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

This newsletter will conclude our stay in Manipur though there is still so much unsaid about these incredible people.  The accounts of their families and lifestyles are remarkable.  If anyone is interested in hearing these things at a future date, we will share upon our return to the states.   

Thursday Feb 26th - 

Steven, Sunny’s son, woke at 4:30am today crying and not feeling well.  He, Sunny, Mercy and Silas all sleep in the same bed every night.  I could hear Sunny tell Mercy that Steven had just vomited on him.  A situation that’s not that easy to take care of without electricity, and especially considering they were using all the blankets they had. Mercy struggled to find a candle in the dark.  The walls of the house are open from about 7’ up so each sound carries easily from one room to the next.  I was impressed with their attitude and that I could hear muffled laughs among the cries of Steven. 
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Needless to say, it was an early morning.  We were scheduled to meet with the Thangal Naga Baptist Association at noon to discuss projects that they are developing for the future of the Senapati area.  By about 10:00am I began feeling very ill myself so Steve and Sunny kept the appointment and I stayed behind and crawled back into bed.   By noon my stomach was aching, my head was throbbing, fever and chills had set in and my body hurt from head to toe.  As the standard flu virus symptoms took over, I was so grateful that I hadn’t gone with the guys.  I felt so bad thinking that Steven may be feeling the same way.   Shortly thereafter, Mercy’s mom, whom everyone refers to as “Mommy” came in and prayed over me and massaged my body with techniques that she has know for many years.  Hot mustard oil was used to relieve the stomach pains.  She prayed and cried for the girl from America, and I thought how she was the “mother Theresa” of this village.   I decided that the illness was worth it to experience her heartfelt prayer and compassion.  Later in the day when Steve and Sunny returned they brought a number of people with them who all came to our room to offer prayers too.  I remained in bed for the remainder of the day and am unsure of the happenings of the rest of Thursday but would like to share with you now a bit of the story of Daila, better known as “Mommy.”  
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Daila was born in the jungle area of Northeastern Manipur as far as she knows.  She is unsure of the date of her birth, as time is virtually meaningless in the jungles but Daila guesstimates that she was born in the late 1940’s or early 1950’s.  She estimates that her home is approximately 8 hours walking time from her current village of Angkailongdi.  She relayed her story to us through her daughter Mercy who had never previously heard all of her mothers’ life story.  Mercy had never wanted to ask, as she knew the story was difficult for her mother to talk about. Daila had two older brothers.  Her mother died when she was 8 months old.  The reason is unknown.  After the death of her mother, her father needed to find food for the family so he put Daila’s brothers in charge and went to the forest to hunt for food.  Daila’s brothers, though older than she, were still young and irresponsible.  They decided to go fishing and left Daila unattended.  The story was told that Daila was attacked by some kind of animal that bit her severely on her right arm.  Someone or some kind of animal either drug her to or put her little body on the bricks used to elevate pots over the fire pit.  Her uncle came and rescued her severely burned body and wrapped her in banana leaves.  Since her father was away, Daila’s uncle carried her for a number of days to a road where they were discovered by a military troop passing by.  They were transferred to a hospital where she was treated for the burns that covered most of her body.  As her right arm was uncovered they found that the wound was filled with worms and she would have to be transferred to another hospital with the equipment needed to amputate her right arm.  Skin grafts were taken from her leg to cover the area where the arm had been removed.  She was then transferred back to the original hospital.  Her father came to find her and was informed that she would need to remain in the hospital for at least 2 months to recover and that he should return after that time.  The doctors and staff became very attached to Daila and waived all charges for treatment.  When Daila’s father finally returned to take her home, the hospital did not want to release her into his care when they found out that there was no mother at home to care for her. Against the doctor’s wishes, her father took her home anyway.  She would prove to be helpful in the coming years to cook and clean and chop wood.  Eventually, Daila’s father re-married.  The new stepmother treated Daila harshly; especially when she and Daila’s father had children of their own.  She does not like to recount those years though she learned many things and even taught herself how to chop wood with one hand while holding the pieces of wood between her bare feet.  She began to pray that she would have a chance for good life ahead.  Christianity was introduced to the jungle people through a missionary and Daila accepted the Lord into her heart when she was about 15 years old.  She says that the Lord gave her dreams and some promises for hope in the years ahead.  She also believed that she would marry and have children to take care of her in her old age.  Daila did indeed marry later in life and she and her husband had 2 children.  The elder child was a boy and Mercy was born about 2 to 2 ½ years later.  When Mercy was approximately 2 years old she and her brother both contracted chicken pox and her older brother died.  Mercy’s father was so distraught about the death of his son that he disappeared into the forest and was never seen again.  No one knows what happened to him, but now Daila was left alone with a small child and no one to provide food.  She and Mercy had a very difficult life.  Their tribe built houses in the trees so that is where Mercy and Daila lived until quite a few years later when Daila felt she could no longer provide well enough for her daughter.  Family members had begun to move closer to the populated areas and Daila’s father was actually the first to come to the town of Ankailongdi to settle.  He suggested that Daila move to this area so Daila left the jungle and she and Mercy came to Ankailongdi too.  Daila made the difficult choice when Mercy was approximately 8 years old to place Mercy in a local orphanage.  Daila thought that Mercy would receive better care there than she herself was able to provide.  Mercy is unsure of her age too as they still didn’t keep records of such dates when she was born.  Daila believes it was sometime in the fall and that Mercy is between 25 and 28 years old.   Obtaining passports, birth certificates, etc. is almost impossible for these people unless they have connections with those in high places that can make up the documents.  Mercy remained in the orphanage until she was about 13 years old.  At that time Daila returned for her and the two of them made their way together.  Daila became a missionary and continues in that direction even today.  Her local church has provided the home she lives in now and they help to provide food for her.  Young girls from the village help her from time to time with chores but considering her physical condition and age, she is quite capable and very joyful.  She holds prayer meetings with the local women at her house every week.  Though she was extremely sad when Sunny, Mercy and her grandchildren returned to Chennai, she remains in Senapati because she is used to the lifestyle there and has friends.  If she moved to Chennai she would not be able to communicate with anyone other than Mercy because of the language differences.  It is Sunny and Mercy’s hope to return to the village in the near future and minister there through education and the opening of a medical clinic.  There aren’t any medical facilities in this area and children as well as adults die constantly for the simplest of problems.  Steve and I feel very led to help in this endeavor and will write about those possibilities later.   

Though I remained in bed for most of Friday, Steve and Sunny taught lessons at the local school to 9th and 10th grade students. 
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 People came by throughout the day to pray and visit.  Later in the afternoon we had a policeman from the Special Affairs department stop by to verify our permit and make sure that all fees to be there had been paid.  Apparently the news had circulated throughout the area that foreigners were in the village.  Mercy was visibly nervous as Sunny was off visiting the pastor, but Steve and I talked with him and kept the conversation very light.  It appeared that he wanted us to sponsor his wallet but we just played ignorant.  When Sunny returned he spoke with this officer in Hindi and finally the man left after taking our copy of our permit and informing us that we needed to phone him immediately when we were leaving the state.  Sunny informed us that this man had definitely been drinking and was not right in his head.  Once again the electricity was out so everyone went to bed early.  Little Steven seemed to be feeling a bit better and was taking food throughout the day.  Even though I had been lying in our wooden bed for almost two days, I didn’t have any problems drifting off to sleep again but food was still out of the question for me. It poured throughout the night and it sounded like the tin roof was being pelted with rocks.  Occasionally the sky would light up and Steve mentioned that he was glad the church building was at a higher location than us.

We had an invitation to visit Chairman Y.K. Kaping and his wife Adaka for a meal at 8:00am Saturday morning.  These are two of the few people in the village that are considered wealthy.  In comparison to others in the village this is true, but by American standards they still live in poverty.  
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Adaka was so kind and prepared scrambled eggs especially for me.  The rest of the meal consisted of cooked cabbage, rice, a type of chicken with gravy and one other type of vegetable.  This was really considered a feast and the Chairman was the only family member that ate with us.  Everyone else would eat afterwards.  Following our meal many ladies began to gather for the women’s study.  We all talked about Ephesians 5: 22-33 and had a wonderful time of sharing.  The Holy Spirit was busy.  
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A local woman with very good English skills did the translation and it was so fun to have one of the elderly women from the village share life experiences.  Everyone wanted to take photos afterwards and all laughed as they saw the instant pictures on Steve’s camera.  The climb back up the hill was exhausting so I lay down for a bit while Steve and Sunny went to speak to the children who stay at Benjamin”s hostel, they gave a short message, Steve’s was on Salvation and Sonny’s was on “how you finish the race”. The man that founded this school and is now principal is named Benjamin Tao.  Years ago Benjamin actually helped to run the orphanage that Mercy stayed in for so many years. After many years of working in the orphanage Benjamin and his partner decided to close it down as the stress of feeding the children every day became too much to bare.  The children were farmed out to relatives in the area and now there are 450 students in this school.  The cost of sending 1 child to this school is approximately $100.00 per year, which includes the initial school fee, books and supplies and a school uniform.  I believe there is then a monthly fee of 150 rupees, which equals about $3.00 U.S.  
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Saturday evening Grace and Kangui began carrying buckets of water to the house again so we could have our second bath in a week.  Hallelujah!  As the wind blows through the small enclosure it gets quite chilly but at that point cold winds were the least of our concerns.  We just wanted to make sure we’d be able to stand being next to each other.  We appreciated that bath so much, but even more we were grateful once again for all the hard work these young girls put in on our behalf.  

Sunday morning, March 1st – I can hardly believe we’ve been here over a week already. The time has gone by so quickly.  We woke again this morning to roosters crowing and Steven feeling ill again.  I on the other hand was feeling much better and even felt hungry again.  Steve shared a message at church this morning on “knowing your enemy.”  After the service a Hindu man that teaches at Benjamin’s school approached us and shared that he had never heard a message like this before.  He came to church this morning because he had heard Steve’s message on John 3:16 the previous day at Benjamin’s school and had called all his family and friends to tell them about it. 
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He told us that he would be at the 3:00 service that afternoon to hear the message as well.  Prior to the service beginning today the church elders called Steve, Sunny and myself all forward to accept the gifts that they wanted to present. 
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More beautiful shawls and a tribal necklace and earrings for me that Adaka said were Thangal diamonds. The ladies were thrilled as they thought I looked so beautiful.  Since I haven’t had a mirror since arriving in India, I just had to go with it and believe them!  Hah!

We enjoyed a delicious meal at Benjamin’s house at one o’clock.    His house is on the same grounds as the school.  They have a hostel on the grounds for about 40 boys and 20 girls that live too far away to travel home every evening.  They have built a small prayer room upstairs in their home and Benjamin was so happy that we could all go up and pray together before returning for the 3:00 church service.
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I gave the message this evening on prayer and then Steve and I passed out salvation bracelets.  Steve relayed the meaning of the colored beads to the adults and children alike and told them what a great tool they were for witnessing.  Just as the service was ending the electricity went out.  Normally this wouldn’t be a problem, but we had wanted to get pictures of everyone with the new treasures that the ladies from Don and Dani’s church in Washington had made.  We couldn’t even see to face the camera in their direction.  You’ll just have to trust us on this one, they loved em’!  

Many of the people followed us back to the house where we took pictures when the electricity came back on.  Finally we went to pack our bags for our early departure Monday morning but the lights went out again so we packed by candlelight and crawled into bed.

Thomas arrived Monday morning, right on time, 5:00am.   So many people from the village came to see us off, with numerous requests for prayers and a speedy return.  We all piled into the vehicle for the long drive to the Imphal airport and pulled away while “mommy” tried to hide her tears.  After careful consideration Steve decided to book a flight for us to fly back to Chennai from the Kolkata airport rather than attempt to catch the train.  We would have to check our bags through as they were now carrying so many shawls and scarves.  Sunny and Mercy carried handbags only to make getting to the train a possibility.  Mercy and I sat together with Silas and Steve and Sunny had to sit in a different row with Steven, as 2 children are not allowed in the same row on a plane.  Mercy was so nervous as our 48-seat plane took off.  We prayed together and then I told her that I didn’t think the Lord would bring us all the way to Manipur just to keep the story of the Thongal people to ourselves.  This was Mercy’s second airline flight.  When we landed in Kolkata we were running 10 minutes ahead of our scheduled landing time.  We prayed that it would be just enough time for Sunny and Mercy to catch the train to Chennai.  They ran out the door, caught a taxi and paid extra for him to drive as fast as possible to the Howrah train station.  I felt certain that they were going to make it.  The following evening when they arrived back in Chennai, they told us how the train was already starting to move out of the station when they jumped aboard.  The seats that Steve and I had purchased had already been sold to someone else but Sunny and Mercy’s were still available.  They said that none of us would have made it in time if we had all gone together.  Thank you Lord that Steve made the plane reservation and we all made our connections.  That flight actually turned out to be on a nice airline with A/C and clean seats.  We were so happy.  After arriving back in Chennai Steve did a bit of finagling and we managed to get a taxi to bring us back to Sunny’s apartment.  We searched quickly for rats and fell into bed by midnight with thankful hearts for all that we were allowed to experience since our departure from Chennai.   (Romans 8:28 – The Lord works all things for good for those who love Him and are called according to His purpose.)
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Note - This picture was supposed to be included in the last newsletter but was overlooked. We passed many buses like this as we were traveling up into the mountains. This is the primary means of transport for those living in the remote villages.

Prayer Requests

We pray that you are all aware of the difference you are making through your prayers and intercession.   We are so blessed to be on the same team as you and working towards the Lord’s goals.  Thank you for your faithfulness to put these things before the Father.  To Him belongs eternal praise! 

. (  Please pray for Benjamin, his family and the Samaritan Public School in the Ankailongdi village.  A number of local people are encouraging Benjamin to run for a political office representing the Senapti area.  He is torn about the decision, as his wife and family don’t want him to do it.  They are very fearful.  There is so much corruption in politics and most of the men that have taken that route drink heavily because of the stress and are unfaithful in their marriages.  Everyone that is encouraging him thinks he can make such a positive difference.  

(  Please pray for Monica.  She is a widow in the village with 3 small children.  She is being encouraged to practice English so she can get training to work as an herbal medical doctor.  Her older sister speaks English and will spend time helping her but Monica is worried about her abilities.  She has also asked that the Lord will bring her a Christian husband.

(  Please pray for all of the families here in general.   Daily existence is very difficult.  Please pray for work opportunities to open up for them and that they will be able to provide for their families needs.

(   Please pray for Steve and I to know the Lord’s will in future decisions with this village and how we can best help. 
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