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Africa. It's incredible; it's wonderful and at the
same time it's awful. It is like no other place, and I
love it passionately even while I'm struggling to

deal with the conditions and its impossible demands on my
physical endurance.

This is Uganda. I am amazed, and I am humbled; thank
you, Lord! I'm so very glad to be home; and yet I'm so sad
I had to leave.

I want to tell you all about it, but it's all still so raw and
unprocessed. The smallest
details and the biggest
testimonies all carry the
same profound effect on me.
I'm having trouble sorting
out what you would want to
know and what can just
remain in my heart!

Well, one thing you must
know is something that
greatly reflects on you, the
partners that God has called
to pray and support the
mandate that God has laid on
Deborah Ministries
International. While I was in
Uganda this time, I learned
something that caused me to
weep as I was overwhelmed
with what God has done
through this ministry.
Flashback with me to 2009,
when the Lord God said by His Spirit, "We're going to
Uganda!"  He went on to say that he was sending me to a
place that was forsaken and forgotten of men. Knowing
nobody in that country, I printed all the invitations that I
had received from there and laid them all out before the
Lord in prayer. "Who do you want me to work with, Lord?"
One very humble request was clearly put forth very
strongly by the Holy Spirit--a letter from a pastor holding a
small sign that said, "Come, teach Africa now!" I wrote to

him and accepted his invitation to come. That's the part I
already knew.

This is the part I didn't know. This humble pastor had a
great vision and great faith in a great God. But he was very
poor, and his church, though devoted, was being choked
by poverty. But this man knew that in order to reap from
the Kingdom of God, he had to sow into the Kingdom. He
also knew that with what measured he sowed, he would
reap. He determined that he would sow very sacrificially,
and he would sow into me. So he invited me to come,
declaring that he would cover my expenses when I arrived.

(I remember this was very
surprising to me, because I
had been traveling in the
developing world for ten years
already, and nobody had ever
offered to cover any of my
expenses!) In order to fulfill
his commitment to me, he had
to sell some of the land that
had been in his family for
generations. It represented
that which would be his sons'
inheritance. And he didn't
know me.

Back to the present; it was
one of those sons who was
telling me "the rest of the
story." This young man was
extremely upset with his
father for selling the land,
and he confronted his father in

anger, asking why he was doing such a thing! The pastor
calmly looked at the young man and said, "I don't know
everything, but this thing I know. This is a true 'man of
God!'"  (In Africa, I am known as a man of God, because it
is a title of respect, regardless of my gender.) At this point
in the story the tears began to flow down my cheeks,
because eight years later, I have seen the unfolding of
God's plan--but I never knew the magnitude of the
sacrifice of that pastor...the seed that has now brought
forth a great harvest. Again, he had never met me; he

Uganda: The Fruit That Remains

Harvey with Pastor Blessed and Jennifer Mugisha in
2010 shortly before Pastor Blessed went home to be

with the Lord.



simply believed that God had shown this to him. While
waiting for the appointed time to come, the pastor searched
the Deborah Ministries web site. He did not find a picture
of me, but he was able to print one of Harvey. Every
Friday night when he had all-night prayer at the church, he
would lay on the floor (the ground) with Harvey's picture
and pray for us.

Looking back on that season, I now see many of the
circumstances that had to come into divine alignment in
order that the sacrificial seed sown into Deborah Ministries
could bring forth God's will. Harvey and I had to accept
the apostolic call on our lives, accepting the mandate to
found Crossfire International Alliance. That took months
of "heart work" in us by the Holy Spirit. We had to
develop relationship with a very special church in New
Mexico which was part of God's plan, Gateway
International. All of this was taking place on this side of
the globe while the pastor was praying and believing God,
without hearing from me, on that side of the globe. When
all was finally set in order, the Holy Spirit spoke those
fateful words in intercessory prayer, "We're going to
Uganda!" Only now can I begin to realize the lengths to
which the Holy Spirit had gone in order to set everything
up for answered prayer and great harvest for that poverty-
stricken pastor who was rich beyond description in faith!

Back to 2009...I arrived in
Uganda and was met by
this wonderful pastor,
Blessed Mugisha and his
close friend Emmy
Kabambi. They had a full
itinerary planned for me,
and true to his commitment,
Blessed covered all the
expenses from rented
vehicles and sound systems
to hotels and food. Though
the ministry was good, I
kept waiting for the
moment that I would
recognize what the Holy
Spirit had referenced in
intercessory prayer. Finally,
on the last day of the
agenda, I was taken to the
remote village where the
AIDS virus originally
surfaced in humans, having
crossed over from the
animal kingdom. The
devastation to that area was
beyond belief; a whole

generation of people was wiped out, leaving only small
children and the very elderly. When I arrived there, I knew
that this was the place "forsaken and forgotten of men" and
I was profoundly affected. Do you remember me telling of
the little five year-old girl who sang to me, "Hello, my
name is Rose and I have AIDS. Because of you, AIDS, I
must die. I don't like you AIDS, why don't you go back
where you came from?"  As my heart threatened to leap
out of my chest, she went on to sing the next verse. "Hello,
my name is Rose and I have AIDS. Because of you, AIDS, I
have no mommy or daddy. I don't like you AIDS, why don't
you go back where you came from?"  All I wanted to do
was flee from the overwhelming magnitude of what I was
seeing. I wept all the way down the mountain while those
dear children puzzled at my tears. I have never
forgotten...that day is forever etched in my heart.

When I returned home, I was adamant that Harvey should
go there, and that he would take a team to begin helping
the people, which he did. And that was the beginning of
the partnership that has flourished ever since between our
two ministries. You might remember that Blessed became
very ill and died of tuberculosis in 2010. Ever since then,
we have partnered with his two sons to continue the vision
that Blessed instilled in us all.

And now for the testimony...in that remote place that was
forgotten of men, we have planted a church which is
pastored by Pastor Blessed's son, Manson. That church has
a wonderful building built by the combined efforts of
Blessed's sons, Crossfire International Alliance and
Gateway International. They have a school and have
recently built a small facility to house orphans. The
community is changing, even to the wiping out of the last
vestiges of cannibalism that was entrenched there! This
trip they told us they have changed the name of the village
to Galilee.

The young man who was upset with his father for selling
his inheritance, Partson, is now pastoring Crossfire
International Church in another village, Menvu. They, too,
have their own building. He also directs the school his
father started with four children, which now has an
enrollment of 500.

The close friend of Blessed, Emmy Kabambi, is now our
East Africa Director for CFIA, spearheading all of our
outreach efforts and arranging the five pastors' training
schools we have held in various parts of the nation of
Uganda. Both of the sons, Manson and Partson, travel
extensively to teach from the curriculum that we have
developed, spreading the gospel and paving the way for us
to be able to have more effectiveness when we are in
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country.  Emmy has opened doors for me in Tanzania and
Rwanda, accompanying me to both places.

A conservative estimate as to the churches which have
been touched by the scriptural training we have brought is
at least 150. Some of those churches are quite large; some
of them quite small. Figuring an average of 75 people per
church, at least 11,250 people have heard the gospel of
grace and peace according to the new covenant!

Figuring the cost of the pastors' schools, the
financial help with the church buildings, help for
the village school, help with a vehicle and various
repairs, as well as various and sundry other ways
that Gateway Church and CFIA have been
involved, the original seed that was sown at great
sacrifice into the Kingdom of God through
paying my initial expenses has shown a return
of 100-fold in only eight years time! God is
glorified and I am overwhelmed with humility
that He would see fit to use Deborah Ministries
International as the field in which the seed was
planted. Thank God for your obedience to give,
both prayerfully and financially! I'm so aware of

the times that it would have been easier or more
comfortable to just quit. I shudder to think of what
could've been missed, lives that wouldn't have been
touched, if any of us had chosen to neglect our part. But
God, in His faithfulness, has honored the faith and
sacrifice of a man who had a heart and a vision far bigger
than his own family--a vision that extends to the ends of
his nation and into the neighboring countries--a vision that
reached across the globe to touch a woman he didn't know
named Deborah.

Our host pastor, who is
a bishop over about

60 churches, couldn't have been more supportive and
appreciative of what the pastors received! He testified that
he has been
in the
ministry for
40 years,
has been to
numerous
conferences
and
seminars,
but yet he
had never
heard
anything
like the
depth of
what they
were
receiving.
He said, "Usually if the white people come to Uganda to
minister, they never go any deeper than to tell us that God
loves us. These people gave us so much meat that we
were still writing in our notebooks when they would leave
the pulpit!"

One pastor came and told us
that we were an answer to

a lifelong prayer of his that he could receive Bible School
training. In gratitude, he brought us an extravagant gift

that was
difficult for us
to receive
because of its
cost. He
brought us
eight
kilograms of a
very rich
cultured
milk/butter/ch
eese that cost
close to a
month's
salary!

One pastor
was so

moved after an impromptu session on the return of Christ
that he jumped up from his seat and threw himself on me,
wailing and weeping; overcome with emotion at the move
of the Holy Spirit!

Testimonies from the Pastors’ School

Front left: Manson Mugisha, Pastor of Crossfire Church Nabusozi.
Front right: Emmy Kabambi, Blessed Mugisha’s best friend and now
the Director of CFIA East Africa. Back right: Partson Mugisha, Pastor
of Crossfire Church, Menvu.  Our celebration dinner after the school
was complete. Our little group is a testimony to God’s faithfulness to a
man named Blessed Mugisha.

Graduates of the 2017 Uganda CFIA Pastors’ and Leaders’ School!



Deborah Ministries International ministers in response to Isaiah
61:1, “The Spirit of the Lord GOD is upon me; because the LORD

hath anointed me to preach good tidings unto the meek; he hath sent
me to bind up the brokenhearted, to proclaim liberty to the captives,

and the opening of the prison to them that are bound.”

Deborah Ministries International
5910 S. University Blvd. C18-219
Greenwood Village, CO 80121

www.DeborahMinistries.org

Thank you to all those of
you who prayed for us! The

biggest
challenge on this

trip was the food. Normally
we do quite well in Africa,
because the food is pretty basic.
However, this trip took us deep
into the country and far from any
influence from tourists or
westerners. We took all of our
meals at the hotel, and the
choices of what we could eat
were minimal. For the most part,
Harvey survived on hard-boiled
eggs. I ate a lot of dry toast,
supplemented with the breakfast bars we brought from
home! The main staple on offer was cooked, green
bananas and rice. Occasionally they would have milk,
which was a real treat. We would request it hot
(obviously, it's not pasteurized), and then put it on white
rice with a bit of sugar. Yay!

The streets in the city of Mutukula were not paved, and
they forced us to travel to and from the meetings at a

speed of no more than 5-10 kph.
As our driver negotiated the
bumps, ruts and holes, we
lurched around in the vehicle like
corn in a popcorn maker! Harvey
would hold onto the ceiling to
anchor himself and I would hold
onto him! Those moments when
your spine was on its way up and
met your head which was on its
way down from the last bump
were truly memorable, causing
lots of gasps and groans.
And last, but not least, was the

bar in our hotel--the Happiness Hotel. Every night except
one they had live music which began at 9:00 and went
until 1:00 in the morning. Not only did we hear it, we felt
the base in the vibration of our whole room. But instead
of keeping us awake, it worked like a sedative as the bed
vibrated, putting us to sleep! :)

It had been prophesied that angels would be
traveling with us, and I want to testify that they

were extremely busy and very faithful! On one
5-hour trip from city to city, we experienced three
near-miss accidents that left me praising God and
shaking my head in wonder. When we arrived at
our destination, long after our hoped-for arrival
time, our host and driver broke out in cheering
and celebrating that we had arrived safely--no
small feat!

We experienced two breakdowns as we were en-
route to the villages to minister on each of the
Sunday mornings. The first one was a timing belt
that broke while we were driving at highway
speeds; the engine simply stopped running. Thank
God that we were able to find our way to the
roadside, when to our great surprise and relief, we

found that we were pulled over in front of a me-
chanic shop! The mechanic "happened" to have a
replacement belt and was able to fix our vehicle
on the spot.

The second incident was a punctured tire. Again,
we were driving at highway speed when a very
ominous sound coming from the back of the vehi-
cle caused us to pull over. When checking the
tire, Harvey was shocked to find a 4-inch triangu-
lar piece of sheared iron deeply imbedded in the
tire!

I'm so grateful for your prayer support, and I'm
so grateful for the Lord's provision and protec-
tion as we encounter the challenges that these
dear people in the developing world deal with
daily!

The Practical Stuff!
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Cultural reminder that I'm not in Colorado anymore...as we worked our way through a tremendous traffic jam in the
center of Kampala, the capital city, I was amused by the huge sign in the front of the pharmacy we were passing which
read, When was the last time you dewormed?

Harvey and Deborah at The Happiness Motel


