August 1st
Can it really be Aug. already? 

A month from today we’ll be in Argentina but this morning I’m looking at Pikes Peak rising over a sea of pine trees at the Triple B Ranch. 

To start the day, Tim and I went for a walk early (we’re still getting up on “sunrise in Orlando” time) during which we caught up with some of the conversations and thoughts we’ve missed out on in each other’s lives during these packed days. And we prayed for the people and things on our minds. It was a great—not to mention stunningly beautiful—way to be “Tim’n’Annette” again.  

Breakfast was a highlight because we sat with Doug, the director of creative access ministry at OC, who told me that he had enjoyed my manuscript, had sent it to a dozen emerging church pastors and had used the metaphors of the compass, weathervane and monument with the leadership of his church in Colorado Springs.  I’m so thrilled that he like it and that it’s been useful to him. 

After breakfast I pulled away from the hubbub for a bit to listen to some music (Derek Webb) while I ordered my private world, i.e. cleaned up the cabin for the small group who was going to use it in the afternoon. 

In the morning devotions this week pastor Ralph is focusing on remembering.  Today he led us through an exercise in which we put our last term of service in the context of all God has done for, in and around us throughout the whole of our lives. Because this has been such an interpersonally intense past week and a half, I was kind of bleary and didn’t track with Ralph as much as I would have liked, but I think the exercise will form a backdrop for all that we’re processing this week. As Tim and I move into our new project, it is good to remember that God really has done more than we asked or even imagined in the past so we can trust him with the future. 
We spent the rest of the morning with the other three couples that form our small group. It was emotional and challenging for me as the Wongs “unpacked” their last 4 years of working in a restricted access country. We went through internship together in ’95 but hadn’t crossed paths with them much since. We always enjoyed them so it has been a treat to be able to reconnect now. They are seeing amazing results from their ministry but are also facing lots of obstacles in just about every area of life. They have to deal with issues we’ve never had to face –like having to send their eight grade son away for school because there just are no viable options where they work (both home schooling and local schools have not worked out for a variety of reasons) and walking alongside a new believer who has to submit to an arranged marriage with a non-believer (muslim)—as well as the perennial issues of team stress (they lead a multi-ethnic team) and overwhelming amounts of things that need to be done to keep their life and ministry going in a remote, underdeveloped region. I know our group has been able to encourage them now, but endurance is such a day by day need….I want to remember to pray for them. I guess a first step will be reading their prayer letters every month.
I was emotionally wiped out by lunch, and the food looked awful, so I downed a power bar and went for a run. The ranch where we’re staying is close to a fabulous trail beside the highway that heads north from Pikes Peak. I particularly enjoyed the wide variety of wild flowers along the path. When I was running back towards the ranch I was struck by the similarity of this view of Pike’s Peak with that of el Nevado de Toluca on the drive back from Atlacomulco. As you look at both mountains from the north, they both have smaller outcropping a few miles to the east and conical peak slightly behind them to the west. The view took me back to a place in Mexico that I haven’t thought about since we left over a year ago and I was flooded with bittersweet nostalgia: gratitude for the amazing privilege of the life we had there and mourning the loss of things I loved.
Because we’d had our personal debriefing time with our mentors the day before, we had some free time in the afternoon. So after a shower, I caught up with Tim at the bungalow where Barbosa & Sinara are staying. We’ve enjoyed our contact with him over the years at various conferences, but even though they’ve been married for seven or so years we’d never met her.  She wanted to know our story and we wanted to know hers so there was a lot of ground to cover. 
There was more story-telling over dinner with a couple we’d never met before, the Gerharts who work in South Africa. 
In between I did some reading in preparation for next week’s meetings, which was so interesting we stayed up way to late talking with Kyle & Nell about it, but that’s for another entry.
