As AU students
discovered, China
is a country of
unsurpassed natural
beauty; but it is also
a nation trying to
forge new economic
and cultural paths.

A Nation in Transition
b y

a variety of people with different perspectives and worldviews, and forced
me to share my own.
Back home, as I think about my future after graduation, I realize I don’t
have to trade my ideals for those of
the corporate world. I will move on to
the next stage of my life feeling ready
and as though I’ve experienced and
learned the lessons of this one.
A fourth-year architecture student,
Christina Cabellero plans to graduate
with her master’s in 2008, and then work in
urban development. She looks forward to
her next trip abroad.
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As far as I’m concerned, 7:00 am is
practically the dead of night. The
people that voluntarily arise at such a
ghastly hour are either devoid of sense
or suffer from some strange complex
which compels them to punish themselves routinely.
But there I was, alive and kicking
at 7:00 am on May 7, 2006. What’s
worse—and I am not proud of
this—was that I was actually excited to
be up at that hour.
I was heading to China for three
weeks! Along with 26 other students
and our fearless leader Dr. Jane Sabes,
associate professor of political science,
our group braved the horrors of an
early-morning departure to pursue
knowledge and adventure in the Far
East.
In the following three weeks, our
tight schedule found us in all corners of China: Beijing, Xi’an, Lhasa
and Shigatse (Tibet), Chengdu,
Chongqing, Hangzhou and Shanghai.
We climbed the Great Wall, viewed
the Terra Cotta Warriors, roamed
around Tiananmen Square and the
Forbidden City, toured the Potala
Palace, cruised the Yangtze river,
walked the Three Gorges Dam (the
largest dam in the world), experienced
a host of Chinese cultural shows ranging from opera to acrobatics, visited
schools (primary through university),
and even had the opportunity to visit a
remote panda reserve.

Our trip was awash with learning.
Thanks to Sabes and our hospitable
tour guides, we were afforded an
extraordinary opportunity to behold
a cross section of a nation in transition, experiencing and studying a wide
range of Chinese history, politics, and
economics. Completely immersed in
the culture, we lived, ate (a feat that
is not to be underestimated owing
to their “exotic” dietary preferences)
and breathed Chinese. We discovered
pieces of China’s rich past, experienced
its booming present, and studied both
in order to understand its future.
The environment of every city we
visited was always the same—a dense
urban jungle brimming with people
that stretches to a horizon pierced by
cranes and skyscrapers. Giant high-rise
apartment complexes abound, and the
streets are flooded with honking cars
and people on bicycles. Sometimes I
get upset when I can’t find a parking
spot at Meier Hall, but I can’t imagine
what it would be like trying to park in
Beijing.
Life in the countryside is very different; most notably the pronounced economic disparity between the cities and
rural communities. Provincial farmers,
limited by the Chinese government in
the amount of land they are allowed to
farm, receive only a small fraction of
the income of those in the eastern cities. Many survive on little more than
300 Yuan annually (about $35 U.S.).

China

Top: Cristina (left), Forrest Sickles and a
couple of pigeons in Piazza San Marco,
Venice. // Above: This historic dome, at
Galleries Lafayette, houses an upscale
shopping mall.
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A Nation in Transition (continued)

However, natural beauty abounds.
In Central China, the Yangtze River
winds through mist-covered cliffs
blanketed by exotic flowers and
shrubs. In Lhasa, Tibet—the highest
city in the world at 12,000 feet—the
snow-capped peaks of the Himalayan
Mountains serve as backdrop for the
majestic Potala Palace (the former residence of the now-exiled Dalai Lama),
where orange-clad monks scurry
about the city spinning their prayer
wheels and chanting their prayers. In
Hangzhou, a city Marco Polo reportedly deemed “the most beautiful in all
the world,” a sweet aroma fills the air
surrounding the rolling hills that house
manicured rows of tea trees. If for the
natural beauty alone, a trip to China
would be worthwhile.
But alas, all good things must end.

Dr. Jane Sabes (back row, 2nd from right) with her students, posing at the Great Wall

All too quickly, the fateful early-morning came when I found myself again
fumbling for my alarm clock, and after
a 14-hour return flight, I was home.
Exhausted, I threw my bags on the
floor and rolled into bed...just as the
clock struck 7:00 am.

George Sittlinger is a junior political science
major, hailing from Oshawa, Ontario, Canada.
He is decidedly not a morning person. But,
perplexingly, has accepted employment that
mandates his waking at 7 am daily. Fate is a
cruel mistress.

Canada

ARound Stratford with the “Bardolater”

b y

KRISSY

DENSLOW

When summer break arrived, my
friends and classmates left school and
ended up in all corners of the world.
While most of my classmates spent
the summer working at summer camp,
doing internships, or tanning at the
beach, I spent three weeks of the summer reading Shakespeare. For fun.

As an Anglophile and a “Bardolater,”
not many things rev me up like a few
hours with my Riverside Shakespeare.
So, when Dr. Monique Pittman, assistant professor of English, approached
me during spring semester with the
idea of taking her summer Shakespeare
course, I couldn’t have been more

pleased. She tempted me further by
mentioning that we would not only
be reading plays, but would also spend
five days in Canada at the Stratford
Shakespeare Festival.
When I returned to campus on a
warm Monday morning in mid-June,
I walked into a classroom filled with
fellow English-types, surprisingly perky
at the frighteningly early 8:30 hour.
The first week of class was wonderfully
intense—each day’s reading assignment was the equivalent of a week
of classes in a regular semester. Each
class period required the reading of an
entire play, source material for the play,
and critical commentary. As a result, I
spent every waking moment working
through Shakespeare’s 2 Henry IV and
Coriolanus, along with The Duchess of
Left: Dr. Monique Pittman (back row, far
right) and her Shakespeare class, including Krissy (back row, 3rd from left).
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“All the world’s a stage...,” including the stage of the Festival Theater in
Stratford, Ontario. (Photo courtesy of the Stratford Shakespearean Festival of Canada)

Malfi, written by Shakespeare’s contemporary John Webster.
Suffice it to say that by week two,
we were ready for a break. Our diligent
study was rewarded with a long bus
ride to Stratford, Ontario. The next
three days were a whirlwind of classes
in the hotel conference room and the
actual viewing of the plays we had
studied. Each day we would walk into
town for the production, followed
by a wrap-up session the next morning. In addition, we were given the
opportunity for a backstage tour of the
Festival Theater along with a tour of
the costume warehouse.
Each year, the Stratford Festival
brings a mass of lovers of literature and
the theater to the small town, conveniently named Stratford, resembling
the appellation of the Bard’s own
birthplace of Stratford-upon-Avon in

England. To support the touristy feel
of the Festival, the town of Stratford
has adapted numerous kitschy details,
offering visitors the chance to dine at
Falstaff ’s and shop for a plethora of
Shakespeare-related items including
Bard bobble-heads and action figures.
The performances of the three plays
that we studied in class did not fail to
delight and fascinate. Peter Hinton directed a dark and disturbing interpretation of The Duchess of Malfi, which
was followed the next day with a more
light-hearted 2 Henry IV. Both of these
plays took place in the intimate setting
of the Tom Patterson Theatre. For the
performance of Coriolanus, featuring
Colm Feore (a well-known Canadian
actor), we ventured into the larger
Festival Theater.
The final week of the course saw us
writing papers and comparing theater

notes in class (leave it to an English
major to take notes during a play!).
Ideas and suggestions were tossed
around the room to assist colleagues
in composing successful performance
criticism. In the field of literary studies, performance criticism refers to
the simultaneous study of text and
performance. In the end, the hard
work of textual analysis from week one
played an integral part in our dramatic
interpretation from week two. Our
three-week exercise in discipline and
rigorous academic study culminated
with two glorious days spent reading
selections from the sensational papers
drafted by fellow colleagues.
Krissy Denslow is a 2006 graduate with a BA
in English and a minor in music. In the fall of
2007, she plans to pursue graduate work in
English literature.

The Beautiful Game
B y

V a n e s s a

C o r r e a

As I sat in my apartment watching the
World Cup, I realized the only reason
I fully understand how important soccer is to the people of Brazil is that I
have been there. Traveling through the
country, I took note that unlike in our
own, most of Brazil’s public parks have
metal soccer goals instead of basketball
hoops. Few trips were made in the tour
bus during which I did not glimpse
a soccer game as I looked out the
window, waiting to arrive at the next
city. Like other experiences in life, you
can be told about it, but to genuinely
understand you have to be there.
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For the forty
of us students in the
Direct Study class of the
International Languages
Department, our days in Brazil
started at 7 a.m., sometimes
earlier depending on the activities our professor had planned.
We had an hour to eat breakfast
and get dressed before we hopped
on the tour bus. Visiting historic sites
and museums were the usual activities.
Complementing the curriculum of
our classes, we received a large amount
of additional information from the
17

Brazil
The Beautiful Game (continued)

Above: Beach soccer, er, fútbol enjoyed
by locals. // Top right: The international
languages tour, including Vanessa (front row,
3rd from right).

employees of the sites on our itinerary.
We made sure that we carried writing
materials at all times, because at any
moment an impromptu class could
be launched. Places like the statue of
Christ the Redeemer in Rio de Janeiro,
the Fort of the Three Kings in Natal,
and the Oscar Niemeyer Museum in
Curitiba served as our classrooms. We
also met for an hour each evening at
our hotels to take notes—for which
we would be tested in order to receive
academic credit for the tour.
There were also times to relax, days

we didn’t have to get up until 9 or 10,
when the only plans we had for the
day were to check out of our hotel and
travel to the next. There were also days
when we went to the beach, did some
snorkeling, rafting or even climbing in
caverns. I won’t attempt to convince
you that I enjoyed the museums better
than the shores, but I can honestly say
we deserved the downtime. Most of
it was in the city of Natal and a small
town called Bonito, in Mato Grosso do
Sul, one of Brazil’s southern states.
Snorkeling, for me, was the highlight.
I grew up in New York and haven’t had
the chance to spend much time away
from the city, learning from nature. We
got on our wetsuits, put on masks and
swam along the surface of the Rio da
Peixe (Fish River), where exotic schools
of fish and all classes of plant life were
within inches of our faces. Relaxing in
the sun was a close second and really refreshing after the struggles of my senior
year. I’ll never forget the breathtaking
sunsets, the tasty meals or the good

times I had with my friends.
Because I’m so grateful that I was able
to travel while studying at Andrews, I
encourage all current students to take
advantage of these opportunities. In
my four years, I was able to visit Spain,
Italy, Morocco, Argentina, Paraguay
and, most recently, Brazil. When I traveled, each lecture on South American
culture and each test on European tradition came to life. Reading textbooks
and taking classes were just the beginning of an education the summer tours
helped me to complete. The tours were
invaluable because they made what I
learned unforgettable. They also happen
to be a lot of fun.
Vanessa Correa recently graduated with a
double major in English (Writing Emphasis)
and Spanish Studies. On August 24, she
moved to South Korea to teach English as a
student missionary. When she returns to the
States, she plans to earn a master’s in publication and eventually work for a publishing
house or open her own.

Josef’s Family

Peru

b y

ANDREW

GERARD

The Behavioral Sciences Department
has been holding a Peru Study Tour for
the last nine years and has worked out
a schedule which is both rigorous and
meaningful. The tour is about immersing students in new cultures, exposing
them to the great diversity in the world
outside of their comfortable bubbles.
Prior to the trip, students take classes
in Geography, Cultural Psychology, and
Comparative Spirituality and, by the
time they leave for Peru, have studied
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the land, psychology and religion of the
country they are visiting. Students are
taken to the Amazon, where the remnants of egalitarian societies interact
with the new technology and capitalism which are spreading far into the
reaches of the forest. They are exposed
to mountain subsistence, with its terrace farming and Catholic syncretism,
which mixes Catholicism with traditional indigenous religious beliefs. They
are also taken to Lima, where students

ride mopeds, chatter
into cell phones and
drink lattes, and generally experience the cultural
dichotomies which make Peru
a fascinating study.
Beyond the academic benefits,
however, are far greater changes
which occur in students through this
experience. These changes often come
through direct contact with people of
great diversity, hospitality, and need.
F O C US
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Inspiring a Life of Missions
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G l e n n

R u s s e l l

Lebanon
Left: Students in Pastor Glenn Russell’s Intro
to Missions class, including Russell (front row,
third from right).

In the spring semester, 11 students enrolled in my first Intro to Missions class,
offered by the Department of Religion
and Biblical Languages. For the past
16 years, I have taken more that 250
academy and college youth and adults
on various short-term mission trips
to diverse places such as Romania,
Honduras, and Lebanon. But this tour
class was an innovation that attempted
to integrate academics and mission
into a unique blend of theory and
practice both in the classroom and in
the “lab”—Beirut, Lebanon.
Providing a missions-lab experience
means developing in each student

a mind (cognitive content), heart
(affective motivation), and hand
(practical application) for mission
service. During the semester, students studied missions in the Old
and New Testaments, and analyzed
the interplay of missions and culture.
Throughout, there were many of the
usual academic requirements: reading
textbooks, taking exams, attending
class lectures, compiling a project
notebook, opportunities for worship
and praise, and much more. Since the
students would be conducting “weeks
of prayer” for four different audiences,
much time was invested in praying,

For me, this change became apparent in Cusco as our group came to
know Josef ’s family.
***
As I walked by a quiet local family
standing by the door to our hostel, I
heard a woman say, “Jose. Quiro hablar
con Jose.” She wanted to speak to José
and, not knowing anyone named José,
I gazed back blankly. Although young
for a mother, she nursed a baby held
in a wool blanket as she waited for
my reply. Her clothes were typical of
the poorer people of the Andes. I told
her that I didn’t know any José, and as
soon as I said it, I remembered Josef

Kissinger, another student on the trip.
She wanted Josef. This was “Josef ’s
family.”
The rumor of “Josef ’s family” had
spread through the ranks of our tour
group and had been discussed in
whispers from Cuzco by bus and train
to Machu Picchu, and on the long,
tired ride back. Earlier in the evening,
I had kneeled at a Catholic mass and,
thinking of this family, prayed for God
to use me somehow.
***
Two days before my encounter with
the family, Josef had been sitting on a
bench in one of the handsome colonial

SUMMER 2006

l

F O C US	

planning, practicing and preparing
these programs. The general objective
of the course was to understand God’s
mission in our world and to experience
personal involvement in that mission.
A long-term goal of the course was to
inspire students to a lifetime of service
and missions.
The best part of the class was the
opportunity to apply all these ideas
through the missions-lab—the actual
two-week tour to Beirut, Lebanon, in
May. Upon arriving at Middle East
University, the students soon discovered they were in the midst of a different culture. The early morning call to
prayer from a nearby mosque echoed
through the hills, only to be followed
by the Christian chants broadcast from
the Maronite church below. Lewis Lee,
a religion major on the tour, remarked
that “God must keep pretty busy with
all this going on.”
Indeed, the student body of Middle
East University is quite diverse with
students from a variety of faith
backgrounds—Evangelicals, Druze,
Orthodox, Muslims, Catholics and

Above: Josef treated his “family” to a pizza dinner and ice
cream.
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Inspiring a Life of Missions (continued)

a few Seventh-day Adventists—and
Lebanon itself is characterized by great
religious and cultural diversity with
freedom of religion for its 17 religious
communities recognized by the 1943
constitution.
Known as “The Friendship Team,”
Andrews students quickly made many
new friends as they mingled on the
campus. Andrew Tompkins, one of
three team members on their second
trip to Lebanon, expressed it well: “We
can only share the Gospel when we
share ourselves. And before we start
preaching, we need to do a lot of listening. It’s about people, not programs.”

Josef’s Family (continued)

plazas of Cuzco. A small girl had approached him and told him that she
needed a backpack for school. Josef
recalls thinking, “That can’t be much,
and decided to follow her to a nearby
market in search of her request.” On
their way, Josef remembers passing
“a large family I met earlier on the
bench—the little girl’s family—and to
my dismay they found out where we
were going and all wanted a backpack,
too. Now I was in a predicament. How
could I buy this girl what she wanted
and send away all those excited faces?
So I consented to buy them all little
backpacks.”
After he bought backpacks for the
children, and after a significant trek
around the back alleys of Cuzco, Josef
and the family were hungry. He took
the whole family out for a pizza dinner
and ice cream and then said good-

Above: Two young locals contemplate a
short water voyage // Far Right: Students on
the Peru Study Tour, including Andrew (left
side, midway back, sporting a green beret).
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Yet the worship programs the team
presented were creative and very
appealing to the college students.
Through the use of video, humor,
skits, music, powerful preaching and,
most of all, through friendship, the
team shared the Good News of salvation in ways that fit the context of the
campus. In the evenings, the team led
out in small group Bible studies for the
Adventist community of believers.
The tour’s second week focused
on ministry to the elementary and
secondary students at the Bouchrieh
Adventist Secondary School located
about a mile from the University.
Vicky Lebbos, a speech pathology
major, enjoyed ministering to the
night. But before he left, the mother
told him she needed more money.
“I began to feel trapped, pushed up
against a wall, almost suffocating. The
quiet pleas for help became louder
and louder, ringing in my head like an
enormous gong.” Josef tried to push
aside his biases, his assumptions, and
listened to the woman. “I made out
the story. It was sad. It involved a small
girl in a painful physical condition, a
helpless mother, an alcoholic father,
and an abused child.” Josef told the
woman that he would try to help and
walked away, having done much and
wanting to do more.
***
When I realized that the woman
on the street wanted Josef, I asked her
what she needed so I could know what
to ask him. As a group of students
walked up, the mother told of her
daughter’s hernia and need for surgery.
She talked to us about the girl’s stepfather, her husband, who drunkenly
abused the children. She begged us
to help her. We were concerned, but
couldn’t give her an answer.
A group of us met and talked about
how we could help this poor family.
We didn’t know what to think, and
we had no clue what to do. Ehren
Lichtenwalter, a junior history major,
recalls, “Initially, my feelings were
a desire to do something, peppered
with skepticism. As Christians we all
instantly wanted to do something, but
you have this cynical side that thinks
you’re being had.” The group decided

Ancient ruins suggest Lebanon’s historical
place as a cultural crossroads.

college-age students, but her eyes
would twinkle as she laughed, sang
and played with the younger children.
“These children are so beautiful,” she
finally to try to raise the five hundred
Soles needed for the little girl’s surgery.
Some of us wanted to make an announcement to the entire tour group,
but I thought that this would be embarrassing and that it would be more
effective to ask individuals personally.
To be honest, I was afraid of being
shot down as “well-meaning but naïve
idealists.” We went into the evening’s
worship quietly, trying to decide what
to do.
During closing prayer I felt anxious,
like there was something wrong. I had
an urge to speak up, which I could not
understand. I still thought it was a bad
idea. Still, as soon as prayer ended, I
was standing. “I have an appeal,” I said,
“to your naiveté, to your idealism…”
I do not remember everything that
I said, but it was more than just me.
I had kneeled earlier in a Catholic
church and prayed for God to use me.
He did. He used me to stand weakly
and say a few words, and then He
inspired our group—our group who
had spent most of their money already,
who had three more days of travel,
who would need to buy food and water for themselves—He inspired them
to give generously to people they did
not know and would never see again. I
know some from the group who gave
all of their money to the family except
for 5 Soles (less than $2 U.S.), and
smilingly wondered how they would
eat for the remainder of the tour.
The night was complicated and
involved much discussion, a call and
F O C US
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observed, “I just want them to grow
up knowing God’s love.”
On their days off, the team toured
the fascinating country of Lebanon.
What wonderful memories: the sweet
smell of fresh bread, the persistent
din of Beirut traffic, the towering
and ancient cedars of Lebanon, the
soaring pillars of the ancient temples
of Baalbek, the crumbling castles
of Sidon, the pilgrims crawling on
their knees up the steps to the statue
of Mary, the gentle lapping of the
Mediterranean sea in the charming
Phoenician port of Byblos!
***
Just a little more than a month
after our Intro to Missions tour left,

the July war broke out and Lebanon
was plunged into the horrors of
violent devastation. We have tried to
keep in touch with our dear friends
in Lebanon, sending emails, making
phone calls when possible, sending
text messages for their daily prayer
gathering.
During some of the most difficult
times of the war, Jean-Jack, one of
our friends from Lebanon, sent the
following email: “Thank you for the
hundreds of prayers on our behalf.
So far we are safe, but this is a very
difficult time….The memories of your
team’s visit comfort me a lot during
the bad moments. I always remember the laughter and joy we shared

together—it helps to distract me from
the sounds of the bombs that keep me
awake in the middle of the night.”
The students from Intro to Missions
and I are so thankful we had the opportunity to go to Lebanon. We are grateful that we were able to go and spread
the gospel in times of peace. Missions
will be much more difficult due to this
war. We continue to especially pray
for those who continue to serve God
faithfully in these difficult times.

then visit by a local doctor, conversations on the philosophical merits of
economic independence for abused
women, and an eventual agreement
with our hotel to hold any money we
raised and transfer it to a local hospital
in payment for the little girl’s surgery.
In the end, we raised roughly sixhundred soles—a good one hundred
more than the cost of the surgery—
from among the tour members.
With massive grins and an elation
only partially due to the high altitude,
we told the family that their little girl
would no longer have to endure her
painful condition. The mother was
grateful and cried weary tears, thanking us for what we were doing. She
told us that, as a street vendor who
made next to nothing, it would have
taken her months or years to save
enough for the operation.

The rest of the night contained
some of the most incredible memories
of my life. We played with the children
for hours, dancing with them, twirling
them around, chasing them, hugging
them. One of the most lasting images
for me was watching Josef hold the
little girl who was having the surgery.
She was crying and silently held on
to him. Josef remembers “smelling
her faded, urine-scented dress as she
pressed her snotty nose and parched
cheeks against mine, giving me a kiss.”

experience. There is an empathy that
does not look down upon the needy
but respects them as the human beings
they are.
Machu Picchu is beautiful, the
Amazon is shockingly alive, and the
hustle and bustle of Lima is intoxicating, but the real experience is beyond
all that.“This trip,” says Jen Castillo,
a senior anthropology major, “has
changed my life in ways I can’t even
begin to explain.” It is the change that
comes from engaging a new culture
and doing so with empathy and a love
of God.
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***
The experience was seminal for
students on the trip. The benefit of a
study tour such as this is that beyond
any credit earned or textbook knowledge garnered, there is an understanding of humanity which was perhaps
not had before. There is a compassion
that comes not from stories but from

Glenn Russell is assistant professor in the
religion department. He “grew up” as a missionary kid in Lebanon, and considers it a
great privilege to lead out on missions trips
with Andrews students.

Andrew Gerard is a behavioral science major
with an emphasis in anthropology. He has
volunteered with Amnesty International and
this year he and some friends plan to start an
Andrews University-based student activist
group.
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