew we had no other option but to side with the 
poor, for we serve a God who continually sides with the poor against 
their oppressors, and who demands that civil leaders protect their 
rights (e.g. Proverbs 31:8-9). This is what the prophets were doing 
when they denounced injustice meted out to the poor, and called 
Israel’s rulers to account.
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We also walk in the example of  the disciples, who, when 
faced with a demand to back down from doing what Jesus had 
commanded them, retorted: “Whether it is right in the sight of  God 
to listen to you more than to God, you judge. For we cannot but 
speak the things which we have seen and heard.”40 We in the West 
have amazing opportunities for education, health services, and 
acquiring wealth. Starvation no longer endangers us, but rather 
obesity - both physically and spiritually. But we did not receive 
these gifts so that we could spend them on ourselves, accumulating 
PRUH�DQG�PRUH��VHHNLQJ�JUHDWHU�DQG�JUHDWHU�VHOI�IXOÀOOPHQW�

Rather, we received these gifts for the good of  others who have 
been starved of  education, health, food, housing, sanitation, legal 
ULJKWV�DQG�GDLO\�QHFHVVLWLHV��VR�WKDW�ZH�PLJKW�HQDEOH�WKHP�WR�ÀQG�
wholeness and fullness of  life. In so doing, we allow more of  God’s 
Kingdom of  righteousness and justice to come in this world.
,I � \RX� KDYH� WKH� ÀQDQFLDO� PHDQV� WR� EX\� WKLV� ERRN�� RU� WKH�

education that enables you to read it, you are one of  the world’s 
privileged citizens, one of  its elite. And so live your life in the light 
of  Jesus’ challenge to his followers: “to those whom much has been 
given, of  them much is expected.” 41
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Let me be your hands and feet
Kristin Jack

Lord Jesus, come live in me by your Spirit
that I could embody and make real your love
in this weeping, broken world.
/HW�PH�EHFRPH�\RXU�KDQGV��\RXU�ÁHVK
reaching out beyond myself
to touch other people’s pain and fear;
let me become your feet, your legs
sent to places of  hurt and need
to speak good news and live your life
the life of  love that makes my enemies my friends.
O Lord, let me put legs on your gospel
and be your hands and feet.
Give me your heart that I would feel what you feel,
give me your eyes that I would see what you see,
give me your mouth that I would speak your words,
give me your mind that I would do your will;
Come Lord Jesus, and live your life through me.

R

1. Rene Padilla, Mission Between the Times, 22
2. Irenus, Bishop of  Lyons (115-202), was mentored by Polycarp, who had been a disciple of  the 

Apostle John.
3. John 15:12-14.
4. Matthew 5:43-48.
5. Luke 10:25-37.
6. Zechariah 14:20-21.
7. Revelation 21 & 22.
8. Gudrun Ahlers and Peter Sidebotham initiated this response to severe malnutrition in 1993.
9. Even in 2009, more than 40% of  Cambodian children suffer from malnutrition (measured by the 

degree of  wasting).
10. 2 Corinthians 10:3.
11. The Hebrew words sedeq/mishpat and the Greek words related to dikaiosune, translated as
‘righteousness’ in most of  our English Bibles, are far more accurately represented by the couplet,
‘righteousness and justice.’ These are comprehensive words that embrace both inner morality and 

outer social justice.
12. As followers of  Jesus, seeking to keep his teachings as faithfully as possible, Servants workers 

make an explicit commitment to peace-making and active non-violence (see Matthew 5:6-9, 
5:38-48; Romans 12:9-21 for example ). To read more about this theological position, see http://
www.servantsasia.org/news.asp?number=182.

13. For the sake of  security, the names of  Servants workers in India have been altered.
14. idem. This story was written by Kristin Jack, based on an interview.
15. Sari Blankets are made by sewing together multiple layers of  second-hand saris, which creates 

a beautiful quilting effect.
16. Both Sahara and Sharon continue today, and in fact have grown into two of  the most respected 

Indian NGO’s working in their areas.
17. TASK is an Khmer acronym for “Trotrung (ning) Akpiwat Sokapheap (neak) Kreykror,” 

which in English translates, “Supporting the Health and Development of  the Poor.” While 
ministering in the slums of  Phnom Penh, the Servants missionaries deliberately mentored and 
discipled their Khmer colleagues for more than ten years, passing on the health, educational, 
DQG�VSLULWXDO�UHVRXUFHV�WKH\�KDG�EHQHÀWHG�IURP�LQ�WKH�:HVW�

18. This was a common tactic used by the Khmer Rouge to destroy family bonds. Women were 
placed in one camp, men in another, and their children in yet another location. The children 
were then subjected to intense indoctrination and were often used as spies against their own 
parents, urged to report on any grumbling or signs of  dissent. In this way children were often 
the instruments of  their own parents’ betrayal and death. The Khmer Rouge could allow no 
other loyalty except to the regime itself.

19. Eliana Hanni from Brazil worked with Sophat to help initiate this ministry in 1993.
20. The Khmer Rouge savagely persecuted the educated, the religious and the urban.
21. In particular, he worked on a huge port project that was supposed to extend a breakwater 

3,000 meters into the sea north of  Sihannoukville. But like most of  the Khmer Rouge’s 
ambitious projects, it was a failure and never completed (mostly because they had already 
executed all the nation’s skilled engineers and technicians).

22. Those in that particular pagoda learned their medical skills from a doctor who had disguised 
himself  as a monk and taken refuge there from the advancing Khmer Rouge. He was only able 
to do this for two months before he was discovered and executed.

23. Through the AIDS Home Care Programme, more than 800 people from urban poor 
communities have been regularly visited and ministered to with prayer, counselling, medicines 
and other practical help. Compassionate volunteers from those same communities (and their 
local churches) have been recruited and trained to help us do this visitation.

24. All meals were communal, since private property had been abolished.
25. The main form of  public transport in Cambodia is a 90 or 110 cc motor scooter, which you hail 

and ride pillion for a negotiated price.
26. Jenny left Cambodia in the mid-1990s, and her administrative role - and the role of  mentor to 

Pauv - was taken over by Alison Given.
27. For more information about TASK, go to www.task.org.kh; for Slumlight, e-mail slumlight@

task.org.kh
28. Project HALO (Hope, Assistance, Love for Orphans) aims to keep orphaned children within 
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extended families and their communities wherever possible, sometimes recruiting Christian 
foster families or supporting teenager-headed households. Presently HALO supports over 600 
orphans, ensuring that they are set in families, where they are loved, fed and kept in school.

29. This story was set before Anti-Retroviral Drugs (ARV’s) became widely available in Cambodia 
(2006). Until then, HIV/AIDS was a death sentence, taking about eight months (on average) 
for the progression from initial illness to death. These days, TASK staff  enable most patients to 
access ARV treatment.

30. This story was written by Kristin Jack, based on an interview.
31. The clinic provides HIV/AIDS education and medical treatment for sexually transmitted 

diseases. For every twelve cases of  STDs treated, one case of  AIDS is prevented, because STD’s 
weaken (and sometimes ulcerate) the skin in the genital region. If  you treat the STD, you can 
prevent HIV/AIDS. Through STD treatment and education about correct condom use, the 
spread of  AIDS is being prevented. Through other education programs, men are being educated 
not to visit prostitutes.

32. All names in this story have been changed. Srey Neang is a common girls name and simply 
means ‘girl’ or ‘woman.’ Srey Kim Eng means ‘young girl.’ Srey Song Kim means ‘girl of  hope.’

33. This slum brothel was at the bottom end of  the sex trade: less than a dollar a turn.
34. Servants’ presence was tolerated in the brothel, but only to treat medical problems. These 

brothels were under the ‘protection’ of  the local police, who congregated nearby, their pistols 
dangling conspicuously.

35. In Cambodia, illnesses are usually lumped together under a well known heading, such as ‘fever,’ 
or, as in this case, ‘women’s health problems.’

36. Cambodia has gained an ugly reputation as a haven for paedophiles and sex tourists, and there 
are brothels that exist especially to feed these predators. UNICEF estimates that globally, 1.2 
PLOOLRQ�FKLOGUHQ�DUH�WUDIÀFNHG�LQWR�SURVWLWXWLRQ�HYHU\�\HDU��KWWS���ZZZ�XQLFHI�RUJ�SURWHFWLRQ�
index_exploitation.html). In the Philippines, there are 500,000 child prostitutes; in Cambodia, 
approximately half  the prostitutes are minors; in India, a quarter of  its 2.3 million prostitutes 
are underage, many smuggled in from Nepal and Bangladesh.

����$W�WKLV�WLPH��(&3$7�ZDV�RQH�RI �WKH�IHZ�1*2·V�ZRUNLQJ�LQ�WKLV�NLQG�RI �ÀHOG��EXW�HYHQ�WKH\�KDG�
little experience at directly rescuing girls from brothels.

38. In Cambodia there is a repugnant saying: “men are like gold, women are like cloth.” That is, if  
a man were to fall and become soiled, it’s relatively easy for him to stand back up and wipe 
himself  clean, but if  a woman falls and loses her reputation, no matter how tragic the 
circumstances, she is a “srey kouch”, a “ruined women” forever. In fact, “srey kouch” is the 
colloquial term for a prostitute.

39. The ministry that Rita helped initiate is still at work in this brothel, in partnership with White 
Lotus, a ministry devoted to helping women out of  prostitution and providing a place of  
rehabilitation and vocational training.

40. Acts 4:20.
41. Luke 12:48b.
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Four

SERVANTHOOD

*LYH�\RXUVHOI �IXOO\�WR�*RG��+H�ZLOO�XVH�\RX�
to accomplish great things on the

FRQGLWLRQ�WKDW�\RX�EHOLHYH�PXFK�PRUH�LQ�
+LV�ORYH�WKDQ�LQ�\RXU�RZQ�ZHDNQHVV�

Mother Teresa

INTRODUCTION: WAGING A WAR OF LOVE

Kristin Jack

<RXU�DWWLWXGH�VKRXOG�EH�WKH�VDPH�DV�WKDW�RI �-HVXV��ZKR�WKRXJK�EHLQJ�
LQ�YHU\�QDWXUH�*RG��GLG�QRW�FRQVLGHU�WKLV�VRPHWKLQJ�WR�EH�FOXQJ�WR��EXW�
HPSW\LQJ�KLPVHOI��KH�WRRN�RQ�WKH�QDWXUH�RI �D�VHUYDQW��

�3KLOLSSLDQV�������
 

1RZ� WKDW� ,�� \RXU� WHDFKHU� DQG� /RUG� KDYH� ZDVKHG� \RXU� IHHW�� \RX�
VKRXOG�GR�WKH�VDPH�IRU�RQH�DQRWKHU��,�KDYH�VHW�\RX�DQ�H[DPSOH�WKDW�\RX�
VKRXOG�GR�DV�,�KDYH�GRQH� IRU�\RX��1RZ�WKDW�\RX�NQRZ� WKHVH� WKLQJV��
KRZ�EOHVVHG�\RX�ZLOO�EH�LI �\RX�GR�WKHP�                 (John 13:14, 15, 17)

:H� FRQWLQXDOO\� UHPHPEHU� EHIRUH� RXU� *RG� DQG� )DWKHU� \RXU� ZRUN�

SERVANTHOOD
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SURGXFHG�E\�IDLWK��\RXU�ODERU�SURPSWHG�E\�ORYH��DQG�\RXU�HQGXUDQFH�
LQVSLUHG�E\�KRSH�LQ�RXU�/RUG�-HVXV�&KULVW«2XU�JRVSHO�FDPH�WR�\RX�
QRW�VLPSO\�ZLWK�ZRUGV��EXW�ZLWK�SRZHU��DQG�ZLWK�WKH�+RO\�6SLULW�DQG�
GHHS�FRQYLFWLRQ��<RX�NQRZ�KRZ�ZH�OLYHG�DPRQJ�\RX�IRU�\RXU�VDNH��<RX�
EHFDPH�LPLWDWRUV�RI �XV�DQG�RI �WKH�/RUG�GHVSLWH�VHYHUH�VXIIHULQJ��DQG�
\RX�ZHOFRPHG�WKH�PHVVDJH�ZLWK�WKH�MR\�JLYHQ�E\�WKH�+RO\�6SLULW��$QG�
VR�\RX�EHFDPH�D�PRGHO�WR�DOO�WKH�EHOLHYHUV�LQ�WKH�UHJLRQ��

(1 Thessalonians 1:2-7)

As Christians, we seek to follow the One who came in 
humility, ‘not to be served, but to serve.’1 As a mission, 
we demonstrate our commitment to this principle of  

VHUYDQWKRRG�E\�VXSSRUWLQJ�ORFDO�PLQLVWULHV�WKDW�EHQHÀW�WKH�ZKROH�
community, and by striving to raise up local leaders who will be 
agents of  transformation in their neighborhoods. If  love is our goal, 
we will set our hearts on meeting people’s felt needs. Yet often the 
wisest thing missionaries or development workers can do ‘for’ the 
SRRU�LV�WR�¶GR·�QRWKLQJ�DW�DOO��H[FHSW�WR�ÀQG�RXW�ZKDW�*RG�LV�DOUHDG\�
doing and join in. Rather than overpowering people with outside 
resources or expertise, we can choose to empower, encourage and 
support local people and local movements. Our real goal is to work 
‘with’ the poor, not ‘for’ them.

In this section on servanthood, you will read stories about the 
forces of  darkness bent on destroying people’s lives, and about 
children who have suffered the pain of  being abandoned in a 
concrete city of  millions, knowing that nobody cares for them. You 
will also hear about street children whose lives have been changed 
by God’s love and an AIDS patient who, though abandoned by his 
earthly family, died knowing that he was loved. As these stories 
demonstrate so beautifully, something good is happening, even in 
the face of  overwhelming suffering, devastation and destruction. 
In all of  these stories, we are seeking to live out the gospel of  
Christ’s radical upside-down Kingdom: “Whoever among you 
wants to lead must become the servant of  all the others.”2 And 
many times, as one Servants worker in India writes, as we meet 
Jesus among the poor, those we came to serve also serve us. At the 
end of  the day, God would rather see us living in relationships of  

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SERVANTHOOD

mutual servanthood (or friendship3) than charity or dependence.
The Christians you will read about here have sought to tap 

into the power of  God’s unyielding love and compassion, seeking 
to serve both neighbors and enemies. Challenging the forces of  
SRYHUW\�DQG�RSSUHVVLRQ�ZLOO�DOZD\V�EULQJ�XV�LQWR�FRQÁLFW�ZLWK�WKH�
SRZHUV�RI �GDUNQHVV��7KURXJKRXW�WKH�ÀUVW�WKUHH�*RVSHOV��WKHUH�DUH�
numerous stories of  Jesus confronting unclean or evil spirits to set 
people free from their enslavement. Sometimes these can only be 
dealt with by faith, prayer and fasting. 

But Jesus also taught and demonstrated that spiritual warfare 
involves acts of  love and works of  service. The dark powers come to 
destroy; we come to heal. They come to sow hate and fear; we come 
to offer love and mercy. They come in rage; we come in peace. They 
come for revenge; we come to forgive. They come to dominate and 
manipulate; we come to empower and serve. They come to curse; 
we come to bless. They come to take; we come to give. We come in 
the opposite spirit.

As Paul put it, we do not wage war the way the world does, 
but rather, “Bless those who curse you…do not repay anyone 
evil for evil…do not take revenge but leave that to God…on the 
contrary: if  your enemy is hungry, feed him; if  he is thirsty, give 
him something to eat…do not be overcome with evil, but overcome 
evil with goodness.” 5 No, we do not wage war as the world does. 
Instead we wage peace and love in the Way of  our Servant-King.
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mutual servanthood (or friendship3) than charity or dependence.
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contrary: if  your enemy is hungry, feed him; if  he is thirsty, give 
him something to eat…do not be overcome with evil, but overcome 
evil with goodness.” 5 No, we do not wage war as the world does. 
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RUSKDQHG� E\� +,9�$,'6�� KH� DQG� KLV� ZLIH�� 1D\KRX\�� DQG� WKHLU� WZR�
FKLOGUHQ��-D\GHQ�DQG�0LFDK��KDYH�VLQFH�UHORFDWHG�WR�9DQFRXYHU��&DQDGD��
LQ�RUGHU�WR�EHJLQ�D�FRPPXQLW\�ZRUNLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�LQQHU�FLW\�SRRU�WKHUH�

7KH�ZHHN�ZH�VHW�XS�RXU�ÀUVW�KRPH�LQ�WKH�6WXQJ�0HLQ�&KH\�VOXP��
RQH�RI �RXU�ÀUVW�YLVLWRUV�ZDV�WKH�ORFDO�ZLWFK�GRFWRU��+H�KDG�FRPH�WR�
see whether we would pay him some money to pray a blessing on 
our home. We gently told him that we had already asked Jesus to 
bless and protect our home.
$V�ZH�VDW�DURXQG�LQ�D�FLUFOH�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�RI �RXU�QHZ�KRXVH��VLSSLQJ�

water, he suddenly took a noisy suck and then sprayed it over one 
corner of  the room. Another big suck and then WHOOOOSH, he 
sprayed the water over another corner of  the room. Then came 
muttering and whispering. Nayhouy and I looked at each other 
incredulously and shook our heads in disbelief. He was giving us 
a freebie!

The next day, our Cambodian friends told us that his ritual was 
quite normal and might have been a blessing or a curse—only the 
witch doctor would know.

Needless to say, we spent some extra time praying through our 
house that day!

As the years unfolded we got to know the witch doctor and 
KLV� IDPLO\�� DV� WKH\� OLYHG� MXVW� WZR� GRRUV� GRZQ��+LV� ÀUVW� VRQ� KDG�
contracted dengue fever and died within days. His other son was 
born with Downs Syndrome and suffered merciless teasing from 
the other kids in the village. We got to know him fairly well, 
because he loved to come and play with the toys at our house.

A couple of  years later, as the witch doctor lay dying of  cancer, 
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we were drawn into his home. Unpopular in the community, he 
had no visitors and his wife struggled to care for him alone. We 
visited most days, bringing soya milk—the only thing he could 
stomach. His cancer of  the throat and mouth had left him barely 
DEOH� WR� VZDOORZ�� DQG� D� KXJH� SXV�ÀOOHG�ZRXQG�KDG� WR� EH� FOHDQHG�
daily. As I watched his faithful wife pour water into his parched 
mouth, the water dripped out a gaping cancerous hole under his 
chin. The stench was almost unbearable. As we sat by his bedside, 
he agreed that we could pray for him, and we shared from our 
heart about Jesus many times.

Finally he died, and though we did not know whether he was at 
peace with God since he was unable to speak those last days—we 
knew that God allowed us to be a part of  his suffering for a reason.

Soon after he died, half  of  our community was evicted to make 
way for a new Government sewer system. We moved out of  that 
slum and into another and lost contact with the witch doctor’s 
widow. But on a visit to our community, after more than two years 
away, I decided to visit her.

As I nudged open the door to her small wooden home and my 
H\HV�DGMXVWHG�WR�WKH�GLP�OLJKWLQJ��,�VDZ�VLWWLQJ�RQ�WKH�ÁRRU�D�FLUFOH�
RI �SHUKDSV�WHQ�RU�ÀIWHHQ�PHQ�DQG�ZRPHQ��HDFK�ZLWK�DQ�RSHQ�%LEOH��
worshipping God. As the widow looked up at me, I could see by her 
face that her life had been transformed. The story spilled out of  
how she had decided to become a follower of  Jesus and how God 
was blessing her family, who were all now believers.

I was stunned to learn that each week a small group of  believers 
met as a house church in the witch doctor’s home. Our attempts to 
obey God and serve those around us often seem so small and feeble. 
But we offer them with faith, love, and hope—for we never know 
what God is going to do with them.
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Shabu’s Children6

Daniel Wartenweiler 

(Manila, Philippines)

'DQLHO�:DUWHQZHLOHU�DUULYHG�LQ�0DQLOD�IURP�6ZLW]HUODQG�LQ�WKH�ODWH�
����V��'HHSO\�PRYHG�E\�WKH�GHVSHUDWH�SOLJKW�RI �WKRVH�OLYLQJ�RQ�0DQLOD·V�
VWUHHWV�� SDUWLFXODUO\� WKH� FKLOGUHQ�� KH� EHJDQ� D� PLQLVWU\� FDOOHG� %XOLOHW��
ZKLFK�PHDQV�¶OLWWOH�RQH�·�7KH�YLVLRQ�RI �%XOLOHW�7��VLPLODU�WR�2QHVLPR���LV�
WR�VHH�WKH�OLYHV�RI �0DQLOD·V�VWUHHW�FKLOGUHQ�FKDQJHG�E\�*RG·V�ORYH�DV�WKH\�
FRPH� LQWR� FRQWDFW�ZLWK� VWDII � RQ� WKH� VWUHHWV��DW� WKH�GURS�LQ� FHQWUH�� LQ� WKH�
UHVLGHQWLDO�WKHUDSHXWLF�FRPPXQLWLHV��RU�WKURXJK�*RG·V�FUHDWLRQ�DW�&DPS�
5RFN��'DQLHO�LV�SDUWQHUHG�LQ�WKLV�PLQLVWU\�E\�KLV�ZLIH��/\QHWWH��ZKR�LV�D�
JLIWHG�6RFLDO�:RUNHU�

Rowena
In one of  the poorest, densest parts of  Metro Manila, beneath 

WKH�GDUNQHVV�FDVW�E\�D�KXONLQJ�FRQFUHWH�Á\�RYHU�IRU�WUDIÀF�FURVVLQJ�
the Pasig River, inside a tiny cubicle of  cardboard, plywood and 
plastic lives six-year-old Rowena, the second youngest of  six 
siblings. In this settlement of  around 150 families and 500 children, 
there are no toilets, no running water - besides the stinking, foul 
river that oozes behind the settlement - no ventilation and no legal 
electricity. A thick, black mud lines the narrow alleys, and the air 
is a sour mixture of  sweat, urine, rats and garbage.

Rowena’s ‘neighborhood’ is a centre for drugs, gambling and 
violence. Like the other children who live here, she has been 
trained how to deal shabu because she is quick and not likely to 
be suspected by the authorities. With her mother in jail, she takes 
orders from her father or other dealers in the settlement, running 
drugs to customers by hiding it in her clothes. Though the money 
from running shabu might bring a minimum daily wage, most 
everything is taken by her father - and if  she doesn’t make enough, 
she will be beaten.

Rowena’s eyes glint with a mixture of  fear and anger, knowing 
she can trust no-one. Her ten-year-old sister, Angie, has already 
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been sent to the Government’s “reception and action centre”, and 
fourteen-year-old Abigail is serving time in a women’s jail, where 
she is ‘educated’ by the adult prisoners. What will become of  
this wild little girl, who is unable to respect authority? Will she 
ever escape this spiral of  drugs, violence and poverty? Will she, 
like so many others, be rounded up by the police, the victim of  a 
street ‘clean-up’ campaign, a frightening raid where streetkids are 
trucked off  to distant institutions?

Jessica
:KHQ�,�ÀUVW�VWDUWHG�ZRUNLQJ�ZLWK�NLGV�OLNH�5RZHQD�DQG�-HVVLFD��

my Tagalog language was still limited and broken, as I had arrived 
in the neighboring squatter area only eight months earlier. Moved 
by the changed lives I was seeing in the therapeutic communities 
of  Onesimo, I decided I wanted to spend more time out on the 
streets reaching others who also needed that opportunity. There, 
I was deeply touched and shaken by the pain and loneliness of  so 
many children, many as young as Jessica, who roamed the streets 
rather than return to broken and abusive homes. I spent many 
evenings out on the streets, always going back to the same places. 
I wanted to know more about the lives of  these kids. I wanted to 
be their friend, to spend time running, playing, telling stories and 
just listening to them.

From across the street, Jessica recognises me and runs straight 
into my arms. Once again I’m dazzled by her smile and her huge 
dark eyes. She wants to be picked up and hugged, but then she 
pulls my hair and slaps my face to get down. Unable to be still for 
more than a few seconds, she sprints across the paved area in front 
of  the big Catholic Cathedral, the ‘playground’ for the children 
of  Quiapo, a bustling rundown neighborhood in central Manila. 
Running up behind some older kids, she thumps them on the back 
and kicks at their backsides to get attention. They turn and hit her 
until she falls to the pavement, crying. Then she’s up and running 
again, trying to get my attention by whacking me or throwing 
something at me. I pick her up in my arms, knowing she is starving 
for attention, care and love, like so many of  the other children who 
roam the streets rather than return to violent homes. Jessica is one 
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of  the youngest kids in the group, and she has developed her own 
strategy for survival. She is fast and aggressive, almost violent. 
But because of  her eccentric behaviour she is frequently getting 
beaten-up by older kids. Neglected and often without the care of  
a loving parent, all these children survive by begging, selling little 
ÁRZHUV�� RU� VWHDOLQJ�� VOHHSLQJ� ZLWK� IULHQGV� DQG� VLEOLQJV� RQ� SLHFHV�
of  cardboard along the paved sidewalks. If  they get sick, nobody 
cares. If  they get lost, sold or taken by the police, nobody notices. 
I wait for Jessica to become quiet, to rest in the safety I hope to 
offer.
:KHQ� ,� ÀUVW� PHW� -HVVLFD�� VKH� ZDV� D� OLWWOH� IRXU�\HDU�ROG� JLUO�

dressed in a T-shirt rag so big that it fell below her knees. Her 
bare feet were black from dirt and soot. Her hands and legs were 
FRYHUHG�ZLWK� VFDUV� DQG�GLUW\�� LQIHFWHG� VRUHV��+HU� IDFH�ZDV�ÀOWK\��
but her eyes were alive and sparkling. Jessica’s mother took shabu 
daily during her pregnancy, which helps explain Jessica’s attention 
GHÀFLW�SUREOHPV��DQG�VKH�LV�QRZ�LQ�MDLO�IRU�GHDOLQJ�GUXJV��/LNH�KHU�
father, who is an addict, Jessica and her three older siblings live on 
the streets, looking after themselves.

When our team opened a small shelter for the kids from Quiapo, 
Jessica threw herself  into my arms, crying: “Nobody is feeding me 
– nobody cares about me. Please take me with you to the center.” 
After getting her father’s agreement, she was the second child to 
come and live in our therapeutic community. A very physical, wild 
child, Jessica often loses control, but over the course of  two years, 
ZH�EHJDQ�WR�VHH�VLJQLÀFDQW�SURJUHVV�

Then her mother was released from jail, and Jessica was attracted 
to the streets again. After running away from the centre several 
times, she left to live with her mother and father in a small shanty 
they’d rented under the bridge. Her parents are still taking drugs, 
and all four of  the siblings are dealing shabu in the slum. Jessica 
roams the streets day and night without supervision, occasionally 
returning to her parents’ home, where she is often beaten by her 
father.

But Jessica still shows up at the centre, asking for a shower, a 
meal, or a hug. We don’t know what the future holds for Jessica, 
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but we will not give up. We will keep sharing God’s love, hoping 
and praying for her, and our door will always be open anytime she 
wants to come back.

Nika
Slumped on the pavement of  the Manila street that doubles 

as her home, eight year old Nika looked like a ghost. Her face, 
stomach, arms and legs were covered with toothpaste8 to “cool” 
the burns covering her body. Big blisters were festering under a 
hard crust of  dry toothpaste. Desperate to protect her two-year-
ROG�EURWKHU��-RVKXD��IURP�WKH�ÁDPHV�RI �D�PHWKDQH�JDV�H[SORVLRQ�
that had ripped through the garbage where they were scavenging, 
Nika had used her own body as a shield.

Nika’s mother and father, both shabu addicts, were in jail. Her 
four year old sister had disappeared. After badgering Nika’s aunt 
until she promised to bring her niece to a clinic the following day, 
we gathered to pray around Nika: ¶/RUG�-HVXV��SOHDVH�KHDO�1LND�DQG�
GRQ·W�OHW�KHU�GLH�·
%XW�IRU�WKH�QH[W�WZR�GD\V��,�FRXOGQ·W�ÀQG�1LND�DQ\ZKHUH��:KHQ�

,�ÀQDOO\�IRXQG�KHU�EHJJLQJ�RQ�WKH�VWUHHWV��,�FRXOG�VHH�WKDW�RQH�ELJ�
EOLVWHU� FRYHULQJ�KHU� HQWLUH� WXPP\�KDG�EXUVW� DQG�ZDV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�
black grime. Bundling Nika up in my arms, I rushed her to the 
hospital, where I had to beg the staff  to admit the dirty little 
girl in my arms into their nice clean rooms. I talked two teenage 
street girls, dressed in threadbare clothes, into staying with Nika, 
as no nursing care was provided, and they found the courage and 
kindness to stay in that cold environment of  crisp white uniforms 
and unwelcoming stares.

Four days later, Nika was ready to be discharged, but there was 
no way that she could go back onto the streets, for she had been 
heavily wrapped in bandages. After staying for a few days in the 
girl’s home run by Onesimo, we found a Christian community to care 
for her and Joshua. In that Christian community, Nika’s wounds 
have been healing both inside and out as she and her brother have 
come to know the love of  ‘the Father of  the fatherless.’ Though 
a few scars remain across her stomach, her long, dark hair is full 
DJDLQ��DQG�KHU�IDFH�LV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�MR\�
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%XW�IRU�WKH�QH[W�WZR�GD\V��,�FRXOGQ·W�ÀQG�1LND�DQ\ZKHUH��:KHQ�
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DJDLQ��DQG�KHU�IDFH�LV�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�MR\�
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God’s Children
After a while other young people from the Onesimo therapeutic 

communities, whose lives were changing for the better, started 
joining me on the streets. The vision was taking hold amongst 
those who themselves had been helped, and a team formed which 
regularly went out to minister to these abandoned children. We 
ZHUH�DEOH� WR� WDNH�VRPH�RI � WKH�NLGV�RQ�WKHLU�ÀUVW�HYHU�KROLGD\�WR�
Camp Rock, located on a beautiful golden beach. This was their 
ÀUVW�UHVSLWH�HYHU�IURP�WKH�\HDUV�RI �ÀJKWLQJ�WR�VXUYLYH�RQ�WKH�VWUHHWV��
None of  them had ever dreamed that such a beautiful place even 
existed in their own country. They had never swum anywhere but 
WKH� ÀOWK\�3DVLJ�5LYHU��ZKLFK� UXQV� WKURXJK�0HWUR�0DQLOD�� 7KH\�
had never built a sand castle or climbed over big salt-stained rocks. 
They had never smelt the fresh breeze coming from the sea, nor 
heard a bird singing, nor been surrounded by lush green nature. All 
WKH\�NQHZ�ZDV�WKH�FRQFUHWH�RI �WKH�VWUHHWV��WKH�QRLVH�RI �WKH�WUDIÀF�
and the smell of  pollution. And most of  them had never felt loved 
and had never experienced the security of  a family or the stability 
of  a home.

As we gathered one night on the beach around a big wooden 
cross, every child was given a stone to symbolize the heaviness 
of  their lives. We invited the children to come to the cross with 
their stones and lay them down there. For a few moments it was 
totally quiet, apart from the distant sound of  waves rhythmically 
ZDVKLQJ� WKH� VKRUH�� 7KHQ� WKH� ÀUVW� FKLOG� VWRRG� XS� DQG� EURXJKW�
his stone to the cross. In the minutes that followed, every child 
�� IURP�WKH�\RXQJHVW� IRXU�\HDU�ROG�ER\� WR� WKH�ROGHVW�ÀIWHHQ�\HDU�
old girl - came to the cross, bearing a stone. They knelt down in 
the sand, their tear-stained faces glistening in the candlelight. One 
child began to weep with great sighs, then another, and another. 
For more than an hour, we knelt with the children in front of  the 
cross, holding them and praying for them, amazed by how God 
had melted their hearts. These children were no longer shabu’s 
children, but had been adopted into the family of  God. Like the 
nearby surf  caressing the beach, these precious children were being 
healed by wave after wave of  Christ’s love.
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A Lighthouse In A Sea Of  Poverty

Rachel Hauser 

(Manila, Philippines)

5DFKHO�+DXVHU�DUULYHG�LQ�0DQLOD�IURP�6ZLW]HUODQG�LQ�������,Q�WKDW�
WLPH�VKH�KDV�EHHQ�D�IULHQG�DQG�PHQWRU� WR�PDQ\��6KH�KHOSV� OHDG� ¶/LORN·��
D� OHDUQLQJ� FRPPXQLW\� WKDW� XVHV� LQIRUPDO� HGXFDWLRQDO� DSSURDFKHV� WR�
SUHSDUH�SDVWRUV�DQG�RWKHU�FRPPXQLW\�OHDGHUV��VXFK�DV�5XWK�LQ�WKLV�VWRU\��
IRU�PLQLVWU\�DPRQJ� WKH�SRRU��5DFKHO� LV�DOVR�SUHVHQWO\�ZRUNLQJ� WR� FUHDWH�
D�FOHDQ��JUHHQ��HFR�IULHQGO\�UHWUHDW�VLWH�IRU�WKH�XUEDQ�SRRU�MXVW�RXWVLGH�RI �
0DQLOD�

Just behind the international harbour on Manila Bay lies the old 
city district of  Tondo, one of  the most over-crowded municipalities 
in the world’s most densely populated city.9 Teeming with some of  
the poorest neighborhoods among Manila’s jostling millions, many 
temporary housing compounds in Tondo were erected in the mid-
1990s after the Philippine Government forcibly closed “Smokey 
Mountain,” the garbage dump where thousands had lived and 
worked for many years. 10  These temporary housing compounds 
consist of  huge two-story warehouse sheds, subdivided with thin 
plywood walls into units of  twelve square meters. Each unit houses 
one or two families with multiple family members - seven or eight 
children, grandparents, uncles and aunts. For every two units, 
there is one tiny bathroom equipped with a tap and a squat toilet. 
Natural light and ventilation are poor. But the corridor between 
the rows of  units bustles with life, as children and adults revel in 
this precious ‘open’ space.

During the Smokey Mountain struggle, Ruth Palma emerged 
DV�D�ÀHUFH�FRPPXQLW\�RUJDQL]HU�DQG�DGYRFDWH�IRU�KHU�SHRSOH·V�ODQG�
and rights. The wife of  a local pastor and a teacher by training, 
Ruth also moved to Tondo and became burdened by the children 
drifting aimlessly around the housing compounds. Without school 
and basic literacy, these children faced a future as despairing and 
impoverished as their parents, or perhaps worse. Very likely they 
would slip into street life - their petty crime leading to violent 
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crime, their hopelessness leading to drugs and alcohol, their lack 
of  belonging pointing them toward eventual gang membership.

In response, Ruth opened the ¶/LJKWKRXVH� 3UHVFKRRO’ in the 
corridor of  one of  the compound’s halls. With roughly 160 pupils 
on its roll, the preschool offers surprisingly orderly classes amidst 
the activity swirling around it. Knowing that the students’ physical 
and mental development will not improve without adequate 
nutrition, the preschool also offers a simple lunch each day. With 
a charismatic personality and a heart for those trapped in poverty 
and suffering all around her Ate (aunty) Ruth is constantly 
exploring new ways to improve conditions, and because of  her 
obvious love for her community, she quickly gains their trust. But 
more children want to come to the Lighthouse than there is space 
available, and because so few families in the area earn more than a 
subsistence income, parents cannot pay tuition. Thus keeping the 
school open is an ongoing struggle.

On one of  the days when I visit the Lighthouse, the class is 
DOUHDG\� LQ� IXOO� VZLQJ�� 5XWK� LV� WHDFKLQJ� WKH� ÀIW\�VRPH� VWXGHQWV�
in her class by microphone to overcome the background noise 
swirling through the housing complex. Yet the pupils are focused 
and listening intently as she leads them through song and craft.

But the school has run out of  money, and so there will be 
no lunch. Then a small miracle occurs: someone in this poor 
community has supplied the school with cake for today—one piece 
for each child! Surprised and joyful, every teacher and student 
offers up thanks to the God of  the universe, the One who promises 
to supply all that we need. I notice that one small boy is not eating 
his cake, but keeping it carefully wrapped. When I ask him if  he 
isn’t hungry, he explains that his mother is at home sick, and that 
there is no food in the house. Since she is unable to work, he would 
rather go hungry so that she might eat and get her strength back.

After school is over, Ruth takes us with her to visit some of  the 
families in the community. Most of  the mothers we meet look tired 
and pale – not surprising given their cramped, dim houses, poor 
diets and heavy workloads. But Ruth has a genuine gift for putting 
SHRSOH�DW�HDVH��DEOH�WR�ÀQG�FRPPRQ�JURXQG�ZLWK�HDFK�SHUVRQ�ZH�

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SERVANTHOOD

visit. As we move about the community, children’s faces light 
up when they realize that Ate Ruth is coming to visit, and I am 
struck by the shining eyes and healthy hair, as well as the glimpses 
RI �KRSH�DQG�VHOI�FRQÀGHQFH��DPRQJ�WKH�FKLOGUHQ�ZKR�DWWHQG�WKH�
Lighthouse.
2Q�D�WHQHPHQW�URRIWRS�ZH�ÀQG�-XQ�5H\�DQG�3KLOLS��DJHV�VL[�DQG�

eight, who have dropped out of  the Lighthouse school to scavenge. 
As they search the streets and garbage-dump for cans, glass, 
plastic, and cardboard to sell to recyclers, they risk exposure to 
disease, cuts from sharp debris, and death from the bulldozers that 
work the garbage heaps. Their clothes are stained black, and they 
reek of  glue. 11 With downcast eyes, drained of  light and hope, 
they haltingly tell us their decision to stop coming to the school 
so that they can earn a few more cents for their families each day.

After descending the stairs from the rooftop, we visit the unit 
where the boy who didn’t eat his cake lives. Like so many of  the 
women in Tondo, his mother looks tired and drained. “This will 
be my breakfast,” she tells us, holding up the cake. She is too 
embarrassed to say it more plainly: there is no other food in the 
KRXVH��0RYHG��ZH�SUDLVH�KHU�VRQ��DIÀUPLQJ�KLV�GHHS�ORYH�DQG�FDUH�
for her.

Later, after discussing how we might help this family in a way 
that will not rob them of  dignity but bring them strength, we bow 
our heads and pray that the Lighthouse will keep shining, offering 
an alternative future for the children of  Tondo. There is pain and 
poverty here. But there is also light.

R
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Beyond The Stare

Les McCrostie 

(Bangkok)

/HV�0F&URVWLH�DUULYHG�LQ�%DQJNRN��7KDLODQG�IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG�LQ�
WKH�HDUO\�����V��ZKHUH�VKH�VHUYHG�IRU�VHYHUDO�\HDUV��$ORQJ�ZLWK�KHU�6HUYDQWV�
WHDPPDWHV��VKH�KHOSHG�HVWDEOLVK�+RXVH�RI �/LIH��D�GLVFLSOHVKLS�KRPH�IRU�
\RXQJ�7KDLV�FRPLQJ�RXW�RI �GUXJ�DGGLFWLRQ��$V�WKH�$,'6�HSLGHPLF�VSUHDG�
WKURXJK�7KDLODQG�LQ�WKH�����V��WKH�+RXVH�RI �/LIH�WHDP�IRXQG�WKHPVHOYHV�
ORYLQJ�DQG�QXUVLQJ�WKHLU�G\LQJ�IULHQGV�LQVWHDG���

Sitting in the Bangkok public hospital, I looked around at the 
sunken eyes, taut, yellow skin and skeletal frames of  the abandoned 
bodies surrounding me. This impersonal ward had become a 
human waste heap, a dumping ground for these men between the 
ages of  nineteen and forty who were dying of  AIDS.13 I knew that 
by next week, many of  these men would be gone, and there would 
be a whole new set of  lonely faces.

Bick, the young man I was caring for, was incontinent, 
dehydrated and exhausted. His body had been battling symptoms 
IRU�PRQWKV��DQG�KH�GLGQ·W�KDYH�PXFK�ÀJKW�OHIW��:H�KDG�UXQJ�KLV�
mother to tell her that Bick was dying, but she had told us that she 
was ‘tied up with business’, meaning she was busy gambling and 
playing card games in her slum.

“I can’t do this by myself,” I thought as I washed Bick, 
straining to turn and lift him alone. Sandy, my teammate, who 
usually visited the hospital with me, was back in Australia. I was 
exhausted physically, but also emotionally as I looked around at 
the weeping sores and pleading eyes of  so many who were suffering.

After washing and powdering Bick, I massaged and exercised the 
wasted muscles in his emaciated legs. “Thank you,” he whispered, 
sitting up in his bed, which I had made with fresh sheets. His thin 
lips stretched into a wide smile and his big dark eyes twinkled.

Bick knew that his death was imminent, but he had recently 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SERVANTHOOD

encountered Jesus. Though his body was wracked with pain, I felt 
deep reassurance knowing that Bick saw himself  as a child of  God, 
and knew he was loved unconditionally.

I glanced up and saw a Thai woman staring at me. As the 
seconds passed, I felt as though I could read her thoughts: “What 
LV�WKLV�IRUHLJQHU�GRLQJ�KHUH"�:K\�LV�VKH�ZDVKLQJ�DQG�FDULQJ�IRU�WKLV�
\RXQJ�7KDL�PDQ"�7KLV�FDQ·W�EH�ULJKW�²�\RX�MXVW�GRQ·W�VHH�IRUHLJQHUV�
KHUH�²�QRW�KHOSLQJ�RQ�WKH�ZDUGV�RI �RQH�RI �RXU�KRVSLWDOV�µ

She leaned over the pale, listless body of  a teenager, her face full 
of  bewilderment and pain.

As our eyes met and locked, I knew that the boy was her son, 
and I thought of  all the love with which she had nurtured him 
over the years, the dreams she had treasured for her little boy - all 
snatched away by an aching grief  as she watched him slowly die.

Reaching over, I took her hand in mine, and my eyes welled up 
with tears. Here was one woman whose love for her son outweighed 
the shame, gossip and fear of  contagion that no doubt isolated her 
from her neighbors. But she had gained a special bond with her 
son that Bick’s mother would never know about. Though we were 
strangers, and spoke each other’s language imperfectly, I knew as 
we grasped hands that we understood one another and why we 
were here, sharing this road of  suffering.

She released my grip and gently brushed her boy’s hair, as I 
imagined she had done countless times when he was little. His eyes 
drifted open, and a smile broke across his pinched face, softening 
his sunken features. Like Bick, he too knew he was loved.

R
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encountered Jesus. Though his body was wracked with pain, I felt 
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Reaching over, I took her hand in mine, and my eyes welled up 
with tears. Here was one woman whose love for her son outweighed 
the shame, gossip and fear of  contagion that no doubt isolated her 
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She Loved
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(India/USA)

'DYLG� ZDV� UDLVHG� LQ� (XURSH� DQG� DWWHQGHG�:KHDWRQ� &ROOHJH�� ZKHUH�
KH� H[SHULHQFHG� XUEDQ� RXWUHDFK� DQG� D� GHVLUH� WR� VHUYH� DPRQJ� WKH� SRRU��
$IWHU� FRPSOHWLQJ� KLV� HOHFWULFDO� HQJLQHHULQJ� GHJUHH� DW� WKH�8QLYHUVLW\� RI �
0DU\ODQG��KH�PRYHG�WR�&KLFDJR�DQG�PDUULHG�$P\�-R��ZKHUH�WKH\�VHUYHG�
WKH�QHHGV�RI �WKH�SRRU�FRPPXQLW\�WKURXJK�D�ORFDO�FKXUFK��7KH\�PRYHG�WR�
,QGLD�ZLWK�6HUYDQWV�LQ�HDUO\�������ZKHUH�WKH\�OLYHG�XQWLO�KLV�GDXJKWHU·V�
ELUWK�DQG�$P\�-R·V�GHDWK�DW�WKH�HQG�RI ������

,� IRXQG� P\VHOI � EHLQJ� VZHSW� DORQJ� LQ� WKH� PLGVW� RI � D� IXQHUDO�
SURFHVVLRQ��VXUURXQGHG�E\�\RXQJ�PHQ�IURP�WKH�%DJKHO�7KDNXU�FODQ��
+RZ�FRXOG�WKLV�EH"

My wife Amy Jo and I had moved into Shri Niwas Puri area 
nearly two years earlier, eager to live intentionally among the 
poor. We wanted to make friends, to share their lives, to hear their 
stories, to serve them, and to communicate the good news of  Jesus 
Christ.
1RZ�DV�,�VDW�LQ�WKH�OHDG�FDU�RI �WKH�¶DNKLUD�\DWUD·��WKH�ÀQDO�MRXUQH\��

,�IHOW�D�GHHS��VDG�NLQVKLS�ZLWK�P\�QHLJKERUV�
I remembered back to the sweltering summer day when Dev Lal 

had approached me. “Friend,” he said, “follow me”. I followed him 
down our narrow alley to the little community temple, hoping we 
wouldn’t be going too far, me dressed in my wrap around lungi and 
all. Beyond the temple courtyard was a musty room, furnished 
with a half-dozen charpai rope beds and a couple of  ceiling fans; 
young men lounging about, napping, shooting the breeze; khadi-
clad elders gathered around the hookah. I was offered a toke on 
the pipe and a drink from the local well. A few days earlier I had 
expressed my loneliness to a shopkeeper. Word got around, and 
the guys had decided to extend their friendship. I was invited to 
come back as often as I liked. And I had. Often I would listen to 
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WKH�HOGHUV�GLVFXVV�WKH�ORFDO�JRVVLS��QHJRWLDWH�FRPPXQLW\�FRQÁLFWV��
and sometimes debate religious questions. I’d write down words I 
didn’t understand to look up later.

I was welcomed into a type of  community that I had never 
experienced before.

While no one (except for untold numbers of  children and our 
landlady) ever felt comfortable dropping in on us, it was expected 
that I walk into their homes without knocking, whereupon I could 
expect to be offered a meal. Often I would go watch TV with 
Netram, or hang out at the ice cream cart with Vinod. Slowly I 
was able to enter their world and see life from their perspective. 
Later, I was the guest of  honor at Netram’s wedding, and indeed, 
I felt honored.

My wife, Amy Jo spent most of  her time in the neighborhood. 
Her gentle spirit and sincere affection for people attracted the 
women and children. She immediately established a friendship 
with our landlady, Malti. Malti’s children Babita, Mumta, and Bala 
ZHUH�WKH�ÀUVW�WR�FRPH�VHH�WKH�VWUDQJH�IRUHLJQHUV��7KHQ�ERLVWHURXV�
Puja and shy Punit. I learned my Hindi colors from games of  
UNO with these kids. Soon it was Anu, Nitu and Sonia, and then 
the girls from across the gully. It was all a bit overwhelming for 
me; I wanted more time alone, to think, to process. Amy Jo was 
welcoming the kids, and I was sending them away. Her heart 
came alive when she could shower affection on the children whose 
parents were busy struggling to make ends meet. So Amy Jo would 
color with the kids, and I’d be on the roof  with my journal.

Amy Jo taught arts and crafts in a program for kids whose 
parents depended on them for their livelihoods. They were mostly 
Bangledeshi migrants and Muslim, despised by our “less” poor 
neighbors. She willingly rubbed shoulders with the unlovely, 
pausing to hug a begging woman, to place the coin in the hands of  
a leper, to carry a dirty child. One boy in our neighborhood would 
constantly show off, seeking our attention. I couldn’t suppress a 
dislike for his antics, but Amy Jo would praise him for his dancing 
and encourage his singing. He moved later, when his mother died, 
but he would travel far to see “Auntie”, who reserved a special 
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compassion for him.
Amy Jo and I seized every opportunity to deepen our 

relationships and to experience our neighbor’s lives. We sat in the 
shade and sweated with them during power outages. We slept with 
Malti’s family on the roof. We went with Malti and her family 
to nearby dramas and festivals. We traveled together to Malti’s 
village for a weekend. Together we celebrated holidays, weddings, 
and births. And yes, there were also deaths.
1RZ��LQ�WKH�IXQHUDO�SURFHVVLRQ��WKH�DNKLUD�\DWUD��,�FRXOGQ·W�KHOS�EXW�

WKLQN�KRZ�WKLV�PLJKW�\HW�DJDLQ�VWUHQJWKHQ�RXU�WLHV��RSHQ�KHDUWV��DOORZ�
WKH�KRSH�RI �WKH�JRVSHO�WR�EH�FRPPXQLFDWHG��,�ZDQWHG�WR�NQRZ�ZKDW�WKH\�
WKRXJKW�DERXW� WKH�DIWHUOLIH��ZKDW� WKHLU� FXVWRPV�ZHUH��KRZ� WKH\� FRSHG�
ZLWK�GHDWK��,�KDG�VHHQ�WKH�JUDFH�DQG�UHVLOLHQFH�RI �,QGLD·V�SRRU�DV�WKH\�
ERUH�VXIIHULQJ�DIWHU�VXIIHULQJ��DQG�,�ZDQWHG�WR�NQRZ�LW�WRR�

A young woman, Asha, had died unexpectedly, suddenly, leaving 
her husband with a newborn girl.

I had witnessed it all, watched the community respond. The 
news traveled quickly, and people gathered to hear the details, to 
see the baby, to lay hands of  condolence on the husband, still in 
shock.

Asha had enjoyed a healthy pregnancy and the community 
was sharing her joy. Then, in her eighth month of  pregnancy, she 
developed severe headaches. She was treated at the nearest hospital, 
where few of  her poorer neighbors could have gained access. Her 
friends were concerned, and prayed to their gods: Sai Baba, Mata 
Di, Shri Krishna. Somewhat unusual for this neighborhood, 
Asha was Isai, a follower of  Jesus. Her family prayed fervently 
for Jesus to heal her. Her child was delivered premature – a girl. 
Urgent, emergency surgery was needed to remove the fast growing 
WXPRXU�IURP�KHU�EUDLQ��6KH�EULHÁ\�VXUYLYHG�WKH�VXUJHU\��ZDNLQJ�
long enough to touch her daughter, but then falling back into 
unconsciousness and within a few hours, dying.

When the new father returned from the hospital with the news, 
there was a gasp of  unbelief. She had been so healthy, just days 
before. News spread quickly, and before long the room was crowded 
with people, laying their hands on him in silent condolence.

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SERVANTHOOD

There was sorrow, and there was joy. There was death, and 
there was life. Asha (meaning hope) had died, and Kiran (meaning 
sunshine) had been born.

Arrangements were quickly made for the funeral. “Would she be 
cremated?” they wondered. What do Isai people do? When they 
found out about the burial customs, the elders protested. They 
wanted a viewing in the community. They eventually settled on 
accompanying her body from the hospital to the cemetery for a 
viewing there. The journey was the key thing. A chance to send her 
off. A chance to say goodbye.

One devout young man urged everyone to come; Asha, in 
a dream, had come to him and implored them all to be there. 
A collection was made to rent a bus, no small thing for these 
struggling, working-class people. I was compelled by my friends 
to travel with them in a car at the front of  the procession; we were 
followed by the bus and the ambulance, bearing the casket. I sat 
arm in arm with them, respectfully silent, absorbed in thought.
$QG� WKHQ�ZH� HQWHUHG� WKH� FHPHWHU\��ZKHUH� HDFK�SHUVRQ� WRRN�D�ÀQDO�

ORRN��VRPH�VSULQNOHG�ÁRZHU�SHWDOV�RQ�WKH�ZRPDQ·V�ERG\��$VKD·V�JULHI�
VWULFNHQ�SDUHQWV�IROORZHG�LQ� WXUQ��KHU�PRWKHU�SDXVLQJ� WR�ZHHS��,� WRR�
WRRN�D�ÀQDO�ORRN��EXW�P\�H\HV�GLG�QRW�OLQJHU��$�JODQFH�ZDV�HQRXJK�WR�VHH�
WKDW�KHU�VRXO�KDG�GHSDUWHG��OHDYLQJ�RQO\�D�OLIHOHVV�VKHOO��,�ZDQWHG�WR�FU\��
EXW�,�FRXOG�QRW��,�ZDV�QXPE��LQ�VKRFN��%HFDXVH�WKLV�H[SHULHQFH��VKDUHG�
DV�LW�ZDV�ZLWK�P\�QHLJKERUV��ZDV�PRUH�SHUVRQDO�VWLOO��7KH�ZLGRZHU�ZDV�
PH��WKH�EDE\�JLUO�ZDV�PLQH��DQG�O\LQJ�LQ�WKH�FDVNHW�ZDV� $́VKDµ��$P\�
-R��P\�ZLIH�
,� ORRNHG�DURXQG�DW� WKRVH�ZKR� VKDUHG�P\� JULHI��$PHULFDQ� IULHQGV�

DQG� IDPLO\�� $XVWUDOLDQ� DQG� .LZL� WHDP� PDWHV�� &KULVWLDQ� EURWKHUV�
DQG�VLVWHUV�IURP�WKH�IRXU�FRUQHUV�RI �,QGLD��$QG�WKH�+LQGL�VSHDNLQJ�
QHLJKERUV� ZH� KDG� FRPH� WR� VHUYH�� 7KLUW\� ZRPHQ� RU� VR�� 0DOWL�� RXU�
ODQGODG\��D�ZLGRZ�KHUVHOI��-D\DQWL��2P�3UDNDVK·V�ZLIH��2P�%XWWL��,�
ZDONHG�RYHU�WR�VLW�ZLWK�WKH�PHQ��WKH�HOGHUV�RI �WKH�FRPPXQLW\��1HWUDP��
ZKRVH�ZHGGLQJ�,�KDG�DWWHQGHG��.ULVKQ��0DOWL·V�VRQ��'HY�/DO·V�IDWKHU��
DOVR�D�ZLGRZHU�
,�KDG�QHYHU�H[SHULHQFHG�VXFK�TXLHW�LQ�,QGLD�EHIRUH��,�FRXOG�KHDU�WKH�

ZLQG�FKDVLQJ�WKH�ELUGV�WKURXJK�WKH�WUHHV��,Q�6KUL�1LZDV�3XUL��ZKHUH�
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����IDPLOLHV�RFFXSLHG�D�VLQJOH�EORFN��WKHUH�ZHUH�DOZD\V�WKH�VKRXWV�RI �
FKLOGUHQ��WKH�YHJHWDEOH�VHOOHU�� WKH�FU\�RI �D�EDE\��WKH�WHPSOH�PXVLF�� WKH�
FDOO�WR�SUD\HU��%XW�KHUH��LQ�D�VDFUHG�PRPHQW��WKHUH�ZDV�VLOHQFH�

Kiran and I moved back into Shri Niwas Puri a few weeks later, 
with daily visits from my team mates. I wasn’t expected to stay, 
but this was home. I wasn’t ready to leave. But nothing really went 
ULJKW� LQ�WKRVH�ZHHNV��,�ZDV�ÀJKWLQJ�ERWK�$PHULFDQ�H[SHFWDWLRQV�
DQG�,QGLDQ�WUDGLWLRQV��,�ZDV�ÀJKWLQJ�P\VHOI��<HW�WKH� ORVV�ZDV�VR�
deep, the hurt so acute, I couldn’t bring myself  to let go just yet: 
to relinquish the dreams we had dreamt, the relationships we had 
nurtured, the identity we had chosen. And sticking it out had 
RWKHU�EHQHÀWV��KHDULQJ�DERXW�WKH�ORYH�P\�QHLJKERUV�KDG�IRU�$P\�
Jo, and receiving consolation from them.

My neighbors knew Asha, the person Amy Jo had become. They 
were able to share memories that few back home would relate too. 
As I listened to them, I heard the sadness, the unbelief, the loss of  
one they had loved. They praised Asha, who had been so loving 
with the neighborhood kids. “God knew she would never get to 
love her own,” they said. Malti was close to Amy Jo. In many 
ways they were kindred spirits. Like Amy Jo, she exuded peace 
and gentleness. She was poor, but lived her life with joy. At Asha’s 
memorial service, Malti eulogized:

“Asha was like a member of  our family. She loved us a lot. We 
went so many places together with Amy Jo. We used to share 
meals. We thought a lot of  her. She loved us so very much!”

There is no doubt that consolation was meaningful coming from 
those who had been through deep loss. Hindi, like English, has its 
trite proverbs at the ready. “What God does is good,” was tossed 
at me more than once. But most of  my neighbors had experienced 
heart-wrenching deaths of  at least one family member, something 
less common in the States.

In the coming weeks Malti would share her story with me. Her 
husband had been a drinker and gambler, and when he died in 
an auto-rickshaw accident, she was left with four young children 
and nearly broke. Her father-in-law allowed Malti to stay on 
his son’s property, but he didn’t give a single penny towards his 
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grandchildren’s needs. She was forced to abandon her children 
during the day to make a pitiful wage in a factory. She told me 
how much better things are now, but how, sometimes, when no one 
is looking, she still bears her grief  in tears. I wondered if  I would 
be able to bear my tragedy as gracefully as she.

It was from Malti, more than anyone else, that I gathered hope. 
And it is hope by which we, the broken, endure.

$P\� -R� �$VKD�� ZDV� UDLVHG� LQ� 3DNLVWDQ� ZLWK� KHU� VLEOLQJV� -LP�
DQG�/DXUD��ZKHUH�KHU�SDUHQWV�PLQLVWHUHG�WR�WKH�&KULVWLDQ�FRPPXQLW\�
WKURXJK� VHPLQDU\� WUDLQLQJ�� 6KH� LPPHQVHO\� HQMR\HG� KHU� VFKRROLQJ�
DW�0XUUHH�&KULVWLDQ�6FKRRO��ZLWK�NLGV� IURP�DOO� RYHU� WKH�ZRUOG��+HU�
H[SHULHQFHV� DW� :KHDWRQ� &ROOHJH�� SDUWLFXODUO\� DQ� LQWHUQVKLS� LQ�
7KDLODQG�WKURXJK�WKH�+1*5�SURJUDP��JDYH�KHU�D�GHHS�DZDUHQHVV�RI �
WKLUG�ZRUOG�SRYHUW\�DQG�DURXVHG�LQ�KHU�D�ORQJLQJ�WR�VHUYH�DPRQJ�WKH�
SRRU�
'DYLG�ZDV�UDLVHG�LQ�(XURSH�ZKHUH�KLV�IDWKHU�VHUYHG�LQ�WKH�8�6��$LU�

)RUFH��+H�DOVR� DWWHQGHG�:KHDWRQ�&ROOHJH�ZKHUH� KH�ÀUVW� H[SHULHQFHG�
XUEDQ�RXWUHDFK�DQG�D�GHVLUH�WR�VHUYH�DPRQJ�WKH�SRRU��'DYLG�FRPSOHWHG�
KLV�HOHFWULFDO�HQJLQHHULQJ�GHJUHH�DW� WKH�8QLYHUVLW\�RI �0DU\ODQG�DQG�
PRYHG�WR�&KLFDJR�WR�ZRUN�LQ�KLV�ÀHOG�ZKLOH�OLYLQJ�VLPSO\�DPRQJ�WKH�
SRRU�
'DYLG�DQG�$P\�-R�PHW�DQG�EHJDQ�WKHLU�PDUULDJH�LQ�8SWRZQ��DQ�

LQQHU�FLW\�QHLJKERUKRRG�RI �&KLFDJR��ZKHUH�WKH\�VHUYHG�WKH�QHHGV�RI �WKH�
FRPPXQLW\�WKURXJK�D�ORFDO�FKXUFK��7KH\�PDGH�WKHLU�ÀUVW�WULS�WR�,QGLD�
WRJHWKHU�LQ������ZKHUH�WKH\�ZHUH�KDSSLO\�UHFUXLWHG�E\�6HUYDQWV��7KH\�
PRYHG�WR�,QGLD�LQ�HDUO\�������ZKHUH�WKH\�OLYHG�XQWLO�.LUDQ·V�ELUWK�DQG�
$P\�-R·V�GHDWK�DW�WKH�HQG�RI ������
'DYLG�UHWXUQHG�WR�&KLFDJR�LQ�������ZKHUH�KH�WRRN�XS�VRIWZDUH�GHVLJQ�

SDUW�WLPH� ZKLOH� HQMR\LQJ� D� VSHFLDO� UHODWLRQVKLS� ZLWK� KLV� GDXJKWHU��
.LUDQ��*RG�DJDLQ�JDYH�'DYLG�WKH�JLIW�RI �D�SDUWQHU���DQG�.LUDQ�WKH�
JLIW�RI �D�QHZ�PRWKHU���ZKHQ�KH�ZDV�MRLQHG�LQ�PDUULDJH�ZLWK�+\DFLQWK��
5DMDGXUDL�LQ������

R
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She loved

She loved green.
Green glass.
Her eyes.
She loved blue. And white.
7KH�FRORU�RI �ÁDW�URRIHG�KRXVHV
dotting the Greek islands.
My eyes.

She loved peace.
Born in Pindi. Died in Delhi.
She wished they could make up.

6KH�ORYHG�VXQÁRZHUV�
Like the ones in Colorado near the
train tracks and the red clay road.

She loved mountains. Beaches.
And Romance.

She loved to be simple.
In heart. In mind.
She loved beauty.
Beauty and simplicity.
3DLQWHG�ÁRZHU�SRWV�

She loved.
     D.B.

R
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Fleeing Cambodia

&UDLJ�DQG�1D\KRX\�*UHHQÀHOG

1D\KRX\��DORQJ�ZLWK�KHU�PRWKHU�DQG�EURWKHU��ÁHG�&DPERGLD�DV�D�VL[�
\HDU�ROG��6KH�H[SHULHQFHG�JURZLQJ�XS�DV�D�UHIXJHH�LQ�1HZ�=HDODQG��EXW�
DOZD\V� NQHZ� WKDW�*RG�ZRXOG� RQH� GD\� FDOO� KHU� EDFN� WR� KHU� KRPHODQG� WR�
PLQLVWHU�WR�KHU�SHRSOH�

Nayhouy was born towards the end of  1973, as Khmer 
Rouge forces began to put a strangle hold on her home town of  
Battambang, in the northwest of  Cambodia. Nayhouy was not yet 
two when the Khmer Rouge took Phnom Penh, marking the end 
of  a protracted civil war and ushering in a four-year nightmare 
that would stretch to two decades without resolution.

Within the space of  a few weeks, after the fall of  the capital 
city, all the urban centers across the country had been evacuated 
DQG�WKH�HQWLUH�SRSXODWLRQ�ZDV�IRUFHG�WR�ZRUN�WKH�ÀHOGV��2QH�HDUO\�
morning in April, 1975, a crude band of  Khmer Rouge soldiers 
marched into her provincial town and down the main street. 
Nayhouy was playing happily outside, oblivious to the turmoil, 
and her mother - pregnant with Nayhouy’s brother - was still 
optimistic that the end of  the civil war would mean peace and the 
UHWXUQ�RI �KHU�KXVEDQG��ZKR�ZDV�D�*RYHUQPHQW�SROLFH�RIÀFHU�

A few weeks later, three trucks jammed with people rumbled 
slowly by. Khmer Rouge soldiers trooped alongside the swaying 
vehicles, their leaders calling over loudspeakers for more 
townspeople to come forward and climb on the trucks, “Comrades, 
all those who are highly educated and all who have experience in 
the previous administration are urgently needed to help rebuild 
the country.” The trucks rumbled on, not turning off  towards 
the town square or City Hall, but straight out of  town and into 
the jungle. When nobody saw those passengers again, Nayhouy’s 
mother and their neighbors grasped the full horror of  the darkness 
descending upon Cambodia.

Over the next months and years Nayhouy heeded her mother’s 
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warning to say nothing of  their background or identity. Nayhouy’s 
IDWKHU� KDG� EHHQ� ÀJKWLQJ� DJDLQVW� WKH� .KPHU� 5RXJH� IRU� VHYHUDO�
years as a military policeman on the side of  the Government, 
trying to keep the communists from taking over the capital city. It 
had been six months since they had last seen him. One afternoon, 
Nayhouy watched her mother spend hours removing any trace of  
their Government connections from the simple wooden home they 
shared with her grandfather and other relatives.

Soon the townspeople had all been ordered by the new regime 
to leave their homes in the city and build thatch shelters alongside 
WKH�ÀHOGV�ZKHUH�WKH\�ZHUH�WR�ZRUN�

Long days turned to long months, and Nayhouy’s father never 
returned. He had disappeared without a trace, one of  the thousands 
RI �.KPHU�5RXJH�YLFWLPV�ZKRVH�ERGLHV�ZHUH�QHYHU�LGHQWLÀHG��+HU�
father never knew the baby son who was born to him late one 
Saturday night under the thatch roof  of  a temporary shelter. 
+HU�PRWKHU·V�PXIÁHG� VFUHDPV�DQG�ELUWK�SDLQV�ZHUH�DWWHQGHG� WR�
by Nayhouy’s bustling aunties, with a wizened traditional birth 
DWWHQGDQW�ÀQDOO\�DUULYLQJ�DERXW�KDOI �DQ�KRXU�DIWHU�WKH�ER\�JDVSHG�
KLV�ÀUVW�EUHDWK�

With two young children to care for and no husband to help, 
food was scarce and Nayhouy’s mother began to watch the effects 
of  hunger strip the life from their once healthy bodies. One 
sweltering, humid lunchtime, after days with nothing to eat but 
watery rice soup, Nayhouy and her tiny brother lay lethargic on 
WKH�ÁRRU�RI �WKHLU�KXW��7KH�FKLOGUHQ·V�H\HV�ZHUH�GXOO�DQG�WKHLU�VNLQ�
dry and loose with malnutrition. Nayhouy watched her mother 
kneel in tears and whisper a prayer on behalf  of  her children. 
7KHQ�KHU�PRWKHU� OD\� IDFH�GRZQ�RQ�WKH�EDPERR�ÁRRU�RI � WKH�KXW�
as if  waiting to die, gazing with watery eyes through the slats at 
WKH�GLUW\�EURZQ�VHDVRQDO�ÁRRG�ZDWHUV�WKDW�ZHUH�EHJLQQLQJ�WR�ULVH�
below her tiny home. Suddenly, Nayhouy’s mother jumped to her 
feet and called in excitement to Nayhouy’s aunt, Yary, to bring a 
stick.

Though it was strictly forbidden to catch anything for personal 
consumption, Nayhouy watched her mother and aunt splashing 
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through the water and, suppressing hysterical laughter, whacking 
DW� WKH� ÀVK� LQ� WKH� VKDOORZ� ÁRRG�ZDWHUV� EHORZ� WKH� KXW��1D\KRX\�
ZDWFKHG� LQ� JOHH� DV� YLFWRULRXV�� WKH� WZR�ZRPHQ�\DQNHG� ÀVK� DIWHU�
ÀVK�RXW�RI �WKH�ZDWHU��EHDPLQJ�DW�WKHLU�SUL]H��7KDW�QLJKW�WKH\�DOO�
feasted on the timely catch and thanked God again for sparing the 
lives of  the children.

The months continued to pass in a monotony of  toil and quiet 
desperation. Nayhouy’s mother was forced to return to work in the 
ÀHOGV�VRRQ�DIWHU�WKH�ELUWK��ZKLOH�1D\KRX\�KHUVHOI �KDG�WR�VSHQG�WKH�
day looking after her little brother. At four, Nayhouy was really 
too young for such responsibility and it’s a wonder that either 
RI �WKH�FKLOGUHQ�VXUYLYHG�WKH�ÁRRG�ZDWHUV�DQG�RWKHU�GDQJHUV�WKDW�
swirled around them.

Each night Nayhouy would massage her mother’s blistered feet 
in an attempt to bring her some comfort. Actually, her mother had 
QHYHU�ZRUNHG� LQ� D� ÀHOG� EHIRUH�� KHU� SDUHQWV� KDG� EHHQ�PHUFKDQWV�
(noodle sellers), city people. No one in the whole family had ever 
been rice farmers. But young as she was, Nayhouy had to promise 
her mother she would never divulge that information to anyone. 
The Khmer Rouge ideology was to make Kampuchea into one vast 
farm manned by unquestioning peasants toiling like ants from 
dawn to dusk. In such a ‘utopia’, there was no room for merchants, 
business people, teachers, doctors, nurses or ‘intellectuals’. They 
had soft hands and questioning minds, and the regime had no use 
for them, other than to use their bodies to fertilize their insatiable 
ULFH�ÀHOGV��&DPERGLD�KDG�EHHQ� WUDQVIRUPHG� LQWR�D� FRXQWU\�ZLGH�
JXODJ��VODYH�FDPS��NLOOLQJ�ÀHOG��1D\KRX\�GDUHG�QRW�DVN�DERXW�KHU�
father and what had become of  him. Without the aid of  photos or 
any other memento, she struggled to even recall what he looked 
like.

One day, Nayhouy watched as one of  the Khmer Rouge soldiers 
guarding their camp slowed to watch her mother clumsily swinging 
her bamboo hoe. With the end of  his weapon he prodded her 
roughly: “show me your hands.” Nayhouy’s mother reluctantly 
turned her palms up. Though now blistered and grimy, they were 
clearly the soft hands of  someone who was not used to manual 
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through the water and, suppressing hysterical laughter, whacking 
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One day, Nayhouy watched as one of  the Khmer Rouge soldiers 
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roughly: “show me your hands.” Nayhouy’s mother reluctantly 
turned her palms up. Though now blistered and grimy, they were 
clearly the soft hands of  someone who was not used to manual 
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labor. Narrowing his eyes, he snarled, “Comrade, if  you are truly 
who you claim to be, you will certainly be able to plant this 
ZKROH�ÀHOG�ZLWK�SRWDWRHV�E\�WKH�HQG�RI �WKH�GD\��%\�\RXUVHOI�µ�+H�
PRWLRQHG�WR�D�ODUJH�HPSW\�ÀHOG�QHDUE\�

Nayhouy’s mother turned her head quickly to glance at the 
GDXQWLQJ�ÀHOG��WKHQ�ORZHUHG�KHU�H\HV�DQG�PXUPXUHG�DVVHQW��7KH�
soldier made himself  comfortable alongside two others beneath 
the scant shade of  some nearby trees, and waited to see how 
Nayhouy’s mother would respond.

Swinging her bamboo hoe in an arc above her head, Nayhouy’s 
mother let it fall heavily on the sun-baked dirt, chipping away a 
hole where later she would place a small potato plant. Hour after 
hour she laboured, intent on her task, only looking up occasionally 
to make sure Nayhouy and her brother were still safe at the edge 
RI � WKH� ÀHOG��)LQDOO\�� ODWH� LQ� WKH� DIWHUQRRQ�� DFKLQJ� DQG� IDWLJXHG��
she planted the last potato seedling in its hole. The soldiers were 
PROOLÀHG�IRU�WKH�WLPH�EHLQJ�DQG�DOORZHG�WKHP�WR�OLPS�EDFN�WR�WKHLU�
sleeping mat for what remained of  the night.

The next day however, the soldiers were back, motioning to an 
HYHQ�ODUJHU�ÀHOG��+HU�PRWKHU·V�KDQGV�ZHUH�EDGO\�EOLVWHUHG�IURP�WKH�
previous day’s labor, but she knew she had no choice. Once again 
she clenched her teeth and gripped her hoe with determination, 
trying to ignore the pain in her back and her weeping hands. Once 
more, by some miracle of  will-power and unknown grace, by the 
HQG� RI � WKH� GD\� VKH� KDG� DJDLQ� ÀQLVKHG� SODQWLQJ� WKH� ÀHOG�� 7KH\�
stumbled home humiliated and exhausted, Nayhouy’s mother 
dragging the blood-stained hoe along the ground.

On the third day, the soldiers were no longer laughing. Churlishly, 
WKH\�LQGLFDWHG�D�PXFK�ODUJHU�DUHD��WZLFH�WKH�VL]H�RI �WKH�ÀHOG�VKH�
KDG�SODQWHG�RQ�WKH�ÀUVW�GD\��1D\KRX\·V�PRWKHU�RQFH�PRUH�ZRXQG�
her palms around the hoe, wincing with pain. Each blow against 
the hard soil stripped more skin from her hands till they were slick 
with blood. Hour after hour she bent and twisted, feverish with the 
SDLQ��XQWLO�ÀQDOO\��DFKLQJ��FRYHUHG�LQ�PXG�DQG�VZHDW��VKH�SODQWHG�WKH�
last potato in its hole. Darkness had long since fallen and she could 
barely see the ground she was standing on. But she had succeeded: 
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she had planted the last of  the seedlings. On the brink of  utter 
collapse they dragged themselves back to their shelter, weeping 
with exhaustion. For the time being the soldiers were content and 
left them unmolested, and the next morning Nayhouy watched 
KHU�PRWKHU�KREEOH�RYHU�WR�UHMRLQ�WKH�ZRUN�JDQJ�RQ�DQRWKHU�ÀHOG��
whispering a silent word of  thanks to the unknown God.

By 1979, Nayhouy’s family were increasingly desperate to escape 
the brutal regime. She had watched hundreds of  her neighbors and 
many of  her own relatives succumb to starvation, beatings and 
overwork. Nayhouy’s mother whispered her fears to Nayhouy one 
QLJKW��7KRXJK�1D\KRX\�ZDV� MXVW�ÀYH�\HDUV�ROG�� VKH�ZRXOG� VRRQ�
be recruited into the children’s work gang to work all day long in 
WKH�ÀHOGV�DORQJVLGH� WKH�DGXOWV��1D\KRX\�ZRQGHUHG� LI � VKH�ZRXOG�
be made to plant potatoes until her hands bled too, and quietly 
sobbed herself  to sleep that night.

It was rumored that Vietnamese soldiers had defeated the 
Khmer Rouge further south and were getting closer every day, but 
WKH�IDPLO\�KDG�QR�VWRPDFK�IRU�PRUH�ÀJKWLQJ�DQG�OLWWOH�KRSH�WKDW�
their ordeal would be over soon. They had heard furtive whispers 
of  a truck driver who for an exorbitant price could get them near 
the Thai border. From there it would be a long trek through the 
MXQJOH�WR�D�UHIXJHH�FDPS��:KLVSHUHG�SODQV�RI �HVFDSH�EHJDQ�WR�ÀOO�
their evenings.

One night a young cousin arrived exhausted from out of  town. 
He came to Nayhouy’s house in the shadows of  the thatch shelter, 
“Your relatives sent me to get you and the rest of  the family,” he 
whispered breathlessly, “I can guide you to the refugee camp where 
they are. But we’ll have to trek through the jungle…There are 
ODQGPLQHV«µ�KH�WUDLOHG�RII��VWDULQJ�DW�WKH�ÁRRU��1D\KRX\�NQHZ�KH�
wasn’t certain they could make it.

Finally, a few days later, under the blazing midday sun, 
Nayhouy’s mother gathered her into her arms, stroking Nayhouy’s 
back and soothing her with whispers. Nayhouy’s aunt carried her 
brother, now a toddler, and two or three other members of  the 
family carried bags containing their meager possessions over their 
shoulders. Nayhouy watched her mother tuck some gold jewelry 
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that she had carefully saved into the hem of  her skirt and the tiny 
party hurried off  to the appointed meeting place.
7KH�WUXFN�ZDV�KRXUV�ODWH��EXW�ÀQDOO\�WKH\�KHDUG�WKH�ORZ�UXPEOH�

of  a distant vehicle rising from somewhere over the horizon. 
Eventually, a rusted heap piled high with fertilizer wheezed to a 
stop beside them and the nervous passengers climbed into the cab. 
The price in gold was negotiated and the truck set off.

Before long, the driver turned to Nayhouy’s mother and poked 
D�JQDUOHG�ÀQJHU�LQ�KHU�IDFH��´<RX·UH�P\�ZLIH�µ�+LV�EUHDWK�VWXQN��
7XUQLQJ�WR�1D\KRX\�KH�ÁDVKHG�URWWHQ�\HOORZ�WHHWK�� $́QG�\RX·UH�
my daughter. You know…for when the Vietnamese soldiers stop 
us.”

The truck growled and wheezed its way over the rutted mud 
roads. The Vietnamese army checkpoint was a nerve wracking 
game of  bluff, before they were able to pass themselves off  as 
a family accompanying their father and husband on a fertilizer 
delivery. Near the border with Thailand, the driver pulled his truck 
over and ushered them out onto the roadside verge that quickly 
EOHQGHG� LQWR� ODQG�PLQH� VWUHZQ� MXQJOH��:LWK� D� MHUN� RI � KLV� ÀQJHU�
in the direction of  Thailand, and a curt warning about the land-
mines, the driver turned his truck around and was gone.

All that day, and through the night they trudged, stopping 
infrequently to rest and then pressing on before they were 
refreshed, fearful to stop too long. Every now and then the dark 
night would light up with a landmine explosion, either up ahead 
or behind them where they had already walked. Every step was a 
gamble with death. As they passed corpses, some recent victims, 
RWKHUV� MXVW� VNHOHWRQV��ERQ\�ÀQJHUV� VWLOO� FOXWFKLQJ�VRPH�WUHDVXUHG�
possession, Nayhouy’s mother would cover Nayhouy’s eyes with 
KHU�ÀQJHUV�

They waded through swollen streams and over steep mountain 
passes, always aware that a misstep might take them over a land-
PLQH�RU�.KPHU�5RXJH�ERRE\�WUDS��$IWHU�GD\V�DQG�QLJKWV��ÀQDOO\�
they stumbled into a makeshift military checkpoint. A wave of  
terror swept over them as a group of  armed Cambodians trained 
WKHLU�ULÁHV�RQ�WKHP��%XW�LW�VRRQ�EHFDPH�DSSDUHQW�WKDW�WKHVH�ZHUH�
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not Khmer Rouge cadre, but one of  the other militias that had 
sprung up along the Thai- Cambodian border. But these soldiers 
could also be just as unpredictable, just as rapacious, just as 
vicious.

“Please...” her mother began tearfully. But the soldiers were 
DOUHDG\�JUXIÁ\�ZDYLQJ�WKHP�WKURXJK��$QRWKHU�PLUDFOH��1D\KRX\·V�
mother gathered herself  and motioned for the others in the party 
to hurry on.

They dared not speak for a few hundred meters, hurrying 
QHUYRXVO\� RXW� RI � ULÁH� UDQJH�� 7KHQ�� WKH� WUHHV� WKLQQHG� DQG� WKH\�
saw it. A massive tent city. Blue tarpaulin as far as the eye could 
see. And everywhere, people. Thousands of  people. Chatting and 
FRRNLQJ�RYHU�RSHQ�ÀUHV��VLWWLQJ�DURXQG�DQG�ODXJKLQJ�DQG�MXVW�JRLQJ�
about their daily business in a massive refugee camp, a seething 
mass of  humanity. Nayhouy was confused, but her mother released 
a gasp, “We’re safe!” And then in relief  the two women, sisters-
LQ�ODZ�� H[KDXVWHG� DQG� ÀOWK\�� FROODSVHG� LQWR� HDFK� RWKHUV� DUPV��
crying and laughing, dancing round and round in gleeful abandon. 
1D\KRX\�DW�ÀUVW�MXVW�PDUYHOHG�DW�WKH�ODXJKWHU�DQG�WKHQ�VKH�MRLQHG�
LQ��GHOLJKWHG�WR�VHH�HYHU\RQH�VR�KDSS\�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH�LQ�VR�ORQJ��
Nayhouy’s mother gathered her into her arms and pressed her 
IDFH�WR�KHU�GDXJKWHU·V�FKHHN�ZLWK�D�ÀHUFH�DIIHFWLRQ��´7KDQN�*RG��
Thank God.”

R
Following God Back Again

1D\KRX\�*UHHQÀHOG

We never seemed to have enough to eat, even in the refugee 
camp. Somehow we survived those years of  hunger, although the 
malnourishment my brother and I suffered left us shorter than 
average for our usually stocky family.
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After a time in the refugee camp, we were selected to be relocated 
to the USA, but my uncle, who was living in New Zealand, was 
working with the refugee centre in Mangere, Auckland, and he 
DUUDQJHG�IRU�XV�WR�MRLQ�KLP�WKHUH��0\�ÀUVW�PHPRU\�RI �1HZ�=HDODQG�
is of  eating a piece of  cheese on the airplane (to this day I love 
cheese!).

I was teased constantly for my height (or lack or it), and being 
the shortest in the line I had to stand in the front of  every single 
class photo. There were teachers who could never pronounce my 
QDPH�FRUUHFWO\��,�IHOW�RXW�RI �SODFH�DQG�OLNH�,�QHYHU�UHDOO\�FRXOG�ÀW�
in.

But at the same time, God brought many people into our lives 
who loved us and shared Jesus with us by their prayers, words, and 
example. We had sponsors who adopted us as their ‘grandchildren’ 
and neighbors who took us to church with them and became our 
new aunties and uncles. They provided life-saving friendship and 
support for my mother, who—as a twenty-eight-year old widow 
with two young children, was in a strange land with a strange 
language, culture, people, and strange food. She worked long 
hours in a sewing factory while trying so hard to keep everything 
together for the three of  us.

As the oldest, it was my job to be the interpreter: the one who 
went to the bank and paid the bills at age eight. I even went to 
my own parent-teacher interviews and interpreted my teacher’s 
comments to my mother. I explained all the letters that came in, 
including my detention letters from school.

But through all these experiences, through all the culture 
shock and prejudice and kindnesses, I was always drawn back to 
Cambodia, the land of  my birth, my people. As a Christian, this 
GHVLUH�ZDV�WR�VHH�*RG�JORULÀHG�LQ�WKDW�FRXQWU\��WR�GR�VRPHWKLQJ�WR�
contribute to God’s healing and growing Kingdom there. From an 
early age, I started telling people that I was going to go back and 
be a missionary and a teacher. Meanwhile, God was developing in 
me a heart for young people, and especially for young people who 
had known hardship and suffering, just as I had.

After twenty years in New Zealand, including three years 
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teaching in South Auckland (the poorest and most ethnically 
diverse section of  New Zealand’s largest city), my husband, Craig, 
and I left the place that had become my ‘home’ to return to 
Cambodia and serve those who are called ‘my people’.

In Cambodia, while living in a crowded tenement-building slum, 
Craig and I were led to start a ministry, now known as Project 
HALO (Hope, Assistance, Love for Orphans), in order to help 
children who had been orphaned by AIDS.14  Servants was already 
working with adults suffering from AIDS, providing comfort and 
medicines to patients in the slums through the AIDS Home Care 
Program, but there was an urgent need to provide care for the 
kids who were being left behind as their parents died.15 After a 
prolonged period of  prayer and research into alternative models 
of  care, we became convinced that building orphanages was not 
the best answer to this crisis, so we sought a more creative and 
ORQJ�WHUP�VROXWLRQ�� ,QVSLUHG� LQ�SDUW�E\� WKH� VDFULÀFLDO� ORYH� ,� VDZ�
in my own mother, and in the many people God sent to help us in 
the refugee camp and while resettling in New Zealand, we decided 
on a more sustainable family and community-based model, one 
that would aim to keep children within extended families and their 
communities wherever possible.

Working with the existing AIDS Home Care ministry, we began 
to visit families in which the parents were dying, encouraging the 
children to discuss their feelings and their fears about their future. 
We gave each child a memory book, where they could place family 
photos and record memories before they were lost. With parents, 
uncles, aunts, grandparents and close neighbors - as well as with 
the children themselves - we discussed who the children wanted to 
live with in the future. At times, that meant recruiting Christian 
foster families or supporting teenager-headed households.

As we met together, focusing on who would love and nurture the 
children, the stigma of  AIDS diminished. We helped parents write 
wills, guaranteeing the children’s property rights. And after the 
death of  the parents, we continued to follow-up with the children 
to make sure that the new family situation was working, that their 
rights were being respected, and that they were being fed, clothed 
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and schooled properly. Volunteer ‘youth mentors’ were recruited 
from local churches to act as big brothers and big sisters to these 
children, taking them on social outings and working through their 
memory books to help them through the grief  process.16�:LWK�ÀYH�
full-time staff  and numerous volunteers, Project HALO has so far 
provided friendship, mentoring and spiritual support to over 1,000 
children.17

,� OLNH� WR� WKLQN� RI � WKH� KDOR� DV� D� ÀWWLQJ� V\PERO� IRU�P\� OLIH��$�
symbol of  God’s protection and goodness over me. And like 
the halo, my life seems to have traveled full circle, bringing me 
EDFN� WR� WKH� ODQG� ,� RQFH� ÁHG� �� D� ODQG�ZKRVH� VRLO� LV� VWDLQHG�ZLWK�
suffering, where the seeds of  hope must now be sown amongst a 
new generation of  children.

R
2P�.KHXQ�)RUJLYHV� 

&RQFOXGLQJ�5HÁHFWLRQV�2Q�6HUYDQWKRRG

Kristin Jack

:KRHYHU�DPRQJ�\RX�ZDQWV�WR�OHDG�PXVW�EHFRPH�
WKH�VHUYDQW�RI �DOO�WKH�RWKHUV��(Mark 10:43)

2XU�ÀUVW�QHLJKERUKRRG�LQ�&DPERGLD�ZDV�&KUDQJ�%DN, or “broken 
river-bank,” a poor urban village perched right on the crumbling 
edge of  the rubbish strewn Bassac River, one of  the main branches 
of  the Mekong river as it leaves Phnom Penh. With the annual 
monsoon rains from June through November, more of  that river 
EDQN� ZRXOG� WXUQ� WR� PXG� DQG� FROODSVH�� $V� WKH� ULYHU� ÁRRGHG��
neighbors erected single plank footbridges to connect houses to 
KLJKHU� JURXQG��$QG�ZKHQ� WKH� ÁRRG�ZDWHUV� URVH� KLJKHU� VWLOO�� WKH�
bridges would give way to small wooden boats that ferried us in 
and out of  the community for a few cents. But the very poorest and 
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most desperate would continue to wade through the turgid brown 
ÁRRGZDWHUV�\HDU�DIWHU�\HDU��LQ�RUGHU�WR�UHDFK�WKHLU�UDPVKDFNOH�KXWV�
made from palm leaves, plywood, sheets of  tin and cardboard that 
made up the village of  &KUDQJ�%DN�18

&KUDQJ� %DN was close to the run-down local hospital where 
we worked in those early years, and we were charmed by its tall 
coconut palms and free-range pigs and chickens. Even though 
the river was chocolate brown - unlike the clear blue waters that 
ÁRZHG�WKURXJK�RXU�QDWLYH�1HZ�=HDODQG³LW�ZDV�VWLOO�D�ULYHU��DQG�
a small cooling breeze whispered off  it, taking the edge from the 
sun’s baking heat. A local family rented us a little shack for $20 a 
month, and after we paid them three years of  advance rent, they 
built a new bamboo and palm leaf  house next to ours, and then 
sunk a concrete-lined pit-latrine between our houses, which we 
shared.
:H�ZHUH� WKH� ÀUVW�:HVWHUQHUV� WR� OLYH� LQ�&KUDQJ� %DN, and the 

neighbors were fascinated and bemused by our presence among 
them. As with most poor communities, doors were always open 
and there was no concept of  privacy, so we had a constant stream 
of  visitors and new friends, which was great for our language 
learning and cultural immersion (though by the same token we 
had to work hard to cut out ‘space’ for ourselves).

In those early days, we felt completely safe and secure in our 
community. But then two of  our neighbors were murdered, one 
RQ�HDFK�VLGH��7KH�ÀUVW�QHLJKERU�ZDV�RQH�RI �D�KDQGIXO�RI �YLOODJH�
alcoholics. Friendly enough when sober, he’d get emboldened every 
QLJKW�E\� FKHDS� ULFH�ZLQH� DQG� VWDUW� WR� FRPSODLQ� DQG�SLFN�ÀJKWV��
One night, a man who was fed up with his ranting hit him over the 
head with a piece of  scrap timber that had a rusty nail protuding. 
After a few days in a coma, our neighbor passed away. The man 
who’d killed him had to face a sentence in the grim Cambodian 
prison system, or else come up with $500 as compensation for the 
bereaved family. Our neighbor’s widow, a gentle and long-suffering 
woman, had never seen so much money in all her life, and she 
actually seemed pretty happy with the deal.
2Q�WKH�RWKHU�VLGH�RI �RXU�KRXVH�OLYHG�D�ORYHO\��GLJQLÀHG�ZRPDQ�
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whom everyone called Ma Vibol, which means “mother of  Vibol.” 
Twenty-one-year-old Vibol, her eldest son, was bright and 
ambitious. As an apprentice goldsmith, his parents hoped that 
he would one day leave the slum and make a future for them all, 
blazing a trail for his younger sisters and providing for them in 
their old age. Ma Vibol’s husband, whom she’d been forced to 
marry at gunpoint by Pol Pot’s soldiers, was out of  work and 
drank heavily.19 Because Ma Vibol shared four children with her 
husband, and as he would simply follow her if  she tried to leave 
him, she had decided to stay where she was and make the best of  
it. Vibol was her only hope.

One evening, as we were returning to our community past dark 
(the unwritten curfew, when most people retreated inside), we 
saw police armed with AK 47’s clustered about 100 meters short 
of  our house. As we approached, they glared at us, then allowed 
XV�WR�SDVV�ZLWK�D�ÁLFN�RI �WKH�KHDG��$V�ZH�WDONHG�ZLWK�WKH�SHRSOH�
milling around, we learned that two guys had jumped Vibol for 
his motorscooter, and when he had fought back, they had plunged 
knives into his back and throat. Though the struggle had taken 
SODFH�LQ�IURQW�RI �D�OLQH�RI �EXV\�VKDQW\�VKRSV�DQG�GLUW�ÁRRUHG�FRIIHH�
bars, nobody had intervened, no doubt wanting to avoid getting 
dragged in.20

Someone did rush to Ma Vibol’s home, but by the time she and 
KHU�KXVEDQG�DUULYHG��WKH�DWWDFNHUV�KDG�ÁHG�RQ�WKH�PRWRUVFRRWHU��
and their son lay dying in a pool of  blood. They gathered him up 
in their arms, and as Vibol’s dad drove to the hospital, Ma Vibol 
clung on behind, cradling her son in her arms, begging him to 
stay alive. As they pulled their motor scooter to a stop outside the 
hospital, Ma Vibol knew that it was too late. Having lost so much 
blood, he had died in her arms.

Two days later we attended Vibol’s funeral, along with most 
HYHU\RQH�LQ�WKH�YLOODJH��9LERO·V�ERG\�OD\�LQ�D�FRIÀQ�FRYHUHG�ZLWK�
ÁRZHUV��SKRWRV�DQG�FDQGOHV�LQ�WKH�VPDOO��VSDUVHO\�IXUQLVKHG�ZRRGHQ�
stilt house where he had lived with his family. In the corner, a TV 
played clips from a video of  Vibol, a few weeks before, leading his 
younger sisters and other children in a traditional Khmer dance at 
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the village New Year celebration.21

6HYHUDO�PHQ� VWUDLQHG� WR� ORZHU� WKH� FRIÀQ�GRZQ� WKH� ODGGHU�OLNH�
steps from the house, and then we all fell into line behind the 
FRIÀQ��&DUU\LQJ�ÁRZHUV��ZH�WURXSHG�ZLWK�WKH�PRQNV�WR�WKH�ORFDO�
temple, where Vibol was cremated in a simple Buddhist ceremony.

Vibol’s mother, shrouded in white, worked hard to maintain 
her usual dignity and composure, but periodically her face would 
crumple and convulse with tears.
9LERO·V� IDWKHU�� VWUDQJHO\� GLVSDVVLRQDWH�� ÀOPHG� WKH� FHUHPRQ\�

with a video camera (a gift, like the TV and VCR, from relatives 
in the United States). Smiling often, he thanked his neighbors for 
coming with slurred speech. From that day on, he drank himself  
into a state of  permanent intoxication that even sleep could not 
relieve.

The police never caught Vibol’s assailants, though witness 
DFFRXQWV�FOHDUO\�LGHQWLÀHG�WKHP��VR�WKH\�´DUUHVWHGµ�WKH�IDWKHU�RI �
the main suspect, refusing to let him go until Vibol’s family had been 
paid $800 in compensation, along with a replacement motorscooter. 
Again, the accused family somehow scraped it together, but Vibol’s 
parents gained no relief  from this compensation. Gradually, Ma 
Vibol’s name reverted to Om (“aunty”) .KHXQ��KHU�ÀUVW�QDPH���D�
title of  affection and respect.

After Vibol’s death, in the midst of  her own pain and poverty, 
Om Kheun carried herself  with compassion and wisdom. As a 
local shop keeper (a simple wooden shack with rough shelves from 
which she sold small quantities of  vegetables and other essentials 
OLNH� FRRNLQJ�RLO�� VXJDU�DQG�GULHG�ÀVK���PDQ\�SHRSOH� FDPH�WR�KHU�
for foodstuffs as well as advice. When very poor neighbors - whose 
children she could hear crying from hunger at night - came to buy 
food on credit, she could not say no.

With our small Christian cell group that met in the village, 
we often prayed for Om Kheun and often invited her to join us. 
Though she asked about what we were studying, she would smile 
and tell us about the comfort she found in the Buddhism that had 
held her family together for generations. She was especially proud 
of  a nephew who was a practicing monk in the United States, 
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serving the Khmer refugee community there. ‘All moral paths lead 
to God in the end’, she would remind us.
2QH�GD\��VHYHQ�\HDUV�DIWHU�ZH�ÀUVW�PRYHG�LQWR�&KUDQJ�%DN, Om 

Kheun came to visit us. Her voice trembling with emotion, she told 
us that from her grocery shop, she had been watching everybody 
in the village - in particular those who called themselves followers 
of  Jesus. After seven years of  watching, she had decided that she 
wanted to serve this Jesus. The local monks, she told us, had never 
visited again after her son’s funeral. And later, at personal expense, 
she had helped cook food at a big temple festival. Again, no monks 
had come to visit her or thank her. But nearly every week, one or 
two of  the local Christians asked how she was and invited her to 
join them.

A few weeks later, after eagerly attending our cell group 
gatherings, Om Kheun dropped in and shared that she had learned 
from the gospels that Jesus calls us to forgive those who have 
wronged us. With this new insight, she had examined her heart 
and found that there was something tainting her relationships 
in the village. Over the years she had extended so much credit to 
other families that it now amounted to hundreds of  dollars (a huge 
amount in a little slum economy). Om Kheun realized that she felt 
angry and frustrated with those who owed her so much, because 
she would be so much further ahead in life if  they paid their debts. 
But she also realized that those poor families were deeply ashamed 
of  the debts they would never be able to repay, and they avoided 
her as much as possible. She neither wanted to feel bitter, nor be 
avoided. Inspired by what she read in the gospels, she decided to 
wipe the slate clean. Taking her record book in hand, she went 
from family to family, and before their eyes drew a line through 
their debt, declaring it ‘forgiven’. At the stroke of  a pen, they were 
set free – and so was she.

Om Kheun’s life could have ended up marked by bitterness and 
hatred. She continues to struggle with her husband’s alcoholism 
and with raising three daughters in a place of  abject poverty 
DQG�YLROHQFH��6RPH�GD\V�DUH�VWLOO�ÀOOHG�ZLWK�WHDUV��EXW�2P�.KHXQ�
senses that God is using her to bring healing to others. She was 
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recently recruited to be kitchen manager in a restaurant set-up by 
a Christian entrepreneur. She also works with an indigenous Khmer 
organization that trains young women in life skills. Recently, she 
began appearing weekly on national television, demonstrating 
the preparation of  beautiful Cambodian dishes. These roles are 
HQDEOLQJ�2P�.KHXQ�WR�IXOÀOO�WZR�RI �KHU�JUHDWHVW�SDVVLRQV�LQ�OLIH��
cooking delicious food and nuturing the teenage staff  placed under 
her, all of  whom have come from urban poor neighborhoods, and 
many of  whom became orphans after AIDS snatched away their 
parents. By mothering these teenagers and living out a life of  love 
and beauty, Om Kheun has found something far better than the 
bitterness that could so easily have destroyed her. She found a God 
who is neither aloof  nor impassive in the face of  our suffering, but 
one who enters fully into it, offering hope and forgiveness in place 
of  despair.

In every community we enter, there are pearls of  great beauty 
ZDLWLQJ� WR� EH� XQFRYHUHG�� 8QRIÀFLDO� OHDGHUV� DQG� FRPPXQLW\�
organizers, networkers and elders. People who love their neighbors 
and who serve the poor. Worthy men and women of  peace. Jesus 
instructed his disciples to look for these special folk as one of  the 
ÀUVW�VWHSV�LQ�WKHLU�PLVVLRQ��0DWWKHZ��������/XNH��������3DXO�ZDV�
DQ�H[SHUW�DW�ÀQGLQJ�WKHVH�SHRSOH��7LPRWK\��/\GLD��-DVRQ��$TXLOD��
Priscilla and so on. Each place we go, God has already been at 
work, and it is our task and privilege to join in with what He is 
doing. We need to ask God to show us who these special people are, 
and then invite them to join us as co-workers in God’s Kingdom. 
This lengthy, prayerful process requires patience, but what could 
be more satisfying than helping others realize that they are God’s 
sons and daughters, beautiful people created in His image for a 
future of  hope and purpose, freedom and dignity? Most of  the 
other things we devote our lives to seem very trivial by comparison 
to this great task: to be His ambassadors, imploring others to be 
reconciled with Him, with one another,  and with themselves.

R
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Acts of  Beauty, Acts of  Humanity
Mark 14:1-11

There were glimmers of  beauty
in your tears of  shame
that fell like silver
that fell like rain
a jar is broken
pouring out its all
into this story, history
our story, her story,
preparing for death
pleading for life
with a fragrance that makes
hard places grow soft,
by calling for mercy
from those keeping the score
from those counting the cost
from those knowing the law.
But a heart stripped naked
is revealing real truth
that runs deeper and cleaner
than shame or profanity,
it’s revealing a beauty,
the divine-broken image
in one woman’s humanity.

R

1. Matthew 20:28.
2. Mark 10:43.
3. See John 15:15.
4. Mark 9:23 and 29.
5. Romans 12:14-21.
6. Shabu is an amphetamine, similar to “crack,” which is synthetically produced, cheap and 

readily available. It’s known as the “poor man’s cocaine.”
7. Onesimo is the drug rehabilitation ministry for teenagers described in “Ricco – a boy in search 

of  his father,” by Christian Schneider, found in section 2 (Community).
���,Q�PDQ\�SDUWV�RI �$VLD��WRRWKSDVWH�LV�ORRNHG�XSRQ�DV�D�PHGLFLQH�DQG�LV�XVHG�DV�D�FKHDS�ÀUVW�DLG�

treatment for skin lesions and burns. This is a dangerous practice that easily leads to infections 
and secondary damage.

9. 64,936 people per square kilometer (www://unicef.org/infocountry 2004).
10. Filthy and dangerous as it was, few wanted to leave their homes and livelihoods on Smokey 

Mountain. Nevertheless, the residents of  Smokey Mountain were forcibly—and violently, in 
some instances—relocated to “temporary housing,” where they are waiting for the Government 
to move them into new apartments that were promised as compensation. Some of  these families 
KDYH�EHHQ�ZDLWLQJ�IRU�PRUH�WKDQ�WHQ�\HDUV��:KHQ�WKH�IDPLOLHV�ÀQDOO\�PRYH��WKH�UHQW�RQ�WKH�QHZ�
homes will most likely exceed their incomes. The land that was reclaimed by the Government 
has been developed commercially, and the big companies that moved in generate huge incomes 
for their owners and managers, all of  whom live many kilometers away in green and spacious 
suburbs.

����6QLIÀQJ�JOXH�LV�FRPPRQ�DPRQJ�VOXP�NLGV��7KH�JOXH�DFWV�DV�D�KXQJHU�VXSSUHVVDQW�DV�ZHOO�DV�DQ�
anesthetic. A can of  glue, which can be bought for a few pesos and then divided up amongst a 
group of  friends, is cheaper than food.

12. Since most former drug users were HIV positive and anti-retroviral drugs were not widely 
available at this time, the Servants team could not prevent these young Thais from dying, but 
WKH\�GLG�HQVXUH�WKDW�WKH\�GLHG�NQRZLQJ�WKH\�ZHUH�ORYHG��:KHQ�DFXWH�V\PSWRPV�ÁDUHG�XS�WKDW�
UHTXLUHG�VSHFLÀF�PHGLFDO�DWWHQWLRQ��WKRVH�ZKR�OLYHG�DW�WKH�+RXVH�RI �/LIH�IRU�WKH�GXUDWLRQ�RI �
their illness would be taken to one of  Bangkok’s public hospitals, accompanied by someone 
from the team to provide nursing and pastoral care.

13. Most of  the people who contract AIDS are abandoned—even by their families—because the 
shame of  AIDS is too great.

14. By the mid 1990s, Cambodia had the fastest spread of  the HIV virus in all of  Asia, though 
WKDQNIXOO\�WKLV�ÀJXUH�KDV�EHHQ�ORZHUHG�VLQFH�

15. There are an estimated 80,000 children (amongst 470,000 orphans) in Cambodia whose parents 
have died from AIDS (www://unicef.org/infocountry 2005).

16. The Evangelical Fellowship of  Cambodia, an umbrella group for the majority of  Cambodia’s 
new churches, has adopted the ‘big brothers/big sisters’ component of  HALO as a part of  their 
RIÀFLDO�VWUDWHJ\�DQG�DUH�HQFRXUDJLQJ�FKXUFKHV�WKURXJKRXW�&DPERGLD�WR�UHSOLFDWH�WKLV�NLQG�RI �
ministry as a response to the AIDS epidemic.

17. Read the full story behind Project HALO, Craig and Nayhouy’s adventures in Cambodia, and 
their research into community versus orphanage based care of  children in Craig’s book Urban 
Halo, published by Authentic Media (2007), or visit www.urbanhalo.org

18. After three years of  living there, the land that our own little house stood on was completely 
washed away!

19. In the late 1970s, the Khmer Rouge realised they needed to repopulate the country after 
killing so many of  their own people, and so they began arbitrarily pairing couples off, declaring 
them married, and demanding that they produce children for Onkaa (the “Organisation”), the 
faceless nom de plume for Pol Pot.

20. Fear rules in Cambodia and is one of  Pol Pots many crippling legacies.
����7UDGLWLRQDO�.KPHU�GDQFLQJ�LV�JUDFHIXO�DQG�VORZ��IXOO�RI �VXEWOH�JHVWXUHV�DQG�ÁXLG�KDQG�

movements.
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SIMPLICITY

1RWKLQJ� LV� PRUH� FOHDU� WKDQ� WKDW� -HVXV� &KULVW� ZDONHG� LQ� ZHOO�QLJK�
DPD]LQJ� VLPSOLFLW\� RI � OLIH�� +H� ZDV� FHQWHUHG� LQ� *RG� DQG� KDG� D�
WUDQVSDUHQF\�WRZDUGV�*RG�WKDW�RUGHUHG�HYHU\WKLQJ��6LPSOLFLW\�LV�SDUW�
RI �ZKDW� LW�PHDQV� WR� EH�D� IROORZHU�RI �&KULVW��7R�EH� VXUH�� WKH� FRVW� RI �
VLPSOLFLW\�LV�JUHDW��EXW�WKH�FRVW�RI �GXSOLFLW\�LV�JUHDWHU��'XSOLFLW\�FRVWV�
WKH�MR\IXO�FRPPXQLRQ�ZLWK�GLYLQH�&HQWHU��IDLWK�WKDW�VHHV�HYHU\WKLQJ�LQ�
WKH�OLJKW�RI �*RG·V�JRYHUQDQFH�IRU�JRRG��DELGLQJ�SHDFH��DQG�WKH�DELOLW\�
WR�ZDON�FKHHUIXOO\�RYHU�WKH�IDFH�RI �WKH�HDUWK�LQ�WKH�SRZHU�RI �WKH�/RUG��
,Q�VKRUW��LW�FRVWV�WKH�DEXQGDQW�OLIH�WKDW�-HVXV�VDLG�KH�FDPH�WR�EULQJ��
6LPSOLFLW\� PD\� EH� GLIÀFXOW�� EXW� WKH� DOWHUQDWLYH� LV� LPPHQVHO\� PRUH�
GLIÀFXOW�

Richard Foster1

INTRODUCTION: FINDING FREEDOM

Kristin Jack

6R�GR�QRW�ZRUU\�� VD\LQJ�� ¶:KDW� VKDOO�ZH� HDW"·� RU� ¶:KDW� VKDOO�ZH�
GULQN"·� RU� ¶:KDW� VKDOO�ZH�ZHDU"·�)RU� WKH�SDJDQV� UXQ�DIWHU�DOO� WKHVH�
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WKLQJV��DQG�\RXU�KHDYHQO\�)DWKHU�NQRZV�WKDW�\RX�QHHG�WKHP��%XW�VHHN�
ÀUVW�KLV�NLQJGRP�DQG�KLV� ULJKWHRXVQHVV��DQG�DOO� WKHVH� WKLQJV�ZLOO� EH�
JLYHQ�WR�\RX�DV�ZHOO���(Matthew  5:31-33)

Our own planet is telling us that we are living beyond 
our means: our ever increasing consumption has 
precipitated an escalating environmental crisis. Even 

our economies are telling us we are living beyond our means. The 
UHFHQW�JOREDO�ÀQDQFLDO�FULVLV�KDV�UHPLQGHG�XV�WKDW�JUHHG�LV�QHYHU�D�
smart foundation upon which to build our lives or our communities.

Mother Teresa, picking up on Gandhi’s words, often reminded 
us that “we must live simply in order that others may simply live.” 
$QG�WKDW�ZH�PLJKW�DOORZ�RXU�HFRV\VWHPV�WR�VXUYLYH�DQG�ÁRXULVK�IRU�
future generations. Jesus tells us that a commitment to pursuing 
spiritual wealth ahead of  material accumulation is actually the 
NH\�WR�ÀQGLQJ�WUXH�IUHHGRP�LQ�WKLV�OLIH��,W�PDNHV�VHQVH��%\�OLYLQJ�
simply we release resources that can be used to help those for whom 
even three good meals a day remains a dream. By being churches, 
missions and organizations that keep overheads low, refusing to 
spend more money on ourselves than is absolutely necessary, we 
free up resources that become life-giving for our most desperate 
neighbors.

And, of  course, we all agree. We read Christ’s words – laden 
with warnings for the rich and promises for the poor – and nod our 
heads in mental assent. And yet, as soon as we have put down our 
Bibles, so often we go straight back to doing the opposite: climbing 
career ladders, chasing success and status, and accumulating far 
more ‘stuff ’ than we’ll ever actually need. As churches we are sure 
we need the latest, greatest sound-system or LCD projector in 
order to be relevant.

How can this be? Why are we so blind to our own wealth and 
other people’s desperate need? Where does this hideous blindness - 
that could one day drag us to hell if  Jesus’ words are accurate (e.g. 
Matthew 25:31-46) - where does it come from?

One of  the main problems is that we simply do not see our 
selves as rich. Surely it’s not us who Jesus is talking about in these 

SIMPLICITY
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passages? Surely he is having a go at the ‘super-rich’, the top 5% 
of  society, or the top 10%, or even the top 20%, but certainly not 
us!

And indeed, in comparison with those above us, we may not 
seem rich. We’re forever looking at others, seeing what they have: 
the type of  car, size or location of  their house, clothes, cell phone 
and so on, and saying to ourselves, “There are lots of  people in the 
ZRUOG�ZKR�KDYH�PXFK�PRUH�WKDQ�,�GR�µ There is something in human 
nature that tempts us to look with envy at those who are better 
off  than ourselves, rather than to look out with empathy at those 
who have so much less.

But the reality for most of  us who are educated enough to read 
this book, let alone buy it, is that we are very, very rich. This reality 
is always obscured when we waste time comparing ourselves with 
the super-wealthy within Western society, a sickening comparison 
of  envy that the advertisers encourage us to make. But as soon 
as we compare ourselves to the wider world Jesus calls us to love, 
embrace and minister to, it becomes starkly apparent that we 
are, in fact, very rich. According to the World Bank Development 
Research Group, if  our yearly income is US $25,400 per annum, 
then we’re in the top 10% of  the world’s wealthiest. If  we earn US 
$33,700 per annum, then we’re in the top 5% of  worlds wealthiest.2 
Who among us can honestly deny that we are, in fact, those “who 
DUH�ZHOO�IHG�QRZµ�(Luke 6:25)?

Nominally, Christians make up about one-third of  the world’s 
population, but earn about two-thirds of  the world’s income. They 
spend about 97 percent of  that  on themselves, only giving away the 
remaining 3 percent of  their income.3 According to Jesus, this sort 
of  giving isn’t terribly meritorious - he seeks from us a generosity 
of  giving that far exceeds that. Charles Wesley, evangelist and 
founder of  the Methodists, understood the radicalism of  Christ’s 
teaching on wealth when he said, “If  I die with more than 10 
pounds still in my pocket, call me a liar and a thief, for I have 
betrayed the gospel.”

However, the goal of  Jesus’ teaching on wealth, giving and 
simplicity isn’t to condemn us or make us feel helpless. Quite the 

opposite: Jesus gave his teaching in order to lead us from bondage 
LQWR�IUHHGRP��VR�WKDW�ZH�FRXOG�ÀQG�WUXO\�DEXQGDQW�OLIH��6R�FKDQJH�
is possible, but it will take considerable help from others and 
from God, for mammon is a dark spiritual force with considerable 
powers of  addiction.4

The freedom Jesus offers us consists of  both inner and outer 
simplicity. These are not burdens, but precious gifts he offers 
us. It is our hope that the stories in this section will inspire and 
encourage you in your journey along the path towards freedom 
from the idolatry of  greed5 and the deceitfulness of  wealth.6 At 
the end of  Reuben and Kim’s story, “The Gift of  Simple Living: 
Learning from Our Children,” there are six simple steps you can 
take to lead you on the road toward freedom and the abundant 
life that Jesus’ promised to all who would pick up their cross and 
follow him.

R
The Gift of  Friendship:  

Learning from our Neighbors

Sal 

(India)

6DO��DQ�2FFXSDWLRQDO�7KHUDSLVW�IURP�1HZ�=HDODQG��OLYHG�IRU�VHYHUDO�
\HDUV�ZLWK�KHU�KXVEDQG��*UHJJ��D�URFN�FOLPEHU��RXWGRRU�HGXFDWLRQDOLVW�DQG�
SK\VLFV�WHDFKHU��DQG�WKHLU�WKUHH�FKLOGUHQ�LQ�ERWK�'HOKL�DQG�.RONDWD��$IWHU�
UHWXUQLQJ� WR� 1HZ� =HDODQG�� WKH\� KDYH� VLQFH� PRYHG� WR� %ROLYLD� DQG� DUH�
DJDLQ�ZRUNLQJ�DPRQJVW�WKH�SRRU�WKHUH�

I met Sunita as soon as we moved into the slum. She was an 
outgoing, friendly girl of  sixteen with an eight-month-old baby. 



172 173

passages? Surely he is having a go at the ‘super-rich’, the top 5% 
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opposite: Jesus gave his teaching in order to lead us from bondage 
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She hated to be alone, and so while she was cooking in her little 
hut, she would come and ask me to join her. I would amuse her 
little girl as she cooked, while also providing entertainment for the 
other neighborhood kids who would poke their heads in to stare 
at this bideshi (foreigner). My Bengali was limited, but because 
Sunita was so good at speaking simply and slowly, we covered a 
wide range of  topics, laughed together, and shared our joys and 
sorrows. Sunita offered me the gift of  her friendship when I 
desperately needed a friend in that harsh place.

Sunita lived with her parents, siblings, husband and child in a 
house made of  dung and mud (most of  the other houses in our 
DUHD�ZHUH�EULFN��ZLWK�D�WDUSDXOLQ�IRU�D�URRI��,W�ZDV�VWLÁLQJ�KRW�LQ�
summer, freezing cold in winter, and wet during the monsoons. 
Sunita and her husband sometimes tried to move out to their own 
little room, but inevitably they’d fall behind with the rent and 
have to shift back in with her family.

In winter, when the temperature sometimes dropped to zero 
degrees celsius, we would give out blankets to street people, who 
might otherwise die from the cold. Sunita found out about our 
little project and asked if  she could have a blanket too, as her 
GDXJKWHU�ZDV�FROG�DW�QLJKW��,�ZRXOG�RIWHQ�ÀQG�KHU�KXGGOLQJ�RYHU�D�
VPRN\�ÀUH��+HU�IDPLO\�FRXOGQ·W�DIIRUG�ZRRG�RU�HYHQ�GXQJ�WR�EXUQ��
but during the summer they would collect any garbage and put it 
on top of  their roof, drying it to be burnt in the winter, when it 
produced acrid smoke and an awful stench.

Soon after we met she told me that hers was a ‘love marriage’ 
rather than an arranged one. Her parents were actually quite 
KDSS\�EHFDXVH�WKDW�KDG�OLIWHG�D�GHJUHH�RI �WKH�ÀQDQFLDO�EXUGHQ�RII �
them, since they hadn’t had to pay a dowry. However, it had also 
left the family feeling scorned by the wider community, which was 
exacerbated by the fact that they were the poorest people in our 
neighborhood. Another advantage of  this ‘love marriage’ was that 
Sunita and her husband lived with her parents instead of  his (the 
traditional arrangement), thus offering her protection from the 
abuse and beatings so common in other marriages.

Sunita seemed to go against the current with many of  the 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

conventions. In poor Bengali society, women always wear Saris after 
they marry, no matter how young they are. But Sunita insisted on 
wearing the Punjabi suits worn by the unmarried. Other women I 
befriended had so little freedom. They went from being controlled 
by their fathers to being controlled by their husbands.

When the supplier was about to turn off  the power in the tiny 
room they were living in, Sunita became furious with her husband, 
because he wouldn’t give her the ten rupees that were needed. 
I begged her to take those ten rupees from me, but she refused. 
“No,” she stormed, “it’s my husband’s responsibility.”

One day I invited three friends to visit a market as my guests. 
The entrance fee of  5 rupees (25 cents) was designed to keep poor 
people out, and of  the three, only Sunita was brave enough to 
come. I wondered how she’d cope with an eight-month-old, out 
and about and wearing no nappies, but she simply brought along 
several changes of  clothes for him. It was a joy to see Sunita 
delight in all the beautiful craft stalls and simple but delicious 
eating places. She had been born in this slum but had never been 
further than the local school or the boroloks (rich man’s) house, 
where she worked as a servant.

Despite our commitment to incarnation, I have to admit that 
Gregg and I eventually grew tired of  curries for breakfast, lunch 
and dinner. So before long, I began cooking mashed potatoes 
ZLWK� FDXOLÁRZHU� DQG� FKHHVH� RU� SDVWD� IRU� GLQQHU�� 0RVW� RI � RXU�
visitors would taste the foreign food and then quickly decline our 
invitation for a meal, but not Sunita. She was undoubtedly more 
adventurous than most of  our neighbors, but her main motivation 
was simple hunger. She had a beautiful, healthy breast-fed baby, 
but she herself  was skin and bones. Most days she would eat only 
a small amount of  rice or roti (unleavened bread).
2Q�P\�ELUWKGD\�6XQLWD�DUULYHG�ZLWK�D�EXQFK�RI �ÁRZHUV��D�JLIW�

RI � ORYH� WKDW�ÀOOHG�P\�H\HV�ZLWK� WHDUV�� ,�NQHZ�WKDW� VKH�HDUQHG�D�
PHUH�ÀYH�UXSHHV�DQ�KRXU��WKDW�KHU�ZRUN�ZDV�SHULRGLF��DQG�WKDW�VKH�
never saw any money from her husband.

Just as we were preparing to go on home leave, after which we 
would then move on to another Indian city, word came that our 
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slum had been listed for demolition. For a family like Sunita’s, who 
didn’t own their hut, there would be no recompense, nothing to 
KHOS�WKHP�EXLOG�D�QHZ�OLIH�HOVHZKHUH��:KHQ�,�UHWXUQHG�WR�YLVLW�ÀYH�
months later, their home had been bulldozed, and they were in 
another tiny room waiting for that to be bulldozed too. Sunita was 
working really long hours while her mum looked after the baby. I 
arrived to visit with our new three-month-old baby, and Sunita 
immediately told me to wait and rushed off. Twenty minutes later 
she arrived back with a gift for Toby, then bustled around, cooking 
us all an evening meal.

As I left I handed her an envelope and said it was a letter to read 
later. I was hardly ten steps away when she ran after me, saying 
I wasn’t to give her money, insisting that I take it back. It was so 
little, but I just wanted to give something to help them out. I told 
her she was my very good friend, that I didn’t know when I’d see 
KHU�DJDLQ��DQG�,� MXVW�ZDQWHG�WR�JLYH�KHU�D� OLWWOH�JLIW��6KH�ÀQDOO\�
accepted it with tears in her eyes.

I never saw her again. The next time I returned to visit there 
was no slum and no Sunita. There was no one to tell me where she 
had gone. Our friendship taught me about living in a slum with 
a child and how to cope without all the paraphernalia we think 
so necessary in the West. She taught me about generosity, about 
JLYLQJ�WKDW�LV�WUXO\�VDFULÀFLDO��6KH�WDXJKW�PH�QRW�WR�WDNH�OLIH�WRR�
VHULRXVO\��EXW�WR�ÀQG�MR\�HYHQ�ZKHQ�ZRUULHV�DUH�SLOLQJ�XS�DURXQG�
you.

I pray that the Jesus we so often talked about will reveal 
Himself  to her more and more, and that she will be able to turn to 
him whenever life grows too hard.

R
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The Gift of  Time: Learning from the Poor

Wendy Hing-Mather

 (Manila, Philippines)

:HQG\�� KHU� KXVEDQG�� 3DXO�� DQG� WKHLU� IRXU� FKLOGUHQ� OLYHG� DPRQJ�
0DQLOD·V� XUEDQ� SRRU� IRU� RYHU� WHQ� \HDUV�� EHJLQQLQJ� LQ� WKH� HDUO\� ����V��
7KH\�FRQWLQXH�WR�EH�GHHSO\�LQYROYHG�ZLWK�FRPPXQLW\�EXLOGLQJ�LQ�3RULUXD�
�:HOOLQJWRQ��� 1HZ� =HDODQG�� :HQG\�� D� JLIWHG� WHDFKHU�� PHQWRU� DQG�
FRXQVHORU��ZRUNV�ZLWK�ZRPHQ�HVFDSLQJ�GRPHVWLF�YLROHQFH��DQG�3DXO�ZRUNV�
ZLWK�3UD[LV��DQ�XUEDQ�PLVVLRQ�WUDLQLQJ�SURJUDP�

In the early morning hours of  Christmas in 1997, Vivienne, the 
young woman who lived next to us, gave birth to a baby boy in her 
small plywood home. Her three children, ages three-and-a-half, 
two and one, lay contentedly asleep, oblivious to the arrival of  
their new brother. Lito, Vivienne’s husband, had gone out earlier 
in search of  a midwife, too ashamed to call on the one living in 
their community because they had taken so long to pay her fees 
IRU� WKH�SUHYLRXV�FKLOG·V�ELUWK��:KHQ�KH�KDG�ÀQDOO\�SDLG� IRU�WKDW�
birth, it had been with borrowed money. After several hours, the 
husband was still gone, and as Vivienne gazed at her newly born 
baby, something didn’t seem to be quite right. The placenta had 
come out with the baby and was covering his face as he struggled 
WR�WDNH�KLV�ÀUVW�EUHDWK��7KHQ�WKH�EDE\�ZHQW�TXLHW��9LYLHQQH�WROG�XV�
later as she wept. Without the support of  her husband or midwife, 
Vivienne hadn’t known how to help her baby, and his precious life 
was unnecessarily lost.

There is no professional counseling service available for Vivienne, 
so we - and many others in the community - tried to listen to her 
and stand with her family as they grieved.

Like so many others who live in poverty, Vivienne and Lito 
have learned about the fragility of  life. Their lack of  resources has 
WDXJKW�WKHP�WR�UHMRLFH�LQ�HDFK�GD\�RI �OLIH�DV�D�ÁHHWLQJ�JLIW���DQG�
also about how to live in surrendered acceptance whenever death 
snatches a loved one away.
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One afternoon, I dropped by Reby’s make-shift house in front 
RI �WKH�ORFDO�FKXUFK��7KUHH�SLHFHV�RI �URRÀQJ�LURQ�ZHUH�VXSSRUWHG�E\�
a pre-existing concrete wall on one side and some old bits of  timber 
on the other. Her belongings were crammed into a few cardboard 
boxes and plastic bags stored beneath this structure. As we chatted 
about the pain and powerlessness she felt in being evicted from her 
previous squatter home, feelings of  inadequacy and impotency 
overwhelmed me. I couldn’t think of  any comforting words or wise 
advice. I had so little to offer, except my time and listening ear.

As she lay before me the bare, hard facts of  her life, her face 
broke into a broad smile and she spoke of  her hope that soon she 
might be able to move into a half-built shack in a nearby squatter 
area. I sat next to her in silence, struggling with questions about 
what I could do to help, with all my access to resources.

Then, pulling out a bag, Reby proudly showed me the 
embroidery she was working on. In between washing clothes by 
hand, sending her children off  to school, and facing the ongoing 
uncertainties about where her next home would be and where her 
family’s next meal would come from, she had made time to make 
something beautiful. There was so much I needed to learn from 
her. With amazing courage and resilience, Reby’s will to survive 
kept her living - with hope and beauty - in this narrow place where 
I doubted I would have been able to. But the difference between 
Reby and me was that she had no other option.

R
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The Gift of  Suffering:  

Learning from Our Own Journeys

Efren and Becky Roxas 

(Manila, Philippines; Phnom Penh, Cambodia)

(IUHQ� DQG� %HFN\� 5R[DV� DUH� SDVWRUV�� WHDFKHUV�� PLVVLRQDULHV�� DQG�
PHQWRUV��$IWHU�PLQLVWHULQJ�DPRQJ�WKH�XUEDQ�SRRU�RI �0DQLOD�IRU�WZHQW\�
RQH�\HDUV��WKH\�PRYHG�WR�&DPERGLD�LQ������WR�VHUYH�WKH�SRRU�LQ�3KQRP�
3HQK� E\� PLQLVWHULQJ� WR� IDPLOLHV�� FRXSOHV� ZLWK� PDULWDO� GLIÀFXOWLHV�� WKH�
\RXQJ�PHQ�LQ�7$6.·V�7HHQDJH�'UXJ�8VHUV�5HKDELOLWDWLRQ�PLQLVWU\�DQG�
7$6.� VWDII�� /LNH� RWKHUV� ZKR� KDYH� NQRZQ� SRYHUW\� DQG� VXIIHULQJ� ÀUVW�
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Like many Filipinos, Efren grew up in a rural province, as one 
RI �HLJKW�FKLOGUHQ�RI �SRRU�WHQDQW�ULFH�IDUPHUV��VXEVLVWLQJ�RQ�D�ÀIWK�
RI �DOO�WKH\�JUHZ��ZKLOH�WKH�RWKHU�IRXUÀIWKV�ZHQW�WR�HQULFKLQJ�WKHLU�
landlord. Even as a small child, Efren’s labor was essential to the 
family, and some of  his earliest memories are of  tending water 
EXIIDOR��VLWWLQJ�DVWULGH�WKHP�DV�WKH\�JUD]HG�XQGHU�WKH�ÀHUFH�VXQ��
But Efren yearned to learn, and as he labored in the mud of  the 
rice paddies, he daydreamed of  the freedom that education might 
bring to him.

After completing primary school, however, Efren’s parents 
told him they could not afford the books and fees for school, nor 
could they do without his help on the farm. Efren did his duty, 
working long hard hours every day, but inside he grieved the loss 
of  his chance for a brighter future. He vowed that if  he ever got 
the chance to study again, he would let nothing deter him. A year 
later, his family’s fortunes improved, and his parents allowed him 
to return to school. Efren worked hard and did well, eventually 
gaining a scholarship to study chemical engineering at one of  
Manila’s top colleges.
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broke into a broad smile and she spoke of  her hope that soon she 
might be able to move into a half-built shack in a nearby squatter 
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Reby and me was that she had no other option.
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Like millions of  other rural Filipino’s, Efren bundled up his 
meager belongings and set off  for a new life in Manila with high 
hopes. Fear and excitement jostled inside him as the decrepit bus 
left the rice paddies behind and eventually lurched into the fume-
ÀOOHG�KLJKZD\V�DQG�FRQFUHWH�FDQ\RQV�RI �WKH�VSUDZOLQJ�FDSLWDO�FLW\�

Though tuition was free, Efren had to work part-time to pay for 
food, clothing and rent. He rose at 4:00 a.m., prepared breakfast 
and enough food for his other two meals, then set off  at 5:00, 
EDWWOLQJ� RQ� EXVHV� WKURXJK�0DQLOD·V� FKRNLQJ� WUDIÀF�� WR� UHDFK� KLV�
college by 7:00. Classes ended midday, after which Efren raced off  
WR�KLV�KRVSLWDO� MDQLWRU·V� MRE��ZKLFK�GLGQ·W�ÀQLVK�XQWLO� ������S�P��
Efren threw himself  into his studies whole-heartedly, snatching 
study time in the evening as he cleaned. Sympathetic nurses 
KHOSHG�ÀQG�KLP�TXLHW�URRPV�WR�VWXG\�LQ��FDOOLQJ�KLP�RXW�LI �WKHUH�
was a ‘cleaning emergency’ somewhere, such as a patient’s death, 
since it was part of  Efren’s job to wash down the deceased’s body.

But this disciplined, grueling routine wore Efren down physically 
and emotionally. Desperate to keep up with his studies and feeling 
terribly alone, he joined a fraternity in his third year, hoping the 
older students would give him advice, guidance and social support. 
The senior student leader of  the fraternity took a special interest 
in Efren, but he was heavily into the drug scene and invited 
Efren to share drugs with him. As Efren consumed increasing 
quantities of  alcohol, cannabis, valium and amphetamines, his 
grades deteriorated, and he became so unreliable in his work at the 
KRVSLWDO�WKDW�KH�ZDV�ÀUHG��$V�KLV�OLIH�FROODSVHG�LQWR�GDUNQHVV��(IUHQ�
met Becky, a young accounting (and later teaching) student, who 
also came from a poor rural family, and she became the one point 
of  stability during this tumultuous period.

After falling deeply in love, Becky and Efren were married, 
DQG� WKHLU� ÀUVW� FKLOG� IROORZHG� TXLFNO\�� 7KRXJK� (IUHQ� UHSHDWHGO\�
vowed that he would stop drinking and using drugs, his habit was 
VWURQJHU�WKDQ�KLV�ZLOO�SRZHU��&ULVHV��DUJXPHQWV�DQG�ÀJKWV�SODJXHG�
their marriage as the little money that he and Becky made as part-
time security guards was squandered by his addictions.
2QH�GD\�%HFN\�FDPH�KRPH� IURP�ZRUN� WR�ÀQG�(IUHQ� VOXPSHG�
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drunkenly in front of  the TV. Enraged at yet another broken 
promise, Becky stormed upstairs and grabbed Efren’s shotgun 
out of  the bedroom. Flying back down the stairs screaming, she 
advanced on Efren with the gun pointed straight at him. A sudden 
wave of  sobriety swept over Efren, and he leapt out of  the nearest 
window and into the street, running for his life. (He didn’t know 
that Becky had unloaded the gun upstairs.)

They still loved each other deeply, and so after a few weeks, they 
moved back together again, but their relationship was in pieces. 
Desperate to save his marriage, Efren embarked on a search for 
some source of  help greater than himself, and he began attending a 
seeker’s study at the Bahai church near his house.7 He loved these 
discussion times, and was particularly captivated by the teachings 
of  the prophet Jesus, in part because of  his own family’s Catholic 
background. Over and over, he would ask the discussion leader to 
expand on Jesus’ teachings, or to explain more about what they 
meant. Exasperated, the Bahai leader told Efren to get hold of  
a Bible and start studying it. Shortly after this conversation, 
Efren discovered that another of  his neighbors was a very devout 
Catholic. Studying the Bible with this neighbor, Efren began to 
understand the Christian message more clearly, but he was still 
unable to shake his addictions.
7KHQ�RQH�6DWXUGD\�PRUQLQJ��DV�(IUHQ�ZDV�ÁLSSLQJ�WKURXJK�79�

channels, he came across a preacher telling the story of  the prodigal 
son (Luke 15:11-31), and the words gripped him. He was that son 
who had wandered away and become lost. He was the one who had 
forsaken the promises of  his youth, and now was wallowing in the 
refuse of  a wasted life. As tears rolled down Efren’s cheeks, the TV 
preacher invited his studio audience to raise their hands if  they 
knew it was time for them to come back to God. Crying out to God 
for forgiveness, Efren raised his hand, then fell on his knees and 
gave himself  to God, his Father.
$IWHU�D�ÀYH�\HDU�DGGLFWLRQ��(IUHQ�NQHZ�WKDW�*RG�ZRXOG�JLYH�KLP�

the power to beat his drug problem. He and Becky went to stay 
with Becky’s parents in the countryside for several weeks. There, 
Efren rose early and walked to the nearby beach to renew his 
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commitment to God and to living drug-free. He began to discipline 
his body with exercise and farm work and to discipline his mind 
with prayer and meditation on the Scriptures.

On his return to Manila with Becky, Efren joined the charismatic 
Christian church in his neighborhood, which taught that as God’s 
children, we can expect to live lives of  increasing health, material 
prosperity and continuous blessing.8� $W� ÀUVW�� WKLV� HPSKDVLV� RQ�
KDYLQJ�´YLFWRU\µ�LQ�&KULVW�KHOSHG�(IUHQ�JDLQ�D�VHQVH�RI �FRQÀGHQFH�
that he and God were bigger and stronger than his addictions, 
which were under control now. But even though he was praying and 
studying the Scriptures daily, attending church, tithing faithfully, 
working harder than ever and doing everything that the pastor 
said one should do in order to grow prosperous, he and Becky 
were still desperately poor. As he looked around the church, Efren 
noticed that the ‘health, wealth and prosperity’ doctrine that the 
pastor continuously preached only seemed to be working for the 
leaders of  the church and the handful of  middle-class members. 
The poor always remained poor.

As Efren attended church and Bible studies, he said very little 
to Becky about his conversion, having decided that she should 
be able to see that the changes in his life were genuine before she 
heard it from his lips. He had broken too many promises and let 
her down too many times for his words to convince her. For her 
part, Becky spent these months watching Efren carefully, looking 
to see if  this was for real or not. After a year, Becky made up her 
mind to follow Jesus.

For two years, Efren and Becky continued to be involved in this 
‘prosperity gospel’ church, but then a Servants missionary moved 
into their community. Efren and Becky were amazed to see how 
these ‘rich Christians’ from the West were prepared to give up 
their lives of  privilege to live amongst the poor, fully immersing 
WKHPVHOYHV�LQ�WKH�OLIH�RI �WKHLU�QHLJKERUKRRG��7KHLU�ÀUVW�DVVHVVPHQW�
of  these Servants workers was that they were crazy and eccentric. 
But then one day, their oldest daughter became very sick, and 
Hugh Todd came to visit their little home in the slum.9 He spent 
time praying for them, assisted their family through a desperate 
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ÀQDQFLDO� VLWXDWLRQ�DQG�DOVR�KHOSHG�ZKHQ�(IUHQ� FDPH�GRZQ�ZLWK�
acute appendicitis. Hugh visited often, discussing with Efren the 
turbulent Filipino political situation and what the Bible had to say 
about it all.10 As Hugh became a dear friend,11 Becky and Efren 
witnessed his genuine servanthood and deep love for Christ, and 
they were challenged to consider how they might start loving the 
poorest people in their community. 

As they wrestled with these questions, they began to discover 
that even though they were regarded as “poor and weak,” they 
had gifts to offer their neighbors because of  God’s work in their 
lives. Just as God had empowered Efren, he could now empower 
others. When Efren and Becky began to look for a church that 
would truly serve and empower the poor, the Servants missionaries 
asked Efren to consider leading one of  the churches they had 
planted in that community.

After much prayer and discussion, Efren began pastoring a 
Living Springs Church,12 ministering to the desperately needy 
people in his community spiritually, emotionally, physically and 
economically - not just on Sundays, but every day of  the week. Eager 
for more teaching and equipping, he looked into the established 
Bible schools and seminaries, but felt that they couldn’t help 
pastors like him, because their entry requirements were too high 
and too expensive. Moreover, the curriculum was too academic and 
theoretical, addressing abstract theological issues rather than the 
day-to-day life crises that abounded in these communities. What’s 
more, these Bible schools asked for full-time attendance, but he 
was needed by his community for active ministry during the week. 
Eventually, Efren came to the Servants team and asked if  they 
could begin an informal, part-time theological training program 
for urban poor church and community leaders, one that addressed 
the real issues that he and other Living Springs church pastors 
faced each day. From this seed, Lilok13 was born, a place where 
people could come two or three days a week to learn from each 
other and from more experienced facilitators.

For the next twenty-one years, God used Efren and Becky to 
raise up and empower leaders, who in turn empowered others. Efren 
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also served at-risk and drug-addicted youth through Onesimo,14 
where his own tumultuous life journey was deeply relevant.

Then, in the late-1990s, Efren heard about the un-reached 
SHRSOHV� IXUWKHU�DÀHOG� LQ�$VLD��DQG�KH� IHOW� VWURQJO\�FKDOOHQJHG�WR�
start praying for Buddhist communities. In that same year, he 
and Becky hosted a Khmer visitor from Servants Cambodia, who 
they orientated to the Living Springs work among the urban poor. 
Remembering how deeply they had been impacted by the cross-
cultural, incarnational ministry of  the Servants missionaries who 
moved into their community, they began to sense God leading 
them towards cross-cultural mission, and eventually felt God 
calling them to Cambodia.

In July of  2006 they were commissioned and sent out to an 
urban poor community in Phnom Penh by their church and 
Filipino co-workers.15 Moving from one urban poor background 
to another has made the cross-cultural transition for Efren and 
Becky easier than it is for many Western missionaries, since they 
were already accustomed to the heat, dirt, noise, over-crowding, 
lack of  privacy, suffering, and overwhelming needs of  their 
neighbors. They had already had much practice at living creatively 
in the tension between battling injustice and relying on grace. 
0RUHRYHU��DW�ÀUVW�JODQFH��PDQ\�DVVXPH�WKH\�DUH�&DPERGLDQV��DQG�
VR�WKHUH·V�OHVV�H[SHFWDWLRQ�WKDW�WKH\�KDYH�FRPH�ZLWK�ELJ�ÀQDQFLDO�
resources. Of  course, pulling up deep roots from the Philippines 
has been wrenching for them, and they now face two cross-cultural 
challenges: building new relationships with the Khmer people 
as well as with their Western Servants teammates. Even though 
their friendship and church networks in the Philippines have been 
DPD]LQJO\�JHQHURXV��UDLVLQJ�ÀQDQFLDO�VXSSRUW�KDV�EHHQ�D�VWUXJJOH�
(more than it would be for someone from the wealthy West), since 
many of  their supporters come from urban poor communities. 
And yet Efren and Becky know that where God calls, he equips 
DQG�SURYLGHV��DQG�WKH\�WUXVW�+LP�WR�NHHS�OHDGLQJ�WKHP��FRQÀGHQW�
that the beautiful work He has begun in them...will carry on till 
the day of  completion (Philippians 1:3-6).

R
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ZLWK� DQDUFKLVWV� DQG� VWUHHW� NLGV�� VKH� LV� EXV\� WU\LQJ� WR� UHFUXLW� IRON� WR� WKH�
6HUYDQWV�FDXVH�

“Not got your usual lift today then?” said Reg, the undeservedly 
maligned Asian shop keeper.

“No not today,” she said from under her blue-rinse. And taking 
her change, she set off  slowly into the car park.

Hurriedly I bought my things and rushed after her. This was 
exactly why I had intentionally moved to this south Abingdon 
neighborhood, hoping to build links with the community, yet 
everything English about me said to ignore her. Eventually, trying 
to look as little like a hand-bag stealer as possible, I approached. 
“Excuse me, would you like a lift home with that?”

Sitting in my purple caravan on the driveway in Saxton Road, 
amongst the most notorious houses in town, I think about how 
deeply I have come to know and love this place. South Abingdon, 
with all its madness and mad characters, may look pretty, sitting 
on the Thames like the vast number of  serene swans that live 
KHUH��EXW�XQGHU�WKH�VXUIDFH��LW·V�NLFNLQJ�IUDQWLFDOO\�WR�VWD\�DÁRDW��
I remember the moments when I’ve been scared: sleeping in this 
ill-protected caravan after a break in; listening to the sound of  
shouting at night; the brick through my window that missed my 
face by inches; waiting for the local gang to burn the caravan with 
me in it after I’d received their threat, but chose to stay and talk it 
through with them (they never came). I think of  all the pain I’ve 
ZLWQHVVHG�� WKH� JLUO� EDGO\�EHDWHQ� RQO\� WHQ�\DUGV� DZD\�� WKH�ÀJKWV�
between two drug addict friends that left both permanently scarred, 
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the drug overdoses, suicides, infant deaths and miscarriages. And 
the pain I’ve experienced myself. The vulnerability of  being 
threatened six times with eviction. The frustration of  working 
ZKHQ�QRWKLQJ�VHHPV�WR�KDSSHQ�DQG�HYHU\WKLQJ�LV�XQTXDQWLÀDEOH��
The disappointment of  false starts. The isolation of  trying to 
get people to join a project they can’t understand. The waning 
motivation to prayerwalk alone - yet again. The painful separation 
I’ve felt from many who share the same faith, but not the same 
vision. I have been lower this year than in ages, but isn’t that the 
point of  incarnation, community and wholism—that what effects 
one effects all?

But in spite of  all the pain, the abiding images I carry are of  
joy, relationship, transformation. I think of  the moment two 
QHLJKERUV�VSRNH�WR�PH�IRU�WKH�ÀUVW�WLPH��DIWHU�,·G�EHHQ�OLYLQJ�KHUH�
for nine months. Or the time my addict friend shrugged off  ridicule 
LQ�RUGHU� WR�KHOS�PH�À[�P\�UHFHQWO\�EURNHQ�ZLQGRZ��,� UHPHPEHU�
sitting with the local Nazi (his word for himself, not mine) as he 
wept for the mother he lost fourteen years ago. Playing poker for 
matches with a ten-year-old whose mother had kicked him out 
again. Watching the lad with a reputation for burning boats and 
trashing cars pick up litter and then offer to clean my car for free 
(he didn’t nick it). My conversation with two young lads who were 
hiding from the police. The various art projects I’ve done with the 
local kids. How I left a job I loved and turned down a brilliant, 
well-paid job because they weren’t local enough and took up too 
much time - only to be offered an eighteen-hour job at the local 
family centre. The bring-your-own-tree party (a story in itself). 
The conversation I had as I built the Servants slum house in the 
front garden, and the eleven-year-old who then decided to give all 
her clothes and old toys to Oxfam (if  her mum sees this, I’ll deny 
everything…). Being called on in emergencies because, “You’re 
always the one who helps.” How much more it has helped me to 
know that people can come to me.

And then there has been the plain ridiculous. Saying, “she’s 
likely to put a crow bar through the window,” as a crow bar came 
Á\LQJ�WKURXJK�WKH�ZLQGRZ��0RUDO�GLOHPPDV�DV�WR�ZKHWKHU�,�VKRXOG�

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

encourage my friend to modify her behavior as I helped her sew 
the seven-foot high wings for her nude vampire modeling shoot. 
&KDWWLQJ� ZLWK� D� SROLFH� RIÀFHU� OLNH� D� JRRG� FLWL]HQ�� VXUURXQGHG�
by stolen rosebushes (they were going to be bull-dozed). Prayer 
walking bare foot ‘cause it worked for St Francis (shame I picked 
November). Giving an old caravan to a homeless guy who then 
demolished it to make a trailer for his motorbike and decided he 
didn’t want it. Chasing a Jack Russell terrier by car. Pony riding 
down Sakky (slang for Saxton Road, the name of  the local gang 
and an insult hurled at the locals).
%XW�PDLQO\��ZKDW�UHPDLQV�LV�*RG��+H�ZDV�KHUH�ÀUVW��DQG�SRSV�

XS� LQ�XQOLNHO\�SODFHV��/LNH� WKH� VHOÁHVV� DFWLRQV�RI � D� VNLQ�KHDGHG��
voodoo practicing friend. Or the faith, love, support, prayer and 
evangelism of  a follower of  Christ who is adamant that there is no 
God. Or a stoned Scottish giant who has a seven-year mission to 
EULQJ�DERXW�WKH�DSRFDO\SVH�EXW�VWLOO�ÀQGV�WLPH�WR�ORYH�SHRSOH�DQG�
the world around him. These are my “men and women of  peace.” 
In them, I see God and hear His voice.
$V� P\� ÀUVW� \HDU� RI � ZDWFKLQJ� DQG� ZDLWLQJ� HQGV�� 6DNN\� KDV�

become “SACCCI”, the name of  the South Abingdon Community 
Co-operative Credit Initiative, the goods, skills and community 
activity exchange that my friends and I are starting, along with 
SANE (South Abingdon News Exchange), a local newsletter. The 
council says people are now choosing to live here. Attitudes have 
changed as locals talk about community and start co-operatively 
buying organic goods.

As I enter my second year, I’m facing another eviction, and 
there is still a long way to go with SACCCI and SANE. And I 
wonder if  any of  this really ‘works’ anyway. But sitting in my 
purple, aluminum bubble of  love, I’m glad I chose to give that old 
lady a lift home, and I’m glad God placed me here.

R
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The Gift of  Beauty: Celebrating God’s Creation

Dave Andrews

'DYH�$QGUHZV��RQH�RI �WKH�6HUYDQW·V�(OGHUV���KLV�ZLIH��$QJH��DQG�WKHLU�
family have spent more than thirty years living in intentional communities 
ZLWK�PDUJLQDOL]HG�SHRSOH� LQ�$IJKDQLVWDQ��3DNLVWDQ��,QGLD��1HSDO�DQG�
$XVWUDOLD�� +LV� IDPLO\� QRZ� OLYHV� LQ� %ULVEDQH�� $XVWUDOLD�� ZKHUH� WKH\�
HVWDEOLVKHG�WKH�:DLWHUV�8QLRQ��D�PLQLVWU\�WKDW�VHHNV�WR�EXLOG�FRPPXQLW\�
ZLWK�PDUJLQDOL]HG�DQG�YXOQHUDEOH�SHRSOH��'DYH�LV�WKH�DXWKRU�RI �QXPHURXV�
ERRNV�� LQFOXGLQJ�Christi-Anarchy, Not Religion but Love, Building a 
Better World,�DQG�Compassionate Community Work.

Peter, a tall Kiwi policeman, and his wife, Adrienne, dreamed of  
working with Servants in Vietnam for a long time. But after taking 
investigatory trip with their young daughter, who was later joined 
by twin sisters, things didn’t work out the way they had hoped 
they would. Instead of  letting the dream disappear, however, they 
decided to hop 2,000 kilometers across the Tasman Sea to Sydney, 
$XVWUDOLD��UDWKHU�WKDQ�PRYLQJ��������NLORPHWHUV�DFURVV�WKH�3DFLÀF�
Ocean to Hanoi.

Sydney, and in particular Cabramatta, contains a vast migrant 
population, including a large and vibrant Vietnamese community. 
Here all the joys and disappointments of  a migrant community 
are found in abundance: the color and beauty of  new food, dance 
and music; the work ethic of  parents determined to give their kids 
what they never had; the straining gap between generations; and 
the drift into crime and drug abuse amongst the youth.

When they arrived in Cabramatta, Peter and Adrienne joined up 
with Urban Concern, a local faith-community linked to Servants. 
Through Urban Concern, Peter and Adrienne got to know not only 
the Vietnamese in Cabramatta, but also the Cambodians as well as 
refugees from former Yugoslavia.

Peter and his network of  friends began to discuss what they 
might do together in the community and decided together to 
develop a community garden in a place that needed redemption. 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

7KH\� LGHQWLÀHG� WKH� +XJKHV� 6WUHHW� 3OD\JURXQG� DV� D� SURPLVLQJ�
site, since it was centrally located, spacious and badly in need 
of  rehabilitation, as it had been taken over by the ‘smack squad’ 
and had become a notorious grotto where children were not safe 
to play. The city authorities were delighted when they received 
the proposal asking for permission to lease a portion of  Hughes 
Street Playground for this community project, and the city council 
not only gave them permission to use Hughes Street, but also a 
grant of  $10,000 to fund the initial setup! Over the next twelve 
months, Peter and his friends met regularly with a group of  local 
representatives, working out the details of  how to proceed with the 
project to encourage community involvement.

They sent invitations in seven languages to an ‘Open Day’ to 
invite everybody in the wider community - especially those on the 
‘margins’ - to join in the dream of  the garden. About two hundred 
people turned up for the celebration, many offering suggestions 
about how the space could be used. The planning team also visited 
other community gardens around town to learn from them and 
also planned a training day on organic gardening. The following 
IDOO��WKH�ÀUVW�HLJKW�SORWV�ZHUH�SODQWHG��WKHQ�KDUYHVWHG��DQG�E\�WKDW�
winter, all twenty-three plots had been completed and allocated.

Those who have been involved in developing the garden have 
KDG�WR�FRPPLW�WR�ZRUN�IRU�WKH�EHQHÀW�RI �WKH�ZKROH�JDUGHQ��DQG�QRW�
just their own patch. To help manage the project, a committee of  
three people was elected from each of  the three language groups 
represented.

As a result of  these efforts, the park has been restored. The play 
area that had been ceded to drug abuse has been won back for 
children and their families. Where there were discarded needles 
and garbage, now there are beautiful green gardens. All the plots 
are fully used and well maintained, enabling people who live in the 
community to gather fresh herbs and vegetables on a daily basis. 
Working the garden is not only productive and therapeutic for the 
unemployed, underemployed and elderly migrants and refugees, 
but it is also providing a safe place for people to forge relationships 
of  acceptance and respect across cross-cultural divides.
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The Gift of  Gratitude:  
Learning from the Homeless

-DVRQ�3RUWHUÀHOG

(USA, Canada)

For the past couple of  years Jason has been a part of  the Servants team 
EDVHG�LQ�9DQFRXYHU��&DQDGD��PLQLVWHULQJ�WR�WKH�LQQHU�FLW\�SRRU�WKHUH��,Q�
HDUO\�������-DVRQ�DQG�KLV�ZLIH�/DXUD�DQG�VHYHUDO�WHDP�PDWHV�ZLOO�PRYH�WR�
RQH�RI �,QGRQHVLD·V�PHJDFLWLHV�WR�EHJLQ�PLQLVWU\�WKHUH�

Before studying at Fuller Theological Seminary, my seminary 
for more than a year was the streets, and some of  my greatest 
teachers were the homeless. Three “professors,” in particular, 
taught me about radical gratitude in the midst of  suffering.
,�ÀUVW�PHW�%UXFH�DQG�6KHUL� RQ�D� URDVWLQJ�KRW� VXPPHU�GD\� LQ�

the historic district of  Philadelphia. The sun was blazing, and 
the temperature was soaring well over 100 degrees. As I walked 
down the sidewalk, I saw Bruce sitting on the sidewalk, holding 
a cardboard sign asking for money and food. His wife, Sheri, was 
across the street, hoping for generosity from tourists. It was already 
afternoon, yet their day’s accumulation had yet to be enough to 
buy any water, let alone food. Needless to say, they were both quite 
weak and dehydrated. As we ate Philly pretzels and chugged down 
water, our friendship began. Bruce, Sheri, and I hung out a lot that 
summer. As their trust in me grew, they opened up their lives to 
me. Bruce and Sheri were in their young thirties. Originally from 
<RUN��%UXFH� ORVW�KLV�URRÀQJ�MRE�EHFDXVH�KH�KDG�PDGH�DQ�HWKLFDO�
stand that had not been popular. They had recently moved to 
3KLODGHOSKLD�LQ�KRSHV�RI �ÀQGLQJ�PRUH�ZRUN��%UXFH�KDG�DOVR�EHHQ�
diagnosed with leukemia. There were days when Bruce’s radiation 
therapy, coupled with the intense summer heat, caused him to 
be so weak that Sheri and I would have to carry him to an air-
conditioned restaurant to feed him.

One night in August, I was helping take a youth group around 
to feed and talk with the homeless. We had two meals left, and 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

so I asked if  we could visit Bruce and Sheri. When we arrived, 
6KHUL� KDG� MXVW� ÀQLVKHG� PHWLFXORXVO\� OD\LQJ� RXW� KHU� FDUGERDUG�
and blanket for the night. She told me that today - unlike most 
days - Bruce had gotten lucky. After waiting with the other day 
ODERUHUV�LQ�OLQH�IRU�D�MRE��KH�KDG�EHHQ�KLUHG�WR�KHOS�ZLWK�URRÀQJ��
As we talked with Sheri, Bruce appeared in the distance, staggered 
WRZDUG�XV��WKHQ�FROODSVHG�RQWR�KLV�EHG��$IWHU�URRÀQJ�DOO�GD\�LQ�WKH�
intense heat, the contractors had only paid him twenty dollars. In 
RUGHU�WR�VDYH�PRQH\��KH�KDG�ZDONHG�WKH�ÀYH�PLOHV�´KRPHµ�LQVWHDG�
of  taking the bus.

Faced with such suffering and injustice, I was speechless, but 
then Sheri broke the silence and asked us to pray for them. Before 
falling asleep, his skin burned bright red, Bruce prayed, “Lord, we 
will not worry about tomorrow. Thank you for helping Sheri and I 
make it through today.”

Eight months later, I found myself  sitting on a park bench near 
the beach in Santa Monica, California, opposite a strip of  booming 
night clubs. I watched as those without homes set up their beds 
for the night in the park, and as across the street those who had 
not only one home, but multiple homes, pulled up in sports cars, 
Jaguars, and Rolls Royces, waiting for valets to come and attend 
to their needs.

As I remembered Bruce and Sheri, a rat ran by my foot, 
motivating me to leave the park and cross the street, the invisible 
wall that separated these two worlds. As I walked down a busy 
shopping promenade, I noticed an elderly, Irish lady who, like 
Bruce, was holding a sign asking for help. Typically when people 
ask me for help, I’m down to my last dollar and already running 
late to my next appointment. But on this particular night, I had 
time, and a friend had just given me some money with which to 
EOHVV�RWKHUV��)HHOLQJ�FRQÀGHQW��,�DSSURDFKHG�KHU�DQG�DVNHG�LI �VKH�
wanted to get a late dinner together.

“Oh no,” she said gently. “I’ve been so thirsty, and so a few 
minutes ago, I closed my eyes and prayed to God for some water. 
When I opened my eyes, look at what was at my feet!” Lowering 
my eyes from her radiant smile to her feet, I was amazed to see at 
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least twenty water bottles in two grocery bags.
“Do you want to celebrate God’s faithfulness with some ice 

cream?” I asked.
´2K�QR��,�FDQ·W�JR�DQ\ZKHUH��,�KDYHQ·W�ÀQLVKHG�WKDQNLQJ�*RG�

yet.”
As I walked away, deeply humbled, I thought about how 

quickly I move from thanking God for providing my needs today 
to nervously praying that He’ll do the same with tomorrow’s 
challenges. It is the poor who are helping me slowly learn the 
wisdom Jesus taught in Matthew 6:34: “Therefore, do not worry 
about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about its own things. 
6XIÀFLHQW�IRU�WKH�GD\�LV�LWV�RZQ�WURXEOH�µ

R
The Gift of  Simple Living: 

Learning from our Children

Reuben and Kim 

(Delhi, India)
5HXEHQ�� D� ODZ\HU�� DQG� .LP�� D� PDWK� DQG� FRPSXWHU� VFLHQFH� KRQRUV�

JUDGXDWH��PRYHG�IURP�$XVWUDOLD�LQWR�WKH�VOXPV�RI �'HOKL�LQ�������ZKHUH�
WKH\�FRQWLQXH�WR�OLYH��DORQJ�ZLWK�WKHLU�WZR�\RXQJ�VRQV��+HQU\�DQG�%LOO�

Many of  our poor Indian friends and neighbors live on about 
100 rupees (about US$2.20) a day for their family. That’s about 
3,000 rupees (US $65) a month. By contrast, as a family, we use 
about 20,000 rupees (US $450) a month.

Our seven-year old son, Henry, was born here in India and often 
asks probing questions about God, poverty, faith and our role in 
it all. On hearing how much we spent every month, he was aghast 
and asked why we didn’t live on as little as our Indian friends. 

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

After trying to justify it, by explaining that we had to spend 
money on many things that an Indian family wouldn’t have to 
(such as sending a newsletter back to Australia), we acknowledged 
that his criticism was valid, and so, as a family, we embarked on 
the challenge of  living on 5,000 rupees (just over US $100) for one 
month, choosing February because it only had 29 days.
7KRXJK�ZH�ÀQLVKHG�WKH�PRQWK�ZLWK����UXSHHV�����FHQWV��OHIW�RYHU��

we wouldn’t have made it if  the month had been one day longer. 
Here’s a rough breakdown of  our expenditure for the month:

   Expense (Rupees)  US$ equivalent
Food    1,700    035
Rent    1,000    020
School fees   0,500    010
Transport   0,500    010
Giving   0,500    010
Miscellaneous  0,800    015
Total   5,000    100

:H·UH� WKH� ÀUVW� WR� DGPLW� WKDW� H[SHULPHQWLQJ� OLNH� WKLV� IRU� RQH�
month is a very far cry from experiencing it month after month 
for your whole life, as the poor do! We can never really know 
what it’s like to be poor, as we always have choices that our poor 
friends don’t. Nevertheless, we gained a little more insight into 
the struggles and vulnerability that the poor face every day and 
learned some valuable lessons.
$IWHU�FXWWLQJ�RXW�OX[XULHV�OLNH�FRUQÁDNHV�IRU�EUHDNIDVW�DQG�MDP�

on our bread, we realized that transport by any means other that 
walking, cycle or bus was simply out of  the question. And so we 
ended up doing a lot of  walking! This is far from convenient or 
easy, especially when your kids are hot and tired and you’re all 
feeling increasingly grumpy. In fact it can be an incredible hassle. 
7KH�FOHDQ�� HIÀFLHQW� HOHFWULF� LQQHU�FLW\� WUDLQ� V\VWHP�WKDW� WKH�FLW\�
had recently installed suddenly became too expensive for us, as 
they charge for the kids as well. The city’s buses only charge for 
adults, but are crowded and take much longer.
:H�DOVR�GLVFRYHUHG�KRZ�GLIÀFXOW� LW�ZDV�WR�EH�KRVSLWDEOH�� VLQFH�

providing tea and biscuits (simple cookies) for guests was enough 
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to blow the family budget for the day - and it also meant eating 
less that night after the guests left. I found myself  becoming 
much stingier, as it became hard to give even a couple of  rupees to 
EHJJDUV��DQG�,·G�ÀQG�P\VHOI �KDJJOLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�PDQGDULQ�VHOOHU�RYHU�
whether he charged 2 or 2.5 rupees per mandarin (a difference of  1 
cent). And when a western friend traveled home with us and didn’t 
offer to pay us for her ticket - something that normally wouldn’t 
worry me - the resentment I felt ran deep. In fact, several times 
we had to humble ourselves to ask for repayment when normally 
we might have let such things go. How much more humiliating to 
have to beg or borrow off  others in order to make ends meet.

We also found ourselves continually thinking about money and 
expenses, considering how we could conserve our meager resources, 
which made it hard to obey Jesus’ exhortation “not to worry about 
your life, and what you will eat or drink” (Matthew 6:25).

Thankfully, we didn’t have anyone fall sick during the month 
- and if  someone had needed to go to a doctor or hospital, we 
would’ve forgotten about our experiment! But for the poor, 
sickness can totally consume their budget and, as a consequence, 
the family might not be able to pay rent. Consequently, those who 
DUH�YXOQHUDEOH�RIWHQ�JR�WR�TXDFN�GRFWRUV��ZKR�PD\�GR�D�TXLFN�À[�
of  symptoms but don’t treat the real problem), or to moneylenders 
for credit.

Because our budget was tight, we tended to buy things in smaller 
volume that were lower in quality. For the poor, this means that 
they will actually spend more in the longer term while obtaining 
VKRGGLHU�� OHVV�KHDOWK\�JRRGV��2XU�GLHW�EHFDPH�VLJQLÀFDQWO\�PRUH�
boring through the month as interesting or quality foods were 
simply too expensive.

We also felt loss more acutely - such as when I dropped some 
food in the street and was grieved to have to throw it away. And 
when we hit our tennis ball over a fence during a family cricket 
game, we were unable to replace it. The relative cost of  these losses 
DOVR�KHOSHG�PH�XQGHUVWDQG�WKH�KLJK�LQFLGHQFH�RI �LQÀJKWLQJ�ZLWKLQ�
families around us, with some small carelessness causing others to 
explode into a violent rage.

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

With fewer options of  places to go and things to do, life became 
more tedious. (On our last day, we had to stay put at home and eat 
from our dwindling food supplies.) We realized why televisions are 
so ubiquitous in the slums; once the initial outlay is made, it’s a 
source of  cheap, brain-numbing entertainment. And little wonder 
that other, more dangerous temptations such as alcohol, drugs, 
gambling, and brothels appear attractive as ways to break out of  
the back-breaking monotony of  poverty.

When there is only a little extra income it becomes a major 
decision trying to decide how it will be spent. We had to put off  
buying new shoes for the boys, since our budget couldn’t have 
covered such a big purchase. And we all felt the weight of  a brief  
phone call to Australia (100 rupees). Managing a low budget simply 
took us a lot more time and required more emotional energy.

Frankly it was a tough month and we were all pretty glad when 
it was over. We had gained a deeper insight into the frustration 
and sheer exhaustion of  suddenly having so little control over 
even the smallest details of  daily life. But what remained was our 
admiration for our neighbors who are genuinely and inescapably 
poor, and yet still manage to live with a sense of  generosity, 
hospitality, celebration - and sometimes even joy - towards one 
another.

So all in all it was a very powerful learning experience, and we 
would recommend it to you to try - if  your family is getting on well 
at the time!

If  you are longing to move towards greater freedom through 
simple living, the following are six simple steps we can all take:

1. Inform ourselves about our true state. (John 8:32.)
/RRN�DW�ZZZ�JROREDOULFKOLVW�FRP�WR�ÀQG�RXW�KRZ�ULFK�ZH�UHDOO\�
are! Read publications from and about the poor in our own 
societies and in the developing world. Find out what the root 
causes of  poverty really are – and how these can be changed.

2. Make friends among the poor, starting with one genuine 
friendship. (Romans 12:13 and 16.)
When we deliberately go out of  our way to make friends with 
the poor, both in our own country and overseas, our hearts tend 
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to be softened, we are confronted by our wealth, and we are 
more likely to do something about it.

3. Mix with other like minded people with whom we can be honest 
and mutually accountable. (Hebrews 10:24-25.)
There are other people out there who, like us, struggle with 
wealth. Let’s seek each other out and meet together to share our 
burden, confess our guilt, and make plans together about what 
we can do.

4. Take one more step towards Christ. (Luke 12:22-34.)
Jesus knows where each of  us is on our journey with Him. He 
doesn’t expect the same step from you as He does from me or 
anyone else, but he does expect movement towards Him and His 
way of  compassion. Christ calls us all to the next step on the 
journey of  radical discipleship that demonstrates our care for 
God and that we care for our neighbor as we care for ourselves.

5. Hold up models of  people who’ve done it or are doing it! (Hebrews 
12:1, 13:7-8.)
Read and discuss stories of  great heroes from history who’ve 
wonderfully dealt with their wealth, such as Francis of  Assisi, 
Tohohiko Kagawa, Damien the Leper and Mother Teresa. Ask 
DURXQG�DQG�ÀQG�RWKHUV��LQFOXGLQJ�FRPPXQLWLHV�LQ�\RXU�ORFDOLW\��
Discuss principles you can absorb and adapt from them, and 
how you can work with or join them.

6. Pray for God’s strength. Mark 9:23-24.
Jesus didn’t promise the journey would be easy, but He did 
promise, in the story of  the rich young man, that with God’s 
help, it is possible to deal with our wealth (Mark 10:27).
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WKDW�WKH\�PD\�WDNH�KROG�RI �WKH�OLIH�WKDW�LV�WUXO\�OLIH�

(1 Timothy 6:17-19)

As Christians wanting to share Jesus’ radical commitment to 
the poor, we commit ourselves to lifestyles of  inner and outward 
VLPSOLFLW\��VHWWLQJ�DVLGH�RXU�¶ULJKW·�WR�DIÁXHQFH�ZKLOH�WKHUH�DUH�VWLOO�
those who live in abject poverty. We desire to be a relevant and 
prophetic voice in a world - and, tragically, in a Church - that is 
preoccupied with self, calling on those who have more than they 
need to share with those who have less. By so doing we will free 
up resources from individuals and communities dying of  over-
consumption and obesity in order to meet the needs of  those dying 
of  poverty. By living simple and environmentally sustainable 
OLIHVW\OHV�� ZH� FDQ� VKRZ� ORYH� IRU� *RG·V� FUHDWLRQ� DQG� IXOÀOO� KLV�
mandate to be caretakers of  it.
%XW� WKHUH� LV� D� ÁLS� VLGH� WR� WKLV� FRPPLWPHQW�� <RX� ZLOO� QRWLFH�

that simplicity is one of  our cardinal mission principles, while 
FHOHEUDWLRQ� LV� RQH�RI �RXU�ÀYH� FRPPXQLW\�YDOXHV�16 These two go 
together. They hold hands in the same way that justice is knit 
together with mercy17 and “righteousness and peace kiss.”18 For 
unless our commitment to simplicity springs out of  a deep sense 
of  gratitude, there is the danger of  us falling into a cheerless 
legalism. In this sense, simplicity is a positive experience that 
RYHUÁRZV�RXW�RI �XV�WR�EOHVV�RWKHUV��UDWKHU�WKDQ�D�JULP�SUDFWLFH�RI �
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to be softened, we are confronted by our wealth, and we are 
more likely to do something about it.

3. Mix with other like minded people with whom we can be honest 
and mutually accountable. (Hebrews 10:24-25.)
There are other people out there who, like us, struggle with 
wealth. Let’s seek each other out and meet together to share our 
burden, confess our guilt, and make plans together about what 
we can do.

4. Take one more step towards Christ. (Luke 12:22-34.)
Jesus knows where each of  us is on our journey with Him. He 
doesn’t expect the same step from you as He does from me or 
anyone else, but he does expect movement towards Him and His 
way of  compassion. Christ calls us all to the next step on the 
journey of  radical discipleship that demonstrates our care for 
God and that we care for our neighbor as we care for ourselves.

5. Hold up models of  people who’ve done it or are doing it! (Hebrews 
12:1, 13:7-8.)
Read and discuss stories of  great heroes from history who’ve 
wonderfully dealt with their wealth, such as Francis of  Assisi, 
Tohohiko Kagawa, Damien the Leper and Mother Teresa. Ask 
DURXQG�DQG�ÀQG�RWKHUV��LQFOXGLQJ�FRPPXQLWLHV�LQ�\RXU�ORFDOLW\��
Discuss principles you can absorb and adapt from them, and 
how you can work with or join them.

6. Pray for God’s strength. Mark 9:23-24.
Jesus didn’t promise the journey would be easy, but He did 
promise, in the story of  the rich young man, that with God’s 
help, it is possible to deal with our wealth (Mark 10:27).

R

THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

7KH�*LIW�RI �/LIH

&RQFOXGLQJ�5HÁHFWLRQV�RQ�6LPSOLFLW\

Kristin Jack

&RPPDQG�WKRVH�ZKR�DUH�ULFK�LQ�WKLV�SUHVHQW�ZRUOG�QRW�WR�EH�DUURJDQW�
QRU� WR�SXW� WKHLU�KRSH� LQ�ZHDOWK��ZKLFK� LV� VR�XQFHUWDLQ��EXW� WR�SXW�
WKHLU�KRSH�LQ�*RG��ZKR�ULFKO\�SURYLGHV�XV�ZLWK�HYHU\WKLQJ�IRU�RXU�
HQMR\PHQW��&RPPDQG�WKHP�WR�GR�JRRG��WR�EH�ULFK�LQ�JRRG�GHHGV��DQG�
WR�EH�JHQHURXV�DQG�ZLOOLQJ� WR� VKDUH��,Q� WKLV�ZD\� WKH\�ZLOO� OD\�XS�
WUHDVXUH�IRU�WKHPVHOYHV�DV�D�ÀUP�IRXQGDWLRQ�IRU�WKH�FRPLQJ�DJH��VR�
WKDW�WKH\�PD\�WDNH�KROG�RI �WKH�OLIH�WKDW�LV�WUXO\�OLIH�

(1 Timothy 6:17-19)

As Christians wanting to share Jesus’ radical commitment to 
the poor, we commit ourselves to lifestyles of  inner and outward 
VLPSOLFLW\��VHWWLQJ�DVLGH�RXU�¶ULJKW·�WR�DIÁXHQFH�ZKLOH�WKHUH�DUH�VWLOO�
those who live in abject poverty. We desire to be a relevant and 
prophetic voice in a world - and, tragically, in a Church - that is 
preoccupied with self, calling on those who have more than they 
need to share with those who have less. By so doing we will free 
up resources from individuals and communities dying of  over-
consumption and obesity in order to meet the needs of  those dying 
of  poverty. By living simple and environmentally sustainable 
OLIHVW\OHV�� ZH� FDQ� VKRZ� ORYH� IRU� *RG·V� FUHDWLRQ� DQG� IXOÀOO� KLV�
mandate to be caretakers of  it.
%XW� WKHUH� LV� D� ÁLS� VLGH� WR� WKLV� FRPPLWPHQW�� <RX� ZLOO� QRWLFH�

that simplicity is one of  our cardinal mission principles, while 
FHOHEUDWLRQ� LV� RQH�RI �RXU�ÀYH� FRPPXQLW\�YDOXHV�16 These two go 
together. They hold hands in the same way that justice is knit 
together with mercy17 and “righteousness and peace kiss.”18 For 
unless our commitment to simplicity springs out of  a deep sense 
of  gratitude, there is the danger of  us falling into a cheerless 
legalism. In this sense, simplicity is a positive experience that 
RYHUÁRZV�RXW�RI �XV�WR�EOHVV�RWKHUV��UDWKHU�WKDQ�D�JULP�SUDFWLFH�RI �



198 199

self-denial. The practice of  simplicity helps us to let go of  all that 
possesses us, and gratitude helps us to acknowledge that all we 
have is a gift from God for the good of  the whole community, for 
the ‘commonwealth.’ By holding these practices together, we root 
ourselves in the belief  that all we have comes from the one who 
loves us and cares for us. Simplicity without gratitude can lead 
to austerity or smugness; gratitude without simplicity can lead us 
into the ‘prosperity gospel’, and a self-indulgence that forgets the 
poor. In both cases, we can become self-righteous or hypocritical.

When we look to Jesus, we see someone who was neither self-
righteous nor hypocritical, but someone who lived with huge 
generosity of  spirit. Someone who loved life, loved to eat and drink 
(yet could deny himself  these things when necessary), and who 
loved people most of  all. Jesus was able to live a life of  generous 
RYHUÁRZ�� EHFDXVH� KH� OLYHG� LQ� WRWDO� DZDUHQHVV� RI � *RG·V� FDUH� DQG�
provision for him. He lived simply, he lived freely, and he loved 
deeply. This surely is the way that God intends us all to live.

(DUQ�PXFK�
&RQVXPH�OLWWOH�
+RDUG�QRWKLQJ�
*LYH�JHQHURXVO\�
Celebrate life. 19

³9LY�*ULJJ
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THE SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING SIMPLICITY

Poised between two choices
Kristin Jack

here I stand
laden with your gifts
for you have given me
every good and needful thing
that I might live for you.
here I stand
the world beneath my feet
poised between two choices:
a life of  privilege or of  service?
a life of  pleasure or of  love?

here I stand
high on a mountain-top
while a slick tongue whispers
“you have worked hard,
you deserve it,
a little bit more won’t hurt,
live it up,
why not?

jump, and you’ll not be hurt
Eat, and you’ll not grow fat
Take, and you’ll not be tainted,
for all these lovely things
I give you now,
if  you’ll worship me.”

Here I stand
poised between two choices
to consume your gifts like cotton-candy
with which to line my empty soul
or,
cherish life like precious manna,
bread which must be shared
among my fellow beggars
before it turns to dust.
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1. Freedom of  Simplicity (Harper Collins: New York, 1981), 184.
2. If  you’re interested, check out where you stand at www.globalrichlist.com.
���%DUUHWW��1HZ�,QWHUQDWLRQDOLVW��-XO\�������ZZZ�QHZLQW�RUJ��7KHVH�ÀJXUHV�DUH�RYHU�WZHQW\�\HDUV�ROG�

now, but the picture hasn’t changed; it has simply worsened. See for example Smith C, Emerson M, 
Passing the Plate: Why American Christians Don’t Give Away More Money. Oxford University Press, 
2008. This research estimates that while the overall average is 2.9% given away, most U.S. Christians 
give away less than 1% of  their annual income”.

4. Just as those of  us who are honest enough to acknowledge our addictions to alcohol, drugs, or 
pornography need the support of  recovery groups such as AA, those of  us recovering from an 
addiction to wealth, overconsumption and the god of  mammon no doubt need to be part of  a 
supportive community as we seek freedom from bondage.

5. Luke 12:15; Colossians 3:5.
6. Mark 4:19; Matthew 19:23; 1Timothy 6:9-10.
7. Bahai is a relatively recent and eclectic religion that combines elements from all the world’s major 

faiths, although all submit to the interpretation of  Bahai’s own prophet, the Baha’lluah.
8. There are many such churches throughout the Philippines, and indeed anywhere people live in 

desperate situations and long for a better life.
9. Hugh Todd, an artist and former newspaper cartoonist from New Zealand, lived in Manila in the 

1980s.
10. This was during the people power revolution and the toppling of  Marcos. Hugh, unlike many 

missionaries, had taken the risk of  marching with his poor neighbors to protest against Marcos’ 
corruption and suppression of  human rights.

11. Along with Jenni Craig and Ian Williams, other Servants workers who had become their mentors.
����6SUHDG�DFURVV�WKH�XUEDQ�VOXPV�ZKHUH�6HUYDQWV�OLYHG�DQG�ZRUNHG�ZHUH�ÀYH�RI �WKHVH�/LYLQJ�6SULQJV�

churches.
13. Lilok means ‘forge’ in the Tagalog language and has fraternal links with the Forge Community in 

Australia.
14. Onesimo is the drug rehabilitation ministry for teenagers described in “Ricco – a boy in search of  his 

father,” by Christian Schneider, found in Chapter 2 (Community).
15. They have since formed as a sending base: Philippines Servants.
����7KH�QH[W�FKDSWHU��´6XVWDLQLQJ�9DOXHV�WKDW�6XVWDLQ�8V�µ�LQFOXGHV�D�GLVFXVVLRQ�RI �6HUYDQWV·�ÀYH�

community values: grace, beauty, celebration, creativity and rest.
17. Micah 6:8.
18. Psalm 85:10.
19. Servants’ founder.
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CONCLUSION

7KH�UHDO�PLUDFOH�LV�QRW�WKDW�ZH�GR�WKLV�ZRUN��
EXW�WKDW�ZH�DUH�KDSS\�WR�GR�LW�

Mother Teresa

LESSONS WE ARE LEARNING: VALUES THAT SUSTAIN US

Kristin Jack

´<RX�DVN�PH�¶ZKDW�LV�WKH�PRVW�LPSRUWDQW�WKLQJ"·�$QG�
,�ZLOO�WHOO�\RX��,W�LV�3HRSOH«�3HRSOH«�3HRSOH���µ

Maori Proverb

The Call to Transformation
In Matthew 28:16-20 Jesus commanded us to go to all people 

in all nations and make disciples among them. The Greek word 
for disciple, ‘methenes’, means ‘learner’ or ‘apprentice,’ meaning 
that a disciple is someone who is learning to put the words of  Jesus 
into practice. To be followers of  Jesus means we have committed 
ourselves to a process of  constant learning and relearning. It is 
also a process of  constant letting go, and of  dying to our desires 
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for easy answers and painless solutions. In the gospels, whenever 
we see people queuing up to join Jesus’ movement too quickly, we 
witness him slowing down these would-be converts, asking them 
to count the cost and make sure they are prepared to die to ‘self ’ 
and learn to serve, rather than be served.1 Frankly, in terms of  
‘mass evangelism’, Jesus was a bit of  a failure. He really did seem 
more concerned with quality of  discipleship than with quantity 
of  numbers.

Jesus made it tough to become a follower. When he sent out 
his disciples, he stripped them of  their material possessions: “Take 
nothing for the journey except a staff—no bread, no bag, no money 
in your belts. Wear sandals but not an extra tunic.”2 He also taught 
his followers that their treatment of  the poor was synonymous 
with their treatment of  him: “Whatever you did not do for one 
of  the least of  these brothers of  mine, you did not do for me.”3 In 
that same passage, he connects our salvation with our response to 
the destitute and the suffering. The apostle John elaborates on this 
by saying “whoever has the world’s goods and sees his brother in 
need, and closes his heart against him - how does the love of  God 
abide in him?”4 Jesus entered the world homeless and became a 
UHIXJHH��WR�(J\SW��EHIRUH�KLV�ÀUVW�ELUWKGD\��+H�ZDONHG�DQG�WDXJKW�
among the people as a poor man, with ‘nowhere to lay his head.’
&RPSDVVLRQ�IRU�DQG�LGHQWLÀFDWLRQ�ZLWK�WKH�SRRU�DQG�PDUJLQDOL]HG�

are a huge part of  Jesus’ character - and so it should also be a 
GHÀQLQJ�TXDOLW\�RI �KLV�IROORZHUV�5 

The way of  Jesus was to call his disciples to be with him as he 
went about Judea ministering to the poor, the sick, the disturbed, 
the distressed, and the possessed. Afterwards, as a group, they 
ZRXOG�VOLS�DZD\�WR�TXLHW�SODFHV�WR�UHÁHFW�RQ�DOO�WKH\�KDG�H[SHULHQFHG�
– both their successes and failures – and to suck out every ounce 
of  learning that they could from the life Jesus was showing them.6 
When Jesus sent out the disciples he gave them the following 
instructions, “As you go, preach this message: ‘The Kingdom of  
heaven is near. Heal the sick, raise the dead, cleanse those who 
have leprosy, drive out demons. Freely you have received, freely 
give.’”7 The disciples learned by being plunged into the real world 

of  poverty, suffering and opposition (both political and demonic) 
��LQWR�D�OLIH�RI �PLQLVWU\�LQWHUVSHUVHG�ZLWK�UHÁHFWLRQ�DQG�SUD\HU��$V�
Viv Grigg has written elsewhere: “discipleship has to be taught in 
the context of  a Jesus-style ministry to the poor - in the context of  
rejecting pride and status seeking, power and economic security.”8

Those who minister among people living in the midst of  suffering, 
seeking to live out the love of  Jesus, will always be confronted 
with the pain and messy dilemmas of  life. But despite all its 
GLIÀFXOWLHV��LQGHHG��SUREDEO\�EHFDXVH�RI �WKHP���OLYLQJ�WKLV�ZD\�LV�
WUDQVIRUPDWLYH���ÀUVW�DQG�IRUHPRVW�IRU�WKRVH�ZKR�FRPH�KRSLQJ�WR�
be agents of  transformation. As Mick Duncan has said elsewhere, 
the highest task of  the Kingdom worker is “to seek Jesus through 
many tears, to be a sojourner not a settler, to have the courage 
to become someone we have never been before.” After more than 
WZHQW\�ÀYH� \HDUV� RI � OLYLQJ� DPRQJ� WKH� XUEDQ� SRRU�� SUD\LQJ� DQG�
working to see their communities transformed by the power of  
Christ, we have learned some hard lessons about how to sustain 
this over the long haul. The most crucial of  these is that God is 
much more interested in who we are becoming as people, than he is 
LQ�RXU�¶UHVXOWV·�RU�OLVWV�RI �DFKLHYHPHQWV��'RLQJ�ÁRZV�RXW�RI �EHLQJ��
DQG�QRW�WKH�RWKHU�ZD\�DURXQG��$QG�RXU�EHLQJ�LV�ÀUVW�DQG�IRUHPRVW�
grounded in God’s extravagant, unconditional love for each of  us.

For those of  us born into success and image obsessed cultures, 
this is not easy to grasp. It requires that we set our ambitions on 
simply being a disciple and companion of  Jesus, rather than being 
driven by any deeper need or loftier agenda. Put another way, our 
personal goal is to become more like Jesus, and our vision is to see 
his Kingdom coming in whatever place he sends us. But whether 
or not we are ‘successful’, well, we have to leave that up to God. As 
Mother Teresa said, ´*RG�KDV�QRW�FDOOHG�PH�WR�EH�VXFFHVVIXO��+H�KDV�
FDOOHG�PH�WR�EH�IDLWKIXOµ�

A second key strategy is to look for ‘people of  peace.’ When we 
come into a situation of  brokenness, pain and need, wanting to see 
GHHS�DQG�DELGLQJ�FKDQJH�IRU�WKH�EHWWHU��WKH�ÀUVW�WKLQJ�ZH�VKRXOG�
do is wait on God and prayerfully seek out a “worthy person” - the 
person of  peace - before launching into mission.9 God has always 
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gone before us, and there are always signs of  his Kingdom there 
already, but we must ask God for the ‘eyes to see.’ The “worthy” 
to whom Jesus is referring here are those who are moved by the 
things that move God (sickness, hunger, suffering, death, violence, 
injustice, abuse, addictions etc), who love those around them, and 
who are prepared to get their hands dirty and do something about 
it. People of  compassion and action. People who are already trying 
to help those in need. You have read about many such people in 
this book already. As we gather with those people, praying that 
God’s Kingdom10�ZLOO�ÁRZ�WKURXJK�XV�LQWR�WKLV�SODFH��JRRG�SODQV�
from the heart of  God and earthed in the local situation will 
emerge. Filipino theologian and activist Melba Maggay urges us to 
‘nurture a strategic minority’:
6WXGHQWV�RI �VRFLDO�FKDQJH�WHOO�XV�WKDW�LW�LV�EHWWHU�WR�DLP�DW�FRQVHQVXV�
ZLWKLQ�D�VWUDWHJLF�PLQRULW\�UDWKHU�WKDQ�WR�ZDVWH�WLPH�DQG�EUHDWK�DW�
VROLFLWLQJ� WKH� FRQIRUPLW\� RI � WKH�PDMRULW\��6LQFH� D�PRYHPHQW� IRU�
FKDQJH�LQYROYHV�YLVLRQ�DQG�VDFULÀFH�LW�LV�QRW�SRVVLEOH�WR�VWDUW�ZLWK�
WKH�PDQ\��9HU\�IHZ�SHRSOH�FDQ�VHH�WHQ�VWHSV�DKHDG�RI �WKHP��0RVW�
DUH�WRR�HQFORVHG�LQ�WKH�UHDOLWLHV�RI �WKH�SUHVHQW�WR�EH�DEOH�WR�LPDJLQH�
DQ�DOWHUQDWLYH�IXWXUH��,W�WDNHV�D�ORW�RI �LPDJLQDWLRQ�WR�EHOLHYH�WKDW�
ZLWK�WKH�FRPLQJ�RI �&KULVW��D�QHZ�RUGHU�KDV�FRPH�LQWR�EHLQJ�11

As people pray, dream, and share about their experiences, the 
resources needed to carry out the vision will emerge—initially from 
the group itself, then the surrounding community, and beyond. If  
we wait on God and trust our plans to him, he will provide what is 
needed, no matter how much that may be.12 

Yet if  we are needs or agenda driven, it is so easy for us to rush 
in and begin our work the other way around. For those of  us who 
hail from the corporate, results driven cultures of  the West (and 
PRUH�DIÁXHQW�SDUWV�RI �$VLD��� LW� LV� VR�WHPSWLQJ�IRU�XV�WR�VWDUW�E\�
bringing in the kind of  money that will ensure our wonderful 
strategies have an impact. Then secondly, taking the corporate 
DSSURDFK�� ZH� XVH� RXU� LPSUHVVLYH� ÀQDQFLDO� UHVRXUFHV� WR� DWWUDFW�
DQG� UHFUXLW� ¶KLJKO\� TXDOLÀHG� VWDII ·�� WKHQ� WUDLQ� WKHP� XS� RQ� KRZ�
to implement ‘our strategic plan’. But the way Jesus shows us in 
the gospels tips this approach up-side down. First, we are told to 

ÀQG�JRRG�SHRSOH��WKHQ�ZH�FRPH�XS�ZLWK�D�JRRG�SODQ�WRJHWKHU��DQG�
ÀQDOO\��ZKDWHYHU�UHVRXUFHV�DUH�QHHGHG�ZLOO�IROORZ�E\�IDLWK��*RG�ZLOO�
always give ‘enough’ to willing people with good plans, in order to 
do what must be done. He always does.

For missional communities that live among the poor, local 
churches and grass roots development workers, this is a natural 
way of  working. Those who live at the local neighborhood level are 
in a great position to ‘seek out those worthy people’ or the ‘people 
of  peace’ that Jesus was talking about, those gems whom bigger, 
better resourced groups probably won’t ever notice. In fact, all of  
XV�ZLOO� VWUXJJOH�WR�QRWLFH�WKHP�DW�ÀUVW� �� WKH\�ZLOO�PRVW� OLNHO\�EH�
poor, uneducated and needy themselves13 - but we must ask God 
for the eyes to see them, and for the providential circumstances in 
which to meet. It takes time and patience to develop these kind of  
eyes, eyes that can look beyond broken, rough exteriors and see the 
treasure buried inside.

God has put each of  us on this earth for a purpose and a vocation: 
“for we are God’s work of  art, created in Christ Jesus to do good 
works,”14 or as Rabbi Abraham Herschel has put it, “the meaning 
RI �OLIH�LV�WR�EXLOG�RXU�OLIH�DV�LI �LW�ZHUH�D�ZRUN�RI �DUW�µ�To be living a 
life of  discipleship is to be involved in building masterpieces: works 
of  love and beauty. We allow the Holy Spirit to do His creative, 
healing work in us, and we invest our life in others, helping them to 
discover that they too are God’s work of  art, a being of  incredible 
beauty, with enormous power that they can choose to use creatively 
RU�VHOÀVKO\��7R�EH�VRPHRQH�ZKR�PDNHV�GLVFLSOHV�LV�WR�VHH�WKH�JLIWV�
and potential in others, the work of  art buried in the crude rock, 
the masterpiece waiting to emerge. We need to ask God to give us 
the eyes of  an artist as we nurture those around us.

Those of  us who lead others, make disciples, plant churches 
or facilitate development need to think of  ourselves as loving 
gardeners working over the long haul - ten years or longer if  
we dream of  being those who reproduce themselves thirty-fold, 
sixty-fold, or even a hundred-fold.15 What the poor need are not 
cosmetic changes but transformation that will sink deep roots into 
their structures and relationships, catalyzed by local agents of  
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change who bear the kind of  fruit that reproduces over and over 
again.16 But this patient, incarnational approach requires us to be 
prayerful and attentive in all that we do, watching to see where 
God’s Spirit is already at work in our communities and in the lives 
of  those around us, waiting to see his Kingdom break in among us, 
listening for the voice of  his Spirit to beckon us to join in. He calls 
us all to be good gardeners. He calls us all to be waiters. He calls us 
to be lovers. He calls us to be servants.

But how do we ‘seek Jesus through many tears’ and ‘have 
the courage to become someone we have never been before’ 
without being destroyed in the process? How do we sustain this 
commitment over the long-haul? How do we hang in there for the 
length of  time needed in order to see long-term transformation of  
people’s lives and communities? In the early years of  Servants, we 
had many cases of  workers crashing and burning as they pushed 
themselves too hard and too low in pursuit of  the gospel ideals that 
had captivated them. Over time we came to realise that with our 
ÀYH�SULQFLSOHV�RI �VHUYDQWKRRG��VLPSOLFLW\��LQFDUQDWLRQ��ZKROLVP and 
FRPPXQLW\��we still had not embraced the fullness of  what Jesus 
ZDV�FDOOLQJ�XV�WR�GR�DQG�WR�EH��$V�ZH�UHÁHFWHG�RQ�WKLV��ÀYH�PRUH�
community values of  JUDFH�� EHDXW\�� FHOHEUDWLRQ�� FUHDWLYLW\ and rest 
began to emerge. These are not set up in opposition to the original 
ÀYH�SULQFLSOHV��EXW� WR�ÀOO� WKHP�RXW�DQG�EULQJ�EDODQFH� WR� WKHP� ��
and to our lives. They capture more of  the fullness and richness of  
the gospel vision. They help us to live more sustainably and more 
centered on Christ.

8 Grace 8

´7KHUH�LV�QR�GHHS�NQRZLQJ�RI �*RG�ZLWKRXW�D�GHHS�NQRZLQJ�RI �VHOI��
DQG�QR�GHHS�NQRZLQJ�RI �VHOI �ZLWKRXW�D�GHHS�NQRZLQJ�RI �*RG�µ�

John Calvin17

Who we are and all that we do is rooted in and sustained by 
God’s lavish, unearned love, favor and forgiveness towards us. This 

profound grace delivers us from unhealthy striving, competition 
and condemnation of  ourselves or judgment of  others. It is only 
by abiding in the presence of  Christ - the only source of  this loving 
grace - that we can be equipped for lives of  worship, service, justice 
and compassion.

Apart from him, we can do nothing.18

$OO�RXU�VWULYLQJ�PHDQV�QRWKLQJ�LI �LW�LV�QRW�DQ�RYHUÁRZ�RI �JUDFH�
and love. Paul understood this in a profound way: ´LI �,�KDYH�WKH�
IDLWK�WKDW�FDQ�PRYH�PRXQWDLQV��EXW�KDYH�QRW�ORYH��,�DP�QRWKLQJ��,I �,�
JLYH�DOO�,�SRVVHVV�WR�WKH�SRRU��DQG�HYHQ�DOORZ�P\�ERG\�WR�EH�GHVWUR\HG��
EXW�KDYH�QRW�ORYH��LW�PHDQV�QRWKLQJ�µ19 Our goal must be genuine love 
lived out in grace, and not a striving to live lower or better or more 
VDFULÀFLDOO\�WKDQ�DQ\RQH�HOVH��*HQXLQH�ORYH�LV�PRUH�LPSRUWDQW�WKDQ�
WHHWK�JULWWHG�VDFULÀFH��7UDQVIRUPDWLYH�UHODWLRQVKLSV�DUH�EXLOW�RXW�
of  love, not ‘duty’.

The greatest lessons we have learned are about grace. We can 
only survive if  we live by grace. God’s grace towards us, grace 
towards one another, and grace towards ourselves. We have come 
to that point where we realize that the Christian life is not so much 
about us striving to be like Jesus (though, of  course, we long for 
that), but about us allowing Jesus to live his life of  love in and 
through us. We have to learn to stop struggling to be ‘super-
spiritual’ or ‘super-Christian’, and instead simply let ourselves 
become more real. For we are beginning to understand that the 
path of  following Jesus is about us becoming more human and 
more vulnerable.

Paul came to realize this lesson of  grace in his own ministry, and 
he wrote: $́QG�,�DP�WKH�OHDVW�RI �WKH�DSRVWOHV«EXW��E\�WKH�JUDFH�RI �*RG�
,�DP�ZKDW�,�DP��DQG�KLV�JUDFH�WRZDUGV�PH�ZDV�QRW�ZLWKRXW�HIIHFW��1R��
,�ZRUNHG�KDUGHU�WKDQ�DOO�RI �WKHP���\HW�QRW�,�EXW�WKH�JUDFH�RI �*RG�WKDW�
ZDV�ZLWKLQ�PH�µ20 Later, he wrote: ́ +H�WROG�PH��¶P\�JUDFH�LV�VXIÀFLHQW�
IRU�\RX��IRU�P\�SRZHU�LV�PDGH�SHUIHFW�LQ�\RXU�ZHDNQHVV��WKHUHIRUH�,�FDQ�
GHOLJKW�LQ�ZHDNQHVV«DQG�LQ�GLIÀFXOWLHV��IRU�ZKHQ�,�DP�ZHDN��,�DP�
VWURQJ�µ21 Paul had come to the point where he could honestly face 
himself  and all his weaknesses, without needing to hide them or 
pretend he was something he was not. We have begun to realize 
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that genuine self-awareness is essential. If  we are not aware of  our 
own gifts and shadows, of  how we react under stress or in the midst 
RI � FRQÁLFW�� RXU� KLGGHQ� PRWLYDWLRQV� DQG� XQFRQVFLRXV� UHVSRQVHV�
will blindside us when we least expect it. To help us along in this 
journey towards this ‘grace-full’ self-awareness, we have found 
both Myers-Briggs22 and the Enneagram23 to be invaluable tools. 
We also highly recommend David Benner’s beautiful book, The 
*LIW�RI �%HLQJ�<RXUVHOI,24 which is a goldmine of  helpful insights.

8 Beauty 8

´%HDXW\�LV�WR�WKH�VSLULW�ZKDW�IRRG�LV�WR�WKH�ÁHVK��,W�ÀOOV�DQ�HPSWLQHVV�
LQ�\RX�ZKLFK�QRWKLQJ�HOVH�FDQ�ÀOO�µ�Frederick Buechner

Because God is the author of  all beauty - in our lives, homes, 
communities and world—we honor God and renew our souls by 
recognizing and creating beauty. In particular, we want to see and 
celebrate the beauty inherent in ourselves, our teammates, our 
neighbors, and of  course, in God. We easily notice the beauty in 
a sunset, a work of  art, or even in the vitality of  a healthy young 
woman or man,25 though over time we can grow jaded even with 
these signposts of  our creator. But we must ask God to give us 
the eyes to see his beauty buried everywhere, even in pain and 
poverty, even among those crippled with disease and approaching 
death. Francis of  Assisi traced his ‘real conversion’ from that 
time he climbed down from his muscular horse and embraced a 
wandering leper, giving him the kiss of  peace as he did so. Earlier 
)UDQFLV�� UDLVHG� WR� ORYH� EHDXW\� DQG� WKH� ÀQHU� WKLQJV� LQ� OLIH�� KDG�
always held a deep fear and revulsion for those suffering from this 
dreaded disease. But after allowing himself  to see and embrace 
God’s beauty in the leper, he was freed to see it everywhere. A 
deep and disturbing truth lies here. If  we surround ourselves with 
¶EHDXWLIXO�WKLQJV·�²�ZKHQ�EHDXW\�LV�GHÀQHG�E\�WKH�PRVW�VXSHUÀFLDO�
voices of  our culture (the ‘beauty myth’): shining models, glossy 
magazines, shimmering T.V’s – when we surround ourselves with 

these things, we become less and less able to embrace and love the 
weak, the broken, the not-pretty – either in others or in ourselves. 
We become less able to follow the Biblical injunction to “not be 
proud, but to hang-out with those of  low status” (Romans 12:16).

Jesus also possessed this ability to see God’s beauty everywhere 
��LQ�WKH�VSDUURZ��WKH�ZLOG�ÁRZHUV��WKH�KHDGV�RI �JUDLQ��WKH�UHGGHQHG�
skies, the poor and the sick, the widow’s act of  giving, the tears of  
a fallen woman,26 and in reckless acts of  love and care:
:KLOH�KH�ZDV� LQ�%HWKDQ\�� UHFOLQLQJ�DW� WKH� WDEOH� LQ� WKH�KRPH�RI �D�
PDQ�NQRZQ�DV�6LPRQ�WKH�/HSHU��D�ZRPDQ�FDPH�ZLWK�DQ�DODEDVWHU�
MDU�RI �YHU\�H[SHQVLYH�SHUIXPH��PDGH�RI �SXUH�QDUG��6KH�EURNH� WKH�
MDU�DQG�SRXUHG�WKH�SHUIXPH�RQ�KLV�KHDG��6RPH�RI �WKRVH�SUHVHQW�ZHUH�
VD\LQJ�LQGLJQDQWO\�WR�RQH�DQRWKHU��´:K\�WKLV�ZDVWH�RI �SHUIXPH"�,W�
FRXOG�KDYH�EHHQ�VROG� IRU�PRUH� WKDQ�D�\HDU·V�ZDJHV�DQG� WKH�PRQH\�
JLYHQ�WR�WKH�SRRU�µ�$QG�WKH\�UHEXNHG�KHU�KDUVKO\��´/HDYH�KHU�DORQH�µ�
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KHOS� WKHP�DQ\� WLPH� \RX�ZDQW��%XW� \RX�ZLOO� QRW� DOZD\V�KDYH�PH��
6KH�GLG�ZKDW�VKH�FRXOG��6KH�SRXUHG�SHUIXPH�RQ�P\�ERG\�EHIRUHKDQG�
WR�SUHSDUH�IRU�P\�EXULDO��,�WHOO�\RX�WKH�WUXWK��ZKHUHYHU�WKH�JRVSHO�LV�
SUHDFKHG�WKURXJKRXW�WKH�ZRUOG��ZKDW�VKH�KDV�GRQH�ZLOO�DOVR�EH�WROG��
LQ�PHPRU\�RI �KHU�µ��

We are coming to see the deep and mysterious connection that 
exists between beauty and suffering, and how - in this present 
order of  things - we cannot have one without the other. But we 
worship a God who is always seeking to transform suffering into 
beauty,28 for this is the way of  Jesus and his Kingdom.

Our commitment to simplicity and our frequent exposure 
to suffering and injustice can make us forget this, and what an 
incredibly beautiful universe God has already created - and for no 
other purpose but that we and God should enjoy it together!29 The 
fact is that God designed us to enjoy all that he created, to rejoice 
in it and to give him glory for it.30 In particular, God calls us to see 
and celebrate the beauty inherent in ourselves and in each other. 
Therefore, in our lives, homes, communities and world – no matter 
how small or simple they be - we seek to honor God and renew 
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RXU� VRXOV� E\� VHHLQJ� DQG� FUHDWLQJ� EHDXW\��:H� ZLOO� SODQW� ÁRZHUV��
use color, drape fabrics, hang pictures, play music—and give God 
thanks for all of  it!

8 Celebration 8

´*R�DQG�HQMR\�FKRLFH�IRRG�DQG�VZHHW�GULQNV��DQG�JLYH�VRPH�WR�WKRVH�
ZKR�KDYH�QRWKLQJ��7KLV�GD\�LV�VDFUHG�WR�RXU�/RUG«�WKH�MR\�RI �WKH�
/RUG�LV�\RXU�VWUHQJWK�µ�Nehemiah 8:10

God calls us to be a grateful people and a generous people - 
generous with our love, generous with our time, generous with 
our praise, generous with our money. The Old Testament is full 
of  lavish festivals31 where the people of  God pooled their money 
(their tithes and offerings) in order to celebrate God’s presence and 
goodness, and to bless the poor.

In mission among the poor it is so easy for us to be dragged 
down by a sense of  failure, despairing that our little efforts aren’t 
making any difference at all. And so quickly these thoughts will 
EHFRPH�VHOI�IXOÀOOLQJ�SURSKHVLHV�IRU�XV��,QVWHDG��ZH�KDYH�OHDUQHG�WR�
consciously mark every milestone and achievement - no matter how 
small - with some kind of  celebration. Aligned with this, we want 
to become people with generous souls, refusing to take ourselves 
(though not our cause) too seriously. It is so much healthier to be 
able to laugh at our own follies and foibles (instead of  despairing 
over them) and to undermine our pomp and pride with playfulness 
and humor.32 Jesus said that it would be those who become like 
children who would enter his Kingdom,33 and children like nothing 
better than to play and celebrate. To this end, we will use song, 
poetry, drama, dance, food, stillness, silence, and even our tears as 
a form of  worship to celebrate God’s goodness and presence among 
us.

Every Tuesday our team here in Cambodia gathers for a shared 
meal. It’s an open table, a blessed opportunity to invite friends 
and strangers to join us. There is little else in life as ‘spiritual’ as 

eating together, which is why it features so prominently in the 
Scriptures. After the shared meal we worship, share our struggles 
and joys with one another, and pray together. This is often a time 
ZKHQ�WHDUV�ÁRZ�DV�ZH�WU\�WR�KHOS�¶FDUU\�RQH�DQRWKHU·V�EXUGHQV·�34 
Each Servants team establishes its own different rhythms of  
prayer, table fellowship, worship and sharing, but whatever the 
variations, we have learnt that these are sacred and essential if  we 
are to sustain each other over the long haul. ´)LQDOO\�P\�EURWKHUV��
UHMRLFH�LQ�WKH�/RUG��,W�LV�QR�WURXEOH�IRU�PH�WR�ZULWH�WKH�VDPH�WKLQJV�WR�
\RX�DJDLQ��DQG�LW�LV�D�VDIH�JXDUG�IRU�\RX«5HMRLFH�LQ�WKH�/RUG�DOZD\V��
,�ZLOO�VD\�LW�DJDLQ��5HMRLFH�µ35

8 Creativity 8

´7KH�&KULVWLDQ�LV�WKH�RQH�ZKRVH�LPDJLQDWLRQ�VKRXOG�Á\�EH\RQG�WKH�
VWDUV�µ�Francis Schaeffer

Just as God made us to enjoy beauty, he made us to be creative 
- for by creating, we show forth the presence of  God in our lives. 
Even holding together the challenges of  living simply DQG living a 
life of  celebration forces us to look to God for his creativity!
%\�DOORZLQJ�RXU�VHQVHV��LPDJLQDWLRQV��PLQGV�DQG�ERGLHV�WR�IXOÀOO�

their God-given potentials for creativity, we glorify God. It pleases 
God and does our souls good when we create. Team-mates are 
always encouraged to give their ‘right-brains’ some freedom and 
to try writing or telling stories or poems; to try painting, making 
music, cooking, sewing, weaving, or any expression of  themselves 
through art. From the Scriptures we learn that the Holy Spirit not 
only empowers us with gifts of  healing and power, but also with 
gifts of  art and craft.36

By embracing the value of  creativity, we seek to release 
the creative power inherent both in ourselves and in the lives 
of  the poor. For this author, creative writing and reading are 
tremendously therapeutic, and far from seeing them as ‘time 
wasters’ that distract me from time with my neighbors, they have 
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EHFRPH�VRXUFHV�RI �UHQHZDO�DQG�UHÁHFWLRQ��VRPHWKLQJ�WKDW�KHOS�PH�
discern what God is doing in my life and in the life of  those around 
me. They help renew me, so that I can carry on.

8 Rest 8

´7KHUHIRUH��VLQFH�WKH�SURPLVH�RI �HQWHULQJ�KLV�UHVW�VWLOO�VWDQGV��OHW�XV�
EH�FDUHIXO�WKDW�QRQH�RI �XV�EH�IRXQG�WR�KDYH�IDOOHQ�VKRUW�RI �LW«7KHUH�
UHPDLQV��WKHQ��D�6DEEDWK�UHVW�IRU�WKH�SHRSOH�RI �*RG��IRU�DQ\RQH�ZKR�
HQWHUV�*RG·V�UHVW�DOVR�UHVWV�IURP�KLV�RZQ�ZRUN��MXVW�DV�*RG�GLG�IURP�
KLV��/HW�XV��WKHUHIRUH��PDNH�HYHU\�HIIRUW�WR�HQWHU�WKDW�UHVW��VR�WKDW�QR�
RQH�ZLOO�IDOO�E\�IROORZLQJ�H[DPSOHV�RI �GLVREHGLHQFH�µ�

Hebrews 4:1 and 9-11

From the Scriptures we learn that the life God calls us to is 
replete with cycles of  work and rest - weekly Sabbaths, frequent 
celebrations and regular holy-days (holidays). God commands us 
to rest in order to be refreshed, be still, enjoy his creation, and 
deepen our relationship with him and one another. The Sabbath 
was given to us for our rest and worship, designed to bless humanity, 
and not the other way round.37 We are commanded to regularly 
draw away from our work and to rest in God.38 Times of  quietness, 
VROLWXGH�DQG� UHÁHFWLRQ�DUH�DOO�QHFHVVDU\� IRU�RXU�ERGLHV�DQG� VRXOV�
to remain healthy. Therefore, we need to be committed to regular 
UK\WKPV� RI � ZRUN�� UHVW� DQG� UHÁHFWLRQ�� NHHSLQJ� WUXH� 6DEEDWKV��
frequent celebrations, regular holidays and Sabbaticals, in order 
to stay close to God and our loved ones. Finding space for exercise 
is also important. Jesus (and Paul) did a heck of  a lot of  long-
distance walking in the course of  their ministries!

In the midst of  crowded, noisy, often-polluted urban slums, 
DOO�RI �WKLV� LV�GLIÀFXOW��%XW�IRU�VXUYLYDO�DQG�ORQJHYLW\��ZH�QHHG�WR�
periodically retreat to places of  stillness and quiet where we can 
be alone with God and our own soul (and catch up on our sleep!). 
)UHTXHQWO\�LQ�WKH�*RVSHOV�ZH�ÀQG�PHQWLRQ�RI �-HVXV�UHWLULQJ�WR�D�
hillside in order to spend down-time with his Father. If  we want 

WR�RSHUDWH� LQ�WKH�ÁRZ�RI �*RG·V�6SLULW�DV�-HVXV�GLG��ZH�DOVR�PXVW�
seek out these lonely places with God. ´&RPH�WR�PH��DOO�\RX�ZKR�DUH�
ZHDU\�DQG�EXUGHQHG��DQG�,�ZLOO�JLYH�\RX�UHVW��7DNH�P\�\RNH�XSRQ�\RX�
DQG�OHDUQ�IURP�PH��IRU�,�DP�JHQWOH�DQG�KXPEOH�LQ�KHDUW��DQG�\RX�ZLOO�
ÀQG�UHVW�IRU�\RXU�VRXOV��)RU�P\�\RNH�LV�HDV\�DQG�P\�EXUGHQ�LV�OLJKW�µ39

For Susan and I, all of  these lessons were learned through hard, 
SHUVRQDO�H[SHULHQFH��$W�WKH�HQG�RI �RXU�ÀUVW�ÀYH�\HDUV�LQ�&DPERGLD��
we were broken people, and nearly burned out. We had seen too 
many friends die. We had watched too many hopes and dreams 
crumble. We had wrestled with too many intractable issues that 
never seemed to improve. Within three months of  our arrival in 
Cambodia, we had been made leaders of  a large team, and each team 
member was struggling with stress and dilemmas - and frankly, 
we didn’t have the skills or maturity to pull that off. Untreated 
VWUHVV� HDVLO\�PXWDWHV� LQWR� FRQÁLFW�� DQG� LQGHHG�RXU� WHDP� OLIH�KDG�
JUDGXDOO\�EHFRPH�IXOO�RI �FRQÁLFW�DQG�FULWLFLVP��,QVWHDG�RI �EXLOGLQJ�
each other up, we had begun to tear each other down. Towards 
the end of  that period, Susan and I returned to New Zealand for 
three months home leave, and on the way, we participated in an 
International Servants gathering in Manila. I hadn’t realised just 
how low I was until a worship time on the last morning of  the large 
gathering. During the last song I broke down and began to weep 
uncontrollably for the next three quarters of  an hour. A deep sense 
of  failure and waves of  despair kept sweeping over me. For a fairly 
unemotional person who seldom cries, this was shocking, and I 
realised just how broken I was. Susan and I knew that the writing 
was on the wall, and that we simply could not survive this way.
'HVSHUDWH�QRW�WR�EHFRPH�¶EXUQ�RXW�VWDWLVWLFV·�ZKR�OHDYH�WKH�ÀHOG�

prematurely, we returned to New Zealand and took on spiritual 
directors,40 and spent much of  our leave time discussing with 
each other and others how we could live more sustainably back 
in Cambodia: physically, emotionally, spiritually and communally. 
We were also able to invite some team building coaches to come 
and spend time with us as a team, so that we could learn better 
ways of  supporting each other. Amazingly, miraculously, God 
turned it all around. Within a few months, both Susan and I were 
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never seemed to improve. Within three months of  our arrival in 
Cambodia, we had been made leaders of  a large team, and each team 
member was struggling with stress and dilemmas - and frankly, 
we didn’t have the skills or maturity to pull that off. Untreated 
VWUHVV� HDVLO\�PXWDWHV� LQWR� FRQÁLFW�� DQG� LQGHHG�RXU� WHDP� OLIH�KDG�
JUDGXDOO\�EHFRPH�IXOO�RI �FRQÁLFW�DQG�FULWLFLVP��,QVWHDG�RI �EXLOGLQJ�
each other up, we had begun to tear each other down. Towards 
the end of  that period, Susan and I returned to New Zealand for 
three months home leave, and on the way, we participated in an 
International Servants gathering in Manila. I hadn’t realised just 
how low I was until a worship time on the last morning of  the large 
gathering. During the last song I broke down and began to weep 
uncontrollably for the next three quarters of  an hour. A deep sense 
of  failure and waves of  despair kept sweeping over me. For a fairly 
unemotional person who seldom cries, this was shocking, and I 
realised just how broken I was. Susan and I knew that the writing 
was on the wall, and that we simply could not survive this way.
'HVSHUDWH�QRW�WR�EHFRPH�¶EXUQ�RXW�VWDWLVWLFV·�ZKR�OHDYH�WKH�ÀHOG�

prematurely, we returned to New Zealand and took on spiritual 
directors,40 and spent much of  our leave time discussing with 
each other and others how we could live more sustainably back 
in Cambodia: physically, emotionally, spiritually and communally. 
We were also able to invite some team building coaches to come 
and spend time with us as a team, so that we could learn better 
ways of  supporting each other. Amazingly, miraculously, God 
turned it all around. Within a few months, both Susan and I were 
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back leading the team with a renewed sense of  hope and vision. 
Within a couple of  years, our community had become one of  the 
most loving, nurturing, well-performing teams we have ever been 
a part of.

Over the past twenty-seven years, Servants has learned painfully 
about the cost of  doing mission amongst the urban poor, and 
how crucial it is to build strong teams, provide sensitive pastoral 
care and encourage each team member to know their boundaries 
and develop a clear self-care plan. We have moved from a single 
¶,QWHUQDWLRQDO�&RRUGLQDWRU·�WU\LQJ�WR�RYHUVHH�PXOWLSOH�ÀHOGV��WR�D�
team leadership structure, supported by an Eldership made up of  
seasoned women and men who act as our ‘wisdom bank.’ Instead 
of  throwing people into the deep-end to see whether they will sink 
RU�VZLP��D�ZRUNHU·V�ÀUVW�\HDU�RQ�WKH�ÀHOG�LV�QRZ�GHYRWHG�WR�WKHLU�
‘formation.’ As well as language and culture learning, new workers 
DUH�PHQWRUHG�WKURXJK�D�VHULHV�RI �UHDGLQJV�DQG�UHÁHFWLRQV�E\�PRUH�
experienced team-mates.

We have learned to see every individual life as truly precious 
(including our own!), and to rejoice over every seed sown and every 
person touched. And this really is what this book is all about. 
It is a celebration of  the many lives whose stories you have just 
read. Many of  them were poor people whose lives might have 
HDVLO\�VHHPHG�VPDOO�DQG�LQVLJQLÀFDQW��%XW�QR�OLIH�DQG�QR�SHUVRQ�LV�
LQVLJQLÀFDQW���HDFK�RQH�LV�RI �LQHVWLPDEOH�ZRUWK���IRU�ZH�ZRUVKLS�D�
God who ´UDLVHV�XS�WKH�SRRU�IURP�WKH�GXVW�DQG�OLIWV�XS�WKH�QHHG\�IURP�
WKH�DVK�KHDS�DQG�VHDWV�WKHP�ZLWK�SULQFHV��\HV�HYHQ�ZLWK�WKH�SULQFHV�RI �
WKH�SHRSOH�µ41

Our vision in Servants is to see communities of  hope, 
compassion and justice spring up in every city of  the world, on 
every continent, starting in Asia, spreading back to the West, and 
then on and on… communities of  those who genuinely want to 
learn how to love God, how to love neighbor, and how to follow 
Jesus together. Communities of  those who genuinely want to make 
a difference - no matter how small - in the face of  the poverty, 
oppression and violence that will otherwise sweep away all before 
them. We want to take up Brian McLaren’s42 call to be those who 

plant “un-terror cells” all around the world, cells of  creative non-
violence and caring community development that will send out the 
message that, yes, Jesus is risen, and his teachings and Lordship 
are changing everything.

Will you join us? Will you put your hand to the plow along side 
us and the other missional communities springing up all over the 
world? Do you want to be known as one of  those ‘who have come 
WR�WXUQ�WKH�ZRUOG�XS�VLGH�GRZQ�·�DV�WKH�ÀUVW�IROORZHUV�RI �-HVXV�ZHUH�
known?43 Now is the time to hear the call that the prophet Isaiah 
heard, and to give the answer Isaiah gave:

:LWK�WKH�EXUQLQJ�FRDO�KH�WRXFKHG�P\�OLSV�DQG�VDLG�
´<RXU�JXLOW�LV�WDNHQ�DZD\��DOO�\RXU�VLQV�DUH�DWRQHG�IRU�µ

7KHQ�,�KHDUG�WKH�YRLFH�RI �WKH�/RUG�DVNLQJ�
´:KRP�VKDOO�,�VHQG"�$QG�ZKR�ZLOO�JR�IRU�XV"µ
$QG�VR�,�VDLG��´+HUH�,�DP��VHQG�PH«µ

,VDLDK������

R
1. e.g., Luke 9:57-62, 14:25-34, 17:7-10, 18:22; John 6:41-66.
2. Mark 6:8-9.
3. Matthew 25:45.
4. 1 John 3:17; see also Luke 6:24-26; 16:19-31, 19:8-9.
5. e.g., Philippians 2:5-11 and Matthew 9:36. Of  course, Jesus also loved the rich he encountered 

(e.g. Mark 10:21) and was more than willing to spend time with them too – there is no record in 
the gospels of  Jesus ever turning down one of  their dinner invitations! Yet his encounters with 
the rich and powerful always challenged them to release their grip on wealth and power, and to 
turn to embrace the poor, the marginalized and those suffering from injustice (e.g. Mark 
10:17-25; Luke 19:2-10; Luke 7:36-50; Luke 12:13:21; Luke 14:1-14; Luke 16:19-31).

6. e.g., Mark 6:7-13, 30-31; 9:23-31.
7. Matthew 10:6-8.
8. Viv Grigg, Companion to the Poor, 21-22.
9. See Matthew 10:11 and Luke 10:6.
10. Matthew 10:8.
11. Melba Maggay, Survival Strategies, 7.
����7KLV�LV�WKH�OHVVRQ�RI �WKH�ÀVK�DQG�WKH�ORDYHV�LQ�/XNH���������
13. 1 Corinthians 1:26-28.
14. Ephesians 2:10.
15. See John 15:1-9 and Mark 4:20.
16. Check out the “oaks of  righteousness” mentioned in Isaiah 61:1-4, and where they have come 

from, and what they can do for their community once established.
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17. John Calvin, Institutes of  the Christian Religion, 1536 edition, cited in David Benner, The Gift 
of  Being Yourself  (InterVarsity Press: 2004), 20.

18. John 15:5.
19. 1 Corinthians 13:2-3.
20. 1 Corinthians 15:9-10.
21. 2 Corinthians 12:9-10.
22. Go to www.myersbriggs.org to learn more.
23. See www.enneagraminstitute.com or Richard Rohr’s The Enneagram: A Christian Perspective 

(Crossroad Publishing: 2006) for an introduction to this system of  personality typology.
24. David Benner, The Gift of  Being Yourself  (InterVarsity Press: 2004).
25. And of  course the great danger here is of  being seduced by that form of  beauty which runs 

only skin deep, of  being seduced by the so-called ‘beauty myth.’ It is this seduction that 
advertising, fashion and pornography industries thrive on. Perhaps this is the battle for the 
heart that Dostevsky was referring to when he wrote, “Beauty is not only a majestic thing, it is 
also a mysterious thing. There God and the Devil strive for mastery, and the battleground is the 
heart of  man.”

26. Matthew 6:26-29; 16:2-3; 9:35-36; Luke 21:1-4; Luke 7:36-50.
27. Mark 14:3-9.
28. Isaiah 61:1-3
29. Think about your tongue for a minute: God made it covered with thousands and thousands of  

nerve ends just so we could savour every nuance of  taste. And he made our eyes so they can 
revel in a myriad of  colours and shades, our skin to embrace and differentiate all kinds of  
textures, touches and caresses. All of  this was extravagant and unnecessary on God’s part.

30. Psalm 104, especially verse 15.
31. Deuteronomy 12:1-25; 14:22-29.
32. Proverbs 17:22. As well as learning to laugh, we must learn to weep; as well as learning to 

celebrate, we must also learn how to lament (Ecclesiastes 3:4). In my experience, the poor in 
most developing nations are far better at both these things than Westerners, and it is from them 
that we must learn. The word joy appears 242 times in Scripture; ‘rejoice’ appears 156 times; 
‘celebrate’ appears 67 times; thanksgiving appears 100 times. Obviously, the Scriptures have 
something to say about what is life-giving that many of  us more sophisticated folk have missed.

33. Mark 10:15.
34. Galatians 6:2.
35. Philippians 3:1 and 4:4.
36. In Exodus 31:1-5, the Lord tells Moses, “See, I have chosen Bezalel son of  Uri, the son of  Hur, 
RI �WKH�WULEH�RI �-XGDK��DQG�,�KDYH�ÀOOHG�KLP�ZLWK�WKH�6SLULW�RI �*RG��ZLWK�VNLOO��DELOLW\�DQG�
knowledge in all kinds of  crafts—to make artistic designs for work in gold, silver and bronze, to 
cut and set stones, to work in wood, and to engage in all kinds of  craftsmanship.”

37. Mark 2:27.
38. Hebrews 4:9-11.
39. Matthew 11:28-30.
40. In many countries it is now possible to engage with a ‘spiritual director,’ someone who has been 

trained to listen and pray attentatively and help you make sense of  where God is present in 
your circumstances (both good and bad). Every Servants worker is now expected to engage with 
a spiritual director or equivalent.

41. Psalm 113:7-8.
42. Brian McLaren, Everything Must Change (Thomas Nelson: 2007), p129-130. An outstanding 

book.
43. Acts 17:6 KJV.
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AFTERWORD

Dave Andrews

(Servants Elder)

And what shall I say of  these men and women? Shall I 
pity them? I have cried with them as I have heard their 
stories of  heartache and heartbreak. But I cannot say 

we should pity them. For though they have sown their lives in 
tears, they have harvested the fruit of  the Spirit with smiles. Shall 
I praise them for their extraordinary commitment to simplicity, 
solidarity and service? No. It would only embarrass them. They 
don’t want awards. They want fellow travelers to accompany them 
on their journey into a deeper kind of  community with the world’s 
poor, deeper than most of  us had hitherto thought was possible. So 
what shall I say without pity or praise?

All I can say is that I love them. I love their joyous passion 
for Jesus and their courageous compassion for their neighbors. I 
ORYH�WKHLU�ZLOOLQJQHVV�WR�WDNH�ULVNV�LQ�RUGHU�WR�ÁHVK�RXW�WKH�ORYH�RI �
God in the harsh places of  our world where hurting people feel 
most God-forsaken. I love their capacity to be hard-core on the 
one hand and soft-hearted on the other - both at the same time. I 
love the fact that they can stay on track in terms of  their mission, 
and yet still stop every now and then to help others of  us who are 
struggling to keep up. And I love their ability to take the issues 
seriously, but not themselves - bringing a delightful, whacky sense 
of  humor to the awfully serious business of  service.
,W�LV�P\�KRSH�WKDW�DV�\RX�UHÁHFW�RQ�WKHVH�VWRULHV��\RX�ZLOO�FRPH�

to love these men and women too. And who knows: we may even 
ÀQG�RXUVHOYHV�QRW�RQO\�DGPLULQJ�WKHP��EXW�LPLWDWLQJ�WKHP�DV�ZHOO�
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EPILOGUE

POEMS OF GRACE, BEAUTY AND CALLING

Kristin Jack

Wounded Healer

You know me and you love me
even in the darkness of  my fear,
you are close and you are calling
even in my wretched gut-despair,
you know me and you love me
and you ache to make me whole,
you take my million broken pieces
and mould them into one,
you weave my light against my shadow
braiding lines of  beauty, threads of  grace,
till each scar is like stigmata
a jagged lightening trace,
revealing all that’s hidden
all I could not face,
for you use my shards of  weeping
as you build your masterpiece,
drawing real self  out of  darkness
to stand in sacred space,
each piece of  love
and pain and failure
held by holy scars
till I be-come
like you:
a wounded healer 
with broken hands;
the breath of  God
LQ�ÁHVK�RI �PDQ�

R
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On Seeing Royalty in the Street

%REELQJ�WKURXJK�WKH�LQGLIIHUHQW�WUDIÀF
and the belched-up fumes
of  the out-wardly mobile
a small nugget of  joy laughs
in the face of  all that is so vulnerable.

Those two eyes which must have seen
the lack of  all things but poverty
shine like coals
dark embers lit from within.
Across one shoulder
a rice-sack of  scrap
trails like a sash or a robe
LWV�WUDLQ�ÀOOHG
with tin-cans like diamonds
and a million other dreams besides.

She carries her weight
with the grace of  the high-born
and those dark bare feet
VKRXOG�ÀOO�VHTXLQ�DQG�VLOYHU
the way they glide
across tar-seal and dust
proving once more
that even in a world that crushes and binds
trading innocence for cash
children are made for a Kingdom.

R
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A Poem for Myself, the Social Worker

You said you loved me,
but you were too scared to touch me,
your fear wouldn’t let your arms unfold
and embrace my weakness.
You said you loved me,
but when you talked to me,
you talked of  the weather and of  money,
of  foolish things that fade.

You would not look me in the eyes
for the things that I was hiding;
you were afraid that you would see it,
that I’d tell you,
and that it would become part of  you also:
another burden to carry,
another nail in your cross.
You said you loved me,
but your eyes wandered,
as you wondered how to leave politely.

You asked me to speak,
but did not listen,
especially to what I could not tell you,
for your ears were straining much further
than my voice could carry:
you were listening for a dying voice within.

You said you loved me,
but your hands gripped your heart
in a vice of  uncertainty that betrayed your words.
You would not give me your heart;
You were afraid,
afraid it really was all you owned.

R

Ask me where I was.

And still I hear it
on and on
in the hidden corners of  my mind
that eternal scream
which echoes
down the corridors of  time,
refusing to be silenced
it accuses me
of  passivity, thus
an accessory to crime.

And still I see it
that spreading stain
a wound that never heals
that bloodied mud
that asks me where I was
that asks me what I saw:
all the children dying
in the hidden corners
of  a distant foreign famine,
in a small forgotten war.

So I pray my prayers
I pay my tithe
I read my Bible every day,
I live in plenty
I sleep in peace,
and offer praises to Our God:
that though you are there,
I am here,
and so your pain is far away,
a different world
I pray to never know;
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for I hope to live a blessed life
where my hands are clean,
my heart stays pure,
and there’ll be no stains on me.

And yet, and yet,
there are those awful moments
unguarded and unbidden
ZKHQ�\RXU�VFUHDPV�ÀQDOO\�UHDFK�P\�HDUV
and you ask me if  my Jesus
really is that same Jesus
who was tortured for his faith
FUXFLÀHG�IRU�KLV�ORYH�
and there are those awful moments
,�ÀQDOO\�VHH�WKH�WHUURU�LQ�\RXU�H\HV�
and you make me wonder
if  He will one day ask me
where I was and what I saw
when His children were all dying
in a distant foreign corner
in a small forgotten war.

R

For more information about Servants to Asia’s Urban Poor, go to
www.servantsasia.org

To obtain further copies of  this book, please contact your 
QHDUHVW�6HUYDQWV�2IÀFH�

Canada:
PO Box # 88195, Chinatown, Vancouver, B.C. V6A 4A5, Canada.
E-mail admin.canada@servantsasia.org

United Kingdom:
30 Osborne Road, Earlsdon, Coventry CV5 6DY, United Kingdom.
E-mail uk@servantsasia.org
To contact the Servants Southall/London team:
E-mail southall@servantsasia.org

United States:
4092 Carlisle Pike PMB 292, Mechanicsburg, PA 17050, USA.
E-mail usa@servantsasia.org

Switzerland:
Hegenheimerstrasse 193, CH-4055, Basel, Switzerland.
E-mail swissinfo@servantsasia.org

Australia:
PO Box 259, Red Hill, QLD 4059, Australia.
E-mail australia@servantsasia.org

New Zealand:
PO Box 19-404, Avondale, Auckland 1746, New Zealand.
E-mail nz@servantsasia.org

Cambodia:
PO Box 538, Phnom Penh, Cambodia.
E-mail cambodia@servantsasia.org

Philippines:
PO Box AC 569, Quezon City 1109, Philippines.
E-mail philippines@servantsasia.org

Servants teams also work in two other Asian countries. However, 
for security reasons, please contact these through our International 
Administrator at uk@servantsasia.org

Servants also has ‘western teams’ in the cities of  London 
(Southall, a largely Asian suburb) and Vancouver (working 
amongst street people and drug users).
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E-mail usa@servantsasia.org

Switzerland:
Hegenheimerstrasse 193, CH-4055, Basel, Switzerland.
E-mail swissinfo@servantsasia.org

Australia:
PO Box 259, Red Hill, QLD 4059, Australia.
E-mail australia@servantsasia.org

New Zealand:
PO Box 19-404, Avondale, Auckland 1746, New Zealand.
E-mail nz@servantsasia.org

Cambodia:
PO Box 538, Phnom Penh, Cambodia.
E-mail cambodia@servantsasia.org

Philippines:
PO Box AC 569, Quezon City 1109, Philippines.
E-mail philippines@servantsasia.org

Servants teams also work in two other Asian countries. However, 
for security reasons, please contact these through our International 
Administrator at uk@servantsasia.org

Servants also has ‘western teams’ in the cities of  London 
(Southall, a largely Asian suburb) and Vancouver (working 
amongst street people and drug users).
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LIKE-MINDED GROUPS:

There are several other incarnational missions that Servants has 
close working relationships with, brother and sister movements 
that we are more than happy to recommend. Below is a list of  
some our key partner groups. We encourage you to check out their 
websites for more information on short and long term opportunities 
for deeper involvement.

A Rocha - Servants also partners with A Rocha, a Christian 
organization committed to valuing creation and promoting 
research and preservation of  the natural environment. The name 
¶$�5RFKD·�FRPHV�IURP�WKH�3RUWXJXHVH�IRU�´WKH�5RFN�µ�DV�WKHLU�ÀUVW�
initiative was in Portugal. A Rocha projects are frequently cross-
FXOWXUDO�� VKDUH� D� FRPPXQLW\� HPSKDVLV�� DQG� IRFXV� RQ� VFLHQWLÀF�
research, practical conservation and environmental education. 
Servant’s workers offset air travel (carbon emissions) by investing 
equivalent amounts in A Rocha projects. 

www.arocha.org

InnerCHANGE - based out of  the U.S. InnerCHANGE is a 
Christian order composed of  missionaries ministering and living 
incarnationally among the poor and striving to follow the Lord 
God’s injunction to “act justly and to love mercy and to walk 
humbly with your God”. InnerCHANGE teams currently work in 
several cities in the U.S, in Venezuela, Romania and Cambodia. 

www.innerchange.org

Servant Partners - based out of  the U.S, Servant Partners is 
a wholistic church planting movement working in Bangkok, 
Mexico City, Manila, and other locations in the Middle East and 
North Africa. Servants Partners offers internships in L.A and the 
Philippines that help young people discern their calling to the poor. 

www.servantpartners.org

Urban Expression - is an urban mission agency that recruits, 
equips, deploys and networks teams pioneering creative and 
relevant expressions of  the Christian church in inner city areas. 
Urban Expression has since 1997 deployed a number of  church 

planting teams in East London, Manchester and Glasgow, from 
which new churches are gradually developing. In 2004, in response 
to several requests, Urban Expression Associates was formed as a 
network of  church planters and others involved in urban mission 
who share our core values and want to participate in a learning 
community.

www.urbanexpression.org.uk

Urban Neighbourhoods of  Hope - UNOH’s vision is to raise-up 
follows of  Jesus who can help release neighbourhoods from urban 
SRYHUW\� LQ� $VLDQ�3DFLÀF� FLWLHV�� ,Q� WKH� HDUO\� ¶��·V� $VK� DQG� $QML�
Barker began UNOH as a missional order working among the poor 
in a multicultural suburb of  Melbourne, Australia. Other UNOH 
communities have been spread to six more needy neighbourhoods 
in Melbourne, to Sydney - and to the massive Klong Toey slum of  
Bangkok, Thailand.

www.unoh.org

Urban Vision - Based in the city of  Wellington, New Zealand, 
U.V describes itself  as “a contemporary Order following Jesus on 
the margins”. They organise themselves as a group of  households 
and ministries who focus on building life-giving relationships with 
those so often marginalized from the mainstream of  society, and 
are committed to doing justice in the midst of  urban poverty. Some 
U.V workers have gained experience in incarnational ministry with 
U.V before relocating to developing world cities with Servants; 
while at least one long term Servants family has relocated from a 
developing world context and discovered a sense of  continuity by 
joining U.V upon their return. We are all greatly encouraged by 
WKLV�WZR�ZD\�ÁRZ�

www.urbanvision.org.nz

Waiters Union - The Waiters Union is a network of  residents in 
one of  Brisbane’s (Australia) poorer, more multi-cultural suburbs. 
Waiters Union seeks to follow in the radical tradition of  Jesus, and 
are committed to developing a sense of  community in this locality 
with neighbours, especially those who are marginalised. Over the 
years, many Servants workers have served apprenticeships with the 
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Waiters Union as part of  their training for incarnational ministry.
www.waitersunion.org

Dave and Ange Andrews, the founders of  the Waiters Union, 
have also launched ‘Plan B’ – a prophetic call for Christians to 
return to the teachings Jesus gave us in the Beatitudes.

www.wecan.be

Word Made Flesh - Word Made Flesh is called and committed 
to serve Jesus among the most vulnerable of  the world’s poor. 
Beginning in 1994, Chris Heuertz, his wife Phileena, and half  a 
dozen friends sought to serve Christ, one another and the poor in 
Chennai, India. Today it has staff  and short term workers serving 
in more than 12 cities in 11 countries all around the world.

ZZZ�ZRUGPDGHÁHVK�FRP

R
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MORE ENDORSEMENTS FOR THE 
SOUND OF WORLDS COLLIDING

“The pages of  this book are coated with dust from the slums from 
which these stories emanate. As you open its cover, prepare for the 
RQVODXJKW�RI �VPHOOV��VRXQGV�DQG�ÁDYRXUV�RI �,QGLD��&DPERGLD��WKH�
3KLOLSSLQHV�DQG�RWKHU�SODFHV��<RX�ZRQ·W�ÀQG�DEVWUDFW�PLVVLRORJ\�
here, but theology that emerges from rich, real stories, written 
about real people by real incarnational servants.”

MIKE FROST Author of  ‘Exiles’, co author of  
‘The Shaping of  Things to Come’, and Vice Principal 

of  Morling Theological College, Sydney

“Servants is the one organisation in all the reporting I have 
done that challenges me to the core. My original impressions were 
right : incarnational faith living like this is a call to run not just 
a race but a marathon. My prayer is that many more will put on 
their running shoes and join them.”

ROB HARLEY Broadcaster and Filmmaker, NZ

“This book is a challenge to all of  us who care about poverty, 
to see what a radical Jesus-centred approach really looks like. It is 
full of  human stories that move the heart and point towards the 
transforming love of  Jesus. The principles and values by which 
the Servants teams are seeking to live are inspiring. Even more 
inspiring is to see how they translate into an incarnational ministry 
LQ�XUEDQ�VOXPV�RYHUÁRZLQJ�ZLWK�WKH�ORYH�DQG�SUHVHQFH�RI �&KULVW��,�
warmly recommend this book.”

PETER GRANT International Director, Tearfund UK

R






