Steve and Denise’s Ministry Newsletter #3A
“Don’t tell God how big your mountain is, tell the mountain how big your God is.”

This newsletter will be a two-part edition.  Not only did we miss a week, but so much has happened we can’t fit the update into one letter.    

As always, many, many thanks to our faithful prayer partners, God has been answering in incredible ways.    

We started out early Wed. morning for the main train station in Chennai headed to Howrah, a small town on the outskirts of Kolkata.  It was amazing that the day we booked our tickets was the only day the train had run since the trains crash the previous week.  We had a small compartment with 8 people, including ourselves, with 3 folding bunks on each wall when you wanted to sleep. 
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 The traveling was much slower than we had anticipated but we busied ourselves taking photos along the way.  It was a great opportunity to see the countryside.  The sleeping compartments are considered upper class so we felt very fortunate to lay down, the folks in the 2nd class cars had to sit up the entire 30 something hours.  After a full day of traveling we climbed in to our tiny little beds and tried to sleep.  Vendors were walking through the cars throughout the night calling out the various food items, hot tea or coffee that they had to sell.  Steve slept very lightly so he could keep an eye on 

all of our baggage, but Sunny and I both took a sleeping aid and managed a few hours sleep.  

When we woke up Thursday morning we were informed that a coal car had gone ahead of us by about 5 hours and had crashed on the same track we were on, just a different spot farther down the tracks from the first crash.  We would be delayed until further notice.  Many points throughout the day it seemed that the train was just crawling along as they checked out the tracks while we traveled.  As we passed the two crashes later in the day, we realized how serious the crashes had been.  
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Cars were thrown to the side of the tracks, crushed and mangled.  9 killed, over 100 seriously injured in the first crash and details of the second crash were not yet known.  PTL the second crash was mainly coal cars!  After passing the 2nd crash site, the train finally picked up speed a bit and we arrived at our destination after 31 or 32 hrs.  We lost “track.”  We drug ourselves over to a nearby hotel; with let’s say “lesser than American standards,” ordered some fried rice and hit the sack.

[image: image3.jpg]



Wow, what a bustling city Howrah is!  As Sunny always says, “You know what’s wrong with India? Too many Indians.”   We thought Chennai was crowded!  
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We had planned to visit the Leper colony on Friday but after finding out that it was farther than expected; we visited the “Sister’s of Charity Mission” instead.  This is where Mother Teresa lived when she was in Kolkata and where her body is now laid to rest.  From there we took in Victoria Palace and then dined with Sunny’s for his first meal at a McDonalds.  I must admit that Steve and I were thrilled over the fries, Coke and ice cream for dessert.  We’re still not quite sure what the Maharajah Mac sandwiches were.  You’ve all heard the saying, “where’s the beef?” well it’s definitely not in India.  After searching the city for some more crochet hooks and yarn to bring to Manipur, we taxied back to the Manish Hotel for another dinner of fried rice.  This has got to be the dustiest city we’ve ever been in, but an experience to remember.

As we drove to the airport very early Sat. morning and saw thousands of people sleeping along the sidewalk in complete filth, I couldn’t help but think that the roaches and dirt of the previous two evenings along with wearing the same clothes for the last two days, was a far cry from the conditions of so many. 
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 After arriving at the airport Sunny received a call from Thomas in Manipur.  As he came down out of the mountains that morning he became aware of a riot situation in Imphal, the city we would be flying in to. We all began to pray.  There had been 3 people shot by the military in an uprising so a curfew had been issued and everything in the city had been shut down for the previous two days. All areas had been closed off to all traffic and businesses other than military troops.  Thomas was so worried about our safety and whether we would be able to safely leave the city for Senapati. Thomas contacted a Member of Parliament (MP) that he knows to see if he could provide some help.  Thomas said it was nothing short of a miracle that this man was actually in his office at the time.  This man provided a military escort to pick us up at the airport so we were greeted in the parking lot by 3 vehicles filled with men sporting AK47’s and machine guns.  They surrounded our vehicle and we all drove through the streets of Imphal all the way to the city limits. Hallelujah!  
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We had been praying for angels to surround our vehicle and bring us through safely and they arrived.  They were just wearing different clothing than we expected.  Every other vehicle was stopped at the city boarder, waiting in a huge queue, by armed guards until the city re-opened on Monday.  

Most of the roads are dirt and very rough and torn up so our 2½ hr. drive to Senapati seemed much longer. Senapati is one of 9 districts in Manipur.  We would be staying in the village of Angkailongdi.  We were finally going to meet Sunny’s wife “Mercy” and their children “Steven and Silas.”  Angkailongdi is Mercy’s village and she is from the Thongal tribe.  Tribal people are considered the absolute lowest class of people in the Indian caste system, so many of Sunny’s family members were very upset when Sunny and Mercy chose to marry. 

Our jeep drove up the narrow dirt roads into the lower mountain area and I held my breath at every turn, trying not to look over the edge.  With our feet finally back on the ground we were greeted by our new family and shown our little room in the mud house.  
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I cried when I saw how much trouble they had gone to on our behalf.  Every member of the tribe had contributed something to make our stay more comfortable.  It was obvious that they had been working for weeks to prepare for our visit.  They had even built a raised bed off the ground for us complete with pink mosquito netting.  
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All the mud outside had been wet down and smoothed over to make it cleaner and until the rains began, it looked similar to cement.  They had somehow even run a couple of lines for electricity up to the house and when the electricity wasn’t out we had 2 lights indoors and 2 outside.  Though the electricity was out most of the time, it was nice when it was available.  On our first day it seemed that young children in the area, all barefooted or wearing flip-flops, carried buckets of water to the two metal water containers for hours.  Not an easy chore as the source is about ¼ to ½ mile up the hills.  Everyone was so excited at the first Americans to ever visit their tribe.  These people have next to nothing and were willing to give all for us.  Whether it was a chicken or some kind of beans or vegetation from the forest to charcoal for the fire or a blanket for our bed, everyone was so generous and caring.   Their usual diet is simply white rice, but they went out of their way to make sure we remained healthy. 

After our first dinner of white rice and sugar we went to different homes, meeting people and praying for them.  By the time we crawled into our beds at 8:00pm we were exhausted.  Just about everyone goes to bed when the sun goes down or the lights go out and is up when the roosters crow by 5:30 am.  For now, that works for us!

Sunday morning we were all hurrying to get dressed for church as we heard the bell ringing to indicate that the service would be starting soon.  The congregation all filed in eagerly waiting for the message the big American man would bring. The principal of the local K-10 grade school was Steve’s translator.  Each tribe has their own language so Sunny couldn’t translate because he doesn’t know their language.  While waiting for all to arrive they sang songs in English, beginning with "How Great Thou Art.”   My heart was so happy as I thought of my Grandma and Grandpa singing that song for so many years and all of the family learning it along the way.  Most of the people hear do not speak English but have heard the songs enough times too, to learn the words.  There is a strong Christian following in this area due to the missionary work of a missionary believed to be William Petticue in the 1940’s.  (Sorry, not sure of the spelling)  They follow many rituals and traditions and though many families own one family bible, most are not aware of what it says.  There is a huge need for bible teaching.  Many of the pastor’s hearts are in the right place, but they are craving discipleship.  They are definitely prayer warriors.
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A quick meal of leftovers from Saturday’s lunch filled us up and we headed off to another area for Steve to share a message with Mercy’s cousins’ village. 
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 Then back to Angkailongdi for the 3:00 meeting.  The driver and vehicle costs to get back and forth to different areas are quite costly so due to our funds being a little low we will have to limit the trips to outlying areas.  Tomorrow we will drive out to a village about 3 hours away and stay for 2 days, then return and spend more time here.  A very chilly and windy evening along with the electricity being out drove us into the warmth of our blankets and off to sleep early.  

Prayer request

We haven’t even begun to tell you about all the people that we have met and the stories we’ve heard but those details will be in our next letter.  Until then there are so many prayer requests for health of the families here in Senapati.  There is not one family that we met that has not experienced death or tragedy 

(  Please pray for the children, there are terrible viruses in these villages right now and many are ill.
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(  Please pray for the King of this village.  He is also ill and having heart trouble.  
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(  Please pray for Adam and Burnadette.  Adam has been confined to bed for the last year following a stroke.  He and his wife have 3 children and no income.  Her days are filled with taking care of him and trying to put food on the table for her family. 

(  Almost every family lives and survives hand to mouth.  Please pray that education would become available for all children and that lives would be changed.

(  Drugs, alcohol and marijuana (ganga) are rampant in these villages.  So many are addicted to one if not all of these crutches.  They make their own and ganga is easy to find in the jungle. 

Please pray specifically for Pirang for drugs and Martha for alcohol.

(  Many parents are being conned into believing their children will be provided a job and are being taken care of when in actuality they are being sold for sex trafficking.  Please pray specifically for Rose’s 10-year-old daughter who was rescued after her mother found out the truth. 
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(  Please pray for Mercy’s mother.  Her name is Daila and she is a widow.  She only has one arm and no income so survival is dependent on those around her. Her heart is also very heavy now that her daughter Mercy and grandchildren have left and returned to Chennai.
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