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The back alleys of
African cities can be
dismal and dark places

that rob people of hope.

Aidsin Africais spread
mainly through heterosexual
contact.

Sub-Saharan Africa accounts
for 10 percent of the world's
population but is home to
nearly 70 percent of the
world's AIDS cases.

Every day, some 6,000
people around the world die
of AIDSand more people are
being infected than ever
before.

Can’t you do anything about the
prostitute problem here ?”

A very drunk man said the quote above. You know it's bad when a
drunken man asks you to help with the great number of prostitutes.
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One of these X-LADIES
(former prostitutes) is now
living a dream. She always
wanted to work with babies
and now, because of your
help, she is working in an

no mother or father.

orphanage. She is loving on
babies who, like herself, have

ComeHome

The small house was simple but
adequate. It consisted of one large
room on a dusty street. Mariaand
her daughter, Christina, had done
what they could to add color to the
gray walls and warmth to the hard
dirt floor.

Maria's husband had died when
Chrigtinawas an infant. And now,
fifteen years later, Christina had
that rare magic some women have
that makes every man fed like a

king just by being near them. But it

Gifted author, Max Lucado, includes this story in his book No wonder they call Him Savior

was her spirited curiosity that made
her keep the village men at arm's
length.

She spoke often of going to the city.
She dreamed of trading her dusty
neighborhood for exciting avenues
and city life. Just the thought of this
horrified her mother. Mariawas
always quick to remind Christina of
the harshness of the streets. "People
don't know you there. Jobs are
scarce and thelifeis cruel. And
besides, if you went there, what

would you do for aliving?"

Maria knew exactly what Christina
would do, or would haveto do for a
living. That's why her heart broke
when she awoke one morning to
find her daughter's bed empty.
Maria knew immediately where her
daughter had gone. She also knew
immediately what she must do to
find her. She quickly threw some
clothesin a bag, gathered up all her
money, and ran out of the house.

Continued on page 3




Come Home - continued from page 2
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A baptism in the
Indian Ocean off the
coast of Africa

On her way to the bus stop she entered a
drugstore to get one last thing. Pictures.
She sat in the photograph booth, closed the
curtain, and spent all she could on pictures
of herself. With her purse full of small
black-and-white photos, she boarded the
next bus.

Maria knew Christina had no way of
earning money. She also knew that her
daughter was too stubborn to give up.
When pride meets hunger, a human will do
things that were before unthinkable.
Knowing this, Maria began her search.
Bars, hotels, nightclubs, any place with the
reputation for street walkers or prostitutes.
She went to them all. And at each place she
left her picture--taped on a bathroom
mirror, tacked to a hotel bulletin board,
fastened to a corner phone booth. And on
the back of each photo she wrote a note.

It wasn't too long before both the money
and the pictures ran out, and Maria had to
go home. The weary mother wept as the
bus began its long journey back to her
small village.

It was a few weeks |ater that young
Christina descended the hotel stairs. Her
young face was tired. Her brown eyes no
longer danced with youth but spoke of pain
and fear. Her laughter was broken. Her
dream had become a nightmare. A

thousand times over she had longed
to trade these countless beds for her
secure pallet. Yet thelittle village
was, in too many ways, too far
away.

As she reached the bottom of the
stairs, her eyes noticed afamiliar
face. She looked again, and there on
the lobby mirror was a small picture
of her mother. Christina's eyes
burned and her throat tightened as
she walked across the room and
removed the small photo. Written
on the back was this compelling
invitation:
"Whatever you have done, whatever
you have become, it doesn't matter.
Please come home."

Shedid.

ooooooo

Jesus

Grades
completed

Sarah: 8th
Elise: 3rd

Isaac:
Kindergarten

Family Update

Elisabeth’s
favorite
subjectsare
language and
science. This
year she
could dso
playona
soccer team.
Every

school day
began with
prayer and
pledges, like
the pledge to
the Bible.

On Isaac’ s i rst d.
ay at sch

Jv(Ken) asked him how it .

et,1t. He saig, “Alright, but |
Can’t read yet”. ’
Last month When

| he wan

tQ 90 outside ang play wi ttl?d
h_ls Zambian frj ends he askeq

his mom if she
. could “fj
him from schooy. d“fire
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Address in Africa:

Ken & Sue Sawka
Postnet Box 373
P/Bag E891 Manda Hill
Lusaka, Zambia
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TheWord for theWorld
Bible Trandators

The mission of The Word for
the World Bible Translators is
to train nationals to accurately
translate God® Word into their
own languages, thus enabling

new people groups to hear God
speak to them in their heart
language for the first time.

Address for Support:

The Word for the World
PO Box 26363

Colorado Springs CO 80936-6363

Partnership gifts should be sent to our
office in Colorado but not to our African
address.

Please make checks payable to The Word
for the World, USA and include a note
saying “for Ken & Sue Sawka”.

Gifts are tax deductible. The Word for the
World Bible Translators is a 501 (c) (3)
religious non-profit organization.

Inside of a barrel isa great

place to spend the school break.

Or, maybe we'll just hang around!




