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The Episcopal Church 
welcomes you 

ComeandGrow.org 
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 Live 
God’s 
Love 
Tell 

what 

you 

have 

seen 

and 

heard 

Holy God, 
your Son 
called us 

to wrap the 

whole world 
in your 
saving 

embrace. 
By your Holy 
Spirit give us 

compassion, 
purpose 

and energy 
to invite into 
your Church 

those who 
do not 

yet know the 
transforming 

power 
of your love. 

We ask this 
through Him 

who has 
brought us 

from darkness 

to light, 
your Son, 

our Savior 
Jesus Christ. 

Amen. 

Patient prophecy in an elevator 
Sometimes it is important to inform. Some-
times, to persuade. Sometimes, to invite 
people to think new thoughts. It takes gifts 
to do any of these, but as I write this I admire 
(and envy) those who do provoke thought 
with just a few words. Bishop Paul, A2 

IN EPISCOPAL LIFE 
Faith, feminism and women’s work: an 
interview and conversation with Phoebe 
Griswold and Presiding Bishop Katharine 
Jefferts Schori. 
Episcopalians will join thousands to protest 
the Iraq war, both at Washington National 
Cathedral and at the White House. 
A South Carolina parish starts a house of 
good repute. 
Doug LeBlanc feared a rise in intolerance 
as he walked into Virginia’s Diocesan 
Council… but that’s not what he found. 
The Presiding Bishop’s column 
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Prison Ministry – with a twist 
Trinity, Carbondale, was working on a search 
profile, dealing with financial problems, fixing 
a leaky roof which damaged the church of-
fice, working on getting a computer system 
up and running, and day-to-day operations. 
All with a novice, inexperienced vestry. Our 
plates were full. Then came the rains. 

Snowtubing, time with Bishop 
Paul, and a U2 Eucharist 
Bishop’s Day with Youth at Camelback and 
Christ Church, Stroudsburg. 

Training for Ministry Conference 
In Wilkes-Barre, Saturday, March 3 
The Bishop is Coming! 
A new book by Bishop Paul 
Christophany, April 13-15 
Tribute to Bishop Manasseh 
Father Ben Lentz retires 
A Gift that Gives Back 
Calendar/Cycles of Prayer 
Chrism Mass, March 29 
Jean Snyder, R.I.P. 

A8 

Dawn Pentecost, A3 

A5 

A6 

Propellers on gravel, a two-room 
airport and a subsistence economy 

[January 11, 2007] The intermediate and second stage 
of the journey to Kajo-Keji ends when the propeller 
plane jauntily and deftly settles on the gravel runway 
in Moyo.  Rolling hills, brush, and mango trees dominate 
a landscape featuring but two buildings: a half-destroyed 
brick structure, on the other side of the runway, whose 
roof can only be imagined, and the two-room airport 
whose materials include no brick but concrete, 
wood, and plaster. 

The brick structure perhaps remains from a time 
before one of the recent wars, and the wood and concrete 
structure perhaps stands as its less expensive replace-
ment, even less enduring.  One room at the airport serves 
as an open air passenger lounge and for the sale of 
tickets and sodas (from the same attendant), and the 
other room, with only a table, gives security personnel 
in para-military dress a place to open and to examine 
luggage flying back to Kampala. 

Kampala, the end of the first stage of the journey to 
Kajo Keji, with its humidity and its lush vegetation of 
trees, vines, and ferns, its exotic storks sweeping up and 
down the hills, its striations of luxury and squalor, its 
many urban diversions, such as street vendors and many 
far-flung ethnic restaurants, and sounds, including the 
call to prayer in the early morning, seems removed and 
unrecoverable in the plainer, quieter, and dustier landscape. 

Between Kampala and Moyo, the real transition of the 
journey occurs. An economy of money has dissolved 
to an economy of bartering. Electric power and running 
water have all but disappeared. Signals indicating telephone 
communication do not exist.  Choices, too, have given 
way to their absence, leaving hard, crude necessities 
alone to augment the earth, the sky, and the wind. 

Moyo itself, not the airport, offers little relief from 
the stark impression made upon arrival.  Small places 
of exchange, some built on concrete slabs, stretch 
around an intersection of dirt roads.  Shops declare 
scarcity: vegetables, chewing gum, water, beer, clothes, 
shoes, batteries, toys, tablets of cheap paper, and pen-
cils all are available but in very short supply and in 
only one or two kinds. 

Bicycles and motorcycles pass over the roads unno-
ticed among the pedestrians.  An automobile passing 
through seems odd and attracts stares.  Children play. 
Women, walking determinedly, carry water on their 
heads in eight- and twelve-gallon yellow plastic gaso-
line containers converted to new use.  Adolescent 
males, looking unhappy, stroll about seeking something 
to interest them and to take the present moment away. 

At the suggestion of our hosts, we visit a Roman 
Catholic center – a half-mile from the shops – of residences, 
a restaurant, a church, and training schools.  A plaque 
proclaims the center to be a gift from the Spanish district 

On the way to Kajo Keji: Kampala to Moyo 

Story and photos by Archdeacon Howard Stringfellow 

of Navarra and the parish of St. John Baptist in Burlada. 
The plaque rests on the palm of a statue of a hand three 
feet tall, an unacknowledged homage to Picasso. 

After a lunch of omelets, rolls, butter, jam, tea, and 
coffee, we wait while some go shopping for gifts for 
the primary schools we shall visit.  Just outside the 
center’s gates, I see something that will be repeated of-
ten: a young mother goes about her chores while a baby, 
slung in a large kerchief on her back contentedly clasps 
her back with its arms and her hips with its legs.  The 
young mother is pumping water into a yellow gasoline 
can at a well surrounded by a wooden balustrade keep-
ing in line those who may have to wait for water. 

As the journey progressed, I tried to understand a 
phrase I heard in Bishop Paul and Diana’s presentations 
after their visit in January 2005, and I want to share an 
excerpt from the diary I kept.  “But I want now to make 
some notes about the term ‘subsistence economy.’  Fea-
tures of it seem to 
be a lack of elec-
tricity and running 
water, very crude 
housing, the re-
quirement that 
each person subsist 
on his own agri-
cultural produce, 
usually farming, 
chickens, and 
goats, and the utter 
demand on time of 
the above.  Thus, work in the church is almost completely 
voluntary.  The men apparently leave the domestic and 
agricultural work to their wives.  Women remain thus 
chained to necessary and primary responsibilities while 
men are free to work on development and managing. 
There are times, of course, when the men find the 
primary responsibilities so demanding that they, too, 
join the women to complete them.  I have not seen 
any men carrying water.” 

The Airport at Moyo, in Uganda 

A young mother at the well 

Andrew Gerns, A3 

Archdeacon Stringfellow, Jo Trepagnier, A4 
Reflections on a mission trip 

Confirmation at Trinity, Easton 
Strands of ministry woven together: Bishop 
Paul’s first confirmation in Spanish, variety 
of pre-confirmation classes, students from 
Lafayette College. 

Sophie Riemenschneider, A8 

A5 

A6 

A7 

A6 

A7 

A5 

5 

9 

23 

19 


