
 
Asanti sana (Thank you very much!) for all of your well wishes, warm thoughts, and 
powerful prayers during my time away, on pilgrimage to Africa.  What an amazing 
experience! I look forward to sharing more stories and pictures with you, but I am so 
grateful for your presence with me...and I often shared there “greeting from your brothers 
and sisters across the ocean in my congregation.”  

I have not processed everything yet, but there are a few 
reflections I can share with you: 

● Lack of resources does not equal lack of 
generosity.  We had the opportunity to go on “home 
visits” as part of our time with the Emuhaya Group of the 
Disabled (EGD). Joyce is part of the EGD and lives in 
Western Kenya in Vihiga County.  Her home is actually a 
small place on land that belongs to her in-laws.  Her 
husband is deaf; her two daughters are deaf; and she 
had a disabled foot.  There were five of us who went to 
visit her at her home.  She poured water in a basin so we 
could wash our hands (mind you they probably had to 
walk for that water), made hot tea (which she poured to 
the brim of each of our cups), and gave us some 
packaged cookies. 
When we left, she 
sent with us 

papaya and other fruit from her yard.  By our 
standards -- she had nothing.  Yet she was so very 
hospitable to us and generously gave what she 
had...just because we came to her house. 

 
 
 

● You can carry more than you think.   As you travel the roads of Kenya, you will find 
people can carry just about everything... 



 
 
 
...on the backs of motorcycles 
and bikes (probably the craziest 
thing I saw - which I did not get a 
picture of - was someone 
carrying a sofa on the back of a 
motorcycle) ...in carts...and on 
the backs of donkeys and heads of 
women. It reminded me that 
sometimes we do not realize 

what we can do until we have to 
do it.  I saw people (and God, I 
suppose) making a way again 
and again and again. 
 

● “Don’t overtake recklessly.” This is a sign that was on a bridge overpass. It reminded me 
of when I had visited the Isle of Mull in Scotland -- there the sign was “Allow Overtaking” 
The overtaking piece in Kenya as in Scotland was referring to cars passing each other. 
In Kenya, where I did see a single traffic signal, finding ways to pass one another without 
being reckless is key.  It takes a skilled driver, some deft and dexterity, and perhaps 
even some closed eyes for us wuzungas (white people).  I don’t know that I got any 
good pictures of the feeling in the van of a third lane being made on a two-lane 
road...sometimes, in the car and in our lives, we need to not be in such a hurry that we 
are reckless, or so controlling that we don’t allow overtaking. 
 

● You can’t do everything. But that does not mean you do nothing. Pick one thing.  Again 
and again, I was struck with people offering empowerment and solutions in a place that 
has so much need.  I was often struck with the thought that “in the States, we would hear 
that we can’t help everyone...or the problem is too big.” -- which often causes “paralysis,” 
where we do nothing.  On our pilgrimage, we encountered organizations and individuals 



who chose to pick one thing and focus on making that one thing, that one person, that 
one system, better.  What’s your one thing? 
 

● Wild animals are my siblings too...and I am theirs.  When traveling on safari, I found 
myself connecting with God’s creatures and creation. And I realized that “the lion is my 
sibling” -- we are both made by the Creator. However, I also found myself saying “I am 
the lion’s sibling” (or whichever animal).  Subtle difference, but do you hear it?  

 
When I recognize that I am the lion’s sibling...it is a 
humbling recognition that the relationship is no longer 
on my terms alone.  I cannot claim sole possession of 
this relationship.  
 
When I recognize I am the elephant’s sibling, I can no 
longer sit back while poaching takes place.  It affects 
my family.  If they 
are not here, what 

keeps me from being next in line? If I do not recognize 
my relationship with Creation, how can I love it as God 
does?   If I continue to go through life on my terms, on 
my own, then I truly do not experience ubuntu (“I am 
because we are.”) 
 
 
Finally, smiles are universal ...and can change 
everything.  I can hardly begin to tell you how incredible it was to find ourselves yelling 
“Jambo!” (hello) out the window, waving, giving a thumbs up… and seeing people’s 
faces light up.  We were an oddity -- these people with pale skin.  And yet, even when 
we did not understand each other because of a language barrier… that smile, that wave, 
that thumbs up… changed the world for split second. 

 



 
 
Have you smiled today? 
 
Blessings and gratitude...so much gratitude, 
 
Pastor Cindy 


