
Fourth Sunday in Lent 3/26/17 A
Lord, What will you have me do?

Gracious Father, whose blessed Son Jesus Christ came down from heaven to be the 

true bread which gives life to the world: Evermore give us this bread, that he may live in 

us, and we in him; who lives and reigns with you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and 

for ever. Amen. 

Arrival in Mada - Everyone was noticeably thin - Airport had men rushing toward you 

to help with your bags, hoping for a monetary gift.  Desperation is what we sense.

All your senses come awake - despite the long flight and exhaustion. Smell the moist 

air, see the troubled faces, feel the heat, then comes the rain. 

We arrived at the guest house -settled in but had no place to go as the rains had 

started. We ate dinner, and settled in for the night. The storms picked up throughout 

the night into the following day when we were due to fly out. Notice came that no 

flights were flying - that’s when we realized we were in a cyclone - cat 4 hurricane. 

The largest one in 13 years.

Power came and went on and off - the following day was the same, no flights, no 

place to go in all the rain. My Morning meditation was on Psalm 121:7-8; “The Lord 

will protect you from all evil; God will protect your very life. The Lord will protect you on 

your journeys - whether going or coming - from now until forever from now.” I knew we 

would be okay.

John 3:8; The wind blows where it chooses, and you hear the sound of it, but you do 

not know where it comes from or where it goes. So it is with everyone born of the 

Spirit.”    These words comforted us in the unknown - we rested and waited. This was 

obviously God’s plan for us to catch our breath from the long trip, to rest and relax and 

gain strength for the path ahead. 
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Then there was a reflection on mirroring God - how can we mirror God?  It became 

our prayer as we finally were okayed to leave.  We had one false start on Thurs., we 

were about to load and the flight was canceled. Finally though we left on Friday and 

arrived in Tulear.

The heat was much more prevalent - the smiling face of a friend awaited us at the 

gate, Bp. Todd McGregor.  Rev. Patsy was busy with her Friday evening English 

service and then Stations of the Cross. He took us to the compound where they have 

planted the Diocesan Office of this brand new Diocese, and the Cathedral - St. 

Patrick’s Cathedral of Toliara (Tulear).  We dropped our bags and joined them in the 

dark Cathedral (they too had lost power) for the final few stations of the cross. I shined 

my phone and found some new friends pretty quickly!

One can sense a gentleness in the Malagasy people. They want to help you, they 

want to serve you, that is their way.  Here in Tulear the poverty is more than tangible. 

You can smell it in the air, you can see it everywhere. They walk everywhere or else 

take what is called a puce-pucey. People are lined along the streets selling whatever 

they can, maybe something they have grown or cooked, or fried. Perhaps they repair 

bicycles, motors or perhaps they sew.  Whatever they have they try to find a way to 

make money to buy food for their next meal.

We were taken into the city of Tulear, the 5th largest in the country, and I liken the 

drive to some sort of video game where you have to avoid all these many characters 

and vehicles coming at you. It’s amazing how much activity is going on in the streets. 

Having read some of Rev. Patsy’s  books, we know that there is witchcraft and 

indigenous religions that are not of God.  The darkness is apparent - how can we 

mirror God?  How can we be as light to them in the midst of this darkness?  If 

only we could give the bread of life to all these hurting people. Lord what will you 

have me do?
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The only way is to depend on God for His strength, His power and wisdom and that is 

all one can do.

Like Samuel we tend to make judgments of people based on their outward 

appearance.  “But God looks on the heart.”  Despite the severe famine they are 

experiencing, despite the terrible poverty they live in, they are sweet, kind and 

compassionate and one can sense their love for family and community.  Together they 

are weathering this storm.  God walks with us through the valley of darkness - He sets 

a banquet table table before us - he anoints our head with oil where we find His 

myriad blessings.

But what can we do with so much poverty?  The first clinic took us to a church the 

furthest from the city that we went.  The dirt road was filled with deep holes, and it was 

slow traveling. Dotted along portions of the road would be very small mud brick 

homes, or homes made of grasses and sticks tied together as walls. There is 

obviously no power here, no wells; just basic and very simple living, cooking over 

homemade charcoal in the open air. Opposite that might be fields of rice, bright green 

and full of life. The dichotomy of life and death was tangible.

Upon arrival we note there is a group of people gathering underneath a large tree, 

seeking shade, awaiting the medical clinic.  We were given a small building to use for 

the day, with two small rooms. The Dr’s in one room and the Nuns / sisters would 

have the meds and testing in the other room.  The clergy would anoint and pray for 

each patient prior to their seeing the Dr.

Dr. Zoe, a Malagasy Doctor that the McGregor’s supported by sending her to medical 

school, came down from the Capital to assist with the clinics.  She was very helpful for 

Kevin telling him of various illnesses we do not see here in the States.

The heat was intense, no fans to help, just increasing numbers of people coming to 

see the only Doctors they have ever seen, for many of them.  That day was difficult. 

Over 200 patients were prayed for and seen and treated, but many more had to be 
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turned away.  We stayed well beyond what we had planned and ended up having to 

drive the bad roads in the darkness.

Each medical clinic was basically the same. We kept asking how much is this doing? 

Are we doing the right thing by treating them with a few weeks of meds?  But 

sometimes its more about the ministry of presence.  Sometimes its more about 

walking with your friends, being alongside them in a difficult journey and holding their 

hand when they need it; letting them cry on your shoulder, just being present.  It’s a 

reminder that others know their daily toil.

Fellowship is what we find in our relationship with God. When we seek Him, He is 

there.  Sometimes we need to be there for others and show His light, His loving 

presence when all seems dark and hopeless.

What the McGregor’s are doing is quite amazing really. Having been there over 20 

years now, they have learned the Malagasy language and are well known to all 

around.  They have proven that they are there with them through these difficult times 

and are building relationships for Christ. They lived for 3 1/2 years in the midst of a 

very poor village and planted a church. We held a clinic in the church that is now 

there.

They had a goal to plant 20 churches in 10 years, but they have planted 80!  They 

have only 8 Priests currently, so each of them has 10 churches as a responsibility. 

Makes our problems seem minute.

On the Diocesan Compound they have developed a program to train Evangelists who 

will be sent out to assist in these churches without Priests.  This 2 year program will 

see its first graduates in May (so pray for them and their testing!) and they will then be 

sent in various directions to assist those churches without a Priest. Those who come 

to them in this program usually have about the equivalent of an 8th grade education.
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If any are discerned to be called to the Priesthood, they will need to obtain Seminary 

education in the Capital or in Kenya. This new diocese is a bright shining example for 

the remainder of Madagascar. Other diocese have sent some of their people there for 

this evangelist training.  They are looking for ways to grow the Kingdom of God. Are 

we?

Rev. Patsy works with the women of the area creating ministries that have given the 

women hope.  She found such despair in the women, and asked one woman if she 

could roll up a piece of paper?  She said yes. So Rev. Patsy taught her to make beads 

out of rolled paper and now they have a ministry built around this, making bags, 

necklaces, key chains and all sorts of crafts.  It is blossoming into a bustling Women’s 

Center where they sew the Days for Girls Feminine Kits. (the same program we took 

to S. Sudan). The DfG became part of the teachings that went on around the clinics 

and were a great draw for the women.

They have been taught how to crochet, so they take all kinds of scraps and crochet 

them into phone bags, and all sorts of items. You would never know what they are 

made of!  

Their items will begin to be marketed to some of the more touristy areas. In fact the 

Ambassador of Australia visited the Women’s Center and the Cathedral Compound 

and was very impressed with the work. They are supporting this ministry to assist 

women in finding value in their lives once more.

There are multiple issues this country is facing and whatever we can do to assist may 

seem small to us, but its huge to them.  Paul’s first letter to the Corinthians says,       

(1 Corinthians 15:58;) “Therefore, my dear brothers, stand firm. Let nothing move you. 

Always give yourselves fully to the work of the Lord, because you know that your labor 

in the Lord is not in vain.” 

As with the Gospel lesson, this man was born blind so that the works and power of the 

Lord Jesus would be made known.  We do not have any idea how God wants to use 
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us at any given moment, but we must know that God DOES want to use us. So as we 

go out into the world and share God’s love with those whom He puts in our path, we 

must pray that we act in faith to fulfill God’s will, doing whatever He puts on our hearts 

to do.   

Each morning during devotions I went to my failsafe prayer from the Motto of the 

DOK:  For His Sake: I am but one, but I am one. I cannot do everything, but I can do 

something. What I can do I ought to do. What I ought to do, by the grace of God I will 

do.  Lord, what will you have me do?
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