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άConnect your story to theirsά were the thoughts swirling in my brain as we sat down for our final meal 
of rice and beans in Sudan. The phrase had been selected by the Aid Sudan team months earlier as the 
tagline for our 2009 gala, but it had not truly taken shape in my mind until our last day in Sudan. As I 
tasted the familiar food, my mind raced through the events of the last ten days. Each mental snapshot 
contributed to a collage of memories with one predominant theme: connection. From the time our 
team first shook hands with the Nuer people to the moment we all waved goodbye to our new friends, 
God had connected one story after another. The result was a shared story between southern Sudanese 
and a group of Americans. 
 
Our story began even before setting foot on African soil. It began in The Woodlands, Texas, where Faith 
Bible Church had agreed to send a mission team with Aid Sudan to Nasir. God had called Katie Brown, a 
marketing specialist; Tom Earle, a process excellence leader; Rick Martin, an airline pilot transitioning to 
be a systems administrator; Rene Matthews, an elementary school teacher and Dathan Petruccio, a high 
school teacher. While at a Faith Bible Church missions expo prior to the trip, our team met Buay ς a 
southern Sudanese man that had just relocated from Nebraska to The Woodlands. Amazingly, Buay was 
from a tiny village called Torpout ς a village that is both home to our Moses Project missionary Jengmer 
Yat and one of the stops on our upcoming trip. As Buay had not seen his family in over a decade, we 
made plans to meet again so that he could give pictures and letters for our team to deliver to his family. 
God was clearly already at work. 
 
Arrival in Nasir 
After enjoying the hoǎǇƛǘŀƭƛǘȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ IŜƴŘŜǊǎƻƴ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŀǘ !ƛŘ {ǳŘŀƴΩǎ ƘƻƳŜ ōŀǎŜ ƛƴ YŀƳǇŀƭŀΣ ǿŜ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ 
on the bumpy dirt airstrip of Nasir. There we were met by Aid Sudan Executive Director, Peter Swann, 
and his team who had already been in Nasir for a week doing survey work. We said both our hellos and 
goodbyes and watched as they left on the same plane that carried us to the remote village. As we 
turned to greet our Sudanese hosts, we exchanged a special greeting with Jengmer Yat. Jengmer had 
been in Nasir since our November 2008 team went to establish the Nasir Bible School. He had 
ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳΩǎ ŀǊǊƛǾŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƻƴǎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 
Aid Sudan compound, ǿƘƛŎƘ ƘŀŘ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴŀǘŜƭȅ ōŜŜƴ ŎƻƛƴŜŘ ōȅ ǘƘŜ bƻǾŜƳōŜǊ ǘŜŀƳ ŀǎ άǘƘŜ bŀǎƛǊ 
HiltoƴέΦ  
 
Over the next couple of days, our team settled into our mud huts, greeted people in the village, and met 
with local officials to set-ǳǇ ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳΩǎ ŀŎǘƛǾƛǘƛŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƛǎǎƛƻƴŜǊ ƻŦ bŀǎƛǊ /ƻǳƴǘȅ ǿŜƭŎƻƳŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳ 
warmly and gave us a brief history of the Nuer people. A strong supporter of our work in Nasir, the 
commissioner generously offered Aid Sudan a strategic location for future work. Few people travel the 
long distance to Sudan, and the impact it has on the people there is deep. I encouraged each team 
member to find one person to connect to; silently, I asked the Lord to connect each team member to at 
least one person in Nasir. 



Exams at Nasir Bible School 
For the past five months, Jengmer had trained 28 students at the Nasir Bible School in Chronological 
Bible Stories. The students orally learned 46 Bible stories and our team had come to administer the final 
exams for this first phase of a three-phase program. On the first full day we spent with the students, we 
prepared for the final exams as we ǎƘŀǊŜŘ DƻŘΩǎ ²ƻǊŘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΦ L ǎŀǘ ōŀŎƪ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀƛǎŜŘ DƻŘ ŀǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ 
our team members would stand up and tell a Bible story in English and then a Sudanese would get up 
and retell the story in Nuer. It was a powerful display that every tongue, tribe and nation will confess 
that the God of all languages is Lord!  
 
When the time for exams came, Katie, Tom, Rick and I tested Bible students; it was amazing to see the 
students recite story after story. There were a few nervous jitters early on, but they gained confidence 
as the exams progressed and began to speak the Word of God with boldness. 9ǾƛŘŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ WŜƴƎƳŜǊΩǎ 
gifted leadership, we experienced genuine rapport among students from eight different church 
denominations. On the third and fourth day of exams, the exam anxiety had almost completely passed 
and students told their assigned stories with power and authority. In preparation for graduation day, 
Katie and Tom created handwritten programs that listed the name of each graduate for the ceremony.  
 
Teacher Training 
Before the first day of teacher training, the team met with the director of education for Nasir to discuss 
needs. He told us that they not only needed books, paper, pens and school buildings, but also 
knowledge and training. On the first day of teacher training, Jengmer and I accompanied Rene and 
Dathan to the primary school to help set-up the training and invite teachers to the Aid Sudan compound 
for lunch. We were greeted by 45 teachers eager to learn!  
 
Just like anywhere, work in Sudan can have its minor setbacks. At lunchtime, a handful of the teachers 
wanted money to buy their own lunch rather than accept the lunch we offered. While most of the 
teachers were very grateful for the training and wanted to accept lunch, a few troublemakers persuaded 
the group to leave. ¢ƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊŀƎŜŘΣ ǿŜ Ǉǳǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ DƻŘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ 
He would make it work for His good. 
 
Visibly upset, the director of education arrived at our compound the next day to apologize on behalf of 
the teacƘŜǊǎΩ ōŜƘŀǾƛƻǊΦ Humbly, he asked if we would be willing to return to the primary school to 
continue training for the teachers who still desired help. We had asked Him to protect our name in the 
area and to work out His plans, and our prayer was answered almost immediately. Saturday was a 
wonderful day filled with encouraging times as Rene and Dathan were able to spend more individualized 
time training a smaller group of teachers.  
 
Visit to Torpuot 
For Sunday worship, our team headed to the tiny village of Torpout by way of boat down the Sobat 
River. When our boat pulled up to the shore, we were greeted by a throng of children with dirty faces 
ŜƴǘƘǳǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ άƪƘŀǿŀƧŀέΣ ŀ ǊŀǊŜ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ ǎǳŎƘ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ǇŀǊǘǎ ƻŦ {ǳŘŀƴΦ ²Ŝ then made our way to 
the large mud church where we were welcomed as honored guests with much singing! We watched in 
awe as people offered their only source of wealth to God - ears of corn. I gave a brief message about 
WŜǎǳǎΩ ǇƻǿŜǊ ǘƻ ŦƻǊƎƛǾŜ ǎƛƴǎΣ and then we formed a greeting line and shook hundreds of grateful hands.  
 
Hoping to make a connection for Buay, ǿŜ ƳŀŘŜ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƻǳƴŘΦ When we arrived at 
ǘƘŜƛǊ ƘƻƳŜΣ ǿŜ ŦƻǳƴŘ .ǳŀȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ŀƴŘ ƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ƎǊŀƴŘƳƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǎƛōƭƛƴƎǎΣ ǳƴŎƭŜǎ ŀƴŘ ŀǳƴǘǎΣ ŀƴŘ Ŏƻǳǎƛƴǎ all 
assembled to hear news of Buay. We shared with them photo albums, letters, and even a video that 
.ǳŀȅ ƘŀŘ Ǉǳǘ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ Ƙƛǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅΦ !ǎ .ǳŀȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǇƘƻǘƻ ŀƭōǳƳ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴΣ ƘŜ 



asked us to point out his son. Many years had passed since he had seen Buay, and his little boy was now 
a grown man. Through the letters, Buay reminisced with his family, and we could see them laugh, enjoy, 
and miss their son. It was a powerful moment for us all, truly a God moment. In His might and 
sovereignty, He had orchestrated an unbelievable story. 
 
.ǳŀȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ƘƻƴƻǊŜŘ ƻǳǊ ǘŜŀƳ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŜƳŜƴŘƻǳǎƭȅ ƎŜƴŜǊƻǳǎ ƎƛŦǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŀƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ 
were giving about a third of their wealth in honor of us who had been complete strangers an hour 
before was truly overwhelming. We headed back to Nasir on our boat with a fidgety ram and hearts full 
of praise. 
 
Graduation Day 
All 18 Bible school students who were present for the exams had passed and were eligible for the 
graduation ceremony! Our team excitedly prepared ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ƎǊŀŘǳŀǘƛƻƴ by finalizing the 
program and the meal to celebrate this milestone! A special meal, we used ǘƘŜ ƎƛŦǘ ǊŀƳ ŦǊƻƳ .ǳŀȅΩǎ 
family as the meat dish and purchased cold sodas from the market in town. 
 
Simple yet touching, the ceremony was a sweet time for all of us. Rick opened the ceremony with a 
ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ǊŜƴŘƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ά!ƳŀȊƛƴƎ DǊŀŎŜέ. As their names were called out, the students were extremely 
proud to receive their certificates and an Aid Sudan Nasir Bible School t-shirt. In closing, the crowd 
responded with a heartfelt cry of the same opening song, but in Nuer. Once more, we thanked God for 
allowing us to be a part of this story in the making. 
 
Connections 
The next two days were spent making final preparations for our departure and continuing to deepen our 
relationships with the people. We sat with the Hilton workers, walked in the marketplace, played 
volleyball in the town and swam in the Sobat River. I marveled at the connections God had developed 
over this short period of time. 
 
One Bible student, William, made a special connection with Tom. He wanted to ƪƴƻǿ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ƻƳΩǎ 
family, and asked Tom to pray for his son who was sick. Displaying a mischievous, dimpled grin, Nyajuok, 
a playful girl of about thirteen, found a special companion in Katie. What they lacked in fluent 
conversation, they made up for in uncontrollable giggles. Dathan connected with Khot, a young man 
who helped oversee the Nasir Hilton. Khot had a keen thirst for knowledge while Dathan had a hunger 
to learn about the Nuer culture. Rene found a link back to home through a little girl named Shadda who 
ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎƻ ŘƛŦŦŜǊŜƴǘ ŦǊƻƳ ƘŜǊ ƻǿƴ ƎǊŀƴŘŘŀǳƎƘǘŜǊΦ Lƴ wŜƴŜΣ {ƘŀŘŘŀ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜƴŘŜǊƴŜǎǎΣ ŀŦŦŜŎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ 
love that only a doting grandmother can provide. A Lost Boy who had spent considerable time in 
Ethiopia, Koang found a friend in Rick. While in Ethiopia, Koang joined the Ethiopian national volleyball 
team and Rick accepted an invitation to play volleyball in town with him. Digging, blocking, and spiking, 
wƛŎƪ ŦƻǊƎŜŘ ŀ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ YƻŀƴƎΩǎ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ by the end, they were walking hand in hand in friendship. 
 
Goodbye to Nasir 
When Thursday morning came, we had mixed emotions as we watched the MAF plane fly overhead to 
make its landing. We were glad to be able to go home to see our families. We were glad to be a part of 
the work that God was doing in Nasir. But we were sad to be leaving our new friends. In only a short 
time, we had made some deep friendships and we knew that the goodbyes would not be easy. I thought 
of not just our story in Nasir, but our story in life. We, too, were once foreigners to God alienated by sin. 
But God had woven together a story of connection, a perfect story of redemption. We each had our own 
story, but He came to connect His story to ours so that we all might be a part of one story. And that is 
quite a story! 



 

Tom and his new friend, William 

Nyajuok enjoying a piggyback ride from Katie Dathan and Khot after teacher training 

Rene spoiling baby Shadda with love A love for volleyball brought Rick and Koang together 

.ǳŀȅΩǎ ŦŀǘƘŜǊ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƻƴ ƛƴ мл ȅŜŀǊǎ 


