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

Picking up where we left off brings us to Monday Feb. 23rd.  Some parts of this newsletter may have “too much information” but we’re hoping you can get a better idea of this lifestyle.  

It was difficult to leave the warmth of the blankets this morning.  When we finally got ourselves up and around, Sunny, Steve and I hiked up to the top of the mountain to see where their water source was and to take in a great view of the valley below.  The government brought running water into the village from some type of mountain stream a few years ago. A two-inch PVC pipe lies on top of the rocky ground and pipes water into a 1,000 gal. concrete tank that is located just down the hill a ways.  Currently the pipe is clogged at some point so the water is very slow in making it to the tank.  Many just walk up above the clogged point and fill their buckets at a hand pump.  Hand pumps have been available for a number of years and there are a few located in different areas throughout the village.
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Suddenly we realized that it was time to get back to the house and prepare for the next couple of days that we would be spending at a village and school approximately 2 hours away depending on road conditions. CH. Thomas Tabamni founded this school in 2000 as a bible school with 20 students.  
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He selected the location because it was centrally located in this out of the way village and most of the people in the surrounding areas are Hindu.  He wanted to reach the children with the gospel but give them an education too.  90% of the students are Hindu and 10% are Christian.  Thomas only completed a 10th standard education himself but knew that this was what the Lord wanted him to do.  He is so hopeful that the children will bring the gospel home to their parents.  Though the school is not accredited and the 6 volunteer teachers have only completed levels K-8, these children are learning more than they would if the school wasn’t available.  Presently there are between 130 and 150 students. Attendance usually depends on whether the children are needed at home to help in the fields, or whether the parents have decided that their children are wasting their time, as they know the school is not accredited.  The drive to the school was crazy and dusty but we finally arrived at 11:00am and were delighted to watch the performances the children had been practicing for our visit.  They sang songs, performed 1 traditional Manipuri dance and 1 traditional Nepali Hindu dance.  
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Steve and I were presented with one of the traditional woven shawls/scarves that the ladies from Thomas’ tribe weave and then we observed the classrooms and teaching styles.  Afterwards I told Thomas about the game “hopscotch” and told him that my friend Dani, from the U.S. and I made beanbags to play this game.  We passed the empty bags out so the kids could fill them with small stones and as they filled, I sewed them closed.  I showed them how to play the game and they could hardly wait to try it themselves.  They had never seen this game before and were so excited they begged to take a bag home and show their families.  It was a huge success and Thomas has since informed us that they play every day.  
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At the end of the school day we drove to Thomas’ house to spend the night.  Steve shared a message at the church near Thomas’ home and we had an interesting evening preparing dinner together.  
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Tuesday Feb. 24th
Whew!  Long night.  I just had such a difficult time finding enough peace to fall asleep.  Almost immediately I could hear either rats or mice scurrying around our room.  Corn kernels were falling on the bed as they gnawed at the corn drying above us.  Something flew through the open rafters above and as a cat pounced on its prey we could hear it growling until whatever it was died in the cats jaws.  Small lambs in the next room over were crying and Sunny and Thomas were snoring on the other side of the wall.  Even though I was tucked beneath my sheets, sleep wouldn’t come.   I prayed that I would have the faith to believe that the Lord would protect us.  Finally I drifted off for a while, only to be woken as Steve climbed over me to use the bucket under the bed.  I decided that it would be a good time for me to use the bucket too, so I crawled out of the blankets and squatted over the commode.  A rat startled me and I peed on my sock.  The only socks I had with me!  I shook that one off and hung it over a chair hoping it would be dry by morning.  Both of us crawled back in bed laughing and were woken a few hours later by crowing roosters.  

We all shared a breakfast of the previous nights leftovers, none of which are ever refrigerated, and headed off to a small town church, “Christ Baptist Church, Selsi” about an hour away.  This little church was established in 1976 and has 60 members and is truly begging for prayer.  
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They experience incredible opposition from the R.S.S.- (the Hindu group from Orissa), the VHP (Vishu Hinda Parisha) and from an actual man from Andhra Pradesh who says he is a god.  He refers to himself as “Sai Ba Ba” and has many devoted followers.  There are over 9,000 non-believers in this area.  Steve and I both tried to encourage them, then prayed with them and talked about standing firm in their faith.  They were so caring and after many photos, we joined the pastors for lunch before walking back to the jeep and heading back to Thomas’ school.  The drive here in the morning was one of the scariest and most treacherous rides I have ever been on and as we approached the church, we had to stop the vehicle and walk the last ¼ mile as the road had been washed out.  
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Needless to say, as we walked back for the drive to the school I was a little hesitant.  Heading back up the narrow roads, with an occasional wheel going over the edge, I decided to close my eyes and praise the Lord, rather than look at what was in our path.  When we finally passed through the really difficult spots close to an hour later, I truly felt a new awareness of what it really means to Praise the Lord.  We reached the school and Steve shared a wonderful story with the kids about an ordinary rock that had an incredible purpose.  Then we shared ideas with the teachers and discussed possibilities for teaching tools.  We passed candy out to the children and all prayed together with them before venturing back to Mercy’s village.

Over crowded bus top

The drive back was exhausting and when we finally pulled into the village we were covered with dust and grime.  As we drove through the area of road leading to Mercy’s house that had originally been so scary I realized that after the previous roads of the day, this didn’t seem nearly as bad.  Isn’t that just like life?  

Two of the young girls that help Mercy and her mother with chores began carrying more water up to the house so we could enjoy our first bucket bath since our arrival here.  Even though we felt so guilty that they had to carry all this water on our behalf, we enjoyed the refreshing soap and water more than we could ever have imagined.  As we crawled into bed that night, it began to rain and we marveled at the Lord’s perfect timing.  Had we crossed those roads of that day in rainy weather things may have been so much worse. 

Wednesday the 25th   

Another early morning began with Mercy heading up to the pastors home to cook.  The pastor had invited us all for breakfast, but they asked Mercy to come and make the meal to be sure we could eat it.
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 Every meal is pretty much the same thing, chicken cooked over a fire in a wok type pan with herbs and spices added, then stewed for about 45 min and served with cooked white rice.  Mercy taught me how to make this on our first day here, and the only difference between how I made it for Steve and I and how they make it, is the addition of some extremely hot chili powder.  Today’s meal also included some mustard greens that were freshly picked from the forest and donated by one family.  We also took family pictures and prayed together. 
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 They are so excited about the possibility of getting a copy of the family photo in the future. We are hoping to print copies of all these families and send them with Sunny on an upcoming visit.   

Steve and Sunny walked down the mountain after breakfast and found a small building in town where after connecting two wires it was possible for Steve to make a quick call home.
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In the later morning many ladies from the village gathered at Mercy’s home for crocheting lessons and fellowship.  Sunny wanted them to learn how to crochet in hopes that they could make something that would provide income for their families.  These ladies are very proficient at handiwork and one woman named Rose was already familiar with crocheting.  
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She saw someone doing it one time and taught herself.  Though they caught on quite quickly I suggested that they stick with what they already know and begin making woven shawls/scarves to send to the U.S. and sell.  Their woven scarves are quite beautiful and unique, with each tribe varying the patterns and colors.  We have arranged to bring home a few samples in hopes of selling them and then sending the funds back to Manipur.  
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We also decided to have a ladies bible study together on Sat. after lunch at the Chairman and his wife’s home.  By 3:00 Wed. afternoon the ladies and their children began heading to their homes and we began preparing dinner.  Shortly after the ladies went home we received an invitation from the King of the village to come for a visit.  He had been in the hospital the previous week and felt very badly that he had not been able to have us to his house to eat.  He was also anxious to meet the 1st Americans to come to his village.  They can’t imagine why we would come there and are very curious about us.  We all had a nice visit with Mercy translating about the king’s health issues.  Steve and I prayed for him before we left and Mercy and Sunny told us later that as we prayed, the king cried.  We visited a few more families at the bottom of the hills and then made the trek back up the mountain just as the rain began to fall.  With the electricity out again I sat in bed and jotted down some notes by candlelight. 

Prayer request

. (  Please pray for encouragement for Thomas and

his family as well as his school staff.  Please pray the parents of the students would recognize the benefit of the education the children are receiving even if they never become brain surgeons or scientists.  Please pray for Mr. Vickey and his wife Bimla.  They are two teachers at the school and come from an extremely strong Hindu family.  Mr. Vickey wants to convert to Christianity but knows he will be expelled from his family for it.  His family supports he and his wife as they are volunteering their time at the school.  There are no funds to pay the teachers.  

Please pray that good qualified teachers would have a heart to come and teach.

(  Please pray for protection for all the pastors and missionaries from Christ Baptist Church.  Pray that those who have believed the lies of “Sai Ba Ba” would come to the knowledge of the truth.   Please pray for the new believers of this church to stand strong.

We are leaving the previous prayer requests as well so you can be reminded of those continuing needs.

(  Please pray for the King of this village.  He is also ill and having heart trouble.  

(  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. 

(  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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