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orth America’s vast rural lands
stretch on like a great yawning
giant. For more than 400 years the
sometimes gentle, sometimes sav-
age U.S. backlands lured people

tries relying on cheap labor move to more easily
exploited foreign countries. Government farm
subsidies are almost useless, since only 7 percent
ofthe indigent live on farms. The rest languish in
small towns across the country.

searching for the freedom to move and live dsikeethe urban poor, rural families are stuck

chose. Thriving farms and small towns were built
by independent people determined to stand on
their own.

But today, for almost 20 percent of the people
who live there, the rural United States is a land of
no exits, a prison without bars. A shocking 9.7
million Americans live in pockets of poverty not
unlike the Third World.

Laredo, Texas. Twenty-five million gallons
of raw sewage are pumped daily into the Rio
Grande River. People aren’t allowed to swim in
that water, but they hoist it out by bucketfuls and
drink it, bathe in it, and wash their clothes in it. It
is the only water available to them.

In the Appalachian mountains of Tennessee,
some families live in conditions that were margi-
nal a century ago, with no electricity, running
water, or indoor plumbing. In some areas, more
than half of the high school students drop out.

In the 320 poorest counties in the United
States, child mortality rates are 45 percent higher
than the national average. That means 20 chil-
dren out of 1,000 do not survive their first few
years, a child survival rate comparable to Pana-
ma’s. Of those children who survive, 25 percent
live below the U.S. government’s official poverty
line of $12,000 per year for a family of four.

While the numbers of poverty glide and twist
in gross abstraction, the places of poverty sound
picturesque, even beautiful. Wenatchee. Cameron
Park. Elaine. Gilt Edge. Sugar Ditch. But names
cannot hide the squalor.

From the Pacific Northwest to the Heartland,
snaking through the Bible Belt and pushing north
to New England, the rural
poor defy regional borders

and color barriers. In the GOSEtO
Appalachias, the faces of HTH
poverty are white; in ]-Omllllon
Mississippi, the majority -
areblack; in North Dakota Amencans

they are American Indian;
on the Tex-Mex border
they are Hispanic. Yetall
are victims of circum-
stance and self-delusion,
living and dying in rural

pockets of
poverty.

slums as void of hope as

any Third-World country.

Theirony isthat poverty rates in urban areas
are actually declining, according to a recent
Newsweek article. Private donations pour into
inner-city projects because they are literally
underfoot—more noticed, more exposed by the
media, more public.

Relief offices and job training programs do
not set up shop in out-of-the-way places. Indus-

live in rural

in a system that withholds AFDC (Aid to Families
with Dependent Children), Medicaid, and other
benefits from two-parent households and people
earning minimum wage—in effect penalizing
coupleswho stay together
and work full-time at
menial jobs. And unlike
the urban poor, rural
families tend to stay to-
gether despite the loss of
those benefits.

Perhaps the most
poignant sign of rural
America’s growing pov-
erty, however, is that the
homeless are now woven
into the fabric of life at
the periphery of the farm.
Though officials refuse
to recognize them as home-
less in national statistics, 25,000 Ohioans have no
indoor plumbing; in the Appalachias, thousands
live on dirt floors; and along the Tex-Mex border,
people live in cardboard homes.

Some government aid projects are starting
up. There are a few special health programs
geared to Hispanic day laborers in Texas. Private
charities, such as Habitat for Humanity and
World Vision, are building homes and teaching
job skills and literacy in places like Coahoma,
Miss., and patches of the Appalachias.

But from the redwood forests to the Gulf
Stream waters, thousands are stuck with nothing
in the land of plenty. O Anna Waterhouse

rtrm ftece M ni/CMftEft 10001 WORID VISION 23

FROM
SEATO

SHINING

THE
RURAL
POOR






Forthe poor on the MissisippDelta *
jife isa mixture of hope &id|egret,;
*a place where dreams rise atilm
as high as government subsidieP

Mississippi has always Me%qgJpewitched
andwagicground, yet its OEoa land of
heroism and nobility; a place which has
honored those of us ofall our. races who
possess the courage and the imagination
of the resources given | 0"us on this
haunted terrain. —Willie Morris,

Mississippi writer

is midday on the Mississippi
Ita when Annie Freeman fi-
Ily sits down to rest. Her three
andchildren play in the dirt
rd that circles her small,

crops, she attended a substandard®

school for black children and dreai™H

of becoming a nurse. Her dream crara

when, at 14, she dropped out of sc*H

because of her family’s poverty.
afterwards, Anhie hj"H

baby and married a talented mechjj*H

and farm worker. But over the n*"H

several years he started

drinking up the fami-

ly’s meager income.

Annie had to work

double shifts in a

local factory. The

sparsely furnished farmhouse. Her 23-

yeailold son, Anthony, lies speechless
and paralyzed in aback bedroom, view-
ing jiie world from a window overlook-
ing 1 cotton field. Annie pushes back
heriair, and in a quiet, tentative voice
talkiabout her life.

tionfthe daughter of a poor sharecrop-
pinafamily. That same year, a white
marlkilled her father, leaving Annie’s
mother without means to feed her fam-

:ily. ahe gave Annie to a neighbor.

Annie began picking cotton as
sootias she could walk. Between
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low wages were barely enough to feed
her six children and pay rent onatum-
ble-down shotgun house.

In the early 1980s, Annie’s hus-
band and a daughter, the family’s first
collegestudent, died after longillnesses.
Then her 16-year-old son, Anthony,
collapsed during a basketball game and
was left permanently paralyzed and
speechless. Annie’s life was a blur of
hospital and graveside visits.

Today, at age 45 and after more
than 40 years of hard work, Annie still
lives in poverty on the Delta. She is a
shy, gentle woman, and she speaks of
the past without bitterness. “Life is
okay,” she says. “But there’s just so
much you have to go through.”

Annie carefully budgets a govern-
ment check to support her household of
eight, and she hopes to save enough
money to fix her leaking roof. She
spends her days babysitting grand-
children and nursing her bedridden
son, turning him every two hours and
feeding him through a tracheal tube.

Rev. Cari Brown

“They wanted me to put him in an
institution,” Annie says. “But | wanted
him home with us.”

Annie’s dreams for the future are
tied to her children and grandchildren.
An encyclopedia dominates her living
room,and she strongly encourages each
child to go to college. “I would like
them to see life,” she says. “But not
like I saw it.”

he mix of hope and regret
with which Annie Freeman
faces the future is echoed
countless times among the

The 1980swas the
Delta’s worst decade
since the Depression.
Farm jobs continue to
decline,and manufac-
turers are moving out.

munities, two of every five adults are
illiterate, and infant mortality rates
are higher than in some Third World
countries.

Many of the Delta’s problems are
rooted in the dark currents of its not-
so-distant past. To ensure a continu-
ous supply of cheap labor for the region’s
cotton economy, wealthy planters dis-
couraged industry from locating in the
region. Since education was unimpor-
tant for field work, schools for black
children were few and underfunded.

By the 1960s, the Delta’s tradi-
tional economy had collapsed. One
mechanical cotton picker could do the
work of 250 field hands, and thousands
of plantation workers were left home-
less, uneducated, and unemployed.
Working-age men fled the state, leav-
ing behind desperately poor communi-
ties of single mothers, children, and
the elderly.

Today most young adult men still
flee the Delta. Those who stay behind
echo the despair of Elvis Martin, a 32-
year-old unemployed laborer in Quit-
man County. Dressed in worn blue
jeans, Martin waits to meet with a
social worker in a cramped office in
downtown Marks. He has been unem-
ployed for four months and does not
qualify for government assistance.

“If I could see better, 1°d get out of
here,” he says in a flat, hopeless voice.
“But you have to have something to
start on, something going for yourself
just to get up and
leave. ”Before losing
his last job, Martin
worked three years
for the same com-
pany. Aftertworaises,
he earned $3.75 an
hour—part-time.

Unemployment
and underemploy-

rural poor of the Mississippi Delta.

Extending from Memphis, Tenn., to
Vicksburg, Miss., the Delta’s flat, fer-
tile farmland is home to some of the
nation’s poorest citizens. In many com-

Gloria Jean Bell
and Robert Clark
in her room along

Sugar Ditch.
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ment remain the region’s greatest eco-
nomic problem. The 1980s was the
Delta’s worst decade since the Depres-
sion. Farm jobs continue to decling,
and manufacturers who exploited the
South’s cheap labor are moving to the
Third World, where wages are lower
yet. The region’s uneducated labor pool
is now a development nightmare.

“There are few industries moving
anywhere in the United States,” says
Vaughn Grisham, professor of sociol-
ogy at the University of Mississippi.
“Those that do move are looking for at
least basic literacy.”

Cotton Row, in the small, rural

town of Marks, is a narrow, unpaved
road where Martin Luther King once
marched and wept. Its edges are lined
with tar-paper shacks, scrap metal,
abandoned cars, and polluted ditches.

t is the middle of a cold Delta
winter. Many of the homes on
Cotton Row appear abandoned.
Roofs sag and front porches sink

school, bottlefeeds her week-old baby
with an air of maternal contentment.
Her boyfriend, an articulate high school
senior, talks of heading north after
graduation to find a job. Josephine, an
18-year-old junior, nods her approval.
“Young people today can do a lot
with their lives,” Josephine says. Then
she glances at her grandmother, who
spent 30 years as a sharecropper, and

to the ground. Windows are broken dgeconsiders. “Sometimes | think I can

boarded up.

In one house, a group of teenagers
drift in and out of the living room to
keep warm and catch the latest neigh-
borhood news. Rita, a junior in high

make something of myself,” she says
wistfully. “But then I think, I can’t do
it. I don’t have what it takes.”

For many teenagers on the Delta,
dreams rise only as high as govern-



ment subsidies. Federal money (Aid to
Families with Dependent Children,
Social Security, disability, etc.) accounts
for 70 percent of income in many com-
munities, and there are few role models
of economic self-sufficiency. Growing
old enough to have a child and collect a
welfare check represents the same rite
of passage as landing a first job.

With few career opportunities or
recreational outlets, alarming numbers
ofDelta children and teenagers turn to
alcohol and illegal drugs.

“Growing up in the Delta is like be-
ing out in the middle of a river without
aboat,” says Rev. Carl Brown, a Baptist
minister in Marks. “Kids will use any-

thing they can to get to shore.” Brown
estimates that 80 percent of the Delta’s
teenagers use drugs. Crack can be pur-
chased even in the smallest towns.

[he Delta’s extreme poverty

has introduced a new element

in communities traditionally

) divided by race. “We have
changed segregation from color to
money,” says Bobbie Walker, the mayor
of Jonestown. “Twenty years ago a
white person wouldn’t even see me.
Now, if I’'m an upper class black, they
will talk to me. But if I’'m a poor white
person, they will look the other way.”
Sara Rumbaugh of Quitman

Handy always

dreamedofraisingher

nine children in a

home oftheir own. For

years, in Coahoma, Miss., she

paid $40 a month for a shack

with only one habitable room.

She had no indoor plumbing,

the roof was falling in, and

despite her efforts to patch

the walls, the shack was never
warm in winter.

Today Peggy owns a new,
well-insulated home with four
bedrooms and an indoor bath-
room. “Everythingl asked for,
God has given me,” she says. Peggy
pays a mortgage of $100 a month,
including insurance and maintenance.

“The biggest change is in the
children,” shesays. “They are soactive
now—and proud to come home.”

Peggy’s impossible dream, and
those of many other Coahoma resi-
dents, took solid form when their mayor,
WJ. Jones, joined World Vision and
Habitat for Humanity in a plan to com-
pletely eliminate poverty housing
within the town limits.

The interest-
free, no-profit
houses are built
mostly by volun-
teers. Future own-

PROUD

TO COME ers contribute 500

hours of “sweat
equity,” and house
payments are re-
cycled to build new
homes.

Coahoma’s housing problems are
as severe as anywhere in the United
States. Eighty percent of the homes are
substandard, and Mayor Jones esti-
mates that every year as many as 10
houses are lost to fire or collapse. Peggy
Handy’s old house burned, with all her

HOME

Peggy Handy and her children in front oftheir new home.

possessions, in a four-home fire.

Average family income in Coahoma
is $4,000-$5,000, and in winter months
unemployment runs as high as 80 per-
cent. Often several families are forced
to live in one small house.

Today nine new houses have been
occupied, six are under construction,
and over 50 more are planned. Coaho-
ma’s new homes have substantially
affected the town’s residents.

“Even if we never built another
house, our children are being trans-
formed,” says Mayor Jones, a middle-
school principal. He remembers when
Michael Handy moved into his new
home. “Until then, Michaelwas a quiet,
withdrawn little boy. The day his fam-
ily moved, he ran into my office at
school, saying “You've got to come and
see my house!””

Coahoma’s housing project is just
a beginning. World Vision is helping
the town develop a seedling business
and a literacy program. The town is
also drawing plans for a sewage sys-
tem, ajob training program, the devel-
opment of small businesses, and girls’
and boys’clubs. It’s a big dream for a
small town, but dreams come true in
Coahoma. O Barbara Thompson
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County was disabled with a crippling
back injury in an automobile accident.
She has yet to qualify for disability
payments, and she has difficulty mak-
ing ends meet.

“If you’re a poor white person like
me, most people don’t want to help
you,” Rumbaugh says. She receives
food from Rev. Brown’s church
and has found an advocate in the coun-
ty’s black director of social services.

The future of the Delta’s rural
poor—white and black—lies with the
many talented, aggressive leaders who
are emerging in almost every commun-
ity. Mayor WJ. Jones of Coahoma (pop.
350) has spearheaded a revolutionary
housing program that is dramatically
improving the town’s living conditions.
In Tunica, disabled veteran Joe Haw-
kins struggles to sustain the county’s
first black-owned and -operated gro-
cery store. Despite opposition, the store
employs four people and has been oper-
ating for two years.

In Quitman County, the second-
poorest county in Mississippi, Rev.
Carl Brown leads the Valley Queen
Baptist Church in ministering to the
rural poor. Despite the church’s own

Growing old enough
to have a child and
colled a welfare
check represents
the same rite of
passage as landing
a first job.



Peari ScuHock. “If
we had a few
more people like
Pearl, we could
change the whole

poverty, it serves
40 hot meals a day
and runs a shelter
for the homeless. It
also distributes re-

lief supplies from South in 40
churches as far years,"says Rev.
away as California. Carl Brown.

“In the past,
religion for black
folks was a matter of simple revival,”
Brown says. “Now we take a holistic
approach. We say to our people, ‘Come
with us, and we will do you good.””

In her small, three-room house, 85
year-old Pearl Scurlock sits in herarm-
chair like a queen on a throne. Dressed
in a bright plaid skirt, a flowered
blouse, and a red headband, she holds a
letter she wrote to government offi-
cials in Washington, D.C., about cuts
in Social Security payments. “We
worked hard and paid into the system;
now they want us to starve to death,”
she reads. “Someone needs to come
down here to Quitman County and see
about us elderly people.”

earl, whoattends Rev. Brown’s

H~V church, is a colorful commun-
ity activist who is fast becom-

® i ingacounty legend. She began
cooking and cleaning on a cotton plan-
tation “when | had to stand on a block
to reach the counter,” and was forced
to drop out of school in the third grade.

After 60 years of working six and
seven days a week, Pearl retired with
cripplingarthritis. “WhenJwentto col-
lect my Social Security, I had a terrible
shock,” she remembers. “My employers
withheld it from my paycheck, but they
never paid the government.”

Like many other elderly people on
the Delta, Pearl barely gets by on $360
a month from SSI, government funds

provided for those
without Social
Security. Despite
hercrushing pover-
ty and poor health,
she is an energetic
advocate for the
elderly and the poor.
She also helps with
her church’s food
distribution pro-
gram, organizes

“Ifyou're poor
and white, most
people don't want
to help you," says
Sara Rumbaugh,
shown here with
her son Thomas
at the Social Ser-
vices office.

voter transportation, and makes phone
calls for absentee-ballot drives.

“If we had a few more people like
Pearl, we could change the whole South
in 40 years,” Rev. Brown says.

Activists like Brown know that
substantial change will not come soon
tothe Delta. Talented, ambitious young
peoplesstill flee as soon as they are able,
and the average worker earned less in
the 1980s than in the 1970s. Schools
remain almost completely segregated.
Although blacks have won significant
political victories, they still lack eco-
nomic power.

The tension between the black
community and the traditional white
power structure simmers just beneath
the surface of almost every conversa-
tion. Rev. Brown has been the target of
numerous death threats, and foratime
was forced to travel with bodyguards.

“You struggle all your life until
you finally see the light at the end of
the tunnel,” says one black leader, who
started a community-owned business.
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“Then you realize it might be a bomb.”

Despite intimidation and fear of
reprisals, black and white leaders in
the Delta are beginning to work to-
gether. “The whole of Mississippi is in
a helplesssituation,” Rev. Brown says.
“Young white people are sensing that,
even if our children don’t go to school
together, we cant allow the Delta to
continue in its present direction.”
Brown’s emphasis on serving the poor
in both white and black communities
has won over some of his most vocal
white opponents.

“There are deep scars for both
whites and blacks,” says Mayor Jones
of Coahoma. “But the time for building
hate walls is over. All people have
wonderful qualities and all people have
weaknesses. We need to pool our
strengths and start working together.
Otherwise we are going to lose the
Delta and our country too.” 0O

Barbara Thompson isafree-lance writer
in Atlanta, Ga.
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From Crack

hen crack dealers and prostitutes

took over a vacant house behind

Faith Temple Missionary Baptist

Church in Tampa, Fla., members
faced a serious problem: what to do with the con-
demned church-owned residence, which vandals,
drug addicts, and termites had destroyed.

A wrecking company would cost more than
the dwindling congregation could afford. Calling
in the fire department to burn it down, which the
city had done to other crack houses, seemed too
dangerous in this case.

The church’s new minister, Rev. Michael
Lewis, encouraged members to search for a posi-

tive solution. “We began to
pray to find a way we could
get involved in the war on
drugs,” says Lewis. The
congregation decided to
mortgage the church for
$25,000, then turn the house
into a foster-care placement
center for babies exposed to
drugs.

One year later, dozens
of babies affected by cocaine
have been placed in foster
homes out of this three-
story white building, where
playpens compete for space
with desks and filing
cabinets.

“The Bible clearly
states that the church is
supposed to take care of
widows and orphans,”
Lewis says. “Knowing that
we're fulfilling that obliga-
tion is very rewarding.”

“We have black babies,
white babies, brown babies,”

says coordinator Curtis Marshall. “Our primary
goal is to get the natural moms back with the
children. Once we locate them, if theyre on drugs,
we want to give them counseling and treatment.”
Until then, babies are placed with licensed foster
mothers.

One of the program? first foster mothers,
Naneita Redrick, cares for a 12-month-old girl
who tested positive for heroin at birth, and a 13-
month-old girl and her 3-year-old brother, who
both tested positive for cocaine.

“You have to use a lot more love and be very
patient with these babies,” Redrick says. “They
have periods when they’re irritable and extremely

THE BODY IN MOTION

The church
being the church

f f
House
BY MARILYN GARDNER

nervous.” Yet already she sees progress. “In the
beginning, at the least little noise, they would
tremble. Now it doesnt seem to bother them.”

Faith House’s director of counseling, Robert
James, says, “lve seen some complete turn-
arounds where the cocaine babies are responding
marvelously.”

The babies’ biological mothers have pro-
gressed far less quickly. Their ages range from 19
to 31, and many do not know who their child’s
father is. “We’re finding the natural mothers are
not as concerned about their babies as I thought
they would be,” Lewis says.

Tracy Jordan, a supervisor at the Florida
Department of Health and Rehabilitative Ser-
vices, says, “On some level, the mothers probably
all do want their babies, but just are not able to
follow through.” Even if they can get through a
drug rehabilitation program, they have to return
to their housing project, where dealers will often
give drugs out free at first to hook people. They’ll
even leave the drugs in mailboxes and under
doors, Jordan says.

Even so,Jordan says, one mother “has licked
drugs and alcohol and is almost ready to get her
child back.” Though Jordan emphasizes that
Faith House has not been operating long enough
to know how successful it will be in reuniting
families, she calls it a step in the right direction.

What began as the vision of one minister and
onechurch has expanded into a cooperative effort.
Last year, hearing that Faith House was running
out of money, members of Bayshore Baptist
Church donated materials and labor. At Christ-
mas they made “pamper baskets” for the foster
mothers, filling them with lotions and bubble
bath. And recently 25 members provided an eve-
ning out for the foster mothers, caring for their
children for five hours.

Across Tampa Bay in St. Petersburg, Faith
House has been a model for a Roman Catholic
foster-care program for drug-addicted babies,
scheduled to start later this year.

Faith House has also helped to renew the
spirit of Faith Temple. “We see the excitement in
members’ eyes when they get involved,” says
Lewis, noting that membership has risen from 40
to 300 since Faith House was established.

“No longer can we expect the world to walk
through our front doors on Sunday morning,” he
adds. “The church needs to become very active in
taking part in the healing of the total person.” 0O

Excerpted by permission from The Christian Science Monitor,
where Marilyn Gardner is a staffwriter.
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BY ROBERT
A. SEIPLE,
PRESIDENT

gyl SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION

Living Between Tt00
Anniversaries

" hesignwas all tootelling. “Fireworks,
one-half off.” For two weeks | had
watched the Skokomish Indians of

cJLi western Washington competitively
market their wares, in this case fireworks, in
anticipation of the Fourth of July Celebration.
Fireworks are a traditional part of this anniver-
sary, and through one of those old laws that
allows for anomalies in the present, the Indians
were able to sell them.

But the anniversary hadcome and gone. This
was now the fifth of July. The symbol of the anni-
versary had its value reduced. You could now buy
firecrackers at half price. It would be another year
before they commanded a higher value. Like the
half-price sales of wrapping paper the day after
Christmas, our culture had unceremoniously told
us that the anniversary was over and it was time
to be thinking about other things.

I think we and our culture have gotten it
wrong with respect to anniversaries. Certainly
independence and liberty are not a one-day hap-
pening, punctuated by firecrackers that only have
momentary value. As we watch liberty and inde-
pendence being fought over and struggled with
around the world, there is more than a suggestion
that our freedom ought to be cause for perpetual
celebration. And, ifit is possible today to properly
unwrap the gift of the Christ child, the event that
caused the angels to sing should have us exchang-
ing the gift of God’ love every, day of the year,

» Something has gone wrong with anniver-
saries. It never used to be this way. The Israelites

had an anniversary that they celebrated every
time they opened their mouth—their exodus from
Egypt. They couldnt kick off an event, begin a
sermon, commemorate a feast day without recall-
ing the phrase, “I am the Lord thy God who
brought you out of the land of Egypt, out of the
house of bondage.” Both God and his people
received a special identity on that day. It was
written into the preamble to their constitution. It
was part of their birthright, their passport. It
linked their past with their present and gave them
hope and expectation for the future.

The anniversary of the exodus stood for free-
dom and justice under a sovereign God. It allowed
for the people of Israel to be led back to the land of
promise by a God who always keeps his promises.
A people were to be whole and the God of the
exodus was to be made known to the nations of
the world through this one nation, called out, set
apart, set free to be all that God intended it to be.
“l am the Lord thy God who brought you out...”
All of the hopes and dreams, as well as the expec-
tations and obligations, for the nation of Israel
flow from this anniversary.

When the Israelites finally inhabited the
promised land, they built the most magnificent
temple in the world for the symbols of this God.
No half-price sales here. David and Solomon saw
to it;.the God who penetrated history through the



nation Israel would be remembered.

And God would penetrate history again, for
the good and love of humankind. “The Word was
made flesh,” an incomprehensible gift, the most
remarkable anniversary, one that could never be
devalued by God. Indeed, the price that was paid
for this anniversary was ultimately a life that was
freely sacrificed on a cross.

Now the blessed hope of our day is that there
is one more anniversary toccome. The God that'
made himself known to Israel, the One who
finally sent his Son, will one day come again. In
anticipation of this anniversary, Paul instructs
Titus “to live sensibly, righteously and godly in
the present age, looking for the blessed hope and
the appearing of the glory of our great God and
Savior, Christ JesuS:” In a sense, then, we are
living between two anniversaries, our coming to
the Christ of Christmas and Christ reappearing
sometime in the future. Our lives are being lived,
between the planting of the mustard seed and the
full flowering ofthat tree someday with the king-
dom of our coming Lord. The two most significant
events of history have beenand are being directed
at those who would seek to embrace the God of
anniversaries. No half-price sales here.

| n.the midst of these momentous events,

| World Vision is having an anniversary. We

| are 40 years old. In and of itself, the date is
mJLnot significant. As we are led back to our
roots, however, and as we anticipate our future,-a,
reflection is both legitimate and necessary. We
were founded in the*heart of an evangelist. May
we neverforget that. May we always hold to the
core reason for our existence—to point people in
the direction'of Jesus Christ..As we live our lives
in the present, may we seethe world through the
eyes of Jesus, May we continue tohave our hearts
broken by the things that break the heart of a holy-

God, And as we look to;a challenging future, may M

our words and our deeds truly represent the.
whole gospel of Jesus ChiM

The call upon each one of us from the begin-,,
ning needs to be matched today with an obedient;

heart.. The vision of founding fathers needs to be .
sustained today,through the implementation of V
accountability and integrity .The dreams of those .
early days need to be translated into reality,'a."
reality that is better than the past and gives us''
legitimate hope for future dreams. If we can doall >

1that, this will be am anniversary worth retnem-
bering, one step along the way of God’s plan for.
the ages, anticipating the reunion yet to.come. ;.'ly|

Our lives
are being
lived
between
the plant-
ing ofthe
mustard
seed and
the full
flowering
ofthat
tree
someday.

T



for his traveling companions to be
wakened in the middle of the night by
mutterings in the dark from the bed
across the room. Prayers. They heard
prayers from a man so driven by
compassion for those in need that his
petitions on their behalf never ceased,
even in sleep.

Forty years later, the answers to
those prayers still live in the hearts of
thousands of people worldwide.
These people are child sponsors,
financial donors, countertop-donation
volunteers, and
prayer partners.

They are emer-
gency relief work-
ers, development
experts, doctors,
nutritionists, and
administrators.
They are long-
range planners,
fund-raisers, com-

puter experts,
Dr. Bob Pierce

In

mechanics, and 9" g/%
well-diggers. With
Christ’s compas-
sion,theyreach ggg g Ygfl
out to the poor,the M ggM/gg/
resultofa vision

thatbeganinan g Jgjg ggngg
evangelist’s heart
more than four
decades ago.

Bob Pierce’s “world vision” first
took form with Korean War orphans.
It grew into an official organization in
1950, and gradually developed into a
ministry with six channels of out-
reach: child sponsorship, evangelism,
strengthening Christian leadership,
emergency relief, long-range devel-
opment, and challenging people of
plenty to reach out to the poor.

Facts, figures, and lists would be
one way to show the scope of World
Vision’s outreach during its first 40
years. But the ministry is not about
numbers and cold facts, it is about
people. World Vision’s ministry is
about changed lives, transformed men
and women, one at a time.

On the next few pages, a few of
those people will tell you their stories
in their own words.

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTI
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CHILD SPONSORSHIP

World Vision links sponsors with nearly a million needy children
worldwide. Benefits to sponsored children and theirfamilies include
education, health care, and community development.

Sandra Leticia Canel

Guatemala
Seamstress, age 18

Behind a cinder-block wall in Gua-
temala City, Sandra Leticia Canel climbs
asplintery staircase every weekday morn-
ing at 7:30 and sits behind a sewing
machine until 4:30. In the evenings she
goes to schoal.

Sandra started sewing when she was
8. When shefinishes secondary school,
she plans to study accounting.

Short ofdeath, Chang Tae Ho life
couldnt have gotten much worse than
when his mother abandoned him under a
bridge. He was a 3-year-old polio victim.

A Catholic priest rescued him and
took him to an orphanage. For the next
eightyears, Changsufferedjeering and
teasing because ofhis lifeless legs.

When he moved to the Song Bo Won
Homefor Handicapped Children, sup-
ported by World Vision sponsors, it
turned his life around.

ife in the orphanage was

hard. The other children

made fun of me because |
couldn’t walk. I cried every night.
When | heard about the Song Bo
Won Home, | applied for a place
there and was accepted.

Almost immediately after |

arrived, things got much better.
Nobody teased me for my handicap.

BRUCE STRONG | WORLD VISION

| he happiest moment of my

| life was when I became

I sponsored and started
attending the Carolingia Day Care
Center. | love that place. | started
going there when | was about 8
years old. Before then, I had no real

Chang Tae Ho

Korea
Watch repairman, age 29

For the first time in my life, | felt
loved. | felt that I really could be

something. | loved Mrs. Chea, the
director. She was like the mother
I never had.

I was very curious about the
way watches and clocks worked.
| started a five-year course in watch
repair and worked hard at it. Soon
I was the top student.

When | left the school, I put
that training to use. I now have my
own clock retail and repair shop.

Through my sponsor and Mrs.
Chea, I learned that nothing is
impossible. | know they prayed for
me, too. They will always be wel-
come in my shop!
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friends. I would just go to school in
the morning and come home in the
afternoon. But at the day care cen-
ter I made friends quickly. It was
the relationships I built, both with
the other children and with my
sponsor, that were most important
to me.

I love math. Numbers are so
important in every aspect of life.
That’s why | want to be an accoun-
tant. 1 will continue to sew while I
am in school, but after I graduate,
I want to be an excellent accoun-
tant, assisting people in a big fac-
tory or business.

If anyone is thinking about
sponsoring a child, | would say yes,
please do it. It’s important for
children to know that somebody is
remembering them, that somebody
who lives far away is thinking of
them fondly, and considering their
needs. It made such a difference
in my life.

SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD VISIOj



Tadelech Tadiesse

Ethiopia
Farmer, age 51

In 1984, when drought andfamine
gripped Ethiopia and killed almost a mil-
lion people, Tadelech Tadiesse lived in the
Ansokia Valley, one ofthe country’
hardest hit areas. The 31-mile-long valley
was a barren dust bowl. At the height of
thefamine, Tadelech Tadiesse and what
was left ofherfamily sought help at a
World Vision reliefcamp.

Today life has dramatically improved,
bothfor Tadiesse andfor the Ansokia
Valley. Emergency assistance has evolved
into long-term development. Wells have
been dug, trees and gardens planted, and
farmers have received tools, seeds, and
fertilizers. The valley isgreen andfull of
life.

Today, in addition tofarming,
Tadiesse is a caretakerfor 55 sponsored
children.

n 1984, everyone was just

lying on the ground waiting

for food. They didn’t even
have the strength to brush flies
away. Then World Vision came,
and helped to bury our dead. Those
who died, even their bones will not
forget what World Vision has done.

Now you can see where the chil-

dren’s bellies are flat because the
drinking water is free from para-
sites. The children are clean. They
wash their hands, eyes, and faces.

EMERGENCY RELIEF

In 1989 World Vision assisted 1.3 million disaster victims,
providing reliefsuch as medical treatment, food, and shelter.

BRUCE BRANDER | WORLD VISION

I’ll care for these children

before I do anything else. The
benefit to the community is so
great. The children are our future
life. So I will always put this first,
then look after my farmland.



Benjamin
Grivalba

Guatemala
Farmer, age 49

COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT

Development work enables a community to address its long-

term needs, such as a safe water supply, health care, hygiene, literacy,
and income generation. Nearly 1.9 million people

benefitedfrom community development work in 1989.

A wide, gummy grin spreads across
Benjamin Grivalba's craggyface. He
squats proudly in his thriving onionfield
in Aldea Loma Larga, a tiny Guatemalan
village notfar from Honduras. With a
loanfrom World Vision lastyear, Gri-
valba boughtfertilizer and a water pump
for hisfield. That assistance helped him
more than double his cropyield thisyear.
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Halfhis crop went into the community$
cooperativefund; he sold the other halfat
the market. With the profits, he repaid
the loan and set aside a little extrafor the
next crop.

he plot of land 1I’'m using to

grow onions used to be full

of rocks and old roots. Ero-
sion had made the land poor and
our crops weren’t good. We needed
fertilizer and better irrigation. With
my loan, | was able to reclaim my
section of land.

I am glad for the help we're
getting with our land. But I am also
grateful for the educational help.
Before World Vision came here, not
many people could go to school
through the sixth grade. I have only
a second-grade education. But now
we have people who are even going
on to secondary school.

I was born here. My wife, Sal-
vadora, and | will probably live here
for the rest of our lives. Life is still
hard, but now we see good results
from our work. We see our children
learning. It is better now.



SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD VISION

Han Kyung Chik

Korea
Pastor, age 90

CHRISTIAN LEADERSHIP DEVELOPMENT

Pastors’conferences have offered training and encouragement
to over 100,000 ministers and church leaders serving in difficult
circumstances in more than 50 countries.

Ifit hadn't beenfor Han Kyung
Chik's unexpected meeting with Bob
Pierce on the streets of Pusan, Korea, in
1950, World Vision pastors ’ conferences
might never have started.

Pastor Chikfirst met Pierce in the
spring of 1950 when the young evangelist
preached in Chik church. The churchs
response was so enthusiastic that Pierce
and Chik decided to hold a one-week
evangelistic rally in a nearby park. But
more than 5,000 people crowded under
the canvas tarps each night, and the one-
week crusade turned into three.

When war broke out in Korea, many
members of Dr. Chik’ churchfled to
Pusan, where Chik and Bob Pierce unex-
pectedly met again.

n Pusan, Dr. Pierce kept ask-

ing me, “What can | do?” He

was genuinely concerned
with the state of the church and the
pastors.

I told him pastors had lost
everything—their churches, their
congregations, everything. | sug-
gested we get them together for a
meeting to encourage them, let
them share their burdens with
other pastors, and let them know
they are not alone. Dr. Pierce said,
“Let’s do that.” So we started
planning the first World Vision pas-
tors’ conference.

For one week, Dr. Pierce
preached, taught, encouraged, and
admonished those pastors from
morning until evening. | interpreted
for him. He had a tremendous
amount of stamina!

He gave us strength to face the
uncertainty of the future, which at
that time looked very bleak. Bob
was a man of faith. When he was
with us, he forgot about everything
else. He gave us his whole heart.



EVANGELISM

World Vision joins local churches and partner agencies all over the world
in offeringpersonal witness, Bibles, and Christian teaching.

STEVE REYNOLDS | WORLD VISION
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Nenila Ramos
Philippines
Teacher, age28

Nenita Ramos grew up in a village in
the highlands of Luzon Island, Philip-
pines. She is a member of the Aeta tribe,
one ofthe Philippines’historically pushed-
around peoples.

Nenitagrew up in a Christian home,
where shefell in love with the Word of
God. At a Bible study in World Vision’
Pamitatambayan Childcare Project she
decided to become a missionary pastor,
taking the gospel to her people.

A World Vision scholarship enabled
Ramos to earn a degree in Christian edu-
cation. Today she is helping establish a
new church in a remote village.

ver since | was a little girl,

I have dreamed of climbing

high into the mountains
and preaching the gospel to others
in my tribe. | used to practice
preaching in my room.

As | got older, | realized that
my people could not read and write,
and therefore could not study the
Bible. So I decided to become a
teacher. I would teach my people to
read and write. Then, when they
needed something to read, | would
give them a Bible!

Today I’'m doing what I've
always dreamed of. | have my
teaching certificate, and am start-
ing a church in one of the most
remote areas inhabited by my tribe.
My people love to hear stories, so
whenever | talk about Jesus, | tell
them his parables. Afterwards, |
always give an altar call. | couldnt
think of missing an opportunity!



RANDY MILLER | WORLD VISION

Arthur Rouner

United States
Pastor, age 61

PUBLIC AWARENESS AND EDUCATION

World Vision highlights worldwide political, environmental, social, and
spiritual issues through television specials, videos, magazines, a curriculum for
Christian schools, and a cross-cultural learning program for church groups.

Fund-raising is only one part of
World Vision’ “challenge to mission.”
Gettingpeople to look beyond themselves
and their own churches is perhaps even
more important. Getting them to see the
poor as real people whoyearn and grieve
and laugh and sweatjust like they do can
turn a church on its ear.

It did that to Arthur Rouner's
Colonial Congregational Church in
Edina, Minn. In 1982, Rouner went to
Kenya to look at some of World Vision3
work. When Rouner returned, his church
greeted a profoundly changed man. In
time, that change swept through the entire
congregation.

1A/nDI1 r\ t/IICIAM 10

hey didn’t need another old

white guy over there. |

realized there was no per-
manent role for me in Africa soon
after | returned from my first trip
there, even though | was so deeply
moved by what | witnessed that |
considered doing some kind of long-
term ministry there. It became
clear to me that it would be far
better if | stayed on as Colonial’s
pastor, to do what I could to be a
bridge-builder between middle
America and the heart of Africa.

During the next few years,
despite some real struggle we went
through as a congregation over how
much to be involved in this out-
reach, Colonial became a world
church. We now have friends in
Africa whom we pray for by name.
These people, their lives and their
destiny, have become very impor-
tant to us.
| hate to think what my life—

and the life of our congregation—
would be like if we hadn’t done
this. It’s a wonderful, risky adven-
ture. It has created in us a new
approach to life, so that now we
take chances and attempt things we
may have been afraid to do before.
If we had turned our backs on the
challenge to help in Africa, we
would have started turning our
backs on other things God was
calling us to.

CONTRIBUTORS TO THIS
FEATURE: RANDY MILLER, STEVE
REYNOLDS, RON WILSON.



“People don't suffer as a group,
writes Bob Seiple in One Lifeata Time.
" Theysuffer intimately, personally, and
ultimately alone. ™

One Life at a Time, which com-
memorates World Visionsfirst40years,
is a collection ofper-
sonal stories of suf-

\When

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION

hegtime is 1950, six months
afEr the start of the Korean
r. One ofthe coldest winters

oifrecord has Korea in its icy grip.
ndreds of thousands of Chinese reg-
lars had poured across the frozen

Yalu River just weeks before, com-
pletely changing the character of the
war. United Nations and American
forces were being routed. Miles of ter-
ritory were being lost every day.

Refugees by the thousands
streamed south along the peninsula.
As word of the atrocities committed by
North Korean and Chinese troops got
out, the civilian population was in
stark terror. Christian churches
throughout the country held all-night
prayer vigils. Predawn services for
prayer and worship were packed in an
atmosphere of siege.

Picture the situation:

There is no electricity, no city ser-
vices are available. This iswar. Itsfour
ologk in the morning, and todays
servfe isjust beginning. Inside thispar-
tic church, the temperature is eight
degrfes above zero.

™Darkness

(rave

1t5 dark and unbelievably cold.
Thereare no chairs. Welcome. Pray with
us. Pull up thefloor and sit down.

The city is swollen with refugees.
Tension and anxiety and fear are writ-
ten on every face. Many in this room
trudged over200 milesfrom Seoul in the
dead of winter, leaving just before the
city fell to the invading army. Widows
who witnessed their husbands being
hacked to death gather their silent chil-
dren close to them. There isgreat, great
tragedy in this room, andpoverty such as
few of us can conceive.

Most are dressed only in thin, cot-
ton-padded clothes. Women hold tiny
babies tucked against their breasts, with
such few clothes as they have wrapped
around the children while they shiver
stoically.

What can they be thinking as the
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service begins and they sing? The words
are ones of comfort; the tears streaming
down theirfaces declare both their need
and their rejoicing in finding, in Him,
the answer.

When the song service is over, the
pastor begins to speak. He prepares to
take an offering. What folly is this?
What kind of offering could these peo-
ple possibly give? They had watched
their homes burn; many had lost every
hope of an income of any kind. They



were sitting in the bitter cold in des-
perate need. An offering? Why?

The pastor speaks. “Our offering
this morning will go to the refugees
who are still streaming into our city.
They arrive here, as you know, with
their clothes torn, shivering in the
cold. Something must be done to help
them. We must share with these our
friends and brethren.”

What have these people left to
give?

UPI | BETTMANN

The pastor continues, “And so
this morning we will give an offering of
clothes.”

So that was what they had to give
... the clothes from their backs!

Garment after garment after gar-
ment appeared. One man, emaciated
from his suffering, took off his jacket,
removed his vest and laid it on the
communion table. A mother took the
top sweater offher precious babe, tucked
the infant inside her own clothes

Mivened KiInwcAARCD loon | \A/DRI D V/O/TM @ 71

JXefugees by the
thousands streamed
south along the
peninsula that

icy winter.

to keep her warm, walked to the table
infrontand gave that one little sweater
to keep some other child warm.

All they had were the clothes on
their backs, and they were giving even
these because of what was in their
hearts.

John 1:5says, “Jesus is the light of
the world... and the light shines in the
darkness.” That morning, darkness
gave way to light. The faith that had
gotten the people through thus far was
rock-steady even in the midst of suffer-
ing and death—and was translated
into a revolutionary demonstration of
Christ’s love.

The Marxist teachings that in-
spired so much hope in their adherents
and so much fear in those they opposed
have been shown to be tragically flawed
since this story took place. The revolu-
tion we need is not one of political sys-
tems, but ofthe heart. Utopia, equality,
justice—these are ideas precious to the
mind of humankind but unattainable
without a transformed heart and spirit.

Yet the grace of God provides us
with the hope that eternal changes can
be brought about by flawed human
vessels. Our vision exceeds our grasp,
our hopes are not yet fulfilled, the evi-
dence of our faith is yet unseen. But
stories such as what took place that
bitter winter morning of 1950 remind
me once again that, individually and
together, we can make a world of
difference. O

Excerpted with permission from One
Life at a Time by Robert Seiple, ®1990,
Word Inc., Dallas, Texas.
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CAMARITANT ...
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PENNY
CHERS

iorget what you read in the
papers. A penny doesgo a long

way in today’s housing market.
You just have to know where to
invest it.

Forexample, students at Bethel
College in St. Paul, Minn., pitched
in more than 100,000 pennies for 95
of their fellow students who planned

LITTER BUGS
THEM

oluntgers came from all over
’ Texas, to help local
nts in West Dallas pick

backbone of West Dallas commun-
ity life,” says Kathy Dudley, who
started the annual spring clean-up
to strengthen community pride and
promote reconciliation. She says
church members poured themselves
into the event this year. “While we
had good support from all over the

HELPING OTHERS
IN THE NAME
OF CHRIST

Compiled and written

by Ginger Hope

to spend
their spring
break build-
ing homes
for the poor.
The 95 stu-
dents added
tothatchunk
of change
another $2,000 from other sources,
and a matching grant from a South
Carolina company brought the total
to $6,000.

Working together with Habitat
for Humanity, the collegiate carpen-
ters contributed the $6,000 toward
materials to help construct five
homes in Columbia, S.C. (Habitat
for Humanity is a Christian non-
profit organization that provides
decent, affordable housing to poor
people in the United States and in
Third-World countries.)

ter in an area known mostly
igh unemployment and chronic
erty. “Local churches are the

city, West Dallas people have proven
that they care about their environ-
ment.”

Besides local residents, vol-
unteers from Dallas businesses,

for china
e i and sociall

\ turraoilnot”, open 1°M

ANV J door » C&™ “\

'UdW acat'f recto®'*
\V&'tllyrl uan sj"w?gﬁns harying\
ifom a training and\

\GgaS S ™ th?.funguage In-m
AContact ” BoxVgl

churches, and civicgroupsjoined in
the sweep of a 3-square-mile area.
Donated equipment and supplies
included portable toilets, trucks,
workgloves, trash bags, and donuts.
Other expenses were covered by
individuals who “sponsored” bags
of trash.

Dudley is the founder of Voice
of Hope, a non-sectarian organiza-
tion that operates a family-oriented
outreach center in a former school
building in West Dallas. It serves
the local community by using Chris-
tian principles of self-help, evange-
lism, and renewal.

For information contact Voice
of Hope, P.O. Box 5102, Dallas, TX
75208; (214) 631-7027.
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY STAN SAKAI

Holiness occurs in the
street, notalways in the
temple. Wherever hu-
manity finds itself, no matter how
tattered and torn, no matter how
lost and forlorn, is where liturgical
acts should take place. For here
there is vulnerability,
here it counts.
Ray Anderson in
On Being Human

A FRIEND ON
THE OUTSIDE

art of Lynda Hutchinson’s
P job at a Christian publishing

company was to answer let-
ters from prison inmates and chap-
lains requesting donated books. On
her own, Lynda began to collect

donated books or buy books at cost, They were stretched by a 30-hour weekend fast. Together with planned

and ship them a few at a time to the activities. Games. Films. Discussion. Prayers. Bible study. And songs.

letter-writers. These young Christians felt what it's like to be hungry. And they raised
Her mailing list grew by leaps money to help feed hungry families around the world.

and bounds, and so did the volume They shared an unforgettable night and day of fellowship and fun.

of mail she received from inmates. Hunger and joy. They shared an experience that brought them closer to

They expressed their appreciation

each other. Qoser to a starving world. And closer to God.
for the fact that someone on the

That’s the World Vision Planned Famine program. Share it with the
young people of your church. And let them share their feelings with a
hungry world.

Find out more about the complete Planned Famine program
for your church’s young people.

“outside” took them seriously. Some Call today Toll-free S 1-800-444-2522 Or mail this coupon and we’ll call you

told how the books had brought
about Christian growth and even Name _
changed lives and healed relation-

. e e - Church

ships. Lynda’s start-small initiative -
grew into her full-time occupation Address -
and took on a name: Free Behind CHy State P4 —
Bars. At last count, Lynda S corres- Home phone . Officephone------------eeemeemoeeemceeee Best time to call.
pondents numbered 1,500. ol (area code)

For more information, write Please send me materials needed to organize our Planned Famine today. We are considering the date:---------s------------- I
Free Behind Bars. 3875 Teiegraph (Allow 30 days for shipping materials.)
Rd., Suite A-296, Ventura, CA93003. firCFRi

| WORLATVISION Special Programs P.O. Box 5002 + Monrovia, CA 91016 JAoPS1 |
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threw it in the wastebasket.

I There it lay, its beady black

I eye looking up at me, its

| cattle-horn body misshapen
~mteand awkward. It was supposed
to bea bird in flight, but its base was
too light, so it toppled to one side
unless something held it in place.

I bought the poor thing in a
Honduran prison in the mid-1970s.
Some friends had planned the tour
and asked me to join them. | knew
nothing of Honduras’prison system
and was unprepared for the experi-
ence.

In a brieforientation, an official
told us about the prison’s work pro-
gram. No food is provided for the
inmates. Aprisoner can send a mes-
senger for food (in exchange for a
tip); or he can have a family member
bring it to him. But most of the men
have no one to provide for them and
must come up with the money to
buy what they eat. Each prisoner is
given tools and allowed time in the
prison workshop, where he can con-
struct things to sell.

One of the men was working
with cattle horns. As | passed his
table, he beckoned me. I told him |
had no money. Naturally he did not
believe me—who had ever heard ofa
North American with no money? |
opened my billfold to show only
small change. Still he begged. Tears
filled his dark eyes and his lips qui-
vered as he said softly, “Please,
lady, | haven't eaten for two days,
and I’'m hungry. Please!” His thin,
stooped body and the poor quality of
his workmanship convinced me he
was telling the truth.

One of my friends came by and
proudly showed me an intricate
wood carving she had bought from
another prisoner. | borrowed money

24

from her to buy the wobbly bird.
She was astonished at my choice.
The man’shand trembled as he took
the money and thanked me again
and again.

For more than 12 years the bird
had been a symbol to me. It repre-
sented all those people whose best is
not good enough for us. And it is not
only their work that we find unac-
ceptable, but the people themselves,
as if their poor craftsmanship were
somehow an extension of their vul-
gar humanity.

With our values so firmly fixed
on production and material things,
we discard those who do not fit our
standards for success, or our ideas
of beauty and grace. We reject peo-

BY NANCY EASTRIDGE
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pie’s true identities, instead meas-
uring them by ancestry, physical
appearance, or education. In judg-
ing them, we lose sight of our own
shortcomings. We become superior,
perfected in their weakness.

I have no easy answers, no
quick fixes. But if, in our busy day,
we could see each person as an indi-
vidual worthy of respect—not as
someone who does not meet “our”
standards—we could help each
otherand learn from our deficiencies.

In a fit of housecleaning, | was
aboutto losea valuable possession. |
picked the ugly bird out of the trash
and held itin my hands, remember-
ing again the pain and pleading in
the face of its creator. | propped it up
on a bookshelf, in a prominent place.
The poised bird that cannot be poised
on its own reminds me that we all
need propping up, to some extent.
And | remember a man who tried to
escape his prison by making a soar-
ing bird out of cattle horns. O

Nancy Eastridge isafree-lance writer
in El Paso, Texas.
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A r. Milton Amayun knew many of

I the Bible verses about trusting God.

W It was easy trusting God back home

mA—" inhisoffice. Butas he and his compan-
ion fought death under the life-sapping sun of the
Sahara Desert, those verses seemed like words
frozen on paper. He needed to see the face of God.

June 28,1990, had begun as a normal day—as
normal a day as can exist inacountry where earth
and sky blend into dusty beige and the red tongue
of the thermometer pants hard at 120 degrees.
Milton Amayun, a Filipino medical doctor, and
Rachel Brown, a British nutritionist, were making
a routine visit to a nutrition center in Mali’s Sev-
enth Regionwhen a ragged handful of armed men
waved their Land Rover to the side of the road.

The men, mostly Tuareg rebels from Chad,
used theirrifles to ensure Amayun’s and Brown’s
undivided attention.

The rebels then drove off in their newly
acquired Land Rover, leaving Amayun and Brown
behind. They stood and watched the sand cough
up from the tires until the vehicle disappeared.

The doctor and the nutritionist spent the
night in the village that had been earmarked for
their medical assistance. Staying longer seemed
unwise, since the rebels had already murdered
two doctors and several dozen other people.

The next morning, the two started walking
toward Intadeny, 66 miles of desert away. In the
midday blaze, that distance seemed as intangible
as a mirage. Sustained by the manna of Dr.
Amayun’s black bag—which included, among
other things, a four-day supply of food and $60—
they were able to reach an encampment where
their U.S. dollars rented them a couple of donkeys
and camels.

Throughout their ordeal, Amayun prayed.
But after the first 24 hours, alone in the desert
with his weakening companion, he was exhausted,
frightened, and fighting death like a child battling

~ Pray for the people whose dreams rise “only as high as
government subsidies” on the Mississippi Delta (pages 4-9).

» Thank God for the people in poor rural areas who still

fight for change, in Christ’s name (pages 4-9).

t Pray for Faith House as it cares for babies of drug-ad-

dicted mothers in Tampa, Fla. (page 24).

t Ask God to strengthen and increase Christian out-

reach to gang members (pages 26-30).
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ENCOUNTERS

JL rayerand love

are learned in the

hour when prayer
has become impos-
sible andyour heart
has turned to stone.

Thomas Merton
sleep. He stepped
away from Brown
to gather his scattering thoughts.

Thiswas it. This was the abyss of the human
experience. He was staring into that abyss, and
there seemed to be nothing there. Still, in the
sun-scorched depths of his mind, his faith re-
mained intact. Finally he formed the words.
“God, you know where my heart is. If this is my
time to go, | am ready to die. But you have given
me two babies and a wife. More time on this earth
would benefit them, and maybe others, too.”

Then he waited for the peace of life or death,
and the presence of God.

Atthat moment he felt that people were pray-
ing for them. “I talked to God; I could feel him; |
couldalmost embrace him.” His
faith had been tested and had en-
dured. Although nothing tangi-
ble had changed—not the desert,
not the heat, not the miles that
separated from life—the hatch
to the abyss slammed shut.

Step by painful step, they
persevered. On July 1, 1990,
dehydrated, fatigued, but alive,
Milton Amayun, Rachel Brown,
andtheirrented animals entered
Intadeny and safety. O

Anna Waterhouse
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HfJACKED
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Desert

Milton Amayun
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arrio Nuevo Estrada is

Mexican slangfor “new

neighborhood. “Butthere’

nothing new about this

neighborhood. It5justa
few rows ofdilapidated houses shoehorned
into an old South Los Angeles court.
Still, the Nuevo Estrada gang isjealous
ofits turf. Girlsand boys with hardened
faces sit next to each other on the stoops,
guarding their territory. Enigmatic
scrawls leave no doubts: Strangers are
not welcome.

Girls are involved in every facet of
gang life today. They join early, usu-
ally by age 11 or 12. Older girls of 16 or
17 disciple them. They show them how
to dress, how to get high, how to do
battle. These young disciples and their
older “homegirls” are fiercely loyal
and as essential to gang life as the bet-
ter-known “homeboys.”

Sylvia is a pretty woman in her
early 20s. Makeup accents her delicate
face. Her hands are folded quietly in
her lap. A small diamond shines from
her ring finger. The only incongruity
in this portrait is the large, ugly rose
tattooed on her wrist to hide the scars
of heroin use.

the Playboys gang at age 11. Within
three years she was ajunkie. Inaworld
that admires the consumption of large
amounts ofdrugs, Sylviahad “arrived.”

Homegirls like Sylvia play a dual
role in gang life. They are the boys’
confidants and fellow warriors, but
they are also caretakers and lovers.
“When you have a boyfriend in the
gang, he’ll treat you like a girlfriend,”
Sylvia says, “but he can trust you also
tocarry his gun and go shoot someone.”

Darlene isone ofthe hottest members
of the Lomas gang. She knows all about
Nuevo Estrada’ dislike of visitors. Her
cousin Santos is one of their homeboys.
Santos is in trouble. He is about to
becomeafather, and he has no money, no
clothesfor the baby, nothing.

Despite the rivalry oftheir twogangs,
blood tiesstill countfor somethingin the
barrio, and Darlene wants to help her
cousin. She hasagoodjob in thegarment
districtdowntown, so sheputs togethera
carepackagefor her cousin and his preg-
nantgirlfriend.

Then she phones him. ““Keep your
homeboys away, > she warns. “l don't
want nobody there when | drop this stuff
off. I mean nobody. > Santos assures her

Sylvia joined there will be no trouble. So Darlene, her

. OTHERS,

In thegang | O V F R ~ ji?2 A
subculture, T T r7/ L -K JV

B \gmen

as tough as men. BY ANNA WATERHOUSE
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M Marlene
with tw*
friends: “Ididn't
think this was all
there was to life.”



boyfriend, agirlfriend, and another cou-
sin, Rene, climb into her lowered luxury
Pontiac Le Mans, “a realshowcar, "’and
take offon a mission of mercy.

Fear is a constant companion.
Gangs members are marked—physi-
cally and emotionally—with the colors
of their gang. Going out alone is folly.
Yet the fear is coated with feelings of
community, a sense of belonging sel-
dom found outside the tribal gang life.
Members know there will always be
someone who cares—that they will
always have a place to sleep and food to
eat, no matter what the circumstances.
In a society that tells people to fend for
themselves, that is no small gift.

For children who feel like misfits
in school, gangs provide something
else: the feeling of being smart. There
are special signs, secret rites, cryptic
messages. It’s tough to survive on the
streets, and knowing how means more
to these kids than A’s on report cards;
it keeps them alive. Their knowl-

JL  expectsa lot
fromyou.” (Sylvia,
secondfrom left,
with currentgang
members.)

edge of narcotics, stimulants, and hal-
lucinogens equals any medical reference
manual. They can read the labyrinth of
“safe” and “unsafe” streets. They are
experts with various weapons and have
the last word ongang parties and hang-
outs. In other words, they are authori-
ties in everything that is vital to the
turbulent streets of the inner city.

Darlene and herfriends drive toher
cousin’ house, and the courtiscrawling
with Nuevo Estrada gang members.
Santos, eyes vacant and face blotchy
from booze and dope, sits quietly on his
front steps.

Angryfacesencircle the car. “Where
youfrom?”’they challenge, and theystart
pounding on the car.

“We dont got no problem with
you, ’Darleneshoots back, butthepound-
ing drowns out her response.

“Where you from?” they insist,
growing more menacing. Darlene’ boy-
friend sits quietly in the car, his head
lowered. Atfirst, her cousin Rene tries to
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ignore the taunts. Finally, his honor at
stake, Rene shouts out his own gang
name, “Fort Maravilla!”’and opens the
car door into a sea of bodies. Darlene’
girlfriend yells out “Lomas!” and a
dozen handsgrab at her. Asshe’ dragged
down, her skull cracks on the pavement.

Homeboys beat up homegirls. Hus-
bands beat up wives. That is another
reality of gang life. Girls are expected
to pull their own weight, yet the home-
boys make it clear that *“all we’re good
for is having babies,” Sylvia says. And
have babies they do. At least 75 percent
of homegirls become pregnant in their
teens. It is not uncommon for a home-
boy to have a wife and several girl-
friends, all bearing his children. Ulti-
mately this boys’club the girls struggle
so hard to belongtois closed to them. As
theygrow older and less able to fight and
party, they find themselves trapped
with children and a boyfriend or hus-
band who relies on them less and less.

Their mastery of night life does

PHOTOS B/ JON WARREN



not read well on a resume. With no
future outside or inside the gang, these
toughgirls turn to their children. They
try to shower their kids with the love
that most of them have never had. The
colors of gang life fade into the dream-
like blur of a happy nuclear family—
father, mother, and babies.

But the reality is often more bru-
tal. The courts took one homegirl’s
children from her when her maternal
instincts could not keep up with her
drug habit. When she went to the hos-
pital togive birth to her third daughter,
“the nurses saw this pathetic hype lay-
ing there, needle marks all over my
body.” The staff refused to treat her.
She gave birth in a hallway, alone.
Before she even left the hospital, the
state intervened and took her daughters.

Darlene gets tired ofplaying peace-
maker. When one more girl yells out a
challenge, Darlene tears into her. The
Nuevo Estrada gang encircles the com-
batants. In the confusion and noise, Dar-
lene 'sboyfriend backs the Le Mans out of
the court and takes off. Darlene’ other
two companions manage to jump in at
the last second, leaving her stranded.

Yet Darlene is intent on preserving
the good name of the Lomas, and she is
all nails and punches against her oppo-
nent. The crowd urges them on. Just as
Darlene starts to win, someone hits her
on the head with a brick. The last thing
she sees before losing consciousness is
Cousin Santos, still sitting on his stoop,
crying like a baby.

1HESE
GIRLS DON'T
HAVETO ACT
TOUGH. THEY
ARE TOUGH.

Afewyears ago, girl gang members
wore Pendletons and bandannas. They
were proud of their “war paint”—eyes
creased with heavy black eyeliner and
cheeks gouged with crimson streaks of
blush. Today, accordingto Sylvia, “girls
in the gangs take better care of them-
selves. They dress up real pretty. No
more false eyelashes with their hair all
ratted.”

But underneath the new hairdos
and pristine dresses is still a seething
rage. These girls dont have to act
tough. They are tough.

Helicopters circle overhead. Police
cars with dizzying red lights send the
Nuevo Estrada gang scurrying to their
houses. Darlene is taken to the hospital,
herface smashed, her nose broken.

The Lomas plot revenge. After all,
one of their own has been beaten; one of
theirfavoriteparty cars has been trashed.
They discuss options, including a mas-
sacre of Nuevo Estrada.

Finally they reach a compromise:
Santos has to die. He is the one who blew
it by lettinghis homeboys know that Dar-
lene was coming. His death can atonefor
that wrong. To prove her loyalty, Dar-
lene has to agree.

“Thegangexpects a lot fromyou,”
Sylvia says. “Say there’s a riot going
down and you have to go and kill some-
body because they kill somebody from
yourgang. Then it’s like, are you really
going to go down for your gang? Are
you gonna shoot that person or aren’t
you?”

Loyalty is the supreme virtue,

especially in Mexican gangs, which
still ascribe to some semblance of gang
tradition. The police are unsuccessful
at interrogations and make fewer ar-
rests than they might, because gang
members won't talk to them. They work
out their problems their own way.

Darlene is confused. Despite his
"wimping out, > Santos is still her cou-
sin, andshedoesntwanthim killed. Yet
she cant appear weak; she has a reputa-
tion touphold. She has tocome up with a
solution. " I'm the one that got myface
smashed in, > she tells the Lomas. "If
anybody’ gonna kill my cousin, it}
gonna be me. ”

The gang agrees. Darlenes logic is
irrefutable. She is the perfect choicefor
executioner. Once again, Darlene and
her friends pile into the Le Mans and
head into Barrio Nuevo Estrada.

Darlene knows where her cousin
hangs. They search each likely haunt.
Theyfinally spot him walkingdown the
street. Darlene calmly aims hergun and
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fires. The bulletfinds its mark in his
arm—as she intends—and he takes off
running. "1 couldnt let them Kill him,
butl had toat leastshoothim, “’shesays.
“I was bound to my neighborhood to do
that.

Some gangs let rivals enter their
territory to buy drugs. Others shoot
interlopers on sight, no matter what.
There are neutral areas, and areas that
are impossible to cross. Some gangs
will form an uneasy alliance toget even
with a third gang. Some gangs never
make truces with anyone. In any case,
the lines of loyalty can get hopelessly
intertwined.

Though Santos lives, the Lomasare
appeased. A hole in his arm testifies to
theirpowerand mercy. An uneasy truce
envelops the two gangs. But something
bothers Darlene. In the initial battle, two
ofherfriends calledout the name oftheir
gangs and threw themselves into the
fray. But her boyfriend stayedsilentand
then took off. Like a coward.

She gets on him. “How come you
left?”” she demands. He says they had a
gun on him. “Didntyou see what they
did tome? ’she replies. He doesn tanswer.
Then the truth emerges. Nuevo Estrada
was her boyfriendsfirstgang. Hisprim-
ary loyalty will always belong to them.

Efforts to contain the gangs and
stem the destruction have proved inef-
fective. Beyond beefing up police efforts
and halfhearted attempts to provide
minimum-wage jobs, society has few
real solutions; no substitutes for fam-
ily; no alternative common causes to
rally around.

Yet many of the women caught in
gangs are aching for a way out. Sylvia
says, “lI remember sitting alone at
night at a party, getting loaded. And |
kept thinking, is this it? Isn't there
something else besides getting loaded,
besides getting hurt, besides hurting
people? 1’d look at
the older peoplestill
hanging out and
think, is that me in
a few years?”

Darlene asked
herself the same
questions. “l didn’t
think this was all
there was to life. |
didn’t wanna be
nothing,” she says.

Despite the
trend over the past
several decades for
churches to aban-
don the inner cit-
ies, a few have

30 WORLD VISION / OCTO&ER-NOVEMRER 1990

stayed, and ministries have arisen to
provide alternatives and hope to the
gangs. Some gang members, including
Darlene and Sylvia, have received
Christ through Victory Outreach, a
church in downtown Los Angeles that
ministers to gang members.

Those churches and ministries
that are still operating in gang-ridden
downtown Los Angeles are discovering
a responsiveness and a hunger for the
gospel that is almost painful. Sylvia
says, “The other day, a girl from my
old gang called me. Her sister had
killed herself. They found her hanging
from a tree. She said, “You've been
serving God for four years now. | know
you have the answer for me and my
family. If you can make it, socan I.””

Jesus told the story of a man freed
from ademon. He likened the man’s life
toahouse that has been sweptand put
in order but left empty. The demon
eventually returned with his cohorts,
and “the final condition of that man is
worse than the first.”

Afrightened and angry society can
whitewash the graffiti, build more
jails, and avoid the bad parts of town.
But the emotional and spiritual houses
of these lost, hurting kids remain
empty.

“These girls are heroic in their
commitment to the gang,” says Robert
Alvarado, pastor of Victory Outreach.
“They've taken up arms. If you can
rechannel that heroism, which starts
at the core of their existence, you can
turn them into warriors forJesus. But
the church itself needs to become
informed. They need to touch and feel
and walk with these kids. They have to
see them as spiritual creatures, not
just as people with bad records or tat-
toos. We need the church to become
their gang, their focus.”

Darlene puts it this way: “It’s the
gang or it’s Jesus. It’s loyalty unto
death for one or the other. The ques-
tion is, which one?” 0O



TURNING

BY TIM BASCOM

When Need had a

% /1 'y first morning back in Nairobi,
% / | Kenya, | had a hard time getting
m/ | out of bed, apprehensive about
v A leaving my hotel. | rolled back the

covers and stared out the window. Comeon, Tim,
I thought. Face it. After all, I wasn’t new to those
streets. | had attended school there as a mission-
ary kid, and | felt sure that not much had changed
in the past decade. Con artists and beggars would
still line the roadways, and it would still be hard
to distinguish the crooks from the truly needy.
That’ okay, | thought. I ‘'m notplanningongiving
anything to anyone.

Sure enough, | had walked scarcely a block
from the hotel when a distinguished-looking Afri-
can with salt-and-pepper hair approached me.

“Hello,” he said. “Do you live here?”

“l used to live here.”

“So you know this place?”

“Some of it,” | said as | studied him. He was
educated; that much was obvious from his com-
mand of English. But his suitcoat was worn.

“So after you went to school here in Kenya,”
he continued, “you went to university in America.
What did you study there?”

“English literature.”

“Aha. What are you doing now? Teaching or
journalism?”

I laughed. “Journalism.”

“l know these things,” he said, “because | am
a teacher by profession. But excuse me. Maybe |
am stopping you from doing something.”

“I’'monly walking,” I replied. We ended up at
a restaurant, where a friend of his joined us. |
bought them soft drinks.

Soon the two men began to open up. They
were Ugandan refugees who had fled when a
government official from another tribe threa-
tened to throw them in jail. They left their wives
and children behind and escaped to Sudan, where
rebels and government troops demanded they
fight in the civil war. They fled again, walking
across the wasteland of southern Sudan to Kenya.

They had been in Nairobi for three weeks.
They had no money, no jobs, and were afraid of
being deported. Now they wanted to try entering
Tanzania, where they had heard the immigration
laws were less stringent.

Finally the pitch came. They didnt have the
money to do this. Could I help?

I had been determined not to give money to
anyone, but suddenly need had taken on two
human faces. And those faces had names: Ashford
and David.

Maybe they were lying. Yet they had spoken

warmly of missionaries. “In Uganda,” they had
said, “everyone is corrupt. Some doctors will
make you sell your last cow to pay for a single pill.
But not the missionaries. We can trust them.”

If they were learning trust from Christians, |
wanted them to keep learning it. They left with
almostall I had. I walked back to my hotel in such
a daze that I didn’t even see the young man who
had slipped up beside me.

“Hello,” he said shyly.

“Hello,” I replied, noting his light skin and
dark lashes.

“Are you from America?”

“Yes.”

WORLD VISION

“l am from Som-
alia. There is much
fighting there.”

| nodded.

“They wanted
me to fight, but | wouldn’t. So | came here. But
here there is nojob. No food. | am always cold, and
| cannot sleep.”

“I’'m sorry,” I said. “I wish I could help, but
I've already given away what | had.”

“If I couldjust get to Uganda, | have a relative
in the embassy. He could feed me...”

His words trailed off. My God, | thought, they
shufflefrom oneproblem area to another like people
trapped in a burning building with no exits.

I reached the hotel, still deep in thought. Our
world has so many needs. | sometimes try to con-
vince myself that those needs are fabricated, to
keep from getting overwhelmed. As soon as | do
that, however, | become hardened, not only to the
swindlers, but also to human beings with genuine
needs. I can’t refuse someone simply because that
person might misuse my assistance. Unless | take
risks, God can’t show his love through me.

So have a good journey, Ashford and David.
And may God go with you. O

Tim Bascom, editor of Interlit magazine, lives in
Deerfield, I11.
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leave. The Delta’s future lies with the talented, aggressive
leaders emerging in nearly every community—and they know
what they’re up against.
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found Someone worthy of their life-or-death loyalty.
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orth America’s vast rural lands
stretch on like a great yawning
giant. For more than 400 years the
sometimes gentle, sometimes sav-
age U.S. backlands lured people

tries relying on cheap labor move to more easily
exploited foreign countries. Government farm
subsidies are almost useless, since only 7 percent
of the indigent live on farms. The rest languish in
small towns across the country.

searching for the freedom to move and live ag tkeyhe urban poor, rural families are stuck

chose. Thriving farms and small towns were built
by independent people determined to stand on
their own.

But today, for almost 20 percent of the people
who live there, the rural United States isa land of
no exits, a prison without bars. A shocking 9.7
million Americans live in pockets of poverty not
unlike the Third World.

Laredo, Texas. Twenty-five million gallons
of raw sewage are pumped daily into the Rio
Grande River. People aren't allowed to swim in
that water, but they hoist it out by bucketfuls and
drink it, bathe in it, and wash their clothes init. It
is the only water available to them.

In the Appalachian mountains of Tennessee,
some families live in conditions that were margi-
nal a century ago, with no electricity, running
water, or indoor plumbing. In some areas, more
than half of the high school students drop out.

In the 320 poorest counties in the United
States, child mortality rates are 45 percent higher
than the national average. That means 20 chil-
dren out of 1,000 do not survive their first few
years, a child survival rate comparable to Pana-
ma’s. Of those children who survive, 25 percent
live below the U.S. government’s official poverty
line of $12,000 per year for a family of four.

While the numbers of poverty glide and twist
in gross abstraction, the places of poverty sound
picturesque, even beautiful. Wenatchee. Cameron
Park. Elaine. Gilt Edge. Sugar Ditch. But names
cannot hide the squalor.

From the Pacific Northwest to the Heartland,
snaking through the Bible Belt and pushing north
to New England, the rural
poor defy regional borders

and color barriers. In the Closeto
Appalachias, the faces of 11
poverty are white; in ]-Omllllon
Mississippi, the majority -
areblack; in North Dakota Ame”cans

they are American Indian;
on the Tex-Mex border
they are Hispanic. Yetall
are victims of circum-
stance and self-delusion,
living and dying in rural

pockets of
poverty.

slums as void of hope as

any Third-World country.

The irony is that poverty rates in urban areas
are actually declining, according to a recent
Newsweek article. Private donations pour into
inner-city projects because they are literally
underfoot—more noticed, more exposed by the
media, more public.

Relief offices and job training programs do
not set up shop in out-of-the-way places. Indus-

live in rural

in a system that withholds AFDC (Aid to Families
with Dependent Children), Medicaid, and other
benefits from two-parent households and people
earning minimum wage—in effect penalizing
coupleswho stay together
and work full-time at
menial jobs. And unlike
the urban poor, rural
families tend to stay to-
gether despite the loss of
those benefits.

Perhaps the most
poignant sign of rural
America’s growing pov-
erty, however, is that the
homeless are now woven
into the fabric of life at
the periphery ofthe farm.
Though officials refuse
to recognize them as home-
less in national statistics, 25,000 Ohioans have no
indoor plumbing; in the Appalachias, thousands
live on dirt floors; and along the Tex-Mex border,
people live in cardboard homes.

Some government aid projects are starting
up. There are a few special health programs
geared to Hispanic day laborers in Texas. Private
charities, such as Habitat for Humanity and
World Vision, are building homes and teaching
job skills and literacy in places like Coahoma,
Miss., and patches of the Appalachias.

But from the redwood forests to the Gulf
Stream waters, thousands are stuck with nothing
in the land of plenty. O Anna Waterhouse
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Freddie Lee's
one-room shack
in Coahoma has
no Indoorplumb-
ing, but he says
it'sbetterthan
his old one.
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Potthe pooronthe Missi?)piDelta4
M lisa mixture of hop#®id regret,
m place where dreams rise onfc
“as high as government subsidi&P

Mississippi has always beenaPewikhed
andtragicground, yet its alsba land of
heroism and nobility; a place Mich fids
honored those of us ofall our races who
possess the courage and the imagination|
of tUe resources given to us on this
haunted terrain. —Willie Morris,
Mississippi writer

t is midday on the Mississippi
Delta when Annie Freeman fi-
nally sits down to rest. Her three
grandchildren play in the dirt
eyard that circles her small,
sparsely furnished farmhouse. Her 23-
year-old son, Anthony, lies speechless
and paralyzed in a back bedroom, view-
ing Hie world from a window overlook-
ing a cotton field. Annie pushes back
herliair,and in a quiet, tentative voice
talkjLafaout her life. ..
ptnfke w*WGrh'on a'* Ita plahta-
tionfthe daughter of a poor sharecrop-
pingifamily. That same year, a white
maificilled her father, leaving Annie’s
mother without means to feed her fam-
ily. Jne gave Annie to a neighbor.
itnnie began picking cotton as
soodhas she coufcl walk. Between

crops, she attended a substandard!

school for black children and dreaHjT

of becoming a nurse. Her dream <||

when, at 14, she dropped out of sc6(3|

because of her family’s poverty.
SMtfy afterwards, Anhie h|

baby and married a talented mecll__

and farm worker. But over the H i

several years he started,

drinking up the fami-

ly’s meager income.

Annie had to work

double shifts in a

local factory. The

THE

DELTAS
BITTER

HARVEST



low wages were barely enough to feed
her six children and pay rentonatum-
ble-down shotgun house.

In the early 1980s, Annie’s hus-
band and a daughter, the family’s first
college student, died after longillnesses.
Then her 16-year-old son, Anthony,
collapsed during a basketball game and
was left permanently paralyzed and
speechless. Annie’s life was a blur of
hospital and graveside visits.

Today, at age 45 and after more
than 40 years of hard work, Annie still
lives in poverty on the Delta. She is a
shy, gentle woman, and she speaks of
the past without bitterness. “Life is
okay,” she says. “But there’s just so
much you have to go through.”

Annie carefully budgets a govern-
ment check to support her household of
eight, and she hopes to save enough
money to fix her leaking roof. She
spends her days babysitting grand-
children and nursing her bedridden
son, turning him every two hours and
feeding him through a tracheal tube.

Rev. Carl Brown

“They wanted me to put him in an
institution,” Annie says. “But  wanted
him home with us.”

Annie’s dreams for the future are
tied to her children and grandchildren.
An encyclopedia dominates her living
room, and she strongly encourages each
child to go to college. “I would like
them to see life,” she says. “But not
like I saw it.”

he mix of hope and regret
with which Annie Freeman
faces the future is echoed
countless times among the

The 1980swas the
Delta’s worst decade
since the Depression.
Farm jobs continue to
decline,and manufac-
turers are moving out.

munities, two of every five adults are
illiterate, and infant mortality rates
are higher than in some Third World
countries.

Many of the Delta’s problems are
rooted in the dark currents of its not-
so-distant past. To ensure a continu-
ous supply of cheap labor for the region’s
cotton economy, wealthy planters dis-
couraged industry from locating in the
region. Since education was unimpor-
tant for field work, schools for black
children were few and underfunded.

By the 1960s, the Delta’s tradi-
tional economy had collapsed. One
mechanical cotton picker could do the
work of 250field hands, and thousands
of plantation workers were left home-
less, uneducated, and unemployed.
Working-age men fled the state, leav-
ing behind desperately poor communi-
ties of single mothers, children, and
the elderly.

Today most young adult men still
flee the Delta. Those who stay behind
echo the despair of Elvis Martin, a 32-
year-old unemployed laborer in Quit-
man County. Dressed in worn blue
jeans, Martin waits to meet with a
social worker in a cramped office in
downtown Marks. He has been unem-
ployed for four months and does not
qualify for government assistance.

“If I could see better, I°d get out of
here,” he says in a flat, hopeless voice.
“But you have to have something to
start on, something going for yourself
just to get up and
leave.” Before losing
his last job, Martin
worked three years
for the same com-
pany. Aftertworaises,
he earned $3.75 an
hour—part-time.

Unemployment
and underemploy-

rural poor of the Mississippi Delta.

Extending from Memphis, Tenn., to
Vicksburg, Miss., the Delta’s flat, fer-
tile farmland is home to some of the
nation’s poorest citizens. In many com-

Gloria Jean Bell
and Robert Clark
in herroom along

Sugar Djtch.
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ment remain the region’s greatest eco-
nomic problem. The 1980s was the
Delta’s worst decade since the Depres-
sion. Farm jobs continue to decline,
and manufacturers who exploited the
South’s cheap labor are moving to the
Third World, where wages are lower
yet. The region’s uneducated labor pool
is now a development nightmare.

“There are few industries moving
anywhere in the United States,” says
Vaughn Grisham, professor of sociol-
ogy at the University of Mississippi.
“Those that do move are looking for at
least basic literacy.”

Cotton Row, in the small, rural

town of Marks, is a narrow, unpaved
road where Martin Luther King once
marched and wept. Its edges are lined
with tar-paper shacks, scrap metal,
abandoned cars, and polluted ditches.

t is the middle of a cold Delta
winter. Many of the homes on
Cotton Row appear abandoned.
Roofs sag and front porches sink

school, bottlefeeds her week-old baby
with an air of maternal contentment.
Her boyfriend, an articulate high school
senior, talks of heading north after
graduation to find a job. Josephine, an
18-year-old junior, nods her approval.
*“Young people today can do a lot
with their lives,” Josephine says. Then
she glances at her grandmother, who
spent 30 years as a sharecropper, and

to the ground. Windows are broken aeconsiders. “Sometimes | think | can

boarded up.

In one house, a group of teenagers
drift in and out of the living room to
keep warm and catch the latest neigh-
borhood news. Rita, a junior in high
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make something of myself,” she says
wistfully. “But then I think, 1 can’t do
it. I don’t have what it takes.”

For many teenagers on the Delta,
dreams rise only as high as govern-



ment subsidies. Federal money (Aid to
Families with Dependent Children,
Social Security, disability, etc.) accounts
for 70 percent of income in many com-
munities, and there are few role models
of economic self-sufficiency. Growing
old enough to have a child and collect a
welfare check represents the same rite
of passage as landing a first job.

With few career opportunities or
recreational outlets, alarming numbers
of Delta children and teenagers turn to
alcohol and illegal drugs.

“Growing up in the Deltais like be-
ing out in the middle of a river without
aboat,” says Rev. Carl Brown, a Baptist
minister in Marks. “Kids will use any-

thing they can to get to shore.” Brown
estimates that 80 percent of the Delta’s
teenagers use drugs. Crack can be pur-
chased even in the smallest towns.

e Delta’s extreme poverty
has introduced a new element
in communities traditionally
divided by race. “We have

County was disabled with a crippling
back injury in an automobile accident.
She has yet to qualify for disability
payments, and she has difficulty mak-
ing ends meet.

“If you’re a poor white person like
me, most people don’t want to help
you,” Rumbaugh says. She receives
food from Rev. Brown’s church

changed segregation from colandthas found an advocate in the coun-

money,” says Bobbie Walker, the mayor
of Jonestown. “Twenty years ago a
white person wouldn’t even see me.
Now, if I’'m an upper class black, they
will talk to me. But if I’'m a poor white
person, they will look the other way.”

Sara Rumbaugh of Quitman

TO COME

ieggy Handy always
reamed of raising her
ine children in a
omeoftheirown. For
years, in Coahoma, Miss., she
paid $40 a month for a shack
with only one habitable room.
She had no indoor plumbing,
the roof was falling in, and
despite her efforts to patch
the walls, the shack was never
warm in winter.

Today Peggy owns a new,
well-insulated home with four
bedrooms and an indoor bath-
room. “Everything I asked for,
God has given me,” she says, Peggy
pays a mortgage of $100 a month,
including insurance and maintenance.

“The biggest change is in the
children,” she says. “They are soactive
now—and proud to come home.”

Peggy’s impossible dream, and
those of many other Coahoma resi-
dents, took solid form when their mayor,
WJ. Jones, joined World Vision and
Habitat for Humanity ina plan to com-
pletely eliminate poverty housing
within the town limits.

The interest-
free, no-profit
houses are built
mostly by volun-
teers. Future own-
ers contribute 500
hours of “sweat
equity,” and house
payments are re-
cycled to build new
homes.

Coahoma’s housing problems are
as severe as anywhere in the United
States. Eighty percent of the homes are
substandard, and Mayor Jones esti-
mates that every year as many as 10
houses are lost to fire or collapse. Peggy
Handy’s old house burned, with all her

PROUD
HOME

Peggy Handy and her children in front o ftheir new home.

possessions, in a four-home fire.

Average family income in Coahoma
is $4,000-$5,000, and in winter months
unemployment runs as high as 80 per-
cent. Often several families are forced
to live in one small house.

Today nine new houses have been
occupied, six are under construction,
and over 50 more are planned. Coaho-
ma’s new homes have substantially
affected the town’s residents.

“Even if we never built another
house, our children are being trans-
formed,” says Mayor Jones, a middle-
school principal. He remembers when
Michael Handy moved into his new
home. “Until then, Michael was a quiet,
withdrawn little boy. The day his fam-
ily moved, he ran into my office at
school, saying “You’ve got to come and
see my house!””

Coahoma’s housing project is just
a beginning. World Vision is helping
the town develop a seedling business
and a literacy program. The town is
also drawing plans for a sewage sys-
tem, a job training program, the devel-
opment of small businesses, and girls’
and boys’ clubs. It’s a big dream for a
small town, but dreams come true in
Coahoma. O Barbara Thompson
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ty’s black director of social services.

The future of the Delta’s rural
poor—white and black—lies with the
many talented, aggressive leaders who
are emerging in almost every commun-
ity. Mayor W J. Jones of Coahoma (pop.
350) has spearheaded a revolutionary
housing program that is dramatically
improving the town’s living conditions.
In Tunica, disabled veteran Joe Haw-
kins struggles to sustain the county’s
first black-owned and -operated gro-
cery store. Despite opposition, the store
employs four people and has been oper-
ating for two years.

In Quitman County, the second-
poorest county in Mississippi, Rev.
Carl Brown leads the Valley Queen
Baptist Church in ministering to the
rural poor. Despite the church’s own

Growing old enough
to have a child cmd
collect a weliare
check represents
the same rite of
passage as landing
a first job.



poverty, it serves
40 hot meals a day
and runs a shelter
for the homeless. It
also distributes re-

Pearl ScuHock. "If
we had a few
more people like
Pearl, we could
change the whole

lief supplies from South in 40
churches as far years," says Rev.
away as California. Carl Brown.

“In the past,
religion for black
folks was a matter of simple revival,”
Brown says. “Now we take a holistic
approach. We say to our people, ‘Come
with us, and we will do you good.””

In her small, three-room house, 85-
year-old Pearl Scurlock sits in herarm-
chair like a queen on a throne. Dressed
in a bright plaid skirt, a flowered
blouse, and a red headband, she holds a
letter she wrote to government offi-
cials in Washington, D.C., about cuts
in Social Security payments. “We
worked hard and paid into the system;
now they want us to starve to death,”
she reads. “Someone needs to come
down here to Quitman County and see
about us elderly people.”

earl, who attends Rev. Brown’s

church, is a colorful commun-
ity activist who is fast becom-
inga county legend. She began

cooking and cleaning on a cotton plan-

tation “when I had to stand on a block
to reach the counter,” and was forced
to drop out of school in the third grade.

After 60 years of working six and
seven days a week, Pearl retired with
cripplingarthritis. “When I went to col-
lect my Social Security, I had a terrible
shock,” she remembers. “Myemployers
withheld it from my paycheck, but they
never paid the government.”

Like many other elderly people on
the Delta, Pearl barely gets by on $360
a month from SSI, government funds

provided for those
without Social
Security. Despite
her crushing pover-
ty and poor health,
she is an energetic
advocate for the
elderly and the poor.
She also helps with
her church’s food
distribution pro-
gram, organizes

“Ifyou're poor
and white, most
people don't want
to help you," says
Sara Rumbaugh,
shown here with
her son Thomas
at the Social Ser-
vices office.

voter transportation, and makes phone
calls for absentee-ballot drives.

“If we had a few more people like
Pearl, we could change the whole South
in 40 years,” Rev. Brown says.

Activists like Brown know that
substantial change will not come soon
to the Delta. Talented, ambitious young
people still flee as soon as they are able,
and the average worker earned less in
the 1980s than in the 1970s. Schools
remain almost completely segregated.
Although blacks have won significant
political victories, they still lack eco-
nomic power.

The tension between the black
community and the traditional white
power structure simmers just beneath
the surface of almost every conversa-
tion. Rev. Brown has been the target of
numerous death threats, and fora time
was forced to travel with bodyguards.

“You struggle all your life until
you finally see the light at the end of
the tunnel,” says one black leader, who
started a community-owned business.
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“Then you realize it might be a bomb.”

Despite intimidation and fear of
reprisals, black and white leaders in
the Delta are beginning to work to-
gether. “The whole of Mississippi is in
a helpless situation,” Rev. Brown says.
“Young white people are sensing that,
even if our children don’t go to school
together, we can’t allow the Delta to
continue in its present direction.”
Brown’s emphasis on serving the poor
in both white and black communities
has won over some of his most vocal
white opponents.

“There are deep scars for both
whites and blacks,” says Mayor Jones
of Coahoma. “But the time for building
hate walls is over. All people have
wonderful qualities and all people have
weaknesses. We need to pool our
strengths and start working together.
Otherwise we are going to lose the
Delta and our country too.” O

Barbara Thompson isafree-lance writer
in Atlanta, Ga
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The church
being the church

From Crack House «

hen crack dealers and prostitutes

took over a vacant house behind

Faith Temple Missionary Baptist

Church in Tampa, Fla., members
faced a serious problem: what to do with the con-
demned church-owned residence, which vandals,
drug addicts, and termites had destroyed.

A wrecking company would cost more than
the dwindling congregation could afford. Calling
in the fire department to burn it down, which the
city had done to other crack houses, seemed too
dangerous in this case.

The church’s new minister, Rev. Michael
Lewis, encouraged members to search for a posi-

tive solution. “We began to
pray to find a way we could
get involved in the war on
drugs,” says Lewis. The
congregation decided to
mortgage the church for
$25,000, then turn the house
into a foster-care placement
center for babies exposed to
drugs.

One year later, dozens
of babies affected by cocaine
have been placed in foster
homes out of this three-
story white building, where
playpens compete for space
with desks and filing
cabinets.

“The Bible clearly
states that the church is
supposed to take care of
widows and orphans,”
Lewis says. “Knowing that
we’re fulfilling that obliga-
tion is very rewarding.”

“We have black babies,
white babies, brown babies,”

says coordinator Curtis Marshall. “Our primary
goal is to get the natural moms back with the
children. Once we locate them, ifthey’re on drugs,
we want to give them counseling and treatment.”
Until then, babies are placed with licensed foster
mothers.

One of the program’s first foster mothers,
Naneita Redrick, cares for a 12-month-old girl
who tested positive for heroin at birth, and a 13-
month-old girl and her 3-year-old brother, who
both tested positive for cocaine.

“You have to use a lot more love and be very
patient with these babies,” Redrick says. “They
have periods when they’re irritable and extremely

BY MARILYN GARDNER

nervous.” Yet already she sees progress. “In the
beginning, at the least little noise, they would
tremble. Now it doesn’t seem to bother them.”

Faith House’s director of counseling, Robert
James, says, “l’'ve seen some complete turn-
arounds where the cocaine babies are responding
marvelously.”

The babies’ biological mothers have pro-
gressed far less quickly. Their ages range from 19
to 31, and many do not know who their child’s
father is. “We're finding the natural mothers are
not as concerned about their babies as | thought
they would be,” Lewis says.

Tracy Jordan, a supervisor at the Florida
Department of Health and Rehabilitative Ser-
vices, says, “Onsome level, the mothers probably
all do want their babies, but just are not able to
follow through.” Even if they can get through a
drug rehabilitation program, they have to return
to their housing project, where dealers will often
give drugs out free at first to hook people. They’ll
even leave the drugs in mailboxes and under
doors, Jordan says.

Even so,Jordan says, one mother “has licked
drugs and alcohol and is almost ready to get her
child back.” Though Jordan emphasizes that
Faith House has not been operating long enough
to know how successful it will be in reuniting
families, she calls it a step in the right direction.

What began as the vision of one minister and
one church has expanded into a cooperative effort.
Last year, hearing that Faith House was running
out of money, members of Bayshore Baptist
Church donated materials and labor. At Christ-
mas they made “pamper baskets” for the foster
mothers, filling them with lotions and bubble
bath. And recently 25 members provided an eve-
ning out for the foster mothers, caring for their
children for five hours.

Across Tampa Bay in St. Petersburg, Faith
House has been a model for a Roman Catholic
foster-care program for drug-addicted babies,
scheduled to start later this year.

Faith House has also helped to renew the
spirit of Faith Temple. “We see the excitement in
members’ eyes when they get involved,” says
Lewis, noting that membership has risen from 40
to 300 since Faith House was established.

“No longer can we expect the world to walk
through our front doors on Sunday morning,” he
adds. “The church needs to become very active in
taking part in the healing of the total person.” O

Excerpted by permission from The Christian Science Monitor,
where Marilyn Gardner is a staffwriter.
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BY ROBERT
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PRESIDENT

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION

Living Between TWo
Anniversaries

" hesignwas all tootelling. “Fireworks,
one-half off.” For two weeks | had
watched the Skokomish Indians of
western Washington competitively

market their wares, in this case fireworks, in
anticipation of the Fourth of July celebration.
Fireworks are a traditional part of this anniver-
sary, and through one of those old laws that
allows for anomalies in the present, the Indians
were able to sell them.

But the anniversary had come and gone. This
was now the fifth ofJuly. The symbol ofthe anni-
versary had its value reduced. You could now buy
firecrackers at half price. Itwould be another year
before they commanded a higher value. Like the
half-price sales of wrapping paper the day after
Christmas, our culture had unceremoniously told
us that the anniversary was over and it was time
to be thinking about other things.

I think we and our culture have gotten it
wrong with respect to anniversaries. Certainly
independence and liberty are not a one-day hap-
pening, punctuated by firecrackers that only have
momentary value. As we watch liberty and inde-
pendence being fought over and struggled with
around the world, there is more than a suggestion
that our freedom ought to be cause for perpetual
celebration. And, if it is possible today to properly
unwrap the gift of the Christ child, the event that
caused the angels to sing should have us exchang-
ing the gift of God’s love every, day of the year,

m Something has gone wrong with anniver-
saries. It never used to be this way. The Israelites

had an anniversary that they celebrated every
time they opened their mouth—their exodus from
Egypt. They couldnt kick off an event, begin a
sermon, commemorate a feast day without recall-
ing the phrase, “I am the Lord thy God who
brought you out of the land of Egypt, out of the
house of bondage.” Both God and his people
received a special identity on that day. It was
written into the preamble to their constitution. It
was part of their birthright, their passport. It
linked their past with their present and gave them
hope and expectation for the future.

The anniversary of the exodus stood for free-
dom and justice under a sovereign God. It allowed
for the people of Israel to be led back to the land of
promise by a God who always keeps his promises.
A people were to be whole and the God of the
exodus was to be made known to the nations of
the world through this one nation, called out, set
apart, set free to be all that God intended it to be.
“l am the Lord thy God who brought you out...”
Al of the hopes and dreams, as well as the expec-
tations and obligations, for the nation of Israel
flow from this anniversary.

When the Israelites finally inhabited the
promised land, they built the most magnificent
temple in the world for the symbols of this God.
No half-price sales here. David and Solomon saw
to it: the God who penetrated history through the



nation Israel would be remembered.

And God would penetrate history again, for
the good and love of humankind. “The Word was
made flesh,” an incomprehensible gift, the most
remarkable anniversary, one that could never be
devalued by God. Indeed, the price that was paid
forthis anniversary was ultimately a life that was
freely sacrificed on a cross.

Now the blessed hope of our day is that there
is one more anniversary to-come. The God that ?
made himself known to Israel, the One who
finally sent his Son, will one day come again. In
anticipation of this anniversary, Paul instructs
Titus “to live sensibly, righteously and godly in
the present age, looking for the blessed hope and
the appearing of the glory of our great God and
Savior, Christ Jesus:” In a sense, then, we are

mliving between two anniversaries, our coming to

the Christ of Christmas and Christ reappearing

sometime in the future. Our lives are being lived,
between the planting of the mustard seed and the

full flowering ofthat tree someday with the king-
dom of our coming Lord. The two most significant

events of history have been and are being directed

at those who would seek to embrace the God of.
anniversaries. No half-price sales here.

I. n the midst of these momentous events,

I World Vision is having,an anniversary. We '
| are 40 years old. In and of itself, the date is
ALnot significant. As we are led back to.our
roots, however, and as we anticipate our future,a...
reflection .is both legitimate and necessary. We
were founded in the.heart of an evangelist. May
we never'forget that. May we always hold to the
core reason for our existence'—to point people in
the direetion'ofJJesus Christ.;As dt h r bur lives,
in the present, may vte seethe World through the
eyes of Jesus. May we continue to.have our hearts
broken by thethings that break the heart ofa holy.
God, And as we look toa challenging future, may
our words and our deeds truly represent the.

whole gospel of Jesus Christ ' .*

The call upon each one of us from the begin-.,
ning nee'ds to be matched today with an obedient e
heart. The vision of founding fathers needs.to be
sustained today, through the implementation of;;
accountability and integrity .'The dreams ofthose'
early days need to be translated into reality,’a
reality that'is better than the past and gives us
legitimate hope for future dreams. If we can doall
that, this will be an anniversary worth remem- %
bering, one step along the way of God’s plan for
the agfes,,anticipating the reunion yet tocome. ."Of*

Our lives
are being
lived
between
the plant-
ing ofthe
mustard
seed and
the full
flowering
ofthat
tree

someday.

ai



¥ ") obPierce, World Vision’s

founder, used to pray out

loud in his sleep, the legend
I goes. It was not uncommon
for his traveling companions to be
wakened in the middle of the night by
mutterings in the dark from the bed
across the room. Prayers. They heard
prayers from a man so driven by
compassion for those in need that his
petitions on their behalf never ceased,
even in sleep.

Forty years later, the answers to
those prayers still live in the hearts of
thousands of people worldwide.
These people are child sponsors,
financial donors, countertop-donation
volunteers, and

prayer partners. W o e
They are emer- P *
gency reliefwork- V /
ers, development  ggL w
experts, doctors,
nutritionists, and  f vk
administrators.
They are long- ”
range planners, f
fund-raisers, com- '
puter experts, N

Dr. Bob Pierce

mechanics, and fff/t/l 4
well-diggers. With MM

Christ’s compas- WA\S%
sion, they reach I

out to the poor, the g %
result ofavision *

that began in an g ajm Wmnji

evangelist'sheart C ~ | M
more than four
decades ago.

Bob Pierce’s “world vision” first
took form with Korean War orphans.
It grew into an official organization in
1950, and gradually developed into a
ministry with six channels of out-
reach: child sponsorship, evangelism,
strengthening Christian leadership,
emergency relief, long-range devel-
opment, and challenging people of
plenty to reach out to the poor.

Facts, figures, and lists would be
one way to show the scope of World
Vision’s outreach during its first 40
years. But the ministry is not about
numbers and cold facts, it is about
people. World Vision’s ministry is
about changed lives, transformed men
and women, one at a time.

On the next few pages, a few of
those people will tell you their stories
in their own words.

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION
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CHILD SPONSORSHIP

World Vision links sponsors with nearly a million needy children
worldwide. Benefits to sponsored children and theirfamilies include
education, health care, and community development.

Sandra Leticia Canel

Guatemala
Seamstress, age 18

Behind a cinder-block wall in Gua-
temala City, Sandra Leticia Canel climbs
a splintery staircase every weekday morn-
ingat 7:30 and sits behind a sewing
machine until 4:30. In the evenings she
goes to school.

Sandra started sewing when she was
8. When shefinishes secondary school,
she plans to study accounting.

Short ofdeath, Chang Tae Hos life
couldnt have gotten much worse than
when his mother abandoned him under a
bridge. He was a 3-year-old polio victim.

A Catholicpriest rescued him and
took him to an orphanage. For the next
eightyears, Changsufferedjeeringand
teasing because ofhis lifeless legs.

When he moved to the Song Bo Won
Homefor Handicapped Children, sup-
ported by World Vision sponsors, it
turned his life around.

ife in the orphanage was
hard. The other children
made fun of me because |

couldnt walk. I cried every night.

BRUCE STRONG | WORLD VISION

he happiest moment of my
T life was when | became
sponsored and started
attending the Carolingia Day Care
Center. I love that place. | started
going there when | was about 8
years old. Before then, | had no real

QiangTae Ho

Korea
Watch repairman, age 29

For the first time in my life, | felt
loved. | felt that I really could be
something. | loved Mrs. Chea, the
director. She was like the mother
I never had.

I was very curious about the
way watches and clocks worked.
| started a five-year course in watch
repair and worked hard at it. Soon
| was the top student.
When | left the school, | put

When | heard about the Song Bothat training to use. | now have my
Won Home, | applied for a place own clock retail and repair shop.

there and was accepted.

Almost immediately after |
arrived, things got much better.
Nobody teased me for my handicap.

Through my sponsor and Mrs.
Chea, | learned that nothing is
impossible. | know they prayed for
me, too. They will always be wel-
come in my shop!
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friends. 1 would just go to school in
the morning and come home in the
afternoon. But at the day care cen-
ter I made friends quickly. It was
the relationships I built, both with
the other children and with my
sponsor, that were most important
to me.

I love math. Numbers are so
important in every aspect of life.
That’s why | want to be an accoun-
tant. I will continue to sew while |
am in school, but after | graduate,
I want to be an excellent accoun-
tant, assisting people in a big fac-
tory or business.

If anyone is thinking about
sponsoring a child, I would say yes,
please do it. It’s important for
children to know that somebody is
remembering them, that somebody
who lives far away is thinking of
them fondly, and considering their
needs. It made such a difference
in my life.

SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD



Tadekch Tadiesse

Ethiopia
Farmer, age 51

In 1984, when droughtandfamine
gripped Ethiopia and killed almosta mil-
lion people, Tadelech Tadiesse lived in the
Ansokia Valley, one of the countrys
hardest hit areas. The 31-mile-long valley
was a barren dust bowl. At the height of
thefamine, Tadelech Tadiesse and what
was left ofherfamily sought helpata
World Vision reliefcamp.

Today life has dramatically improved,
bothfor Tadiesse andfor the Ansokia
Valley. Emergency assistance has evolved
into long-term development. Wells have
been dug, trees and gardens planted, and
farmers have received tools, seeds, and
fertilizers. The valley isgreen andfull of
life.

Today, in addition tofarming,
Tadiesse is a caretakerfor 55 sponsored
children.

n 1984, everyone was just
lying on the ground waiting
for food. They didn’t even

In 1989 World Vision assisted 1.3 million disaster victims,
providing reliefsuch as medical treatment, food, and shelter.

BRUCE BRANDER | WORLD VISION

have the strength to brush flies

away. Then World Vision came,

and helped to bury our dead. Those
who died, even their bones will not
forget what World Vision has done.

Now you can see where the chil- I'll care for these children
dren’s bellies are flat because the before I do anything else. The
drinking water is free from para- benefit to the community is so
sites. The children are clean. They great. The children are our future
wash their hands, eyes, and faces. life. So I will always put this first,
then look after my farmland.



Benjamin
Grivalba

Guatemala
Farmer, age 49

COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT

Development work enables a community to address its long-

term needs, such as a safe water supply, health care, hygiene, literacy,
and income generation. Nearly 1.9 million people

benefitedfrom community development work in 1989.

A wide, gummy grin spreads across
Benjamin Grivalba's craggyface. He
squats proudly in his thriving onion field
in Aldea Loma Larga, a tiny Guatemalan
village notfarfrom Honduras. With a
loanfrom World Vision lastyear, Gri-
valba boughtfertilizer and a water pump
for hisfield. That assistance helped him
more than double his cropyield this year.
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Halfhis crop went into the community’s
cooperativefund; he sold the other halfat
the market. With the profits, he repaid
the loan and set aside a little extrafor the
next crop.

e plot of land I’'m using to
row onions used to be full
f rocks and old roots. Ero-
sion had made the land poor and
our crops weren’t good. We needed
fertilizer and better irrigation. With
my loan, | was able to reclaim my
section of land.

I am glad for the help we’re
getting with our land. But I am also
grateful for the educational help.
Before World Vision came here, not
many people could go to school
through the sixth grade. | have only
a second-grade education. But now
we have people who are even going
on to secondary school.

I was born here. My wife, Sal-
vadora, and | will probably live here
for the rest of our lives. Life is still
hard, but now we see good results
from our work. We see our children
learning. It is better now.



CHRISTIAN LEADERSHIP DEVELOPMENT

Pastors’conferences have offered training and encouragement
to over 100,000 ministers and church leaders serving in difficult
circumstances in more than 50 countries.

SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD VISION

Ifit hadn 't beenfor Han Kyung
Chik's unexpected meeting with Bob
Pierce on the streets of Pusan, Korea, in
1950, World Vision pastors’ conferences
might never have started.

Pastor Chikfirst met Pierce in the
spring of 1950 when the young evangelist
preached in Chik’ church. The church's
response was so enthusiastic that Pierce
and Chik decided to hold a one-week
evangelistic rally in a nearby park. But
more than 5,000 people crowded under
the canvas tarps each night, and the one-
week crusade turned into three.

When war broke out in Korea, many
members of Dr. Chik’ churchfled to
Pusan, where Chik and Bob Pierce unex-
pectedly met again.

Pusan, Dr. Pierce kept ask-
me, “What can | do?” He

s genuinely concerned

h the state of the church and the
tors.

I'told him pastors had lost
everything—their churches, their
congregations, everything. | sug-
gested we get them together for a
meeting to encourage them, let
them share their burdens with
other pastors, and let them know
they are not alone. Dr. Pierce said,
“Let’s do that.” So we started
planning the first World Vision pas-
tors’ conference.

For one week, Dr. Pierce
preached, taught, encouraged, and
admonished those pastors from
morning until evening. | interpreted
for him. He had a tremendous
amount of stamina!

He gave us strength to face the
uncertainty of the future, which at
that time looked very bleak. Bob
was a man of faith. When he was
with us, he forgot about everything

H an Kyu ng Ch|k else. He gave us his whole heart.

Korea
Pastor, age 90



EVANGELISM

World Vision joins local churches and partner agencies all over the world
in offering personal witness, Bibles, and Christian teaching.

STEVE REYNOLDS | WORLD VISION
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Nenita Ramos
Philippines
Teacher, age 28

Nenita Ramos grew up in a village in
the highlands of Luzon Island, Philip-
pines. She is a member of the Aeta tribe,
one ofthe Philippines "historically pushed-
around peoples.

Nenitagrew up in a Christian home,
where shefell in love with the Word of
God. At a Bible study in World Vision’s
Pamitatambayan Childcare Projectshe
decided to become a missionary pastor,
taking the gospel to her people.

A World Vision scholarship enabled
Ramos to earn a degree in Christian edu-
cation. Today she is helping establish a
new church in a remote village.

ver since | was a little girl,
I have dreamed of climbing
high into the mountains
eaching the gospel to others
i ibe. I used to practice
preaching in my room.

As | got older, | realized that
my people could not read and write,
and therefore could not study the
Bible. So I decided to become a
teacher. I would teach my people to
read and write. Then, when they
needed something to read, | would
give them a Bible!

Today I’'m doing what I've
always dreamed of. | have my
teaching certificate, and am start-
ing a church in one of the most
remote areas inhabited by my tribe.
My people love to hear stories, so
whenever | talk about Jesus, | tell
them his parables. Afterwards, |
always give an altar call. I couldn't
think of missing an opportunity!



RANDY MILLER | WORLD VISION

Arthur Rouner

United States
Pastor, age 61

PUBLIC AWARENESS AND EDUCATION

World Vision highlights worldwide political, environmental, social, and
spiritual issues through television specials, videos, magazines, a curriculum for
Christian schools, and a cross-cultural learning program for church groups.

Fund-raising is only one part of
World Visions “challenge to mission. ™
Gettingpeople to look beyond themselves
and their own churches is perhaps even
more important. Getting them to see the
poor as real people whoyearn andgrieve
and laugh and sweatjust like they do can
turn a church on its ear.

It did that to Arthur Rouner}
Colonial Congregational Church in
Edina, Minn. In 1982, Rouner went to
Kenya to look at some of World Vision's
work. When Rouner returned, his church
greeted a profoundly changed man. In
time, that change swept through the entire
congregation.
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hey didn’t need another old

white guy over there. |

realized there was no per-
manent role for me in Africa soon
after | returned from my first trip
there, even though | was so deeply
moved by what | witnessed that |
considered doing some kind of long-
term ministry there. It became
clear to me that it would be far
better if | stayed on as Colonial’s
pastor, to do what I could to be a
bridge-builder between middle
America and the heart of Africa.

During the next few years,
despite some real struggle we went
through as a congregation over how
much to be involved in this out-
reach, Colonial became a world
church. We now have friends in
Africa whom we pray for by name.
These people, their lives and their
destiny, have become very impor-
tant to us.

I hate to think what my life—
and the life of our congregation—
would be like if we hadn’t done
this. It’s a wonderful, risky adven-
ture. It has created in us a new
approach to life, so that now we
take chances and attempt things we
may have been afraid to do before.
If we had turned our backs on the
challenge to help in Africa, we
would have started turning our
backs on other things God was
calling us to.

CONTRIBUTORS TO THIS
FEATURE: RANDY MILLER, STEVE
REYNOLDS, RON WILSON.



"People dont suffer as a group, ”
writes Bob Seiple in One Life at a Time.
“They suffer intimately, personally, and
ultimately alone. ”

One Life at a Time, which com-
memorates World Visionsfirst 40years,
isa collection ofper-
sonal stories of suf-
feringand overcom-
ing. The following
is one of 30 stories
found in the newly
released book, avail-
able through Chris-
tian bookstores.

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION

he time is 1950, six months
after the start of the Korean
War. One of the coldest winters

n record has Korea in its icy grip.
undreds ofthousands of Chinese reg-
lars had poured across the frozen

Yalu River just weeks before, com-
pletely changing the character of the
war. United Nations and American
forces were being routed. Miles of ter-
ritory were being lost every day.

Refugees by the thousands
streamed south along the peninsula.
As word of the atrocities committed by
North Korean and Chinese troops got
out, the civilian population was in
stark terror. Christian churches
throughout the country held all-night
prayer vigils. Predawn services for
prayer and worship were packed in an
atmosphere of siege.

Picture the situation:

There is no electricity, no city ser-
vices are available. This iswar. I1t5four
oclock in the morning, and today’
service isjust beginning. Inside thispar-

cular church, the temperature is eight
grees above zero.

Darkness

have

Its dark and unbelievably cold.
Therearenochairs. Welcome. Pray with
us. Pull up thefloor and sit down.

The city is swollen with refugees.
Tension and anxiety and fear are writ-
ten on every face. Many in this room
trudged over200 milesfrom Seoul in the
dead of winter, leaving just before the
city fell to the invading army. Widows
who witnessed their husbands being
hacked to death gather their silent chil-
dren close to them. There isgreat, great
tragedy in this room, andpovertysuch as
few of us can conceive.

Most are dressed only in thin, cot-
ton-padded clothes. Women hold tiny
babies tucked against their breasts, with
such few clothes as they have wrapped
around the children while they shiver
stoically.

What can they be thinking as the
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service begins and they sing? The words
are ones of comfort; the tears streaming
down theirfaces declare both their need
and their rejoicing in finding, in Him,
the answer.

When the song service is over, the
pastor begins to speak. He prepares to
take an offering. What folly is this?
What kind of offering could these peo-
ple possibly give? They had watched
their homes burn; many had lost every
hope of an income of any kind. They



were sitting in the bitter cold in des-
perate need. An offering? Why?

The pastor speaks. “Our offering
this morning will go to the refugees
who are still streaming into our city.
They arrive here, as you know, with
their clothes torn, shivering in the
cold. Something must be done to help
them. We must share with these our
friends and brethren.”

What have these people left to
give?

UPI | BETTMANN

The pastor continues, “And so
this morning we will give an offering of
clothes.”

Sothat was what they had to give
... the clothes from their backs!

Garment after garment after gar-
ment appeared. One man, emaciated
from his suffering, took off his jacket,
removed his vest and laid it on the
communion table. A mother took the
top sweater off her precious babe, tucked
the infant inside her own clothes

OCTOBER-NOVEMBER 1990/ WORLD VISION 21

JXefugees by the
thousands streamed
south along the
peninsula that

Icy winter.

to keep her warm, walked to the table
in front and gave that one little sweater
to keep some other child warm.

All they had were the clothes on
their backs, and they were giving even
these because of what was in their
hearts.

John 1:5says, “Jesus is the light of
the world... and the light shines in the
darkness.” That morning, darkness
gave way to light. The faith that had
gotten the people through thus far was
rock-steady even in the midst of suffer-
ing and death—and was translated
into a revolutionary demonstration of
Christ’s love.

The Marxist teachings that in-
spired so much hopein their adherents
and so much fear in those they opposed
have been shown to be tragically flawed
since this story took place. The revolu-
tion we need is not one of political sys-
tems, but of the heart. Utopia, equality,
justice—these are ideas precious to the
mind of humankind but unattainable
without a transformed heart and spirit.

Yet the grace of God provides us
with the hope that eternal changes can
be brought about by flawed human
vessels. Our vision exceeds our grasp,
our hopes are not yet fulfilled, the evi-
dence of our faith is yet unseen. But
stories such as what took place that
bitter winter morning of 1950 remind
me once again that, individually and
together, we can make a world of
difference. O

Excerpted with permission from One
Life at a Time by Robert Seiple, ®1990,
Word Inc., Dallas, Texas.
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PENNY
CHERS

‘orget what you read in the
papers. A penny does go a long

way in today’s housing market.
You just have to know where to
invest it.

Forexample, students at Bethel
College in St. Paul, Minn., pitched
in more than 100,000 pennies for 95
of their fellow students who planned

LITTER BUGS
THEM

m Volunteers came from all over
1W Dallas, Texas, to help local
residents in West Dallas pick
up litter in an area known mostly
for high unemployment and chronic
poverty. “Local churches are the
backbone of West Dallas commun-
ity life,” says Kathy Dudley, who
started the annual spring clean-up
to strengthen community pride and
promote reconciliation. She says
church members poured themselves
into the event this year. “While we
had good support from all over the

SAMPLER" >

HELPING OTHERS
IN THE NAME
OF CHRIST

Compiled and written

by Ginger Hope

to spend
their spring
break build-
ing homes
forthe poor.
The 95 stu-
dents added
tothatchunk
of change
another $2,000 from other sources,
and a matching grant from a South
Carolina company brought the total
to $6,000.

Working together with Habitat
for Humanity, the collegiate carpen-
ters contributed the $6,000 toward
materials to help construct five
homes in Columbia, S.C. (Habitat
for Humanity is a Christian non-
profit organization that provides
decent, affordable housing to poor
people in the United States and in
Third-World countries.)

city, West Dallas people have proven
that they care about their environ-
ment.”

Besides local residents, vol-
unteers from Dallas businesses,

e+ t and social
in Idna’ noWi*slandm~ Pj|

LE ng” teacher®steach in

Dima3, CAy Educatlonal a

churches, and civic groups joined in
the sweep of a 3-square-mile area.
Donated equipment and supplies
included portable toilets, trucks,
work gloves, trash bags, and donuts.
Other expenses were covered by
individuals who “sponsored” bags
of trash.

Dudley is the founder of Voice
of Hope, a non-sectarian organiza-
tion that operates a family-oriented
outreach center in a former school
building in West Dallas. It serves
the local community by using Chris-
tian principles of self-help, evange-
lism, and renewal.

For information contact Voice
of Hope, P.O. Box 5102, Dallas, TX
75208; (214) 631-7027.
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY STAN SAKAI

Holiness occurs in the
street, notalways in the
temple. Wherever hu-
manity finds itself, no matter how
tattered and torn, no matter how
lost and forlorn, is where liturgical
acts should take place. For here
there is vulnerability,
here counts. "H"B
Ray Anderson in
On Being Human

A FRIEND ON
THE OUTSIDE

art of Lynda Hutchinson’s

job at a Christian publishing

company was to answer let-
ters from prison inmates and chap-
lains requesting donated books. On
her own, Lynda began to collect
donated books or buy books at cost,
and ship them a few at a time to the
letter-writers.

Her mailing list grew by leaps
and bounds, and so did the volume
of mail she received from inmates.
They expressed their appreciation
for the fact that someone on the

“outside” took them seriously. Some
told how the books had brought
about Christian growth and even
changed lives and healed relation-
ships. Lynda’s start-small initiative
grew into her full-time occupation
and took on a name: Free Behind
Bars. At last count, Lynda’s corres-
pondents numbered 1,500.

For more information, write
Free Behind Bars, 3875 Telegraph
Rd., Suite A-296, Ventura, CA 93003.

for
ASSET
INDIGESTION

I he usual symptom for asset indigestion is a sharp pain
in the upper region of the pocketbook, caused by an excess
buildup of capital gains tax, which occurs when appreciated
assets are sold.

IF

¢ You plan to sell appreciated stocks, bonds, real estate,
a company, or other properties;

¢ You plan to reinvest part or all of the proceeds to earn
income for yourself;

¢ You want to make a current and future gift to
World Vision;

¢ You want to avoid paying capital gains tax and also
receive income tax charitable deductions;

Consider selling your assets with a Life Income
Charitable Remainder Trust.

To find out how the charitable trust prescription could work
for you, please return the coupon below or call toll-free
(800)426-5753; inside California, (800)451-8024-

I would like more information on the Life Income
Charitable Remainder Trust.

O Please call me.

Name__-

Telephone ) Best time tocall

O Please send me information.

Name---=---eesoeeeaean

AGrESSmemeemeeemees WORLD VISION
919 West Huntington Drive

City/State/Zip Code Monrovia, CA 91016

FMG007
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threw it in the wastebasket.

I There it lay, its beady black

I eye looking up at me, its

| cattle-horn body misshapen

and awkward. Itwas supposed
to beabird in flight, butits base was
too light, so it toppled to one side
unless something held it in place.

I bought the poor thing in a
Honduran prison in the mid-1970s.
Some friends had planned the tour
and asked me to join them. | knew
nothing of Honduras’prison system
and was unprepared for the experi-
ence.

Inabrieforientation, an official
told us aboutthe prison’swork pro-
gram. No food is provided for the
inmates. Aprisonercan send ames-
senger for food (in exchange for a
tip); orhecan haveafamily member
bring ittohim.Butmostofthe men
have noone to provide for them and
must come up with the money to
buy what they eat. Each prisoneris
given tools and allowed time in the
prison workshop,where hecancon-
struct things to sell.

One of the men was working
with cattle horns. As | passed his
table, he beckoned me. | told him |
had no money. Naturally he did not
believeme—who had everheard ofa
North American with no money? |
opened my billfold to show only
small change. Still he begged. Tears
filled his dark eyes and his lips qui-
vered as he said softly, “Please,
lady, | haven’t eaten for two days,
and I'm hungry. Please!” His thin,
stooped body and the poorquality of
his workmanship convinced me he
was telling the truth.

Oneof my friends came by and
proudly showed me an intricate
wood carving she had bought from
anotherprisoner. Iborrowed money

24

from her to buy the wobbly bird.
She was astonished at my choice.
Theman’shand trembled as he took
the money and thanked me again
and again.

Formorethan 12yearsthe bird
had been a symbol to me. It repre-
sented all those peoplewhose bestis
notgood enough forus. Anditisnot
only their work that we find unac-
ceptable, butthe peoplethemselves,
as if their poorcraftsmanship were
somehow an extension of their vul-
gar humanity.

W ith our values so firmly fixed
on production and material things,
we discard those who donotfitour
standards for success, or our ideas
of beauty and grace. We reject peo-

BY NANCY EASTRJIDGE
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pie’s true identities, instead meas-
uring them by ancestry, physical
appearance, or education. In judg-
ing them, we lose sight of our own
shortcomings. We become superior,
perfected in their weakness.

| have no easy answers, no
quick fixes. Butif, in our busy day,
wecould see each person as an indi-
vidual worthy of respect—not as
someone who does not meet “our”
standards—we could help each
otherand learn from ourdeficiencies.

In a fitof housecleaning, I was
aboutto loseavaluable possession. |
picked the ugly bird out of the trash
and held itin my hands, remember-
ing again the pain and pleading in
the face ofits creator.lproppeditup
onabookshelf, inaprominentplace.
The poisedbirdthatcannotbe poised
on its own reminds me that we all
need propping up, to some extent.
Andlrememberamanwho tried to
escape his prison by making a soar-
ing bird out of cattle horns. O

Nancy Eastridge isafree-lance writer
in El Paso, Texas.

NDER
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r. Milton Amayun knew many of

m the Bible verses about trusting God.

W It was easy trusting God back home

in his office. Butas he and his compan-

ion fought death under the life-sapping sun of the
Sahara Desert, those verses seemed like words
frozen on paper. He needed to see the face of God.

June 28,1990, had begunasanormal day—as
normaladayascanexistinacountry where earth
and sky blend into dusty beige and the red tongue
of the thermometer pants hard at 120 degrees.
Milton Amayun, a Filipino medical doctor, and
RachelBrown,a British nutritionist,were making
aroutine visitto a nutrition centerin Mali’s Sev-
enth Regionwhen aragged handfulofarmed men
waved their Land Rover to the side of the road.

The men, mostly Tuareg rebels from Chad,
used theirriflestoensure Amayun’sand Brown’s
undivided attention.

The rebels then drove off in their newly
acquired Land Rover, leavingAmayun and Brown
behind. They stood and watched the sand cough
up from the tires until the vehicle disappeared.

The doctor and the nutritionist spent the
night in the village that had been earmarked for
their medical assistance. Staying longer seemed
unwise, since the rebels had already murdered
two doctors and several dozen other people.

The next morning, the two started walking
toward Intadeny, 66 miles of desert away. In the
midday blaze, that distance seemed as intangible
as a mirage. Sustained by the manna of Dr.
Amayun’s black bag—which included, among
other things, a four-day supply of food and $60—
they were able to reach an encampment where
their U.S.dollarsrented them acoupleofdonkeys
and camels.

Throughout their ordeal, Amayun prayed.
But after the first 24 hours, alone in the desert
with hisweakeningcompanion, he wasexhausted,
frightened, and fighting death like a child battling

Mattersfor Prayer

t Pray for the people whose dreams rise “only as high as
government subsidies” on the Mississippi Delta (pages 4-9).

t Thank God for the people in poor rural areas who still
fight for change, in Christ’s name (pages 4-9).

~ Pray for Faith House as it cares for babies of drug-ad-

dicted mothers in Tampa, Fla. (page 24).

~ Ask God to strengthen and increase Christian out-

reach to gang members (pages 26-30).

JLrayer and love
are learned in the
hour when prayer
has become impos-
sible andyour heart
has turned to stone.

Thomas Merton
sleep. He stepped
away from Brown
to gather his scattering thoughts.

Thiswasit. Thiswasthe abyssofthe human
experience. He was staring into that abyss, and
there seemed to be nothing there. Still, in the
sun-scorched depths of his mind, his faith re-
mained intact. Finally he formed the words.
“God, you know where my heart is. If this is my
time to go, I am ready to die. But you have given
metwo babiesand awife. Moretime on this earth
would benefit them, and maybe others, too.”

Then he waited for the peace of life or death,
and the presence of God.

Atthatmomenthe feltthat peoplewere pray-
ing for them. “I talked to God; I could feel him; I
couldalmostembrace him.” His
faith had been tested and had en-
dured. Although nothing tangi-
blehad changed—notthe desert,
not the heat, not the miles that
separated from life—the hatch
to the abyss slammed shut.

Step by painful step, they
persevered. On July 1, 1990,
dehydrated, fatigued, but alive,
Milton Amayun, Rachel Brown,
andtheirrented animalsentered
Intadeny and safety. O

Anna Waterhouse
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Hijacked
IN THE

Desert

Milton Amayun



arrio Nuevo Estrada is

Mexican slangfor “new

neighborhood. ”Butthere’

nothing new about this

neighborhood. It5justa
few rows ofdilapidated houses shoehorned
into an old South Los Angeles court.
Still, the Nuevo Estrada gang isjealous
ofits turf. Girls and boys with hardened
faces sit next to each other on the stoops,
guarding their territory. Enigmatic
scrawls leave no doubts: Strangers are
not welcome.

Girls are involved in every facet of
gang life today. They join early, usu-
ally by age 11 or 12. Older girls of 16 or
17 disciple them. They show them how
to dress, how to get high, how to do
battle. These youngdisciples and their
older “homegirls” are fiercely loyal
and as essential to gang life as the bet-
ter-known “homeboys.”

Sylvia is a pretty woman in her
early 20s. Makeup accents her delicate
face. Her hands are folded quietly in
her lap. A small diamond shines from
her ring finger. The only incongruity
in this portrait is the large, ugly rose
tattooed on her wrist to hide the scars
of heroin use.

Sylvia joined

the Playboys gang at age 11. Within
three years she was ajunkie. Inaworld
that admires the consumption of large
amounts ofdrugs, Sylviahad “arrived.”

Homegirls like Sylvia play a dual
role in gang life. They are the boys’
confidants and fellow warriors, but
they are also caretakers and lovers.
“When you have a boyfriend in the
gang, he’ll treat you like a girlfriend,”
Sylvia says, “but he can trust you also
to carry hisgun and go shoot someone.”

Darlene isone ofthe hottest members
of the Lomas gang. She knows all about
Nuevo Estradas dislike of visitors. Her
cousin Santos is one of their homeboys.
Santos is in trouble. He is about to
become afather, and he has no money, no
clothesfor the baby, nothing.

Despite the rivalry oftheir twogangs,
blood ties still countforsomethingin the
barrio, and Darlene wants to help her
cousin. Shehasagoodjob in thegarment
district downtown, so she puts togethera
carepackagefor her cousin and hispreg-
nantgirlfriend.

Then she phones him. “Keep your
homeboys away, ” she warns. “l don*t
want nobody there when | drop this stuff
off. I mean nobody. ” Santos assures her
there will be no trouble. So Darlene, her

OTHERS,

In thegang

women

M I

are every bit' m

as tough as men. BY ANNA WATERHOUSE
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boyfriend, agirlfriend, and another cou-
sin, Rene, climb into her lowered luxury
Pontiac Le Mans, “a realshowcar, ’and
take offon a mission of mercy.

Fear is a constant companion.
Gangs members are marked—physi-
cally and emotionally—w ith the colors
of their gang. Going out alone is folly.
Yet the fear is coated with feelings of
community, a sense of belonging sel-
dom found outside the tribal gang life.
Members know there will always be
someone who cares—that they will
alwayshaveaplaceto sleep and food to
eat,nomatterwhatthe circumstances.
In a society that tells people to fend for
themselves, that is no small gift.

For children who feel like misfits
in school, gangs provide something
else: the feeling of being smart. There
are special signs, secret rites, cryptic
messages. It’s tough to survive on the
streets, and knowing how means more
to these kids than A’s on report cards;
it keeps them alive. Their knowl-

hegang
expects a lot
fromyou.” (Sylvia,
secondfrom left,
with currentgang
members.)

edge of narcotics, stimulants, and hal-
lucinogensequals any medical reference
manual. They can read the labyrinth of
“safe” and “unsafe” streets. They are
expertswith variousweaponsand have
the lastword ongang partiesand hang-
outs. In otherwords, they are authori-
ties in everything that is vital to the
turbulent streets of the inner city.

Darleneandherfriends drive toher
cousin’ house, and the courtis crawling
with Nuevo Estrada gang members.
Santos, eyes vacant and face blotchy
from booze and dope, sits quietly on his
front steps.

Angryfaces encirclethecar. “Where
youfrom?”’they challenge, and theystart
pounding on the car.

“We dont got no problem with
you, ’Darleneshoots back, butthepound-
ing drowns out her response.

“Where you from?” they insist,
growing more menacing. Darlene’ boy-
friend sits quietly in the car, his head
lowered. A tfirst, hercousin Rene tries to
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ignore the taunts. Finally, his honor at
stake, Rene shouts out his own gang
name, “FortMaravilla!”’and opens the
car door into a sea of bodies. Darlene’
girlfriend yells out “Lomas!” and a
dozen handsgrab ather. As she’ dragged
down, her skull cracks on the pavement.

Homeboysbeatup homegirls. Hus-
bands beat up wives. That is another
reality of gang life. Girls are expected
to pull theirown weight, yet the home-
boys make it clear that “all we’re good
foris having babies,” Sylvia says. And
have babiesthey do. Atleast 75 percent
of homegirls become pregnant in their
teens. It is not uncommon for a home-
boy to have a wife and several girl-
friends, all bearing his children. Ulti-
mately thisboys’club the girls struggle
sohard tobelongtoisclosedtothem. As
they grow olderand lessableto fightand
party, they find themselves trapped
with children and a boyfriend or hus-
band who relies on them less and less.

Their mastery of night life does



not read well on a resume. With no
future outside orinside the gang, these
tough girls turn to theirchildren. They
try to shower their kids with the love
that mostofthem have neverhad. The
colors of gang life fade into the dream -
like blur of a happy nuclear family—
father, mother, and babies.

But the reality is often more bru-
tal. The courts took one homegirl’s
children from her when her maternal
instincts could not keep up with her
drug habit. When she went to the hos-
pitaltogivebirth toherthird daughter,
“the nurses saw this pathetic hype lay-
ing there, needle marks all over my
body.” The staff refused to treat her.
She gave birth in a hallway, alone.
Before she even left the hospital, the
state intervened and took herdaughters.

Darlene gets tired ofplaying peace-
maker. When one more girlyells out a
challenge, Darlene tears into her. The
Nuevo Estrada gang encircles the com-
batants. In theconfusion and noise, Dar-
lene 5 boyfriend backs the Le Mans out of
the court and takes off. Darlene’ other
two companions manage tojump in at
the last second, leaving her stranded.

Yet Darlene is intent on preserving
the good name of the Lomas, and she is
all nails and punches against her oppo-
nent. The crowd urges them on. Just as
Darlene starts to win, someone hits her
on the head with a brick. The last thing
she sees before losing consciousness is
Cousin Santos, still sitting on his stoop,
crying like a baby.

IHESE
GIRLS DON'T
HAVETO ACT

TOUGH. THEY
ARE TOUGH.

Afew yearsago,girlgangmembers
wore Pendletons and bandannas. They
were proud of their “war paint”—eyes
creased with heavy black eyeliner and
cheeks gouged with crimson streaks of
blush. Today, accordingto Sylvia, “girls
in the gangs take better care of them-
selves. They dress up real pretty. No
more false eyelashes with their hair all
ratted.”

But underneath the new hairdos
and pristine dresses is still a seething
rage. These girls don’t have to act
tough. They aretough.

Helicopters circle overhead. Police
cars with dizzying red lights send the
Nuevo Estrada gang scurrying to their
houses. Darlene is taken to the hospital,
herface smashed, her nose broken.

The Lomas plot revenge. After all,
one of their own has been beaten; one of
theirfavoriteparty cars has been trashed.
They discuss options, including a mas-
sacre of Nuevo Estrada.

Finally they reach a compromise:
Santos has todie. He is the one who blew
it by lettinghis homeboys know that Dar-
lene was coming. His death can atonefor
that wrong. To prove her loyalty, Dar-
lene has to agree.

“Thegangexpectsalotfromyou,”
Sylvia says. “Say there’s a riot going
downand youhavetogoandKkill some-
body because they kill somebody from
yourgang. Then it’s like,areyou really
going to go down for your gang? Are
you gonna shoot that person or aren’t
you?”

Loyalty is the supreme virtue,

tabrn AlAi/riioco inm i\ ICIFKK W

especially in Mexican gangs, which
still ascribe to some semblance of gang
tradition. The police are unsuccessful
at interrogations and make fewer ar-
rests than they might, because gang
memberswon’ttalk tothem. They work
out their problems their own way.

Darlene is confused. Despite his
“wimping out, > Santos is still her cou-
sin, andshe doesntwanthim killed. Yet
she can't appear weak; she has a reputa-
tion to uphold. She has to come up with a
solution. ““l 'm the one that got my face
smashed in, ”” she tells the Lomas. “If
anybody’ gonna kill my cousin, it}
gonna be me. ”

The gang agrees. Darlene’ logic is
irrefutable. She is the perfect choicefor
executioner. Once again, Darlene and
her friends pile into the Le Mans and
head into Barrio Nuevo Estrada.

Darlene knows where her cousin
hangs. They search each likely haunt.
Theyfinally spothim walkingdown the
street. Darlene calmly aims hergun and
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fires. The bulletfinds its mark in his
arm—as she intends—and he takes off
running. “l couldn't let them Kill him,
but had toat leastshoothim, "shesays.
“l was bound to my neighborhood to do
that.

Some gangs let rivals enter their
territory to buy drugs. Others shoot
interlopers on sight, no matter what.
Thereareneutral areas, and areas that
are impossible to cross. Some gangs
will form an uneasy alliance togeteven
with a third gang. Some gangs never
make truces with anyone. In any case,
the lines of loyalty can get hopelessly
intertwined.

Though Santos lives, the Lomas are
appeased. A hole in his arm testifies to
theirpower and mercy. An uneasy truce
envelops the two gangs. But something
bothers Darlene. In the initial battle, two
ofherfriends called out the name oftheir
gangs and threw themselves into the
fray. But her boyfriendstayed silentand
then took off. Like a coward.

She gets on him. “How come you
left?" she demands. He says they had a
gun on him. “Didntyou see what they
didtome?"she replies. Hedoesntanswer.
Then the truth emerges. Nuevo Estrada
was her boyfriendsfirstgang. Hisprim-
ary loyalty will always belong to them.

Efforts to contain the gangs and
stem the destruction have proved inef-
fective. Beyond beefing up police efforts
and halfhearted attempts to provide
minimum-wage jobs, society has few
real solutions; no substitutes for fam -
ily; no alternative common causes to
rally around.

Yetmany of the women caughtin
gangs are aching foraway out. Sylvia
says, “I remember sitting alone at
night at a party, getting loaded. And |
kept thinking, is this it? Isn’t there
something else besides getting loaded,
besides getting hurt, besides hurting
people? 1'd look at
the olderpeople still
hanging out and
think, is that me in
a few years?”

Darlene asked
herself the same
questions. “ldidn’t
think this was all
there was to life. |
didn’t wanna be
nothing,” she says.

Despite the
trend over the past
several decades for
churches to aban-
don the inner cit-
ies, a few have
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stayed, and ministries have arisen to
provide alternatives and hope to the
gangs. Some gang members, including
Darlene and Sylvia, have received
Christ through Victory Outreach, a
church indowntown Los Angeles that
ministers to gang members.

Those churches and ministries
that are still operating in gang-ridden
downtown LosAngelesare discovering
a responsiveness and a hunger for the
gospel that is almost painful. Sylvia
says, “The other day, a girl from my
old gang called me. Her sister had
killed herself. They found her hanging
from a tree. She said, ‘You've been
serving God forfouryearsnow. |l know
you have the answer for me and my
family. If you can make it, socan I.””

Jesus told the story ofa man freed
from ademon. He likened the man’s life
toahousethathashbeensweptand put
in order but left empty. The demon
eventually returned with his cohorts,
and “the final condition of that man is
worse than the first.”

Afrightened and angry society can
whitewash the graffiti, build more
jails, and avoid the bad parts of town.
Buttheemotional and spiritual houses
of these lost, hurting kids remain
empty.

“These girls are heroic in their
commitment to the gang,” says Robert
Alvarado, pastor of Victory Outreach.
“They’ve taken up arms. If you can
rechannel that heroism, which starts
at the core of their existence, you can
turn them into warriors forJesus. But
the church itself needs to become
informed. They need to touch and feel
andwalk with these kids. They have to
see them as spiritual creatures, not
just as people with bad records or tat-
toos. We need the church to become
their gang, their focus.”

Darlene puts it this way: “It’s the
gang or it’s Jesus. It’s loyalty unto
death for one or the other. The ques-
tion is, which one?” 0O



TURNING

BY TIM BASCOM

When Need had a

y first morning back in Nairobi,

Kenya, | had a hard time getting

out of bed, apprehensive about

leaving my hotel. | rolled back the
cqilers and@tared out the window. Comeon, Tim,
Ithought. Faceit. After all, Iwasn’t new to those
streets. | had attended school there as a mission-
ary kid, and I feltsurethatnotmuch had changed
in the pastdecade. Con artists and beggarswould
still line the roadways, and it would still be hard
to distinguish the crooks from the truly needy.
Thats okay, | thought. 1 'm notplanningongiving
anything to anyone.

Sure enough, | had walked scarcely a block
from the hotel when a distinguished-looking Afri-
can with salt-and-pepper hair approached me.

“Hello,” he said. “Do you live here?”

“l used to live here.”

“So you know this place?”

“Some of it,” I said as | studied him. He was
educated; that much was obvious from his com-
mand of English. But his suitcoat was worn.

“So afteryou went to school here in Kenya,”
hecontinued, “youwenttouniversity in America.
W hat did you study there?”

“English literature.”

“Aha. What are you doing now? Teaching or
journalism?”

I laughed. “Journalism.”

“I'know these things,” he said, “because l am
a teacher by profession. But excuse me. Maybe |
am stopping you from doing something.”

“I'm only walking,” I replied. Weended up at
a restaurant, where a friend of his joined us. |
bought them soft drinks.

Soon the two men began to open up. They
were Ugandan refugees who had fled when a
government official from another tribe threa-
tened to throw them in jail. They left their wives
and children behind and escaped to Sudan, where
rebels and government troops demanded they
fight in the civil war. They fled again, walking
acrossthe wasteland ofsouthern Sudan to Kenya.

They had been in Nairobi for three weeks.
They had no money, no jobs, and were afraid of
being deported. Now they wanted to try entering
Tanzania,wherethey had heard the immigration
laws were less stringent.

Finally the pitch came. They didn’t have the
money to do this. Could I help?

| had been determined not to give money to
anyone, but suddenly need had taken on two
human faces.Andthose faceshad names:Ashford
and David.

Maybe they were lying. Yet they had spoken

warmly of missionaries. “In Uganda,” they had
said, “everyone is corrupt. Some doctors will
make you sell your lastcow to pay fora single pill.
But not the missionaries. We can trust them.”

Ifthey were learning trust from Christians, |
wanted them to keep learning it. They left with
almostall I had. Iwalked back to my hotel in such
a daze that I didn’t even see the young man who
had slipped up beside me.

“Hello,” he said shyly.

“Hello,” I replied, noting his light skin and
dark lashes.

“Areyou from America?”

Yes.
WORLD VISION

“l'am from Som-
alia. There is much
fighting there.”

I nodded.

“They wanted

me to fight, but I wouldn’t. So | came here. But
here there isnojob.No food. 1 am always cold, and
I cannot sleep.”

“I'm sorry,” I said. “l wish I could help, but
I've already given away what | had.”

“IfIcouldjustgetto Uganda,lhave arelative
in the embassy. He could feed me ...”

Hiswords trailed off. My God, | thought, they
shufflefrom oneproblem area to another like people
trapped in a burning building with no exits.

Ireached the hotel, still deep in thought. Our
world has so many needs. | sometimes try to con-
vince myself that those needs are fabricated, to
keep from getting overwhelmed. As soon as | do
that, however, | become hardened, notonly to the
swindlers,butalsotohuman beings with genuine
needs. Ican’trefuse someonesimply because that
person might misuse my assistance. Unless I take
risks, God can’t show his love through me.

So have a good journey, Ashford and David.
And may God go with you. O

Tim Bascom, editor of Interlit magazine, lives in
Deerfield, 1.
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orth America’s vast rural lands
stretch on like a great yawning
giant. For more than 400 years the

sometimes gentle, sometimes sav-

age U.S. backlands lured people
searching forthe freedom to move and live as they
chose. Thriving farms and small townswere built
by independent people determined to stand on
their own.

Buttoday, foralmost20 percentofthe people
who live there, the rural United Statesisaland of
no exits, a prison without bars. A shocking 9.7
million Americans live in pockets of poverty not
unlike the Third World.

Laredo, Texas. Twenty-five million gallons
of raw sewage are pumped daily into the Rio
Grande River. People aren’t allowed to swim in
thatwater, butthey hoistitoutbybucketfuls and
drink it, bathe in it,and wash their clothes in it. It
is the only water available to them.

In the Appalachian mountains of Tennessee,
some families live in conditions that were margi-
nal a century ago, with no electricity, running
water, or indoor plumbing. In some areas, more
than half of the high school students drop out.

In the 320 poorest counties in the United
States, child mortality rates are 45 percent higher
than the national average. That means 20 chil-
dren out of 1,000 do not survive their first few
years, a child survival rate comparable to Pana-
ma’s. Of those children who survive, 25 percent
live below the U.S. government’s official poverty
line of $12,000 per year for a family of four.

Whilethe numbersofpoverty glide and twist
in gross abstraction, the places of poverty sound
picturesque,even beautiful. Wenatchee. Cameron
Park. Elaine. Gilt Edge. Sugar Ditch. But names
cannot hide the squalor.

From the Pacific Northwestto the Heartland,
snaking through the Bible Beltand pushing north
toNew England, the rural

poordefyregional borders

and color barriers. In the C|OS€tO
Appalachias, the faces of HTH
poverty are white; in ]-Omllllon
M ississippi, the majority -
areblack;in North Dakota Amerlcans

they are American Indian;
on the Tex-Mex border
they are Hispanic. Yetall
are victims of circum-
stance and self-delusion,
living and dying in rural

pockets of
poverty.

slums as void of hope as

any Third-World country.

Theironyisthatpoverty ratesinurban areas
are actually declining, according to a recent
Newsweek article. Private donations pour into
inner-city projects because they are literally
underfoot—more noticed, more exposed by the
media, more public.

Relief offices and job training programs do
not set up shop in out-of-the-way places. Indus-

live inrural

tries relying on cheap labor move to more easily
exploited foreign countries. Government farm
subsidies are almost useless, since only 7 percent
of the indigent live on farms. The rest languish in
small towns across the country.

Like the urban poor, rural families are stuck
inasystem thatwithholds AFDC (Aid to Families
with Dependent Children), Medicaid, and other
benefits from two-parent households and people
earning minimum wage—in effect penalizing
coupleswho stay together
and work full-time at
menial jobs. And unlike
the urban poor, rural
families tend to stay to-
gether despite the loss of
those benefits.

Perhaps the most
poignant sign of rural
America’s growing pov-
erty, however, is that the
homeless are now woven
into the fabric of life at
the periphery of the farm.
Though officials refuse
torecognizethem ashome-
lessin national statistics, 25,000 Ohioans have no
indoor plumbing; in the Appalachias, thousands
live on dirt floors; and along the Tex-Mex border,
people live in cardboard homes.

Some government aid projects are starting
up. There are a few special health programs
geared to Hispanic day laborers in Texas. Private
charities, such as Habitat for Humanity and
World Vision, are building homes and teaching
job skills and literacy in places like Coahoma,
Miss., and patches of the Appalachias.

But from the redwood forests to the Gulf
Stream waters, thousands are stuck with nothing
in the land of plenty. O Anna Waterhouse
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' Freddie Lee's
one-room shack
in Coahotpo has
no Indoor plumb-
ing, buthe says
it's betterthan
his bid one.



For the poor on the Missisljlpi Delta

Jifeis a mixture of hop”fflidjegret,

kXplace where

dreams rise onh”

as highas government subsidieP
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heutedterrain —Wtyiie Morris,

Mississippi writer

t is midday on the Mississippi
Delta when Annie Freeman fi-
nally sits down to rest. Her three
grandchildren play in the dirt
yard that circles her small,
spaileh furnished farmhouse. Her 23-
yeaf|old son, Anthony, lies speechless
and baralyzed in a back bedroom, view-
ing Ihe world from a window overlook-
ing* cotton field. Annie pushes back
hermir,and in a quiet, tentative voice
talkj|about her life.
IM i bnaF feptSnta-
j tion. the daughter of a poor sharecrop-
pihjfemily. That same year, a white
marfcilled her father, leaving Annie’s
mot®er without means to feed her fam-
sily.«he gave Annie to a neighbor.
mnnie began Dicking cotton as
sooftas she coufS walk. Between

crops, she attended a substandaif

school for black children and dreaijg.

of becoming a nurse. Her dream

when, at 14, she dropped out of scffj

.because of her family’s poverty. "
"nEEAmmAafterwards, Arihie h

baby and married a talented mechl

and farm worker. But over the

several years he started

drinking up the fami-

ly’s meager income.

Annie had to work

double shifts in a

local factory. The

THE

DELTA'S
BITTER

HARVEST



low wages were barely enough to feed
hersix children and pay rentonatum -
ble-down shotgun house.

In the early 1980s, Annie’s hus-
band and a daughter, the family’s first
collegestudent, died after longillnesses.
Then her 16-year-old son, Anthony,
collapsedduring a baskethallgame and
was left permanently paralyzed and
speechless. Annie’s life was a blur of
hospital and graveside visits.

Today, at age 45 and after more
than 40 years of hard work, Annie still
lives in poverty on the Delta. She is a
shy, gentle woman, and she speaks of
the past without bitterness. “Life is
okay,” she says. “But there’s just so
much you have to go through.”

Annie carefully budgets a govern-
mentchecktosupportherhousehold of
eight, and she hopes to save enough
money to fix her leaking roof. She
spends her days babysitting grand-
children and nursing her bedridden
son, turning him every two hours and
feeding him through a tracheal tube.

Rev. Cari Brown

“They wanted me to put him in an
institution,” Annie says. “But lwanted
him home with us.”

Annie’s dreams for the future are
tied to her children and grandchildren.
An encyclopedia dominates her living
room, and shestrongly encourages each
child to go to college. “I would like
them to see life,” she says. “But not
like I saw it.”

he mix of hope and regret
with which Annie Freeman
faces the future is echoed
countless times among the

The 1980swas the
Deltas worst decade
since the Depression.
Farm jobs continue to
decline,and manufac-
turers are moving out.

munities, two of every five adults are
illiterate, and infant mortality rates
are higher than in some Third World
countries.

Many of the Delta’s problems are
rooted in the dark currents of its not-
so-distant past. To ensure a continu-
oussupplyofcheaplaborfortheregion’s
cotton economy, wealthy planters dis-
couraged industry from locating in the
region. Since education was unimpor-
tant for field work, schools for black
children were few and underfunded.

By the 1960s, the Delta’s tradi-
tional economy had collapsed. One
mechanical cotton picker could do the
work of250 field hands, and thousands
of plantation workers were left home-
less, uneducated, and unemployed.
Working-age men fled the state, leav-
ing behind desperately poor communi-
ties of single mothers, children, and
the elderly.

Today mostyoung adult men still
flee the Delta. Those who stay behind
echo the despair of EIvis Martin, a 32-
year-old unemployed laborer in Quit-
man County. Dressed in worn blue
jeans, Martin waits to meet with a
social worker in a cramped office in
downtown Marks. He has been unem-
ployed for four months and does not
qualify for government assistance.

“If Icould see better, I'd get out of
here,” he says in a flat, hopeless voice.
“But you have to have something to
start on, something going for yourself
just to get up and
leave.” Before losing
his lastjob, M artin
worked three years
for the same com-
pany.Aftertworaises,
he earned $3.75 an
hour—part-time.

Unemployment
and underemploy-

rural poor of the Mississippi Delta.

Extending from Memphis, Tenn., to
Vicksburg, Miss., the Delta’s flat, fer-
tile farmland is home to some of the
nation’s poorestcitizens. In many com-

Gloria Jean Bell
and Robert Clark
in herroom along

Sugar Ditch.
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mentremain the region’sgreatest eco-
nomic problem. The 1980s was the
Delta’sworst decade since the Depres-
sion. Farm jobs continue to decline,
and manufacturers who exploited the
South’s cheap labor are moving to the
Third World, where wages are lower
yet. Theregion’suneducated labor pool
isnow a development nightmare.

“There are few industries moving
anywhere in the United States,” says
Vaughn Grisham, professor of sociol-
ogy at the University of Mississippi.
“Those that do move are looking for at
least basic literacy.”

Cotton Row, in the small, rural

town of Marks, is a narrow, unpaved
road where Martin Luther King once
marched and wept. Its edges are lined
with tar-paper shacks, scrap metal,
abandoned cars, and polluted ditches.

t is the middle of a cold Delta
winter. Many of the homes on
Cotton Row appear abandoned.
Roofs sag and front porches sink

school, bottlefeeds her week-old baby
with an air of maternal contentment.
Herboyfriend, an articulate high school
senior, talks of heading north after
graduation to find a job. Josephine, an
18-year-old junior, nods her approval.

“Young people today can do a lot
with their lives,”Josephine says. Then
she glances at her grandmother, who
spent 30 years as a sharecropper, and

to the ground. Windows are broken geconsiders. “Sometimes I think I can

boarded up.

In one house, agroup of teenagers
drift in and out of the living room to
keep warm and catch the latest neigh-
borhood news. Rita, a junior in high
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make something of myself,” she says
wistfully. “But then Ithink, I can’t do
it. Idon’t have what it takes.”

For many teenagers on the Delta,
dreams rise only as high as govern-



mentsubsidies. Federal money (Aid to
Families with Dependent Children,
Social Security, disability, etc.)accounts
for 70 percent of income in many com-
munities, and there are few role models
of economic self-sufficiency. Growing
old enough to have a child and collect a
welfare check represents the same rite
of passage as landing a first job.

W ith few career opportunities or
recreational outlets, alarming numbers
of Deltachildren and teenagersturn to
alcohol and illegal drugs.

“Growingupinthe Deltais like be-
ingoutinthe middle ofariverwithout
aboat,”saysRev.CarlBrown, aBaptist
ministerin Marks. “Kids will use any-

thing they can to getto shore.” Brown
estimatesthat80percentofthe Delta’s
teenagers use drugs. Crack can be pur-
chased even in the smallest towns.

e Delta’s extreme poverty
hasintroduced anew element
in communities traditionally
divided by race. “We have

County was disabled with a crippling
back injury in an automobile accident.
She has yet to qualify for disability
payments, and she has difficulty mak-
ing ends meet.

“Ifyou’re a poorwhite person like
me, most people don’t want to help
you,” Rumbaugh says. She receives
food from Rev. Brown’s church

changed segregation from colamdtoas found an advocateinthecoun-

money,” says Bobhie W alker, the mayor
of Jonestown. “Twenty years ago a
white person wouldn’t even see me.
Now, if I'm an upperclass black, they
will talk to me. Butif I’'m a poorwhite
person, they will look the other way.”

Sara Rumbaugh of Quitman

TO COME

jeggy Handy always
reamedofraising her
ine children in a
homeoftheirown. For
years, in Coahoma, Miss., she
paid $40 a month for a shack
with only one habitable room.
She had no indoor plumbing,
the roof was falling in, and
despite her efforts to patch
the walls, the shack was never
warm in winter.

Today Peggyownsanew,
well-insulated home with four
hedrooms and an indoor bath-
room. “Everything l asked for,
God has given me,” she says. Peggy
pays a mortgage of $100 a month,
including insurance and maintenance.

“The biggest change is in the
children,” she says. “They are so active
now—and proud to come home.”

Peggy’s impossible dream, and
those of many other Coahoma resi-
dents, took solid form when their mayor,
W J. Jones, joined World Vision and
Habitat forHumanity inaplan tocom-
pletely eliminate poverty housing
within the town limits.

The interest-
free, no-profit
houses are built
mostly by volun-
teers. Future own-
ers contribute 500
hours of “sweat
equity,” and house
payments are re-
cycled to build new
homes.

Coahoma’s housing problems are
as severe as anywhere in the United
States. Eighty percentofthe homesare
substandard, and Mayor Jones esti-
mates that every year as many as 10
houses are lostto fire orcollapse. Peggy
Handy’sold house burned, with all her

PROUD
HOME

Peggy Handy and her children in front o ftheir new home.

possessions, in a four-home fire.

Averagefamilyincomein Coahoma
is $4,000-$5,000, and in winter months
unemploymentruns as high as 80 per-
cent. Often several families are forced
to live in one small house.

Today nine new houses have been
occupied, six are under construction,
and over 50 more are planned. Coaho-
ma’s new homes have substantially
affected the town’s residents.

“Even if we never built another
house, our children are being trans-
formed,” says MayorJones, a middle-
school principal. He remembers when
Michael Handy moved into his new
home. “Untilthen, Michaelwasaquiet,
withdrawn little boy. The day his fam-
ily moved, he ran into my office at
school, saying ‘You've gotto come and
see my house!””

Coahoma’s housing project is just
a beginning. World Vision is helping
the town develop a seedling business
and a literacy program. The town is
also drawing plans for a sewage sys-
tem, ajob training program, the devel-
opment of small businesses, and girls’
and boys’clubs. It’s a big dream for a
small town, but dreams come true in
Coahoma. O Barbara Thompson
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ty’s black director of social services.

The future of the Delta’s rural
poor—w hite and black—Ilies with the
many talented, aggressive leaders who
areemerginginalmosteverycommun-
ity. MayorW J.Jonesof Coahoma (pop.
350) has spearheaded a revolutionary
housing program that is dramatically
improving the town’s living conditions.
In Tunica, disabled veteran Joe Haw-
kins struggles to sustain the county’s
first black-owned and -operated gro-
cery store. Despite opposition, the store
employsfourpeopleand hasbeenoper-
ating for two years.

In Quitman County, the second-
poorest county in Mississippi, Rev.
Carl Brown leads the Valley Queen
Baptist Church in ministering to the
rural poor. Despite the church’s own

Growing old enough
to have a child and
collect a welfare
check represents
the same rite of
passage as landing
a first job.



Peart SeuHock. “If
we had a few
more people like
Peart, we could
change the whole

poverty, it serves
40 hot meals a day
and runs a shelter
forthe homeless. It
also distributes re-

lief supplies from South in 40
churches as far yean,” soys Rev.
away as California. Carl Brown.

“In the past,
religion for black
folks was a matter of simple revival,”
Brown says. “Now we take a holistic
approach. We say to our people, ‘Come
with us, and we will do you good.””

Inhersmall, three-room house, 85-
year-old Pearl Scurlock sitsin herarm -
chair like a queen on a throne. Dressed
in a bright plaid skirt, a flowered
blouse,and ared headband, she holds a
letter she wrote to government offi-
cials in Washington, D.C., about cuts
in Social Security payments. “We
worked hard and paid into the system;
now they want us to starve to death,”
she reads. “Someone needs to come
down hereto Quitman County and see
about us elderly people.”

earl,who attends Rev.Brown’s
church, isacolorful commun-
ity activist who is fast becom-
ingacounty legend. She began

cooking and cleaning on a cotton plan-

tation “when | had to stand on a block
to reach the counter,” and was forced
to drop out of school in the third grade.

After 60 years of working six and
seven days a week, Pearl retired with
crippling arthritis. “Whenlwentto col-
lectmy Social Security, I'had a terrible
shock,” sheremembers. “Myemployers
withheld it from mypaycheck, butthey
never paid the government.”

Like many otherelderly people on
the Delta, Pearl barely gets by on $360
a month from SSI, government funds

provided for those
without Social
Security. Despite
hercrushing pover-
ty and poor health,
she is an energetic
advocate for the
elderlyand the poor.
She also helpswith
her church’s food
distribution pro-
gram, organizes

“Ifyou're poor
and white, most
people don’t want
to help you," says
Sara Rumbaugh,
shown here with
herson Thomas
atthe Social Ser-
vices office.

votertransportation,and makes phone
calls for absentee-ballot drives.

“If we had a few more people like
Pearl,wecouldchangethewhole South
in 40 years,” Rev. Brown says.

Activists like Brown know that
substantial change will not come soon
tothe Delta. Talented, ambitiousyoung
peoplestill flee as soon as they are able,
and the average worker earned less in
the 1980s than in the 1970s. Schools
remain almost completely segregated.
Although blacks have won significant
political victories, they still lack eco-
nomic power.

The tension between the black
community and the traditional white
powerstructure simmers just beneath
the surface of almost every conversa-
tion. Rev.Brown has been the target of
numerous death threats, and foratime
was forced to travel with bodyguards.

“You struggle all your life until
you finally see the light at the end of
the tunnel,” saysoneblack leader,who
started a community-owned business.

idi '\ \Vicirthi a

“Then yourealize itmightbeabomb.”

Despite intimidation and fear of
reprisals, black and white leaders in
the Delta are beginning to work to-
gether. “The whole of Mississippiisin
ahelplesssituation,” Rev. Brown says.
“Young white people are sensing that,
even if our children don’t go to school
together, we can’t allow the Delta to
continue in its present direction.”
Brown’semphasis on serving the poor
in both white and black communities
has won over some of his most vocal
white opponents.

“There are deep scars for both
whites and blacks,” says MayorJones
of Coahoma. “Butthe time forbuilding
hate walls is over. All people have
wonderful qualities and all people have
weaknesses. We need to pool our
strengths and start working together.
Otherwise we are going to lose the
Delta and our country too.” 0O

Barbara Thompson is afree-lance writer
in Atlanta, Ga.



Faith
Temple

ROBERT ROGER?

For more infor-
mation contact
Faith House,

2005 Larmar St.,
Tampa, FL 33602.

FKOM Crack House

THE BODY IN MOTION
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to Fatth H O u Se BY MARILYN GARDNER

hen crack dealers and prostitutes
took over a vacant house behind
Faith Temple Missionary Baptist
Church in Tampa, Fla.,, members

nervous.” Yetalready she sees progress. “In the

beginning, at the least little noise, they would

tremble. Now it doesn’t seem to bother them.”
Faith House’s director of counseling, Robert

faced a serious problem: what to do witmtbse ceays, “I’'ve seen some complete turn-

demned church-owned residence, which vandals,
drug addicts, and termites had destroyed.

A wrecking company would cost more than
the dwindling congregation could afford. Calling
in the fire departmentto burn itdown, which the
city had done to other crack houses, seemed too
dangerous in this case.

The church’ new minister, Rev. Michael
Lewis, encouraged members to search for a posi-

tive solution. “We began to
pray to find a way we could
get involved in the war on
drugs,” says Lewis. The
congregation decided to
mortgage the church for
$25,000,then turn the house
into a foster-care placement
center forbabies exposed to
drugs.

One year later, dozens
of babies affected by cocaine
have been placed in foster
homes out of this three-
story white building, where
playpens compete for space
with desks and filing
cabinets.

“The Bible clearly
states that the church is
supposed to take care of
widows and orphans,”
Lewis says. “Knowing that
we’re fulfilling that obliga-
tion is very rewarding.”

“Wehave black babies,
white babies, brown babies,”

says coordinator Curtis Marshall. “Our primary
goal is to get the natural moms back with the
children. Oncewe locate them, ifthey’reondrugs,
wewanttogivethem counselingand treatment.”
Until then, babies are placed with licensed foster
mothers.

One of the program’s first foster mothers,
Naneita Redrick, cares for a 12-month-old girl
who tested positive for heroin at birth, and a 13-
month-old girl and her 3-year-old brother, who
both tested positive for cocaine.

“You have to use a lot more love and be very
patient with these babies,” Redrick says. “They
have periodswhen they’reirritable and extremely

arounds where the cocaine babies are responding
marvelously.”

The babies’ biological mothers have pro-
gressed far lessquickly. Theiragesrange from 19
to 31, and many do not know who their child’s
fatheris. “We’re finding the natural mothers are
not as concerned about their babies as | thought
they would be,” Lewis says.

Tracy Jordan, a supervisor at the Florida
Department of Health and Rehabilitative Ser-
vices, says, “Onsome level,the mothers probably
all dowant their babies, but just are not able to
follow through.” Even if they can get through a
drug rehabilitation program, they have to return
to their housing project, where dealers will often
givedrugs outfree atfirst to hook people. They’ll
even leave the drugs in mailboxes and under
doors,Jordan says.

Even so,Jordan says, one mother “has licked
drugs and alcohol and is almost ready to get her
child back.” Though Jordan emphasizes that
Faith House has not been operating long enough
to know how successful it will be in reuniting
families, she calls it a step in the right direction.

W hatbegan as the vision of one minister and
onechurch hasexpanded intoacooperative effort.
Lastyear, hearing that Faith House was running
out of money, members of Bayshore Baptist
Church donated materials and labor. At Christ-
mas they made “pamper baskets” for the foster
mothers, filling them with lotions and bubble
bath. And recently 25 members provided an eve-
ning out for the foster mothers, caring for their
children for five hours.

Across Tampa Bay in St. Petersburg, Faith
House has been a model for a Roman Catholic
foster-care program for drug-addicted babies,
scheduled to start later this year.

Faith House has also helped to renew the
spirit of Faith Temple. “We see the excitement in
members’ eyes when they get involved,” says
Lewis, noting that membership has risen from 40
to 300 since Faith House was established.

“No longer can we expect the world to walk
through our front doors on Sunday morning,” he
adds. “The church needs to become very active in
taking partin the healing of the total person.” O

Excerpted by permission from The Christian Science Monitor,
where Marilyn Gardner is a staffwriter.
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BY ROBERT
A. SEIPLE,
PRESIDENT

SPECIAL FORTIETH ANNIVERSARY SECTION

Living Between TWo
Anniversaries

hesignwas all too telling. “Fireworks,
one-half off.” For two weeks | had
watched the Skokomish Indians of
western Washington competitively

had an anniversary that they celebrated every
time they opened their mouth—their exodus from
Egypt. They couldn’t kick off an event, begin a
sermon,commemorate a feastday withoutrecall-

market their wares, in this case firewonlsthin phrase, “I am the Lord thy God who
anticipation of the Fourth of July celebratight you out of the land of Egypt, out of the

Fireworks are a traditional part of this anniver-
sary, and through one of those old laws that
allows for anomalies in the present, the Indians
were able to sell them.

Buttheanniversary had comeand gone. This
wasnow the fifth ofJuly. The symbol ofthe anni-
versary had its value reduced. You could now buy
firecrackersathalfprice. Itwould be anotheryear
before they commanded a higher value. Like the
half-price sales of wrapping paper the day after
Christmas, ourculture had unceremoniously told
usthatthe anniversary was overand itwas time
to be thinking about other things.

| think we and our culture have gotten it
wrong with respect to anniversaries. Certainly
independence and liberty are not a one-day hap-
pening,punctuated by firecrackersthatonly have
momentary value. Aswe watch liberty and inde-
pendence being fought over and struggled with
around the world, there ismore than a suggestion
that ourfreedom ought to be cause for perpetual
celebration. And, ifitis possible today to properly
unwrap the gift of the Christchild, the event that
caused the angelstosing should have usexchang-
ing the gift of God’s love every,day of the year.

« Something has gone wrong with anniver-
saries. Itneverused to be thisway. The lsraelites

house of bondage.” Both God and his people
received a special identity on that day. It was
written into the preamble to their constitution. It
was part of their birthright, their passport. It
linked theirpastwith theirpresentand gave them
hope and expectation for the future.

The anniversary of the exodus stood for free-
dom and justice underasovereign God. Itallowed
forthe people of Israel to be led back to the land of
promise by a Godwho always keeps his promises.
A people were to be whole and the God of the
exodus was to be made known to the nations of
the world through this one nation, called out, set
apart, set free to be all that God intended it to be.
“l am the Lord thy God who broughtyouout...”
All of the hopes and dreams, as well as the expec-
tations and obligations, for the nation of Israel
flow from this anniversary.

When the Israelites finally inhabited the
promised land, they built the most magnificent
temple in the world for the symbols of this God.
No half-price sales here. David and Solomon saw
to it:.the God who penetrated history through the



nation Israel would be remembered.

And God would penetrate history again, for
the good and love of humankind. “The Word was
made flesh,” an incomprehensible gift, the most
remarkable anniversary, one that could never be
devalued by God. Indeed, the price that was paid
forthis anniversary was ultimately a life that was
freely sacrificed on a cross.

Now the blessed hope of our day is that there
is one more anniversary to>come. The God that’
made himself known to Israel, the One who
finally sent his Son, will one day come again. In
anticipation of this anniversary, Paul instructs
Titus “to live sensibly, righteously and godly in
the present age, looking for the blessed hope and
the appearing of the glory of our great God and
Savior, Christ Jesus:” In a sense, then, we are
living between two anniversaries, our coming to
the Christ of Christmas and Christ reappearing
sometime in the future. Our lives are being lived,
between the planting of the mustard seed and the
full flowering of that tree someday with the king-
dom ofourcoming Lord. The two mostsignificant
eventsofhistory have been and are being directed
at those who would seek to embrace the God of
anniversaries. No half-price sales here.

n the midst of these momentous events.
World Vision is having .an anniversary. We
are 40 years old. In and of itself, the date is
not significant. As we are led back to.our

roots, howeyer,and as we anticipate our future,-a.

reflection is both legitimate and necessary. We
were founded in the-heart of an evangelist. May
we never'forget that. May we always hold, to the
cofe reason for our existence:—to point people in
the direction ofJesus Christ.: As We.live our lives
in the present, may we seethe world through the
eyesofJesus. May wecontinue to haveourhearts
broken by the things that break the heartofaholy-
God, And aswe look to;a Challenging future, may
our words and our deeds truly represent the.
whole gospel of Jesus Christ. . “
Thecal! upon each one of us from-the begin,

ning nee'ds to be matched today with an obedient. :

heart. The vision of founding fathers needs.to be
sustained today,through the implementation of '
accountability and integrity .'Thedreams ofthose

early days need to be translated into reality,'a

reality that'is better than the past and gives us
legitimate hope for futuredreams- Ifwe can do all
that; this will be an anniversary WQfth remem -
bering, one step along the way of God’s plan for-
the ages, anticipating the reunion yet to define,

Our lives
are being
lived
between
the plant-
ing ofthe
mustard
seed and
the full
flowering
ofthat
tree
someday.



]S jte ob Pierce, World Vision’s
founder, used to pray out
loud in his sleep, the legend

H i goes. It was not uncommon
for his traveling companions to be
wakened in the middle of the night by
mutterings in the dark from the bed
across the room. Prayers. They heard
prayers from a man so driven by
compassion for those in need that his
petitions on their behalf never ceased,
even in sleep.

Forty years later, the answers to
those prayers still live in the hearts of
thousands of people worldwide.
These people are child sponsors,
financial donors, countertop-donation
volunteers, and omto v
prayer partners.

They are emer- WKitr'K
gency relief work-

ers, development ' |L
experts, doctors,

nutritionists, and 5 *

administrators.

They are long-

range planners, f

fund-raisers, com- 1

puter experts, Mrffcll
Dr. Bob Pierce

mechanics, and
well-diggers. With

Christ’s compas- j ]
sion, they reach

MIGF
out to the poor, the \Jg -
resultofavision 2

that beganinan T T | fggnfg
evangelist’s heart %%
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Bob Pierce’s “world vision” first
took form with Korean War orphans.
It grew into an official organization in
1950, and gradually developed into a
ministry with six channels of out-
reach: child sponsorship, evangelism,
strengthening Christian leadership,
emergency relief, long-range devel-
opment, and challenging people of
plenty to reach out to the poor.

Facts, figures, and lists would be
one way to show the scope of World
Vision’s outreach during its first 40
years. But the ministry is not about
numbers and cold facts, it is about
people. World Vision’s ministry is
about changed lives, transformed men
and women, one at a time.

On the next few pages, a few of
those people will tell you their stories
in their own words.
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CHILD SPONSORSHIP

World Vision links sponsors with nearly a million needy children
worldwide. Benefits to sponsored children and theirfamilies include
education, health care, and community development.

Sandra Leticia Canel

Guatemala
Seamstress, age 18

Behind a cinder-block wall in Gua-
temala City, Sandra Leticia Canel climbs
asplintery staircase every weekday morn-
ingat 7:30 and sits behind a sewing
machine until 4:30. In the evenings she
goes to school.

Sandra started sewing when she was
8. When shefinishes secondary school,
she plans to study accounting.

Short of death, Chang Tae Ho' life
couldnt have gotten much worse than
when his mother abandoned him under a
bridge. He was a 3-year-oldpolio victim.

A Catholicpriest rescued him and
took him to an orphanage. For the next
eightyears, Chang sufferedjeeringand
teasing because of his lifeless legs.

When he moved to the Song Bo Won
Homefor Handicapped Children, sup-
ported by World Vision sponsors, it
turned his life around.

I ife in the orphanage was
I Kt hard. The other children
mmJM made fun of me because |
couldn’t walk. I cried every night.
When | heard about the Song Bo
Won Home, | applied for a place
there and was accepted.

Almost immediately after |
arrived, things got much better.
Nobody teased me for my handicap.

BRUCE STRONG | WORLD VISION

jfe# JjJ he happiestmomentofmy
I J§| lifewaswhen I became

I sponsored and started
attending the Carolingia Day Care
Center. I love that place. | started
going there when I was about 8
years old. Before then, | had no real

Chang Tae Ho

Korea
Watch repairman, age 29

Forthe firsttime in my life, | felt
loved. | felt that | really could be
something. | loved Mrs. Chea, the
director. She was like the mother
I never had.

I was very curious about the
way watches and clocks worked.
| started a five-year course in watch
repair and worked hard at it. Soon
| was the top student.

When | left the school, I put
that training to use. I now have my
own clock retail and repair shop.

Through my sponsor and Mrs.
Chea, I learned that nothing is
impossible. I know they prayed for
me, too. They will always be wel-
come in my shop!
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friends. I would just go to school in
the morning and come home in the
afternoon. But at the day care cen-
ter I made friends quickly. It was
the relationships | built, both with
the other children and with my
sponsor, that were most important
to me.

I love math. Numbers are so
important in every aspect of life.
That'swhy I wantto be an accoun-
tant. I will continue to sew while |
am in school, but after I graduate,
Iwantto be an excellent accoun-
tant, assisting people in a big fac-
tory or business.

If anyone is thinking about
sponsoring a child,  would say yes,
please do it. It’s important for
children to know that somebody is
remembering them, that somebody
who lives far away is thinking of
them fondly, and considering their
needs. It made such a difference
in my life.

SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD VISIO«



Tadekch Tadiesse

Ethiopia
Farmer, age 51

In 1984, when drought andfamine
gripped Ethiopia and killed almosta mil-
lion people, Tadelech Tadiesse lived in the
Ansokia Valley, one of the country's
hardest hit areas. The 31-mile-long valley
was a barren dust bowl. At the height of
thefamine, Tadelech Tadiesse and what
was left of herfamily sought help at a
World Vision reliefcamp.

Today life has dramatically improved,
bothfor Tadiesse andfor the Ansokia
Valley. Emergency assistance has evolved
into long-term development. Wells have
been dug, trees and gardens planted, and
farmers have received tools, seeds, and
fertilizers. The valley isgreen andfull of
life.

Today, in addition tofarming,
Tadiesse is a caretakerfor 55 sponsored
children.

n 1984, everyone was just

lying on the ground waiting

for food. They didn’t even

have the strength to brush flies

away. Then World Vision came,
and helped to bury our dead. Those
who died, even their bones will not
forget what World Vision has done.

Now you can see where the chil-

dren’s bellies are flat because the
drinking water is free from para-
sites. The children are clean. They
wash their hands, eyes, and faces.

EMERGENCY RELIEF

In 1989 World Vision assisted 1.3 million disaster victims,
providing reliefsuch as medical treatment, food, and shelter.

BRUCE BRANDER | WORLD VISION

I’ll care for these children

before | do anything else. The
benefit to the community is so
great. The children are our future
life. So I will always put this first,
then look after my farmland.



Benjamin
Grivalba

Guatemala
Farmer, age 49

COMMUNITY DEVELOPMENT

Development work enables a community to address its long-

term needs, such as a safe water supply, health care, hygiene, literacy,
and income generation. Nearly 1.9 million people

benefitedfrom community development work in 1989.

A wide, gummy grin spreads across
Benjamin Grivalba’ craggyface. He
squats proudly in his thriving onionfield
in Aldea Loma Larga, a tiny Guatemalan
village notfarfrom Honduras. With a
loanfrom World Vision lastyear, Gri-
valba boughtfertilizer and a water pump
for hisfield. That assistance helped him
more than double his cropyield this year.
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Halfhis crop went into the community’s
cooperativefund; he sold the other halfat
the market. With the profits, he repaid
the loan and set aside a little extrafor the
next crop.

he plot of land I’'m using to

grow onions used to be full

of rocks and old roots. Ero-
sion had made the land poor and
ourcropsweren’t good. We needed
fertilizer and better irrigation. W ith
my loan, I was able to reclaim my
section of land.

lam glad for the help we're
getting with our land. But 1 am also
grateful for the educational help.
Before World Vision came here, not
many people could go to school
through the sixth grade. 1 have only
a second-grade education. But now
we have people who are even going
on to secondary school.

I was born here. My wife, Sal-
vadora, and | will probably live here
for the rest of our lives. Life is still
hard, but now we see good results
from our work. We see our children
learning. It is better now.



SANJAY SOJWAL | WORLD VISION

Han Kyung Chik

Korea
Pastor, age 90

CHRISTIAN LEADERSHIP DEVELOPMENT

Pastors *conferences have offered training and encouragement
to over 100,000 ministers and church leaders serving in difficult
circumstances in more than 50 countries.

If it hadn 1 beenfor Han Kyung
Chiks unexpected meeting with Bob
Pierce on the streets of Pusan, Korea, in
1950, World Vision pastors ’conferences
might never have started.

Pastor Chikfirst met Pierce in the
spring 01950 when the young evangelist
preached in Chiks church. The churchs
response was so enthusiastic that Pierce
and Chik decided to hold a one-week
evangelistic rally in a nearby park. But
more than 5,000 people crowded under
the canvas tarps each night, and the one-
week crusade turned into three.

When war broke out in Korea, many
members of Dr. Chiks churchfled to
Pusan, where Chik and Bob Pierce unex-
pectedly met again.

n Pusan, Dr. Pierce kept ask-
ing me, “What can | do?” He
was genuinely concerned
with the state of the church and the
pastors.

I told him pastors had lost
everything—their churches, their
congregations, everything. I sug-
gested we get them together for a
meeting to encourage them, let
them share their burdens with
other pastors, and let them know
they are not alone. Dr. Pierce said,
“Let’sdothat.” Sowe started
planning the first World Vision pas-
tors’conference.

Forone week, Dr. Pierce
preached, taught, encouraged, and
admonished those pastors from
morning until evening. I interpreted
for him. He had a tremendous
amount of stamina!

He gave us strength to face the
uncertainty of the future, which at
that time looked very bleak. Bob
was a man of faith. When he was
with us, he forgot about everything
else. He gave us his whole heart.



EVANGELISM

World Visionjoins local churches and partner agencies all over the world
in offeringpersonal witness, Bibles, and Christian teaching.

STEVE REYNOLDS / WORLD VISION
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Nenita Ramos

Philippines
Teacher, age 28

Nenita Ramos grew up in a village in
the highlands of Luzon Island, Philip-
pines. She is a member of the Aeta tribe,
one ofthe Philippines’historically pushed-
around peoples.

Nenita grew up in a Christian home,
where shefell in love with the Word of
God. Ata Bible study in World Vision's
Pamitatambayan Childcare Project she
decided to become a missionary pastor,
taking the gospel to her people.

A World Vision scholarship enabled
Ramos to earn a degree in Christian edu-
cation. Today she is helping establish a
new church in a remote village.

versince I was a little girl,

I have dreamed of climbing

high into the mountains
and preaching the gospel to others
in my tribe. | used to practice
preaching in my room.

As lgotolder, | realized that
my people could not read and write,
and therefore could not study the
Bible. So | decided to become a
teacher. Iwould teach my people to
read and write. Then, when they
needed something to read, | would
give them a Bible!

Today I'm doing what I've
always dreamed of. | have my
teaching certificate, and am start-
ing achurch in one of the most
remote areas inhabited by my tribe.
My people love to hear stories, so
whenever | talk aboutlJesus, I tell
them his parables. Afterwards, |
always give an altar call. I couldn’t
think of missing an opportunity!



RANDY MILLER / WORLD VISION

Arthur Rouner

United States
Pastor, age 61

PUBLIC AWARENESS AND EDUCATION

World Vision highlights worldwide political, environmental, social, and
spiritual issues through television specials, videos, magazines, a curriculum for
Christian schools, and a cross-cultural learning program for church groups.

Fund-raising is only onepart of
World Visions “‘challenge to mission. »
Gettingpeople to look beyond themselves
and their own churches is perhaps even
more important. Getting them to see the
poor as real people whoyearn and grieve
and laugh and sweatjust like they do can
turn a church on its ear.

Itdid that to Arthur Rouner's
Colonial Congregational Church in
Edina, Minn. In 1982, Rouner went to
Kenya to look at some of World Vision’s
work. When Rouner returned, his church
greeted a profoundly changed man. In
time, that change swept through the entire
congregation.

hey didn’t need another old
ff. white guy over there. |

S realized there was no per-
manent role for me in Africa soon
after I returned from my first trip
there, even though 1 was so deeply
moved by what | witnessed that |
considered doing some kind of long-
term ministry there. It became
clear to me that it would be far
better if | stayed on as Colonial’s
pastor, to do what | could to be a
bridge-builder between middle
America and the heart of Africa.

During the next few years,
despite some real struggle we went
through as a congregation over how
much to be involved in this out-
reach, Colonial became a world
church. We now have friends in
Africa whom we pray for by name.
These people, their lives and their
destiny, have hecome very impor-
tant to us.

I hate to think what my life—
and the life of our congregation—
would be like if we hadn’t done
this. It’s a wonderful, risky adven-
ture. It has created in us a new
approach to life, so that now we
take chances and attempt things we
may have been afraid to do before.
Ifwe had turned our backs on the
challenge to help in Africa, we
would have started turning our
backs on other things God was
calling us to.

Contributors to this
FEATURE: RANDY MILLER, STEVE
REYNOLDS, RON WILSON.



“People dont suffer as a group, ”
writes Bob Seiplein One Lifeata Time.
" They suffer intimately, personally, and
ultimately alone.

One Life at a Time, which com-
memorates World Visionsfirst40years,
is a collection ofper-
sonal stories of suf-
feringand overcom-
ing. The following
is one of 30 stories
found in the newly
released book, avail-
able through Chris-
tian bookstores.

\When

™

have
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he time is 1950, six months
after the start of the Korean
I War.Oneofthecoldestwinters
on record has Korea in its icy grip.
Hundreds ofthousands of Chinese reg-
ulars had poured across the frozen
Yalu River just weeks before, com-
pletely changing the character of the
war. United Nations and American
forces were being routed. Miles of ter-
ritory were being lost every day.

Refugees by the thousands
streamed south along the peninsula.
Asword of the atrocities committed by
North Korean and Chinese troops got
out, the civilian population was in
stark terror. Christian churches
throughout the country held all-night
prayer vigils. Predawn services for
prayerand worship were packed in an
atmosphere of siege.

Picture the situation:

There is no electricity, no city ser-
vices are available. This iswar. It5four
oclogk in the morning, and today’
servffe isjust beginning. Inside thispar-
tic church, the temperature is eight
degrfes above zero.

Darkness

Its dark and unbelievably cold.
Thereareno chairs. Welcome. Pray with
us. Pull up thefloor and sit down.

The city is swollen with refugees.
Tension and anxiety and fear are writ-
ten on every face. Many in this room
trudged over200 milesfrom Seoul in the
dead of winter, leaving just before the
city fell to the invading army. Widows
who witnessed their husbands being
hacked to death gather their silent chil-
dren close to them. There is great, great
tragedy in this room, andpoverty such as
few of us can conceive.

Most are dressed only in thin, cot-
ton-padded clothes. Women hold tiny
babies tucked against their breasts, with
such few clothes as they have wrapped
around the children while they shiver
stoically.

What can they be thinking as the
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service begins and they sing? The words
are ones of comfort; the tears streaming
down theirfaces declare both their need
and their rejoicing in finding, in Him,
the answer.

W hen the song service is over, the
pastor begins to speak. He prepares to
take an offering. W hat folly is this?
W hat kind of offering could these peo-
ple possibly give? They had watched
theirhomes burn; many had lostevery
hope of an income of any kind. They



were sitting in the bitter cold in des-
perate need. An offering? Why?

The pastor speaks. “Our offering
this morning will go to the refugees
who are still streaming into our city.
They arrive here, as you know, with
their clothes torn, shivering in the
cold. Something must be done to help
them. We must share with these our
friends and brethren.”

What have these people left to
give?

UPI | BETTMANN

The pastor continues, “And so
thismorningwe will give an offering of
clothes.”

Sothatwas what they had to give
... the clothes from their backs!

Garment after garment after gar-
ment appeared. One man, emaciated
from his suffering, took off his jacket,
removed his vest and laid it on the
communion table. A mother took the
top sweateroffherpreciousbabe, tucked
the infant inside her own clothes

|Xefugees by the
thousands streamed
south along the
peninsula that

icy winter.

to keep her warm, walked to the table
infrontand gave thatone little sweater
to keep some other child warm.

All they had were the clothes on
their backs, and they were giving even
these because of what was in their
hearts.

John 1:5says, “Jesusisthe light of
the world...and the light shines in the
darkness.” That morning, darkness
gave way to light. The faith that had
gotten the people through thus far was
rock-steady even in the midst of suffer-
ing and death—and was translated
into a revolutionary demonstration of
Christ’s love.

The Marxist teachings that in-
spired somuch hopein theiradherents
and so much fearin those they opposed
have been shown to be tragically flawed
since this story took place. The revolu-
tion we need is notone of political sys-
tems, butofthe heart. Utopia, equality,
justice—these are ideas precious to the
mind of humankind but unattainable
withoutatransformed heartand spirit.

Yet the grace of God provides us
with the hopethateternal changescan
be brought about by flawed human
vessels. Our vision exceeds our grasp,
our hopes are not yet fulfilled, the evi-
dence of our faith is yet unseen. But
stories such as what took place that
bitter winter morning of 1950 remind
me once again that, individually and
together, we can make a world of
difference. O

Excerpted with permission from One
Life at a Time by Robert Seiple, ®1990,
Word Inc., Dallas, Texas.



PENNY
PINCHERS

what you read in the
papers. A penny doesgo a long
intoday’shousing market.

invest it.

Forexample, students at Bethel
College in St. Paul, Minn., pitched
in more than 100,000 pennies for 95
oftheirfellow students who planned

LITTER BUGS
THEM

m "olunteers came from all over
Dallas, Texas, to help local

w residents in West Dallas pick

up litter in an area known mostly
forhigh unemploymentand chronic
poverty. “Local churches are the
hackbone of West Dallas commun-
ity life,” says Kathy Dudley, who
started the annual spring clean-up
to strengthen community pride and
promote reconciliation. She says
church members poured themselves
into the event this year. “While we
had good support from all over the

SAMPLER

RESOURCES FOR
HELPING OTHERS
IN THE NAME

OF CHRIST

Compiled and written
by Ginger Hope

, »hd social\

You just have to know where thomes in Columbia, S.C. (Habitat

:r?eirsgper?n% ihina’s_withstanging’the\
break build- r turmoil not open M
ing homes
forthe poor.
The 95 stu-
dents added
tothatchunk
of change L
another $2,000 from other sources, \Christians {or terms NIk
and amatching grant from a South
Carolinacompanybroughtthe total
to $6,000. ,
Working together with Habitat mlllllottte 4
forHumanity, the collegiatecarpen-
ters contributed the $6,000 toward
materials to help construct five
for Humanity is a Christian non Main Street, 2955, M

profit organization that provides
decent, affordable housing to poor
people in the United States and in
Third-World countries.)

city, WestDallas people have proven
that they care about their environ-
ment.”

Besides local residents, vol-
unteers from Dallas businesses,

churches, and civicgroupsjoined in
the sweep of a 3-square-mile area.
Donated equipment and supplies
included portable toilets, trucks,
work gloves, trash bags, and donuts.
Other expenses were covered by
individuals who “sponsored” bags
of trash.

Dudley is the founder of Voice
of Hope, a non-sectarian organiza-
tion that operates a family-oriented
outreach center in a former school
building in West Dallas. It serves
the localcommunity by using Chris-
tian principles of self-help, evange-
lism, and renewal.

For information contact Voice
of Hope, P.O. Box 5102, Dallas, TX
75208; (214) 631-7027.
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ILLUSTRATIONS BY STAN SAKAI

Holiness occursin the
street,notalwaysin the
temple. Wherever hu-
manity finds itself, no matter how
tattered and torn, no matter how
lost and forlorn, is where liturgical
acts should take place. For here
there is vulnerability,
here it counts.
Ray Anderson in
On Being Human

A FRIEND ON
THE OUTSIDE

t of Lynda Hutchinson’s
ata Christian publishing
ghpany was to answer let-
ers from prison inmates and chap-
i lains requesting donated books. On
her own, Lynda began to collect
donated books or buy books at cost,
and ship them a few atatime to the
letter-writers.
Her mailing list grew by leaps
and bounds, and so did the volume
of mail she received from inmates.
They expressed their appreciation
for the fact that someone on the

“outside” took them seriously. Some
told how the hooks had brought
about Christian growth and even
changed lives and healed relation-
ships. Lynda’s start-small initiative
grew into her full-time occupation
and took on a name: Free Behind
Bars. Atlastcount, Lynda’s corres-
pondents numbered 1,500.

For more information, write
Free Behind Bars, 3875 Telegraph
Rd., Suite A-296,Ventura, CA93003.

PRESCRIPTION a

mMihe usual symptom for asset indigestion is a sharp pain
in the upperregion ofthe pocketbook, caused by an excess
buildup of capital gains tax, which occurs when appreciated
assets are sold.

IF

¢ Youplan to sell appreciated stocks, bonds, real estate,
acompany, or other properties;

¢ Youplan toreinvestpartorall ofthe proceeds to earn
income for yourself;

¢ Youwantto make acurrentand future gift to
World Vision;
Youwantto avoid paying capital gains tax and also
receive income tax charitable deductions;

Consider selling your assets with a Life Income
Charitable Remainder Trust.

To find out how the charitable trust prescription could work
for you, please return the coupon below or call toll-free
(800)426-5753; inside California, (800)451-8024.

I would like more information on the Life Income
Charitable Remainder Trust.

O Please call me.

Name

Telephone A L _— Besttimetocall

O Please send me information.

worldl vision

919 West Huntington Drive

City/State/Zip Code Monrovia, CA 91016

A&
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threw it in the wastebasket.
There it lay, its beady black
eye looking up at me, its
cattle-horn body misshapen
and awkward. Itwassupposed
to beabird in flight,butits base was
too light, so it toppled to one side
unless something held it in place.

I bought the poor thing in a
Honduran prison in the mid-1970s.
Some friends had planned the tour
and asked me to join them. | knew
nothingofHonduras’prison system
and was unprepared for the experi-
ence.

Inabrieforientation, an official
told us about the prison’s work pro-
gram. No food is provided for the
inmates. A prisonercansend ames-
senger for food (in exchange for a
tip);orhecan haveafamily member
bring itto him.Butmostofthe men
have no one to provide forthem and
must come up with the money to
buy whatthey eat. Each prisoneris
given tools and allowed time in the
prison workshop, where hecan con-
struct things to sell.

One of the men was working
with cattle horns. As | passed his
table, he beckoned me. | told him |
had no money. Naturally he did not
believe me—who had everheard ofa
North American with no money? |
opened my billfold to show only
small change. Still he begged. Tears
filled his dark eyes and his lips qui-
vered as he said softly, “Please,
lady, | haven’t eaten for two days,
and I'm hungry. Please!” His thin,
stooped body and the poorquality of
his workmanship convinced me he
was telling the truth.

One of my friends came by and
proudly showed me an intricate
wood carving she had bought from
anotherprisoner. I borrowed money
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from her to buy the wobbly bird.
She was astonished at my choice.
Theman’shand trembled as he took
the money and thanked me again
and again.

Formorethan 12years the bird
had been a symbol to me. It repre-
sented all those peoplewhose bestis
notgoodenough forus. Anditisnot
only their work that we find unac-
ceptable, butthe peoplethemselves,
as if their poorcraftsmanship were
somehow an extension of their vul-
gar humanity.

With our values so firmly fixed
on production and material things,
we discard those who do not fitour
standards for success, or our ideas
of beauty and grace. We reject peo-

BY NANCY EASTRIDGE

ttAn
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pie’s true identities, instead meas-
uring them by ancestry, physical
appearance, or education. In judg-
ing them, we lose sight of our own
shortcomings. We become superior,
perfected in their weakness,

I have no easy answers, no
quick fixes. Butif, in our busy day,
we could see each person as an indi-
vidual worthy of respect—not as
someone who does not meet “our”
standards—we could help each
otherand learn from ourdeficiencies.

In a fit of housecleaning, | was
aboutto loseavaluable possession. |
picked the ugly bird out of the trash
and held itinmy hands, remember-
ing again the pain and pleading in
the face of its creator. I propped itup
onabookshelf,inaprominentplace.
Thepoisedbirdthatcannothe poised
on its own reminds me that we all
need propping up, to some extent.
And Irememberaman who tried to
escape his prison by making a soar-
ing bird out of cattle horns. O

Nancy Eastridge isafree-lance writer
in El Paso, Texas.
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r. Milton Amayun knew many of
the Bible verses about trusting God.
It was easy trusting God back home
inhisoffice. Butasheand hiscompan-

ENCOUNTERS

ion fought death under the life-sapping sun of the

Sahara Desert, those verses seemed like words
frozen on paper. He needed to see the face of God.

June 28,1990, had begun asanormal day—as
normaladayascanexistinacountry where earth
and sky blend into dusty beigeand the red tongue
of the thermometer pants hard at 120 degrees.
Milton Amayun, a Filipino medical doctor, and
RachelBrown,aBritish nutritionist,were making
aroutine visitto a nutrition centerin Mali’s Sev-
enth Regionwhen aragged handful ofarmed men
waved their Land Rover to the side of the road.

The men, mostly Tuareg rebels from Chad,
used theirriflestoensure Amayun’sand Brown’s
undivided attention.

The rebels then drove off in their newly
acquired Land Rover, leaving Amayun and Brown
behind. They stood and watched the sand cough
up from the tires until the vehicle disappeared.

The doctor and the nutritionist spent the
nightin the village that had been earmarked for
their medical assistance. Staying longer seemed
unwise, since the rebels had already murdered
two doctors and several dozen other people.

The next morning, the two started walking
toward Intadeny, 66 miles of desert away. In the
midday blaze, that distance seemed as intangible
as a mirage. Sustained by the manna of Dr.
Amayun’s black bag—which included, among
other things, a four-day supply of food and $60—
they were able to reach an encampment where
theirU.S.dollarsrented them acouple of donkeys
and camels.

Throughout their ordeal, Amayun prayed.
But after the first 24 hours, alone in the desert
with hisweakening companion, hewasexhausted,
frightened, and fighting death like a child battling

~ Pray for the people whose dreams rise “only as high as
government subsidies” on the Mississippi Delta (pages 4-9).

t Thank God for the people in poor rural areas who still

fight for change, in Christ’s name (pages 4-9).

t Pray for Faith House as it cares for babies of drug-ad-

dicted mothers in Tampa, Fla. (page 24).

t Ask God to strengthen and increase Christian out-

reach to gang members (pages 26-30).

.rayer and love
are learned in the
hour when prayer
has become impos-

sibleandyour heart
has turned to stone.

Thomas Merton
sleep. He stepped
away from Brown
to gather his scattering thoughts.

Thiswasit. Thiswas theabyssofthe human
experience. He was staring into that abyss, and
there seemed to be nothing there. Still, in the
sun-scorched depths of his mind, his faith re-
mained intact. Finally he formed the words.
“God, you know where my heart is. If this is my
time to go, | am ready to die. But you have given
metwo babiesand awife. More time on this earth
would benefit them, and maybe others, too.”

Then he waited for the peace of life or death,
and the presence of God.

Atthatmomenthe feltthat peoplewere pray-
ing for them. “I talked to God; I could feel him; |
couldalmostembrace him.” His
faith had been tested and had en-
dured. Although nothing tangi-
blehad changed—notthe desert,
notthe heat, not the miles that
separated from life—the hatch
to the abyss slammed shut.

Step by painful step, they
persevered. On July 1, 1990,
dehydrated, fatigued, butalive,
Milton Amayun, Rachel Brown,
and theirrented animalsentered
Intadeny and safety. O

Anna Waterhouse
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the Playboys gang at age 11. Within
three years she was ajunkie. Inaworld
that admires the consumption of large
amounts ofdrugs, Sylviahad “arrived.”

Homegirls like Sylvia play a dual
role in gang life. They are the boys’
confidants and fellow warriors, but

, = they are also caretakers and lovers.
itstuf. Qrisag “When you have a boyfriend in the
faosst et ipean M B gang, he’ll treat you like a girlfriend,”
C Sylvia says, “but he can trust you also

B
3%
g

=
e

to carry hisgun and go shoot someone.”
ane

Girls are involved in every facet of
gang life today. They join early, usu-
ally by age 11 or 12. Older girls of 16 or
17 disciple them. They show them how
to dress, how to get high, how to do
battle. These young disciples and their
older “homegirls” are fiercely loyal

and as essential to gang life as the bet- CIIﬂ]ES n\%
ter-known “homeboys.” tO

Sylvia is a pretty woman in her ?ﬂn I’EB
early 20s. Makeup accents her delicate

face. Her hands are folded quietly in
her lap. A small diamond shines from I'm. I

her ring finger. The only incongruity hm 1(?3
in this portrait is the large, ugly rose

('\O

tattooed on her wrist to hide the scars W’B’“C
of heroin use. n’ﬁin . SHTCB
Sylvia joined [Je:1g0) g SO

. OTH ERS

I thegang | O V R R’\I?!
subculture, T T r7
women

areevenJ « A\"\E R IO R S A*

as tough as men. BY ANNA WATERHOUSE
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| Marlene

M J withtm
friends: “l didnt
think this wasall
there was to life.”



boyfriend, agirlfriend, and another cou-
sin, Rene, climb into her lowered luxury
PontiacLe Mans, “arealshowcar, "and
take offon a mission of mercy.

Fear is a constant companion.
Gangs members are marked—physi-
cally and emotionally—w ith the colors
of their gang. Going out alone is folly.
Yet the fear is coated with feelings of
community, a sense of belonging sel-
dom found outside the tribal gang life.
Members know there will always be
someone who cares—that they will
always haveaplacetosleepand food to
eat,nomatterwhatthecircumstances.
Inasociety that tells people to fend for
themselves, that is no small gift.

For children who feel like misfits
in school, gangs provide something
else: the feeling of being smart. There
are special signs, secret rites, cryptic
messages. It’s tough to survive on the
streets, and knowing how means more
to these kids than A’s on report cards;
it keeps them alive. Their knowl-

M hegang
JL expectsa lot
fromyou.” (Sylvia,
secondfrom left,
with currentgang
members.)

edge of narcotics, stimulants, and hal-
lucinogensequalsany medical reference
manual. They can read the labyrinth of
“safe” and “unsafe” streets. They are
expertswith various weaponsand have
the lastword ongang partiesand hang-
outs. In otherwords, they are authori-
ties in everything that is vital to the
turbulent streets of the inner city.

Darleneand herfriendsdrive toher
cousin’ house, and the courtis crawling
with Nuevo Estrada gang members.
Santos, eyes vacant and face blotchy
from booze and dope, sits quietly on his
front steps.

Angryfacesencircle thecar. “Where
youfrom?”’they challenge, and theystart
pounding on the car.

“We don't got no problem with
you, ’Darleneshoots back, butthepound-
ing drowns out her response.

“Where you from?” they insist,
growing more menacing. Darlene’ boy-
friend sits quietly in the car, his head
lowered. Atfirst, hercousin Rene tries to
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ignore the taunts. Finally, his honor at
stake, Rene shouts out his own gang
name, “FortMaravilla!l" and opens the
car door into a sea of bodies. Darlene’
girlfriend yells out “Lomas!” and a
dozen handsgrab ather. Asshesdragged
down, herskull cracks on the pavement.

Homeboysbeatup homegirls. Hus-
bands beat up wives. That is another
reality of gang life. Girls are expected
to pull theirown weight, yet the home-
boys make it clear that “all we’re good
foris having babies,” Sylvia says. And
have babiesthey do. Atleast 75 percent
of homegirls become pregnant in their
teens. It is not uncommon for a home-
boy to have a wife and several girl-
friends, all bearing his children. Ulti-
mately thisboys’club the girls struggle
so hard to belongtoisclosedtothem.As
theygrow olderand lessable to fightand
party, they find themselves trapped
with children and a boyfriend or hus-
band who relies on them less and less.

Their mastery of night life does

PHOTOS B JON WARREN



not read well on a resume. With no
future outside orinside the gang, these
tough girlsturn totheirchildren. They
try to shower their kids with the love
thatmostofthem haveneverhad. The
colors ofgang life fade into the dream-
like blur of a happy nuclear family—
father, mother, and babies.

But the reality is often more bru-
tal. The courts took one homegirl’s
children from her when her maternal
instincts could not keep up with her
drug habit. When she wentto the hos-
pital togive birth to herthird daughter,
“the nurses saw this pathetic hype lay-
ing there, needle marks all over my
body.” The staff refused to treat her.
She gave birth in a hallway, alone.
Before she even left the hospital, the
state intervened and tookherdaughters.

Darlene gets tired ofplaying peace-
maker. When one more girl yells out a
challenge, Darlene tears into her. The
Nuevo Estrada gang encircles the com-
batants. In the confusion and noise, Dar-
lene 5 boyfriend backs the Le Mans out of
the court and takes off. Darlene’ other
two companions manage to jump in at
the last second, leaving her stranded.

Yet Darlene is intent on preserving
the good name of the Lomas, and she is
all nails and punches against her oppo-
nent. The crowd urges them on. Just as
Darlene starts to win, someone hits her
on the head with a brick. The last thing
she sees before losing consciousness is
Cousin Santos, still sitting on his stoop,
crying like a baby.

JHESE
GIRLS DON'T
HAVETO ACT
TOUGH. THEY
ARE TOUGH.

Afewyearsago,girlgangmembers
wore Pendletonsand bandannas. They
were proud of their “war paint”—eyes
creased with heavy black eyeliner and
cheeks gouged with crimson streaks of
blush. Today,accordingto Sylvia, “girls
in the gangs take better care of them-
selves. They dress up real pretty. No
more false eyelashes with theirhair all
ratted.”

But underneath the new hairdos
and pristine dresses is still a seething
rage. These girls don’t have to act
tough. They aretough.

Helicopters circle overhead. Police
cars with dizzying red lights send the
Nuevo Estrada gang scurrying to their
houses. Darlene is taken to the hospital,
herface smashed, her nose broken.

The Lomas plot revenge. After all,
one of their own has been beaten; one of
theirfavoriteparty cars has been trashed.
They discuss options, including a mas-
sacre of Nuevo Estrada.

Finally they reach a compromise:
Santos has todie. He is the one who blew
it by lettinghis homeboys know that Dar-
lene was coming. His death can atonefor
that wrong. To prove her loyalty, Dar-
lene has to agree.

“Thegangexpectsalotfromyou,”
Sylvia says. “Say there’s a riot going
downand you have togoand kill some-
body because they kill somebody from
yourgang. Then it’s like, are you really
going to go down for your gang? Are
you gonna shoot that person or aren’t
you?”

Loyalty is the supreme virtue,
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especially in Mexican gangs, which
still ascribe to some semblance ofgang
tradition. The police are unsuccessful
at interrogations and make fewer ar-
rests than they might, because gang
memberswon’ttalk tothem. Theywork
out their problems their own way.

Darlene is confused. Despite his
“wimping out, ”” Santos is still her cou-
sin, andshe doesntwanthim killed. Yet
she can't appear weak; she has a reputa-
tion touphold. She has tocome up witha
solution. “1 'm the one that got my face
smashed in, ”” she tells the Lomas. “If
anybody’s gonna kill my cousin, it}
gonna be me. ”

The gang agrees. Darlene’ logic is
irrefutable. She is the perfect choicefor
executioner. Once again, Darlene and
her friends pile into the Le Mans and
head into Barrio Nuevo Estrada.

Darlene knows where her cousin
hangs. They search each likely haunt.
Theyfinally spothim walkingdown the
street. Darlene calmly aims hergun and



he may not look like a limited
Sedition to you. Butthis child is
one ofa kind. More valuable than any

artist's signed printorsculptor’ statue.

She is a unique and priceless
creation, lovingly crafted by the hand
of God.
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way. She is poor, hungry and hurting.
She needs the loving care ofa
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When you give $24 a month to
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fires. The bulletfinds its mark in his
arm—as she intends—and he takes off
running. “I couldnt let them kill him,
butl hadtoat leastshoothim, ’shesays.
“l was bound to my neighborhood to do
that. ”

Some gangs let rivals enter their
territory to buy drugs. Others shoot
interlopers on sight, no matter what.
Thereareneutral areas, and areas that
are impossible to cross. Some gangs
will form an uneasy alliance to geteven
with a third gang. Some gangs never
make truces with anyone. In any case,
the lines of loyalty can get hopelessly
intertwined.

Though Santos lives, the Lomasare
appeased. A hole in his arm testifies to
theirpower and mercy. An uneasy truce
envelops the two gangs. But something
bothers Darlene. In the initial battle, two
ofherfriends called out the name oftheir
gangs and threw themselves into the
fray. But her boyfriendstayedsilentand
then took off. Like a coward.

She gets on him. “How come you
left?" she demands. He says they had a
gun on him. “Didntyou see what they
didtome?"she replies. Hedoesntanswer.
Then the truth emerges. Nuevo Estrada
was her boyfriendsfirstgang. Hisprim-
ary loyalty will always belong to them.

Efforts to contain the gangs and
stem the destruction have proved inef-
fective. Beyond beefing up policeefforts
and halfhearted attempts to provide
minimum-wage jobs, society has few
real solutions; no substitutes for fam-
ily; no alternative common causes to
rally around.

Yetmany of the women caughtin
gangs are aching foraway out. Sylvia
says, “I remember sitting alone at
night at a party, getting loaded. And |
kept thinking, is this it? Isn’t there
something else besides getting loaded,
besides getting hurt, besides hurting
people? 1'd look at
the older people still
hanging out and
think, isthat me in
a few years?”

Darlene asked
herself the same
questions. “lIdidn’t
think this was all
there was to life. |
didn’t wanna be
nothing,” she says.

Despite the
trend over the past
several decades for
churches to aban-
don the inner cit-
ies, a few have
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stayed, and ministries have arisen to
provide alternatives and hope to the
gangs. Some gang members, including
Darlene and Sylvia, have received
Christ through Victory Outreach, a
church indowntown Los Angeles that
ministers to gang members.

Those churches and ministries
that are still operating in gang-ridden
downtown Los Angelesare discovering
a responsiveness and a hunger for the
gospel that is almost painful. Sylvia
says, “The other day, a girl from my
old gang called me. Her sister had
killed herself. They found her hanging
from a tree. She said, ‘You've been
serving God forfouryearsnow. I know
you have the answer for me and my
family. If you can make it, socan I.””

Jesus told the story of a man freed
from ademon. He likened the man’s life
toahousethathasbeensweptand put
in order but left empty. The demon
eventually returned with his cohorts,
and “the final condition of that man is
worse than the first.”

A frightened and angry society can
whitewash the graffiti, build more
jails, and avoid the bad parts of town.
Butthe emotionaland spiritual houses
of these lost, hurting kids remain
empty.

“These girls are heroic in their
commitment to the gang,” says Robert
Alvarado, pastor of Victory Outreach.
“They've taken up arms. If you can
rechannel that heroism, which starts
at the core of their existence, you can
turn them into warriors forJesus. But
the church itself needs to become
informed. They need to touch and feel
and walk with these kids. They haveto
see them as spiritual creatures, not
just as people with bad records or tat-
toos. We need the church to become
their gang, their focus.”

Darlene puts it this way: “It’s the
gang or it’s Jesus. It’s loyalty unto
death for one or the other. The ques-
tion is, which one?” 0O



BY TIM BASCOM

When Need had a

1% /w 'y first morning back in Nairobi,
I % / 1 Kenya, | had a hard time getting
| B out of bed, apprehensive about
v X-leaving my hotel. I rolled back the
coversand stared outthe window. Comeon, Tim,
Ithought. Faceit. Afterall, lwasn’t new to those
streets. | had attended school there as a mission-
ary kid, and I feltsure thatnotmuch had changed
inthe pastdecade. Con artists and beggarswould
still line the roadways, and itwould still be hard
to distinguish the crooks from the truly needy.
That’s okay, I thought. | ‘m notplanning ongiving
anything to anyone.

Sure enough, | had walked scarcely a block
from the hotel when a distinguished-looking Afri-
can with salt-and-pepper hair approached me.

“Hello,” he said. “Do you live here?”

“l used to live here.”

“Soyou know this place?”

“Some ofit,” I said as | studied him. He was
educated; that much was obvious from his com-
mand of English. But his suitcoat was worn.

“Soafteryouwenttoschool herein Kenya,”
hecontinued, “youwenttouniversity in America.
W hat did you study there?”

“English literature.”

“Aha. What are you doing now? Teaching or
journalism?”

I laughed. “Journalism.”

“I'know thesethings,” he said, “becauselam
a teacher by profession. But excuse me. Maybe |
am stopping you from doing something.”

“I'm only walking,” I'replied. We ended up at
a restaurant, where a friend of his joined us. |
bought them soft drinks.

Soon the two men began to open up. They
were Ugandan refugees who had fled when a
government official from another tribe threa-
tened to throw them in jail. They left their wives
and children behind and escaped to Sudan, where
rebels and government troops demanded they
fight in the civil war. They fled again, walking
across the wasteland ofsouthern Sudan to Kenya.

They had been in Nairobi for three weeks.
They had no money, no jobs, and were afraid of
being deported. Now they wanted to try entering
Tanzania, where they had heard the immigration
laws were less stringent.

Finally the pitch came. They didn’t have the
money to do this. Could | help?

| had been determined not to give money to
anyone, but suddenly need had taken on two
human faces. And those faces had names: Ashford
and David.

Maybe they were lying. Yet they had spoken

warmly of missionaries. “In Uganda,” they had
said, “everyone is corrupt. Some doctors will
makeyou sellyour last cow to pay forasingle pill.
Butnot the missionaries. We can trust them.”

Ifthey were learning trust from Christians, |
wanted them to keep learning it. They left with
almostall I'had. lwalked back to my hotelin such
a daze that 1 didn’t even see the young man who
had slipped up beside me.

“Hello,” he said shyly.

“Hello,” I replied, noting his light skin and
dark lashes.

“Are you from America?”
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“l'am from Som-
alia. There is much
fighting there.”

I nodded.

“They wanted
me to fight, but  wouldn’t. So | came here. But
here there isnojob. Nofood.lam always cold, and
I cannot sleep.”

“I'm sorry,” I said. “lI wish | could help, but
I've already given away what | had.”

“If Icouldjustgetto Uganda, | have arelative
in the embassy. He could feed me ...”

Hiswords trailed off. My God, | thought, they
shufflefrom oneproblem area to another like people
trapped in a burning building with no exits.

I reached the hotel, still deep in thought. Our
world has so many needs. | sometimes try to con-
vince myself that those needs are fabricated, to
keep from getting overwhelmed. As soon as | do
that, however, I become hardened, not only to the
swindlers,butalsotohuman beings with genuine
needs. Ican’trefuse someone simply because that
person might misuse my assistance. Unless I take
risks, God can’t show his love through me.

So have a good journey, Ashford and David.
And may God go with you. O

Tim Bascom, editor of Interlit magazine, lives in
Deerfield, 1.
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*/ tell you the truth, anyone who gives you a cup of water in my name
because you belong to Christ will certainly not lose his reward."

Mark 9:41 (NIV)

A n estimated 70 percent of the people of Ghana have no access to safe
water and must drink from contaminated sources that foster guinea worm,
schistosomiasis, and diarrhea. In some communities, up to 80 percent of
the population is incapacitated by guinea worm, a painful parasite which

drains both strength and morale. Safe water entirely prevents this disease.

In response to the need for clean water, teams of local people, brought
together by World Vision, are digging shallow and deep wells. Through
the Ghana Rural Water project, World Vision is using innovative
techniques and ecologically sensitive technology to increase a safe

water supply for drinking and agriculture.

Jesus recognized the value of a cup of cold water. Please help us offer
hope and opportunity in His name to the suffering people of Ghana.

Your support is vital.

YES, | WANT TO HELP!

lam enclosing: D$150 n$400 D$900 0O Other

Name—

Address

City/State/Zip

Please make your check payable to World Vision. Thank you.

Mail today to: World Vision/Ghana
Box O +
Pasadena, CA 91109 WORLDIVISION
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