by Eran CardweTl, ;

Pastor Antoine Maxeau is a humble, joyous, servant of God

who had a vision to build a church in a community where thg
was no church. In the valley near the base of the mountaing g
a place our Haitian friends call Bernard at Galette Chambq #
a group of people gathered under a canopy of trees to worg ===
God and to ask Maxeau to start a church in their commury *
and to be their pastor.

To reach the community from his home, Maxeau would —
have to make a two hour trip each way that included four t
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tap connections and a motor bike ride. Notoriously ove SF et i VEE R ST
crowded and someti mes pai construction«Rightside':  Ma xea u 6 s |¢

. . . in\various Stages of constructlom
public transportation. They usually consist of colorfull : g
painted old pickup trucks with opesir backs lined with
two or three wooden benches for passengers to sit
Despite the transportation challenges, Maxeau and his
Ann, set about fulfilling
these people with no church. They named the chu
EGLISE EVANGELIQUE VALLEE DE LESPOIR

or The Valley of Hope Gospel Church.

Haiti Under God (HUG) has been involved with this church
from its meager beginning under the trees in 2007. Most of
our twelve member HUG team would probably agree that our/ |
favorite day of the March trip was the Sunday we attended
Maxeauds church. Having heal.
years, | was anxious to se

my mind around an image of what | imagined it to be. Thosd
of us who were first timers knew it would not be quite the
same as church here at home, but we were in for more of a
surprise than we knew.




Early on Sunday, we dressed in our best and piled into the
back of the old tap tap piekp that carried us everywhere
during our stay, traveled a long way through PRuwrt
Prince with its collapsed buildings, crumbling walls,
rubble and crowds and out into the country headed up in
the hills for a long rough trip almost two hours away. Oy
our tap tap trips each day, we often started out singing, |
gradually would become so engrossed in the sights, and
just the effort it took to hang on as we swayed and
bounced along that we would eventually lapse, into
silence, punctuated with only an occasional observation.

When we finally arrived at the small rural church,

we saw a very incomplete structure of cinder block walls

with openings where doors and windows eventually will

go, rude scaffolding, a viery wuneven

a Aroofo of a few palm f ~n2ds and a

but mostly just sky. | can truthfully say that although

| 6ve been in many magni ficent chur

around the worl d, |l 6ve not experienced
affected me more profoundly than our few hours spentrop: wi t hout a roof, Maxeau
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scattered community. But it is also morethanjusta during a servi ce Below Hastore a

place for services. It is tHeeart of this community Maxeau brings joy and celebration to his church.

As we disembarked upon arrival, we were immed
ately drawn by the small crowd over to a new 12
foot well which was months in the making. Wit
much pride and excitement, they pumped the w¢
that had just become operational the previous d
We rejoiced with them as we drank the cold wate
and splashed it on our hot faces. These villag
now have access to clean, safe water, and t
must come to the church site to gét & big draw!

~

The words Ajoyo and A
to describe what we read on the faces anthén
body language of the congregation as they prais
God and as they welcomed us, their guests. Sitting
the simple benches, we all were humbled and awe
remembering the complacency that is often the ca
in our churches back home. There were appro
mately 130 people in attendance in a sanctuary
much larger than my living room. We received a
email that since we left there was one service wi
200 in attendance! This service lasted perhaps th
hours, but the time flew.




