

It was 4 am when a fellow missionary woke me up to get ready for my first mission trip, a story I must share with you.  I prayed, got dressed and went to meet the others.  There were five of us travelling including the driver.  As I approached the truck, the driver was just finishing up with packing the rented carrier.  We were travelling to a village that was approximately 10 to 12 hours drive from the Coptic Orthodox Compound.  It was 5:30 am, the sun started to shine, and we were all ready to begin our journey.  Before heading out, we walked over to the Chapel for prayers.   Shortly after, we said our goodbyes and started our journey.
Around 9 am we stopped at a gas station/cafe for coffee and snacks.  Our stop was filled with laughter and joy.  Half an hour later, we got back on the road.  We continued to pray and meditate on Matthew 28:9-20.    

After the deep thoughts and prayers, I fell asleep.  I was so tired I could hardly open my eyes as I only had two hours of sleep the night before our journey.  Suddenly, I woke up to an exploding blast.  I looked back and realized that one of the tires had blown.  We were travelling at 140 km/h on a one lane highway.  All at once I remember hearing the sound of the brakes, the turning of the truck and flipping upside down.  Before I could even breathe or speak; I passed out.

I opened my eyes slowly and saw that I was lying on the ground surrounded by trees and my Bible was in front me.  I was dizzy, confused and slowly realized that we just had a car accident.  I also understood that I was no longer inside the truck.  I looked around me and couldn’t find the others.  I managed to get up even though I was in great deal of pain, started to walk towards the truck.  Miraculously each person started to come out of the truck.  I was happy to see them safe then I started to faint.  I woke up to cold water being poured on my head; I managed to recover my alertness after a few bottles of cold water.

Everyone was in shock; we couldn’t speak to each other.  We quietly inquired about each other’s safety, and thank God not a bone was broken.  There were only few minor injuries.
A truck full of 20 men stopped to help us; they flipped the truck back on its tires, took the tires out and drove the driver to the next village so he could fix the tires.  
Four women stopped and helped us collect our scattered items.  One of the women wouldn’t let me help, she asked me to just sit down as the bleeding on my arms was severe and I kept weeping from the pain that I felt down my spine and left leg.  This woman was very gentle; I felt that she was my mother.  She took care of me and wouldn’t leave my side until we departed from the accident scene.  Another woman was singing worship songs and praising God for our safety.  I felt that I was in a bubble of steel.
We tried to arrange for a rental van so we could head back to the compound but we couldn’t find one until 4 hours later.  During those 4 hours, several cars and trucks stopped to pray with us and to help us.  It was beyond comprehension.
It was 4 pm when the rental van arrived.  We loaded our things and two men helped carry me in.  As we were leaving, the women told us not to worry because Jesus loves us.  It was such a personal message from our Lord that I couldn’t stop crying all the way back to the compound (that is a 6 hours drive).  We were very joyful as we were heading back and realized that God sent us His angels and saints to protect us. The Lord gave us a taste of heaven on earth that day and He continued to heal us throughout the next few days after the accident. 
I was later told that the car kept rolling down the hill three or four times before sliding further down the hill.  I look at the marks on my arm and truly know that the Lord loves me and all I can think of is Romans 8:35 “Who shall separate us from the love of Christ? Shall trouble or hardship or persecution or famine or nakedness or danger or sword?”  Nothing will separate us from His LOVE.

 
Although our intentions were to help a village in need we were revitalized through this blessed misfortune and cherish the lives God has given each one of us.  This is my testimony as a witness to God’s glory.







