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I have struggled with this question my whole life. In today’s readings and Gospel God & 
his Son reveal themselves in direct physical ways. Moses descends with commandments 
carved in stone. Jesus appears in dazzling white with Moses & Elijah to his disciples. Has 
God ever answered your questions about your call so directly?  

 
Five years ago our beloved Bishop asked me to help spearhead a capital campaign to 
develop a camp and conference center. A funny thing happened on the way to our camp 
and conference center……I woke up one morning in the Sudan.  
 
I was a skeptic of this new mission in Kajo Keji. Selfishly, I wanted all aid to stay within 
our Diocese. But once in the Sudan, like St. Paul, the lens fell from my eyes. I believe 
that God had revealed his true intent to me, that we are called to support our brothers and 
sisters in Kajo Keji. Like St. Paul, a concept that I had once scorned has become God’s 
call in my life. I believe that the Sudan is a biblical land and the people and their situation 
make the Bible relevant to our lives today, and confirm what God is calling us to do, that 
is to realize and celebrate our true material wealth, cast aside our mentality of scarcity 
and to obey the second commandment or golden rule, to love our neighbors as our selves.  
 
The Problem 
KK is 7,000 miles from us. It is in southernmost Sudan, bordering Uganda. The Diocesan 
Center is a three mile or 40 minute car ride from the border. The technology these 
Episcopalians live with is like that in Christ’s time. We saw only four cars, fifteen 
motorcycles and maybe 50 bicycles in the week we were there. There are no paved or 
improved roads, no electricity, and no running water or sewage and septic systems. All 
supplies, banking, postal system etc are sourced in a nearby Ugandan border town. There 
are no paved or improved roads connecting any of the towns of the new Sudan. There is 
no telephone, cell phone, or e-mail. 
 
They cook over wooden fires, propping up pans on stones. They hand pump water from 
artesian wells and carry the water in five gallon jerry cans up to five miles to their homes-
tukels. There is no radio, TV or Play station 3. Evenings are spent outside, telling stories, 
discussing the future or talking about their faith. Their diet consists mainly of starches; 
sweet potatoes, cassava root, rice and potatoes. Every tukel has chickens and goats. But 
the culture is based on subsistence agriculture. Everyone farms just enough to survive. 
There are no refrigerators or roads to take excess crops to market. Priests, teachers, the 
Bishop, and even the county commissioner must farm to eat. Beef is a luxury set aside for 
feasts. Although the Nile is only three miles away 90% of the people have never seen it 
or eaten fish. The only overweight people are us, from the Diocese of Bethlehem. 
 
20% of the people have a pair of shoes, the rest go barefoot or wear flip flops. The 
average person wears what would qualify as rags in this country. They have no material 



wealth. They live in mud huts with a grass ceiling, the tukel. The costs to build a tukel, 
$300. 
 
In  January 2005, a truce was brokered to end the 50 year civil war. The Moslem Arabs 
from the North have waged a war of genocide against the black Christian Africans from 
the South. They dropped $1,000 bombs out of Soviet made bombers on $300 tukels. 
 
The Moslems bombed schools and clearly marked hospitals. They dropped “butterfly 
mines.” This is a plastic mine undetectable with a metal detector. They were dropped 
indiscriminately in population centers. On our trip Jo Trepagnier and I found ourselves in 
the middle of an unmarked mine field taking inventory on the oxen team donated by our 
Diocese. We were not informed until we had safely exited the area. 
 
These people are on the front lines of protecting our faith. They have been systematically 
persecuted and destroyed because of their faith in Christ. They are evangelizing the 
animist and Moslems. This brings the Bible alive to me. 
 
The governance reminds me of the 12th century. The secular government maintains a 
military. But all other services have been provided by the church. Education, food relief, 
vocational training and some basic health services are all provided through the church. 
Orphanages and care for the mentally ill is the sole domain of the church. The UN and a 
few NGO’s are also providing relief. Priests and teachers are lucky to earn two to five 
dollars a week. They are Christ’s first line of defense, maintaining and spreading the faith 
and educating the children. This brings the Gospels alive to me. 
 
While we were there meningitis outbreak occurred. The government sent out couriers on 
bicycle to post notices, the army quarantined the area. We had to cancel two of our visits. 
Today, the meningitis outbreak has spread to two neighboring counties. Hundreds have 
been died, and thousands infected, again truly of Old Testament biblical proportions. This 
brings the Bible alive for me. 
  
The people are the Kuku tribe. A fun loving, friendly and gregarious people. They love to 
celebrate and dance. They believe the Lord has saved them from the war. They wear their 
faith on their sleeves. They pray often and earnestly. They have changed my prayer life 
forever. Never again will I be publicly reticent about my faith or afraid to say grace in a 
restaurant.  Should we be embarrassed to publicly proclaim Christ as our Lord and 
Savior? Lay people lead daily prayers and evening bible study more often than the 
clergy! People are alive in their faith, active in their faith, they live their faith. They are 
modern day disciples and they bring the bible alive for me. 
 
I was walking in the land of the leper, the blind, the sick - mentally and physically, the 
starving both intellectually and physically, the land of the faithful. Several bible passages 
where played out before my very eyes. A poor aged blind woman was walking herself 
home. No white cane, no dog, no little boy to guide her. I was overcome with compassion 
and gave her $50 and turned and was surrounded by those needing money for eyeglasses 
and medical help. I gave all the money I had with me. It brought to mind the story of how 



the cripple was lowered down to Christ through the roof for healing. I am no where near 
Christ and could not heal but I could help. We can help! 
 
I gave my last $100 to the Bishop to help who needed it the most. He blessed me with 
tears in his eyes. Yet, I had no fear being 7,000 miles from home with not a cent in my 
pockets. 
 
On our next to last day there was no meat for supper. Like the feeding of the multitudes a 
meat stew was served. One of the young men had killed six large desert rats. Digestion 
was more difficult than consumption.  
 
Lastly, the parable of the Widow’s mite was relived at every visit we made. We were 
given a chicken or two and eggs at each visit. It brought tears to my eyes. My selfishness 
and their ability to give everything when they were hungry and had nothing was 
overwhelming! 
 
The Power 
Do you hear God calling you? We have begun to provide education through our support 
of seven primary schools and the Bible College. My thanks to those of you who so 
graciously have begun our mission in Kajo Keji. We have fed some of the hungry and 
clothed some of the poor. God Bless you. Yet there is so much more to do and so much 
they can give us. We can finish building the bible college where priests, teachers and 
basic business practice will be taught. They will defend and expand the faith, teach the 
next generation and begin to develop a self sustaining economy. The primary schools we 
currently support are far better than teaching under a tree. But we can develop structures 
with roofs that don’t leak, walls that keep out wind, rain and vermin. We can develop and 
fund a micro finance program that can kick start a failed economy. The dollar has more 
than ten times the buying power in KK than it does here. What we call the poor in the 
Lehigh County would be millionaires and the richest people in KK.  
 
“Faith, Hope and Charity that’s the way to live successfully” so goes the old Sunday 
school song. They can teach us faith and hope. To believe while suffering unimaginable 
circumstances. To believe that God will bring a better future while a technologically 
superior enemy is dropping bombs and mines on your hospitals, homes and schools. 
 
And charity, surely we can provide the charity to build the schools, teach the next 
generation of leaders and teachers, and show them how to develop their economy. 
 
Has God shown me his will? He hasn’t handed me stone tablets nor had Christ appeared 
in dazzling white with Moses and Elijah. But he truly has shown his call for our Diocese. 
Will you help me meet the call? 
 
[A parishioner at St. Anne’s, Trexlertown, Charles Barebo was one of four missioners who 
represented the Diocese of Bethlehem during a ten-day January trip to be with the people and 
leaders of the Diocese of Kajo Keji. He serves also as chair of the feasibility study for a 
contemplated capital campaign from which he people of Kajo Keji would benefit.] 


