Let nothing perturb you, nothing frighten you.  All things pass. God does not change.  Patience achieves everything.
-Mother Teresa

The days continue to warm up like a pad of butter melting on a piece of oven fresh bread.  The Harmattan winds we experienced in January have made way for the heat of April.  The Northern region of Ghana experienced a downpour of rain about 3 weeks ago which brought a strong wind that ripped off several grass and zinc roofs. Not a drop in the bucket since that time.  Bedtime rituals now include a good dousing of warm water on our sleeping attire, several wet wash cloths to put on our arms/legs, and the fan blades spinning as fast as the electricity will take them. Warm water you ask?  The water is stored in black polytank containers so after sitting in the hot sun the water is quite warm.  Sometimes you get in the shower to bath just wishing for some cold water and then you remember to be thrilled about having water in the first place.  
The Nyhus house is currently acting as a veterinary clinic.  We are caring for one very sick dog, Jake, and two sick Rhode Island Red hens.  Last week our house was acting as an infirmary for a feverish young German volunteer suffering from malaria.  I am happy to report that she has recovered.  The children at the orphanage are currently healthy after a handful of them passed around the chicken pox.  
Speaking of the children at the orphanage here is a quick update.  Since starting at the local private school their ability to converse in English has improved dramatically.  This is so nice AND fun!  Don’t get me wrong.  We still have to use funny antics to communicate with them.  Greg and I met with Pastor Baawni last Thursday to discuss when we’d help him transition the orphanage into a feeding center.  I also took him to Gambaga (a nearby town) to discuss with a social worker what we needed to do in order to register the orphanage.  The three of us decided that we’d make the change to the feeding center model by the end of April.  We all feel this is a great decision for the children and their extended family members.  They need to be in a family unit in order to see how a family functions.  Our prayer is that each child will continue to thrive in their home environment and at school too.  While the orphanage has two loving and kind women caring for them they cannot replace the roles of a mother/grandmother/auntie.  The profits from the chicken farm will still provide food for their meals at the orphanage along with extra school fees, clothing and other needs.  
The “ladies,” as I lovingly refer to the hens, are producing an abundance of eggs every day.  The business has picked up dramatically and we rarely have an egg to spare.  Carter, Aiden and Sukanya still get a kick out of the responsibilities of caring for the hens.  This has been the best 4-H project ever!  Some of the ladies are suffering from mites and we have been told by a poultry farmer at Virginia Tech to use wood ash.  He also suggested mixing in some Seven Dust if the wood ash wasn’t cutting it. While the wood ash has kept the mites at bay some of the ladies are still losing their feathers as a result.  If we allow this to continue they will need to participate in group therapy for body image disturbance.  We sent out a request to a volunteer that was traveling to Nalerigu this last week and he was more than happy to purchase some Seven at the local hardware store.  Unfortunately for us and the hens the container of Seven was confiscated for some reason by the Department of Homeland Security.  Our friend, Ben Awuuni, found some kind of liquid in Kumasi that he swears will get rid of the mites.  I am reluctant to use it because the bottle has nothing written on it for identification purposes.  I’d rather pay for their counseling than their funerals.  Other than the problem of mites the hens are doing well and cluck along happily.
For those of you who have taken an interest in the 85 women at the Gambaga Outcast Camp (AKA witches camp) I spent an afternoon with them just last Wednesday.  I took one surgeon with me along with an American nurse and a pediatrician.  Those three volunteers were females and their hearts were moved with compassion as they mingled with the women.  Two had viewed the incredible documentary The Witches of Gambaga that was just released this past November.  For those of us born in Western cultures it is beyond our comprehension what these women have had to live through.  The women are always so happy to see us.  I can feel with each visit I make they allow a little bit of that wall built for self preservation to be chipped away.  It has taken me a year but I am now seeing some results.  Last week after sharing the WORD with them I asked if any would like to speak.  Several spoke up and this was a huge breakthrough!  Each articulated God’s grace and provision in life even after all the evil they have suffered at the hand of jealous men and women.  Again I was humbled to be standing among them listening to their stories of courage and triumph.  As our time came to an end I began to share my own news that I knew would thrill them.  When my mom returned back to the US after an adventurous six weeks in Ghana she took back with her a large plastic black bag filled with some of the women’s handmade jewelry.  Would you believe that my sweet girlfriends back at Abundant Life Baptist Church bought this jewelry and raised roughly $540?  This translates into 760 Ghana Cedis!  Can I get a whoop-whoop?!  This will allow for many bags of maize to be purchased and will take the ladies through the last of the lean season.  I could barely get the news out before one of the ladies hopped up and started stomping her feet, clapping her hands to the beat as only a happy Ghanaian can do.  Madame Laariba, the amazing woman who has given 10 years of her life helping these women, literally picked me up off the ground when she hugged me. Not only once but twice!  If you ever wondered how happy you can make a Ghanaian women ostracized from her family just buy her a 50kg bag of maize!  Thank you to all who gave a little out of your pocket to fill up another woman’s groaning belly.  This is one season those women won’t go hungry and all because of you!
Two weeks ago Clement demonstrated how effective his corrective heart surgery was as he wrestled with Carter and Aiden.  Every time I see him he is running.  He reminds me of many of us who like to run for the pure enjoyment of it.  Clement is happy with a capital H as are his parents.  Baba continues to be a hugging maniac.  I guess that’s a natural response when your only son has been given the gift of life.  Baba is back at work washing the laundry for the OR and Laadi, when Clement isn’t running away from her, is full force into sewing.  That sweet daughter of theirs, Portia, has enjoyed playing CandyLand that Baba brought back for her from Florida.  They truly are one big happy family.  
I believe most of you have probably heard by now the very exciting news I received last Wednesday from Tel Aviv.  I guess it was late February when I first met Nuru Kadiri and his mother, Jamila.  Jamila brought her 6 month child to the BMC because of difficulty breathing. It took Jamila almost 3 hours on the back of the motorcycle to reach Nalerigu.  One of the volunteer pediatricians asked me to take a look at the child to see what we could possibly do for him.  Immediately I told him I’d get into contact with Dr. Blay in Kumasi to see if the dinosaur echo machine was still spitting out results.  Thankfully it was and one week later off Kadiri went with his feisty little mother to Kumasi.  Dr. Blay verified that Kadiri indeed has a cardiac lesion (hole in his heart).  The visiting pediatrician from Vanderbilt worked hard after returning to the States to persuade Vanderbilt to bring Kadiri over to correct the VSD.  But his voice was not heard.  Well, maybe heard but not acted upon.  All the while many of you have been praying alongside with me and Greg that a door would once again be blown wide open for another child.  After obtaining the echo results on Kadiri I contacted an Israeli-based humanitarian project called Save A Child’s Heart. (www.saveachildsheart.org) SACH provides urgent life saving cardiac surgery to children around the world.  I hadn’t heard anything for several weeks but knew our paperwork had made it to Tel Aviv.  Last week during a hot math lesson with Sukanya a ring from my phone disrupted us.  Greg was on the other end telling me about an e-mail that had just made it to his inbox.  I tell you that I get just as excited over my inbox as I do my own physical mailbox back home.  I have pasted the e-mail in hope that you will get the same rush of joy that we had as our eyes roamed over the words taking it all in. 

Dear Greg and Wendy,
I have good news for you and the child, Kadiri Naduru.
I am pleased to tell you that Dr. Tamir from SACH in Israel has agreed to accept him to the programme.  
This involves, as first step, receiving the documentation on him and applying for passports for the child and his mother – please contact Bismark to start the process (0244 127969). 
The parents will probably have to come to Accra for that, which I know is a long way.
Kind Regards, 
Tal Laufer 
Managing Director
Infrastructure Project Development Ltd (IPD)

The tears came and this teacher called off school for the rest of the day.   There was cause to celebrate and my mind was racing as fast as Carl Lewis in his flashy running shoes.  I could no longer concentrate on teaching.  Good thing my kids are ahead of schedule!  Sukanya was so cute because as she and I walked home shortly after the phone call from Greg we thought we heard thunder in the distance.  We listened again and sure enough it was thunder.  Sukanya grabbed my hand and said, “Momma, I think the LORD is telling you that He is very proud of you for helping Kadiri”.  I wrote that one down in my Bible.
The next two days were spent trying to make contact with Jamila.  As I said before, their village is a good 3 hours away.  This situation is much more challenging than Clement’s because of the language barrier (the mother and father don’t speak English or even speak Mampruli), they don’t have a cell phone, electricity, and live out in the bush.  By Friday mid-morning Greg and I decided it best to go looking for Jamila.  Kadiri’s father is farming in a village somewhere close to Kumasi.  We hired a guy with a motorcycle and another young man who can speak Jamila’s language.  They had strict instructions to call ASAP once finding her.  We sent an extra phone with them to give to her.  Praise the LORD they found her and the next morning we got a phone call at 6am that she was on her way to Nalerigu with Kadiri and her brother in law.  They arrived hot but safe and sound.  I was presented with the kindest gift….a bundle of 12 tiny guinea fowl eggs.  Ahh…talk about straight to the heart.  And there was cute little Kadiri practically glued to his mother’s back after bouncing along for 3 hours in the hot African sun.  Unfortunately, he had been sick for about four days with a fever.  Because I knew that birth certificates would be an issue (neither of them had local birth certificates which you need for the national birth certificates which you need for the passports)  I had invited two men with whom I had met the previous day while driving back and forth from Gambaga.  The one man is the regional district coordinator for birth/death registry in East Mampruli district.  I had high hopes that he would be able to help me, and he did…just not to the extent I was hoping for.  But, I will take anything I can get.  I will admit, though, that a couple of times I was frustrated and thought how sad it was that Jamila didn’t know her birth date and then how pathetic that the men gathered around my table (her brother in law, the interpreter and two birth/death registry workers) didn’t even bother to ask her what month she would like to pick for her birthday.  Instead they randomly chose March 1, 1979 for her.  I would have picked April 24th because of Easter falling on this date - but no one asked me.  There are many other details of the meeting that were so preposterous but to spend time on writing it out would be too arduous.  Twice I had to make myself laugh because I was on the edge of breaking into a cry that only happens when a Westerner gets totally frustrated at how things are and how they shouldn’t be.  And, then I remembered the quote from Mother Teresa that I shared with you at the beginning of this letter.  If anyone knew frustration over how things should be it was that petite lady with a heart too big for her own body.  Her quote pricked my heart to recall that patience does achieve everything.  I could easily burn a thousand bridges if I am not literally practicing being spirit controlled.  I have too much at stake (Kadiri) and risk losing everything if I let my body language and words show that intense frustration that is often felt living here in Ghana.  There is a place and time for everything but one too many foreigners have damaged their character over one moment of time when they couldn’t step back and check their opinions at the door.  As a wise king once scripted “A word fitly spoken and in due season is like apples of gold in settings of silver.” Proverbs 25:11 Oh, that my own words would reflect this proverb.
We ended the meeting with smiles, handshakes and blessings.  There are formalities that I don’t always understand but am smart enough to know that I’d better follow them.  Then it was off to the hospital where we decided to admit Kadiri so that he could receive IV antibiotics.  If we are to be doing a lot of traveling this week we need Kadiri to be breathing his best.  My goal for this week is to make the 2 ½ hour drive to Tamale in order of obtaining the local birth certificates.  If I can get this for Kadiri and Jamila then we’ll be off to Accra the following day.  Since I have already been down this road once with Clement I at least have interacted with some of the men that I will need to assist me again.  We will also be able to purchase passport applications while in Tamale.  I anticipate the lines will be quite long at the bank in Tamale where we purchase passports so I plan on taking a Louis L’amour book with me.  Nothing like reading about a good gun fight when passing the time.  By mid week I hope we’ll find ourselves on a bus headed towards Kumasi and then onto Accra to continue to process needed to obtain the national birth certificates.  It will be ALL God when He parts the waters because you’ve heard before how difficult this can be.  Greg and I again believe God to do the unthinkable like getting those important documents within a month.  I did chuckle at one of my last e-mail correspondence letters from Mr. Laufer from SACH.  He said, and I am quoting, “Hurry with the passports and documents so we can send them soon.”  Okay, Mister, trust me when I say I’m working on it!
Work at the hospital continues on quite steadily.  There were two big accidents last week so the men’s ward is overflowing with young men and broken bones.   Thankfully we have a great group of medical students and three doctors at this time.  I am very proud of one of the students.  This is her first time outside the US and two days after arriving at the BMC she was ready to high tail it out of here.  As you can imagine it can be overwhelming. Talk about sensory overload!  But, with a lot of encouragement, this sweet young student is learning how to cope with what she has to deal with and has made the decision to stick it out for the four weeks she has committed to be here.  I am so proud of her!  These are the life lessons that force us to either retreat or push ahead regardless of our own feelings of fear and inadequacies.  
Greg and I continue to be awe struck by our Heavenly Father.  Every day he and I remind one another that we have absolutely no idea what we are doing but we sure are having fun!  We might as well remain humble, face down before God just in case a little bit of arrogance comes along to rob us of our obedience to Him.  Many of you have asked when we are coming home and the answer remains the same.  We just don’t know.  Isn’t that absurd?  It sounds so irresponsible and negligent.  Here we are gallivanting around in Northern Ghana raising chickens and peddling eggs for orphans. When we have time we’re building tree houses and fishing at the river. We throw ice cream parties for the watchman and get out the word that there are malnourished babies in need of  formula.  At times we go through so much money it feels as if we treat our money like play money.  In between all this we’re coordinating medical teams, residents and students from all over the world.  We do our best to raise awareness about how people in another land work, live and breathe. 
 In the year that we’ve been in Ghana we’ve asked the LORD to give us a different reality than what we had in the US.  I prefer God out of the box.  Don’t you?  Maybe He prefers me out of the box too.
As I close let me leave you with this.  I feel this is a true reflection of how we’ve lived this past year.
“Remember: A stingy planter gets a stingy crop; a lavish planter gets a lavish crop.  I want each of you to take plenty of time to think it over, and make up your own mind what you will give.  That will protect you against sob stories and arm twisting.  God loves it when the giver delights in the giving.
God can pour on the blessings in astonishing ways so that you’re ready for anything and everything, more than just ready to do what needs to be done.  As one psalmist puts it, 
	He throws caution to the winds, giving to the needy in reckless abandon. His right living, right giving ways never run out, never wear out.
The most generous God who gives seed to the farmer that becomes bread for your meals is more than extravagant with you.  He gives you something you can then give away, which grows into full formed lives, robust in God, wealthy in every way, so that you can be generous in every way, producing with us great praise to God.
Carrying out this social relief work involves far more than helping meet the bare needs of poor Christians.  It also produces abundant and bountiful Thanksgivings to God!  This relief offering is a prod to live at your very best, showing your gratitude to God by being openly obedient to the plain meaning of the Message of Christ. You show your gratitude through your generous offering to your needy brothers and sisters and really toward everyone.  Meanwhile, moved by the extravagance of God in your lives, they’ll respond by praying for you in passionate intercession for whatever you need.  Thank God for this gift, His gift!  No language can praise it enough.
						2 Corinthians 9:6-15
								The Message
Go on and get moved by the extravagance of God in your life!
With love from Africa,
Wendy
