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Christ in You Mission Conference
In March it was a pleasure once again to have our Christ in You Mission 
Conference in the home church of our president, Rev. James Snow, who is the 
pastor of Heritage Assembly Of God Church in Des Moines, Iowa.

We were pleased to have our two associates, Simon Haqq from India and 
Raphael Nguchie from Uganda. It was a great time of fellowship.

Pastor Simon Haqq

Pastor Raphael Nguchie

India

Recently evangelist Simon Haqq held a gospel event in 
North India in the state of Punjab in a village called Palla 
Maga. Approximately 300 people prayed to receive Christ 
as Savior.

There was another successful outreach of new believers in 
the Indian state of Uttar Pradesh in the town of Shajhanpur. 
Many new believers were baptized.

There is a spiritually dark and difficult area in North India 
known as Haridwar. It is known as the "land of the gods" 
referring to the thousands of Hindu gods. Pastor Mange 
Singh has been working tirelessly in this area with great 

results having over 20 churches now. He stands here in these photos with 
some of his church members.

Please pray for pastor Singh who faces a great deal of opposition from radical 
Hindus. Pastor Singh has been physically assaulted and thrown into jail on 
more than one occasion. Still the churches are growing. There have been many 
new baptisms lately. God is blessing his ministry. Thank you for your prayers.

Uganda
Pastor and evangelist Raphael continues to work with his team in planting new 
churches, especially in the northern portion of Uganda.

Raphael has written a humorous report of one of his recent experiences:

I was reading this portion of scripture in Psalms 22 and it reminded me of 
an ordeal I went through in one mission. One that I will not forget in a long 
time.

The horror of having your own CLOTHES shared while you watch 
powerless to save any of them. The only difference is that while the Lord's 
were being shared among evil men, my persecutors were members of the 
household of faith. It made sense that a man's enemies are members of 
his own household.

Up to date I haven't been able to locate that adversary. The one who set 
me up. Had it not been that I knew the members of my team well, I would 
have sworn that he that had shared my bread, had lifted up his heal 
against me.

That day I took time to evaluate. Weighing each one of them on scales. 
Evaluating motives. Searching their faces for hints. Each one of them 
seemed concerned. Genuinely so. But the damage was done already. I 
nearly cut short my mission at least to save face.

We had left Kampala prepared. In this mission as usual, we had parked 
many ministry items. Our brethren donating clothes, scholastic materials 
and shoes. These we usually share with the brethren in the villages. Part 
of the great commision is clothing the naked. Our church at CIU Healing 
Centre Kampala is often eager to share. We had carried many bags full of 
these things. In this trip we were to visit 3 village churches under CIU 
preaching a day in each. Our truck was well laden.

As usual my gracious wife Cathy, well aware of the details had parked for 
me. She knew I needed help. Each time I look at her, I couldn't help but 
think our forefather Adam was a missionary. How else could God have 
said it was not good for him to be alone? It must have been partly 
because of the misery of packing bags. Different men require help in 
different ways. I am reminded of my own shortcomings each time I face 
an bunch of clothes and an empty bag. Yet, each time I watch my wife do 
it for me, my heart overflows with gratitude to God who has given such 
skills to daughters of men. She does it effortlessly.

This mission in particular she had packed for me a few of my best shirts. 
Several trousers and a few of my undergarments. "You must put the shirts 
on hangers as soon as you reach there," came her motherly voice 
cautioning as she packed. "Remember that even in the villages a man of 
God has to be smart." This trip was to teach me why men who live long 
are said to have a listening ear to their wives. Those instincts! If only I had 
followed her instructions

Her advice was not unfounded. Many times you arrive with clothes 
wrinkled like they had been parked in a bottle. Worse still like they'd been 
chewed by a cow. That's why I am convinced that the designer of Levis 
must have gotten a revelation straight from heaven. In the mission field 
you understand that all too well. I in particular subscribe to jeans and T-
shirts as a missions code.

This mission was different however and my wife knew it. She had insisted 
so. She talked something about me being a good example to our 
upcoming preachers. My bag was full. Generously packed with things I 
needed for life and for godliness.

Shortly we were on the road. We drove uneventfully once or twice 
stopping to try some one or two roadside delicacies. When going to 
missions you can't fail to. Especially when in the company of some 
missions diehards in our team.

No one knows what meats some of these places roast. Rumour has it that 
some of them prepare strange things. Weird creatures. God's creatures. 
Over the years however you learn to eat without asking questions of 
conscience. Just a short prayer of thanksgiving and an occasional rebuke 
to both calories and imaginations and you are good to go.

Finally we were in our first church of the mission. (Name withheld) As 
always the love of our brethren in those churches overwhelming as they 
receive us amid joy and jubilations

We reached in the evening, slept and started early our ministrations which 
were to end by 5:00 pm the next day. For some reason we extended this 
by an hour to end at 6:00 pm. It was getting dark

Always we preach till the end of the day and then we distribute whatever 
gifts we have at the end of the day. This is what happened on this trip. All 
was going on well until the time of distribution.

Usually the sisters among us help in this process. They always seem to 
know what fits who among the clothes and shoes. Things go well when 
primarily our sisters are involved. This mission was no different. They did 
this so well until one of our brothers decided to help.

From Kampala, we had our bags clearly alloted. Each church had been 
assigned several bags of items depending on its size in congregation. It 
was as clear as that. Our sisters did their part. Clothes were heaped up at 
the middle of the village church. All poured from the sacks. Our sisters 
knew what to do despite the challenge of lighting within the grass 
thatched structure. Day light was fading. Clearly all that is meant to 
happen in this place needed to happen during the day. Despite that, our 
sisters kept going. The village was excited as each picked a garment or 
two. "If what you pick does not fit you, kindly exchange with someone it 
does," advised one of our sisters loudly so that all could hear. Things 
looked fine.

At some stage I walked out to answer a call of nature. There was no need 
for me to supervise anything. I even spent a few moments outside before 
returning back inside. It's not unusual to see a few neighbours joining in 
during the distribution independent of whether or not they are members 
of the church. Over the years we have learned to let them be. So long as 
things are done in an orderly manner. It's always a joy to share what we 
bring to cloth the naked. Once in a while though when touring the villages, 
there is an occasional interesting sight of someone or two people pushing 
the boundaries of fashion to the limits. A boy wearing some ladies top, 
another having picked an oversized pair of trousers--there is always a guy 
or two willing to adventure in fashion.

After like 5 minutes outside, I was eager to return back and watch the 
conclusion of our meeting that day. I entered when the clothes 
distribution had almost reached the end. Only a handful of clothes 
remained at the floor. It was then that a familiar sight caught the corner of 
my eye. It was the last new shirt my wife had packed for me. It was one of 
the few remaining items now laying on the floor. Something was wrong. 
So wrong. How on earth was my shirt among the spoils of the night?

One lady had it in her hand she seemed happy that she had landed on it. 
Clearly it was a great fit for someone she cared for. Probably her husband. 
It was the very one I was to minister in the next day in the next church.

Something had to be done to stop this smiling lady from spoiling me. I 
was about to rush forward then it suddenly hit me that different ladies had 
already done it. Each had one of my shirts alongside other things. I was 
about to rush forward at least to save this last one, then the unthinkable 
happened.

The smiling lady had reached once again from under the remaining small 
pile and came up with the scandalous part of the package, my 
undergarments. They were unpacking one by one lifting them up one by 
one in a bid to make out clearly each garment against the dim light of 
mobile phones our sisters turned on

The hall was now dark. Each needed to lift the garment up to scrutinise it 
in the provided light. Every eye in the room now was on the centre of 
activity where there was light.

At the sight if this my heart just sank. I disowned the bag. Fortunately, so 
far no one had understood what had just happened. No one except two of 
my brothers. They stared in horror unable to hide their shock and 
embarrassment. They stood there in utter shock. Their pastor's garments 
for the inner man were officially the centre of attention.

"Is it for a lady or for men?" one lady asked the other, lifting up my 
precious garment for her friend to see. "I am not sure," answered her 
friend almost in a whisper. Somehow embarrassed that all eyes were on 
them. Each took one of two remaining as they walked out.

"Man of God should I tell them to return?" asked one of my missionary 
brothers. "Sshh," I warned him beckoning him with my hand to hold his 
peace. Losing all my clothes was a lesser evil than people realizing what 
had just happened to me.

"Leave them alone, " I whispered to my brother. "They know not what they 
do."

How could I overcome the embarrassment of having to reconvene the 
whole village to return my clothes, some of them unmentionable. We just 
stood there staring for along time.

We were the last to leave the hall. Everyone pausing to thank me for the 
generosity of their brethren in Kampala. Little knowing my plight.

From behind the church I could hear those same two ladies continue their 
debate. "Are they for men or for women?" persisted the first lady.

"I think they are for ladies," assured her friend. To which she retorted, 
"The ladies of Kampala, why does one need a pocket in this place?" To 
which they both giggled as each went their way in the dark night.

Sometimes I think angels laugh at these things. If only I had unpacked the 
previous night as my wife had advised, the persecutor would not have 
reached my bag. Someone had added it among the spoils.

It was a difficult mission. For the next two churches before preaching, I 
had to take some time to explain to the brethren the reason I wore skin 
tight clothes. They had been lent to me by my slightly lean missionary 
brothers.

Truly a brother is born for the day of adversity.

Some of them listened in shock while others just laughed
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