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 Hello, Congregation! I would like to 
share my journey to Nicaragua. It was my 
first time there although I have deeply want-
ed to go for years. An opportunity came my 
way through Michelle Lyon who asked me 
to accompany the team members to Nicara-
gua to participate in a women’s retreat. 
Those whom I journeyed with were: Anna 
Jenkins, Kathy Linder, Annie Obermann, 
Julie Reed, Ingrid Olsen, Michelle Lyon, 
Diane Gibbs, and Jane Mirandette. 

 
 Let me back 
up a bit. For 
those of you 
who are new to 
Council Tree, 
about seven 
years ago a 
group of us met 

in our home library to discuss the possibility 
of partnering with members of Council Tree 
and those of another congregation in a for-
eign country. We believed God gave us a 
vision but weren’t sure what it would look 
like. As we talked and prayed, Jane Miran-
dette encouraged us to look into Nicaragua 
since she was a part-time resident there. 
She knew the country very well and agreed 
to help us with a launch. We worked with 
Merge Ministries, a partnering agency with 
Covenant World Missions and Ameya/
Council Tree was born! 
 
 This year, May 15th-19th, nine of us 
went to a coastal area north of Managua to 
meet 80 plus women from the U.S. and 
Canada who live and work in Nicaragua in 
various capacities. Jane and our driver Ed-
win picked us up and took us to the resort 
where the conference was hosted. My eyes 
and ears were on overload as I took in the 
sights, sounds, and smells of this country. 
We traveled quite safely because the roads 
in Nicaragua are in perfect shape. (Daniel 
Ortega takes credit, but the good roads 
were the work of past presidents and World 
Bank loans!)  

 
 This land of paradoxes 
offers nice amenities for 
some but not so nice for 
others. I viewed the land-
scape and witnessed the 
donkey carts and the large 
trucks. It is VERY HOT in 
Nicaragua.  There was air-
conditioning and not so air-

conditioning. Many of the women who came 
to the retreat live in small houses with large 

families and do not have air-conditioning. 
They have given up their North American 
luxuries to teach, care, and love on the Nic-
araguans. 
 
 Michelle did a fine job of giving us the 
Word of God, the story of Lazarus. She en-
couraged us to have our grave clothes re-
moved by God so we could see better and 
let the stink roll off. It was a vivid description 
of renewal and resurrection. We heard from 
Anna Jenkins, Diane Gibbs, and Julie 
Reed. They encouraged us to let go of se-
crets and be real and vulnerable with one 
another. Just the sort of thing we can all 
hide from. 
 
 We enjoyed the swimming pool in the 
90 degree heat and humidity and had many 
long talks with the women at the retreat try-
ing to keep cool. That was an unexpected 
treat! We said goodbye on Sunday noon to 
the Nicaraguan team and left for Managua 
where we spent the night de-briefing, feast-
ing, and celebrating all that God had done.  
 
 Jane 
and I saw 
the U.S. 
team 
off the next 
morning, 
and then 
we headed 
on another 
journey. I 
was given the opportunity to spend a few 
hours in a truck with Heather and Esau, a 
young couple who live in Nicaragua and 
work for Merge Ministries. I learned some 
Spanish, laughed at Jane’s jokes, and once 
more saw a new part of the country as we 
traveled west to Chinendega to meet pastor 
Francesco Martinez of the Ameyan church. 
 
 When I met Pastor Francesco I got all 
choked up because I realized that from the 
first meeting in 2007 in our library, it had 
taken me seven years to finally get to Nica-
ragua and now meet the dear man our 
church has so closely worked with. It was a 
defining moment for me—a sweetness, a 
thankfulness in my heart for all that God 
had done. Team after team has gone to 
Ameya to love on his church, create a chap-
el, library, community center, classrooms, 
bathrooms, etc. It was all so beautiful! 
 
 Heather, Jane and I put on a mini 
retreat for the Ameyan women that after-
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noon. Esau was our dedicated translator, 
and we each shared something of what 
God had done for us. Jane led a teaching 
on the Parable of the Seed with motions 
and gestures that made the women shake 
their heads in delight. We worshipped the 
Lord in song and then asked the women to 
come forward for a blessing if they liked. 
About 60 women responded as we prayed 
with them, and the love poured through 
from the Spirit. 
 
 With Jane there is always a celebra-
tion, so she had arranged for cakes and ice 
cream so that all who were there could 
come and enjoy. We had enough for about 
75 and it was truly the loaves and fishes. 
Everyone enjoyed the dessert, and we went 
away shaking our heads. “Did you just see 
how there was enough cake for each one?! 
Jane told me during the cutting of the cake 
that this would be the only meal for some of 
them that night. Of course, our hearts 
broke. 
 
 The agenda for that day included a 
dinner out for Pastor Francesco, his wife 
Maritza, and their daughter Saraie. A few 
more wanted to come so, in all, we fed 
about 15 people at Rosti-Pollo and had fun 
feasting on the chicken and potatoes. All 
went away full. 
 
 Thinking the day was over, we were 
invited to come to the home of Frank Rivas, 
a beautiful brother in Christ who had gifts 
waiting for us. Exhausted as we were, we 
knew that God had something wonderful 
planned, so we piled in the trucks and 
headed to Frank’s home. It was a beautiful 
home in Chinendega with lively colors on 
the walls along with Christ-centered words. 
If anyone had doubts about Frank’s rela-
tionship to the Lord, they vanished. We 
were given each a gift sack filled with good-
ies, and his wife Mariella had made frozen 
fruit for dessert. That was perfect since we 
were dripping with sweat! 
 
 Saying goodbye was hard, but off we 
went to our hotel and crashed. The next 
morning after breakfast we headed east, 
this time driving four hours to get to San 
Juan del Sur, the home of Jane and also 
Edwin, our driver. Again, I watched the 
scenery from the window, talked in Spanish 
as best I could, and enjoyed the gas station 
stops of chicken and French fried potatoes. 
Heather and Esau were my backseat hosts 
and again—we laughed, told stories and 
remarked about the previous day’s events. 

 
 Arriving about 2:00pm, I was instruct-
ed by Jane to get ready because we were 
“going out!” She had things to show me! On 
a whirlwind tour she showed me the streets 
of San Juan del Sur and her library for the 
community. After all these years I finally got 
to see one of Jane’s libraries built for this 
special community. Jane’s philosophy is: “If 
you can learn to read, then you can read 
God’s Word.” 
 
 The library was filled with children. I 
couldn’t have been more humbled and 
proud of all that God had done through 
Jane’s efforts. The Rotary Club of Gillette, 
Wyoming spearheaded the construction 
and finances to see that this library was 
completed. How great is that! God’s people 
are everywhere! 
 
Wait...there’s more... 
 
 We went to her pleasant home, rest-
ed for five minutes, and then went to watch 
as the vendors came by with their wares. 
Who could resist?! But, the person that has 
stuck in my heart the most was a young girl 
of maybe 14 or 15 who came by asking for 
money...and she was pregnant. I watched 
Jane hand her some cordobas. Then Jane 
proceeded to ask her to show up at her ho-
tel the next morning, and Jane would help 
her. Sure enough, she was there by 
8:00am, and Jane’s staff gave her break-
fast, and then she was to go to the library 
for the day, a safe place where she was 
given a book on pregnancy and clothes and 
shoes. 
 
 We had breakfast with two CNN 
news writers who came to volunteer in 
Jane’s mobile library...serving some 35 lo-
cal communities around San Juan del Sur. 
The next day Jane was going to meet with 
Phyllis M. Powers, the U.S. Ambassador to 
Nicaragua who had asked to tour the new 
library.  My head was spinning because I 
truly got to witness AND experience Jane’s 
marvelous world. Doors seem to open for 
her constantly, and I was glad to see it. 
Then I left for the airport another two hours 
away! Thank you, Edwin! 
 
 I will be forever grateful for this op-
portunity, and now I’m hoping to return with 
my husband in tow. I’m certain he wants to 
learn Spanish, too! 
 
 God is good...all the time...Yes, God 
is good. 
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“I	almost	walked	

away	from	my	

faith.	“	

Hi my name is Scott Trout. I am the 
third son of Brian and Connie Trout. I have 
grown up in this church. Even before I 
came out of my mom’s womb, the people 
of ECC were praying for me. Tom Glossi 
dedicated me before the entire congrega-
tion. Brad Fightmaster made faces at me 
during the services. Karby Goldfain put up 
with me in Sunday school. Brent Bromstrup 
gave one of the first sermons I can remem-
ber at Covenant Heights. Steve Savig 
asked me to help fold the green mats when 
we were still in the gym. Bert Wright took 
me on my first Bigger and Better night 
when I joined the middle school youth 
group. Francis Way put my acting talents to 
use. Jesse French hosted Ta-
co Talent night with me. Joe 
Thackwell gave me a fire for 
God. And all through the 
years, you all have continued 
to be my church family. 

 

For those of you who 
don’t know, I am going out to 
Corvallis, Oregon to go on 
staff with The Navigators at Oregon State 
University. I will be joining the EDGE Corps 
program. It is the Navigator’s strategy of 
ministering to college students by sending 
recent college graduates or young adults to 
campuses under the leadership of a cam-
pus director. EDGE stands for Evangelism, 
Discipleship, Growth, and Experience. I will 
be leading small group Bible studies, meet-
ing students in the dorms and on campus, 
starting spiritual conversations with non-
believers, and discipling current student 
leaders within the ministry. 

 

This will be a two-year ministry in-
ternship for me. Through it, I will get a 
glimpse of what full-time ministry looks like. 
After EDGE Corps, I will have a better idea 
of what to do with the rest of my life. EDGE 
is not a paid position. I have to fundraise 
my salary for the year through the dona-
tions of friends, family, and local churches. 
This includes all ministry expenses, living 
expenses, travel expenses, training ses-
sions with the Navigators, as well as over-
head administrative costs taken care of by 
the Navigators.  

 

I am very excited for this work. I 
graduated in May from the University of 
Wyoming with a huge heart for college stu-
dents. College is a time when young adults 

begin to live their lives outside their par-
ents’ influence. Unfortunately, many Chris-
tians walk away from their faith after going 
to college. There is a real need for God’s 
workers on the college campuses.  

 

I almost walked away from my 
faith. God was not my priority my freshman 
year at UW. My goal was to become fa-
mous as an actor. Everything I did was 
driven by the single goal of being well-liked 
by everyone. It took some brave Christians 
to challenge me, saying, “Scott, you say 
you are a Christian, but your actions speak 
otherwise.” Adam Sperling, the Wyoming 

Navigators campus director, 
started discipling me at this 
time. He showed me by exam-
ple how to live a God-centered 
life. Adam helped me turn my 
life around and gave me a fire 
to make disciples. I want to 
influence students’ lives like 
Adam influenced mine. 

 

I am doing EDGE Corps be-
cause this is what God is calling me to do. 
It took me some time to accept this calling. 
At the start of my senior year of college, I 
planned to move Chicago to act with im-
prov groups such as Second City. I fought 
hard against God at the thought of doing 
full-time ministry after college. This decision 
was made especially difficult because a 
Christian movie company, based out of 
Cheyenne, Wyoming, expressed interest in 
casting me as the lead in a movie they 
were producing this summer. I declined 
their offer because the time commitments 
for this movie would have made it impossi-
ble to devote attention to the full-time fund-
raising I am now engaged in.  

 

God has been reassuring me that 
EDGE Corps is not the death of my dreams 
of acting. In fact, it is quite the opposite. I 
know that God gave me a love for acting, 
and He will use it for His purposes. I am 
excited to see how God will use theatre in 
my ministry next year. 

 

Through my time in Oregon State, I 
want to learn how to influence those 
around me and spread the good news of 
the Gospel. I want to see the men of my 
generation come to know what true Biblical 
masculinity means, complete with the confi-
dence of knowing that they are loved and 

Off on My Own Oregon TrailOff on My Own Oregon TrailOff on My Own Oregon TrailOff on My Own Oregon Trail    
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valued as sons of God who made them for 
a purpose and is calling them to minister 
outward. God has shown over and over 
how much of ministry is simply showing up 
and making ourselves available for God to 
work through us.  

Thank you, Church family, for all 
your support throughout the years. Thank 
you for making yourself available to help 
me grow in my faith in Jesus. I will try to 
pass it on! 

 
Scott has written 3 poems  The 

poem titled “This is me” is one that he 
shared in front of the congregation and it 
describes himself if he had 2 minutes to do 
so.  It is one of the first poems he wrote as 
an assignment for Acting. The poem 
“Brokenness”  chronicles his first love in 
high school, which was his old Mazda 626.  
It didn’t have reverse and the driver’s side 
door didn’t open.  She was white and beau-
tiful and he named her Lindsey.  The poem 
is about how he loved her despite her de-
fects, which is exactly how God loves us.  
Lindsey taught Scott that life isn’t about 
performance, it is about coming to grips 
with our brokenness and seeking out our 
Fixer. 

 

I Beg to Differ 

Most people think the heart is 
a beautiful thing, something 
to be admired, something 
to be described, subject in 
songs that we sing. They 
might say the heart is the 
epitome of life 
--where love happens; 
where blood meets pas-
sion; where reason is lack-
ing, and logic gets packing.  
Where we jump head first 
into things, and we fall 
head-over-heels over 
things, and we crawl 
through the muck and the 
mire toward the thing that 
we are all striving for: 

Someone to be there.  
Someone to be there when we 

don’t have the strength to 
go on. Someone to kiss us 
every morning we wake up. 
Someone to love us even 
though our jackets worn, 
and our smile’s torn, and 

try as hard as I may, I can’t 
seem to keep my body 
warm.  

A companion. For life. Who 
gets our ins and our outs, 
our faith and our doubts, 
our ups and our downs, our 
laughter and our frowns.  

Yeah. . . When you put it that 
way the heart is a beautiful 
thing. Worth admiring, 
worth describing, and worth 
singing about in songs. 
And they might goes as far 
as saying: to look for love 
is the greatest pursuit in 
life. 

But I beg to differ; the heart is 
a pisser, a cheeky little 
bastard with one goal in 
mind, that’s the disaster for 
my soul.  

So I say NO. It’s not cute and 

fluffy, it ought to be caged, 
staged, put on trial, execut-
ed and thrown out as 
waste. I haste to remind 
you that your heart is inside 
you turning you this way 
and that looking for love. 

So I say give it a shove be-
cause the heart will only 
hurt you and it ought to be 
expelled. It’s not a gift 
from above. Its not a beau-
tiful dove. It has one func-
tion and that is concerning 
your blood. Its job is to 
pump blood from point A to 
point B, so why are we 
giving it characteristics that 
are so damn silly. 

See, my heart is like a love-
sick yuppy, golden retriever 
puppy, going from per-
son to person, asking 
“Does anyone want to love 
me?” So, I’m taking it to the 
pound, where it can’t be 
found. Where bars and 
steel cross-hatching negate 
the sound of its longing 
cries, and its woeful sighs 
and it’s keeping me up all 
night with its puppy dog 
eyes. 
The memories 
The images 

From theatre at the University of Wyoming to ministry at Oregon State, Scott Trout 

jumps into full time collegiate ministry with The Navigators 
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Scott Trout 

The heartache$ 
The loneliness 
the bitterness 
For God’s sake... 

I’m done with it. I’m through 
with my heart. Most people 
think the heart is a beautiful 
thing. But I beg to differ. 
The heart is deceitful 
above all else. It is desper-
ately wicked. Who can 
understand it?  

 (Jer 17:9) 
 

This is Me 
If you were given two minutes to describe 
yourself, what would you say? 
This is what I said: 
Ultimately, who I am isn’t about what I do, 
It’s about the why, the how, and the who. 
It’s about what makes me passionate, what 
makes me click. 
See I’m interested in things that were made 
to stick. 
 
I’m passionate about life, 
And living it to the full; 
I’m passionate about living, 
And doing nothing that is dull; 
I’m passionate about doing, 
And not living by fear; 
And I’m passionate about saying  
“I love you” to the ones I hold dear. 
 
I’m passionate about theatre 
I hope that much is obvious. 
Telling a story is the thing that unites all of 
us. 
But I am not in this for the money, 
I’m not in it for the fame. 
I’ve been given a gift and God is to blame. 
He’s the reason I do everything—Healer of 
my past. 
It’s because of him, I want to tell stories 
that were meant to last 
For eternity. So let’s give credit where cred-
it is due. 
I mean He is the one who made me and 
you. 
So now you know where I stand so there 
can be no misconception: 
I’m a Christian by re-birth, and a disciple by 
profession. 
Yeah you could say I’m about Christening, 
Putting Christ back in everything. 
My name is Scott Trout. These are the 
things that I’m about. 

Thank you for listening. 

Brokenness 
This is a poem I have been working on for 
a while now. 

 
It’s about my first love.  
 

I knew her in high school. That’s right can I 
get a little what-what for young love. 
 

We did everything together. We trav-
eled together. We laughed together. 
We learned together. In fact, she 
made my three years at Poudre High 
School the best years ever. 

But more than that, this poem is about me. 
It’s about life. It’s about searching for some 
and never finding it. It’s about me finding 
my worth in things--things like the sleek 
leather feel of a Lamborghini door, or the 
nakedness of a girl when my heart’s feeling 
soar, or the numbness of alcohol and al-
ways needing more; or by the amount of 
friends I have out on the dance floor. 
 
But no matter what I choose, no matter 
what I try, I will always come up empty. 
Something is always missing. And I come 
to the realization that I’m broken.  
 

I’m broken. 
 
I’m broken like an old Mazda 626 made in 
1989--too beat up to work, too proud to 
whine. Running off unleaded, the driver 
side door doesn’t open cause it’s broken. 
Broken to the point that the transmission’s 
going out—like a real house of Trout, it 
doesn’t have reverse.  

Put it in reverse, and she rolls forward. 
Put it in neutral, and she sputters out. 
Put it in drive, and she rumbles from 
her snout. 

 

She’s like a dream, my first love, my one 
and only, my high school sweet-heart. 
        
        Off, White, and Unbridled. 

Fun, Cute and Unbrittled. 
Stoic, Old and Belittled. 
Family-Friendly and Story-Riddled. 

Where do I even start? 
 
I loved her so much amidst all of her quirks, 
all of her little idiosyncrasies, all of these 
things that people call brokenness. All I 

Off on my own Oregon Trail Off on my own Oregon Trail Off on my own Oregon Trail Off on my own Oregon Trail                      
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But no ma!er what I 

choose, no ma!er 

what I try, I will al-

ways come up emp-

ty. Something is al-

ways missing. And I 

come to the realiza-

�on that I’m broken.  

saw was perks. And I couldn’t help but 
smirk as I drove her round town, donning 
my aviators or my rim top, 70’s pop, fa-
ther’s glasses without any lenses. Yeah, I 
thought we were pretty fly, and I couldn’t 
understand why we always got sniggers. 
Was it her or was it me? Doesn’t matter we 
were a team. 

 
Man and his Mazda.  
Mazda and her man. 

 
Her name was Lindsey. A name that 
screams beauty. Gave her a personality 
just shy of humanity. See, Humility preced-
ed her because everyone overlooked her, 
that is until they meet her and seriously she 
couldn’t be sweeter. 

 
Yeah sure she’s broken, but what is 
brokenness. Nothing more than a car 
with character. She lasted through 4 of 
us brothers. Guiding us well in all of 
our adventures. Nate, Scott, Casey 
and Trevor. Compared to our minivan 
she was like a cool car. In terms of a 
Previa, she was like a sports car. In 
the mind of a high-schooler, she was 
definitely a dream car. . . at least for 
me.  

 
See to everyone else my car was a joke, 
but I loved her so much even if her talents 
were broke. And isn’t that a metaphor for 
life, or didn’t you note, there is someone 
you loves you no matter what you do. 
 
It’s true, and if this is the first time you are 
hearing this, let me lay it out for you: 
 
There’s somebody up there who loves you. 
There’s somebody up there who is proud of 
you. It doesn’t matter what you’ve done or 
what you do, He will always be there right 
beside you. He’s waiting for you. Moreover 
He wants to have a relationship with you,  
and in our brokenness, He loves us. 
 
Where do I even start? 
 
He loves me so much amidst all of my 
quirks--all of my idiosyncrasies--all these 
things that people call brokenness, all he 
sees is perks. And he doesn’t smirk when 
he looks down because he’s smiling. Ea-

gerly awaiting the day we’re reunited and 
we’re climbing. With no hope in heaven of 
getting there, but He delights in our trying 
because it’s not about performance. It’s not 
about doing---good deeds and God Al-
mighty Smoozing. It’s not about proving--- 
your high and might Christian status with a 
can of whoop ass and worship entitled sin-
ner abusing. It’s not about producing—the 
perfect Christian resume complete with 
missions, and preaching, and round the 
globe cruising.  
 
It’s not about performance, It’s about bro-
kenness. 
 It’s not about performance, it’s about bro-
kenness.  
It’s not about performance, it’s about bro-
kenness.  
 
For the sacrifices of God are a broken spir-
it. A broken and contrite heart, Oh God, 
you will not despise.  
 
See don’t you get it. Lindsey, My Mazda, 
was worthless. A junk-car for the junkyard. 
But my love gave her worth. And how much 
more from the God that gave you birth. 
Yeah sure, she’s broken, but what is bro-
kenness? Nothing more than a car in need 
of a fixer. And when you partake of His 
Body and drink his blood, it is that life-
giving elixir. And knowing me, and knowing 
my brokenness, I couldn’t be there quicker. 
No I don’t need a sticker, just give me my 
savior. 
 
So like I said, this poem is about me. But 
more than that it is about all of us. It is 
about life and how we choose to live it. I’m 
about to wrap things up, so come. Come 
take of his cup. There is only one choice 
worth choosing. There is only one life worth 
losing. And there is only one way to fix your 
brokenness and get healed. 
 
So stop trying to fill your life with things. 

Things like: the sleek leather feel of a Lam-

borghini door, or the nakedness of a girl 

when you’re heart is feeling sore, or the 

numbness of alcohol and always needing 

more, or by  the amount of friends you 

have out of the dance-floor. Invitation is out 

there. Open Door. 

    

continuedcontinuedcontinuedcontinued 
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...personal	rewards	
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(In and) Out of Africa(In and) Out of Africa(In and) Out of Africa(In and) Out of Africa    
To the University de Shalom Bunia, DRCTo the University de Shalom Bunia, DRCTo the University de Shalom Bunia, DRCTo the University de Shalom Bunia, DRC    
  A few months ago, the church 
prayed over me for my trip to Africa. My 
trip was organized by EMI, a Christian 
based group that organizes and leads 
teams to provide design & engineering 
services around the world.  Thank you 
church! Here is my report back to you.   
 
 Finding out that I would start with a 
flight to Amsterdam, I was able to go a few 
days early and see the city as an architect, 
and visit Trish (Flynn) Van Engelen, Con-
nie Trout’s niece.  We have followed her 
outreach there for some time, and she was 
expecting  (now has baby girl!).  Our group 
of volunteers from Canada, US, & Germa-
ny met at the Amsterdam airport, and from 
there we flew to Entebbe Airport in Ugan-
da.  At the time, Entebbe presented a 
scary sight - heavily guarded, dark and 
very “third world”.   The next day we flew 
in a very small plane to our destination city 
- Bunia - in the Democratic Republic of the 
Congo (DRC).  
 
 Bunia is a city of 
360,000, just north of the 
equator, in the far NE corner 
of the DRC and built on rela-
tively flat sandy plains.  
There are roads, but virtually 
no pavement – while there 
we witnessed the paving of 
their main street for the first 
time in 30 years.   Transpor-
tation is what you might expect – a few old 
cars, bicycles, motorcycles & scooters, 
people walking – all sharing the road.  
There are several Universities, lots of 
churches (Christian and Muslim) and bars.  
The primary language is French, but Eng-
lish is common as well.  The bars have 
loud music and stay open until 4:00am.  
The equally loud Muslim prayers begin 
broadcasting at 5:30 and windows are 
open to catch the cooler night air.  Sleep 
was precious!      
 
 We were greeted warmly at the 
University de Shalom Bunia (USB). Sha-
lom means peace – a precious commodity 
in a place that has seen more than its 
share of internal strife.  The name comes 
from a time when a final battle that 

seemed destined to take place in Bunia 
was headed off when respect for the Uni-
versity campus by opposing parties led to 
a peaceful settlement.  Although the DRC 
is considered a dangerous place to be by 
the international community, we felt safe in 
our time there.         
 
 We quickly organized for our mis-
sion – to provide master planning for their 
campus expansion dreams, which includ-
ed new classroom space, housing, a clinic 
and Chapel for over a thousand people.  
We had water quality engineers doing 
tests, surveyors using GPS to map the 
campus, an electrical engineer evaluating 
their power grid, and myself with an arch 
intern and structural engineer looking at 
buildings.  We met daily with their Campus 
Design Advisory Group to present our pro-
gress and hear their critiques of our work.    
 
 Relationship building took place 
quite naturally as we discussed their aspi-

rations, walked their cam-
pus, ate their meals, and 
interacted with faculty, stu-
dents, and children of stu-
dents and staff.  What pow-
er we saw in their positive 
attitudes, their faith, and 
their hopes for the future!  
They have a vision of virtu-
ally everything we have in 
our privileged environment.  

There is housing (primarily outdoor toilet 
facilities, outdoor cooking, no need for 
heating, no cooling).  There is internet ser-
vice (intermittent and slow) – savvy stu-
dents use cell phones and the internet, 
and communicate through Facebook, Twit-
ter, email, etc.  A pivotal change - Africa is 
no longer isolated by extreme distance.     
 
 We met many amazing people.  
Please Google wrestler Justin Wren who 
hung out with us quite a bit.  See “Justin 
Wren’s’s path from drug addict to Christian 
missionary.”  His journey and heart for the 
Pygmy population of Africa is incredible.  
We met the “basket lady” who was work-
ing her way thru college by selling beauti-
ful baskets.  Of course we bought as many 
as we could. One group of students visited 

Ken Field 
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us several times to talk about life and their 
goals in life.  We could clearly see their 
great leadership potential.    
 
  Our testing  showed a need for 
clean water – they used some of their own 
shallow wells plus city water when there is 
enough pressure – both sources failed the 
test of safe drinking water.  Flush toilets 
are a luxury – only a few on campus.  
More reliable power is also a need – the 
city power goes out regularly (about 2 
hours a day) – the campus backup gener-
ator will be replaced soon by a better one.  
By the way, the campus of 1,100 students 
uses the power of 2 Fort Collins homes!    
 
 We walked in town to attend a 
church service on Sunday with great antic-
ipation.  We were surprised and honored 
that they had known we were coming 
(however pretty easy to recognize us) and 
provided a translator for us to understand 
the sermon!  Church runs fairly long there 
anyway, and our presence 
made it even longer, but no 
one seemed to mind.  We had 
been coached before the trip 
that we would need dress 
clothes – we asked how dressy 
–  do your best, but the resi-
dents will be dressed better than you no 
matter what.  How true.  Coat and ties and 
beautiful, colorful long dresses were the 
norm.        
     
 Our daily meetings began to show 
desired results and we were able to form 
some directions and plans to help guide 
them in their growth.  Sketches became 
site plans and rough building plans, and 
the GPS coordinates became accurate 
campus surveys.  Our time at the Universi-
ty led up to a large meeting to present our 
work to the University leadership at large.  
It was the first time I had ever participated 
in a multi-lingual presentation – I spoke a 
few sentences, then a translation in 
French was given.  It worked surprising 
well as this gives one time to gather one’s 
thoughts.  Our presentation was well re-
ceived, and there was much talk and cele-
bration afterwards.  We had gone to mar-
ket just before and bought a precious case 

of Coke to share, and the school surprised 
us by their gift of colorful handmade shirts. 
 With the sadness of leaving new-
found friends, we departed Bunia and ar-
rived back in Uganda.  We had a tourist 
day to spend there in Kampala, the capital 
city.  We saw some construction at a chil-
dren’s hospital that was led by EMI, made 
a trip to the National outdoor zoo, went to 
the market, and relaxed at an outdoor piz-
za place (guarded by men with guns) on 
the sandy shores of Lake Victoria.  The 
next day we flew out of Entebbe airport – 
which by now somehow looked surprising-
ly modern and well equipped.  It even had 
showers in the Men’s room – I was able to 
clean up before the very long flight back to 
Amsterdam and then the US. 
 
 After getting back, I had time to 
reflect on the trip.  I had never done any-
thing like this before, but I am now sure 
that I will again.  What is the takeaway? T 
he rewards of experiencing Christ in an-

other way, another cul-
ture, were great.  The 
personal rewards of vol-
unteering, knowing that 
you made some differ-
ence in people’s lives.  
Realizing you didn’t get 

sick and were not really in danger.   The 
admiration developed for people whose 
day to day lives are very different than 
ours and the realization that we are very 
privileged in so many ways.   
 
PS 
 What brought me to a place where 
I wanted to make this trip? Several years 
ago I read a book called “Leaving Mi-
crosoft to Save the World”, an inspiring  
book about supporting education by John 
Wood (google “Room to Read”).  Then, 
Council Tree Covenant’s intense series 
about one of the great adventurers to walk 
the planet (PAUL), inspired me greatly.  
Also, there was our denomination’s goal of 
supporting 10,000 children in the DRC led 
me to that country.  The last piece was 
opportunity and means in the form of EMI.  
If you want more information, feel free to 
grab me.   

The	rewards	of	experi-

encing	Christ	in								

another	way,	another							

culture,	were	great.	

On campus elementary 
school 

Our team testing water 
quality 

Local architect explaining local     
construction practices. 

Wildman Justin Wren 
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Land of a Thousand HillsLand of a Thousand HillsLand of a Thousand HillsLand of a Thousand Hills    

Greg Yancey 

Genocide  
  
 My travels to Rwanda in June co-
incided with the 20th anniversary of the 
nation’s genocide that killed one million 
Rwandans over the course of three short 
months.  It is difficult to understand the 
depth of evil that would bring about the 
killing of this many men, women and chil-
dren.  It is also hard to comprehend how 
the world and its Leaders failed to react 
quickly, potentially saving many, if not 
most, lives.  It is also amazing to see the 
hearts of reconciliation, grace and for-
giveness in the people of Rwanda. 
 
 Spending the first 
day of my trip at the Kigali 
Genocide Memorial was a 
beneficial way to begin the 
journey into Rwanda.  Com-
memorating the event of two 
decades ago of the massa-
cre of fellow citizens, family members and 
friends, it was insightful for me to under-
stand and value the history, horrors and 
gravity of this event.  It was also good to 
visit another Memorial in a small town thir-
ty minutes outside of Kigali and witness 
first-hand the painful scenes and memo-
ries.  The Memorial was in a Church 
where several thousand Tutsi gathered, 
hoping for safety from the pursuing 
Hutu’s.  The Priest of the Church aban-
doned his people, leaving them open to 
rape, torture and brutal murders.   I am 
thankful we were able to take our time 
through this process and allow reflection, 
along with confessing to God the confu-
sion and bewilderment of this painful 
event.    
                                                                                              
 On our travels that day, we wit-
nessed a commemorative march by 100+ 
people, recognizing the need to remem-
ber and the importance to never allow 
something like this to happen in Rwanda 
again. 
 
 
 

Arise Rwanda Ministries (ARM) 
 
 John Gasangwa, Founder and 
Director of ARM, has spoken at our 

church on a couple of occa-
sions, sharing his vision to 
positively transform his coun-
try.  I serve on ARM’s Board 
and was excited to spend 
time with John in Rwanda.  
ARM centers on clean water, 
education and micro-financial 
services to help and support 

small businesses.  Boneza, a community 
of 40,000 people six hours northwest of 
Kigali, is where ARM focuses its minis-
tries.  ARM has been able to start four 
preschools, build seven clean water wells 
and partner with a local bank to provide 

saving deposits and small loans to small 
businesses scattered around this commu-
nity.  Another component of the pre-
schools is the porridge program, where 
ARM provides a healthy meal each day to 
the children, giving many of them their 
only meal of the day! 
 
  

...it	was	insightful	for	

me	to	understand	

and	value	the	histo-

ry,	horrors,	and	

gravity	of	this	event.	

It was very hum-

bling to hear their 

stories of sacrifice, 

their hearts for 

evangelism and 

their love for the 

community.   
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 ARM has some exciting plans for 
the future with the ability to mechanize a 
couple of the wells, which will provide 
three times more clean water to local 
members.  We also have a vision to build 
a junior and high school (Kivu Hills Acade-
my) in Boneza.  Currently, options are few 
with most children only able to go to 
school through the 6th grade.  Through 
KHA, kids will have the opportunity to pur-
sue further education, allowing genera-
tion’s new options for their future.  The 
school’s model will be balanced between 
academics and experiential, 
providing the opportunity to 
create, partner and support 
small businesses.  The model 
will have many benefits in-
cluding sustainability for the 
school, economic activity for 
the region, reduction in family 
school fees and much need-
ed options after graduation.  
To engage these future stu-
dents with academics, along with hands 
on training in small business ventures, 
best practices in agricultural, farming and 
fishing and vocational education has the 
potential to transform this community in 
remarkable ways.   

 
 KHA will be built on a hill overlook-
ing beautiful Lake Kivu.  The 5+ acre cam-
pus will allow for classrooms, a guest 
house, agricultural support and vocational 

trade school education. 
 
 

Pastor’s Meeting 
  
 During our time on Boneza, it was 
encouraging to spend a few hours with a 
group of local Pastors having them share 
with us their challenges, needs, dreams 
and opportunities.  Most of them work a 
Paul-like ministry, serving their local 
church while operating a small business, 
earning income to help support their fami-

lies.  It was very humbling to 
hear their stories of sacrifice, 
their hearts for evangelism 
and their love for the commu-
nity.  Their dreams for more 
Biblical training, better trans-
portation options to minister 
to their people, an opportuni-
ty for a regional crusade and 
the ability to give out Bibles 
in their own language was 

inspiring to hear. 

 

Trekking with the  
Gorillas  
 
One morning, John and I had a golden 
opportunity to check out the gorillas.  Our 
group of eight from various parts of the 
world had four guides leading us in the 
thick, dense jungle of Rwanda.  We spent 
about an hour climbing the hill that leads 
us into the tropical forest.  Our guides 
were able to quickly find the pack of goril-
las, which include three silverbacks, five 
females and three newly born babies.  It 
was intense and fascinating to be within a 
few feet of these huge animals, some 
weighting in at over 400 pounds.  One 
swift hit from their paw could easily bring 
tremendous pain!  During our four hours 
in the jungle, we were able to witness up 
close how this pack spends their days eat-

Most	of	them	work	a	

Paul-like	ministry,	

serving	their	local	

church	while	oper-

ating	a	small						

business,	earning	

income….	
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….pain	and	suffer-

ing,	yet	their	spirits	

are	very	generous	

and	their	hearts	

very	warm	and	kind.	

ing plants, digging up roots, playing with 
each other, climbing trees and supporting 
good hygiene by picking things off of each 
other.  We also had a couple of adrena-
line experiences, including a female goril-
la and a silverback wanting to check us 
out, making their way towards us.  It was 
amazing how quickly we all reacted in 
moving away, after only seconds before 
snapping our pictures and taking video.  
 
 

Rwanda  
  
 This country of a 1,000 hills is 
filled with much beauty, not only in the 
landscape but also in the people.  A sim-
ple wave brings a huge smile to faces, 
lighting up their entire being.  This is a 
country that has been through tremen-
dous pain and suffering, yet their spirits 
are very generous and their hearts very 
warm and kind. 
 
 I am thankful for the opportunity to 
meet so many people during my travels to 
Rwanda, which has challenged me to re-
flect on my own life and the consistent 
tension I feel living in America with so 
many options and gifts that are taken for 
granted.  I am confident God does not 
want us to live in a state of guilt for things 
that He richly blesses us with but I do be-
lieve that He desires that these blessings 
be a way to be “kind to the poor and hon-
or God” (Proverbs 14:31).  The people of 
Rwanda lack much in physical resources 
but their lives reflect a richness that is en-
vious.   

Land of a Thousand Hills              Land of a Thousand Hills              Land of a Thousand Hills              Land of a Thousand Hills              continuedcontinuedcontinuedcontinued    

Greg Yancey 
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Growing the Vision Growing the Vision Growing the Vision Growing the Vision     
((((i.e. Whatever Happened to the Whole Food School Idea?)i.e. Whatever Happened to the Whole Food School Idea?)i.e. Whatever Happened to the Whole Food School Idea?)i.e. Whatever Happened to the Whole Food School Idea?)    

Julie Reed 

 Let’s pretend that you were here 
at church, sitting comfortably in your usual 
spot, on a certain prematurely hot Sunday 
morning two springs ago. Over the course 
of the morning, you heard A LOT about 
gardening, food insecurity, plans to 
change your church’s landscaping, and 
community partnerships. You browsed 
posters and heard presentations. Maybe 
you even took a tour outside. Perhaps you 
got to meet representatives from other 
non-profit agencies in town, most of whom 
specialized in feeding hungry people, edu-
cating children about food, or growing the 
healthy food itself. At the end of the day, 
you left with a bit more knowledge about 
the hunger in our own great city, excited 
by the “big idea” of The Food School here 
on church property, and anxious to see 
what God planned to grow (literally and 
figuratively!) on church property. 
 
 FAST FORWARD 15 MONTHS! 
As you scan the grounds, you wonder, 
“Hmmm, where are the raised beds? The 
trellises teeming with cucumber vines and 
cherry tomatoes? In fact, what’s going on 
with that whole Food School 
thing anyway?” 
 
 Wonder no more! 
The Food School vision, as a 
registered non-profit here in 
our community, has evolved 
thanks to the time, energy, 
and commitment of a 6-
member board, a corps of 
volunteers, and active part-
nerships with community leaders, busi-
nesses, and other agencies. 
 
 What started as a vision for our 
church property has grown into a fine-
tuned and focused public entity. The Food 
School’s original plan consisted of modify-
ing Council Tree’s nearly two-acre proper-
ty into a working urban farm of sorts. In-
stead, The Food School’s experiential 
“classrooms” now include five local farms, 
one school garden, and the home site of a 
master gardener. 

 But what about Council Tree Cov-
enant Church? 
 
  In January of 2013, The Food 
School came to a crossroads. Down one 
road lay a capital campaign through which 
we hoped to raise a huge amount of mon-
ey to adapt/alter the church property 
(building an all-abilities garden, outdoor 
class-
room, 
chil-
dren’s 
play-
ground, 
and 
Poudre 
River 
walk-
way filled with local flora). This path was 
inherently risky. What if we managed to 
raise the money, spent our time, money 
and energy completely altering the prop-
erty, and then realized, in the end, that 
there was no “built-in” community to enjoy 
it? What if we created a beautiful urban 
farm with oodles of great programming but 

didn’t spend time and money 
developing curriculum? In 
other words, what good is 
that urban farm if no one 
knows about it or has a rea-
son to visit it because we 
didn’t have the manpower to 
market our idea or begin 
courses prior to construc-
tion? Down the other road 
lay no capital campaign. 

Here, we poured our funds, time, and en-
ergy into developing curriculum for food 
education and building a reputation as a 
hands-on non-profit eager to work hard to 
connect kids to food and the people who 
grow it. Here we foster relationships with 
farmers who, if you think about it, already 
have the perfect outdoor classroom in 
their established fields. Down this path, 
we take advantage of what is already pre-
sent, bring children to it, build community 
(180 school children = 360 parents ex-
posed to the Food School mission and 

A beau�ful vision 

began here at this 

church. The vision 

grew into a reality 

that is ac�ve in 

the NOW. 

What if we created a 

beau�ful urban farm 

with oodles of great 

programming but 

didn’t spend �me and 

money developing 

curriculum?  
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vision), and THEN, if we ever do decide to 
have a home base, our community will 
follow us there. In the end, The Food 
School board voted unanimously to take 
the latter road. And what a great road it’s 
been! 
 
In the last year, The Food School has de-
veloped: 

The Schools-to-Farms Initiative, 
where K-3rd grade children partici-
pate in the Farmers-in-Training 
Program. Participating Poudre 
School District schools are part-
nered with local farms within walk-
ing/biking distance of each school. 
Children in individ-
ual classrooms 
visit four times over 
eight weeks, 
spending nearly 15 
hours in God’s cre-
ation, planting, har-
vesting, learning, 
and connecting to 
one another, the farm, the farm-
ers, and the food grown there. In 
addition, 4th-8th grade students 
receive a combination of in-class, 
on-the-farm, and in-the kitchen 
programming. High school stu-
dents are encouraged to work as 
partners as they develop farm and 
nutrition-based projects through 
their Food School experience. 

An amazing website! Please visit: 
www.focofoodschool.org 

A Facebook page 
Relationships with 5 local farms and 5 

PSD schools as participants in our 
Schools-to-Farms Initiative. 

A corps of dedicated and passionate 
volunteers who donated over 500 
hours of their time to The Food 
School cause in the past year. 

 
But what does all of this mean for our 
church?  
 
 In short, The Food School would 
love for Council Tree Covenant to be an-

other experiential “classroom” for the 
Schools-to-Farms Initiative. Instead of vis-
iting a local farm, however, children would 
come here to CTC’s property. Of course, 
this requires some changes in our land-
scaping! To best serve the needs of our 
community (Mindset, assisted living 
homes, Miramont housing, PSD students, 
the public at large, and church members) 
the all-abilities garden remains the top 
priority. Likewise, the presence of an out-
door classroom/shade structure would be 
a tremendous advantage to any outdoor 
programming. However, The Food School 
no longer sees the need to build a large 
kitchen/classroom combo on the property. 

With a garden, a shed, and 
an outdoor classroom, chil-
dren from all walks of life 
can begin connecting to 
their food sources and the 
community right here at 
Council Tree. Since we 
already have an estab-
lished relationship with 

Werner Elementary through the mentoring 
program in place there, we’d love for them 
to be the partnered school for CTC 
through The Food Schools Schools-to-
Farms Initiative. But what of funding all of 
these changes? 
 
 Thankfully, the Evangelical Cove-
nant Church offers substantial funding aid 
through their Compassion, Justice, and 
Mercy Program. Significant aid could be 
used by our church to develop our proper-
ty in ways that demonstrate compassion, 
justice, and mercy to the community be-
yond our walls. Certainly, food justice 
(equal access to nutritious food for all) 
falls under this heading. As does having 
compassion towards the hungry, those 
addicted to food, in failing health due to 
food-related illness, and/or people simply 
lacking in food education. The primary 
change since our last all-church discus-
sion is this: the changes that come to the 
CTC property would be changes funded 
by, and owned by, and operated by THE 
CHURCH. Ultimately, this needs to be a 

Do you wonder how we 

could be!er use the 

church  resources to do 

kingdom work in our 

community? 

Growing the Vision Growing the Vision Growing the Vision Growing the Vision             

Julie Reed 
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common desire for the CTC community 
for it to be sustainable. Do you wonder 
how we could better use the church re-
sources to do kingdom work in our com-
munity? If we encourage and expect the 
use of our classrooms inside of our 
church, shouldn’t we set high expecta-
tions for the use of our outside church 
spaces? If the church decides to alter the 
property, all kinds of healing ministry pro-
jects would also be a great fit. CSU has a 
new horticultural therapy masters program 
that focuses on healing people through 
gardening. Think of the extensions that 
would be possible with a garden here. Re-
turning veterans, crime victims, struggling 
teens—all on common ground connecting 
to the natural rhythms of the seasons, 
plants, and harvest. Our children’s pro-
gramming could now 
include garden spac-
es, a greenhouse, a 
hoop house, and a 
playground. Add to all 
that Werner Elemen-
tary school students, 
and we’ve got a thriv-
ing educational pro-
gram in the works. 
 
 Of course, 
none of this will be sustainable if there 
isn’t a core group of invested individuals 
at CTC beyond myself. As the director of 
a non-profit, my responsibilities are end-
less. Currently, The Food School has two 
employees, neither of whom has received 
a paycheck in three years! We do the 
marketing, the fundraising, the public rela-
tions, the grant writing, the budgeting, the 
accounting, the strategic planning, the 
teaching of all the programs, the planning, 
the curriculum development, the photog-
raphyP..you get the picture. It is a great 
deal of work and responsibility. Since The 
Food School’s Schools-to-Farms initiative 
has taken off, my priorities lay in strength-
ening and growing programs already in 
place. I need a TEAM of people HERE at 
CTC who see how food education, con-
necting to place, and growing community 

are relevant to God’s kingdom work, want 
to volunteer, grow the facility here without 
The Food School directing and adminis-
tering it. A beautiful vision began here at 
this church. The vision grew into a reality 
that is active in the NOW. We hope that 
the vision ends here too. 
 
 If you want to see the Council 
Tree property developed in positive sus-
taining ways, please contact Bert or Julie 
Reed (970) 672-7356. We would LOVE to 
talk to you in greater detail. 

    
continuedcontinuedcontinuedcontinued    
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Why Are You Here?Why Are You Here?Why Are You Here?Why Are You Here?    
Last Fall, I would describe myself 

as being ‘washed up’ in faith. I was begin-
ning my fourth year at Colorado State Uni-
versity and already feeling the surmount-
ing chaos of the schedule that was going 
to follow. As one Bilbo Baggins put it: “I 
felt thin, like butter scraped over too much 
bread.” Most importantly still, I had lost 
touch with the core elements of my faith—
what aspects were important for me, 
where did God speak to me—and like a 
ship grounded in the mud at low tide, I 
was stuck. I had decidedly taken the se-
mester off from engaging in youth ministry 
so that I could focus on classes and work. 
I was working full-time hours, pretending 
to be a full-time student, and trying to find 
God in the midst of it all.  

 
Certainly, God was present with 

me through it all, right? 
Yes, I suppose, but did 
that matter if I wasn’t find-
ing Him there? I asked 
myself: At what point do 
we face our faith like men 
and women of and for 
Christ and not children 
(Luke 18:16)? When do 
we accept the realization that faith is 
hard? The imagery I returned to was the 
cyclical nature of Saul-Paul-Apostle Paul. 
A pastor suggested that we are constantly 
somewhere along this orbit moving from 
one perception to another, in pursuit of 
faith. And while we are capable of having 
the blind-faith of a child, sometimes that 
place seems dry, and we feel ourselves 
slide from Paul to Saul with the forbear-
ance of reaching apostolic grandeur, 
which is otherwise unobtainable. I later 
described this exhaustion as being like a 
cup which has been poured into so much 
that it is left it half-empty, or less than 
filled, and yearning to be abounding 
again. Indeed, that was my prayer. 

 
Being that I was a full-time 

“everything,” I found myself at a loss for 
time with God. Poor excuse. I was unable 
to go to a normal Sunday service because 
I was going to or getting off work during 
those service times. I discovered that a 
mid-week evening service has not existed 
since the late 90’s and that the best I 
could find was a Sunday evening service, 

again conflicting with other obligations. 
So, with an exhausted source of outflow 
and no in-flow I was drained and seeking 
asylum from my desert faith. 

 
Bedraggled, I found myself at the 

doors of the Catholic Church. Although it 
was a foreign place to me, it felt nice to be 
a stranger—anonymous to everyone 
there. I could sit anytime in the sanctuary 
and listen to the prayers of those more 
holy than me, living surreptitiously through 
their admonishments and intercessions. It 
was during one afternoon that I found my-
self in the confessional without a single 
hope of knowing what I was doing. The 
priest began: 

“Good afternoon, my son. How 
many days has it been since your last 
confession?” 

I replied, “About 21 years, 
I’m a protestant.”  
 
Perhaps it was the comedy 
behind this phrase, or 
maybe the voice on the 
other side of that partition 
felt sympathy for me rather 
than scorn or frustration, 

but there was a tangible warmth from a 
smile emanating from a face that I could 
not see. And without a moment’s pause 
we entered into a journey together. He 
asked me why I was here—I told him I 
didn’t know. We began to talk about the 
emptiness that I was feeling, the struggles 
of a faithless mind with a faithful heart. We 
talked scripture and, of course, of conver-
sion. Towards the end of 15-20 minutes, 
Father Dave gave me an ultimatum: con-
fess now with the intent to convert or go to 
become-a-Catholic-class on Wednesday 
nights and become a Catholic first. I of 
course opted for number three, the 
protestant choice, and asked him to pray 
with me, over me, and I over him; again, 
there was a brief pause of pregnant si-
lence and with a smile he turned his vest-
ments over indicating a time of prayer, 
and we prayed together.  

 
Dave, (I told him I didn’t want to 

call him father, and he said that was fine) 
asked if we could meet again over coffee 
and talk about life. I was taken aback by 
the suggestion but inclined nonetheless. 

Blake Moyer 
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So, once a week for a month or so, Dave 
and I would meet for coffee and talk about 
life, religion, God, and emergency medi-
cine. As it turned out, Dave was an ex-
paramedic from Boston and Denver. He is 
a younger priest who joined the priest-
hood late and is wise-in-the-world for it. 
He’s a lean man in his mid 
30’s, wears glasses, was 
raised on evangelical radio, 
and can give a non-
committal ‘hmmm’ which 
says a thousand words. It 
was during our second 
meeting, that Dave told me 
about his peculiar night the 
previous evening—he said 
that he stayed up praying 
because he felt spiritually 
attacked and conflicted. He 
told me that he prayed fervently and that 
during the early morning hours he heard 
God tell him ‘[that I] was going to evange-
lize the Catholic Church.’ No pressure. 
When Dave said this I vaguely recall con-
sidering flipping the coffee table we were 
using and running out of the café like a 
banshee with the intentions of ceasing my 
relations with this crazy guy, but some-
thing rooted me there. 

 
By our third or fourth meeting two 

things happened. One: the conversion talk 
came back. Two: Dave began to introduce 
me as “Blake, who knows his scriptures.” 
At this point, I was attending mass during 
the week periodically to get my church 
“fix.” Additionally, I had told Dave that I 
was not considering converting; there 
were too many issues for me personally 
regarding why I would choose to convert 
to another denomination of Christianity 
when I was already there. There were bar-
riers that retained me from fully engaging 
in the church—issues with doctrine and 
quantifications of what being a Christian 
meant to the Catholic faith. I believe in 
hindsight that these conflicts are what 
kept drawing me back—I wanted to know 
more, and God wanted me to look further. 

 
Nonetheless, Dave and I muddied 

our way through the thick and thins of life, 
the universe, and everything. During 
those winter months of spiritual absti-

nence I felt my demeanor match the bipo-
lar weather outside—days of rain and 
snow and sleet, then sunshine and abnor-
mally bright days with warm temperatures 
followed by freezing conditions not 24-
hours later. It was during these months 
that I saw what I believed to be demons; 

mere shadows out of the cor-
ner of my eyes, which lin-
gered too long in places that 
they didn’t belong. Sanctuary 
windows, bleak hallways, 
and the homes of the people 
I visited for work. Some peo-
ple describe these as the 
ghosts in emergency medi-
cine. However, I felt they 
were more sinister and devi-
ous with ill-seated intentions 
for me. 

 
What unnerved me the most was 

not their presence in this world. Rather it 
was the places they were sent to ap-
pear—churches, sanctuaries, and holy 
places. For me, I saw them behind panes 
of glass, partitioned from fully entering a 
sacred space but pacing back and forth 
waiting for those inside to depart, hoping 
to consume their desperation. Dave of-
fered that our spiritual acuity is like a bell 
curve; for as far we travel down our own 
caminos and sacred paths, we are just 
that much more exposed to the evils of 
this world. In a roundabout way this made 
sense to me. I was a becoming adult in a 
world that seemed far bigger than I ever 
hoped of knowing, being berated by spir-
itual forces in the midst of a critical battle 
of faith, identity, and purpose.  

 
I remember praying in the well-lit 

sanctuary of my home church in the wee 
hours of the morning and hearing a voice 
in my mind that was unmistakably from a 
God that I so longed to hear. The voice 
only said one word: nuntius. I’d never 
heard this word before nor did I know 
what it meant. But swiftly, with a flutter of 
fingers on my smart phone, the Latin 
translation lay before me: messenger. 
That was it. Messenger. I felt a wave of 
calm steal over my body. The hair on my 
neck, which had moments before been 
erect and at attention, slackened, and I 

I felt my demeanor 

match the bipolar 

weather outside—

days of rain and snow 

and sleet, then sun-

shine and abnormally 

bright days with 

warm temperatures... 

...in this moment of gra�-

fying clarity that I felt my-

self metaphorically 

slapped in the face with a 

fish by Jesus himself! 
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understood that this was a cross that I 
was bearing. This cross of faith affirmation 
and discovery, this unknown and known, 
these spirits of both sides of the struggle 
were all being used by God as messen-
gersP (I must break for a moment to ex-
plain that I often use strange imagery to 
describe this ever-strange world that we 
live in, and that my embellishments are 
not meant to offend but rather to convey 
emotions and sensations that are other-
wise challenging to describe).  

 
So, it was in this moment of grati-

fying clarity that I felt myself metaphorical-
ly slapped in the face with a fish by Jesus 
himself! I felt foolish to have forgotten that 
God is more powerful than all the evils of 
this world. And so I found some peace, 
and I felt the lurch of my stagnant faith 
being pulled towards a more Paul-like 
place. And for the next few months I sur-
vived the ups and downs of a rocky se-
mester, work schedule, and relationship 
woes. But (as there always is in these 
kinds of things) the plateau of peace was 
fast-acting and short lived, and I soon be-
came acutely depressed. By December I 
once again felt my calling for 
ministry and medicine and 
my enthusiasm for life and its 
blessings so readily at hand 
slipping away. 

 
As my depression 

set in deeper, my spiritual 
afflictions worsened; my dis-
interest seemed all but complete, and my 
faith was dry and stale. The question 
“Why am I here?” became a daily, hourly 
ritual for me. I drank too much. I account 
my feelings of loss to losing my support 
system—those crutches with which I built 
myself up. When the identities that I clung 
to dissolved around me, I felt exposed 
and raw and without a hope of reconstitu-
tion to the man that I was before. I 
searched intensely for things with which I 
could rebuild my crutches, but clearly, like 
the messenger, I felt a call, not to search 
and find, but to be still. And still I re-
mained in the wallows of angst. 

 

Of course, I disregarded this gos-
pel grenade (another term I frequently use 
to describe an explosively obvious God-
thing) and sought to find support on my 
own. I worked again with a renewed vigor. 
I made friends hastily and became over 
zealous in classes again. Regardless of 
my short-lived “successes” in conquering 
the darkness, the challenge to ‘be still’ 
rang clearly in my heart and in my mind. I 
reached out to other ministry opportuni-
ties, hoping to jumpstart my faith through 
immersion into ministry again. Like a 
country song, these attempts proved only 
to be in vain, and I began to feel myself 
slipping backwards into an identity crisis 
again as a man, as an adult, and as a 
Christian.  

 
 (Let me digress again for a mo-
ment and state that I am tired of writing 
these terrible similes and mediocre allu-
sions, but that they are necessary to tell 
my story to the depth that it deserves. 
That is all). 
 

In hindsight, it was with curious 
frustration that I heard the contentions of 

pastors and priests and 
friends offering words of wis-
dom and antagonistic advice, 
each challenging me to act in 
one direction or another. 
With cool relief, I found my-
self struck with the prophetic 
words of pastors past and felt 
a desire to ‘go and do’ (Luke 

10:37). Would this be my new crutch? 
Would this be the first step to mountain-
faith’s summit? I knew that I wanted to 
seek out brokenness somewhere else in 
the world and offer what skills I have in an 
attempt to make a difference—my desires 
were to combine my careers in medicine 
and ministry into a missions setting.  

 
Thus, I applied for a position with 

Covenant World Mission through the 
Evangelical denomination and proceeded 
to follow through with the application, in-
terviews, and training. I was encouraged 
to pursue youth ministry in Sweden—a 
country where less than 3% of the popula-

    

Why Are You Here? Why Are You Here? Why Are You Here? Why Are You Here?                     

Blake Moyer 

The ques�on, “why 

am I here?” became 

a daily, hourly ritual 

for me. 

He said, “Some�mes 

our call to ‘go and 

do,’ is preceded by 

our calling to ‘be s�ll’ 

and wait.  
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tion is Christian and where the practice of 
faith is nearly absent. But during the pro-
cess of becoming a missionary, I felt 
mounting tension about actually being a 
missionary. My cognitive dissonance must 
have stemmed from my previously estab-
lished certainty to ‘go’—how could I be 
moved to ‘go and do’ and then experience 
a change of heart? My head swam, I felt 
nauseous, my heart felt tired, and my con-
science felt thin again. I wondered if this 
was another bout of spiritual warfare rag-
ing over my head or perhaps my own apa-
thetic futility.  

 
I chose to restart the discerning 

process and this time sought the company 
of friends or the company of a stiff drink. 
At this point, I believed I had learned all 
the lessons that I needed in order to sort 
out life’s hard questions despite a continu-
ation of my own spiritual torment of Tanta-
lus. Not surprisingly, I was wrong (again) 
and humility, being still, selfishness, and 
patience were still on the docket. A good 
friend and I met up several weeks after 
my training with Covenant 
World Missions, in Chica-
go. After sharing a meal 
and our stories, he genu-
inely reflected on where 
my heart was aching and 
where the needs in my life 
needed to be filled.  

 
“Blake,” he said, “there are two 

things I’ve noticed just from listening to 
your story.” I sat there perplexed and 
somewhat peeved but curious, as if he 
could sort me out in a matter of an hour 
and a half. “First,” he began, “you have a 
heart for ministry. You have the heart of a 
servant, to serve fully, however, you do 
not have a heart for SwedenP” 

I’m sure that my jaw hit the floor, 
or at least the table. I felt as though an 
epic rush of obvious reality came charging 
through my veins. How could I have 
missed something so profound as that?  

 
He said, “Sometimes our call to 

‘go and do,’ is preceded by our calling to 
‘be still’ and wait. As prophecies and call-
ings go in the Bible, they often took thou-

sands of years, and I think that it would be 
okay if you have to wait for yours.”  

 
 As I stewed on these concepts, 
my dad (who is a brilliant paramedic) en-
lightened me further; he reiterated to me 
that being a Christian, being a disciple, 
and building the kingdom is less about 
going and doing, or going to church, or 
seeking to be a purposed missionary. He 
simply said: “Perhaps the most important 
intervention you or I could have in the 
back of an ambulance is not all the stuff 
but simply offering to pray for someone 
who is broken.” 
 
 As Christians, I believe it is our 
call to be disciples of all nations every 
day. I struggle with the idea of idly waiting 
for others to act in our place when the 
brokenness and the need is so great just 
beyond our steps. I feel that distractions 
and crutches like work, families, vaca-
tions, car payments, mortgages, Face-
book, etc. cause us to distance ourselves 
from the crosses we are called to bear. I 

would challenge you to ask 
yourself: “Why am I here?” 
Then, I would challenge you 
seek out those identities—
those crutches—which do 
not point you towards God 
and cut them out. We need 
to be still from those things 

and re-center ourselves to God’s callings. 
This may mean leaving jobs, sacrificing 
family time to spend with God, or reaching 
out to coworkers and actually talking 
about faith. It’s radical to propose, sure, 
but is that what our faith should be? Radi-
cal. In this season of depletion, I have ac-
cepted that being selfish in a way that al-
lows me to rest in my faith is more neces-
sary than filling my life up with Christian 
contingencies. I can only ascertain that a 
guy like Paul would most certainly have 
taken moments to rest for his own sake. 
By reflecting on a past identity as mud-
died and broken as Saul, then looking for-
ward to the grandeur of our inheritance 
promised through Christ, he would find 
the courage and child-like faith required to 
ask himself “Why am I here?” and then 
rely on God to find out. 

As Chris�ans, I        

believe it is our call to 

be disciples of all    

na�ons every day.  

Be s�ll from those 

things, and re-center 

ourselves to God’s     

callings. 
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Have	a	re!lection	or	story	you’d	to	like	to	

share?	Let’s	start	by	contacting	the	of!ice.	


