H%sings, | forget my vesponsibilities.

By 2,5/13/09, AUEA

Our eam is an eclectic group. of peopl@. We. come From different
backgrownds and have Aifferent experiences. Our commormlil-g howener,
is our pain. All of us have experienced some form of' pain 4o some exctent-
A so, +en broken styangers join together to journey o experience Hhe
Afvican cubure and all $ak i+ encompasses. Cod, kdy us.

| was veminded of my own frail hamantity] on Hhe divplane +vaveling from
London +o Naivobi. During +he 4vip, | looked autside He window. All | codld
ser was dessert. - looked hot, dvy, and wnnelcoming. That vepresents
mY humanity. Sin causes my heart o become a desert, dry and Aone.
When | har either mgde or anchher, | Know something is not- vight- | know
things should br different- | was veminded Hat when Youve in He desert,
You need hope +o br Your oasis. And God is Hhat hope. Above Hhe Sahara
desert-from e window, | saw a uge brilliant vainbow Huat stood as
testament +o God's s*l-vu\gl-h and Paitifulness.

A/\Aso\nskmgsdﬁ Mismﬂ&e&seﬁaMMismﬂ vainbow? -

Cod,

My heart is open, adtentive, mnd aert | ask k- yYou would begin +o paint
Your shoryf across my heark. My life is Fragile amnd | am veminded of Huat
as well as Hhe Fock Haak Aou are. hope and grace. Thark You for my story
Hus far, and Hhe chapters that are o come. rant: our team safety,
Moy we love, each otier.

Abov@nt\g'l'hir\g dSQ/, | ask Hhat You would wreck me. Shater mY heart.
Strip me of my white: male upper-middle, class subwrbia callises. Couse
me 4o weep. | forget so easily how blessed | am. And by forgetting my
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And so my pravjer is Hhat ﬂou'& bless me. \Jesus, pour out- evexy) good Hhing

6“‘ have 4o offer upon me. ﬂou are & God who is so much and is involved

in mY minuscale Mllj life. SWIH-MN shows Hhat You |or\g o blss us. So|
simplg sy, bring i on, vain i down, and knock me over with Your H%sings.
Out of Hhrose H%sir\gs and He Flﬂcl‘("orm | have boen given, may 60«\ use Mo
+o impackHhe world, 4o b a cakalyst for social jusheo and Hhe movement- of
love, i.e. 5«« | knows wihat-| am desigred +o do, and gvl—\ om fervified of Hhe
mundane. So | ask and plu\o\ Hhat on Hhis 4vip, 6«« will canse me 4o fall upon
mf Face and weep. Break me so Hhat-| con never forget. Then | can shave
H with Hhe woru_

Paint ﬂouv face upon my soul.

Write 500\ name into my fleshr

Carve Hour love into my hands and feet.
And wreck my heart-for you.

Be my) vatinbow in my dessert

| am finished. ﬂou'vw heard my prayfers. ﬂo«« know mY heavt. We have
wrested and ‘Fougbrl- and 'm H\Voﬂir\g in Hee Fowel. Now all | can 4o is waik
with expectancy for Yon and sy Hhavks. Thantk You for what Youve going
+o do inside. of* me. and Havough me.

Bl%s me. Nvuk MR Usb MU,
~\John.

"Moy) Ciod bloss you viith tears +o shed for Hhose who suffer from pain, vejection,
starvation, and wa; so Hhat You may veach out Your hands o comfort Hhem and
furn Heeiv pain inko joi. Mayj God bless Yo with enough foolisiviess 4o believe Hhak
You can make, a ifference in His world, so Hhat Yon com do wiak others claim
connot br Jone.”

— Franciscan Brnedicion




