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When Peter and Andrew dropped their nets, 
their fishing had really only begun. They were no 
longer angling for fish, but fishing for something 
deeper and more profound than their daily routine 
provided. There was something about that 
Nazarene who called their names that led them to 
believe that He held the answers to questions they 
had yet to even ask. So they went with Jesus, 
fishing for deeper meaning and a greater purpose 
in their lives. 

When two dozen people left Atlanta 
International Airport a few weeks ago for Port au 
Prince, Haiti each of us were fishing as well. Some 
said they were fishing for new friends or new 
experiences. Others wanted to make a difference, 
see another part of the world, or meet the 
children they sponsored in school. One even said, 
“It was the warm weather that hooked me.” But 
whatever we came looking for, it was Haiti that 
hooked us. 

There was voodoo worship ringing through the 
neighborhood until late at night. The smell of 
diesel and pollution all throughout the city as cars 
and motorcycles obeyed only one traffic rule: do 
whatever you want on the road but don't cause a 
wreck. I saw a Jesus Saves sticker on the front of a 
motorcycle helmet. I wasn't sure if that was a 
means to evangelize others or a prayer to God in 
case of a horrible accident that was surely to 
come. 

One of the deepest impressions was made in 
Sity Soley a section of the capital Port Au Prince 
where we built a house. Imagine a garbage dump 
in which you cram, within feet of each other, 
scores of houses made of cinder block and rusted 
sheet metal with pigs and chickens rooting 
through the refuse. In the midst of these houses is 
an 8-foot square cement pad that serves as the 
playground for the children where they do flips, 

wrestle, and play soccer with a ball as a flat as a 
pancake.  

The children loved seeing us and greeted us 
with smiles, fist bumps, or playfully pointing at our 
ladies saying, “blanca! blanca!” (i.e. white lady!) 
and were these children strong! They carried 
buckets of stones for hours with us in the hot sun 
simply for something to do! 

But what caught us most, perhaps, was the 
amazing and deep way in which Jesus had caught 
the Haitian people. He caught them as He did the 
disciples to love Him but also to serve Him with 
great purpose.  

Pastor Melick, one of the associate pastors, 
travels hours weekly for seminary while working a 
full time job. You can sense the Spirit of God 
within him, for he is filled with humble awe for 
this calling he has been given and he exudes a 
great evangelical joy and a servant’s heart. When 
Melick told us God’s call on his life, we were 
mesmerized and afraid for him. 

He grew up in voodoo church, serves in Sity 
Soley, and God has hooked him with a bold, 
courageous vision. Sity Soley consists of 35 
districts, which means 35 gangs and 35 gang 
leaders. He feels called to convert them to Christ, 
so he wants our prayers to keep him safe. He says 
he has no fear, for he knows he is in God’s hands. 
As he told his story of the presence of God in his 
life, we were all struck into rapt attention. 

Then there was the orphanage director, 
Nadege Gay, and how Jesus netted her was 
equally praise worthy. She was an orphan herself 
and was lucky enough to be enrolled in school. 
When she was 13 she was on a Tap Tap (a Haitian 
taxi) on her way to school. As random people got 
on and off, a mother handed her baby to Nadege 
because the mom was hanging off the back of the 
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taxi. A few stops later when the taxi arrived at 
Nadege’s school, the mother was nowhere to be 
found. Nadege handed her to a man who said he 
would take care of her. To this day she still 
wonders if that baby ever found a loving home. 
Nadege was later adopted into a loving Christian 
home. She now works for the church school and 
has begun an orphanage to welcome children like 
herself. 

As we road through the rough neighborhoods 
of Port Au Prince there was no sign of possibility or 
hope – unlike Cuba, Mexico, or the Dominican 
Republic. In each of those countries, amidst the 
deep poverty, there is a path you can see, as hard 
as it might be, that will lead them to a better 
future. No such path is visible in Haiti, only streets 
strewn with refuse, the smell of diesel, and an 
impossibly hard life. It is this setting that makes 
the presence of the church all the more profound. 

The word “sanctuary” takes on its historic 
meaning in Haiti like no other place on earth. They 
are walled fortresses so that those who come in 
from the streets feel safe and secure. It is a literal 
sanctuary – something beautiful in the midst of 
chaos, something strong to keep children and 
families safe, something peaceful to keep back the 
demons. It is a piece, perhaps the only piece of 
hope in the midst of crime, hunger, sickness, and 
fear. I saw a rather odd site by one church, a Jesus 
statue behind iron bars. At first I though no, Jesus 
should be free. But then I realized they didn't want 
their Jesus to get stolen. He is all they have and 
they are holding on with all their might. 

The churches are packed on Sunday morning 
with over 1,000 in attendance at each of three 
different church sites weekly.  

The singing is soulful, beautifully haunting, so 
filled with yearning, yearning for a new world and 
for God to intervene. To see 1200 people singing 
for hours at 7 in the morning is an awesome sight. 
But during prayer, the intensity rises even more. 

Though we didn't know what they were saying, 
we could hear and feel their souls speak. The rail-

thin drummer, all dressed in white, plays with all 
his might, all his heart, all his soul, and he rises 
during the prayer. While walking around, he sways 
and clutches his head. It seems his movements are 
a reflection of his awe and wonder at God’s grace 
and love. He moves to a nearby wall which he 
repeatedly strikes with his fists, not in anger but in 
rhythmic submission to God. 

Clearly Jesus has caught these thousands in his 
nets of love, grace, and forgiveness. And in some 
way that I cannot see, I believe God has something 
important in mind for Haitian Christians to share 
with the world. 

Like the Jews in Egypt who spent many 
centuries in bondage, the Haitian’s have suffered 
for a long time. God used that time in Egypt and 
the wilderness to hone them into a people of God 
that would change the course of history. In some 
way that is not yet clear, God has allowed Haiti to 
suffer and I believe God is honing them into 
something special that will open up a greater 
depth and understanding and love for God for us 
all. It might have something to do with 
understanding the words of Christ, with “blessed 
are the poor”, with “seek ye first the kingdom of 
God”, with “forgive one another as I have forgiven 
you”. 

Even though we went to Haiti fishing with our 
own intentions, it is Christ who caught us in the 
place and people of Haiti. We were hooked by the 
depth of need, by lovely children, committed hard-
working people, by mesmerizing worship. The 
school superintendent, Madame Jackie, said you 
may leave Haiti, but Haiti will not leave you. I don't 
think it ever will. 

Especially during our last moments there. As 
we dedicated the home we built with buckets and 
back breaking work, we gathered with dozens of 
Haitian children and adults, prayed with them, and 
offered them gifts of tennis balls, food, and more. 
It was then the mother of the household, who is 
strong as an ox, came forward saying she wanted 
to give us a gift. She sang to us Que Tu Es Grand, 
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How Great Thou Art. That simple song meant 
more to us than anything money can buy. That 
mother’s voice rung out and caught us all with 
great love of God.  

 


