The Writer

Walking in the Masoyi community with a couple of local volunteers, and a medic from Mozambique, I realised that as I listened to the unfamiliar cacophony of rural Africa there existed,  pressed up close to edges of that noise, a devastating silence.  Compelled to listen not to the noise but to the silence, I found within it bewilderment, confusion, pain and fear of the people I saw around me and of the many thousands I could not see.  I had no understanding at that time, but I did know I had a choice, I could turn my attention elsewhere or continue my listening. 

I continued and still continue to listen but not until my second trip, some months later, did I find the courage to ask God just what this silence meant to Him.  Even as the question was forming, I felt a pain in my heart that left me in no doubt that it had been wrenched in two, without warning my face became a sheet of hot coursing tears and my knees buckled as if I could stand no more. Crouched in the dust I knew God's love for these children before me, standing patiently waiting for their weekly food distribution. Completely alone in the world but for this group of volunteers, some of them total strangers, bringing food, clothing, medicine and hope that things will one day be better.  

This is not just another disease, it is a major development crisis which threatens the social, economic and political stability of many nations in our world.  This disease could undo all the development gains of the last 20 or 30 years if we stand by and let it.  

This disease wrecks the lives of people, God's people, men, women, children, mothers fathers, grandparents, sons, daughters, brothers, sisters,  their lives uprooted, torn apart and left alone in fear awaiting their own almost certain death.  

There was an injured man lying on the road to Jerusalem, some passed him by fearing their own safety, disruption to their own plans, they were too busy, too important, too… Along came a Samaritan, he was not afraid to divert his path, his plans, his finances, himself, and the man was saved.

There are thousands of people, individual people with names and faces and lives and loves dying from AIDS related illnesses, many have passed them by.  

Jesus asked, "Who is this man's neighbour?"  Answer…. The one who comes close enough to be changed by what they see. 

