Our Trip to Uganda

Tl—wc last time | had traveled on a mission triP with my son (Gregg) had been eightcen years
carlierin the Fl’\iliPPines‘ [e was onlg eight years old when | took him with me to So. Leyte.
We Passed tlﬁrouglﬁ the road blocks and by the army base that had !ong since been
abandoned due to the Problcm of the communist insurgents known as the NP A or New
FeoPIes Army. Gregg embraced the entire experience as an adventure and fear was not a
part of his Pcrccption‘ Grcgg had been taking young Pcoplc on mission trips for over six
years. This was my first opportunitﬂ to travel with him. ] had been bu53 as a pastor, a

business man and as a student comPIcting seminarg.

E_ach summer Gregg selects a group oxcgoung Peop|e to travel with him as interns. These
young persons are Put through a rigorous program of training. l had served in the US
Marine Corp and saw in my son the tenacity and drive of a drill instructor. | realized

that these young Peoplc were being trained like soldiers, onlg t)‘wey were soldiers for Christ.
T he summer began with two weeks of intensive Bible stucly and cha”enging lectures on the
cost of Iiving the Christian life. Next was a week long conference held in Nasl‘wvi”e‘ The
conference involved times of worship with our ministries own band; (/lnnamecl Servant. |n
the mornings and afternoons were BiHe classes, one of which I taught on the book ofzjob‘
Next was a week in Mexico, then a week in _Jamaica. After that we went on to Kcnga to
hold seminars at the Bible Training (Center, and to minister in some of the churches in

remote areas.

My young son was already a veteran of numerous mission trips and had established the
Bible Training (Centerin Kenga. Now, after three weeks in Kenga we loaded into a bus
with our Kengan students, [ lias Rukenga, with his wife and his son Nicholas. With our
interns and students we numbered twenty five persons. We were on our way to Uganda.
We did not know where we were going toin Uganda, on|3 that C]regg believed (God had
sPokcn to him about mal(ing contact with Pcople in Ugar\c{a and oPcning a training center

there also.

E)y this time the interns have slePt on concrete floors, ate food unlike any theg had ever ate
before, exPerienced thirst due to a lack of boiled water, gone dags without slﬁowering, gone
without s|ccP, and traveled endless hours, and lost wcight. Thc interns have also oPcncc{ up
as people, experiencec] Godin prayer, and found themselves carrying a love for the unreached

and sugcring PCOPICS O]C ’cl‘we worlcl‘

The bus ride was to be an all m’gl‘wt triP, along the way we saw zebras, giragcs, wart l‘xogs,

and baboons. T he countrysidc was beautiful, filled with a look like onlg Africa can offer.

T rees dotted the countrgsi&e, while at other times the dense forests were tru|3jungles. Our
backpacks were stored on the top of the bus and covered with a tarp. UmCorturxatcly the tarP



did not kecP out the Powchu! rains that we encountered, Icaving many of us with wet Packs,
clothes and s|eePing bags. We arrived at the border to Ugancla in the ear|3 morning, hours and
attempte& to slcep in the crowded and crampecl bus until the border oPened.

| knew very little about Uganda, | did remember Uganda to be the home of the dictator
and murderer |di Amin, and the home of the [ ntebbe airPort, where [srael had accomplishcd

a c{aring hostage rescue.

We were on our way to the caPital citg of KamPala. Gregg had told me that Goc{ would tell
him where we were to go and would be ourgufc!e. Gregg also told me that (God had told him
that somcthing was about to haPPcn and that he was not to worry. A few minutes later we
Pu”eci in Forgas, the driver was a muslim from | anzania. [ e was backing up the bus when he
hit somcthing. T he sound and imPact were such that | thought he had knocked over the gas
pump. Gregg said, “ T his is it Dad, remember (God said don’t worry.” Gregg never turned

around to see what we hit. ] on the other hand had to |ool<} it was onlg arack full of oil cans.

We arrived in Kampala not lmowing a single person. We were to Pick up two of our
Kcngan students that were unable to c{cpar‘c with us and had taken alternate transPortation.
We were to drive to a bus depot, but no one knew where the bus dePot was. Gregg asked
the bus driver to stop and let him out of the bus, he said, “l’” go to the person the | ord leads
me to and that person will guicle us to the bus clePot.” Within a minute Gregg was re-entering
the bus with a man. The man sat up front and directed our driver straigl’ut to the bus chot,

the man was l’lappg to be taken to the same location and left us with a smile.

After Picking up the two students Metembe and Corjogo we looked for a Placc to Pari«
OPerating on a limited budget C]regg was insistent that we find a Place to Park forfree and
in the middle of the city. Grcgg directed the bus driver to Pu” over at a gas station. The
station had one area where a bus could Parl( and allowed us to Parl< there without clqarge.
On a side note, at this Particular time a group that we had taken to Mexico was witH‘xolc{ing a
$24,000 dollar payment to the ministry. Also the ministry had alreacly Paicl in advance the
triP that the group had went with us on. | he young ministry was injeoparc‘g of bankruptcy‘
Grcgg would have no monies to pay his cmPloyccs or himself. Grcgg believed that if he would
Take care of to&ag, and what God wanted of him today, then God would take care of tomorrow,
with this in mind he laid aside the weigl—xt of the Prob|em and focused on the dag‘

We Parl(ec{ in Kampala to exc!’xangc money and find a Place to eat. T!‘wat afternoon we
took off down the road asking (God to guide us to someone with whom we could stay and work.
The &ag was quicHy Passing as we traveled northward into Uganda. We discussed the Possfbilit3
of slccping on the side of the road and decided if we did we should arm ourselves with some
Fonga knives (machetes) to ward off any curious animals. Gregg told our driver to Pu” into a

gas station and he and Nicl‘wolas took off to Purcl'lase some Fongas‘



The presence of a bus full of white Peop|e in Ugancla attracts a lot of attention.
T here was a muslim man there ]33 the name of Abacard. [ e and Gregg spoke and
he invited us to stag at his farm. Abacard was a tax collector and would not be off of
work for an hour, so we drove up the road for a half hour before rc:tuming to meet
A]:)acarc{. When we met Abacard he felt unsafe givfng us a Place to stay because of his
muslim friends. Abacard directed us to a pastor that was located in a town some miles off
the main road.

| the midst of our travels and negotiations the local Police autl-loritg became aware of
our presence and wanted to know what a bus full of Americans were &oing in the middle of
Uganéa.

We would spcnc{ many hours waiting and Praging in the bus while Grcgg was in the

Police station with the O.C. (officerin command). Urwlike America, the Police in Uganda
are armed with automatic weapons. The O.C. wanted to see all of our passports and visas.

Gregg was threatened with overniglﬁt incarceration, we were Praging.

Tlﬁe Pastor’s nameis | om. | om had a small church in the little town of Bombo. We had
resigned ourselves to 5|eeping in a field out in front of the church. A field where the
(/lgandan ranchers herded their horned cattlc, the field was sPotted with the ever Prcscnt

‘cow Pattg’. lFJesus wanted us to sleeP outsic]e, (we had no tents, and our Pacl(s and
bags were wct) we were Prcpared to do so. Oncc we all rcsigncd ourselves to the will of the
| ord, Gregg and Pastor | om were released from questioning and we were able to go to
the church and stag there.

Our}joungest intern (ever) was a young girl named Brin. Brin never comP!ainecl or
showed any signs of worry as she submitted herself to the will of Jesus to direct our
J’oumcy, and any suxcmccring would be for him. T he next ten days and nights we spent
sleeping on the concrete floorin the wood Post, bamboo and mud structure from which
the church was built. During our stay we lovcd, sharec{, and Pragcc{, and taught the Pcoplc
of Bombo. Pastor T om received us with great love, he and his Familg and church PreParecl
food for us and washed our clotl‘n’ng‘ Tl’xrouglﬂ (God’s direction and Provic{crxce we had
been brouglﬁt toa group of People that had been Praying for someone to come and teach

them the Bible.

The O.C. visited us dai!g and our uncomfortable }Deginning turned into a blessing. [His
presence at the church on a clailﬂ basis l‘wclpecl secure our sagetg. Our encounter and
CooPeration also c{eve|oped trust and relationslﬂip with the Police so that we might return and
be welcomed.

One evening a man entered the service, he was obviouslg tormented and was smcxcering.
Gregg wanted the church emPtiecl, the man was demonized. He had elaphantitus on both
!cgs, from the feet up to the knees his Icgs were swollen, his skin like inflamed lcprosg was
grey with open 5P|its and sores. | he smell was difficult to bear. T he man did not speal(
E_ngh’sh, so we had Fastor Tom to interprct for us. As we Pragecl for the man to be free of



the demonic oPPression (clcvo|ution) that sought to kill him and had thrust him into

Iiving in filth, he Placecl his hands on his ears, then out of his mouth came the words ‘be quiet’.

T he voice was deeper and different than his, | looked at my son and said, “Did you hear that?”
Grcgg rcPIicc{,“Ycah it wasn’t him.” Grcgg quickly Pu“cd his hands from his ecars and |

resPonded with, “We will not be quiet”. We Praged for the man until he was in his riglﬁt mind,

we gave him fresh clothes and heated water for him to shower with and bought him some dinner.
On Sundag he came tochurch 1oo§<ing better, much of the swe”ing in his Iegs was gone and he had

gotten a haircut and was smiling, he also testified about Jesus during the service.

We made several excursions into remote areas of (/lganc{a where churches associated with
pastor Tom’s group were located. During one such excursion our muslim tax collector friend
A}Dacarc{ )qagged us down and requestecl to go with us. I knew that Jesus was ca”ing
A}Jacarc{ to himself. Abacarc{ sat next to me on the bus. Hc asked me qucs’cions and ]
shared with him about the person oxCJesus fora couple of hours. Abacard requested that
we pray with him as he asked Jesus to be Lord of his life. We still pray for Abacard as he

faces a great deal of Persecution for his choice.

After ten short Aags of wonderful ministry in Bombo and other areas we dcpar‘ccd for
Kenya. We were all a little closer to one another than we had been before. We were not
PcoP!c on a manicured tourist mission triP we were Pionccrs, we were aPostIcs, and Prophcts,
evangelists, pastors and teachers all on a mission Forjesus. The bondfng of us Americans
with our Kengan friends was greatly enhanced bg the triP into Ugancla‘ During our time in
Ugan&a the Kenyans ate food theg had never seen. The}j found themselves in a Place
where their native tongue was uni(nown, s0 theg were forced to speak English.
When we got through the border some of them wanted to kiss the ground of their native
country. Now tlﬁeg knew how it felt to be a missionary, now ’cheg knew that being a missionary
is about more than having cnough money to go, itis first about bcing called to go and then
being obedient to that call.

We wanted the Kenﬂan BiHe Stuc{ents to learn that t}‘neg did not have to have the
buc{get of an American missionary to be called or to go. T he students did learn that theg
could travel and go and live like theg live and be a Kengan mfssionarg‘ We achieved several
goals; first, we made contact with believers in Uganda so that we could build a training center,
second we gave our Kengan students an exPerience that clﬁanged their world view and
equiPPecl them with the knowlec{ge that tl‘weg could be missionaries on a Kcngan }Juclget and
Fina”}j we taught our American interns that (God still directs the lives of his People that are
called to serve him. T}'IC interns left us for home, some moved to Nas)‘:vi”e to attend our
newly founded school and Plan tojoin the ministry. Qurtime together cannot be erased l:)\lj
time or PeoPIe because (God was with us on ourjoumeg.

]t is now 2007 and we continue to return to Bombo town each year. Our school has grown

and we are Preparing 3oung PCOPIC to gO and IiVC anc{ worl< in Bombo town and around the worlc].



