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Two little girls in frilly dresses, straight black hair

tickling their shoulders, stuck colorful cutout letters
on the dining room wall. | sat beside Patricia, who
had invited Bridge for Peace to the
meeting on the North Fork of Long
Island, and we worked out the
meaning of the taped up words,
“Sefior, el que tu amas es enfermo.”
Lord, the one You love is sick.
Patricia said, “Next meeting the wall
will read, ‘Lord the one You love is
healed.”

Many in need of God's touch
gathered in Magda’'s home Satur-
day night, people born in Guatemala, Mexico, Puerto
Rico, and their children. Able translators had been
arranged for our Bridge for Peace team, since none
of us spoke enough Spanish to communicate well.

A wall-section slides into place,
extension cords snake behind pews
and (if you're mature enough to re-
member) paintings pop out of Barry
and Lynn Carlin’s hatchback like too
many items in Felix the Cat’'s magic
bag! Barry surveys the layout and
knows where each painting, every
photograph, will display to best ad-
vantage. Church sanctuary morphs
into sophisticated gallery for the ex-
hibit Presence.
More than two-dimensional im-
ages—ink dots on glossy paper,
paint on canvas—something greater
than the sum of the parts is appar-
ent. Just as we're more than flesh
and blood—eternal, spiritual beings
made in God’s image—something of
God speaks from the eyes, from the
hands, from the light, the color, the composition of
each piece. “Deep calls unto deep,” the psalmist
says. These images communicate to the deep

@

| greeted a lady who arrived with her family.
Patricia said, “She’s blind in her left eye.” A white
film covered her pupil. | had seen films like that dis-
appear before, and | had a certainty
| would see it again, but it wasn't yet
time. We would eat, we would

preach, we would pray.

Worship music with a Latin beat
pounded from speakers. Women
brought aluminum trays of beets
mixed with peas and cabbage
stained red by the juice and set
them alongside bags of tortillas and
tomato salads. A deacon stood to

bless the meal. “Lord, | feel Your Presence here.
We know You are not a feeling, but please allow
those who need to feel You tonight feel Your Pres-

(Continued on page 7

places. Godly imagination sets the
static in motion. African dramas
within wooden frames.

Out in the main hall, Nina Ken-
nedy and the Bridge for Peace-ites
(not a rock band) decorate tables,
display fancy baked wares, ready the
new café for music and fellowship.
Will people come? So many volun-
teers, hours of loving sacrifice to
benefit Bridge for Peace and magnify
the name of Jesus. They do come!
Music ministers from around Long
Island lead song, and cappuccino
sippers join the chorus. Praise fills
the atmosphere and hands raise—
Jesus is glorified.

Visitors stroll aisles of art, stop-
ping to admire, read a title, stand ar-
rested in wonder, surprise, an-

ger...how can | help...glad Bridge is helping...I've got
to bring this home... The blessings flow out to every-
(Continued on page 6




%
%

( )
#
!
!
+(,
I
|
&
+*$
+ #
+/
I /1 x
1'$ % #$
# $ $ & #
" /0
#
|

Team Rome God's Signet
Ring, The Time Is Now, Dirill

Team”

Mark & Nora Thornton, Annette & Ed

Eckart, Kathy & Wally Bolduc




=5

“And your ears shall hear a word behind you, say-
ing, ‘This is the way, walk in it,” when you turn to the
right or when you turn to the left.” Isaiah 30:21

| sit with a cup of cappuccino and my computer
on a balcony in Rome, overlooking Roma San Pietro.
An occasional train speeds past, rattling the apart-
ment’s foundation, drowning out the sounds of street
traffic with a thunderous clatter. Wally and | are here
on mission with Bridge for Peace, a healing ministry.
We're here to pray for priests and religious from
around the world, many of them from third-world
countries, here in Rome to study for licensure or doc-
toral degrees. Desperately in need of encourage-
ment, these men and women are far from home,
studying difficult courses in a language (Italian) they
do not know. They are lonely, isolated in a foreign
culture, eating strange foods, and struggling to get by
with very little money.

Why has God called me to this particular mis-
sion? This question perplexed me as | prepared for
this trip, and has cropped up even in the midst of the
mission.

Even though | ask the question—why?—I know
without a doubt that God has called me to this place,
this week, this work, this team. | am here for a pur-
pose. Could one of those purposes be that | have
much to learn about listening for God’s voice?

It's not that | don't listen. As a contemplative, | am
a listener by nature. | listen regularly for God’s voice
in the Scriptures. | listen daily for the words “I love
you,” “| have chosen you,” and “I am with you.” | listen
to the sound of the Spirit in the words of others.

| listen first thing in the morning, when | hand my
day over to God. But then | get caught up in forging
my own path through the day. Meditation. Grocery
shopping. Three hours working on an article or my
book. Lunch with a friend. Pay the bills. Fix dinner. A
glass of wine with Wally. A good book in bed before
going to sleep.

This Thursday, on St. Peter’s Square, | experi-
enced a paradigm shift. A shift as thunderous as the
roar of the train clattering past my balcony.

Ed, my partner for the afternoon, and | stood un-
der one of the porticos on the square and looked out
over its vast expanse. We'd just finished eating a
panini from one of the many vendors outside the
square, and were about to resume our prayer walk.
The sun glinted off the water cascading down the
fountain in front of us, turning it silver. Many people
strode across the cobblestones with purpose, while

others wielded cameras, posed for photos, or
lounged against the columns, eating pizza. One
young man tripped his girlfriend and made her fall,
then jumped on top of her for a smooch. We must be
in Rome, | thought with a smile.

Ed looked at me. “Which way do you feel led to
go?” he asked.

Something tugged me to the right. “This way,” |
said, stepping out. We walked slowly, eyes open for
anyone the Lord might lead us to. Suddenly, there he
was. A swarthy-skinned man in the brown robes of a
Franciscan monk, a wooly yellow scarf wound 'round
his neck.

| pulled on Ed’s coat sleeve. “There!” | whispered,
as | walked toward the man.

When our paths intersected, | held out my hand.
“Buon Giorno, Father.” | said. The man stopped and
looked at me, his eyes brimming with curiosity.

“Hello Father!” Ed said, walking up behind me.
“How have you been? It's been awhile since I've seen
you!”

It was my turn to be curious. Ed knew this priest?

“We met two years ago, right here on the square,
when | asked you for directions. Do you remember,
Father?” Ed asked.

The man nodded his head, a smile blooming on
his face. He held out his hands to Ed, and then to me.
Suddenly, we were old friends!

His name was Sarbed, and he was from Leba-
non. We shared with him the reason for our visit to
Rome—to pray for and encourage priests and reli-
gious from around the world.

“How can we pray for you today, Father?” |
asked.

His eyes, hooded and burning, stared intently into
mine for a moment. “Can | trust you?” they seemed to
ask. | smiled at him. “Over 1500 people from around
the world will be praying for your intentions, Father.”

Sharbed closed his eyes for a moment, and then
shared with us all that he would like us to lift up to
God on his behalf. Prayers for country, family, and
other priests, as well as for himself.

And then this beautiful man of God took both of
my hands in his. Again, those dark eyes, full of Holy
Spirit fire, looked deeply into my own. “Thank you,”
he said. “Thank you for your prayers. | will pray also
for you.”

Like the train that thunders past our apartment
building hundreds of times a day, the wind of the Holy
Spirit blew past, rattling my frame, breaking like thun-
der in my ears.

—Kathy Bolduc, Bridge for Peace Midwest




We were so pleased to welcome Ed and Annette
to our home in the Cotswolds. Ours was their last
mission in England before returning back to America
and, although they had been travelling for some time,
they were still full of life and only too eager to share
their hopes and expectations of their last mission.

We had set a schedule for the 3 days they were
with us, the first event was held on Tuesday night the
9th of March, which included an informal 'get to-
gether' in the Rainbow café, part of our local Chris-
tian book shop. Over 20 people attended the meeting
which included prayer for healing. One lady had her
arthritic hand healed, and several ladies with emo-
tional and physical problems were greatly blessed.

Wednesday had been set aside for home visits
both at our cottage and going out to homes for those
too ill to attend any meeting—this was greatly appre-
ciated both by the sick and their family. We also
managed a little trip out so Ed and Annette could see
the Cotswold countryside and visit Prinknash Ab-
bey—a monastery with Chapel, singing monks, and
delicious tea room!

We were patrticularly happy to have people call at

our cottage because we had just finished a room set
aside for prayer and quiet times, and people received
healing both of the body and the heart.

It was most encouraging to know that the Bridge
for Peace team back in America was praying for our
every meeting, and the prophetic words were of great
help and direction.

Thursday evening was to be the big open meet-
ing in our church. We were a little con-
cerned because there had been some confusion over
the date and time in some of the advertising. But, in
spite of this, the Lord was very much in control and
the church slowly filled up with many needy people. It
was surprising to see people who we did not know—
the word had obviously travelled afar.

Carol and | started the meeting with some suit-
able songs and a brief talk about how God had
brought Ed and Annette to us, and how a small book
called 'The Forgotten Talent' by Rev J. Cameron
Peddie on healing in the 1940s in Glasgow, Scot-
land, had been pushed through our letter box a few
weeks previously and had greatly lifted us be-
cause of its honesty and simplicity.




(Continued from page 4)

A few years previously we had been involved in
arranging a healing service in our church which had
resulted in a major split in the church, so much so
that we were worried that something similar might
happen. Our own Rector was far from being happy
hosting another healing service because of the same
reservations. However, having read the Peddie book
it renewed our enthusiasm for the ministry of heal-
ing. Our Rector met Annette and Ed and was happy
for them to minister at his church. It was obvious that
God had been planning both the appearance of the
book on our door step and the visit of Ed and An-
nette, and the use of our church for this special occa-
sion.

Having introduced Ed and Annette, the healing
service began. Annette gave a wonderful testimony
of how God had healed her many times over and
how she was directed into the healing ministry with
Ed. The scene was set for people to come up for the
laying on of hands and healing ministry. Carol was
directed to help Annette and | was with Ed. In no time
at all one man who we did not know was healed from
pain in the legs. He was able to demonstrate that his
legs worked again and he was soon walking nor-
mally. | was taken aback by this and failed to bring it
to the notice of the congregation. So much was going
on and yet | failed to show a somewhat skepti-
cal congregation that God was at work here in our
church. Many people came up for healing. One man
who had been diagnosed with bone marrow cancer 5
years ago came up for prayer with Annette and
Carol, as the cancer was again returning. He has
since been back to the doctor, and his readings are
much improved. He will not need to see the doctor
again for 3 months. Another man with many disabili-
ties after a stroke was feeling much improved, and
said he believed God was going to heal him 'in
stages'. Another lady who had severe fatigue has
now told Carol it had gone completely! Another man
having family problems came for prayer; he told
Carol last week all is well, and he is sure it is due to
the prayers that evening.

Some other news of the prayers and healing that
took place that evening we are sure will come trick-
ling in, and some we may never hear of. We remem-
ber the ten lepers that Jesus healed—only one came
back to say thank you.

All that came were greatly blessed, those who did
not come up for healing said it was a wonderful ser-
vice. We thank God for your visit and hope you will
be back again, in the meantime we will keep praying
for the sick in our village and watch as God answers
our prayers.

—Alan Pountney

# S %

Dear Annette,

| was with you at the day with John Palmer
last week. You might remember me, we were
sitting on your right, you gave me the CD
'‘Doorkeeper at the House of God'. | want to wit-
ness as to what has happened to me since then.

When you offered the 'word' for me, you
said that the Lord wanted to give me an emo-
tional healing. | was astonished to hear the
words from scripture "l have kept track of your
tears, they are stored in my book". This was the
first word (where my tears fell on my Bible) 32
years ago when | returned to the Lord in Eucha-
rist and into the Charisms in the same day. Then
you shared, word-for-word, a prophecy | re-
ceived the day before at our prayer meet-
ing...and more. The faithfulness of God can not
be outdone! | heard your words and took them
to heart.

Over the next few days, | began to realize
that | was not eating in the mindless way of emo-
tional eating. | began to think about my Lent and
was questioning whether this was a trick to focus
on myself and weight loss rather than focus on
the Lord. Ultimately, | feel to walk through Lent
with Him, eating small meals and only raw foods
in between, as needed, as He would while trav-
eling and teaching.

| find that the scale is no longer an issue. |
am not struggling, it is coming as gift and bless-
ing. More importantly, as | walk with Him, my
prayer conversation is practically without
end. He does mean to renew us and make us
strong in body, mind and spirit. | have this weird
feeling of not really being attached to the
world—which will take some getting used to. All
glory, honor and praise to our God who knows
us so well and loves us so much. | witness the
Lord's power in my journey to encourage all of
us. Praise God. Blessings to you in your minis-
try, we are praying for the Rome trip.

>

In His love,
G. R.
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The Lord can lift you from nothing to something
1sam; 2:8 .From hopelessness to rejoicing in joy. Lit-
tle did 1 know that | could climb to these heights
where | view what used to be obstacles and hurdles
ahead of me, have now been put down. | look ahead
and see nobody but my Lord Jesus. At a distance
behind | view what used to be my obstacles and un-
told problems that the Lord Jesus has made me
overcome.

In June 2006 a Bridge for Peace
team from the USA, under the lead-
ership of Mr. Ed and Madam Annette
his wife, came to Uganda, the Dio-
cese of Kasese in the Rwenzori
Mountains of the Moon, to minister
the word of God to the people. The
team was informed of how needy the
people of Kasese were, and of whom
| was among--and not exceptional.

They wished to bring hope and improved livelihood to
the people of Kasese through offering education.

Having read John 16:23-24, “until now you have
not prayed, pray now and every thing shall be
granted so that your happiness may be completed,” |
did not wish this chance to pass by. | went down to
my knees and prayed to the Lord Jesus to be among
those to benefit from this opportunity. Despite being
aged 44 years, my prayers were heard when | ex-
pressed willingness to go to school to pursue a pro-
fessional course of ‘Certified Public Accountants’.
The Bridge for peace team offered to meet all my tui-
tion and examinations fees for the course!

Doubt and fear came to my mind to whether |

could academically make it, bearing in mind that |
had long been out of school. But be assured that
God being Who He is, | never lost direction. | have all
times excelled in my exams. | glorify the Lord.

As though that is not enough, in January 2009
the Lord again surprised me with a high profile job for
the post of an accountant in the Rwenzori Region
under a European Union grant.

Indeed, what is said in the gospel of John has
been made a reality, and my true happiness has

been completed. Thus where there is
the will of God there is a way. When
God comes your way you do not re-
main the same. When you give your
life to God you become transformed,
and cease to see problems, miseries
and worries but, instead, joy and
happiness. Little did | know that God
comes to our rescue whenever we
turn to Him. 1 wish | had given my life
earlier to the Lord Jesus. May He be
glorified through out my life and ages to come, world
without end. Amen.

Gratitude goes to members of American and Aus-
tralian Bridge for Peace. May God anoint you in
abundance every moment that passes by. Thank
God who spoke through the Bridge for Peace leader-
ship. Surely Mr. Ed and Madam Annette are exem-
plary characters in reaching out to the needy people
of God. For without them, my family and | would be
miserable. Their leadership has made my life shine.
“What the Lord has done for me | can't tell it all, oh |
will sing alleluia, | will shout alleluia, | sing ‘Praise the
Lord™. Long live Bridge for Peace!

—John Sanza, Bridge for Peace Uganda

(Mission Art Café Continued from pg. 1)
-one who enters, who peruses the art, who pur-
chases a piece, who gets a hug, a pastry, a prayer.

The museum-like sanctuary doubles as im-
promptu prayer center. Teams, encircled by black
and white African witnesses, minister Holy Spirit heal-
ing to the hurting. Lives are mended. The normal
Christian life.

“This was the right venue. The art was bought by
people who are totally invested in the ministry. Th e
artwork blessed them by its beauty and power, by th e
memories brought back to those who have gone on
mission, and by bringing the mission environment to
life for those who have not been able to go.”

—Lynn Carlin

My wife Karen and | hang ‘Waiting’ (by Jessica
Bechtel) on the wall, stand back, and love floods the
room. We hold each other, transfixed. This portrayal
(painted on a bamboo mat, the type Ugandans carry
to sit on the ground) of a young girl waiting for prayer
at a Bridge event in Ghana reminds us of Daphne, a

child of similar age we had the privilege of praying
with in Uganda. She sat up front the entire five-day
conference and inspired us. A friend visited recently.
She confronted ‘Waiting’ and began to cry, not know-
ing why. We cannot pass ‘Daphne’ by without ac-
knowledging her. Her eyes track us across the room.
We see through a glass darkly. God remains
mysterious though He's always revealing more and
more of Himself—and we're able to apprehend Him
more and more as we linger in the glory of His Pres-

ence.
—Kevin McKernan

The Presence exhibit, the Café, and Sunday Brunch
raised $2039, World Mission Crafts, $1082. Heartfelt love
and thanks to: Barry and Lynn Carlin for the vision, and for
driving the exhibit from Cincinnati; to the music ministries;
to everyone who baked, boiled and served; to the humble
cleaning crew—you gave your all into the late hours; and
to the kind, generous, and always supportive congregation
of Christ Church, Port Jefferson. Thanks, we love you.

—Editor




(Poquito continued from page 1)

ence.” Magda carried in a final tray, peeled back the
foil, and fragrant steam ascended from baked
chicken thighs as paper plates were handed round.

Trilingual Christine was ready to translate, she
and | stood together. “Satan walked on the heights of
heaven, but evil was found in him and he was cast
out for all time. He hates us because we can have
forever what he has lost forever. We can walk on the
heights in heaven eternally gazing at the face of God,
through the sacrifice of Jesus
Christ. Satan remembers what
heaven is like, he remembers
the bliss, but will never experi-
ence it again. He lies to you to
keep you from attaining what
he can never have—heaven.
His lies sound like, ‘Heaven's
not for you.” ‘God could never
forgive your terrible sin.” ‘You
aren’t good enough.” All lies.
God loves you. Jesus Christ
died for you, stood in your
place. He took the punishment
you deserved, exchanged His
life for yours. Call on Jesus to-
night as your Lord, give Him your life in exchange for
the life He gave for you.” *

Three Bridge for Peace teams, assisted by three
translators, circulated and prayed with people as the
Lord led. I placed my hand on the shoulder of a lady.
She began to sob and shake. | held her and together
we whispered, “Gracias, Senor.” The Spirit moved
unhindered.

A young woman with lupus and other problems
asked for prayer. Her inflamed fingers were relieved,
her spasmed shoulders and twisted face restored.

| heard excited clapping. The lady blind in her left
eye was beginning to see. “Poquito,” she said. “A
very little.” Experience told me “poquito” was a super-
natural reversal. Only God’s miraculous power, only
the Holy Spirit can heal a blind eye. A small change
is what | look for. A very small change was the first
step | experienced when | had heavy-sudden-onset

“The monster in n

rheumatoid arthritis. Months after my “poquito”, | was
off all my prescription medication and totally healed.
When she said, “Poquito,” | glorified God, because
the healing power of Jesus Christ was being re-
vealed. We build on the “poquito” in the Name of Je-
sus, knowing with a small change, big things are
about to be discovered. Bridge for Peace teams con-
tinued praying, and eighty percent of her vision was
restored that night. Another lady with a detached ret-
ina, bleeding behind the eye, with a very small
amount of peripheral vision,
had fifty percent of her vision
restored by God’s power.

Sweet four-year-old Evelyn
had what she called “a mon-
ster” in her ear. She had her
tonsils out when she had an
ear infection. Since then, she
had been deaf in her left ear.
In moments, God touched her
and she began to hear dis-
tinctly at four feet behind her,
prior to prayer she heard abso-
lutely nothing. It was late at
night; she began to grow tired
and leaned up against me as
we prayed. With her restored hearing, she became
the center of attention. Beyond the four feet she
could now hear sound, but the clarity had not yet
been restored. We decided to conclude the prayer.
Evelyn told her mother in Spanish, “The monster in
my ear is all gone.” “All gone?” her mother asked.
She nodded her head very definitely yes!

Glory to Jesus Christ, Who cast down satan, the
monster. Compared to God’s might, all problems are
“poquito,” in every language on the face of the earth.

—Annette

ny ear is all gone.”

*At this point | saw in the Spirit something like a
river of fire coming down out of the ceiling onto the
floor, swirling around the feet of all the people pre-
sent.

—Kevin
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The Bridge for Peace Team reached out with prayer and spiritual encouragement in the Name of Jesus
Christ. God gave the increase and we touched people from Malaysia, Philippine Islands, Tanzania, Singa-
pore, Kenya, Ghana, Uganda, Cameroon, England, USA, India, So. Africa, Namibia, Malawi, Lebanon, Ni-
geria, Zimbabwe, Rwanda, West Indies, Angola, Equatorial Guinea, Canada, Germany, Brazil, Italy, Myan-

mar,

Peru, China, Indonesia, and Vietham. Many received consolation, encouragement, peace and re-

newed power in the Holy Spirit. We pass to you the blessing sent this week from Rev. Vincent Muhindo in
Rome. He writes, “God bless you all. We love Bridge for Peace and we are proud to be members of the

same.”

—Annette




Bridge for Peace

P.O. Box 789

Wading River, NY, USA
11792-0789
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