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THE COLORS OF HOPE
By Kathy Meylan

I can’t draw a picture. I can’t paint a canvas.
Anything I would ever draw or paint would
never be mistaken as art. But for some reason,
I’m inspired to paint a word picture of the
August 2008 WWAM trip to India and Sri
Lanka.

Come with me as I dab colors on the palette.
The palette is huge because I must make room
for the scores of vivid colors in the beautiful
saris and bright clothing of the young children—
rich greens, deep reds, bright pinks, and blues.
I’ll need an extra splash of purple, the color all
Indian and Sri Lankan national leaders wore on
the opening night of the WWAM Decadal
Celebration in Salem.

I must open some metallic paints, gold and
silver, which were woven into many of the
fabrics. I’ll need extra silver and a heavy
smattering of white to stroke among the dark

browns for painting the thick, dark hair of the
women. A variety of browns will have to be
mixed to depict the many skin tones, from lush
brown like chocolate to lighter like creamy
mocha.

I’m going to mix several shades of yellow so
I can paint the bright lights of the stage at the
conference center in Salem. I’ve got to swirl
yellow into orange to capture mostly hot and
sunny days and sometimes at night, the yellow
streaks of lightening that reached down with
thunder to disturb our sleep. This palette is
complete; it has the colors I need.

There must be a variety of brushes, some
wide, so I can paint the creamy white walls of
Sharon Gardens in Salem. I’ll use a tiny, tapered
brush to paint joyful tears of women in worship,
sorrowful tears of mothers in war-torn Sri
Lanka, and my free flowing tears when I was
touched that God could use me on this, my first
missions trip.

A large canvas rests on the easel. It is wide
because a road winds across it carrying six team
members. A dark brown man calmly drives us
through the Indian chaos, honking his horn at
scooters, cars, heavy-laden trucks, ox carts,
cows, and monkeys. The van heads toward
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Sharon Gardens, aptly named, among lush
foliage and tall, smooth-barked trees.

The area around Sharon Gardens is explosive
with industry: a pristine white cancer hospital,
tan school buildings with open windows and
sweeping archways, rectangular dorms housing
orphans. There are children everywhere, moving
hither and thither to school, to devotions, and at
play. Rev. Samuel Stephens and his wife, Prati,
direct the industrious community. I must
carefully paint their eyes as they supervise and
watch over all the facets of Sharon Gardens.

The road weaves beyond Sharon Gardens to
take us to Ellampillai for a church dedication.
The yellow stucco church is brilliant and
overflowing with joyous worshippers in a riot of
colorful enthusiasm for Jesus.

The van careens through towns and fields
toward the Indian Ocean, and we take a flight to
the teardrop-shaped island of Sri Lanka. Another
white van travels through streets lined with
majestic trees and machinegun-armed soldiers.
Welcome to Sri Lanka! The van stops in front of
a beach hotel, which is clean but in need of a
fresh whitewash. The hotel is a popular wedding
site, so Sri Lankan brides clad in luxurious red
saris hold onto handsome grooms as
photographers snap sunset pictures.

The van takes us for three days to another
hotel filled with bright-eyed women. Pastors in
khaki pants and white shirts are present,
watching and observing for signs of danger.
They know danger, often facing it. Some have
lost their homes and churches to an enemy
violently opposed to the spread of Christianity
on the island. What color is fortitude? What
color is faith and strength? What color is sorrow
that comes from losing loved ones to war or a
tsunami?

The van travels again to a new compound,
this one for the Island Gospel League that
houses a school, large meetinghouse, and
orphanage. Fourteen girls, ages 6-13, line up on
either side of us as we enter the meetinghouse.
Fourteen starched white blouses, fourteen red
pleated skirts, the pleats perfectly ironed.
Twenty-eight beautiful brown eyes belonging to
tsunami orphans. Those brown eyes are the color
of hope for Sri Lanka. They glow with love,
excitement, and Christ. Fourteen girls clamor to
be touched and held. They gather around Prati

Stephens, like all children across the globe who
want the caress of a mother.

Vibrant glows are intermittently sprinkled
over the canvas of this trip. Lana is
strengthening the women’s foundation by
training them in “The Seven I Am’s of Christ.”
Wendi is teaching the women how to wait on the
Lord. Pat and her interpreter, Stella, encourage
the women with biblical examples of women
who moved from comfort to conflict. Stella
takes on the heart of the message as she
translates into Tamil.

Lyn casts her notes aside and preaches on the
women in Christ’s lineage, and sparks of hope
rise in the Sri Lankan women as they realize
their value. Pam, a registered nurse, prays
healing over the hands of nursing students at the
Sharon Cancer Center who are wound in white
and pale purple saris. These nurses will go to
rural villages and impart that healing glow with
love, mercy, and knowledge.

And what about me, the first time missions
traveler? Lana sent me into the crowd to
minister to a woman convulsing and wailing. As
I approached her, I wasn’t sure of the source of
her behavior. Then I felt a river of love rise up in
me, and I took her face in my hands. She
appeared old and her face was tiny, shaped like a
heart, and it was wet with tears. All I could do
was wipe those tears away with my hands.

The fires burn brightly in India and Sri
Lanka. They stretch down from heaven and
touch people like Samuel and Prati Stephens,
who spread it across the nations. The fire comes
down and touches women like Lana with a heart
to spread the flame into other women’s hearts.
The fire spreads to our hearts, and we get the
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opportunity to be a part of the canvas God is
painting.

JAPAN 2008
By Jan Baxter and Dorothy Howard

The trip to Japan was dynamic in the sense of
what God did for His people emotionally and on
the spiritual level. Dorothy and I were truly on
assignment from heaven. We were both in awe
at how God moves, touches, adjusts, and aligns
His people with Himself.

The first retreat ever held in Ikoma, Nara,
brought women from as far away as Hiroshima,
a four-hour trip one way. The Lord moved in
might as He touched many women who had
experienced abortions in their earlier years and
had kept the destructive secret until this retreat.
Some had carried this wound for thirty years. In
a moment, God released them of the burden and
they were set free by the Holy Spirit.

One host family we stayed with had three
children who had never received the baptism in
the Holy Spirit. As we ministered to the family,
Dorothy and I felt the father needed to minister
to his children and pronounce a blessing on them
as well. We were all in tears as he not only
prayed for the children but he told them he loved
them. There were hugs all around!

Two new believers in Christ, husband and
wife, took us into their home and hearts as we
prayed with them and ministered the baptism in
the Holy Spirit to the husband. His wife had
received the Holy Spirit a few weeks earlier, and
the husband admitted he was jealous and wanted
it for himself.

This precious husband was also honest
enough to confess that he loved his wife so
much and yet he did not feel free to express it to
her. We prayed that the Lord would break the
power of tradition over him and a “new
wedding” pronouncement would help break the
old ideas of tradition. The next day, they walked
arm in arm and were acting like they could not
get enough of being together. What a healing.
The next week we received a call from them that
God had made them a new couple in Him!

The last place we stayed was in Narita, near
the airport. The pastor of the church is an
American who came to Japan eighteen years ago
and established this church. The group she came
with has dwindled to just two. This precious
pastor has such a heart for the people, and she
was in need of encouragement and ministry for
her own spirit. God was kind enough to confirm
a word to her heart that she had been praying
about. Tears of joy spilled down her cheeks as
God told her that her weeping had endured the
night time and now it was time for joy in this
morning time. She was beaming as she
experienced His faithfulness to restore and heal
areas in her life.

The work that was done in Japan this year
will bring increase to the body of Christ. This is
the season of new beginnings for Christians in
that nation. Leadership is being raised up
because of the tremendous emotional and
spiritual healings God performed for His people.

Dorothy and I were blessed beyond our
wildest dreams. God is faithful and will continue
His work in the nation of Japan. What a
privilege to be part of what He is doing in the
earth today.

Selah!

* * *
Following is a testimony from Kari Miyano, our
WWAM coordinator in Japan.

“The support of WWAM in person through
Jan and Dorothy for two weeks in September
was incredible! Plans were changed all of a
sudden when Jan became bedridden with a
kidney stone, yet everything went exceedingly
abundantly above our expectations because the
whole time of ministry had been bathed in
prayer since April of this year. The Holy Spirit
showed up and moved powerfully through many
women. THANKYOU so much to all who
prayed. Heaven came to earth!”

.
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From Lana Heightley’s Desk

Dear Precious Partners,

I love the fall. The crisp air, the intense colors of the trees, and the anticipation
of the holidays always excite me. Fall also brings reflection of the summer.

Today I am reflecting on the grand summer we had in India and Sri Lanka where
the great harvest is taking place. Seeing the hundreds of women in their
beautiful saris and watching them praise the Lord was so awesome. As we
celebrated their Women With A Mission (WWM) tenth anniversary, there was
much to thank God for. It was so encouraging to see the dedicated workers
who have now reached over 60,000 women with the gospel, so many of them

growing and becoming leaders of their movement. It also was very humbling to realize that God had
allowed us to be a part of what He is doing in these nations.

I love spending time with Prati Stephens and her team, who have immense passion for their nation.
These women are so very talented and hard working. They truly serve as a model witness of excellence.
The proof is in the quality of programs and level of Christian development in the women of these
nations. It seems no amount of difficulty or trouble can stop these dedicated women, and we look
forward to many more years of partnership with them.

On November 14, my second book, Divine Assignment: You have One, Too! will be available. This
book challenges Christian women to discover their unique assignment, given to them from God, to help
establish His kingdom here on earth. It offers stories from the lives of twelve women around the world
who have discovered their divine assignments and are working in them. Some of these women carry out
their tasks in their own towns and neighborhoods, some around the world. Each woman’s story offers a
life principle for ministry.

I’m excited about this book’s release, and I hope you will order a copy for yourself as well as copies for
the important women in your life. In fact, you might want to order a case so you can give them to all the
women you care about as a Christmas gift. As you read, I pray that you will be encouraged and
challenged to take the next steps to fulfill your divine assignment too!

For Him,

Lana
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