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FOREWORD

If bees can keep our entire world in begthen we can just as easily

spread Goddés grace to His Aforgottend poo
only that bee, but one who shares his grace with others in seemingly

infinite amounts. There but for the grace of God he goes building bridges,

not onl to help others cross, but temonstrate the power of theoSs.

0 Kenneth R. Frantz
Volunteer and Founder

Bridges to Prosperity, Int.

*About Bridges to Prosperify Bridges to Prosperity connects isolated re@hmunities
around the worldvith services found on the other side of ragiivgrs by building
footbridges. A registered 501(c)(3) nrprofit organizationBridges to Prosperity has no

religious affiliation and the perspectivesexpressed t hi s book are the author 6:



INTRODUCTION

THE BRIDGE

It was one Sunday in January of 2010 when Mike talked with

me after theehurchworship service, asking if | had found a

bri dge desi gn. | carefully worded
printed two bridge design manuals off my computer lastkye

and have a friend who has agreed to help with the foundation

designs. We need to schedule a trip to the proposed bridge site

SO we can take measurements, perform a survey, and take soil

I

samples. o Stildl recovering from bac

asseiated with it, Mike suggested we wait until April. | felt an
immediate sigh of ref when he spoke those words.

As a project engineer, | had successfully managed the
construction of several electrical substations, including the
design and steel details,t this pedestrian bridge project in
Nicaragua was beginning to overwhelm me. Even though | had
read through those design manuals several times, | was an
electrical engineer, not a civil engineer. Plus, managing a
project of this magnitude from the Staseemed nearly

impossible to me. At this point, | really had doubts about the

projectds success. And my repeated

someone more qualified to go with me to Nicaragua, if only to

assist in the site evaluation, only fell upon desfs.



But if not me, who would bécalled to build this
community a footbridge? AA bridge, O
the Nicaragua Mission Team meeting
needed by the Gavilan and Patastule communities during the
rainy months of May, Junduly, Augustand Septembeduring
which time theBulbul River becomes impassable. This means
thevillagers must travel at leasto hours to an alternate
crossing location, which during the days of heavy rains can
itself becomé mpassabl e. 0
He retold astory,  vhdle familywas crossing thBulbul
River in a small truck. There had been a rain storm further up in
the mountainsSuddenly a wall of watecame down the canyon
and caught them in the middIétbe river. The truck was swept
away, turning overseverakimesin the river The people who
saw it happen trietb save them, but there was no hoplee
whole family drowned
Mi k e c o mMheibnmdgeavdu)d benefit the school
teacher who must cross theer to teach the community
children, the farmewho must carry his fresh milk across to sell
in the nearby town, the mother who must cross to get needed
supplies for her family, and the sick person who needs to cross
to receive medical attention. They
lifestyle,onlyprovd e t hem with a bridge. o
For these reasons, and because | have a passion for helping
other people, the bridge project really struck my interest. But
the only commitment | had made during that team meeting was

simply to find out more information, and | hadreé that. Then



the thought occurred to miglaybe | should just give Mike the
design manuals so my part would be dd. as | drove home
that Sunday, | remembered how | came upon those two manuals
while searching the Internet.

After the mission team meat) that December,Hadspent
the following month emailing friends at the Department of
Transportation and also a few civil engineers, simply asking if
they would help in designing the footbridge. Months went by
without a single response. | did receiveesal pictures of
covered wooden bridges and a few pedestrian bridges, but they
all looked too expensive and very difficult to build in a
developing country like Nicaragua

At that point, | decided to start searching the Internet. | sat
for what seemed l& hours typing combination of words:
bridges, bridge design manuals, designing bridges, pedestrian
bridges etc. Three of thinternet searches yielded practically
the same results, with the first couple of pages filled with
articles on famous traffic briges, then the remaining search
pages filled with fun topics such a
last search provided a page filled with pictures of rope bridges,
but nothing on how to design a pedestrian footbridge to modern
standards. | was discouragéalsay the least.

Then late the next night after further searching still yielded
no fruitful results, | typed one last timeedestrian bridge
design manualAt that moment, | closed my eyes and softly
whi spered, dLord, | needaYour hel p.

bridge design manual . o6 As a Chri st



for individuals who were sick and for familiego had lost a
loved on@ but nd for simple, everyday things.
Quickly glancing over the first page and then over to page
two, | saw most of theasne search results as before. Then
suddenl vy, | heard His voice, fAGo to
doubted a little, because | already knew that none of the articles
past page three were about footbridges. But going on nothing
but faith, | clicked on page elen. There, at the top of page
el even, were the words AHow to Desi
and just beneath i1t, AHow to Design
simply amazed as | smiled towards the ceilidgw . . . who
would believe thisPwondered. Well,itdid 6t r eal |l y matter
because | had found, or He had shown me, what | needed to get
started.
| spent the remainder of 2009 reading through those bridge
design manuals, studying the math, and trying to get a grip on
the scope of the project. The logistics wen®rmous, but one
fact stuck out in all of the design
know the soil conditions so the foundations can be properly
designed. 0 That seemed to be step o
But even after Mike and | talked that Sunday, | was still
apprehensive abobuilding the bridge. So many questions
remained unanswered in my mind, with the most important
bei ng, AHow can | make sure this pr
S u ¢ ¢ e dngdhemissidnbeam meeting that December,
someone had mentioned putting a bridge plagubebridge

which would read, AThis bridge i1s d



Jesus Christ.o To me, that was a bo
moment, | knew if His name was going be on it, théradto

be done right.



CHAPTER ONE

TURNING IT ALL OVER TO GOD

It was now March of 2010, and | was worried. Over a year of
searching for help, sending outrails and making phone calls;
nevertheless, they all appeared to be esats. Though one
friend had now agreed to help in de
foundations, that @s only step one. Step two was actually
going to Nicaragua and doing a survey at the bridge site,
analyzing the soil conditions, and then producing detailed
drawings so a material cost estimate could be prepared. The
material cost estimate was so my chuaold the town of
Matiguas would know the financial commitment ibwd take
to build the bridge.
Then an important point popped in my mindwas an
electrical engineer . . . not a civil engineer. Being a registered
Professional Engineer, | knew what thedémf Ethics for
Professional Engineers said about practicing engineering
outside of oneodos #fifield of expertis
| could lose my license . . . but even worse than that, | could be
sued by the Nicaraguan government. There apgdaree a lot
of risks associated with the project for not only me personally,

but also my church.



And several questions remained. Questions fike&/h o
would supervise théuilding of the bridge? To what standard of
construction, and to what strengthoficor et e?0 | was out
answers. The enormity of this project had finally started to sink
in: all the issues, all the logistics, and all the unknowns. Maybe
this is why no one had come forward to help . . . maybe this
projectwastoo big. To tell someone weanted to build a 250
foot pedestrian walking bridge across a raging river in
Nicaraguadid sound crazy.

Where was my faith in my Goghu might aska God who
could fit this bridge project in the palm of his han® me, this
was not yet a faith projedbut merely a physical bridge with
physical engineering design problems. And besides, what other
door was there for me to knock on? As an engineer, | had done
everything humanly possible to tap into engineering resources,
but still nothing. Only wasted timeaiting for answers that
never came and watching doors that never opened. It now
seemed for once in my life | had taken on a project that | simply
could not find a solution for. This project needed a big
engineering firm to get involved, someone with taoib
expertise and a proven track record. At this point, | had
exhausted all of my personal resources, so where were the
answers? Prayers had been offered, but still no answers.

But then, on Monday, MarcH"8I received an-gnail from
Douglas. He had hedabout the bridge project last year from
my neighbor, Robert. | remembered him sending me pictures

and information for a few bridges he saw while on vacation last



year. | had even contacted one of the engineering firms who had
constructed one of those thges which looked like something
that could be built in Nicaragua. But like all the others, that
door never openegeither. So | was really shocked that after an
entire year, he would stil] remembe
project.
In his email, Douglas explaied opening the state
newspapero0s Sunday ediParasden and seei
magazine, a small insert included in the Sunday newspaper each
week. After reading the story, he r
bridge project. He di cmbattfetk now t he
led to scan the story aneheail it to me. As | opened the
attachmento print it, the title of the story immediately caught
my eye, ABui | didmgveddy a plighteaway,o f Hop e
one man takes action.o As | read th
porder, Maybe God has a plan for this bridge after. all
The story was about a man named Ken Frantz and Bridges
to Prosperity, a noprofit organization he founded in 2001, and
their work building pedestrian footbridges in developing
countries. The story listesome of the existing countries where
Bridges to Prosperity had built bridges, which included
Ethiopia, Nepal, Indonesia and South America, but NOT
Nicaragua. | read a little bit more before tossing it to the side on
my desk. | thought to myselq e r eo@menneduilding bridges
exactly like the one we need to build in Nicaragua, but how

would | convince them to help my church with our bridge? And



besides, why would they be any different than the others | had
already tried to contatt
That story sat on myesk till Friday. When | went to throw
it away, somehow one word caught my eyeNicaragua
What, how did | miss that before? Further down in the article it
plainly stated they were looking to build bridges in Nicaragua!
Chills covered my bodgs | stated at the beginning and read
the entire article. Over a year of looking for an open door and
now, could this be it. . . an article in a magazine? With all the
e-mails sent to engineers and universities and now, to finally
get an answer to my prayer in @mailed story. | got very
excited about this possibility, but then reality began to sink in.
We al | know the old saying, Alf son
true,theni t probably is. 0 And for me, a
overly optimistic, it usually is. Wlhwould a worldknown
company like Bridges to Prosperity stop to help a small country
church in Blythewood, South Carolina, build a bridge in
Nicaragu&
| spent that Saturday helping my wife clean the hotfter
taking a muckeeded break, | pulled outefiBuilding Bridges
of Hoped story from my folder and reead it, just to see if their
website was given. To my surprise,
reviewing the printed-enail, Douglas had included the Bridges
to Prosperity website address. Hoping for goaullts | typed
i n Awww. Bri dgestoProsperity.org.o T
official company website. It was well laid out, even with a

AContact Uso pull down tab. The <con



Avery, and her gnail address was included/ell, | thought,
I t6s at $odknecked.a door
That night | typed at the computer for several hours what

would soon become a four page dissertation.

March 13, 2010
Dear Avery,

Let me start off by saying that in life, finding people to dedicate their
time, much lestheir career, to helping other people is rare. It appears
you and Ken Frantz are two such people, and | commend you for that. |

was really moved by the recent articleHarade i t | ed ABuil ding Brid
of Hope, 0 which 1is t hetmediatgiceryoul have cont
some background of my churchdés invol vemen

Sandy Level Baptist Church in Blythewood, South Carolina, has a
long, embedded history in mission work. Each year for over 12 years, my
church helped individual mission teams gd\licaragua. My church,
along with other congregations, has built a feeding center and several
other buildings to help the poorest of poor in several communities in
Nicaragua, such as those near Matigm due nortifrom Managua.

Church members Mike and 8t generally serve as project leaders,
organizing materials and labor well in advance of each trip. | have never
personally been, but | always enjoyed the local mission trips | would
participate in during spring break while a student at Clemson University
| share a strong passion for helping other people.

In 2008, Mike received word from his friend in Nicaragua that a
much needed mission project was to construct a walking bridge across a
river. During the rainy season, the mountain river floods (natyrall
know) to the point it is not safe to cross, which cuts off a village of people
and farmers from the mainland. To get supplies or to sell their milk, they

risk their lives by forming a line while holding hands (men, women, and



even children) to pass gplies across. Mr. Frantz in tHearadearticle

recalls witnessing a similar situation. During such a time a wall of water
suddenly rushed down on them, and a whole family was tragically swept
away. Several other individuals have also drowned while atteghfu

cross the river.

In Decembenf 2008, the Nicaragua Mission Team met and discussed
plans for the bridge. Mike presented his idea for the bridge and what
details he could remember about each proposed foundation location, and
the distare, which is aproximately 29 feet. As | listened and processed
this information, | began to ask questions, and soon realized that no actual
engineering analysis had been donemsure the bridge would be safe;
factors such as wind, adequate width to prevent twistiale tensions,
total calculated weight of the bridge with people on it, moments of inertia
on the foundations, sway, etc. But as they thmge that speak get
volunteeredand| was appointed the job to do the math and design. Now,
as an electrical engeer, just because | know these terms and understand
them, doesndét mean | <can apply the engine
first time without failuré which would mean wasted resources of labor
and materials.

My experience: As an electrical engineer fored@ctric distribution
cooperative, | have overseen the design of five electrical distribution
substations, which all involve wire tensions and moments on steel
structures] am familiar with spreadooter foundations as well as drilled
pier foundations fothese structuresand the application of each.

However, building a substation you do from the ground up, but a

rope/wire bridge is suspended above a river (or dry lamhjch

introduces construction techniques above my level of expertise. If it were a
dry gorge crossing, a simpler way would be to construct the bridge on the
ground then hoist it into place, but with a river, this may prove too

difficult to accomplish. We need a team of experts who can show us the

tried and proven methods obnstruction.



In March of 20091 contacted several friends at the Department of
Transportation (DOT) to see if anyone there had ever designed such a
project; no one had. However, | did learn that one of the coaches in my
sonds basketball | eaeguhei gwawsa ya dseuppaerrtvmesnotro
bridge foundation design team, and also supervised the foundation work
at the new Cooper River Bridge in Charleston here in South Carolina. We
have since talked and he is confident he can design the foundations, given
enough informabn about the soil conditions and available construction
area, in case a spreafoter needs to be employed (if the soil is too rocky
to adequately excavate).

Also in Marchof 2009, | searched the Internet for suspended cable
bridges and suspension bridgesd found what | feel to be an excellent
resource entitledShat Span Trail Bridge StandafdSuspended Type:
Volume 1: Guidelines for Survey, Design & ConstrudgiiandiShort
Span Trail Bridge Standa&dSuspension Type: Volume 1: Guidelines for
Survey, Dsign & Constructiord | have thoroughly reviewed both of these
documents, and feel that the Suspended type is a much simpler design to
construct. | have includettiemfor your review, to see if they are good
documents to follow, and provide any commentthese documents.

Now, you may be asking, a year has gone by with no progress on the
bridge. Even though | have been put in charge of the design, material and
construction portion of the bridge, Mike and Butch are still the organizers
of the trip, which di include a medical unit angacation Bble school
leader. Unfortunately, last year Mike had to undergo back surgery for his
discs and Butch had to have heart bypass surgery, so the trip was
postponed until 2010, which puts us to where we are today.

We wee planning to leave this Friday for Nicaragua, and fly into
Managua. During this trip, we were to-evaluate both sides of the river
crossing, take additional measurements, and perform soil excavations for
classification. But with already limited resous;eMike decided this week

to postpone the trip until after Easter, to hopefully get better airline fares.



In the mean time, someowdio remembered the projes#nt me the
article fromParadewhich had a link to the Bridges to Prosperity website.
The webge says you are out of the country until the end of April in
Guatemala

Avery, | realize this is short notice and may seem awkward to ask, but
| would be so honored to meet you and learn more about the organization
you work for during my trip in April. Anbwould be even more grateful
(and appreciative |Ii ke you couldnodot i magi
the proposed bridge crossing with me, and either give our team of
volunteers advice, or take it on as one offiBeilding Bridges of Hope
projectsfor Nicaragua this year. That would be awesome, and | would
give you and your organization two weeks of my vacation time in the
summer to help with the construction of this bridge, | promise you that! |
dondt mind using a s hoeat@roblemsolvgret ti ng wet ,
Also, there are villagers who are more than eager to help with the
foundation work and construction of the bridge, which is one of your
groupdbés requirements.

In closing, | only ask that you and your organization strongly
considerhelpigp my churchos Nicaragua Mission Tec¢
from the planning stages to reality. Dona
need is so great for this bridge that we will build it anyways, and hopefully
be successful the first time. But having a keolgkable engineer, such as
you, to talk to would give me greater confidence in not only the design but
the construction. If you decline, then any advice or construction tips you
can share or forward, including construction pictures, would be much

appreciaed.

Thank you for your time,
Thomas S. Black, Jr. P.E.

cc frantzk



After | had finished typing, | sat back and carefully read
back over i1t, making sure | hadnot
grammatical errofs at least none that would have been
apparent to an engie e r . Since -malddcaim 6t have a
set up on my home computer, | saved the letter on a thumb
drive and drove to my office. Even though it was 9:30 p.m. on a
Saturday night, this was the most impmitletter | had ever
written.
As | lay in bed thanight, the question diVhat would these
people think about my letterdced through my mind, but most
importantly, Would they respondPhis was probably the best
opportunity | had come across in over a year for turning the
bridge project into a realitygut most importantly, for it to be
successful. | felt a small sense of hope, knowing this might be
the one open door | had been praying for.
The next day at church seemed to be business agusual
Sunday school,chgg@nd t hen Pastor Benb6s serm
Ben began the time of invitation, my mind drifted to thoughts
of Avery or Ken opening the-mail | had sent to them the night
before. Would they respond to ammil sent by a complete
stranger, or even worse, were they such a big company that my
e-mail would be lost among the hundreds of others they must
receive each day?
| knew | had done all | could, putting forth my best effort. |
reflected back on all | had dodeall my efforts in trying to get
the bridge project off the ground, many nights spent bewgc

on the Internet. But then it suddenly occurred to me . . . | was



trying to do it all on my own. The number of prayers | had

offered on behalf of the bridge project | could count on one

hand. For this project to beccessful, that had to chanddis

wasturning out to be a faith project, whether | wanted it to or

not . | wasnot sure what God had in
the extent of my involvement would be, but | needed, once and

for all, to turn it all over to Him.

As the invitation hymn begeto play, | was reminded it was
my Sunday to help set up the visitor table outside. The visitor
table allows guests to receive a bag which contains information
about our church, a prayel guide, a
quickly made my way outside teelp another deacon set up the
table and the bags. Then | realized that for me to go down to the
altar, | would have to enter through the main sanctuary doors,
and walk down the long aisle in front of everyone. Going
forward during the altar call was nedmething | did regularly,
probably not even once a year. But maybe this was His plan, for
me to confess my lack of faith in front of witnesses. Walking up
to the sanctuary doors, | peered through one window to see if
the congregation was still singing..and they were. | eased the
door open as quietly as | could, slipped insate] slowly
closed it behind me.

PastorBeat first didndét see me, as |
down to the front of the sanctuary. | was definitely a bit
nervous. As | took PastoeBh 6 s hand and | eaned i n
him, | confessed my lack of faith. | also confessed the reason

the bridge project was no farther along than a year ago was



because | wasying to do it all, but now | wagirning it all

over to God because | had accompléshething on my own. |
told him about the article on Bridges to Prosperity, and to pray
for a response to a four page letter | hadasled to Avery and

Ken the night before.dlso asked him to pray for me.



CHAPTER TWO

AN ANSWERED PRAYER

Going forwardthat Sunday was not only a turning point for the
bridge, but for me spiritually as well. | felt that a huge burden
had been lifted off my chestnbw understood what people
meanwhen they say, ATurn it all over
burdenstotiealtaand | eave them there. oo
This reminded me of a hymn the choir would sing almost
every Sunday at Jones Crossroads Baptist Church in Lancaster:
nTel | It to Jesus. o0 |Itbés funny how

words to a familiar hymn, but not always the meanintho$e

words. The first part of verse one
heavy hearted? Tel/l It to Jesus, Te
understood the meaning of those wé&dsWh en our | oad i s

heavy and we are physically and mentally exhausted / Tell it to
Jesus / He will listen / He will give you strength / He will ease
your burden. o

All day Monday at work, and even that night when taking
my son, Jordan, to baseball practice, | reflected back on my
prayer. Pulling into the baseball field parking lot, I faly
phone vibrate, which meant | had just gotten -amed. | waited
until Jordan had gotten out of the truck, knowing anaal this

late at night was probably a power outage alarm from work.



Taking my phone out of my pocket,
mailo i con. | t shomad.d.anemaillfomopened e
KEN FRANTZ!! Opening the email, | noticed it was not a
form letter from a big company, but a personal letter written by
Ken himself, as the first sentence
at t a dMordsdcannot describe the emotions that ran through
my bady at that moment as tears covered my face and joy filled
my heartl immediately stopped and thanked God for the
answer to my prayer, thanking Him for showing me an open
door, one that | had sedredfor over a year on my own.

| called Pastor Ben to tell him this incredible news. He
wasnot at home, so | managed to conm
leave him a message. Then | received a secandilefrom
Bridges to Prosperity, this one from Milosz. | was simply
amazed. That night Fenailed a friend, telling about the

answered prayer.

Crystal
God has answered our prayers! | f | wasn
project | would not have believed it! Incredible! I now have a national
team wanting to look at ourridge site. | was literally in tears as | read
the reply to my four page letter. | told Pastor Ben | want to share it this
Sunday with our congregation.i..t 6 s t hat bi g!
Thomas

P. S. I am going to suggest to our churc
cd l ed ABridge to Faith, o0 because thatodos w
Abridgeo our faith to God.



| spentthe next nightonrBi dges to Prosperityos
studying their bridge design manual, construction drawings and
photos. Building a pedestrian walkj bridge was still not going
to be easy, but | felt encouraged as | looked at pictures of all the
completed bridges on their website. Then, as | glanced back
through the email sent to me by Milosz, one of his statements
struck me: N B2 Beschordoswedoot fund brid
fundraising. The funds for the bridge must come from your
church, the municipality, or a comb
In their emails, Ken and Milosz had mentioned the
estimated cost for the bridge of $25,000. This would be my
chur chos pwject, to pay forahe matdnias needed
to build the bridge. Bridges to Prosperity would provide the
final bridge design, training and supervision, which cost them
about $25,000 per bridge. According to Ken, their bridge
projects were sponsored by a Rotelyb of their choosing, and
that is where they get their money to provide the support for
each project.
| spent the rest of the week preparing a message to share
with my church congregation, giving a project update on the
Bridge to Faith, withatheme éfFai t h i s you taking t
step, with Jesus ready to take your hand and lead you the rest of
theway o accompani ed MWromthemokeofr se of Sci
Jamesi My br ot hers and sisters, if peo
but do nothing, their faith is wth nothing. Can faith like that
s ave tJameTRapter 2, Versi&dncv)



It had been over two years since Mike had introduced the
project to the congregation, so part of my updatetreduced
the purpose of the bridge and how it would help the conitsnun
in Nicaragua. | included information about the organization
Bridges to Prosperity, with whom | was recommending our
mission team partner. | also gave them a construction time line,
with an estimated completion date of May2011. Then, |
askedforeveyoneds support for the
churches to join us in the fundraising, not just for the money,
but to share in the blessings we would all receive when the
project is completed, when we see a community of people
standng on that bridg@raising God.

| shared a lot of information with the church congregation
that Sunday morning, except for one détathe cost. A bridge
fundraising campaign to raise $25,000; now how well would
that go over with my congregation? Sure, the Nicaragua
MissionTeam had always been able to raise several thousand
dollars each year for its small building projects, but never an
amount even close to the $25,000 needed for the bridge. Plus,
the church was in the middle of a challenge-build program
for a new familylife center. But before Mike or anyone else
was going to announce the money part, we needed to meet a
representative from Bridges to Prosperity in Nicaragua to
determine if our bridge site would even meet the B2P criteria,

not just in terms of soil condlins, but also the elevations

projec



CHAPTER THREE

FORGIVENESS

Turning it all over to God . . . to me this simply meant the
bridge project. But not to God . . . He wanted more. After
giving the first bridge update to my congregation that Sunday, |
began todéel something stirring in my heart. | already felt my
involvement in the bridge project bringing me closer to God.
On Tuesday, March 301 finished typing a sermon | had
been working on all month. | titled Tthe Faith Messagéased
onthe Gospel ofMatthew Chapter 14, where Jesus calls Peter
to step out of the boat and come to Him on the water. The
sermon was filled with examples from my own life, situations
where lhadstepped out on faith to help someone in need,
trusting for God to take control of@lrcircumsances. The
ser monos teatifaitha yau saking the first step,
with Jesus ready to take your hand and lead you the rest of the
way 0| intended to sharthe messageavith other church
congregations, simply to encourage peopliastep ait on
faitho and help others in this world, even in small ways. And
yes, encourage them to support the bridge project in Nicaragua
| read back over the sermon several times. Then it occurred
to me:The bridge in Nicaragua, what would be my part? What

would be my step of faith®s | continued to sit at the computer,



my thoughts became focused on the friends who had passed
away the year before, and just how short life realliMsen |
die, what would people remember about me? Will | be
remembered for whatHad accomplished at my job? Is this it,
Is this all there is to lif@ money and daily routines&s |
searched for answers in my mind, | unkniogly fell into a
deep sleep.
| had a visionAt the age of 60, | died and went to Heaven. |
found myself faco-face with Jesus. Looking into my eyes, He
asked me one question, ATwenty year

vision, and now, who have you helped in the past twenty

years?0 Thinking back, my eyes quic
face; my head hung nébod.aso I answer e
one. 0 He simply said, AThen go back

stories | will give to you, tell others about Me, and help as
many people as you can. o
As | awoke, somewhat startled, | realized | was still only
40. Then | began to type, and th& what | typedin my life,
I tds been tough getting to the top,
Now | 6m at the top of my career and
my career. All that appears to be left is the slow ride down the
middle of the river. 40 life yessgoné® 20 good life years left.
17 career years goide20 career years left, but what will be
different then from now, what more is there to accomplish at my
job? . . . nothing. Oh, [€é] more mo
| do not already have? . . . notlginabsolutely nothing. | am

happy now, the happiest | have ever been in my entire life. But



wi | | | continue to be happy, Knowin
people along the way, like | have such a passion to do?

Then why not look for another mountain to clirtth, that
would require leaving the safety of the boat, which is moving
sl owly down the middle of | ifeds st
getting out of the boat and into the water, going onto the shore .
. . danger, unknowns, perils, falls, trips, etc.

Building the bridge in Nicaragua | feel like | have one foot
out of the boat, but what will it take to move the other, could it
be the Bridge to Faith? Is that the mountain | want to climb, my
final mountain? Butwht 6 s on t he onofleer si de, P C
blessings frsm God, blessings beyond comprehension? What
am | afraid of? Oh, | know, leaving the boat and getting out
into the water, and having to figtite current to swim to shore.
Then the people in the boat wil/|l be
the safety of the bcat What was he thinking?0 Tc
reply will be, Al had t o, |l needed
wasnot going to simply waste the |
the daily routines, weekly routines, monthly routines, yearly
routines. This is why | lefhe boat, to rediscover what life is
about, helping other people.

After | had finished typing, | went into the living room and
fell down on my knees at the sofa and poured my heart out to
God. | prayed for God to show me what He wanted with my
life. | aked Him to show me His purpose for my life, and to

provide me a mountain to climb, a challenge in my life



That night | had a dream. | was in a large body of water.
Satan had thrown chains around my body and was dragging me
down...lwasdrowning.lstrggl ed to fight free, L
Satan was dragging me all the way to the bottom, and there was
nothing | could do. | knew this was spiritual warfare, and it was
my lifethat was caught in the battle.

As | looked toward the surface one last time, stamo a
bright light, | saw a hand reaching down. | grabbed hold. As He
began to pull me towards the surfac
break. At last, | was free. | remember waking up and being
completely terriled at what | had just dreamed.

As | thoughtabout the dream, | knew exactly what it meant.
Even though | had been a confessing Christian since the age of
13, | had never fully@ammitted my life to Christ and bl
purposes. This is what God wanted, for me to turn my whole
life over to Him. | had titheé and attended church services,
revivals and Bible studies most of my life. | had served as a
deacon at Jones Crossroads Baptist Church in Lancaster and
now at Sandy Level Baptist Church in Blythewood. But these
things were not enough. With the upcoming to Nicaragua, |
knew | needed to get my heart right with God. If | was going to
be a witness to others, | first needed totgetplank out of my
own eye.

The next evening, March 3lafter looking in a photo
album for a special picture from a collegéssion trip, | saw a
boy I did not know someone maybe with the same name, but

not the same person. | stared at myself in those pictures and



thought,Who was I"Also in the bookcase were the middle
school and high school annuals. | opened one and savosdl t
people who laughed at my Bolshoes in elementary school

(the colorful $10 ones from the discount store), the shoes worn
because that &s all my parents could afford.

Then | recalled the teasing | got in middle school for
wearing old jeans that wered short, better known as high
waters, because my parents only bought me new jeans at the
beginning of each school year; and the boy who told me | was
adopted because my mother didnodét wa
the more thingpopped in my head, all theipdowns that
caused me to harbor so many hurt feelings in my heart towards
others. The resentment | felt towards all those people. My heart
was full of it. | remembered each episédeven the names and
faces of those kids who said them. In my heart | leaen
forgiven any of them.

Even at Regandés funeral, a school
in 2009, | recognized everyone who was there that day, even
kids not in my grade. But as | passed by each of them, not one
peron spoke to mérst. | went up to several pple and called
them by name, but nobody recognizee umtil after | told them
mine.

Later that evening as | left for choir practice, | buried these
thoughts deep in my heart, promising myself | would never
think about them agaimbut just move on. But athoir practice
as we sang the last song, the words and message to that song

went straight to my heart. | thought my heart was going to



expl ode. | t ¢ oduitwaspécked fulbof stuffla n'y mor e
had held onto all my life. Something had to give.
After | got home, | went straight upstairs and threw them all
outd all the school annuals with all those people in it and a
photo album from my teenage years, because they brought it all
back . . . all those painful memories. | guess everyone has his or
her own wg of dealing with things in life, but this was my way
of dealing with mine. My wife said those were just kids back
then, and that was my life, mymemodea nd | s ai d, A No ! I
dondét want tlowa®dke emmbhet Wwhe same per
Then | shared with havhat | wrote. This was my way of
putting it al/l I n perspective: ndln
S 0ome one dagneeyoudar therbeygou werkut when
you speak your name, they embrace t
man who is a faithful husband to his ®jifa nurturing father to
his chil dren, but most i mportantly
| dug everything out of my heart that night, giving it all up.
For once in my life, | had come to grips with my past. In my
heart, | forgave all of those kids. [goreness, we all need to
give it, and | am so glad | finally did. I now felt a lot different
inside, like my heart had just been washed clean. It was a
feeling | had never felt before, ma
remember ever feeling any different.
Sunday, Aril 4", was Easter Sunday. The sermon was on
walls. Our youth pastor, Jake, did part one of the message, and
he was speaking directly to me. It was just what | needed to

hear. Walls in our lives (MY LIFE), walls we (I) cannot move



past, not withoutHS X ESUS6) hel p. Then | began
that all my life, | had built so many walls in my heart. All the
stuff | had dug out of my heart, everything | had given up can
be summarized in one waydi WAL L . 0
The second part of the message focused on personal walls
and to break through my personal walls, | need the resurrection
power of Jesus. The resurrection power is available through
faith. My internal walls (the ones built in my heart) will:
1. No longer control megndmy emotions)
2. No longer dominate me (and mfel)
During the altar call, | went forward and taped a piece of
paper on the wall setup beside the pulpit. | wrote the words
AMy Pasto on it. At that moment, I
come crumbling down. | had finally overcome the things in my
life that were holding me back from truly living and had found
real peace. It made me realize that continuing to think about the

events in my past was meaningless.



CHAPTER FOUR

TEN ONEDOLLAR BILLS

With everything that happened in my spiritual life during the
month of March, | finally felt prepared for the trip to Nicaragua.
| had turned the bridge project completely over to God,
received an answer from Bridges to Prospeand had
finishedThe Faith Message

But less than two weeks before my first trip tadiagua,
an unfortunate accident had left a friend lying in a hospital bed
with a fractured neck. Richard was lucky to be alive after
crashing his motorcycle in a shallow ditch off Highway 555
near Blythewood, narrowly avoiding a heal collision with
anoncoming car.

My friendship with Richard originated at the baseball fields
in Blythewood when our sons started playing tee ball. They had
even played on the same team two seasons. Most of our
conversations centered on baseball, though a few years back we
discussed his job andkailding expansion at the large
distribution centewhere he workedand how the power was
going to be routed to serve the new expansion. But now it was
much more serious than baseball or electicitiye doctorslid
not know how muchlamage had been dottethe vertebrae in

his neck otthe recovery prognosis.



After finishing supper on a Wednesday night, | decided to
go and visit Richard and his family at the hospital. | planned to
stop by the store to pick up a few items for my w@gnthia,
and purchase G@et Wellcard for Richard. But just before
| eavi ng, | heard Hi s -dvoolilcaer shaiyl,| si.Toa
| was startled. | almost asked the Lord why now, because | had
never shared that story with anyone, not even my dad. And
why, after twenty yearsvould the Lord be telling me to share
that blessing now, with this family, and not with a relative who
might better understand its meaning@, not wanting to feel
foolish, | told Cynthia what | planned to do. She gave me a
bewilderel | ook of, #AThat sounds Kkind of
her having to say a word, | started explaining its personal
significance.
In 1989, during the week of Thanksgiving, my mother was
in the hospital quickly losing her battle with breast cancer.
After beingin remission for almost two years, the canbad
come back, but this time it was deemed terminal. As-ge20
old, this news was hard to take, especially with the upcoming
Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays.
That Monday night, nbyoth&dncl e Rober:
and | walked out of the hospital together, and as we stopped at
his car in the parking lot, he turned to me with a very serious
look, and told me words that I will never forget. He said,
ATommy, your mother | oves you very
reasorshe is still alive today is because of wanting to see you.

But we both know sheds not going to



have to pray to God for Him to take
standing in the middle of that hospital parking lot, | prayed the
hardest prayel have ever prayed in my entire life.
The next day, the extended family was called in for one last
visit. As | sat alone in the waiting room studying, trying not to
flunk out of my junior year at Clemson, the family members
from Richburg and Edgemoor ared. As each cousin passed
by me to speak, my Aunt Ethel stopped and handed me an
envelope. Though it was the first card | had received while at
the hospital, | was not surprised since she was always doing
special things for people. | was a little curi@ssshe stood in
front of me while | opened the envelope, almost waiting to see
my reaction as | read the card for the first time.
As | pulled the card from the envelope and opened it to
read, there appeared before my eyes some dollar bills. As |
counted hem, there were exactly ten . . . ten-oiodar bills. |
softly excl ai med, AThank you, 0 thou
had the look of surprise on it. Smiling from ear to ear, she
simply replied, AYoudre going to be
sometimes you may nbe able to find change for the drink or
cracker machine. o
That was it. Though not the biggest or most expensive gift |
had ever received, exactly what | needed at that moment, which
admittedly was one of the lowest in my young adult life. Just a
simplegit that said, fnHey, | care abou
It had been over twenty years, but | remembered receiving

that card with those ten ommllar bills from my aunt like it



was yesterday. And even though those tendwikar bills
meant so much to me back then, | hager felt the need to
ever share that blessing with anyone else, until now. Not
stopping to ask any more questions, | was convinced that now
was the time to finally share that blessing with another person
and their family, who may need just a simple exgigs of
AHey, | care. o
As | finished telling Cynthia the story, she was speechless. |
told her | knew | had never shared that story with her, and
frankly didndt remember sharing it
was just a special moment that was significanhe, but no
one else would ever find it meaningful unless they had been
there that day.
So there it was . . . the story of the ten-doéar bills,
brought back to life for the first time in over twenty years.
Though at the time | had no idea why, alsnesonsumed me
just thinking about the surprise on
woul d open the card. Making peopl e
enjoy most in life.
Just as | had already planned, | stopped by the store in
Blythewood to pick up a few items anda&tWell card for
Richard. Taking time to pick out the right card was somewhat
important, but remembering to get cash back at the checkout
counter, including asking the cashier for ten-do#ar bills,
was top priority. So, as | stepped in line behind a févers, |
went ahead and took out my wallet to make sure | pulled out

my debit card, and not the credit <c



doing. | admit | was a bit nervous, even wondering if the
cashier would even question why | was asking for tea one
dollar bills and a ten. | worried about what she would think of
me for making such a strange request. So, here | go once again,
worrying about what people would be thinking about me for
doing something nout of the ordinar
ANext please, 0 wausseditoogetmp hr ase t he
attention. As | pushed my items forward, | placed@et Well
card on top of the box of cake rolls, a staple food item for me
and my son, Jordan. As she finished scanning the last few
Il tems, she politely aswipeddny me, AANyt
debit card, | was careful to rememb
option when prompted on the touch screen. Asking for cash
back was something | did only once in a blue moon, if even that
often. Cash back <select> . . . twenty dollars <selectelone.
As she went to access her cash drawer, | promptly spoke up
and sai d, Al woulddo Illiakre ba Itlesn apnl de at:
admit, she did give me a slight | oo
her ones and counted out ten, then grabbed a ten and the
register receipt and handed them to me and politely told me,
AThank you. o
Driving down the Interstate, my thoughts raced forward to
the hospital visit with Richard and his family. What would |
say, what questions would | ask, but more importantly, at what
point during my visit would | give him the card with those ten
onedollar bills inside? And, iheopened it immediately in

front of everyone how they would react when they saw the ten



onedollar bills . . . and what they would think about the
meaning?
As | pulled into thehospital parking lot, | quickly put all of
those thoughts in the back of my mind and pulled myself
together, since just thinking about what | was about to do
brought back so many painful memories for me. But just
remembering what a snhdllessing those ten ordollar bills
were to me back then, and now, over twenty years later, feeling
led to finally share that blessing with a friend . . . that brought a
smile to my face.
Finally finding a parking spot, | pulled out my wallet and
countedout ten onedollar bills, carefully arranging them in the
card. | wrote a little note explaining their meaning, and placed
the card in the envelope. But before | could seal it, | heard His
voi ce again say, AGive them the res
hesitating] pulled the card back out and inserted the ten dollar
bill with the other bills and sealed the envelope.
Entering the hospital, | was so nervous about the card |
al most didnodét remember his | ast nanm
receptionist at the desk. Luckilgi char dés | ast name | ¢
like his first, so | recalled it quickly. | clutched the envelope as |
made my way up to his room, all the way trying not to forget
the room number.
Upon entering his room, | was surprised to see him sitting
up in bed and witmo broken limbs, though he wore a neck
brace to keep his head from turning. His wife, Jeannie, and son,

Jacob, were in the room, along with another lady who | believe



was Jeannieds sister. He | ooked s

same time glad to sedréend from the baseball field. | talked
with them for about twenty minutes, mostly with Jeannie, about
his neck injury, possible surgery, and recovery. The outcome
looked very promising, considering how close Jeannie said he
came to being paralyzed. Tharpmedics told them that one
wrong turn of his neck at the accident scene, and the broken

vertebrae would have severed his spinal cord, causing

Il rreversi ble damage. Jeannie told
have any external injuries from the accideng, plaramedics at
the accident scene that evening took all the right precautions
with him. She thanked God for the right people being there that
evening.
Checking my watch for the fourth time, | told them | had to
be at choir practice at 7:45 p.m., sinceweare singing at the
Cedar Creek Baptist Church on Monday night. So, as | said my
final goodbye, | slowly pulled out the envelope. | could see
Jeanni ebs eyes i mmediately focus
her . | told them it evenansedeadlto muc h,

thank me for it. They thanked me for coming, and | quietly shut
the door as | left, but not before taking a quick peek to see if she
had begun to opentheenveldpe he hadnodt .

Making my way out to my truck, | was very nervous about
what | had justdone, even having the thougfh e y dpened
t he car d, ralookingoubtihe wintioes gt dine
wondering what type of gwyould do something like this

Anyways, it was done. | had followed through on what | was

ur

I

on

an



told to do, and had passed tilessing of the ten ordollar

bills on to someone else. Seeing the look of surprise on their

faces as | handetkannighe envelope with the card inside,

well , thatds a masoenorget. Pluskinew | woul

felt good inside for what | had done.

Aut hor 0 s :Nbw,mhknmewybusmay be wondering why
this isnbé6t the end of the book? Thi

beginning of the journey.



CHAPTER FIVE

nMAN,

YOUO

RE AN ANGELO

As | left the hospital parking lot that Wednesday night, | knew

it was tre Lord who had told me to share those tendwol&r

bills with Richard and his family. For what reason, at that

moment, | did not knowAnd as Idrove onHighway 277 back

to Blythewood, in the distance | saw a woman standing beside

her car in th@grassednedian. As | passed, | quickly glanced

and saw what appeared to be a flat tire. But stopping to help

would mean being late for choir practice. So with that in mind,

| reluctantly passed by the next opportunity to turn around, and

simply reassured myselfahsomeone else would stop and help

her. Though this was not the first time | had not stopped and

helped someone, it reminded me of the blessing | received from

a person whomtadstopped and helped.

t

wa s

t he

weekend"Weddinky nt hi aods

Anniversary, and | was heading back to Blythewood from

Lexington early that warm Sunday mornidg | was about to

exit off of I-20 ontoHighway277, | said a simple prayer,
ALor d,

around the offamp, | looled to my left and saw a man walking

pl ease

show me someone to

with a small plastic gas can. He was wearing an edthiiit with

a large gamecock emblem on the front and cutoff blue jeans.

h e



| stopped on the shoulder of tbeit rampand rolled down
my window, but waited for him to getoser before spealkgn
Seeing | had stopped and appeared willing to help, he smiled
and simply shouted, AHey! 0 Being a
somewhat of a jokester, I shouted b
help you, but when | saw what kind of shirt you wemsaring,
now I &m not! o0 Not breaking stride,
was on the front of his shirt, and then gave me a look back like
Awhat 2! 0 By this time he had gotten
parked, so | showed him a smile and
in.o

He said hedod wal ked about two mil
one else had stopped to offer help. He said he really appreciated
me stopping. He told me the gas gauge in his truck was broken
and he thought he had enough to make it to the bank, where he
was @ing to get some money to buy more gas for his truck. As
we talked, | could tell he was telling the truth, because he was
hot and sweaty from the long walk. | asked him if he had any
money for the gas, to which he repl
loan hima few dollars he would pay me back once he went to
the bank.

As we rode to the gas station, I ;
Christian?0 (You can talk to someon
is riding in the backseat of your air conditioned truck and needs
gas)Hs answer was a shocking one, 1l
immediately turned and asked him what he meant by that

statement. He said he was saved once, but all his friends ever



told him was since he sinned everyday, he needed te be re
saved everydayewaanoda Christathe di dnodt ,
anymore, and would not go to heaven if he died at that moment.

Looking in the rearview mirror, | told him if he believed
Jesus was the Son of God, died on the cross for his sins, and on
the third day arose from the dead, and he@avdesus into his
heart, then he WAS a Christian, and his name IS written in the
Lambs Book of Life, FOREVER! He stared at me in the mirror
and softly said, fiNo one has ever t
you stopped to hel p tmeghegantb coul d se
stream down his cheeks, right there in the backseat of my truck,
as | slowly moved the mirror so he
back my composure, | told him we all sin everyday, and need
the forgiveness of Jesus everyday, and when we asik e
will give it.

After a few minutes, | turned and asked him where his bank
was located, and did he just want me to take him there to get
some money for his gas? Laughing sl
di dndét wunderstand me. doffam divorced
from my land surveying job for over a year now. | was going to
the blood bank where | 6ve been told
pl atelets. o Oh, now I understood co
quickly thought to myslif, Hisgasgage 1 snd6t br oke
is.And seeing how moments before | had helped heal his
spiritual brokenness, | knew | could do something to help his

financial brokenness too.



Soon, we exited off theighwayand onto Parklane Road,
where | pulled into the gas station. | got fve-gallon gas can
from the back of my truck and took it over to the pump, swiped
my credit card, and began to fill it with fuel. After only a few
dol |l ars, he began to say, AThat 6s e
turned to him and replilld,odlt wild.l
The pump shut off and | rounded the amount to an even $12. As
we got back in to leave, | could see he looked wodrigthybe
about how he was going to pay me back. | was prepared for
that.

As we passed by his truck, parked on the other side of the

four-lane hghway, he sai d, AJust | et me out
enough, | can wal k back to my truck
to turn around anyways . : : I tds n
Besi des, | 6ve taken you this far.o

after that, but just sat there with a blank stare until we had
turned around and made it back to his truck.
Getting the gas can from the back of my truck for him, |
asked if he needed any more help. He said that | had done
enough. We exchandenames and a handslkealand a$ went
to walk off, he said, fAHey, | need

you the money to repay you for the

these words came from as | replied,
then you wil/l be worryinhe about whe
money to repay me, and |01l be worr

Then he looked me straight in the eyes and said something that

no one had ever sabndgetlo. omeP,ulilManng, vy



away, | simply smiled and waved as | left him filling his uc k 6 s
gas tank.
Driving on to church in Blythewood, those words resonated
in my mind and left me wondering why he would say such
words to me. Maybe because it was Sunday morning and
nobody else had stopped to help him . . . a man wearing an old
T-shirt and cutdfblue jeans walking on the side thie highway
with a gas can. But then | reminded myself | was only being
obedient to the simple question | h
me someone to help today. o
Sometimes | wonder whater happened to that man, if he
found a job, or i f heds now sharing
forgiveness with his friends. Maybe even telling them of the
stranger who picked him up from the side of ighwayone
Sunday morning and who shared the good news of Christ with
him. | will always renember this story as long as | live,
inspiring me to always do morerfothers than | do for myself.
And just like with the $20 | had given to Richard and his
family, | would never miss the $12 spent buying a complete
stranger fuel that Sunday morning erth&nd reliving that
story in my mind made me almost miss the Blythewood Road
exit from the Interstate. But regardless, | was still my usual five
minutes late to Wednesday night choir practice, a habit that |

just coul dndét seem to break.



CHAPTER SIX

THE ABNEY LEVEL

Choir practice went well that Wednesday night, and | looked
forward to singing one of my favorite songd)idnight Cry,0 at
the revival service at Cedar Creeg@istChurch on Monday
night. But even after a busy evening, | still had oneenii@m
to purchase before leaving on my trip to Nicaragua, which was
just over a week awaysetting out the phortmok, | looked up
the number for a friendbs business,
operates out of his house. | had coraeas his business the
phondook weeks before while spending time with my dad.
When | had called the business that Friday | noticed it was
located in Cedar Creek, a community only a few miles from my
subdivision. So when the person ans
immediately reognized his voice. We had not talked in years,
so we spent several minutes catching up aditties job, my
job, etc.
Then | explained the reason for calling. | was going to
survey a bridge site in Nicaragua, and | needed a small survey
instrument the Bdges to Prosperity bridge design manual
refers to as an Abney Level. Now, being an electrical engineer,

| had no idea what this instrument looked like, so | had



researched it on the Internet so | could at least talk somewhat
intelligently, in case no ondse had ever heard of it, either.

But this time when | called Eddie, | had the manufacturer
and model number of the Abney Level | wanted to purchase,
and had noted the list price on the Internet was around $100.

Thankfully, the manufacturer was a brand edsbld, so all he

needed was the model number. Finishing up our conversation, |

menti oned that the Sandy Level

Bapt

be singing at his churchos revival

he could give me the Abney Level then, and | wdaridg him
a checkd he agreed.

With the anticipation for my trip the following week, the
weekend seemed to be a blur, and before | knew it, it was
Monday night. | actually arrived early to the revival service,
hoping to talk with Eddie and sef he had thédbney Level.

He hadnodét called me that day
Abney Level was in or not, so | was a bit worried. | was a little
di sappointed when | didnot s
seated in the choir loft, | quickly spotted him teehin the
congregation.

After performing our song, the choir exited and found what

seating was available among the congregation. Of course, since

we were in a Baptist church, there were plenty of available seats

on the first two pews. | was surprised wheticed several

empty seats on the pew where Eddie and his wife were seated. |

felt uneasy enough singing in a church other than my own, so

as

e e

pro

hi m.



being able to sit with a friend during the message time made me
feel a little more at ease.
My pastor preachedgreat sermon, and | distinctly
remember being more focused on the message than usual,
paying attention to every word and letting his words penetrate
my heart with the power of Godbds Wo
weeks of preparing my heart for Nicaragua, forrthgsion
work that lay ahead, or of the newfound sense of purpose in my
life. In what seemed to be only five minutes, the traditional altar
call was being sung. But instead of going forward for prayer, |
simply stood quietly in the pewstaring at the baaif the
church.
Then | closed my eyes and silently prayed for God to take
my hand and lead me in what | considered to be a huge step of
faith. AStepping out of Thehe boat, o
Faith Messagaevritten in March came to mind. | recalleithe
story of Jesus calling Peter to step out of the boat and come to
him on the water. But even with that thought, | was still
carrying one unanswered prayer in my heam, | called by
God to build bridges in third world countries?
After the service, | wafinally able to speak with Eddie
concerning the Abney Level. | got a little worried when he told
me that it didndot ship from the fac
did feel a little better when he said it was scheduled to be here
on Wednesday. Even if it wdate, this meant | should still get
it by Friday, my departure date. | guess he read the concern on

my face as he told me he would drop it by my office as soon as



it arrived at his house. This did ease my tension, as | already
had enough things to worabout remembering for the trip, and
this would be one less.
As we continued to talk, | slowly pulled out my wallet. As |
reached in to pull out or@ thenew one hundredollar bills |
had got from the bank on Friday, he shocked me with the
statemenyopuinBondt owe me anything
donation to the trip.o0o That stopped
| dm t he one who is always sharing n
the other way around. But being on the receiving end of
someone el seds rgabzeleowthespedplgl made me
help must feel inside, and my handshake of appreciation for his
generosity and a sincere fiThank you
return.
By the time we had finished talking business that night,
almost everyone had left to go home. Theanhembered | had
not been able to give my offering when the plate was passed
during the service, so was sure to catch the gentleman as he was
going to count it. Plus, | had just received an unexpected
blessing of generosity from a friend, so | made aigpetfort
to return a portion to Godds house.
Finally making my way to the exit, | stopped to shake hands
with the churchods pastor. | briefly
trip to Nicaragua at the end of the week, and the need for the
pedestrian bridge. He seed quite interested, and told me he
would pray for Mike and me to have a safe trip. | thanked him,

and made my way to the parking lot.



At my truck, | got a lonely feeling inside, almost like |
wanted someone to stop and pray for me before | left for my
trip. But by this time everyone had left, except for one person,

Bob. Bob and | share a special bénde are late to everything.

So as Bob came over to speak, Il mad
|l guess we are | ate coming and | ate
and smiéd . . . then we both laughed.

Then Bob asked, fiHey Thomas, youdol
Ni caragua this Friday, ri ght 206 Nonc
right. o His next words were a compl
|l i ke to pray for youmhisiheptht now. 0 As
al most coul dnoét hold back the tears
you be with Thomas and Mike as they travel to Nicaragua. |
pray for their safety as they travel, and | pray that they be able
to accomplish all the work they need to for thielpe. Lord, |
thank you for giving Thomas the knowledge and ability he
needs for this projedtand the desire to go and follow your
will. AMEN. O hé hesaid a few final words of enaragement
foll owed by the statement, AThomas,
move O

As | drove from the church parking lot that night, | began to

search through my mind for what Bob meant by that statement.
Did he mean people needed to see something happen that only
God could allow to happen, or did he mean people needed to
see God mow in my life, and if that be the case, then how?

With those thoughts now fresh in my mind, | started to

sense something really great happening on my trip, maybe at



the bridge site. Although | was worried about all the logistics of
the trip, | began to seaghat God was in the midst of it all, and
that al l | needed to do was be wil/l
and go. | knew that just committing to go to Nicaragua meant |
had one foot out of the bg kut what would it take to move the
other?
And again, tle question that kept resonating in my mind
was,ls God calling me to third world countries, and if He is, is
it to build these bridgesPwas definitely interested in the
bridge project since it would be helping a whole community of
people, buttheonlywa t o know i f | was fAcall ec

that airplane Friday morning to go and find out.



CHAPTER SEVEN

AM | CALLED 76 THE ANSWER

Before | knew it, it was Friday morning, and Mike and | were
on |-77 headed to the Charlotiouglas Airport. With our busy
work schedules, we hadndét had many

the trip. We made small talk most of the way, except at one

point Mi ke became a |ittle more ser
Al ook i n the mirror . : . you wi ||l
yougethck. 06 As | heard those words, I

he meant. | had never been to a developing country. | would be
exposed to poverty and living conditions like | had never seen.
Honestl vy, | wasnbét really sure what
't wasno6t u framiMiamidorNicdrdgwa thatll i g ht
became more focused on the purpose of the trip. My mind raced
forward to meeting Avery, meeting with the community at the
bridge site, and finally, whether or not God would provide me
with an answer to my questioAm | called? | had specifically
asked God for a physical sign and not just a feeling in my heart.
| wanted a sign so that if someone ever asked me if | was called
to build these bridges, | could provide them with a definite
answer : AYes! 0O
About an hour into the fligt, | decided to pull out a small,

pocket size devotional book to read. It was a forty day



devotional book | had picked up at church two weeks before the
trip, but had not yet opened. | briefly stopped to ask God to
bless the trip, to pray for our safeand to thank Him for this
opportunity to reach out to help others. | slowly opened the
small devotionabook to DAY 1. When | saw the @ipture
passage, tears streamed down my face. | slowly shook my head
in disbelief as | wipe@waythe tearsThe devotio wasbased
on the Gospel dflatthew Chapter 14, where Jesus calls Peter
out of the boat.

| now had the answer to my prayer, and it came as a
physical sign just like | had asked. Though not as dramatic as
the burning bush as seen by Moses in the Biblead the
clearest sign | had ever received from God in my life.

| spent the remainder of the f1ligl
devotions. At some point, | noticed the lady beside me had
become interested in what | was reading. Wanting to be a
witness for Chrig | let her read along as | read each devotional

aloud. She was from Nicaragua and spoke some English, but |

wasnot sure how wel | she could read
about this until I | ater | earned sh
As the pilot loweredthp | aneds altitude i n prefj

landing, | peered out the window to see the country of

Nicaragua for my first time. As | gazed at the mountains

covered with thick green forests, the lady turned to me and said,

AMy country i s verry pearu.td fWdw,. wha

profound statement.



After slowly making our way throughuStoms and airport
security, | quickly turned my attention to finding Avery. Her
flight should have arrived two hours before ours, so it was no
telling where she might be. lltbher in an email that | would
be wearing a Clemson hat, which | thought would be easy to
spot in Nicaragua. There were a lot of people waiting for their
families and others holding up signs with names on them, but
Avery was nowhere to be seen.el$uccss of this trip
dependean her being able to receive the airline ticket in
Guatemala | had bought #ime the week before, then making
the flight to Nicaragua.
As we continued through the airpdvtike saw Danilo.
Danil o is Mikebs ¢ndandthetonembo Ni car agu
told Mike about the need for the pedestrian walking bridge. He
was glad to see Mike, and happy to meet me, a person whom he
felt brought hope to making his vision of a bridge a reality.
As we continued talking, Mike noticed a young woma
sitting on a bench across the room.
who was excited to see whom the most, but | was relieved that
she had made the flight. After brief introductions, we gathered
our luggage and started out towards
we walked, | began to have a strong feeling of this bridge

project becoming an incredible story.



CHAPTER EIGHT

STORIES OF FAITH

Leaving the airport parking lot, | immediately began to take in
all the scenery. There were people standing in the middreeof t
street selling small bags of water, juice, peanuts and fruit. And
flea market type stands set up all along the roadside, with
people selling everything from jewelry and clothes to name
brand shoes. Then | saw what appeared to be hundreds of
homemade tdm covered with black plastic in a large open
field, right in the middle of towi Mi ke, what are those
doing there®1 asked.

After consulting with Danilo for several minutddike
turned to me and started telling thgse o p | e.dslarget or vy
baranagrowerhas large plantatiorend it 6s customary t
thecampesinoghe country people who are poorly educated
and cheap labofmhey sent them to the banana plantations
with a pesticide called Nemagmpraying the bananas without
any pesonal preective equipmentand no information that it
could behazardous

fShortly thereaftethese workers came down with all kinds
of illnessesThe birth defectsvere horrible In Costa Rica they
have a museum of fetuses in jars of the birth defects. There

were lawsuits brought about in all the countriasd they were



settled everywhere except Nicaragliae tent city was a
protest . . . there was still more court action they wanted
help.0 After Mike had finished, | was speechless.

| t wa s n 0 tweleftthegityarel ivere om a more
rural road. Oscar seemed to slow down and swerve to avoid
every pothole that was in the road, even with oncoming traffic.
It didndét take me | ong to get

As | continued to peer out my window from theckseat, |
noticed along the roadside that people had built homes made of
wooden sticks covered with plastic sheeting. | asked Mike who
let these people build their homes so close to the Mike
told me these people are very poor, do not own any lawd, a
basically dondéttoéwniasytdei of
These squé&trswork to gather the sticks to make the frame, and
then save the money they earn by working in the fields or even
gathering firewood for other families. When they have enough
money, they buy the plastic sheetiS@metimes the p&ic
sheeting is donated by the governméirihey are lucky and a
piece of cardboard blows off a passing truck, then they can
cover the dirt floor. Either
withthecar dboard fl oor, 1 t0s not

Mike then mentioned that when the city feels like there are
too many of these people along thedside, itwill send a
bulldozer and clean up the roadside in one day, pilinglupeal
debris These people generally lewnly minutes to gather

everything they own, or at least what they have stored inside of

used
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their shelter. Then, once the bulldozer is gone, they start the
endless process all over again.
| could hardly bear to hear any more as Mike continued by
telling thenextstory. A boy and a girltheywere coming up to
the Bible study, lived in this little old . . . cardboard mess . . .
down there up against the airport f
us to donate just a few sheets of tin from our work project to
help outthis family. We went down there and it (the shelter)
was a mess. One little old nasty piece of foam that the parents
slept n, and over top of it there was like a hammock that the
two kids slept i@ alittle boy about ten and a little girl about
twelvelcoul dndét st and Sowewemntdown ght i n th
there and said, 6Yeah, |l ook, we can
We tore itdown and shot a blacloal out of therd a very
poisonous snakét (the shelter) wagist cardboard and junk . .
. it was essentlly trash. It was constructed of trash.
As we passed yet another group of these shelters, my heart
al most broke, now knowing these peo
make it through one day. But even more than that, how we as
Americans take so much for granteder people who think
they have nothing in America are rich compared to these
people. All most people seem to think about is themselves and
having fun, all while a world of people are struggling everyday
just to survive, much less enjoy life.
As we continud on the thredour trip northward into the

mountains, Mike told of the city du



mission team had built a feeding shelter for the people living
there. Bewildered, | asked Mike if he meant for the workers.
The next part of history washard for meo understand
i e feeding shelter was for the communityexyclers,
people whayo throughthe dumpsearching for tin, metal, or
anything thattheycame | | . T h e rlebdvse bgbneee np| ac e
there . . . just walking, they salvage plastndwash plastic by
hand in a washtub, and hang it up on a cloline® and people
buy it. o
These people owpracticallynothing in this worldMike
e x pl ai nhe tkedindhshdter \iias built #we elderly and
thechildren can get at least one meal a adyich is normally
rice and a piece difread A lot of times it would be a tomato
andaneggit 6s better than starvation. o
A T h was a family whosg&ids would come to the feeding
program and Bible study. And, of course, the dump is their
playgroundtoo. Someone had thrown rat poison out, or there
had been rat poison in the trakhwas pink and the kids just
associated the pink with candynd atat. One of the kids
started getting violently iJland the mother took the child and
went to the hospital. &Il about the time that child was dying,
the father comes in with another one of their children, and about
the time that child died, a neighbor came in with their last child
and that child died. They | os
AANnd s o me thgreewasa dental gay machine
thrown away. The part that contained the radioactive material

was like a ball, and whoever the recycler was managed to break



this ball. The dust, the radactive material insidat glows.
They were superstitious and they redit all over themselves
and they gloweand all that. Ikilled several childremnd gave
some other people radiation poisoning.
After Mike told thesestories | remembered a lady at church
telling me a story of the dump. Her husband had in fact been o
the mission team that had built the feeding shelter. Though she
di dndét explain it in as much detail
husbandods etoldéhesiooyil mat beenltoldWh e n
you first see the dump, all you see is a large mound of. trash
Then, as you get <closer, you notice
even closer, you realize i1itb6s hundr
trash, scourindor food scraps, clothes, and any anything they
can use to make improvements to their living shélter.
After | finished, everyone remained quiet, like each was
still picturing this in their mind. Or maybe they were like me,
overwhelmed with the sight of the poverty along the roadside as
we passed. Then | began to wondklife around thecity of
Managua was this lth what would it be like up near the
mountain town of Matiguas? Would it be this bad, and if so,
would a pedestrian bridge make even a dent of an impact on
their lives?
We were less than an hour away from the town of Matiguas,
and while Mike and Avery exemged their views on world
politics, | continued to process everything | had already seen

and heardlt was almost overwhelming. | thought | was



prepared, but |1 O6m not sure anything
this experience.
Breaking a brief period of siee,Mike shared with us
several stories dhith. Mike did notknowthat in my vision
from God in March, Jesus had instru
and start telling the stories | will give to you 0 At that time, |
had no idea what His statement medwot now it was
becoming much clearer.
Many of Mikebs stories came from
of Nicaraguawas at war withtself. He tolda story that came
from his Nicaraguan friend?astor Henryi Henry i s Cost a
Rican, and being Costa Ricdre travéled pretty freely
preaching during the waime, because he was a foreigner and
not involved in the civil war. Hery told about a familg the
father and somwere combatats. The other side, their enemy
went to the home to kill them (the father and the) sbhe
family was alerted to the approaching enemy, and the father and
the son ranleaving the mother and small children at home in
the little shack. The shack was surrounded by the combatants
and they just chopped it to pieces with automatic weapon fire
When they stopped shooting, they went in and found the
woman and her children around a little table . . . with a Bible . .
praying. They (tateylwerd | et s) hadnod
unharmed
Then Mikebegan to tell the next stariThere was #ady,
hername was Ruby. Ruby was a little black lady, about as wide

as she was tall. She was from the blue fields, which is the



Caribbean sidéof Nicaragua) The black folks over there speak
English;they are descendants of English slasy had just
tremendos f ai t h. Ruby died | ast spring
almost a year now. Ruby would pray for you . . . with just an
uncanny personal knowledge of your needs. Some people
criticized Ruby. People would go by there and she would pray
for them and they would é&¥e money. She lived on faitBhe
had no means of income. She prayed for pedjie.Lord sent
people, she prayed for them, and they left her offerings and
supportedher I dondt care how you believe
and she was just a tremendousman . 0
fAs | said,Ruby was from the blue fields, the Caribbean
side, and the roaib go over there is absolutely horrible. | have
been as far as Bonanza on the road
and is over twelve hour$here are holes in the road big enough
to swallow a truck. If you get up to 35 mph that cross
country road, you are flying.
AiThe means of transportation for years has been riverboat.
Ruby wanted to go home to visit from Managua. They would
go down to Lake Nicaragugenth largest frestate lake n the
world, and get on a rivboat. Theiverboatwould go down the
San Juan River and then back up the coast. This was the route
that the 49ers took to California. Mark Twain took that route;
would come up the San JuRiver, and then it wa@s | thinkd a
seventeemmile stagecoach ride to the Pacific and get on a ship
and go on up to Californi@t one point in time that was the

shortest route . . . the quickest roate.



fARubywas on a largaverboat. They were on their way
down the river, several pple sitting on benches, sm and se
forth. Ruby said that she watting beside a little girl, ten or
eleven years old. She said they went around the bend in the
river and a woman came out of a little small shack on the river
bank with what appeared te la dishpan and waved it in the air.
Ruby said another woman beside her waved dachky said
she didndt Kknow owh ys, h obuuladamdhte osuagihdt,
that . 60
AWell, they went around another b
there was machine gun fire from bhatide of the river. It (the
waving dishpan) had been a sigrialiby said that she just
grabbed the little girl and roll ed
realize it at the time, but the béapilot had been killed and the
Sandinista soldiers that were thre boat held her nephew at
gun point and made him standup and navigate the boat while it
was taking all the machine gun fiiewas either do that or they
were going to kil hi m. o
ARuby said they got on through t h
was total chaoen the boat. She said during the (machine gun)
fire the Lord had told her, ORai se
she raised her hand in the air. She said she felt something hit
herhand s he just grasped it. o
fAnyway, after they went around (the river) and got
away from the gun fireshe said there had been a group of
Mexican laborers in the front of the bdathey were all killed.

She said that people were just running all over the boat, and



sai d someone c aSeBoratyon artharibly and sai d,
woundedd S h e Nosl#&edg gour pardon,derve a great and
p ower f ulhe cliaoscanddhe screaming and wailing
contnued and someone elSefragopa me by and
arechorri bly wounded. 6 She said, O6No,
a great and powerfi@ o dThdy came to the port and she said
the Lord told her, O6YShasaidshen | ower vy
opened her eyes and the lady beside her who had waved at the
woman on thériver) bank was dead. She said she looked in her
hand, and she hadabulien her hand. 0o
After Mike had finished telling us those two stories, |
continued to stare at him for a brief moment. | could tell he
truly believed every word he was saying, every single detail.
There was no doubt in my mind that God had protected these
individuals from harm.
The trip to the Matiguas had been over three hours, and
unfortunately, there were no fast food restaurants anywhere.
The gas station we had stopped at was closed, but thankfully,
attendants were still selling drinks from the outsiddeso
Then | felt bad, remembering the only food items | had packed
for the trip were crackers and Fig Newtons. Even though | had
wanted to buy Avery a nice meal to show my appreciation for
her being here, this was all | had to offer. For some reason, it
d dndt seem to matter to her .
A good meal was not the only thing. Since our bridge was
not yet an official Bridges to Prosperity project, Avery could

not turn in any of the expenses from this trip. This meant | had



to agree upfront to cover all of her asated expenses,
meaning meals, lodging, and a round trip airline ticket from
Guatemala to Nicaragua. Knowing this was the open door for
this project | had prayed, | walked through it, not fully knowing
where | was going to get the extra money to pay feiSb00
airline ticket.

Then | remembered the mission team meeting last year,

when | had asked how we were going to raise the money for the

bri dge. Mi ke | ooked at me and sai d,
provide the money. o0 My i mmedi ate r e
has t o give the money, right 20 He si
seeing my faith was stil/ based on

So, not knowing anything else to do, | had prayed.
| prayed that week for my dad to give me a donation for the
trip, even for a spefic amount. Then, on Friday, my dad called
me and we met for lunch in Blythewood. | told him the dates
for my trip and everything | hoped to accomplish at the bridge
site. He was very excited, and even mentioned he wished he
had done more when he was my algut nowfelt hewas too
old. We continued talking in the re
as he went to get in his truck to leave, he suddenppsteback
out. He had his chebkok. He wrote me a check for $500.
Averyods plane ticket was $503.
Afterhear ng Mi keds stories and seeing
lives of these Nicaraguan people, and then remembering my
own story, | began to wonder 1 f mos

are just too busy with their daily routines to see God move. If



God moved in their lifeyould they even notice? Would |

have? And receiving the answer to my questfon | called?

while on aflight in route to a developingountry to help these
people, well, maybe that was the answer to that question . . . at

least for me, anyways.



CHAPTER NNE

THE BRIDGE SURVEY

| awoke the next morning to the sounds of a passing bus and a
crowing rooster. Still half asleep, it took me just a moment to
remember where | was. As | continued listening to the sounds
outside, | glanced down and looked at thaetgirof bugs
crawling on the floor. There were A LOT of bugs. When
travelling, my number one Aroom r ul
placed on the floor, particularly suitcases, stays on the floor,
and never gets placed on the bed.
Then | realized the meaning afstatement Mike had made
to me after one of the mission teanm
person isnot called to ,abig. : . don
smile came on my face as | began to feel a sense of peace,
reflecting back on the sign God had showa on the airplane,
and knowing, without a shadow of a doubt, this is where | was
supposed to be.
Knowing | was called by God to build this bridge helped
me quickly forget about the inconveniences of sleeping in a hot
room and t he mor nasthapidusforchel d s hower .
room to sleep in with electricity, the soft bed, the oscillatory
fan, and the running water. The people who live in the stick
homes built beside the road obviously had none of these

modern luxuries.



After eating breakfast, we met witheAlcaldia de
Matiguas the Spanish name for the town governing body. This
included the mayor and members of his council. Also attending
the meeting were several community leaders. They represented
the two communitiesvhom the bridge would benefit.
It wasstanding room only as Mike and Danilo took charge
of the meeting, explaining the plan to build a pedestrian
walking bridge over th8ulbulRi ver . Since | coul dno
Spanish, | simply showed them several pictures of completed
bridges | had printed fronie Bridges to Prosperity website.
Everyone became excited about the possibility of a bridge.
As we left the meeting, Mike gave me a quick summary
in English, of course. Basically, everyone was glad we were
there and they fully supported our efforts. Thessked Mike if
he thought the town would be able to fund half of the money
needed to buy the bridge materials. His answer was not what |
had hoped for as he stated, AThomas
money to contribute . . . our church will have to ezadl the
money needed for the bridge materia
learned was that the town had a civil engineer, and he was at the
meeting. This was exactly what this project needed to be
successful, someone who could help me and B2P manage this
bridge project from the ground.
The trip to the bridge site was down a long dirt road. The
mountainous views were absolutely magnificent. The lady on
the plane was right when she told me her country was very
beautiful. But one thing | had already noticed: etheugh her



people are poor, they are clean. Everyone | met was dressed
well, in clean clothes, not filthy ragkke | would have

imagined in a developing country. These people are proud of
what they own, and take good care of it, whatever it may be.

Thefour-mile trip seemed longer than it was as we slowly
made our way down to the river
was stopping the van. This was it. Exiting the van, | saw a lot of
people who were waiting for us. The mayor, his council, and
the communityéaders had arrived just ahead of us in another
vehicle.

Everyone followed Mike down to the location of the
proposed bridge, or at least the place he and the other mission
team members had agreed almost two years ago. In preparation
of our arrival, the comomity had cleared the larger brush,
which allowed easy access for the group. A®kedacross to
the other side, | realized the enormity of this project. It was a

long way across.




The gap reminded me of the Grand Canyon, especially
since the other sidgppeared to be a thirtpot rock wall. This
was actually good . . . meaning the bridge foundation on that
side would be built in stable rock well above the river.
However, | could already tell the foundation locationtfos
side was much lower and im@stionable soil, but still appeared
to be above the high water level of the river, which was marked
on a large oak tree.
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As everyone else talked, Avery approached me, smiling,

and said, AOK, | etbds get started. o
Abney Level, Isat down my backpack and first pulled out the
two homemade survey rods, hoping she would be impressed
with my ingenuity. She wasnot. But

Level, and as | looked for the directions, she grabbed it and
exclaimed, mTlkies Aibsrey rhLealelly o
Avery quickly explained to me how the instrument worked

and the few simple steps to follow in using it to take angle



measurements for the topographic survey. After she handed it
back, | looked at all of the intricate parts of the sniedijile-
looking instrument. A sight glass with a bubl@eel mounted
on top, and a movable protractor on the side to read the degrees.
|l hadndét noticed, but the townds
standing just behind meegeveld i stening.
seen an Abney Level either, but between the two of us, | was
confident we could figure it out. Thankfully, Avery was a
patient person and showed me and Nelson how to read the
degree scale while looking through the lens at a rock in the
distance.
Thenl remembered my friend in Blytheed had included
several pockesizel notebooks with the Abney Level, so |
pulled those out. Avery explained these were to record the
angle and distance measurements for each survey point, and to
draw a rough sketch oftmei ver 6 s el evation prof il
almost a dozen, so | gave her a few, since | knew | would never
make use of them after this trip.
Nelson and | stood and perfected our use of the Abney
Level, making sure we understood how to take correct
measurements. Adt a few tries, the once strangte
instrument became a very simple tool. We each took turns,
choosing an arbitrary object, and then checking behind each
other. Thankfully, Nelson knew enough English to where we
could communicate with each other, silmce person had to

write down the distance and angle measurements.



By this time, | noticed Avery had walked to the edge of the
river bank and was looking across, trying to determine the best
| ocation for the bridgedsngcenterl in
in her hand, and gave it to Santos, the Gavilan community
leader. For some reason, the community men looked confused.
Mike turned and explained to me this is a part of the river
they dondét normally cross, and they
snake that @y be hiding in the rocks near the river, or lying in
the small debris near the riverodos e
sometimes have sharp edges, makingutieharéd crossing
even riskier. But the string had to take a straight path to the
other side, Wich would mark the centerline of the suspended
walking bridge. Finally, one older man stepped forward and
volunteered to take the string.
As Nelson and | began taking the measurements we needed,
| suddenly heard everyone start sho
rushed to where the others were gathatede bank of the
river. There, in the middle of the river, the man, moich over
five feet tall, hachpparentlystepped in a hole. The water was
almostup to his neck as he struggled to make his way out of the
hole. Then some started laughing. But not once did he let go of
the end othat stringWhat determinationl thought.
As he exited the river, Mike and the others met him to get
the string. They had crossed the river further down, safely
making their way orthe large stones. Then | saw something

amazing, the men scaling the face of the rock wall, grabbing



whatever vine or crevice in the rocks they could find, just to get
the string to the top of the cliff. And they did.
The string was cut and the ends sedweund a tree on
each side of the river, making for a visible bridge centerline.
After this, Nelson and | finished t
points, which included getting a good measurement of the
bri dgebds span. | t was209feet,ght |l y | ess
whi ch meant it was just within the
design criteria for using medium size cable anchors. Any longer
would have meant a costlier design, and at this point, | knew we
had to do everything we could to make this bridge more
affordable.
That afternoon, everyone gathered in a close circle. The
mayor of Matiguas spoke first, followed by a few of the
community leaders. Mike was the last to speak to the group. |
wi shed | knew more Spanish, because
word that wa said. But as several people began to pray, | knew

they were asking for Godbés bl essing

same time thanking Him for sending our mission team to them.
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As we drove away, | started believing that the bridge
projectcouldactualp e successful. But |
we were going to raise the $25,000 needed to cover the cost of
the construction materials, or even how long it would take for
my church to raise that large sum of money. Then, |
remembered Mike telling me notwmrry, that the Lord would
provide the money. How, | did not know. | could already sense
this project becoming a test of my faith in seeing how God
would provide the resources.

After supper, Nelson joined Avery and me at the small inn

to go through the hage design calculations. Within minutes of

still

us sitting down, Avery had sketched

Then she began explaining how to calculate the required
number of tiers for each side of the river, how to use the bridge
survey information in calcutang the height diffeence between
thebridgetowers and the meanings of technical terms such as
cable design sag, hoisting sag, free bpand low point. The
calculations and civil engineering terms in the bridge design
manual were now beginning to makeresense.

Trying to better explain cable sag and low point, Avery

looked around for piece ofstring. Finding nothing better to

use, she grabbed her computerds el e

end and | held the other as she illustrated to Nelson why we
needed to add an additional tier to the r&de foundation. She
explained how the additional
low point more towards the middle of the bridge, meaning the

bridgebds weight would be more

t
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evenl



foundation. Thisvould also make the angles more equal for
each cale passing over the caldiewers.

The best single piece of information was the high water
mark carved in the large oak tree, a mark resulting from
flooding caused by Hurricane Mitch in 1998. This was ndede
to determine the bridgeds freeboard
the flooded river. The design required that the freeboard be a
minimum of two meters (abostx feet) to allow for any large
debris being washed downstream to safely pass undetheath
bridge 6 s wal ki.ng pl atform

Going through the design calculations the first time
revealed we needed to add additional tiers to both sides to meet
this design requirement. After-toing these calculations, the
bridge design would be basically finished. It wattigg late, so
| told Avery | would finish this later. But just knowing the
proposed bridge site was an acceptable location by Avery was
all | really needed to know.

Sitting in my room later that night, | felt really good about
everything that had been aoplished at the bridge site that
day. The bridge centerline was marked, the topographical
survey was completed, and we had met with the community and
town leaders at the bridge site. But then it occurred to me,
Avery had agreed to meet with me logr freetime, not her
companyos.

Now | realized why she had asked me to cover all of her
expenses: this trip would have been out of her pocket, not

Bridges to Prosperityos. And even t



pl ane ticket and was coewvome i ng her n
close to the appreciation | now f el
would have travelled to meet a complete stranger in a
developing country, but she came on nothing but pure good
will, because she is so passionate for what she does and
genuinely love the people these bridges help; a real heart of
gold.
That Sunday morning as we all prepared to leave, | had
written a personal thank you note to a new friend | had made,
expressing my appreciation for all of their help. And as | went
to seal the envelopeny eye caught sight of the Abney Level,
and | remembered the blessing | had received from a friend in
Blythewood, and how | wanted to pass that blessing on to
someone else. | reached into my wallet and pulled out a one
hundreddollar bill and put it in wth the note . . . for Avery.
Sharing my |l oaf, thatodés what | enjo

else in life . . . priceless.



CHAPTER TEN

MY MOUNTAIN

During the flight to Nicaragua, God had revealed the physical
sign, thefburning bush, | had prayed fort was a clear sign
that signaled me to take my other foot out of the boat and put it
onto the water, and to commit my whole self to this project.
Until then, for over forty years, | was simply enjoying being in
the boat. Why?

Because for forty years, | mer knew what it meant to
really put God first. | mean, | said | was putting God first, but |
di dn6ét really know what | was sayin
went to Nicaragua before this trip was my limited amount of
vacation ti me, abmywacatienhsifocrhe | sai d,
and my family to enjoy. o0 What God h
ALor d, my vacation is for me and my
for You. 0 Year after year, when the
would say the same thing. Then, in December of 2009
my three full weeks of fAbankedoO vac
remember thinkingtomyselNow what 6s your excuse
be?

My prayer was also answered concerning another mountain
to cl i mb. But it was a mountain | w

Mik e stopped me in the hallway at church the first Sunday in



May and said, AThomas, you have the
project. | want you to be in charge of getting the bridge

designed, raising the funds however you feel led, and getting it

bui | tthehe Brasented me with a seemingly impossible

task, to raise the money by the end of the year so the bridge

could be completed by Mayf 2011, so the community would

not have to go through another winter having to wade across the

river.

This was my moutain. Not only did | face the challenge of
raising the $25,000 for the bridge materials (the amount
required by the Bridges to Prosperity organization), but also the
additional challenge of raising that amount in only eight
months. Where would | start?

As the appointed project coordinator for the bridge, my first
call was to Judy, the churchodés secr
money was in the Nicaragua fund was an important starting
point. | was surprised when stad me thefund had $5,770.

She explainediat when Mike introduced the pedestrian bridge
project to the church in 2008, four church members made
contributions totaling $4,500. This was a great start.

| spent the remainder of that week looking through all the
information on the Bridges to Prospgntebsite, reading about
the other communities where they had built a bridge. Then |
came across their company brochure which had a Membership,
Donationsand Renewals form. This form outlined the different
levels of monetary contributions. For a $2,000aten, a

bridge would be dedicated in your name and a plaque placed on



the bridge. A bridge would be named after someone giving a
donation of $10,000. The website al
Memory ofo and Al n Honor ofo indivi
bridge pague was not something new, but maybe | could
somehow combine the two ideas.
| needed a nooffensive way to challenge people to give a
sizeabl e donation Aln Memory ofodo or
individual. But what amount? Even a $1,000 donation sounded
too mwch to me. My dad had written me a $500 check to help
with my trip expenses, but would others feel led to give that
amount? And | knew not everyone would be able to give this
much, but it would encourage those who could and at the same
time allow them to gie recognition to someone who had made
a difference in their life. These names would be inscribed on a
bridge plagque, just under the sente
i n the name of Jesus Christ. o
Then | remembered, after talking with several church
memer s after the worship service, 1i°1
type of bridge we wanted to build and why it was needed. So
that afternoon, | wrote several paragraphs explaining the
purpose of the bridge, why it was needed, and a brief summary
of my trip to Nicaragua. | also included pictures taken at the
bridge site and included a statemen
bridge is the dream of the people. o
For two weeks, | worked on the bridge flier, each night
adding a small detail or tweaking the layout. It had td&loo

professionally done. After the final proofreading, | made one



change to the title. To me and my church members, this was

going to be a ABridge to Faith, o bu
Ni caragua, a fABridge of Hope, 0 a br
assist in meetintheir basic needs during the rainy season. The

new title better captured the attention of the humanitarian need.

| neatly packed as much information as | could on the
bridge flier about the project and how to contribute. To me, this
was a very importantgst of the fundraising because it was
something my church members could easily share with their
family and friends, either directly or byreail. And | knew in
order to raise the $25,000 by the end of the year, this bridge
flier needed to get into the hasdf as many people as possible.

On Sunday, May 1§ | shared a brief bridge update with
my church congregation. | had copies of the bridge flier for
each member to take and read, and a lot of extra copies they
could share with others. | told them it way desire to share
this mission project with other churches, and not just the big
ones, but with the smaller congregation churches (like ours)
that may not be able to support a mission project of this
magnitude on their own. This was an opportunity fos¢he
churches to be a part of something big.

That week, | shared the bridge flier with friends who are
members of very large churches in the Columbia area. | was
encouraged as | learned that each church was already doing
mission work in and around tlogy of Managua, the capital of

Nicaragua. Another church was forming a mission team who



would join with other churches in going to help rebuild
churches and schools in earthquakécken Haiti.
| also shared the bridge flier with-eezorkers who attend
churches n the town of Wi nnsboro, one
sister, Aunt MeMe, attends. The response | received from her
was that they support a mission team from their church which
goes to Kentucky each year, and this was close to their heart.
To some, these may agmr as closed doors of opportunities,
but | know every church is filled with people having different
talents and abilities. The Bible, in theok of Romans, states,
Aln Christ we are allonebogdy0 meani ng no personos
churchos missi dajudged askhaviesggeatdrd ever
or | esser value than another ds.
With this aside, | now felt the reassurance that my church,
Sandy Level, wasalled by God to support and build the
pedestrian bridge in Nicaragua. But even with the completion
of the bridge flieland having shared the mission project with
other churches, | knew these were only small steps, and that
much bigger steps of faith would be required of me for this

project.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

A SPECIAL SONG

I now turned to sharinghe Faith Messageith other churches.
| had already spoken to several friends about the possibility of
their church supporting the mission project, giving them a
packet which containetihe Faith Messagand ten bridge
fliers. The Faith Message&as a sermon | wrote in March to
peach at other churches, challengin
boat o to help those in need, plant
project with their prayers and donations.
Not surprisingly, the first church who invited me to come
speak was myondsdsssads Baptist,anh , J
Lancaster. This was my home church growingMp parens
had joined the churcidwharen t he 19800s
Momés sisterodos family attended. | t
with a big heart with an outward expression efdor others. |
remembered my mother each time | visited, always stopping to
look at the beautiful granite church sign with thedription at
t he botMEMORY Of DUWANITAG.BLACKd 1989 . 0
This was purchased with the memorials people had given in her

memory.



I al so shoul dnowhenDadwabledto®le n sur pr i
me Aunt Jo was organizing a special dinner in my honor on the
Wednesday night | would speak. In 1999, when Cynthia and |
announced we would be moving to Blythewood, the church
held an apreciation dinner for us. Aunt Jo was always so proud
of me, for the family | was raising, and now for my
involvement in this mission project. She often treated me more
like a son than a nephew.
There was another person who was a big spiritual supporter
in my | ife, Uncle Robert, my dados [
and Bobds swi mming,ambwelealwhen Dad, N
baptized. And he was there for me the night my mother passed
away. Now, | wanted him to be there when | preachissl
Faith Messagéor the frst time, so he could see the man | had

become . ) ) a man who was foll owi n



The week before | was to speak, | searched for a new song
to sing during my sermon. Taking my son to school each
morning gave me the opportunity to listenseveral of my
favorite Christian compact discs, w
Hits 2010.0 The AWOW Hits 20100 was
set | had gotten as a Christmas gift. | had previously performed
two songs as solos, but wanted a new song to sing aanay@ s
church.

As | listened one morning, the song playing immediately
grabbed my attention. The words went straight to my heart, and
in my haste to find which compact disc track it was, |
accidently hit the eject button. I quickly put it back in, and as
thefirst song started, | was stunned. It was the first song on
compact disc number one. All these months of listening to those
two compact discs, and that song never before caught my
attention like it did now. Maybe it never meant anything to me
then, but nw it did, only after fully surrendering my whole life
to God and His purposes.

The songs fiThe Motions bpurchased the compact disc
solo track and practiced it over a dozen times, each time its
words becoming more and more powerful in their meaning. The
song soon became a testimony to the changes that had occurred
in my life in just the past few months. | planned to sing it near
the end ofThe Faith Messageas an exclamation point to the
message.

After finding the special song fohe sermonl worked tard
to finish the trifold bridge display. In the center, | taped the



map of Nicaragua | had purchasedheairport in April. On
the map, | indicated the location of the bridge site. | surrounded
the map with lots of pictures from my trip, including the
meeting at the bridge site and the survey work.
Even after looking over this display, | realized some people
would still see this project as a d
think of any words that would convince them otherwise. |
placed one last pictuien the trifold display. It was a picture of
a finished bridge, spanning about the same distance as the one
to be built in Nicaragua.tlitledt he pi cture ABridge of
and at the bottorplaceda | abel of faith, ACOMI NC
201196




CHAPTER TWELVE

THE FAITH MESSAGE

May268", 2010 is a date | will not
because it was the Wednesday nightdachecat my dadods
church or that myncle Robert went with me; not for any of
these reasons. It was themail | received from Nelsorthe
civil engineer in Nicaragua, as | was starting to leave for
Lancaster that night.
In his email, Nelson explained days earlier, tropical storm
Agatha had dumped a large amount of rain in the mountains,
and theBulbul River had flooded out of its bankde included
several pictures taken at the propd$ridge site; it was
flooded.

SO0



In fact, he noted the river was higher than in 1998, when
Hurricane Mitch passed over Nicaragtie also mentioneid
had been several days since the communities could sabels
the river, and that it could be several more days before they
could cross even on horsebatkis informationemphasized,

without a doubt, the need for the bridge.

* #

Thesemageswere fresh on my mind as | stood in the pulpit
that Wednesday night dones Crossroads Baptist Church. |
shared about my trip to Nicaragua, and followed by explaining

the need for the walking bridge.

blessing for the bridge project, | began the message.

Jesus Walks on the Water
Al mme di a toll hiyfolldwers to get intito the boat
and go ahead of him across the lake. He stayed there to send

the people home. After he had sent them away, he went by

himself up into the hills to pray. It was late, and Jesus was there

Af



alone. By this time, the boatw already far away from land. It
was being hit by waves, because the wind was blowing against
it. Between three and sixabock in the morning, Jesus came to
them, walking on the water. When his followers saw him
walking on the waterthey were afraid. Thhy slati &s, &
Ghostband cried out in fear. But Jesus quickly spoke to them,
Have coua g € ! It i s |. Do bhoodtifitbe afrai d.
is really you, thencommamde t o come to you on t h
J e s u s CasnadArdl Petead left the boat dnwalked on the
water to Jesus. But when Peter saw the wind and the waves, he
became afraicik nd began to londsdveméHe shout ed
Immediately Jesus reached out his hand caught Peter.
J e s u s Yosrrdaithdis smail. Why do you doub&dter they
got into the boat, the wind became calm. Then those who were
intheboat wor shi pedruyyewsateshe8ondf sai d, 0
God!® Scripture:Matthew Chapter 14, Verses-23 ncv
When his followers saw Jesus walking on the water, they
were all afraidBut one person, one believer, was willing to
step out of the boat on his faith and go to Jesus . . . Peter. But as
we look at this passage, it seems as if Peter was unsure at first,
not fully trusting in his faith even after Jesus told them in the
boaHHgve cour age! It is | .0 Maybe Pe
i n the water when he said ALord, if
command me to come to you on the wa
to go, but was unsure.
Jesus only called for one person to leave the boat, Peter:
ACome. 0 Why did Jesus do;this? So P



but Jesus already knew. Peter had to take the first step to get out

of the boat; for him, a step of faith. But when Peter saw the

wind and the waves, he became afraid. He started to sink, or

dobt. Peterdsheavedmefibodsesus reach:
hand and caught Peter, and took him back to the safety of the

boat, where the other believers were. Faith is YOU taking the

first step, with Jesus ready to take your hand and lead you the

rest of tke way.

We all are given differergpiritual gifts. If you feel Jesus
calling you to get out of the boat, you have to be willing to take
the first step. If you feel the need to stay in the boat, then be
ready to support the ones stepping out of the bogp@tithem
with your prayers, your monetary donatipasd their family
while they are away. Then when they come back into the boat,
they will be ready to share their experiences with you, so your
faith can also be strengthened.

Faith is being able to tru§od, trusting fully in Him to take
control of the circumstances. Faith is when asked to put your
money where your mouth is, you follow through. Faith is
before God pours out His blessings, He tells you to do
something first, and you are willing to taket first step, even

while doubting a little, just like Peter.

My Faith
When | was fifteenl attended an Evangelistic healing

crusade in Charlotte with my best friend, Jesse, and his dad.

Sitting in the arena, | could barely hear the words to the songs.



Over the past several summers, | had suffered with terrible ear
infections. The doctor said it was from swimming in pools and
the river too much. The only long term solution given by the
doctor was to wear ear plugs to keep the water out. This
solution semed to work, until | went to the beach earlier that
summer. | had forgotten my ear plugs, so | had no choice but to
go into the pool without them. The result of my decision was an
infection in each ear. They were infected and stopped up worse
than ever.

During the service, Reverend Roberts asked everyone to fill
out an information card. Besides all the general personal
information, it asked me to write down one thing to be healed
from, something physical. |l put on
my e ar scards wWerk then eollected by the ushers. |
doubted anything would happen because as a relatively new
Christian, my faith was not strong.

After Reverend Robeasbsermon came the healing paft
the service. Hstepped to the microphone and stated that
everyne had filled out cards, many asking God for specific
parts of their bodyo be healed. Then he explairtedt before
God would heal your body, you had to demonstrate your faith.
He said the ushers would be passing around offering plates in a
few minutesAs | heard these words, | pulled out my wallet and
took out three old ondollar bills. They were righbeside the
twenty-dollar bill my dad had given me to buy something to
eat.



As | waited for the offering plate to pass bypdrelyheard
Reverend Robérs speak these words: Al f yo
you have to have faith; you have to plant a seed. To do that, |
want you to reach into your wallet and pull out the largest bill
youhavdt hi s represents your faith to
at those threere-dollar bills, something inside of me said,
ABeli eve. O
At that moment, | pulled my wallet back out and put those
old onedollar bills back in, and took out the new twexiiyllar

bill. I held it firmly in my hand. Jesse saw what | had done, and

askedat naMhe you doing?0 | replied,
heal ed, and this iIs what he sai d |
lookedoved di dndét say a word. |l dm not su

faith was, but | was testing miéeeither with a miracle or a
loss of $20.) Ashe offering plate passed, | placed my offering
into it andsilently prayed for the healing of my ears.

As Reverend Roberts began to pray, | could hardly hear him
for the infection in my ears. Then
Holy Sgrit, | command youo be HEALEQD ¢ and t hen he
loudly clapped his hands together. | literally felt the Spirit of

God move over me, and immediately my ears were opened.

AOH MY GOD, o0 | exclaimed. Jesse | oo
asked, AWhat ?0 | repl ieard, A | have b
everythingsew | earl 'y now, | ike | havenot b

weeks! o
Now, | realize just because | have faith in a situation and

want a miracle to happen, it may not. In this one instance in my



life, it did. But many times we have to wait on the Lord; His
timing and His will. It may even take years before we realize

His blessing in a particular situation

What about you?

What will your step of faith be? |
and saying, Al know exactly what vyo
Thomas. 0 Whayl ebeotshaeyrisng, Al still d

what you mean bystepping out on faitkb

Stepping out on faith may mean stepping out of the boat.
Some may say, dlf i1itdés going to Nic
to do that. o But 1 f nonTrigNd0 car agua,
Mississippi or Kentucky, even with another church. Ask your
pastor to find out how you can join another church on its
Mission Trip; by going it may change your life or the others
you tell when you get back. But sti
more comfortable in the boat. o That o
only called one person out of the boat when he said to Peter,
ACome. 0 Everyone el se stayed in the
support those that do step out of the boat.

But stayi ng imeantydueanjusistayinth® esn ot
middle of the stream, only looking straight ahead at the calm
waters. Staying in the boat means y
| ooking for opportunities to witnes
donoét f eel c oomfpoerotpal bel ea btoaultk iJnegs uts . 0
simply plant seeds, and let Jesus grow them. What do | mean by

that statement? Pray that God will show you opportunities



everyday where you can fistep out on
bridge, 0 trusting Hi stantes. t ake contr
Helping people who may be stranded on a rock, who need
just a little bit of hel@ showing them a Christian cares. Ask
God to show you the opportunities, and He will. The Lord will
show you the person, the situatianmd the need. He will put on
your heart how to help theand how much.
But helping someone must be inspired and heartfelt,
because if 1 tdéds not, you wil!/ be do
the Bible, Jesus warns us of this wittmsaysi Be car ef ul !
When you do goodminhflomtaofgeppletodbendét do t
seen by them. If you do that, you will have no reward from your
Fat her 1 8cripiue Mattbew Cliapter 6, Versentv

Your Money

Hereds an example of planting see
in line at the grocery storeandy 6r e t he third person
you suddenly notice the cashier looking over the register tape,
and a lady looking over her grocefeslowly pushing items to
the sidé@ items she did not have enough money to purchase. As
she does, everyone in line becomeless, because they are
ready to get home to THEIR familédo ecause i tds Chri st
Eve.

Then the | ady behind you fAsteps ol
to take over the circumstances. She approaches the cashier with
atwentyd ol | ar bil |l ame dialyser @hcei ol Ap

thenshel ooks at the | ady and says, 0Me]



the cashier goes to hand this lady back her change, the lady then

says, fAGive that to her too. o0 Thatb
Astep out o and s adyl wil buildé¢hatu s I wi ||
bri dge. 0

Now, what about the seed part? Th;
just planted a seed in everyoneds h

witnessing what just happened, so that next time they
(including myself) mayelpeowitlol i ng t
and help. If we plant the seeds, Jesus will grow them.

Imagine that you stop by the busy produce stamtl
purchase a bag edmatoes for three dollars. As you get into
your car, you notice an elderly man on a bicycle slowly passing
by, looking ower at all the new vegetables. Knowing your
family will not eat all of those tomatoes, you pull up beside of
him,leted own your window and say, AndHer e,
he reaches in the window to take the tomato from your hand, he
stares youwstraightin the eyeandw h i s per s, AThank you.
that moment you are so captivated that you can say nothing
back, only stare into that mands wa
beli eve what you just did, that you
building a bridge to hiseed. A you drive off, yodeel more
blessedthanhe Si mpl e acts of kindness, th

need. Not the big things, just small, simple deeds.

Your Time
When the lady stands up in front of the church, and holds
up her hands, showing everyone her physieability, and



says, ANl cannot drive. | depend on
everything to take me to get the medicine | need and to take
me to my doctor appointments. And the one thing | now know,
people will give you their money and people will give you their
awice, but peopl e will not give you
When did you Il ast Abuild a bridge:
time? Maybe you take the time to stop and help the person who
has run out of gas. As you pass by, he holds up a gas can. So
you stop, take théve-gallon gas can, and bring it back to him
full of gas.
Asyou gotoleave, hecallsyouanangee cause it os
Sunday morning and no one else had stopped to hefp him
maybe because he wasnoéghtandari ng a s
cutoff blue jeans. Maybe becate peopl e didndét want
for their church service; but theyo
the true blessing, the true meaning of being a Christian.
AThen the King wild!/ say to the pe
my Father has given you his blessingc&ee the kingdom God
has prepared for you since the world was made. | was hungry,
and you gave me food, | was thirsty, and you gave me
something to drink, | was alone and away from home, and you
invited me into your house. | was without clothes, and yve g
me something to wear. | was sick, and you cared for me. | was
I n prison, and you visited me. 06 The
answer, O6Lord, when did we see you
or thirsty and give you something to drink? When did we see

you alone ad away from home and invite you into our house?



When did we see you without clothes and give you something to
wear ? When did we see you sick or i
Then the King wild.l answer, o0l tell
did foreventheest of my peopl e here, you a
Scripture Matthew Chapter 25, Verses-30 ncv
Ken Frantz, the founder of Bridges to Prosperity, had
shared this with me, ABuilding brid
cross, but demonstrates the power o
Finally, a dear friend-enailed me these words of
encouragement, even as | searched out my own heart and
pur pose: nWe all must remember that

destination, and as with any journey, Serving the Lord + loving

people = purpose. ANDev ar e al | chall enged to
bodtdmove beyodndd ocvoemfwoirdtthdaist | i mi t o
where weo6ll discover not only who w

of Christ. o

After | finished speaking that night, | felt like | had taken
another step. All hadame well: the dinner, the message, the
new songandUncle Robert attending. Everything, with one
exception ... AuntJoavs n 6 t at daid she had riot felt
well all week and was very weak. This was a small
disappointment to me, but | knew her thowsgand prayers had

been with me.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

| T66S NOT ABOUT THE MONEY

One month into the bridge fundraisingmpaignand | could
feel the momentum starting. Everyone could see the heartfelt
passion | had for the bridge and the people who needéthit
no one knew was the bold statement | had made to these people
before leaving Nicaragua in April.
The day after meeting with the community and its leaders at
the bridge site, Mike got a phone call. It was Santos. He wanted
to know when we were comirgack to build the bridge. As
Mike was explaining about having to raise the money for the
mat eri al s, |l boldly interrupted by
be back next year to build his people a bridge.
To make good on my word, | knew the bridge flierahasb
to get i nto as many peopledbs hands
church congregation and Deacons, challenging thenmtaike
the bridge flier to every person they knew, sharing with others
what God was doing through our <chur
the Aone, 0 meaning I f one person rea
a donation or felt led to go and help build the bridge or minister
to the Nicaraguan people, then my time spent editing and

printing or emailing the flier would be well worth it.



Then, on Thursaly, June %, | received a phone call from
Marie. She sounded very excited, telling me about having
shared the bridge flier with the owner of her hair salon. Just
Monday, she had come to my house to pick up her son, who
had spent the afternoon sturty for a test with my son. As sh
waited outside, | shared the details of my mission trip and gave
her a bridge flier. She was simply amazed to learn how
something we take for granted everyday, a bridge, can have
such a big impact in the lives of the peoplehia mountain
communities of Nicaragua.

I | i stened intently as she expl ai |
a big open house event on Jun&.Ifhe purpose of the event
was to promote the business and its new line of hair products.
The festivities would includ&od, a raffle for hair products, a
travelling salon tour bysind a band. For three hours, the hair
salon would give $10 hair cuts in not only the salon, but also
ON THE BUS! The only stipulation was that all of the proceeds
from the haircuts would go @ preselected charity or
organization.

That 6s when Marie said she chi med
about a mission project they could choose to support. The
owner said | needed to stop by and answer a few questions she
had about the project. | thanked Mareif times for the seed
she had planted, and told her the more | pray about this project,
the more blessings seem to occur.

That day, | went by on my lunch hour and introduced

myself to the hair salonds owner an



about the mission pyect. At that moment, she officially chose
the Nicaraguan Bridgef Hopemissionproject to receive all
the proceeds from the event. | was ecstatic. | would be allowed
to set up a small table with the-tald bridge display | had
shown at my |cdudaléoshand tuubridgéhfliers to
customers as they entered the salon. She hoped to raise $500.
Unfortunately, the joyful feeling in my heart and the good
news | had received that day quickly disappeared after
answering one phone call that night. adled to tell me the
news . . . Aunt Anne, his younger sister, had passed away. After
suffering a stroke on Sunday, she was in the hospital slowly
recovering, but her heart had become too weak.
This was a huge blow to me. Aunt Anne was in the hospital
room with me and my dad the night my mom took her last
breath, the night before Thanksgiving in 1989. And now, |
would never have the opportunity to tell her about the bridge
project | was involved with, and th
be on the bridge plagu
The next day, Cynthia and | went to visit with the family
and share our condolences. | was outside sharing with Uncle
Ernie, my daddés younger brother, de
project when Aunt MeMe, hearing what | was sharing, made a
profound statement A Yes, Tommy wants to buil
Ni caragua, and now all he needs 1is
was only stating a known fact, was that all people were
hearing? | later thought more deeply about the meaning of her

statement, and you know what . . . @suwhe truth. | was so



caught up in meeting the financial need of the project, that the
money part was all | was focusing on.
Then | remembered the discussion Mike and | had during a
mission team meeting about the money for the project. | now
understood wat Mike was trying to tell me. To me, it was
about who would give the money. To Mike, it was about faith,
and |l etting God speak to peopl eds
to support the project, even telling them how much to give. For
t he pr oj e needisbe met, hsamply meadked to share
with people the need for the bridge, and stop worrying about
the money part. Even at that moment, | realized this project
wasnodét going to be Odhutapouabout bui
FAITH.
The next night, | startegping the July Nicaragua Mission

h

d

Teambébs Bridge of Hope project wupdat

that updatefi Y e s , theNicaraguaabridge project might
only be about raising the money. | often find myself losing focus

t oo. | t 6s NOTI tadbso urt o tt heev emo naebya u t

b u

bridge. |l t6s about growing relation

those on the mission team from our church and the Nicaraguan

people; all working hand in hand, mixing concrdégjing

stonesnailing the bridge planks in placand then praising

and thanking God for the given opportunity to do so. Yes, the

money will be given and the bridge will be built, but will

peopl ebdbs hearts be changed and wi

cl oser as a result?o



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

A SPECIAL PRAYER

The hair sal onos"raisek$d65foothese on June
bridge project, a direct result of one friend who shared a bridge
flier with another friend. The bridge fund was now at $7,000.
On June 2%, | completed the new bridge design
calculations andubmitted them to Bridges to Prosperity for
their review. The revised design was based on the new high
water mark set by tropical storm Agatha the previous month.
This mark was almost one meter higher than the mark set by
Hurricane Mitch in 1998. After regwing the revised design
myself, | realized the new freeboard was less thanteinns
of a meter (about three feet), which was one meter less than the
minimum design freeboard of two meters (about six feet). The
freeboard is the distance between thegpdé s wal ki ng pl atf
and the riverds highest | evel. This
extremely heavy rain, large debris could easily get caught
underneath tawalking platform, possibly damaging the
walkway or the cables. This design shortfall needdzkto
addressed by the experienced team of engineers at Bridges to
Prosperity.
With the design now finished, | finally had time to practice

a song for the homecoming service at Jones Crossroads Baptist



Church, which was the last Sunday in June. | ngafly lusy,
but saying no to Bd would have been really hard, especially
with all the health issues he had overcome in the past year. |
had chosen a new song, but decided on a favorite song at the
last minutefiCry OuttoJes® and | é6m really gl ad |
D a d édwch was packed that Sunday. | saw a lot of people
I hadndét seen i n madnAuntjoevasr s; mor e |
there. She said she had been feeling a little better that week, and
told me she made a special effort to attend because she loved
her church famyt and homecoming meant a lot to her.
As | sang my song, with the words flowing from my heart, |
could see Aunt Joobs face, gleaming
and taking a seat behind her, she turned around and whispered,
ATommy, your mo tnseproudwbyod; sheibave bee
| ooking down from Heaven right now,
prepared for that comment, but knew her smile meant she was
proud of me, too.
The next morning, | reflected bacl
trying to gain some level of satisfactidmat | was doing all |
could in terms of raising the money for the bridge. | had been
stressed all day, had a heada@ms was worried to tears about
the bridge funds, the cost of the bridge, and seeing how much
money still needed to be raised. It wasvribe end of June.
Then, stopping and sitting down for one minute and
listening for His voice, this thought cametoMéh en we O v e
done all we can possibly do,andwe sdet he 1 mpossi bl e, i

time to close our eyes . . . and prayh a tdkin and



simple. And with that thought, | went and got down on my
knees and said a special prayer for the bridgeeptoasking
God to pour out i blessings on the upcoming fundraising
events.
During the July Mends Ministry me
plans for theannual BLT (bacon, lettuce and tomato) sandwich
fundraiser. This was always a good summertime fundraiser,
because the tomatoes would be fresh
allowed people to come and enjoy a good BLT sandwich after
S u n d worshigservice ad learn more about the mission
teambébs upcoming projects in Nicarag
bridge.
Then | mentioned to the men about having a car wash
fundraiser in August or September, since the youth mission
team raised over $500 at theirs. This wouldgdhe
Blythewood community itself an opportunity to support the
bridge project. The idea got some general discussion before we
moved on to other business.
During the worship service that Sunday, | gave the monthly
bridge update to the church congregatibnese updates always
included my testimony, a story to challenge each person to
give, and an update on the fundraising. This month | announced
the cate for the BLT lunchedh July 18", and also explained in
more detail the concept of the bridge plagueas$ excited to
share that the bridge project was now officially listed on the

Bridges to Prosperity website. In fact, it was the first bridge



project listed for Nicaragua, even though other sites had been
surveyed by the B2P engineers.
Then Mike got up tepeak. He shared a unique fundraising
idea I 6m not sure anyone had ever h

stated, fAThomas wants your money, b

.
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Basically, people needed to loakound their yard for old
lawnmowers, junked cars, worn out fagguipmentor
anything else made of metal that could be hauled to the scrap
yard, where the average salvage value atasven cents per
pound. |t seemed al most | i ke fAfreeo
with the novelty of the idea that | gave the fundraiseofficial
name, AMetal to Money. O

The following Sunday was the BLT fundraiser luncheon.
During the luncheon, | showed a short presentation with
pictures from the proposed bridge site, the existing crossing
location, and the flooded river in May. | gaveraad overview

of the project details and answered



project. | made sure everyone understood that all of the money
would be used to purchase the bridge materials. | encouraged
everyone to take extra copies of the bridge fliesttare with
their family and friends.
| called our church secretadudy, that Tuesday to find out
how much money had been raised at the BLT luncheon, and |
was shockedl $3,276. And then she told me that in the weeks
prior, four other $500 donations hadebegiven, each with the
paperwork filled out for the bridge plaque. Membeas|
wrapped their heart around the bridge project. These donations,
when added with those from the luncheon, brought the bridge
fund to $13,000. We wemow over halfway to reachinthe set
goal.
That night | got a phone call from Jessica, one of the
church members. | thought she was simply calling to make sure
| had reserved the animals for the outdoor live nativity, but that
wasnot it. Her call waadabout the B
she sat and listened to me talk about the commyanid the
bridge, she felt God calliniger to go to Nicaragua. At first she
wasnobdt sure, because she had never
and had a real fear of flying. But after she took a bridge fli
home and carefully read back over it, she knew Godcatisg
her to go. | expressed my joy in her acceptance to follow her
heart and Gododos calling on her 11 fe
stepping out of the boat because of the bridge project was a real

blessing to me.



Less than three months after getting back from Nicaragua, |
realized this project had already taught me so much, not just
about other people, but about myself. | could feel my faith
muscle being strengthened with each step of the journey. But
for some reason, God wasno6t through

It always seemed that in my life, when things were going
good, something would happen to make me stop and question
my faith. And the phone call | received from my dad on
Saturday, July 22 telling me thatunt Jo had passed away
would be no different. Afterpending a week in theolpital, in
need of a heart valve replacement, she had become too weak
and was sent home to spend her last days with her family by her
side.

When Cynthia and | went to see herttheadayevening at
her homeshe was too weakento open her eyes and
acknowledge our voices. Even though | had prepared myself for
this, it still hit me hard, remembering how much she thought
about me. At that moment, | could feel myself starting ittesl
back down the mountain, bkihew | had to keep looking up,

keep trusting in God, andimb.



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

THE STORIES HE GAVE ME

The first week i n August was
which gave me a chance to slow down and reflect backeon t
past three months. | had preacféa Faith Messageaiven

two project updates, and helped with two fundraisers. But deep
down, | felt the need to be sharing more of the stories | was told
while in Nicaragua. After all, this IS what Jesus told me tondo
my vision, when He said, .
to you . . .0 But how?

The church newsletter was one way. Though | had never
written anything for the newsletter before, it would be a great
way to share these stories. But would ¢heries encourage
people to support the bridge project? That would be for them to
decide; | only needed to do my part.

Each morning that weekprayed for God to give me the
words to typé the story to share and the challenge for His
people. And He did! 8ing at the computer each morning, |

could feel the words flowing from my heart onto the keyboard.

my

The August newsl etter adticle

Give Your Time. o |t started with

helped with the BLT luncheon and statimgt $3,276 was

raised for the bridge. Then | shared a story of when someone

f anm

st a

wa S

t h



gave their time by stopping to help a man who needed gas on a
Sunday morning, demonstrating a simple act of kindness. |
challenged others to do the same, Db
need in this world. | stated that the bridge project is a simple
deed, but it, too, is more about building relationships with the
Nicaraguan people.

The September newsletter article,
The Whole Story, o0 wasthaAugustxpansi on
newsl etter. | shared all of the sto

that it was me who had stopped to help the man. Then | asked a

chall enging question, AW Il you sto
Build-a-Bridgef und ? 0

The October newsletterasti e was titl é&d, ABui |l d
The End Pieces. 0 Here, |1 told about

the ones that are often unevealy or thin that get discardéd

thrown away. The end pieces reminded me of the Nicaraguan

communities who need the bridge, pleopo one else has

stopped to help. Then a challenging

and take them by the hand, and shar
The November newsletter article told the story of two

children who had survived an attack by a hive of killer bies.

emphasized the fact of how almost everyone thought they were

dead, but because of faith and prayer, they, in fact, survived. |

tittedtheartt | e, MBBdlgeld AdRai sed Hand, 0 becau

that was the sign the firemen wanted to see before they would

go in and attempt to save the children, for each child to raise a

hand. Then the challengehe people who have drowned in the



river, they are raising their hand once again, but this time not to
be saved from the river, but for someone to come and build
their dhildren a safe way to cross it.
The December newsletter article wgslay on words,
ABui |l d 0d s®BrMNiodgelust a Bridge. o0 It st
the story of a little girl losing one of her flops in the river,
and then risking her life to retrievte Then a fact of how the
bridge will give the people a sense of pride like they have never
known, because they will no longer have to change out of their
wet clothes to dry ones to attend s
just a bridge.
For the first time] began to see how God was
through the bridge project. More importantly, | could feel the
Holy Spirit moving in my own heart, drawing me even closer to
God. It was now my prayer, not that the bridge would be built,
but that peopded,s &aredrtthsatb ee wvehrayno n e

with God be closer as a result of the bridge project.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

THE CAR WASH FUNDRAISER

By September, the Buld-Bridge fundraising campaign had
surpassed $18,500 in donations. The bridge plaque was filling
upwithnames, the bridgebds newsl etter ¢
months were written, and | was preparing to give one final
update on September™®® the church congregation.
September 18was the day of the Bridge of Hope donation
car wash. Sun tihdadinsludedihe datclandb ul | e
time of the car wash, as well as a
also sentan-ena i | t o tMea 6ch Wiemind®g r vy
them of the need for volunteers and to tell their friénds
there would be plenty of cars to wash.
| chose to meet and setup for the car wash in Blythewood at
8:00 a.m., early enough to solicit vacationers departing from the
two adjacent hotels. There was also a baseball tournament in
Blythewood and &/0 me mManistry event at my church that
day, meanig more potential customers. My faith goal that
Saturday was to raise $1,000, which
fundraising total close to $20,000. | had it all planned out.
| got an early start that morning by helping Cynthia get
coolers filled with ice forhie baseball tournament. | was
running slightly behind schedule when my cell phone dang



was Jessica. She wanted to know where | was, since | had told

everyone to meet at 8:00 a.m. After my initial shock, I jokingly

told her that | had announced that tised would be there by

8:15 a.m., and | didndét expect anyo

8:00 a.m. | assured her that | was on my way with the buckets,

soap and hoses. Now feeling a bit worried, | asked her how

many others where there waiting on me. | wédigved, at least

at that moment, when she replied, i
As | drove into the gas stationods

of cars had already parked in the spaces where | wanted to set

up the car wash. Several of the cars apparently belonged to

people wio had carpooled to work that morning, since their

owners were nowhere to be found. Regardless, | was a bit

discouraged, since this meant we would now have to set up the

car wash in the rear of the parking

visible to the passing plic. My discouragement grew greater

when, after Jessica and | had finished filling the eight wash

buckets with soap and water, and stretched out the three water

hoses, no one else had shown up to help. It was 8:30 a.m. Then,

| suddenly found myselfsayimmy s hort, simpl e prayer

we have provided the buckets of soap, now | pray for You to

provide the hands and the cars. o
Meanwhile, at the Blythewood baseball field, one friend

had already asked Cynthia where | was, since | had never

missedanyofmyesn 6 s baseball games. Cynthi

AHeds at the Nicaraguan bridge car



AReal |l y?0 said my friend, Al need
washed . . . | owe him.o Cynthia inm
meant, but anyone else overhearing themwersation might
not have fully understood the meani
For Jeannie, it was a supportive way to pay back the generosity
| had shown to her and her husband, Richard, in his hospital
room in April.

Just before noon, | saw JeannieanddRh ar d6s truck pul
into the car wash. They had also brought their son, my son, and
another teammate. From the car wash, the three boys walked up
to Blythewood Road, where | was holding a large sign with the
wor ds, i Brd Ncgraguam Missldo Ryeetd
Donation Car Wash. 0 For some reason

difficult time getting people to stop and get their car washed.

Needing a break, and seeing the boys really wanted to be
everyoneods center of attention, I
f

walked t o ind a spot in the shade, I



mission team leader, walking over from the car wash. Mike was

al ways cracking jokes, so | wasnot
conjure up to say about the car wash. But today, for some

reason, he ltha more serious look on his face.

Walking up, Mike looked me straight in the eyes and asked,

AThomas, have you heard what happen
week?0 Pausing briefly, trying to r
replied, ANo, UethaviéeDdtyou Hee memb ¢ mn

ol der man who took Averyds string a

centerline of the bridge?0 | though
blank stare.
Seeing | couldnoét remember, Mi ke

one who, as he got towards the maldf the river, slipped into

a hole, and everyone | aughed. Hi s n
moment Mike said his name | remembered the incident,

because after he slipped, he struggletminhis footingin

the river Then, after seeing he was safe, the pealplaughed

and holl ered his name, AOrl ando, 0 a
thought of Orlando, Florida.

Mi ke, pausing briefly, stated, AT
the river this week. 0 &t that momen
looking at Mike with disbeligd frozen, as his words sank into
my heart. | slowly turned and stared over at the car wash, at the
workers, and at the few cars that were being washed. |
remembered thinking)h God, why? Why didoy allow thisto
happen on my watch? Why didwallow me to comhis far,

only to fall short?



Never in my life had | given so much of not only my time,
but my heart, in supporting a mission project. As | continued
staring at the car wash, | became angry. But not at God, at
myself, because | fhetdrdisethe ke | hadno
money for the bridge. To me, raising the money was now a
personal vendetta, and | didno6ét car
raise the rest.
After a few minutes, | turned back to Mike and asked him
what had happened. Madikoeen e x pl ai ned,
heavy, and the people had not been able to cro&utbel
River for several daysSOrlando hadn old dugout canoe, and
neededo sell his cord corn he could sell in the town of
Matiguas for money to buy focahd supplie$or his family.
There vere others whalsoneeded t@et to tow, so he let
themride in the canoevith his corn. As Orlando struggled to
maneuver the candidled with people and his corim the high
water ofthe Greater MatgalpaRiver, it began to take on water.
Everyone elséeft the canoend made it safely to shore, but
Orlando stayed ithe canoeHe drowned trying to save not
only hiscorn, but the canoeo
| just stood there, speechleabsolutely speechless. We
were so close to building him and his people a bridge. Mike
broke into my thoughts by asking how much money we had
raised tedate. | told him we were at $18,500, and that our
congregation and others had already given so much.
As Mike was walking away, Jeannie anctirird drove up
in their freshlywashed truck. Thehad come to get the boys



and take them back to the baseball field for the next game.

Richard looked to be doing well, considering the serious neck

injury he had received, a result from the motorcycle accident in

April. Though his neck still appeared te h little stiff, at least

he was walking. As | continued talking with them, | asked

Jeannie if she had gotten a bridge flier. She said she had, but

was going to wait and read it at home later that night. So |

qgui ckly shared withsdétdlscand a f ew of
thanked them for coming to support the fundraiser.

That night as | counted the donations from the car wash, it
seemed like a good amount. But when added to the running
total, only put us at $19,000. Then the thought raced through
my mind, notas a prayer, but only as a thoudhird, people
have given so much, and we are so
just not sure how much more people are going to be able to
give.

Sunday was the last day of the baseball tournament. Later at
home that night, Qythia told me | needed to call Jeannie.
Cynthia said Jeannie had read the bridge flier she had received
from the car wash, and wanted more information. Being the
project coordinator, | was always eager to share more details
concerning the need for the yel

| was a little nervous calling Jeannie, not exactly sure what
questions she would have, so when she answered the phone, |
let her do most of the talking. She told me, after reading the
bridge flier, she was really touched by the need for the bridge,

ard had no idea people in developing countries often risked



their lives to cross a river for their food and basic necessities. It
also touched her that there were grown adults, not children,
washing cars on a hot Saturday morning. This really impressed
uponher heart how much this mission project must mean to our
church. She went on to say she had shared the bridge flier with
her pastor at church that morning, and he asked her to get more
information about the project.
| told herthatl appreciated her commisn and was glad
Richard had recovered so well from the motorcycle accidlent
also thanked her for coming to the car wash to support the
bridge project, even though | had told them they nevertda
repay me for what | gavhem.
She continued the convet®n by telling me that Richard
was so moved that someone from the baseball field would have
taken their time to come to the hospital to see him. She said that
| seemed to be doing well financially, and most people in that
position stop associating withd lower class, and only start
thinking about themselves and their
like an ordinary person who cared about people. Then when she
found out | was the project manager for the bridge project, she
felt the Lord atthe carwashsagin A Gi ve back to him.
As | continued listening, Jeannie told me something that at
first | didndét understand. She said
last time that morning, and a small group from their church was
meeting on Wednesday night to divide up thadmyg fund: to
support missionaries in Japan, research on breast cancer, food

pantries, and other suggestddharitableorganizations. She felt



led to present the bridge project to the group and ask for money
to help with its fundraising. She asked me hmuch money we
had raised, and how much more we needed.

My response to her was somealielayed, because | was
totally surprised and overjoyedat she would even consider
doing that. I told her my church had raised $19,000, which
included the $515fromSatr day s car wash. |l told
the Bridges to Prosperity organization and their requirement of
having $25,000 upfront to cover the cost for the bridge
materials. My churcineeded to raise6000more by the end of
the year, so the construction couldgtarted and the bridge
completed before the rainy season began, which is normally
during the month of May.

| told her I had to give a bridge update to my church
congregation next @handasgoingand | was
to say except for them to give neomoney! told her of my
prayers for other churches to become involved in the bridge
project and the fundraising. Thétold her about Orlando
drowning last week in the rivelbelow where the bridge was
planned to be built. | told her the whole stdrihen, for a
moment, we both cried together.

| promised to email her pastor more information about the
bridge, includinglhe Faith Messagand the previous bridge
update | had given. Before hanging up, | told her that if her
church even gave $1,000, that webplut us at $20,000, and that
maybe my church congregation would give a little more, seeing

how close we were to reaching the $25,000 goal.



After | hung up the phone, | told Cynthia what Jeannie and |
had talked about. Cynthia was just as surprised antedam
know more about Jeannieds church.
was part othe John Wesleyachurch organization, and that
several years ago, the church administrator had come down
from Greenwville to close all the smaller Wesleyan churches
around Calmbia and make those congregations join a big
megachurch the organization had built in Columbia. But
Jeannie and her church wanted to stay the Singtthous®
church in the community and wanted to build their own
meeting place. After only three yeatise membership had
continually declined because members began to join other
churches. Last Sunday, her pastor, seeing that the vision of
building a meeting place of their own was seemingly out of
reach, suggested to the remaining n
building fund be divided up, so missionaries and local
charitable organizations could be helped now.

That night, | thought back on my phone conversation with
Jeannie. Could this be Godds answer
church to become involved in the prof? | had searched out all
the larger churches in the Columbia area, knowing they would
have a large membership who could more easily support the
fundraising efforts than a smaller church congregation. But
now, surprisingly, here was a friend who was wglto ask her
church to support the bridge projéca church that was
basically closing its doors because of its declining membership.

Then | began to ponder how much they would give, if anything



at all. After all, these people had never heard of thiept@nd

were not even part of the same chudgmominatioras my

church Woul d they support a Baptist c
All | could do was pray that they would.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

AN INCREDIBLE STORY

On Monday, | attended the Mission and Minystieam meeting
at church to begin planning for the annual ditieu living
nativity. At the meeting, I briefly
church was meeting on Wednesday night to divide their
building fund between foreign missionaries and other charitable
organizations, and that my friend, Jeannie, was going to
recommend they make a donatiorstgpportthe Bridge of
Hope mission project. Jessica was excited, since she
remembered giving Jeannie the bridge flier at the car wash on
Saturday.
After our meeting| stopped Pastor Ben in the hallway and
told him the story of the ten orollar bills. This was the
reason Jeannie and Richard had come to the car wash on
Saturday, simply to repay the generosity | had shown to them in
April. Then, | made a profound stame nt , fABen, i f Jeann
church gives $100becausé had given them ten $ills,
woul dnét that be a modern day ver si
fish in the Bible?0 Pausing briefly
AThomas, it would be an incredible
That nght | went home and typed two pages of notes and
my thoughts for Sundaydés bridge upd



came out to help wagtars telling of how much money was
rai sed, Jeannieds churchods willingn
mission project, ashthe drowming of Orlando Finally, |
challenged people to open up their hearts and to give so we
could reach the fundraising goal of $25,000, telling them that
whatever they had already given, they needed to give that much
again. Maybe that was too bold, but it vggtting late, and |
knew | could put the finishing touches on it the next night.
On Tuesday morning, | typed Pastor Ben an expressive e

mail.

September 21, 2010
Pastor Ben,

| finally realized why this bridge project has been such an emotional up

and downjourney formél put t oo much faith in Amano
expect other people to want to give as mu
to give, 0 but then do not. Or | expect to
church, expecting them to wrap their hearband this project and say,

A We 61 | make up the difference, 0 getting n
di sappointed. Ben, Il 6dm tired of being dis
Himself, and for the end of the fundraising to be a great awakening. But

t hat 6 s w brdhe furdraiswey to twrap up with a miracle gift,

something totally unexpectéd or peopl e to say, AWow! 0 So
for His will to be done, and not my own. And if it happens, know it was He

who allowed it to . . . and not something | had hoped fot.iBvould

make a great story, oh my, wouldndét it. o

Thomas



That Tuesday night, | sat down at the computer and read
back over the two pages of notes | had typed the night before. |
stared at all of those words fovertwenty minutes, butach
time whenl read them, they made no sense & albne. Then,
| got up and emptied the kitchen trash, and as | was coming up

the steps from the garage, I

(7))

toppe
the words You would have me to say.

| camein the house, sat back down at tleenputer, and
started typing at the top of the page. | ended up deleting every
bit of what | had typed the previous night. | stopped the bridge
update for Sunday with the last two sentences from-thaikl
had sent my pastor tfordiswillhor ni ng, A S
be done, and not my own. And if it happens, know it was He
who all owed it to . : .. and not son
When | had finished typing those two sentences, | sat back and
thought to myselfiNow, | just have to wait until tomorromight
and find out how mudhbenlhem@nni eds <chu
Hi s voice, #AFinish it now.o0o Not eve
these words, AAnd you know what
those last few words, | remember asking my4eild, what?

twasnow 11: 35 p. m. I knew Ken Frant
this late, but | wanted to share with him the bridge update for
Sunday and remind him to say one fi
church would vote to support the bridge project. In fact, | still
have thatenallb,and i1 n the | ast sentence,
prayer, and expect a miracle to happen with this project, my

friend. o So | was shocked when | go



Ken must have been praying at the same time | was typing my
e-mail to him, as his-eailr epl y read, AThomas
amazing. | prayed for your success, and just came up from
prayer for you and the village in Nicaragua with a big smile on
myfacéda sign?o
Wednesday was a busy day at work. | was on the phone all
mor ni ng, an ddtimatatarddn the radionwhibh
sits on the small window shelf behind my desk. The window
blinds were fully closed because the morning sun was so bright.
When | turned around from my desk, | looked up and noticed
something | had never noticed beforemwg office window: a
cross. | stopped for a moment before realizing it was formed by
the light filtering in through the window frame. Still, it was like
the Lord was saying, Al am here. N o
how to do (pray), and I will do what | knovetv to do (a
miracl e) . Stop worrying, I WILL mak
that moment, | said a prayer, and let go of all the worrying | had
about the money.
That night during choir practice, Cynthia sent me -anad,
AJEANNI E IS CALLI NG crAuL!.!' LT a ITAKE
quickly exited the choir, put up my music folder, and waited for
Jeanniebs call. Mi nutes passed |i ke
rang . . . it was Jeannie.
We talked for probably thirty minutes. | shared with her the
story of the ten ondollar bils and what they meant to me in
my | ife, but | wasndt sure what the

said just before | came that evening to visit Richard in the



hospital, her son Jacob had asked her for a dollar so he could
buy a drink. When she lookedinthe poc ket book, she di o
have any change. She told him he would have to wait. Then
when | gave her that card, and after she opened it, and all those
dollars were lying in her lap she almost cried. She felt such a
blessing was given to her, by someone ftbmbaseball field
not even a family member.
| told her when | left the hospital that night | was thinking,
These people are goingwhobo think | 6nm
would do something like thisshe boldly interrupted A T h o ma s ,
No! You never know how whatoy give will affect other
people, and NEVER worry about what people think about what
you do for them. You dondét know wha
through. o0 Then t heThedstatementit occurr ed
keep telling people in the church updates and newsldtiges
Is absolutelytrue Al n | ife, 1Tt06s not the big
but small, simple acts of kindness.
Before | let her continue, | needed to confront her with
somet hing. AJeannie, o0 | started out
we talked on Sunday gint, and told her the exciting news that a
couple from the baseball field had gotten their truck washed
Saturday, and were going to recommend that their church make
a donation to the bridge project. Jessica remembered you
because you had brought Jordan &hdwn to the car wash,
who were still in their baseball uniforms. | told Jessica you had
gotten a bridge flier and were really touched at the need for the

bridge. Then Jessica told me when she first offered you a bridge



flier, you t olnédeddne andthénydutugnedu di dn ot

around to | eave. Jessica was shocke
wanta flier.o

Af ter a brief pause, Jeannie answ
after | paid her, she did offer me

one, but when | turned tealk away, a thought came in my
mind. | turned back and saidkes, give me one of those . . . |
have someone | want to share it wabh.
At that moment, | quickly realized how close Jeannie came
to not taking a bridge fliér for none of this even happening
right now. As | thought back to that Saturday, | realized her
truck was getting washed at the exact same time Mike was
telling me the news of Orlandobs dr
t hat dayustatarwashas not
She continued our conversation by saying lsad started to
go into her churchdés meeting and te
her, and that they needed to suppor
have to, because her pastor brought up the bridge project on his
own, sharing with the group from the infaation | had sent. He
told them this was one of the greatest mission projects he had
ever heard of, and recommended they fully supporhig.
me mb dirye® Vv ot e ousvAatisat poimt bwas mo
overwhelmegdeven before she shared the amount they waaild b
donating.
That night as Cynthia and | talke:
she made a stunnindeshaiedsnthuiTho

. .the money in their building fund . . . that represented their



dream . . . their dream of one day building their owarch.
They are giving up THEI R dream to s
Wo w, I hadnét thought about 1t in t
During the project update on Sunday, | would be sure to remind
my churchdoés congregation of that f a
And that Sunday, as | stoodfiont of my congregation
giving the bridge update, | could barely hold in all of the
emotions that were flowing through
church supporting the bridge project was the answer to my
prayer for another church to become involved amqgbstt the
bridge project, even if only in a small way. And now, | fully
understood what the words | had typed on Tuesday night meant,
and those would be the last two words of my update.
After talking for over ten minutes, which included shg
the story6Orlandg t he car wash fundrai ser,
church making a donation to the bridge fund, the congregation

probably thought the words, AStop w

the difference, 0 was just a faith s
lhadtheanswe, as | continued, ARAnd you Kk
DI D! o At that moment, there was con
stared at me. Then | Dbroke the sile
THEY DI D . : . Jeanniebdbs church vot
Nicaraguan bridge projecthe f undr ai sing is finis

hearing those words, | could see the astonishment on
everyoneos faces.
At the end of the service, Past®en asked m#o stand at

the frort of the sanctuary so everyone could come by and speak,



just to show their appretion for my dedication to the bridge
project. As the last few members were coming up to me, | saw
Jessica as she hurriedigme down the aisle towards me.
AThomas, you are not going to bel:
was so moved at everything that haped n the service today,
they are going to pay for my entire
AThat 6s great, o0 | said. Maybe not s
my reply, she said, ANo, but you do
wor king a second | olbsavdeaaughi ng peopl
money to buy my plane ticket. Now | can use that money to buy
things for the @terHeatingdher i n Ni car agu
explanation, fully shared in her excitement. | saw the personal
sacrifices she was making for the trip. She had noeived
her blessing from God for being so faithful to His church, for
being the first person at the car wash that Saturday morning,
and for handing out the bridge fliers.
Then it occurred to me. The small congregation church
literally closing its door@ crossing denominational
boundaried seei ng this as Go@ddbs project,
giving up their dream of one day building a permanent meeting
place, all so that the Gavilan and Patastule communities in
Nicaragua could realize their dream of a bridge. Then idigid
up their building funé voting to give $6,000 to the Bridge of
Hope, which meant the fundraising goal would be met in only
five months! Yes, the small congregation church sacrificially
gave the most, just like the poor widawthe Biblewho gave
all ske had to live on(Mark Chapter 12, Verses 4 ncv)



Yes, that ONE car wash fundraiser, that ONE second in
time, that ONE bridge flier, that ONE Saturday morning, my
ONE prayer for another church to become involved in the
fundraising efforts. My ONE prayehat morning for God to
bless a simple car wash fundraiser, and then ONE friend
coming to the car wash because of tendokar bills | had
given to her and her husband in a hospital room in dpitly
because someone had done the same for me ovey tysars
ago.God showed Hnself, not secretly, but for everyone to see,
and now for everyone to read about.

Al | the AWhy did this happen to m
not always known at the tidlesome answers and blessings
may take months for one to reajsome years, and yes, for
me, twenty years. Everything in life has a reason and a purpose,
absolutely everything. God has a purpose for each of our
livesd someone to withess to, someone to reach out and help,
someone to be a frienddaall we need to do islow down
enough, be still, and listen for His voice to simply tell us
Awho. O

Ten onedollar bills, seemingly insignificant to me twenty
years ago, planted a seed in my heart that would continue to
grow, then God telling me when to share and exactly who t
share it with. Now, 1 6dm able to sha
communities in Nicaragua who need a bridge, so no one else

has to drown in that rivef.hank You Lord, Thank You!



Aut hor 6 s Co mhmsamost seenis likk annoadp t
story, one found i fairy tal® happening irafarawayland.
But the story is true. | should know, because | was éhérst
on the receiving end of ten cwaellar bills, and then on the
giving end. And now, if | ever feel led to share my faith with
someone, | simply stadut the conversation by asking them
thissi mpl e @ u edyduilike to hearfa\amazingie
story?ao



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

MEETING WITH THE ALCALDIA

The bridge fundraising was one of the most incredible journeys
| had ever taken. | told Cynthia this svane of the greatest
stories of Godbs grace and bl essing
experienced. More importantly, | had grown in my faith.
| was serious when | told people that | was so blessed and
fulfilled by the fundraidsing that |
build the bridge. But although the bridge fundraising had been
an incredible experience, | still knew there was one more
mountain | had to climb . . . to actually go and build the bridge.
So on February™ 2011, Mike and | boarded a plane to go and
dojust that.
We arrived in Nicaragua late that Friday evening. Even
though it had been almost a year sinbadlast set foot in the
country, the sights and sounds made it seem like only a month.
Once you see people living in extreme poverty along the
roadsde, the pictures your mind takes become etched into your
memory. The sight of these people quickly reminded me of why
| had come badk to help the people in two mountain
communities build a bridge to a better life.
We spent that Friday night in Managua gud an early

start the next morning to travel to Matiguas. As we made our



way through the crowded streets of Managua, | was sure to take
in all the sites along the waythe men and women standing in
the middle of the street, waiting for the light to tued rselling
small plastic bags of water, hanthde jewelry, cell phone
chargers, vegetables, and fresh baked breads. Tablestiaed
side of the street as far asecould see, with people selling
everything from name brand shoes to pocketbooks. THigis t
way of life for these peopiehoping enough people will stop
so they can earn enough morteyprovidefood for their family.

Still, these people have a job, making life a little better than
the people living in the communities where the bridge will be
built. For the people in the mountain communities, they rely
solely on being able to cross a river everyday to carry canisters
filled with fresh milk to the collection location, or to get to their
farmland and cattle. When the rain pouosvd and the river
floods, it affects theiwhole livelihood. To me, this is what
makes the bridge project so rewarding, so fulfilling: it will help
improve the lives of two whole communities.

As we continued to travel farther up into the mountains, the
anticipation began tget the better of me. Milosz with Bridges
to Prosperity had lastmailed me in January, telling me the
bridge construction had begun. | knew the foundations for the
large bridge tiers would need to be excavated first, with all of
the digging done by hantlwas anxious to see how much the
communities had accomplished over the past three weeks.

Without the aid of a backhoe, the Gavilan and Patastule

communities would have had to form work teams to dig out the



foundation for the bridge tier on each sideld tiver. Then |
remembered the large amount of rock at the location of the
farthest foundation, which would make the digging on that side
even more difficult, if not impossible. Two questions then came
to mind:Would the required amount of manual laboope too
difficult, and if so, would they get discouraged and guikfew
in my heart that if the answer to either of these questions was
Ayes, 0 then my churchés fundraising
for naught.

The three hour trip to the town of Matiguagsed like
seven. As we turned on the dirt road leading to the river, | could
slowly feel my heart rate speeding up ever so slightly. Then |
saw theBulbul River. At that moment remembered @andq
who tragically lost his life in th&reateiMatagalpaRiver. He
was a family man who shared the same vision for the bridge as
my church family. The only thought that brought any comfort
to me was that if every time someone walked across on the
bridge, they would wonder why Orl an
on the brigie plaque. Then someone would share the story of
Orl andods unsel fish efforfors in help
the bridgen 2010. It was a fitting tribute to his life.

Walking down to the location for the bridge, | noticed two
large piles of stonesi¢ communities had already gathered. At a
quick glance, | could already tell a lot markthe largeistones
would be needed for the construction. The two communities
had worked hard preparing the constructiondsiteearing the

area of tall grass and remnog several of the smaller trees.



Walking closer, | saw the excavation for the large
foundation tier. It was huge! Peering over the side, | was
relieved to see the dirt was firm and stable. Surprisingly, the
hole was relatively free of debris, and thendnsions looked to

be corread seemingly eady for the stones and cement.
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Then, walking cautiously over to the bank of the river, |
noticed the area had been rid of the large black ants which were
crawling everywhere last April. | still remembered the ane
biting into my finger while | was trying to steady the Abney



Level on the small, homemade survey rod. That bite actually
brought a small amount of blood to the surfaamking at the
river, | could easily tell this was the dry season, sinceitiee r

was merely a small stream.

Stepping across on the stone path, we made our way to the
other side. To my amazement, the communities had fully
excavated this foundation tier as well, somehow chiseling their

way through a meter of shale rock.




All at once,a really big smile came on my face, realizing
how unimaginably difficult digging this foundation, using only
picks and shovels, must have been. Several large piles of rock
around the excavation revealed something about these people . .

. their cesire to se this bridge built.

excavation area and the large piles of stones and thought to

myself, Raising the $25,000 . . . that now seemed to be the easy

part of the projectlf it was hard for me to gisp how we were

going to build this bridge by hand,
the men and women digging the foundations and gathéne

stones must feel. Dithey really understand the enormity of this

project and theraount of manual labor that witle required to

complete it? And if the daily progress slowaaty, will they

continue to be committed or would theyt gescouraged and

want to quit?



For the communitydés of Gavilan an
bridge was going to be a daunting task. At gomt, even | was
starting to feel a little bit overwhelmed. Knowing that Milosz
with Bridges to Prosperity would be here on Monday to help
organize and get the construction started was a soothing
thought.
The email | received the next day from Milosz wid
quickly unnerve me. In hismail he stated that he was in the
middle of two projects in El Salvador and starting a third, and
woul dndét be i n Matiguas until Frida
.. . for me to start the camsction ofonefoundation tier | took
a really deep breath as | continued reading his instructions.
The first part of his instructions was edsgimply to verify
the dimensions of the excavatm.1 meters by 3.6 meters by
1.0 meter deep and check that it was square. Then came the
morechallenging pars arrange with the municipality the

services of a stonemason, buy as much cement and sand as |



hadmoney to purchase, and have bdétivered to the bridge
site. Then the more detailed @afbegin the tier construction by
building up the meer tall masonry walls, sixty centimeters
wide.
Milosz gave me a vote of confidence by reminding me of
the training | got in El Charcon, and that | should have gained
enough experience there to handle this. Thouwgdkpent
twelve days before Thanksgigmworking on the EI Charcon
Suspended Bridge in El Salvador, at this moment | wished | had
taken more notes.
The first order of busineskdat Monday morning was to
visit the Alcaldiaof Matiguas We needed to hire a stonemason
for the construction and hopp¢hey would know of a good one.
The stonemason was the key to the p
woul d essentially be the projectos
directing and supervising the volunteer labor from the Gavilan
and Patastule communities. In returnta skills and
management role, Bridges to Prosperity would pay him a fair
hourly wage from the bridge fund. For this reason, it was
important to hire a stonemason with good leadership skills and
who would work as hard, if not harder, than everyone else.
More importantly, a person who could keep the community
motivated.
For almost thirty minutes, Mike and Danilo discussed the
bridge projectodés details with the t
cut, well shaven man appeared in the doorway. He was

introduced, androm what | could gather from the conversation,



a stonemason. But for some reason, based purely on my first
Il mpressi on, | coul dnét picture him
job. Nevertheless, this is who tAdcaldiawas recommending,
and atthispointtw di dndét have any reason to
recommendation.
With that order of business behind us, one of the officials
took out a book. As he opened it and began to flip through its
pages, | realized it contained pictures of rivers. He continued
flipping through the pages until he stopped at one in particular.
The picture before me was of an existing bridge crossing over a
river gorge. Mike listened carefully as the official explained the
relevance of the photo.
After a few minutes, Mike turned to me angkrned that
the bridge in the photo is in need of repair, and he would like
for us to build a new bridge at this location after we complete
the bridge for the Gavilan and Patastule communities. Without
even taking a second to think, | looked at Mike andast e d |, ANo!
These people have a bridge. We are gtarttelp build bridges
for communities who dondét have a br
choose to build the next bridge is going to be based on need . . .
on the number of people it will help, and NOT basedvbn
|l ives there. o0 After Mi ke got throug
the man closed the book.
As we were leaving, | reminded Mike to ask them about
buying a truck load of sand and where to buy the bags of
cement. Their providing us with this information wouhake

our meeting at least seem somewhat productive to me, as | still



had concerns about the stonemason they had recommended. As

he stood in the doorway, he struck
need a bridge supervisor; | needed a person who was waling t

get in the trench and show these two communities how to lay

stones and build this bridge.



CHAPTER NINETEEN

PREPARING FOR CONSTRUCTION

The hardware store was only a short drive fromAtealdiad s
office. Inside the store reminded me of the hardwemees in
Blythewood, only on a much smaller scale. One obvious
difference was the absence of shelves; almost everything was
displayed on the walls. kaume this was so the workesuld
watch people as they entered and easily tell what they were
picking Yo to potentially purchase.

The right wall was covered with a large assortment of small
hand tools, while the left wall was covered with all kinds of
plumbing supplies. Seeing Mike and Damlegotiating with
the storeowneover the price for the bags ofrent, | took my
time looking over both walls to see if | saw anything | thought
might be needed at the bridge site.

Before the trip, | had purchased several tools at the
hardware store in Blythewood, including a hammer and
masonrytroweld to replace the orsl left at the bridge site in
El Salvador. lhad alsopuc hased an inexpensive
framingsquare, because | remembered in El Salvador trying to
square the end of the walking planks with a metal ruler, and
thinking at that moment | would have givg20 for araming

square.

C



After scanning over the tool wall several times, | saw two
critical item® a package containing a roll of string and a line
level. The string and line level would be needed in laying out
the walls of the foundation tier. Theseotwtems, though
simple, would be invaluable during this stage of the
construction.

As | walked up to the counter with the package, Mike held
out his hand, gesturing me for mgné&he total for the twenty
bags of cement was almost tlwandred dollars, whictvas
almost as much as | h#eft for theweek Since | had already
paid in advance for the motel, | handed him the remaining one
hundreddollar bills from my wallet. This was another step of
faithd that Milosz would arrive on Friday to repay me from the
bridge account.

With the materials for the project now purchased, Mike and
Danilo drove me back to the bridge site. Once there, Mike
informed me of his travel plans for the week. He had explained
to me earlier that Danilo wanted to show him other work
projeds in Managua, possibly for future mission teams. We
then talked about my work schedule, the places | would eat, and
my transportation to the bridge site each day. | could tell he was
really making sure that he felt comfortable leaving me alone in
the foregn town of Matiguas for four days. Personélly
knowing | wascalled by God to be here and help these people
build a bridgé | was not afraid of anything.

As the van was leaving, | let out a sigh of relief. | needed

some time alone at the river to not orthank God for this



opportunity, but to observe a moment of silence to remember
all the ones who had drowned over the decades trying to cross
the river. Maybetoo, for a mental reality check of being a
complete stranger to these commundie®ming from a wdd
awayd to show them how to build a pedestrian walking bridge.

It wasndét | ong before a gentl eman
with a firm handshake. He was an elder from the Gavilan
community, the one on the farde of the river. As | smiled and
looked into hs eyes, | imagined the stories he could tell me of
his people struggling to cross the river in the winter manths
only | knew more Spanish.

Standing there together, | pointed to the river and said a
name as if asking a queegidion, nOrl a
moment of silence ®ied opadowhtei mmgpft | vy
the riva. There was nothing more to say, even if | could have.

Turning around, |l heard the sound
Oscar . | gave him this nickname bec
passenger van is also named Oscar, thdggisnot nearly as

round.



As the truck rolled to a stop, | quickbeered in the back.
Twentybags of cement, forttwo and onehalf kilograms
(approximatelyninety-four pounds) per bag. With the help of
four other men, it took less than ten minutes to unload the truck.

Needing a break, | took the opportunity to take a picture of
Santos standing beside the stacks of cement. He put on a big
smile for the camera. | gently smiled back at him, knowing it
would take mee than ten times this amount to finish the bridge.

Not knowing when the sand or the stonemason would
arrive, | signaled for everyone to follow me down to the near
side excavation. A massive pile of stones was in front of the
excavation pit, wrapping paaliy around one side. Most of the
larger stones had already been placed close to the excavation
pit, so | first motioned for these to be pushed over the edge.
These larger stonegould be used to form the sixtgntimeter

(twenty-four inches) thick walls fahe foundation tier.



sorted into smaller pilésone pile for the small stones and one
pile for the medium stones. | reasoned that, by sorting the
stones in this way, it would be easier for the comitgun
recognize which size they needed to gather more of each day,
though Ihadalreadyobservech need to gather more of the
larger stones.
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Let me take this moment to say that gathering stones is
probably the most grueling and bagkeaking work in buding
one of these suspended bridges. | remembered at the El
Charcon bridge site in El Salvador, the team would gather the
large stones out of the river for several hours each morning and
several hours each afternoon. Having a weak back, | would
motion forone of the younger men to get me a big stone. It
became al most a game as each ti me |
they would struggle to dig outraver stonghey thought |
couldnodét carry. | f they could get i
carry it.

We spent theest of that Monday afternoon sorting through
the stone pile, including discarding the bad ones, meaning the
sand stones. Sand stones are easy to pick out due to their light
yellow appearance and also the characteristic of breaking apart
very easily whemropped or hit with a hammer. Once | pointed
out these were not suitable to build with, a discard pile was
started just for them.

Later that evening as | packed my backpack to leave, |
reviewed the checklist from Milosz. The only thing | could
actually chek off at this point was the cement, since it was now
at the bridge site. Hopefully the sand and stonemason would
show up tomorrow so the construction of the rede
foundation could begin. Anticipating that happening, | quickly
checked the dimensions thfe excavation. Thdimensions
wereclose, thouglone side appeared to need tiditnore dirt

removedto make the wall straighSince it was already late in



the evening, this wasomething that could be verifigad the
morning.

Climbing back out of thexcavation, | saw Santos waving
for me to come to the road. He was standing beside a young
man on a dirt bike. The young man was his son, and this would
be my mode of transportation to and from the bridge site each
day. |l honest | y ctaoimell kad @dden one me mb e r
the back of a motorcycle, yet alone a dirt bike. Quickly
adjusting my backpack and other belongings,slowly started
off. The fourmile ride back to town was bumpy, but the sun
setting behind the Nicaraguan mountains made it gt on

tolerable, but enjoyable.



CHAPTER TWENTY

THE SAND ARRIVES

| awoke Tuesday morning to the sounds of a crowing rooster
and a bus honking its horn for ridérghe sounds of a new day
in this developing country, with the sun ready to rise and give
light to some kind of new hope. Getting the bridge construction
started today would at least give two communities in Nicaragua
arenewed sense ofh@pé¢ hat t heydd not been for
amongst all the hustle and bustl e i
Americande a m. 0
The motorcycle ride to the bridge site that morning allowed
me the opportunity to fully enjoy the beauty of the mountain
chain which surrounded the town of Matiguas. The morning
sun provided a spectacular sight as it began to peek over these
mountairs . | tapped Santosdé6 son on the
times along the way, signaling him to stop and allow me to take
photographs. After taking several, | quickly realized that no
photo could ever fully capture the magnificent beauty of the
sunos hheyaadistedahsough the low hanging clouds
that surrounded the mountain tops.
Arriving at the bridge site, | saw Santos waiting for me,
ready to get started. Though | had no idea when the sand or

stonemason would arrive, | decided to start markingheff t



walls for the foundation tier. Santos held one end of the tape
measure while | read the other as we checked the length of each
side of the excavation against the drawing. Satisfied with these
measurements, we verified the depth of the excavation in

seveal places, which averaged one meter.

Il n Milsozdés instructions, the wal
needed to be sixty centimeters in width. | measured the sixty
centimeters from the sides of the excavation, and Santos
marked the measurement by drawingne lin the dirt with a
stick. Once we finished, the lines formed a near perfect
rectangle within the earthen walls of the excavation. A small
stone was placed on the ground to mark each of the inside
corners of this rectangle. At this point, | chuckled lbseal
now neededour small piecs of lumber to drive in the ground
at these corners, something sturdy to tie the string around.

Then | realized what we were buildidg stone foundation
walld not a brick wall for a house. | also remembered where we
were buiding it. With these two thoughts in mind, | signaled
for Santos to cut me four long sticks from the tree branches
lying on the ground nearby. Within minutes, Santos was
holding four relatively straight sticks of equal length, with a
point whittled on onend to make hammering them into the
ground a little easier. It still amazed me to see how these people
used a machete like | would a handsaw or chainsaw.

By this time, a lot of people from both communities had
arrived to help. | noted the previous day & feee limbs and a

group of smaller trees which might



walking platform, so | went and showed several of the men
what needed to be éutusing their machetes of course. The
others continued sorting through the stone pile, whichstiths
quite large. Everyone was willing to help, which was quite

encouraging to me.

In the short amount of time it took me to give instructions to
the others, Santos had driven two of the sticks at the locations
we had marked with the small stones. Clinghback down into
the excavation, | helped him drive the remaining two sticks
using the same stone he had used for a hammer. Then | pulled
the package with the string and line level from my backpack.

| securely tied the end of the string to one stick at th
approximate height of one of the larger stones and pulled the
string across to the adjacent stick. Santos held the string tight
while | placed the line level on the string. | signaled for Santos
to slowly raise the string he was holding, until the bubas
exactly in the middle of the two lines on the level. Santos
wrapped the string around the second stick several times, and
then pulled it across the length of the foundation to the third
stick. We repeated the leveling process and then cut and tied the
string back to the first stick. After 1gheckingthe stringon
each sidevith the line level, | exited the excavation and took a
few pictures. | have to admit, the sticks and string marking off
the foundation walls was something | would only expect & se

at a construction site in a developing country.



With the walls of the bridgeods

off, we carried and tossed more of the larger stones into the
excavation. Having a reservoir of the larger stones would
hopefully make building # walls a little faster, whenever that
would be. We carried stones for almost an hour while others
continued sorting the stone pile. Suddenly, everyone stopped
what they were doing and listened, looking towards the road. It
was a large covered truck camgi. . . the SAND!

Thankfully, Santos took charge, showing the driver the area
already cleared of debris near a large tree. The location for the
sand pile was a good distance from the main construction area,
meaning it would not be in the way of other metledeliveries.

| watched as the driver slowly backed down the hill towards the

tree. After the truck stopped,

equipped with a dump bed. However, | was relieved when two
men appeared from the truck and jumped in trok bath their

f
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shovels. Ashiey began shoveling | rememltibinking, This

could take them all day.

Meanwhile,othervolunteers stayed busy gatherimgre
stones. The bridge design on this side of the river called for four
tiers with a long approach rampeaning a lot of stones were
needed. The approach ramp also required that a large area be
cleared from behind the tiers, whic
wire fence. The farmer had graciously donated the land for the
bridge and had also agreed to haveféimee relocated. A few
of the men were already cutting and driving new posts in
preparation for relocating the fence.

After several hours of moving stones, | went back to the
delivery truck to check the progress of unloading the sand. To
my surprise, thedck of the truck was nearly empty, with one
man beginning to sweep out the remnant from the front of the
truck bed. | began inspecting the granularity of the black sand

when the truck driver came over to me and started speaking to



me in English. | was sttked before asking him how he learned
his English. He said he had spent several years working in the
United States as a truck driver and had returned and married a
woman from Nicaragua. He chose to live in Matiguas because
he liked the lifestyle of the pete there.

Then, of course, he wanted to know why | was here and
what was being built. | spent the next ten minutes explaining
my involvement in the footbridge project and how it would be
built by the people in the communities. He was amazed that a
churchfrom the United States would not only raise the money,
but actually come up into the mountains of Nicaragua and help
the communities build the bridge. Then | explained my
c h ur c h &élsng Histocy afdl@ng mission work in
Nicaragua and some of the otltempleted projects.

As | continued to run my hands through the coarse sand, |
remembered using a scresifter at the bridge site in El
Salvador. The screesifter, with wood sides and a full screen
bottom, was used to sift out the larger grains of salhalying
the finer granules to pass through. The finer sand would be
mixed with the bags of the cement, making the mortar to be
used I n the construction of

Getting the stone foundation walls started this week now
not orly depended on hiring a stonemason who would actually
show up for work, but getting a scresifter made. This being
the case, | asked the truck driver if he would give me a ride
back to town. He obliged and

rather thann the back with the other workers.

h e

nsi

st



On the windshield of his truck was a large decaled sticker
of Jesus wearing crown of thorns. | was intrigued that
someone would put this depiction on
so | pointed to it. He looked overatmen d asked, AJesus
the same as your Jesus?0 | replied,
Godd died on the cross on the third day, rose from the grave,
and is now in Heaven. o He simply snm
Then | showed him the picture | had taken with phone
of the small hardware store where the cement had been
purchased. Thankfully he knew exactly where it was located. |
had already | earned that when youor
knowing less than twenty real words of their language or have
no idea whee anything is located, a picture IS worth a thousand

words.



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE

THE SCREENSIFTER

In town, the streets were busy with delivery trucks, but the
driver managed to pull the truck right in front of the hardware
store. | thanked him, evenfefing a few dollars for the ride

but he refused, saying he was glad that he could help me. As an
American, | had already come to realize that the townspeople
are generally willing to help you find what you need, especially
when they know you areereto help their people.

As | exited the truck, | almost forgot the black plastic bag
filled with sand. One of the men whistled and handed it to me
from the back of the truck, where he had kept it from spilling.
This sample of sand would be used to ensure Ihgotorrect
screen size for the scresiiter. Basically, if the holes in the
screen were tosmall then none of the sand would go
througl® and if too big, then too many of the large pebbles
would pass.

Before going into the hardware store, | found a cdeaa
beside the sidewalk to place my backpack, my plastic lunch
bag, and the bag of sand. Then | armed myself with my
notebook, pen, and SpaniBimglish dictionary. Walking on
not hing but faith and knowing

walked towardhe entrance to the hardware store. As | went to
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walk inside, | became elated. Sitting directly to the right of the
entrance was a rack displaying four different size rolls of
screened wire. This was going to be much easier than | had

imagined.

WIMH“"M T
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The storewner saw me and came to see what | needed. |
placed my hand on the medium size screen, indicating for him
to cut only a small piece. | went and got the bag of sand, hoping
he would understand; thankfully, he did. | took the small piece
of screa and the sad and knelt down beside the sidewalk. |
slowly poured a handful of sand onto the screen, watching the
smaller granules flow easily through while the laingebbles
remained on top. Perfect.
Satisfied this was the correct size, | told the storeowner,
ATher & eet . 0 oBvmwslyd izd migt hvender st and,
stated the anoamitooi Wi Shani sbaconids,
was holding one meter of the screen. Then | remembered at the

construction site in El Salvador, the scredter was badly



worn from exteded use, the screen having several rips and a
| arge tear. With Dogiofiwwod mi nd, | to
Having two screesifters at the bridge site would not only
speed up the process of sifting the sand, but provide a spare if
one became damaged.

Now dl | needed was a couple of twy-fours to make the
wooden frames. Taking out my notebook, | sketched a square
frame and $Hajuststaredidin logdicklp looked
up Awoodo in the English part of th
pronounce the Spasiih wmadela 6 He | ooked puzzl ed
showed him the word in my dictionary. Now he better
understood my sketch and pointed down the street. As | looked
down the street, | didndét see anyth
yard. | turned backtohimandgest e d fiwher e? o6 He s mi |
and pointed at the next cross street and started counting and
hands i gnaUno.ngos.fitreso | smiled and repe
his instructions to show | understood. Now realizing the lumber
yard was on the third street over, |gb&aim for the two pieces
of screen and began walking in that direction.

After walking past the third street, | could see where the
street seemingly turned to dirt. Thinking maybe | was supposed
to turn down the third street, | went back. As | turned tkwal
down that street, | heard someone s
turned around to see three young girls sitting inside their
familyds small convenience store. T
because one of them had just said something in English to me,

and | had actuly turned around to acknowledge the statement.



Looking over at them, | could quickly tell they had begun to
feel uncomfortable, so | approached the efyented store
slowly. For a moment we jukiokedat one another, none
knowing what to say next. Th@me of the girls excitedly
pointed to the plastic bag | was toting. | knew exactly what she
was looking at . . . my leftover bread rolls from breakfast. |
handed her the bag, then pulled out my SpaBrsflish
dictionaryd now | needed her help. After expiag the best |
could Al umber o and trying to better
fimadera 0 s he pointed down the street |
pavement ended. | thanked her and once again started walking.
Just before the pavement ended there was a woodworking
shop. The wikers were busy planing rougiut lumber,
making each side smooth and even. This appeared to be a
fprofessional wood working shop, at least the best | was going
to find in this town. | watched in the doorway for several
minutes before a worker finally noeéd me, prompting him to
get the shopbés owner.
The saws made it very noisy and difficult for us to greet one
another, so the owner and | stepped outside. The noise from the
saws really didndét bother me since
words in Spanish. Onaautside, | showed him the two pieces of
screen, the bag of sand, and a sketch of what | needed him to
build. He studied the sketch of what | saw as a sesdtar. At
that moment, | remembered the scredter in El Salvador
lacked an easy way to holdwhile moving it back and forth, so

| tried to indicate the need for handles by drawing lines on each



end. | also remembered the screen was not attached to the
wooden frame very well, so | wanted this one to be more
rugged and reinforcédthe screen secuyeattached to the
frame.
As we both struggled to understand one another, a young
man suddenly appeared who knew perfect English and Spanish.
After about five minutes of him tra
owner redrew the frame, his showing detailed handids a
explaining that it would be well built. Now the only question |
had was, fAHow much for two?0 Speaki
translator, he said he would make two for 58€dobas, or
about $23. That seemed like a lot to me, so | told him it was for
the bridge atheBulbul River. The young man interpreted my
negotiating statement, and the owner agreed to make them for
400cordobas, about $9 each, since it was for the bridge. We
shook hands and | thanked him. As | gathered my backpack to
leave, | asked when | coufrdck them up. No interpreter was

needd f or hi Jresr@ seedi B, AN
1 : )




After finishing our conversation, | stood there for a moment
.. . amazed at what had just taken place. Starting the
construction on the bridge this week depended on gehing t
screensifters made. Now not only were they getting made, but
| would be able to pick them up in less than three hours. Then |
realized | needed something other than a motorcycle to carry
them to the bridge site . . . | needed a truck. Once again, | was
depending on God to put the people in my path who could help
me.

Walking and looking in the direction of the town square, |
saw the church steeple in the dista
feel comfortable walking alone on this street, so | stopped for a

moment to consider my options and say a short prayer. Lifting

my head up, I coul dnodot believe my e
At that moment | 6m really not sure
I beli eve Oscarodés were . : : not be

this part of town.
| did the best | could to explain to him why | was here,
pointing to the woodshop and then showing him the sketch of
thescreensifter. | could tell he had no idea what he was
looking at, but only hoped he understood that | needed to be
back here at three o006clock to pick
the bridge site. Of course it reald/l
stonemason had once again not shown up for work. Though |
knew how to hand mix the concrete and place the stones, | was

only here for a week. This project needed an experienced



stonemason who could organize the daily work activities and
supervise the volunteers from the communities.

It was past time for lunch, so | had Oscar drop me off at the
café. As | was sitting and enjogim sandwicha Nicaraguan
businessman walked in from the street and sat down at my
table. He had seen me in town and wanted to know what | was

working on,and if | needed any help.

We talked for probably thirty minutes on everything from
politics to povety. | showed him pictures of the bridge
construction and explained my churc
amazed, and as he was leaving, he thanked me for coming and
helping his people.
Finishing thdast biteof my sandwichl took out my phone
and checked thigme and for any new messages. | still had over
an hour before needing to be back at the woodshop. At that
moment, Danil obs wife stepped out si

things were going at the bridge. | told her | needed to speak to



Mike. Before | could ay another word, she was pushing the
numbers on her cell phone and handing me the phone.
Dani |l o aHokwerhkaeaar iing my voice he
immediately handed the phone to Mike. | explained to Mike
that the stonemason had not shown up for work either day, but
most of the preparation work had been complétetiecking
the dimensions of the excavation, laying out the walls of the
foundation tier, and sorting the stone pile. Now | needed for
Danil obs truck to meet m® at the wo
pick up the saensifters and take them to the bridge site. Our
conversation ended with me explaining to him the location of
the woodshop, and him assuring me the truck would be there at
three o0o06cl ock.
During our conversatigiMi ke coul dndt believe t
stonemason had hshown up for work, but was pleased at how
much | had gotten done and told me | was doing a good job.
Those words were all | needed to hear . . . to know Mike was

pleased with the progress of the construction.




As | walked back to the woodshop that aftawn, | kept
reminding myself that the bridge wa
month, or even two months. My assignments from Milosz were
to get the construction site organized, purchase the sand and
cement, and hire a stonemason who would supervise the
workers from the community. If | could accomplish all of this,

then | would be leaving on Friday with a big smile on my face.



CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO

CONSTRUCTION BEGINS

Wednesday morning | again awoke to the sounds of roosters
crowing and a bus honking its hdior riders. But the knocking
at my door early in the night, though at first frightening me,
brought the best news of all. Standing at my door was a
member of thélcaldiaand a man he introduced as my new
stonemason, Carlos. Carlos was wearing an edtirt and
appeared slightly overweight, but this time, | immediately knew
in my heart he was the right man sent for the job. After a firm
handshake, he agreed to meet me
breakfast at the café.

During breakfast, | showed Carlos sevgiatures on my
phone taken of the bridge construction in El Charcon, El
Salvador, including pictures of the stones used to build the main
structures. He was amazed at the large stone tiers and the tall
stone walls of the approach ramp. | pointed at tbi on my
phone and then at him, a oif to
was his response, showing a slight grin.

The ride to the bridge site that morning was again a time for
me to enjoy looking at the beautiful mountains and the rising
sun,achanceo take in the splendor of

blessed to be given this opportunity, to be able to give back to

at
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Go



Godbs people a portion of the bl ess
own life.

Arriving at the bridge site, | saw that Santos had already
arrangé the wheel barrow, shovels, and one scistar.

Others hadtompleted nailing a large portion of the barbed wire
fence to the new posts. With most of the site preparation work
now completed and a new stonemason hired, we were finally
ready to begin theonstruction.

Carlos arrivedhot long after | didWe walked down to the
bridge site where | showed him the excavation, the stone piles,
and the sand. | introduced him to Santos and then to the other
workers. At that moment | looked over at Santos andhiig
fiDoscemento0 Santos turned and i nstruct
Within minutes, the man had returned with the wheel barrow
loaded with two bags of cement.

Walking over to the sand pile, | pointed at the small cleared
ar ea a Rldstica ai dS,a nftoavd eagle d T hii s
time, Santos went himself up the hill to the small block house
where the construction tools and other materials were stored.
He returned with a large piece of black plastic, placing it on the
ground in front of the pile of sand.

| picked up the screesifter and motioned for Santos to
grab the other end. Carlos instinctively grabbed the shovel and
scooped a shovel of sand into the screifter. After a few
failed attempts, Santos learned the shaking motion required to
move the largepebbles in the screesifter around so that the

smaller granules of sand could freely fall through the screen.



The largepebbles were then discarded by simply flipping the

screensifter over.

The sifted sand formed a pile on the black plastic, where it
could be easily shoveled into the figallon buckets without
any dirt or grass contaminants. The whole process would be
repeated until eight buckets were filled and emptied in a pile
nearer the excavation. The eight buckets equaled the amount of
sand need®to make one batch of mortar, which is commonly
referred to asnezcla or mixture. The sand to cement ratio in
one batch of mortar is fodo-one, thus the need to buy the
whole truckload of sand.

Everyone took turns shoveling sand into the sciefer,
using the screesifter, and carrying the buckets filled with sand
to the cleared area beside the excavation. When the eighth
bucket of sand was emptied onto the pile, the two bags of
cement were busted open and poured onto the pile. The sand
and cement wre then slowly mixed together like the sugar and

flour of a homemade cake. As the light gray cement was folded

i n with the bl ack sand, t he mi

xture



| knew Carlos had done this before because it would have
been very difficult fome to explain the next stépmaking the
i nfamous fAvolcano. o0 Though none of
read recommended this method of mixing the cement, this
appeared to be the method of choice in developing countries
like El Salvador and Nicaragua. Aftelotioughly mixing the
sand and cement, Carlos took his shovel and began pulling the
powdery mix away from the center, forming the walls of the
volcano. Then, he took a fivgallon bucket that had been filled
with water from the river and poured it in the tmnHe did the
same with the second bucket of water, this time pouring more
slowly . . . careful not to stress the walls of the volcano.

Carlos let the water soak into the wall of sand for several
minutes. This gave me a chance to reflect back to the
congruction at the El Charcon Bridge in El Salvadlarounting
i n my mind how many Avolcanoeso |
began moving his shovel around the outer wall, | remembered
thinking, Now the real work begins grabbed the shovel from
Santos and began pelg Carlos foldin the outer edges,
putting more and more of the dry saceiment mixture into the
watery center. It was a slow procésshovel bo much or too
qgui ckl y an dwalt wodd break] ausang eobiy s
il afloa.o

Eventually, the wall wastentionally broken to allow for
all of the dry mixture to be thoroughly mixed with the water.
Once this was done, shoveling and folding the heavy mixture

became much harder and tiresome. Thankfully, two men



stepped forward to grab the shovels and helgHithe mixing

process. The only test for the mixt
dipping a masonry trowel into the mortar and judging how firm

it appeared as it rolled off the edge of the trowel. If it was too

dryd sprinkle in more water . . . too weetadd in more sad.

After about ten minutes, the first official batch of mortar was

ready.

Carlos was the first to jump into the excavation and start
standing up the larger, flatter stodeglacing one beside the
other. To my surprise, it only took three of the large sttme
make the width of the sixtgentimeter foundation wall. (Note:

A stone is weakest when laid flat and strongest when stood on
its side.) Having helped lay the stones in the approach walls for
the bridge in El Salvador, | could tell Carlos knew exaeathat

he was doing.

After standing enough stones to form the first ten feet of the

foundation wall, Carlos grabbed a bucket he had filled with



mortar and began pouring it over the stones. The mortar was
slightly soupier in consistency than what would beduin

building a brick wall, but its purpose was not to make a thick
mortar joint between the stones, but to serve as a bonding agent

for the stones.

Making an observation, | stopped Carlos and grabbed a few
of the smaller stones and showed him how ttayid be used
to fill in the voids between the larger stones. Simply taking a
little extra time to fill these voids would not only reduce the
amount of mortar wasted running into these voids, but in the
end, would save the project money. Carlos noddetdad in
agreement and grabbed a handful of the smaller stones to show
the other men, which now gave everyone something to do.

By the end of the day, one complete layer of stone and
mortar had been completed for the entire circumference of the
foundationtier. With the start of the second layer of stones, the

wallswerenowweld e f i ned. Mo s t not abl
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progress was that the center of the excavation was almost

completely vacant of the larger stones.

Packing my tools, | saw Carlos checking thaelnsions of

the foundation. He suddenly appeared to be upset. | hurriedly

jumped into the excavation to try and understand the problem.

With his tape measure, he hastily measured the length of the

wal | 6 sd thenwo éongeranterior sides were not dane

length. I helped him measure across each diagonal, to make

sure the foundation was square

made an error when laying out the foundation tier. Since it was

ti me to go homMaiang O0s iompriiwd st at ed,
That nght in my motel room, | r@pened the-enail on my

phone from Milosz, which showed all of the dimensions of the

n

bridgebdés foundation tier. Il careful

notebook, calculating the measurements for the interior

diagonals and labeling all thengths in centimeters. Based on



my field notes taken the previous day, the overall excavation
measured slightly larger than it needed to be, which was good.

For the foundation tier in the ground, | knew the outer
di mensions wer enaheraness.Onecguaial f i cant a
detail was that the rectangle formed by the inner walls of the
foundation tier needed to be perfectly square, since the second
tierdos walls would be inset half of
tierds wall s, whrequitedtblzea t hi s reason
minimum of sixty centimeters wide. In order for the mechanical
forces of the bridgeds cables and w
distributed throughout the tiered structure, each tier had to be
constructed on top of the previous tier in timanner. The
finished tiered structure would actually resemble a traditional
wedding cake. So with each tier affecting the next, any
discrepancies between the design and what was already built
had to beesolved

| arrived early to the bridge site Thursdagrning, hoping
to be there before Carldsb ut | wasnodot. Carl os had
helped Santos bring all of the construction tools down from the
small house near the bridge 8itevhich had an attached room
with a door that could be locked. Carlos and Santos n@se
busy sifting more sand to be mixed with the four bags of
cement stacked nearby. | showed them a big smile and a
thumbsup as | walked over to the excavation pit, hoping only
minor corrections would be needed. Three young men were

there tossing more oifie larger stones into the middle of the



excavati on. Alio, ¢ i wripil cin®godefate s 0
climbing into the excavation. Carlos was right behind me.

| pulled out my notebook and showed Carlos the sketch of
the foundation, pointing to the measments labeled on each
side, including on the diagonals. We first measured the overall
length and width of the excavation itself. | already knew these
were good but needed for Carlos to put his trust in the
dimensions | had labeled on the sketch.

| recorced all the measurements and then wrote each one
beside the corresponding location on the sketch. | showed
Carlos that each of our measurements were slightly greater than
those on the sketch, and then gave him the thwmplsgn. |
already knew the width dhe walls werden centimetermore
than required by the design, which would compensate for the
largerthanneeded excavation. Thaerior measurements were
next.

We measured the interior wall of the one side | knew was
correct. To my surprise, threeoth e i nt er i or wal | 6s
correct, which relieved Carlos of his initial conceras \vell as
my owr). This meant none of our work from the previous day
would havetoberd one. The fourth sideds
measurement, however, was fifteen centinsetabout six
inches) too long. | recorded these measurements directly on the
sketch.

As | studied the sketch, it immediately became apparent to
me what needed to be done to correct the foundation. To make

the interior rectangle truly square and the tienehsions

e

nt



correct for the placement of the next tier, all we needed was to
construct one additional row of stones on the inside of the back
wall. Santos helped me measure and move one corner stick the
needed fifteen centimeters; this was all that was neteded
squareup the foundation tier.

Since | felt fully responsible for the confusion this mistake
had caused, | took it upon myself to fix it. | picked a couple of
skinny stones that were tall and close to the needed width and
stood them on their end. | gatbucket, filled it with freshly
mixed mortar, and quickly added some mottethe first layer

As | looked at the progress | had made and how good a job |
was doing, | daded to go ahead and add a seclaryér of
stones, just to bring my work evenwithar | os & progress fo
that morning. However, as | quickly found out, it is very
important to let the mortar sufficiently dry before adding
additional layers of stones. As | placed kst stone to
complete the secondyer of the small atition, the stongin
the firstlayer started to shift. | quickly sat down and pressed my
chest against the wall of stones, stretched out both arms and
placed my hands on two of the larger stones.

| did everything possible to prevent the stones from falling,
but it was toaunstable. The stones and wet mortar came
crumbling down, landing either in my lap or around where |
was sitting; the addition to the interior wall was now a complete
mess. Carlos came over and grinned, then handed me another
bucket of mortar so thatcoud start over. Within teminutes, |

hadonce again completed the fitayer of stones, but this time,



| stopped and let the mortar dry for several houfsreeadding

the secondhayer.

By the end of the work day on Thursday, the string had
once again &en raised, and work had started in one corner on
the fourth layer of stones. | took a few pictures of the
foundation with my phone before packing up my tools.
Walking to the road to wait for my ride back to town I felt kind
of sad, knowing this was my kawork day at the bridge. But
looking back at the construction site, | became exéited

anxious to email Milosz the pictures showing our progress.



N Pl DAY T N
That night in bed, | reflected back on everything that had
happened in the past year surrounding the biigject: the
site survey, the fundraising, and now the construction. The
bridge project had not only given me fulfillment, but my heart
was filled with joy. My pastor had already told me that the story
of the ten ongalollar bills was an incredible storyubwhat
about the rest of the story? Would anyone believe everything
that had happened in my life surrounding the bridge project?
Maybe my nextalling would be to write that book | had told
Avery someone needed to write during our trip last Bpiil
the funds were raised and the bridge actually got built.

As thoughts of writing a book flowed through my mind,
suddenly there was a BAM! BAM! BAM! Someone was
banging heavily on my door, almost like they were trying to
break it down. | leaped out of bed to neef, and then another
BAM! BAM! BAM! on the door, thistimefd | owed by, nHEY
MAN...I Td S 'DAYHEH ME IN;NOMAN, DAVE



Al NBBERE. 06 I wasnodét sure who they we
wanted, but they obviously had the wrong room. As | slipped

on my pants@ad made my way to the door, there was another

BAM! BAM! BAM! on the NMG®or, foll owe
MAN!| TMB!'l TO®AVE!..NO MAN, DAVE AI NOT

HERE. o This time, the voice sounded
door, shouting A MI KE, | S THAdsaiddMKg,? 0 #fAlt ds
AYou o bdviidoruétl yhave t heorepli®@dds record
AYoudbre crazymal |l. ki dantdhen.wa sWea bsot
laughed.

Before | could ask Mike any questions about where he had
been, he told me he hadn@t had a ho
wanted to know if the hot water was fixed. He was really happy
when | told him the repairman had r
maker . o Trhaek diwdo dwavs what Mi ke call e
attachment on the shower head, which contained a 4500 Watt
heating elemerthatheatel the cold water running through it
and out of the showdread.
Mike hadexplainedto methatthe reason hgave the water
heating devie the nicknameffi wi dnoavk e r thecauses
people reach up and touch it, and nothing in Nicaragua is
groundedYou kee your hands off of itYoud | | go some pl ace
where thewire nuts wrappedwith a little bit of tapeare
sticking out of them. There have been people reach up and
touch those thing&he wire nutswhile they are taking a
shower, and witlpoorwiring, they get fried in the shower.



Theyodore standing t herhenthbyei ng
grab electricityd

Thankfully, the rest of the night was uneventful, with
Friday morning coming too soon. After being in the town of
Matiguas for almost a week, it wasméime for us to leave.

After breakfast, we travelled to the bridge site in the van so
Mike and Danilo could see the progress made on the bridge. At
the bridge site, Mike was pleased to see the organization of the
construction activities: some sifting sarsdme mixing mortar,

and others laying stones.

Carlos was busy rgying the strings for the fourth stone
layer, because we would remove the string each night for fear
of someone stealing it. This meaach morning, we had the
tedious task of tying thersig back to the sticks, which gave
everyone more practice using the line level. In fact, | had
bought a new line level from the lolavare store to replace the
first, whose ends had come unglued from its plastic cylinder.

Using the new line level, | noticeab | was tying the string
to the third stick that the string was slightly below the mark on
the stick from the previous day. | knew something was
definitely wrong when | leveled and tied the string back to the
first stick that it was about four inches &l where the starting
string was tied. | placed the line level on the string between the
first two sticks and then checked the remaining sid@swere
exactly level. But if all of the strings were level, then why was

the string from the fourth stick nanding at the starting

doused



stringdéds position on the first stic

so |I reluctantly asked for Mikebds h
| explained to Mike my method of leveling te®nelayers

and then showed him the result after checking the last side. |

told Mike we had done this every morning, and the only

difference this morning was we were using a new line level.

Mike asked to hold the small level, which had yellow colored

ends. | went and got the broken level from my backpack, which

had red ends and hadmae packaged with the string. | stuck the

ends back on and once again checked the 8tiMQT level.

Now, | was really puzzled. Two identical line levels, each

bought from the same hardware store, but one indicating a

different point of level than the othddow could I figure out

which one was correct?
As | was thinking through possible solutions, | noticed

Carlos and Charlie, also a stonemason, removing a clear,

fl exible hose from CiachHosesvds bag of t

probably twenty feet long but thi no fitting on either end.

Before | could ask Mike the question, he spoke up and said,

ANow they are going to show you how

Ni caraguan way. o0 | gave a gentle gr

expl ained, AThat GlevelWhewndre goingey c al | a

to use the hose to check the position of the string at each corner

of the foundation, and when they finish, the string will be more

| evel than using your I|Iine |l evel .o
| watched as one of the workers took the hose down to the

river and, usindnis mouth, slowly drew water into the hose,



completely filling it with water. He placed a thumb over each
end to prevent any water from escaping as he carried the hose
up the hill from the river. At the excavation, he carefully
handed each end of the haseCarlos. Carlos held the ends
upward as he removed his thumbs. Now, the water was free to
move back and forth in the hose between the two ends. Carlos
purposefully allowed a small amount of water to escape before
handing one end to Charlie, who was wagtivith me inside
the foundation.
Carlos took the end he was holding and placed it up against
the first stick. He showed me a black line marked just below the
end of the hose and indicated for me to keep this line on the
stringds posi onelayer. ThenyCartohpointddour t h st
for Charlie to place the other end on the second stick. As |
watched the water inside the hose slowly moving above and
then below the black I ine, I still
were doing.
As Charlie positioned hiend of the hose against the second
stick, Carlos | ooked for the watero
pointed to where the water stopped in the hose, which was just
below the black line. Carlos motioned for Charlie to start
raising his end of the hose, and whea Water reached the
black line, he whistled for Charlie to stop. Carlos went and
marked the second stick at the location of the water in the hose.
This mark on the second stick was at the same height, or water
level, as the water in my end and the strimgation on the first

stick. Carlos moved the string up a little bit on the second stick



to the new mark. Charlie then moved his end of the hose to the
third stick, and then to the fourth. At each stick, Carlos marked
the water level and raised the stringhe new mark.

After Carlos had finished repositioning the string at each
stick, | took the first line level, the one with the red ends, and
placed it on the string between the first and second sticks. As
the string settled, | watched as the bubble moinrtge lime
green liquid inside of thplastic cylinder stopped exactly
between the black lines, indicating the string was perfectly
level. Then, | placed the second line level, the Mdiiee was
holdingwith the yellow ends, on the same string. | was &adaz
as its bubble stopped beneath the black line, meaning it was
wr ong. | guess thereds a first ti me
how could a level be wrong?

After Mike had finished inspecting the second level, he
noticed its plastirmundiywas,imder wasnot
fact, defective. What was even better was the fact that we
proved the level was wrong by using a simple leveling
technique using a clear hose the Nicaraguan people refer to as a
waterlevel. And that line level, | gave it to one of therkers,
who might trade it to an unsuspecting person for a candy bar.

As we were leaving the bridge site on the dirt road, we met
up with Milosz from B2P. | introduced Milosz to Mike and we
all shook hands. | explained to him the progress we had made
sinceMonday, the materials we had purchased, and the name of

our stonemason. Mike and | handed him the receipts from the



purchases of the sand and cement, which he promptly
reimbursed.

As we said our gootlyes, Milosz thanked us both for our
efforts in gettinghe project started. During this week, | had
somehow accomplished everything | had wanted to accomplish.
My work on this project was finished, and it was now up to
these two communities to embrace this opportunity and build

themselves a bridge.



CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE

GOD STILL MOVES MOUNTAINS

Getting back to the States, | di dno
for my churchdos monthly bridge upda
for Sunday, Februarg0”. | decided the update would be the
usual five minuted which translatd to one typed, single
spaced page. In it, | told of how hard the community had
worked in digging the foundations for the bridge, and
everything we had accomplished during my week at the bridge
site. | emphasized that the community was taking full
advantag of this opportunyt to build themselves a bridge.

| then shared the expressed need for additional footbridges
near the town of Matiguas. | introduced a unique fundraising
concept | called AVision 2012, 0 wit
giving $50. Willyou bedONEG? 6 My i dea was to chall
everyone to spread the need for these bridges to their family
and friends, so more people could share in the blessings of
hel ping their fAneighboro in a forei
qgual ity of tshwiehsadootimidge.p|l eds | i ve

That night, after | had finished typing the bridge update, |
called my dad and told him what had been accomplished during
my trip. | could feethe excitement in higoice as | shared a lot

of the construction details. As always, hkeltme how proud he



was of me. Before hanging up, he asked if | would come and
give an update at his church on a Wednesday night. | agreed,
knowing that speaking at Jones Crossroads on a Wednesday
night meant having to prepare a thirtynute sermon.
| prayed that week for the message to share with his church.
| last spokdaherein May, when | preache@ihe Faith Message
and introduced the Nicaraguan bridge prqjasking them to
pray for the project and me. Since
them any monthlypdates or newsletter stories like | had for
my church. However, | knew Dad had kept his pastor informed
of the bridgeds fundraising efforts
Nicaragua, | had personally called his pastor to tell him the
story of the ten ondollar bills, and how God had revealed his
faithfulness through a simple car wash fundraiser.
The bridge fundraising had been a huge mountain in front
of me and my church congregation. The biggest mountain |
now saw was in not only getting the bridge congiouncstarted,
but seeing if the community could actually build the bridge.
Thinking ofthese two mountains, one Scripture came to mind
AJesus answered, OHave faith in God
can say to this mountaiyauy #fHAGo, f all
have no doubts in your mind and believe that what you say will
happen, God will do it for you. So | tell you to believe that you
have received the things you ask for in prayer, and God will
gi ve t he (Mark©@hapyedlsVedas20-24Ncy)
| titled the sermorGod Still Moves Mountaing he sermon

included details from my own incredible faith journey over the



past year: the search for purpose and direction, the vision God
gave to me, the chardgte presented me, and my praj@rHim
to show me amther mountain to climb. The mountain He
showed to me was the bridge in Nicaragua, which included not
only designing the bridge, but raising the money for the
materials. In the sermon, | shared my own fears of stepping out
of the boat, of what people wouldink, and the possible
rewards for being a faithful servant. | told the story no one had
ever heard the stoy of the ten onalollar bills.
| concluded the sermon by telling the congregation that all
the money was raised and the bridge has now beerdstarte
foll owed by the statement, ABot h
only moved, but God smoothed a road across what was left
God still m o With the sermaenriot Bad dvss . ®hur ¢c h
now finished, my thoughts turned to the messageuld share
wi t h t hvnistiv at H@&rmony Baptist Church on
Sunday, February 27
Before leaving for Nicaragua, | had already written the
February and March newsletter stories for my church. Since the
Marchoés newsl etter stodolagr told the
bills, | felt like | needed to share that story with my cousin, Bill.
It was my and Bill 6s aunt who had
money inside over twenty years ago. So the week before
leaving for Nicaragua, | went to his house in Richburg to
personally share the stomith him and his family. | took a

copy of the newsletter story that | could leave at their house in

of

S
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case they werenodt home. After sitti



few minutes, | went and placed the folder containing the
newsletter story on a chair besitie tack door.

Several days went by without hearing from Bill. Then, the
night before leaving for Nicaragua, he called. He said he read
the newsletter story several times, and each time he cried, not
truly believing what he was reading. He said it was an
incredible story and was really glad that | had shared it with
him. We talked for over thirty minutes, with me sharing about
the mission project of building a pedestrian bridge in
Nicaragua. So | was surprised when he called the next day
askingmetocomggge ak t o hi s churlchdés Menos
agreed, and at that moment realized that the Lord had now
provided two open doors to share with others not only about the
mission project, but my faith experiences.

After preachingatB d 6 s @and speakirtg to the®In 6 s
Ministry at Harmony Baptist, several months passed. In
Mi | o s z {nalil, he stated tha the communities were now
gathering stones from all around the town of Matiguas due to
lack of good stones at tliBlbul River. He also stated that the
number d workers from the communities varied from day to
day, and that these two problems had greatly slowed the
bridgebds construction; the project
schedule.

As the project coordinator responsible for getting this
bridge built, | knew | needet get back to Nicaragua and find
out firsthand what all the problems were. | had enough vacation

and money for one more trip to Nicaragua. | knew the rainy



season would start during the month of May, and that getting
the steel cables pulled across thveribefore then was crucial.

After looking at my work calendar and the meetings | was

responsible for attending, | decided on the second week in May.

That night, | emailed Milosz with these dates so he could
arrange for the cables to be delivered to thdge site that

week, and would be expecting me at the job site.

What | wasnodt expecting was the pl
my cousi n, Bill . His first question
bridge finished?0 | knew by this qu
interesed i n the bridge project and my
Bill , o I answer ed, Abut | 6m going t
help pull the cables across the riv

had been praying for me and my involvement with the bridge,
and again appreciatene coming to speak at his church in
February. He recommended a book that he thought | needed to
read,Build a Bridge and Get Ovet!| written by Dr. George H.
Harris.He said the book was about building bridges, and since |
was building a bridge, thoughmight want to read it. | thanked
him for recommending the book and told him | would buy it to

read during my trip next week.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

GOING BACK TO FINISH THE BRIDGE

As | approached the ticket aoter at the CharlottBouglas
Airport, | could already feel my heartbeat starting to race.
Though | had mentioned my travel plans of going to work on
the bridge during the monthlyridgeupdate, no one else had
expressed any serious interest in going. For the first time, | was
travelling alone tdNicaragua.
At the ticket counter, | checked in a suitcase and a large
duffle bag. The suitcase contained all the clothes | would need
for the work week, including an extra pair of shoes. The rolling
duffle bag was packed absolutely full. In it were twodbess
drill kits (drill, drill bits, battery chargeland two 18.0 @It
batteries), five fatarrest lanyards, a masonry trowel, a hammer,
cutting pliers, several hundred feet of pialpe rope, ane
hundredmeter tape measure, a hacksaw with an extrafse
blades, a box containing a dozen new hats, and a variety of food
staples. The food staples were actu
included individual serving containers of applesauce, canned
carrots, puddingups andtuna.
This now being my fourth toi out of the country in a little
over a year, | knew exactly what |

the airplane. For this reason, | had cheekenhy entire



luggage on the last two trips. This time, my duffle bag held
everything | needed to finish the bridgéhich meant for the

first time | would have to carry my backpack onto the plane.
The backpack was where | normally stored all of the tools
needed for each trip (i.e. knife, pliers, hammer, tape measure,
flashlight, extra batteries, and gloves). So thatknsdhome, |
had emptied everything out on the living room floor and re
packed the fisafeo items, making sur
especially my pocket knife. In their place, | packed a hard
plastic carpentry square, a scientific calculator, a handheld
mowvie camera, and a clear plastic container packed with a
variety of snacks for the trip.

As | patiently stood in the security checkpoint line, | went
over in my mind everything | was bringing. The only thing |
worried about passing through airpsgcurity was my duffle
bag, since it contained the two drill kithjll bits, rope and
hacksaw blades. All | could do was trust it would pass safely
through security and be placed underneath the plane with the
other luggage. Finishing the bridge depended on tuat b
getting to Nicaragua with all of its contents.

My real concern was being singled out at one of the security
checkpoints, since | was travelling alone out of the country.
Trying not to look nervous, | confidently placed my backpack
onto the conveyor beltook off my shoes, and stepped through
the body scanner . . . no problem. Waiting for my backpack, |
heard the security agent call the second agent over to look at the

scanned image, pointing to the screen. Then the second security



agent approached medan f i r ml'y asked, nSir, wha
and wher e a iThereig obuiouglyaiprobief with
something packed in my backpack, but what®ndered.

With absolutely nothing to conceal
to Nicaragua to work on a pedestrian walkng i d g e . |l donot
know what he sees on the screen, but all he should see are a
flashlight, four AA batteries, gloves, tape measure, carpentry
square, calculatpa nd some snacks. o0 AThat és ni
agent grabbed my backpack from the conveyor and piedee
to open it. As he started to inspect the contents, | leaned over to
| ook wi th hi m. AnStand back, sir, ST
the first agent. At that moment, | realized this was serious; |
could actually be detained. | felt helpless. | was completely a
their mercy.

My concerns were alleviated as the security agent pulled the
clear plastic container from my backpack, which | knew only
contained snacks. But after removing the lid from the container,
he reached in and pulled out a three inch long, cytatly
shaped metal object. Believe énéwas just as surprised to see
that object as he was. As he continued holding the foreign
object in front of me, | then realized exactly what it was. But at
t hat moment | wasnodét sure i f any ex
sufficient for him, since it now appeared that | was trying to
sneak the small object onto the plane in my snack container.

With nothing to lose but my freedom, | proceeded to
explain the object, and hoped he would believe me and know

my intentions were compldieinnocent. | simply stated,



AThateGtspuwnch. 0 | paused briefly, tr
demeanor. Seeing he appeared not to disagree, | continued with
a brief explanation of the intended as@ | have to dril|l h c
the wooden crossbeams forthegrid 6 s wal ki ng pl ank s,
punch will be hit with a hammer at the center of the marked
hole | ocation, ensuring the dril/ b
started. o

At that moment | was scared to ev
smiling. | was relieved whenliei nal |y spoke, AnYes
what this is, and MWhdwkfter eve your ex
helping put everything back into my backpack, he smiled and
wished me luck on the bridge. | thanked him and then hurried
of f to my flightos gate.

After checking inat the flight gate and taking a seat on the
plane, | tried to remember the security checkpoints | would
have to pass through at the othepaits, including going
throughCust oms and paying Nicaraguaobs f
country. Filling out theCustomsform now almost seemed
routine, as did the health advisory form which had checkboxes
for having the common cold all the way down to being exposed
to swine flu. | did realize one advantage | had over any previous
trip: my passport now had @ustoms stamp &m Nicaragua
and El Salvador, both obtained within the past year. This was
hopefully an indicationtoth€Eu st oms agent that | wa
simply a tourist going on vacation, but a business traveler who

knew where he was going once he got inside the county.



No sooner had | boarded the plane in Charlotte than we
were |l anding in Miami. Mi ami 6s airp
crowded, but | kne my way aroundmost importantly, how to
get to the food court. At the food court, Mike and | would
always eat at the same m@stant, which serves the best
boneless chicken breast, mashed potatoes, and steamed
broccol i. |t was al ways a good dwel
too, since all we would get with our chicken in Nicaragua was

white rice, red beans, and a slice of goat cheese.
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Thinking of my past trips to Nicaragadways made the
two-hour flight to Managua seem much shorter. Once | exited
the plane, it was really easy to tell where to go digust run
with the crowd. Thankfully, thairport inManagua is small in
comparison taheairports inCharlotte and MiamiBut not only
i's it smaller, the airportods baggag
was archaic in comparison to those two modern airports.



On that trip to Nicaragua, there were two baggage check
point lines, with several sarity officers manually checking
each personb6és baggage. This seemed
ended up behind a family who had taken full advantage of
protecting their luggage with the plastic protective wrapping
service offered at thairport inMiami. | patiently waited as the
security agents struggled to cut through all the layers of plastic
sheeting just to get to the luggage. Thankfully, another security
officer was paying attention and motioned for me to pass
around them.
To my surpriseManagu@ s rpoat now had two automated
baggage scanning machines at the security checkpoint, which
appeared to speed things up for everyone. Placing my backpack
on the conveyor, | was relieved after it passed inspection
without incident. | then followed the crowd tdughCustoms
and then to the baggage claim area.
Seeing my luggage on the carousel was always a huge
relief. This time | felt even more relieved, since | had one bag
that was packed with two cordless dkilis and other tools
needed t o f saonssubtiont [Hoek alguick pegke 6
As far as | could tell, nothing appeared to be missing. Walking
through the crowded airport with al
but it was something | was willing to endure.
Finally getting to where the people were wajtto meet
their | oved ones, | heard a famili a
Danilo! We quickly exchanged greetings and a firm handshake.

He surprised me with the amount of English he knew; we were



able toactuallyhave a meaningful conversation about the
bridge.
| followed Danilo outside the airport to a waiting pickup
truck. | was expecting to see his van, so | questioned him about
the truck. He said thalcaldiaof Matiguas had sent the truck to
pick me up. | was immediately humbled, knowing the cost of
thefuel and the driver was being provided by the town of
Matiguas. After | got into the truck, Danilo once again thanked
me for coming and informed me that
back to Matiguas until Thursday.
| already knew from a previousmeailthatM | osz woul dnot
arrive at the bridge site until Wednesday, but Danilo not being
in Matiguas until Thursday wastwhat | needed to hear. This
meant | would now be relying on my own language skills for
securing the motel room and ride to the constructienesch
day. As we drove off | remembered thinkifgople must think
|l 6m cr azy f onaybed amPaotting thahthosght.
aside, | took out my phone and called Cynthia to let her know |
had arrived safely and was on the way to Matiguas. She was
glad to hear from me and hoped that | would get a lot done.
After aboutthirty minutes on the road, | remembered a stop
Mike would always make. | quickly pulled out my Spanrish
English Dictionary and looked up the Spanish word for
Abanana. 0 Als pyoanmlatasmeld ofiat he dri ver
| looked up and saw the fresh market. | immediately pointed
and excit eAltd, xltd soh oTuhtee dd,r ifiver sl owed ¢

and pulled into the market, driving to where they sold bananas.



| got out of the truck and apmohed the produce stand.
They seemed to sell almost every kind of fruit and vegetable
you could imagine. Then | saw théntwo boxes of the sweet,
fingersized bananas. Wanting to make sure | purchased the
best tasting bunch, | grabbed and peeled one frerbuhnch
that was on top. As | took the first bite, my mouth immediately
turned insideout, like after sucking on a piece of sour apple
candy. | immediately spit it out. The produce lady laughed and
pointed to a riper bunch. | peeled one and slowly toakea b
Though it smelled sweeter, all | could taste was the sour that
still lingered in my mouthBut smelling the sweet aroma, |
knew this was a good bunch. | bought the entire bunch for
veintecérdobas, or about a dollar. As we were leaving, | almost
felt like | was stealing, since | knew these ten bananas in the

States would have cost over twice that amount.



We werenodt even a mile down the
eaten two bananas and shared one with the driver. Usually |
only eat one, because Mike igtbne who always buys them.
But this time it was my turn to do the buying and the sharing.
It didndét seem very |l ong before |
feeling the bumpiness of the dirt road leading to Matiguas. |
canot recall the r dlesofdhe, but t here
mountain road that are not paved. | knew that once the road
became paved, we would only be abimuty minutes from the
town of Matiguas.
When we finally made it into town, it was dark, as usual.
Thankfully, Danilo had instructed the drivertake me to the
same motel that | stayed at in February. Upon entering the
motel 6s | obby, Il I mmedi ately recogn
couple with a small baby. They also remembered me from my
previous stay.
The woman was very patient at my attempt to compaie
how many room nights | would need. | watched as she marked

the days on a small scheduling calendar. Then she handed me



the key. It was the same room as last &rmeom 13. The room
number di dnot bot her me because

was st thankful it had an air conditioner and a hot shower.



CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE

A BRIDGE OF HOPE

| slept hard that first night and woke up early Sunday morning
tosend Cynthiaelappy Mo t dngil. he enfaib y
included a picture of the televisionrtédhad ordered for our
bedroom, including where to pick it
romantic way of saying AHappy Mot he
best | could do from Nicaragua.
| sat in bed that morning reading in the book | had brought
for the trip,Build a Bridge and Get Ovet!ll was starting the
next chapter when my phone beeped. It was@mai€from
Cynthia thanking me for the Mothero
unforgettable words, Ohindle dondét have
thought,she will never let me lesthis dowd out of the country
on Mot herdés Day and they have no ru
Il 1 mmedi ately knewl tbhesfiDadthenOur
on my cartoon sweatshirt and my reputation of being able to fix
anything now hung in the balance. | pondered severailjppess
causes and after theoretically ruli
knew the probable cause. My instructions to Cynthia needed to
be concise because the average rate to call the Statésavas

dollarsper minute.



As soon as Cynthia answered the phone | todak
positive by telling her AHappy Mot h
by the tone of her voice those word
wanted to hear. She told me she had already checked the
breaker box and the breaker for the
wasgod i nformation to know, because i
ran all night, it could have overheated and tripped the breaker. |
then told her to go to Jordands bat
toiletds holding tank totursee i f it
off thet o i Ivader \@lse. | confessed to her that was the only
toilet in the house for which | hatbt changed the flapper valve
in theholding tank. | was relieved when shenailed to tell me
the flapper valve was the problem and that the watesprest
the sinks and showers was slowly increasing.

After enjoying that little bit of drama, it was time to go and
enjoy a good hot breakfast. | quickly got dressed and headed
out the door, grabbing the remaining bananas on the way out.
Thankfully, Danildds wi febés caf® is only a sh
distance up the street from the motel.

The café is located on a street corner across from the town
square, which means the strestsyreally busy. | always
enjoyed sitting outside on the patio, watching vehicles and
people as they passeddynost of them as they stared at me.
This morning as | sat and enjoyed a plate of scrambled eggs and
ham, | held out a banana for each passing boy or girl. | loved
seeing the smile come on their face as they took the small

banana fom my outstretched hand.



| then watched as a taxi driver drove up and went into the
café. When he came out, | stopped him. Once | was comfortable
he understood the location of the road to turn on that would
take me to th®&ulbul River, we agreed onfare. | quickly
finished my breakfast and got into his small car. We first
stopped by the motel so | could get my backpack and the large
duffle bag packed with the construction tools. | needed to get
the construction tools to the small house where they dmuld

secured with the other tools.




Ri ding down the | ong dirt road to
really sure if anyone would be these a Sundaylin a previous
e-mail, Milosz informed me that the daily volunteer labor from
the communities had dwindled. Buty real concern came
when he mentioned that some days, the only workers were
Carlos and Santos.
| remember sending anreail to Ken, expressing my
concern that the community had seemingly given up on
building the bridge, and my uncertainty about what deeeto
do. He had a very insightful repl vy,
for the community to | ose its energ
whole life does that to you. You get beat down so many times,
It gets harder and harddr to get wup
knew this would be a tangible purpose for my trip, for it to
serve as a morale booster. | needed to work beside these
communities for a week so they would still know I fully shared
in their vision for the bridge.
| knew one way to encourage the two comitias was to
bring them gifts. In my duffle bag were a dozen hats, donated
by a farming supply store, and a grocery bag filled with small
packages of Easter candy that had been marked down to a
guarter each. | planned to give the hats to the adult woakers
the candy to the children. | believed demonstrating these simple
acts of kindness would go a long way in motivating the two

communities to complete their bridge.



Arriving at the bridge site, | saw in the distance a beautiful
pictured the completed brige tiers, cable towerand walls of

the approach ramjt. was a magnificent structure.

I quickly walked down the hill to get a closer look. The
stone tiers were enormousalipeared to balmostfifteen feet
to the top of the cable towers. Actually septhe enormity of

the construction reminded me of the great pyramids.
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| carefully walked up the walls of the approach ramp to the
top of the tiers and stood teeen the two cable towerAs |
looked across the river to the other completed bridgs,tl
realized a Bridge of Hope, the dream of the people, wasrclose
to becoming a reality. These two communities had come
together to build something that was going to change not only

their lives, but the lives of their children and grandchildren.



Sanbs hadhow gotten word that | had arrived and had
come across the river to greet me. | smiled as we shook hands
and indicated he had done a great job. We walked up to the
house where the taxi driver had unloaded my bags. | unpacked
each item from the du#fl bag, showing Santos the two drill
kits, the special wood bits, the rope, the box of hats, the bag of
candy, the safety lanyards, and other miscellaneous items.
Santos had a key to the storage room at the small house, so we
placed everything inside. It ®d my mind to know all of this
was now safely delivered and secured at the construction site.
By this time, the owner of the house had returned, so we
showed him the new construction tools and other items. His
eyes got really big when | showed him the bagandy, until |
s aiRadraloginios 0 or fAFor the children. o I
was allowing for the construction tools and bags of cement to
be stored at his house, | gave him a brand new pair of orange

coveralls and a hat as an appreciation gift.



Santosand | then walked over to the other safehe river
so | could inspedihe other stone tierswalked up the walof
the approach ramp amstbod between the cable towers.
Looking down aoss the river to the cable towens the other
side, I quickly sptted two tree limbs that would interfere with
the bridgeds handrail cables. Cutti
someone to climb into the tree, but was something that could be
done tomorrow.
With nothing else left to do, | decided it was time for me to
headlack i1 nto town and have some | unc
and t oMahangdom, Al o mbhenrl ealizedthere
was one problem . : : I di dndét have
was almost four miles to town, but with no other available
options, | sarted walking.
Continuing to walk and gaze at the beautiful mountains, |
thought to myselfHere | am, walkig on a long dit roadd in
the middle of nowheéein a third world countrg alone . . . |
amcrazy.l suddenly felt a great peace come over my whole
body and fill my heart. | knew why | was sent here. This project
had already taught me so much about not only myself but about
faith.
At that moment, | heard something . . . a motorcycle. After
passing by me, it suddenly stopped. | turned around and saw the
rider stepping off. He had on a dirty baseball uniform and
looked tired from playing a game. He motioned for me to come
and get on. | shook my head and sai

knowing his house had to be at least two miles away on the



other side of the vier. He refused to get back on the motorcycle
and, after speaking to the driver, started walking towards the
river. | was really touched at his selflessness.
Riding on the back of the motorcycle, | began to realize that
as | was walking, God was walkingyht beside me. Looking
over at the mountains, | began to piece together the words to
describe this incredible journey. And as we neared the end of
the dirt road, | realized my | ifeds
too. In the engwould | be asking myself ifhaddone enough

to help others?



The Journey

Though the road before me

May now be dusty and long,

| know You walk beside me
So | do not walk alone.

Leading, guiding, protecting
Lighting the path ahead,
Sending, showing, providing
Walking on Faith, whateer lies ahead.

Though one day | know
The road will reach its end,
And | will glance back and say
ALord, thank You

f

or

t

h e

jour



CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX

THE CABLESARRIVEO DONO6 T QUI T NOW

Monday was a day full of unknowns. These unknowns included

not knowing when the delivery truckith the cablesvould

arrive, the weight of each spool of cable, and how we could

safely unload the spools. The only information from Milosz

was that the truck would be delivering two big spools today: a

spool ofcarb/18e0 asntdeead spool- of 10 ste

mail also included detailed instructions on how to measure and

cut each cable, and the order for pulling them across the river.
While the others talked and waited for the truckalked

down t o wh esrweoddn kressbbams (avigch are

placed across the walkway cables) and walking planks (which

are nailed endo-endbetweerthe crossbheams) were stacked. In

hisemai | , Mi |l osz had stated, AThe pl a

need to be cut to 2 meters. They are adout 2.1 to 2.2

meters, and cut at a diagonal. We need to square off this

di agonal, and get the planks to exa
| looked up and saw that Carlos and Santos had followed

me, probably to see if they could help with anything. | picked

up the plak | had just finished marking and told them

fidoscientos 0 | showed them basligit ends had

diagonal and demonstratadw to use the carpentry square to



mark a straight line to square the best end, then to measure 200
centimeters from thdine and, using the carpentry square, draw
a straight cutting line at the measured mark. Luckily for this
plank, the best end was straight enough not to warrant cutting it
a secondime, though I still showetow to square the end. |
gave Santos a pencand we all begameasuring andharking
the planks.

|l hadndét turned around two second:
tapping me on the shoulder. He pointed to the plank | had just
marked and made a sign indicating my measurement was
wrong. Carlos smiled as he proudtyetched his tape measure
across the length of the plank. Santos pointed to where the tape
measure crossed the | Doscentosl at firs
cuatro, 0 clwvwas 204Santos quickly corrected me. | looked
again, seeing it was 200.4 centimste

Knowing | had been more precise, imeasured the plank
with my tape measure. | showed them between the end and the
mark was exactlgosciento®on my ruler. Carlos and Santos
both stood there for a moment with a confused look on their
faces. | inconspuously inspected the metal end on my tape
measure to see ifitwaslo@sée t wasnoét. Then | poin
Carlos to hand me his tape measure. | immediately saw its end
was bent outward, probably enough to add the 0.4 centimeters
to his measurement. | show€drlos the problem with his tape
measure, and used the pliers on my rrtoldil knife to
straighten it. Carlos reeasured the pladkthis time Santos
gave me the thumhbsp sign.



After a couple of hours of marking andstacking the
planks, it was time foa break. We walked up the hill to the
house, where the other men were still waiting for the delivery
truck. | noticed one of the teenagers had been to town and
brought back a large soda and was now handing out sandwich
bags and straws. He handed me anstiad a bag, and then
filled it with soda. Ismiled,since this was also how the soda
was shared at the EI Charcon bridge site in El Salvador. The
store where the soda was purchased would usually provide the
bags and the straws. With all of the workers mathered
around drinking soda, | took this opportunity to pass out the
hats | had brought for them. They loved the new hats.

Soon after lunch, | heard the rumbling sound of an
approaching truck. Everyone cheered as the truck dra¥eatup
was the deliveryrtick carrying the spools of cable. Within
minutes, several of the men were helping the driver back the
truck down the hill towards the construction area. The truck
was stopped just short tifelarge pile of gravel. It appeared the
planwas to allow eachp®ol to freefall the four feet from the
back of the truck onto the ground, with the pile of gravel to act
as a stop for the rolling spool.

After the driver had fully opened the rollup door, several of

the men jumped into the back and started trying toentme of

the spools. They couldndét; the

short pieces of cut | umber nai

the driver used his hammer to remove those pieces, the men

slowly rolled the first spool of cable to the back of thekruc
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With one final push, the spool fell from the truck and slammed
to the ground, causing the earth to tremble underneath my feet.
They unloaded the second spool in a similar manner.

Each spool of cable was so heavy that when it landed on the
ground,it only rolleda few feet. We were fortunate that the
woodenspools appeared to have been stored inside of a
warehouse, since they were both in great condition. Otherwise,
when the spool hit the ground, it would hdrekenapart,
making a giant mess. As heawythey were, | was really just

thankful no one had gotten hurt unloading them.

While everyone marveled at how large the cables were, |
got my gloves, hammer and screwdriver from my backpack. |
went to the spool with the 10 cabl e
men, pushed the spool onto its side
end, | showed Carlos where to place his foot on the cable. | was

merely being cautious of the endos

how tight the cable had been wrapped around the spoet. éft



littl e effort, I pried free t

to the spool. | motioned for Carlos to slowly remove his foot

from the cable. To my surprise,

h e

then went and removed the staple

It was still early in the afternoon, so | made the decision to

pull the 10 cable off the spool

cable, which meant unwinding the cable from around the spool
and in the same motion, pulling it up and over the top of the
spod at the back. As | grabbed
immediately realized it was very stiff, greasy, and really heavy.

Once | had several meters of the cable unspooled, all of the
other men started grabbing onto the greasy cable, some using
the availablggloves and others using torn paper from the
cement bags. At first, they spaced themselves too closely
together, but after realizing the heaviness of the steel cable,
spread out more. This made it easier for everyone to carry as
the train of men slowly wkkd the cable up the hill towards the
road.

After eachturn, | hollered for the men to pull. Often they
would pull too much, so Santos and | would have to grab and
pull the whole run of cable back towards the spool so that |
could gain enough slack to urmsp another turn of the cable.
After almost thirty minutes, | had to stop. At that moment |
remember thinkingThis is more physically demanding than
carrying stones.

Since we had stopped for a break, Carlos walked down the

hill to where | was sitting, takg a drink of lukewarm water

h ol
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andeating a snack. He was holditigetape measure and
pointed back at the cable lying on the ground. | took one more
drink of water and we both walked over to the cable. Santos
came over to see what we were doing. | gavedSahe end of
the tape and pointed ug@ientohe hil |l , t
veintey dos metrops0 whi ch I22metesdrd0Des t o
feet. (Note: It was 21feet between the lage tiers and an
average of 43eet down each approach ramp to the eabl
anchor, with another 50 feet needed to wrap the cable around
each anchor.)
Once | saw Santos had stopped walking, | looked down and
read the tape measdrét was about 87 meters, or 285 feet. By
the exhausted | ooks already on ever
we had enough help to even get this first 122 meters of cable
pull ed out. But mor enhowmughbelpt ant | vy, I
we were going to need tomorrow to pull each cablesscthe
river and up the twentfoot cliff on the other side. To me, these
cables were going to be the ultimate test for these two
communities.
Taking my position back at the cable spool, | watched as all
of the men resumed their position along ¢able. We worked
for another fifteemminutes before stopping to-measure the
length of the cable. This tim& measured 120 meters, meaning
only a couple of more turns were needed . . . for thisrfirsof
cable. However, two more 128eter pulls were needed from

this spool, since the bridge design



cable® one for each handrail and one in the center of the
walking platform.

We pulled a little extra cable from the spool before we
recheckedhe measurement. We made suretéipemeasure
was placed directly beside the cable for its entire length. Once
we were canfortable with the 122neter mark, we prepared the
cable for cutting. Thankfully, Milosz had included cable cutting
instructions in his @nail sent a few days before | left. After
reading over them,Had goneand purchased a pair of cutting
pliers and amall roll of steel tie wire.

Per Milosz0s instructions, |l cut
and wrapped it once around the cable, then tightly twisted the
ends together with my pliers. Since | had a full roll, | installed
two pieces of tie wire on each sidf the cut mark, just in case
one broke during the cutting ofthecable wasndét taking an
chances of the cable fraying after it was cut.

Satisfied | had installed the tie wires correctly, | got the
hacksaw and installed one of the new blades. Stadiegw on
the steel cable, | noticed the blade was merely making a scratch.
| tried again, this time putting more pressure on the saw. After
several additional strokes, | looked again at the éatiés
apparently was not going to work.

Santos tapped me adne shoulder and indicated for me to
follow him up to the small house. Once inside the house, he
reached into a fivgallon bucket and brought out a small
electric side grinder and a pair of gloves. Thinking back, Milosz

had mentioned in hismail somethng about cutting the cable



with a side grinder. The only problem was, this house had no
electricity.

Santos read the question mark on my face and did a great
job in conveying that thAlcaldiawould be bringing a
generator tomorrow morning. In fact, after r evi ewed Mi | 0s zC
e-mail on my phone, hikad included thiit of information
But an immediate problem | now saw was that the cutting disk
on the grindewasreallyworn and t here werenodt any
disks in the bucket. Solving one problem always seemészhd
to another.

With the question of how we were going to cut the steel
cable now answered, Santos and | went back erevtihe other
men weranvaiting. | signaled for everyone to come baakd
startdraggingouteaeun of the 7/ 80 ndabl e. I k n
cut the cableuntil we got the generator, but | wanted to take
full advantage of the number of men who were now helping.
After finishing this backbreaking w
many would return to help with the cables tomorrow.

| grabbedthe abl eds end, quickly unspool
and handed the end to the man standing closesttble took
hold of it andstarted walking up the hill. As fast as | could
unspool the cablehere was a man standing in front of me,
ready to grab hold andoyit.l t wasndét | ong before
was helping carry the cable. Even the younger teenagers were
starting to help.

Each time | would unspool this smaller diameter cable, it
kept trying to kink in front of the spool. Banking on my utility



experience, inotioned for everyone tontwist the cableas they
pulled it This action would prevent the cable from kinking, or
tying itself into dotiksnwould When t he
grab the cable as a kink tried to form and force the cable to
untwist.
At somepoint, | became exhausted and let a younger man
take over the unspooling of the cable. | grabbed my bottled
water and sat down near the cable spool, watching to make sure
he was observing the cable as the men pulled it. The next
moment | heard him holleto the others. | looked up and saw
the kink in the cabl e. At pumped to
but | was one second too late. There were so many men
carrying and pulling on the cable that they actually pulled the
steel cabldgithroughb the kink, whichmeans the cable had
straightenedtself back out. And no, . this isnota good thing.
| showed the two men closest to the cable spool the
irreversible damage caused by the kink, a direct result of not
untwisting the cable as it was unspooled. There nzdking to
do except finish pulling out the cable until they reached the end
of the 10 cabl e, whikohthewextul d si gni f
twenty minutes, | unspooled the cable, letting the men make a
small pull, and at the same time watching for any &ittiat
would try to form.
The unspoolingofthé / 8 0 c a b | emoatherrabdamu c h s
little bit faster.But after standing in one spot for so long, |
could hardly manage to walk. Not only that, my arms felt like
spaghetti. Fortunately, the work was donetl@ day.



Before | eaving, | went and inspec:
had kinked. The cable was badly damagetk of the small
steel strands of the cable had actually broken in two. The cable
would have to be cut before this damaged area, which meant the
remaining portion would be scrapped. So much effort and time
wasted because of my inattention and inability to fully

communicate with these men.

Later, at Danil ods auntodés restaur .
| was physically exhausted beyond what mgybad ever
experienced. Not only that, having to tell those men tomorrow
that a portion of the cable we unspooled would be scrapped.
What would they think about that? And with so much effort
required just to unspool the cable, how would we pull the

cablesup thatrock walld whichwas basically a vertical cliff?



As | finished eating what | could of the baked chicken, rice,
and beans, | thought about Milosz. He knew how physically
demanding the unspooling of those heavy steel cables would
be. When pullingltem across the river, he alsaw the obstacle
of therock wall. Maybe this was his litmus test for me . . . to
see if | was up for the challenge. If that was it, he had won. This
work was too demanding for even me.
That night in bed, | typed Cynthia a she-mail. | told her
that handling the steel cables was extremely physically
demanding work, beyond what | weapable of doingand |
was ready to quit and come home. And the thought of when |
tell people the story of the ten edellar billsd of how God
was there at a simple car wash fundraiser; what would | tell
them when they asked i f | had ever
bridge site in Nicaragua? My answer
Even though | knew beyond any doubt | was called by God to
build this brdge, | had never experienced anything that | could
honestly say AnGod did that.o
|l didndét get a reply from Cynthia
morning. Heremai | message was very direct,

canod6t quit . : .y 0o W\l lghoght, me t oo f a



at least my wife believes | can build thisbridBeut s he di dnodt
have any idea of the physical condition of my body. | was well
rested, but still really sore. There was simply no way | could
work another day handling those heavy steel cables.
As | cantinued to lie in bed, thinking of my options, | said a
short prayer, ALord, Youdbve brought
ready to give up. What do You want me to do? | need an
answer . 0 Thenehds &y-mdilfitwas@td ee
least comforting to ikow shebelieved in me.
| reached for the bodRuild a Bridge and Get Over Ii!
still had the last chapter to read and thought, | 6 m goi ng home
today, | might as well be able to say that | had finished
somethingStrangely, the boakark was still markig Chapter
7. | quickly turned the pages to the beginning of Chapter 8 and
stopped and stared i n al most disbel
was stunned, for right there before my veygs, the answer to
my prayerd DONOG T QU I I'knowwatidut a doubt tki
was Goddés answer to my prayer. Not
provided me the motivation | needed with the last statement in
the book, AThe bridge of perseveran

but the most rewarding to cross. o



CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN

GOD MOVED

D o nqgbit now.With that answen started thinking of a way to
get those cables up that twetfitpt rock wall. But with only a
handful of tools and resources available at the bridge site, was
there a simple solution?
Then | remembered the rope | had broughgdcure the
cables. | could tie a small rock on one end and throw it over the
edge. The men at the bottom would tie the rope around the
cable; and then a few other men and | would pull the cable to
the top of the cliff. In my minghis seemed like it wdd work.
At the bridge site | was relieved to see most of the men had
returned to help. | had already seen a few of the other men
standing along the roadside with their canisters of fresh milk,
waiting for the truck to come by and collect it. Though these
two communities needed a bridge, they still had to do what was
necessary to provide for their families each day.
The first thing | did that morning was place a pieceeof
flagging tape around the damaged ar
would be thefirst@lce t o be cut, because | wa
chances of this damaged section getting pulled athessver.
Unfortunately, | knew this meant th

the 7/ 80 cable | eft for al | t he nee



Still waiting on the generatorwent to the small house and
retrieved the grinder, leather gloves, face shield, and small roll
of tie wire. | walked back to where the damaged piece of cable
needed to be cut. | cut and wrapped a small piece of the tie wire
around the cable, then tightiwisted the ends together with my
pliers. Just |i ke on the 10 cabl e,
on each side of the cut mark.
It wasno6ét | ong before the truck c
arrived. | was glad to see the generator was equipped with
wheelson one end, since | Kknew there w
cords readily available. The only problem with the generator
was that it apparently didndot get wu
woul dndét crank. | stood back as sev
Santos and Chus, worked on it. After about thirty minutes of
them tinkering with the carburetor and spark plug, it finally
cranked. We let it continue to run while we maneuvered it down
the hill to the cable.
Being in a developing country, [
these men had ever used a side grinder. | knew this type of
grinder, with its thin rotating cutting disk, is a power tool that
deserved its rightful respect. One slip while cutting and you
could easily come up missing a finger or two. Being the safety
coordnator at the electric company, | knew to don all of the
necessary safety equipment, including wearing a long sleeve
shirt, leather gloves, and face shield to protect myself from the

hot sparks created as the cable was being cut.



| placed a small piece ofamd under the cable, lifting it
slightly off the ground. | signaled for two men to stand on each
sideof the cut mark and placef@ot on the cabl& to keep the
cable from moving while it was being cut. With the preparation
work completed, | plugged in tlgginder. | flipped on the
generatoroés circuit breaker and sl o
| arge trigger. | wasnbét surprised t
like the one | used at home, with its thin cutting disk spinning at
several thousand revolutions peinote.
| carefully turned the grinder sideways and placed the
rotating disk on the cut mark. As | watched the spinning disk
eating its way through the 7/ 80 ste

not only glowed bright red, but got a lot smaller too. As |

finishedt he cut , I |l et go of the grindei
the sunlight. Everyone who saw it immediately began laughing.

Now | knew what my dad meant when h
the tool do the work, o because only

remained onhte disk. | had obviously rushed the cut.
While the other men were pulling the generator and
carrying the tools down the hill to the cable spools, Santos and |
went back to the small house to look one more time for extra
cutting disks. To our dismay, welstl didndét find any. 1
thought,What are the chances of finding these small cutting
disks in a town of a third world countryguilding a bridge in a
developing countryl had already learned to be resourceful, but
the side grinder was the only way Iasto cut these large

diameter steel cables.



Walking down the hilll noticed the men had already
unspool ed mo ble Calds showed mertlie8ed ¢ a
flagging tape he had placed on the cable at the 122 meter mark.
This made me remember thattheBadgg t o Pr osperityos
objective and the main purpose for me coming and helping
build this bridge was to show and train these commugittes
make the building of these bridges sustainable. So thisltime
placed and twisted two tie wires on one side efdht mark,
and let Carlos install the other two. As Carlos was making the
final twist on his last tie, it broke. This was obviously the
training part, or trial and error, since | had brokdavamyself
With the 7/ 80 cable mmaw prepared
time to make the second cut of the day. Carlos again had to pull
on the rope several times before the generator would crank, but
once it did, it idled smoothly. | put on the gloves and face
shield, and began cuttingt i nto the
much slower, trying to preserve what cutting surface was left on
the disk.
We then repeated the same cutting preparation steps for the
10 cable. As |1 finished cutting the
last cut to be made with that disk. With no esg@ment disks
available for cutting the remaining cables, our work was
eventually going to come to a standstill. At that momant
gentleman in a uniformed shirt rode up on a motorcycle and
started talking with Santos. From what | could understand from
theconversation, he wanted to make sure we were satisfied

with the generator. Then Santos pointed at me.



As the man approached me, | immediately recognized the
insignia on his shi@& he worked for thélcaldia Milosz had
stated in an-enail that officials fom theAlcaldiahad on
several occasions met with the communities, trying to
encourage them to continue wor ki
surprised by thélcaldiad svolvement, since | believed they

knew if the communities failed to complete this bridgent my

church probably wouldndét provide

one. In actuality, | knew if the communities failed to complete
this bridge, then | would have a really difficult time raising the
funds for another bridge. The successful completiohisffirst
bridge was going to be a wimin for everyone involved.

After exchanging names and a handshake, | showed him the

grindero6s worn out cutting disk.

(what would have taken me a lot longer to ask) if he would go
and purchas more cutting disks. He gave a positive response
and a smile. Now the only problem | saw was in how to remove
the worn out disk from the grinder.

The cutting disk is held firmly in place by a large, flat nut
which has four narrow, equally spaced slotgiéw the only
way to loosen and remove that nut was by placing a small blunt
object, such as a common scrkiver, at the edge of one of
those slots. Lightly tapping on the screwdriver with a hammer
would cause the large nut to slowly rotate and looséwialg
the removal of the disk. On my tridsalways brought a
hammer but never saw the need for bringing a screwdriver,

until now.
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| went and began searching through my backpack, hoping
by chance to find something that could be used in lieu of a
screwdrv e r . | coul dndét find anything 1t
Then | glanced over at the clear snack container and
remembered what the security officer had found at the
airport . . . aenter punchl smiled widely as | walked over and
picked up the conimer, removed thed, and pulled out the
center punch
It only tooka couple of taps on thmunch before the nut
broke free. | quickly removed the nut and the cutting disk from
the grinder. | wrapped the disk in a napkin before | handed it to
thegentlema, t el ICuatrgy O h iounQi$i,O was hi s
reply, holding out his hand to indicate he needed money. |
reached and took out my wallet and
have any Nicaraguan money to give him. There were a few
American dollar bills, butlkew t hey woul dndét be en
purchase even one disk.
Though | had never met this man before, | reached into my
wallet and took out a brand new, one hunettetlar bill. The
look of amazement on his face was priceless as | handed the bill
to him. This wagprobably more than he normally made in a
week at his job. Still, | had complete trust and faith that he
would return before lunch with thedr cutting disks and my
change.
Putting those thoughts asidépok my position in front of
t he 7/ 80 audatédd the reupine of lunspooling and

watching for any kinks that tried to form. When the men finally



stopped pulling, | knew they had to be close to where they had
stopped with the other cables. | quickly looked up and at that
moment became a littleght-headed. | could see that Carlos

was waitingup the hillwith the tape measure, but | was too
exhausted to even take two steps. | paused for a moment, then
leaned and placed my head down on the cable spool. | closed
my eyes, trying to physically dig dper . . . trying to muster
another ounce of strength.

The next thing | remember was being startled by the
crashing sound of a plastic bag that dropped on the spool near
my head. | opened my eyes enough to tell the bag contained the
four cutting disks thatve desperately needed. | quickly looked
up and saw the gentleman from #ealdiasmiling while
holding a wad of bills. | stood up straight and held out my hand,
listening as he counted each bill . . . then the coins. Honestly, at
t hat mo me nhave told yoa ib he badennde bback the
right amount of change or not. | smiled and stuffed the money
i n my pantsodé6 pocket, because
was no reason for him to try and keep any of the money, since
he already knew how muchofoywn t i me and my
money had been given to his people and this project.

| looked over and noticed that one of the men had already
placed a new disk on the shaft of the grinder. He had apparently
watched me remove the old disk that morning. | watcseke
finished tightening the large nut using the hammer and center

punch. He actually did a good job in tightening the nut.

i n my

churc



After he handed me the grinder I tried to give the new disk
a test spin, but it wouldnoét turn.
size | turned the grinder over and saw he had simply installed
the disk upside down. An innocent mistake, but one that could
have damaged the grinderds motor wh
the hammer and punch and removed the disk, flipped it over,
and reinstdled it. This time, the disk spun freely. | made sure
Carlos was watching me correctly install and check the disk,
since he would probably be doing the next one.

After preparingthd / 80 cabl e to be cut, | st
the 10 cabl e shegaotheuaspodlingppnce again
process. Thankfully, more men had now shown up to help with
this heavier cable. Once the signal was given to stop pulling,
the cable was measured and marked at 122 meters. This time, |
let Carlos prepare the cable for cutting. He aefitly

demonstrated that he knew what he was doing.




When Carlos had finished, he placed a piece of wood under
the cable and had two guys stand on the cable. He cranked the
generator and plugged the grinder s
outlet. He put on theate shield and made a slow, smooth cut
t hrough the 106 c abdthersidebfitren he moved
generatorand ut t he 7/ 80 cabl e.
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With all thecables now cut, we started the unspooling of
t he remai ni ktgwo étheBmen mandgé the. I
unspmling of the cable. There were only a few wraps of cable
left on the spool when | grabbed the cable to help pull it up the
hill. Once all the cable was pulled off the spool, | hollered,
fAlto! 0 signaling for everyone to stop
somethngd a welded cable splice. | reluctantly took a picture
and emailed it to Milosz, all the time knowing a length of cable
with any type of splice couldndot be
bridge.



A

Then something totally unexpected happénédegan to

pour downrain. Everyone scrambled for the little shelter
available underneath the trees. | ran and grabbed my backpack,
then took refuge in the empty cable spool. As it continued to
rain, | noticed Santos, Gary, and the gentleman from the

Alcaldiaall standing agaist the bridge tiets which offered

them no shelter. They were standing there getting soaking wet.

e R YE T TRE
X :

Suddenly, something moved on the opposite side of the
cable spool. | slowly peeked around the center of the wooden

spool, expecting to see a man contorttbeemewhat like me.



Instead | came fae®-face with . . . A DOG! | let out a screech,
but the dog didndt move. | | aughed,
the best dog house he had ever bednane where he actually
di dndét get wet inside.
As | repositioned myskto avoid the water starting to drip
from the top of the cable spool, | looked over at the men who
were still standing against the bridge tiers. Now getting wetter
from the blowing rain, | remembered the poncho jn m
backpack. Finding the poncho, | thdiidor a moment . . . then
ran and gave it to the gentleman from &lealdia After all, it
was theAlcaldiawho had sent the air conditioned truck to pick
me up at the airport and provided the generator.
The rain lasted well over thirty minutes befoneafiy
tapering off. | quickly tied a piece of red flagging tape to mark
each cabl ebs center and placed a de
tape oreach of the ends. The flagging tape at the center was so
that the excess cable for the cattehors could be dided
equally between the two sides without having to guess.
Now turning my attention badk the cables, | knew wead
t wo 7/ 8d 0a mstndt tvaweoready to be pulled across
the river. Getting the attention of Santos and Gary, | pointed to
the caltes and then to the other side of the river. Gary, the
Patastule community | eader, stood a
yelled for everyone to grab hold of it. | watched as each man
picked up the huge cable and slowly started walking it down the

steep bankowards the river.



They didndt stop at the river, bu
stopped on the otherde at the bottom of the twentgot cliff.

A few of the men stood in the middle of the river, keeping the
cable out of the water. The river at thisdtion was only about
fifteen feet across and maybe three feet deep. Thankiiody
winter rains had not yet poured down in this region of the
mountains.

Seeing the men stop at the bottom of the rock wall, | hurried
to my backpack. | quickly took out seaépieces of the rope
and ran across the large stones in the river to the other side. |
picked up a small stone, tied it on the end of the rope, and
slowly lowered it over the edge of the cliff. Once the rope
reached the men below one man grabbed it, vechthe stone,
and tied the rope around the cable. Then he signaled for me to
start pulling the rope back.

With more men now helping pull t h
wall, | walked around the bridge tiers and located a tree to affix
the cable. | wrapped a e of rope around a tree and tied
several knots to secure it. As the men were carrying the cable
towards me, | made one haaodff type hitch and placed it over
the end of the cable. | motioned for them to keep pulling as |
quickly placed two more hitchesidhe cable.

No sooner was the 10 cable secur e
starting hoisting up the 7/ 80 cabl e
Carlos that this cable needed to be brought to thefttpe
bridge tiers and takdmetween the cable towers. The men then



followed me down the approach ramp to the cable anchor,
which at this point was a tdnot hole in the ground.

We needed to secure this walkway cable to one of the trees
behind the cable anchor. The only problem with accessing these
trees was thatthe anchore avati ondés spoil pil
mound of shale rock, lay between the excavation and the trees. |
placed three handuff hitches on the cable and threw the rope
across the excavation to Carlos. Standing on the rocks, Carlos
reached and tied the rope ardumtree. Although it was the
largest tree he could reach, | knew it would easily pull over
when the cable was pulled tight from the other side.

| carefully crept down the backside of the mound of rock,
but still slipped and slid most of the way. | stoppéthe
bottom of the largest tree. With the other men pulling on the
cable, Carlos untied the rope from the tree and slung it towards
me. | grabbed the rope and secured it at the bottom of a larger
tree. With both cables now secured, everyone went tothes
side to secure the other ends.

On this side of the river there was only one tree in the
hayfield behind the cable anchexcavation Though the tree
was over fifty feet away, it veaperfectly inline with the
approach ramp. | wrapped a longer pieteope around the tree
and tied several knots to secure it, then waited for the cable.

|l got excited as the first two
emerged at the top of the bridge tiers. | could already tell they
were struggling with the cable as they begatking down the

approach ramp wall. With the help of five others, the cable was

me



carried around the anchor excavation and towards the tree
where Santos and | were waiting with the rope.

When the tension on the cable became too great for them to
pull any mae, the men stopped. The cable was almost within
my reach. At that moment s h oUnt .e .dDos . fii. Treso
and they pulled the cable another meter. Santos and | hurriedly
slipped one hitch on the end of the cable. Then | helplessly
watched as the b&e began slipping back through the single
hitch. We simply had to pull more cable across.

With a | ook of despelreati on | shout
Tred 0 | |l et Santos hold the rope so
the men pull. Thistimd cr i &NO .o DO®S ...ATRESO
With all nine of us pulling as one, the cable moved just enough
to allow Santos to place two more hitches around it. Everyone
relaxed for a moment.

Then we pulled and routed the 10
tiers, securingittothesam t ree. Thi s 10 cabl e wa
bri dgeds handr ai l cables and woul d
cable tower. With both cables now sagging high above the
river, everyone took a well deserved break.

During the break, Carwass noticed
slowly slipping through the three hitches. He pointed to the
cable, indicating to me that it was very greasy. | had a small roll
of electrical tape in my pocket, so | tightly wrapped a piece in
front of each hitch. The cable stopped moving. Then Carlos

frantically pointed to the cables on the other side of the river



and immediately grabbed the tape from my hand. | knew
exactly what he was going to do.
Standing between the cable towers, | was relieved to see
Carlos as he emerged from behind thesfdebridge tiers. The
hitches placed on those cables seemed to be holding, but I felt
more at ease with the wraps of tape on them. | stood for another
minute and watched the other men looking at the two cables
sagging across the river. | could tell they wexeited at what
theyhad accomplished.
| broke the silence with, MfAHey
was an enjoyable momefar everyone, we still had twmore
runs of cable to pull across the rivé¥e spent the next hour
pulling theremaining7 / 8 0 alled acfoss the river and
securing them with additional pieces of rope. Unfortunately
t here wasndt enough of the 10 cabl e
full pull, so the day ended with only four cables being pulled

acrosghe river.




On Wednesdaywe waked on cutting the walking planks to
the proper length. Everyone took a turn using the wooden
handled handsaw, which had a large flimsy cutting blade like
the one | inherited from my grandfather. Though | hated using
that sawl| made sure to take my fahare of turns with this

one, since there were well over a hundred boards to be cut.

That afternoonMilosz came to the bridge site to inspect
our progress. He surprised me with the bridge plaques he had
made in El Salvadér one in Spanish to place on thedge and
one in English to display in my church. The golden metal
plaques with black engraved lettering were absolutely beautiful
in the bright sunshine. | read and reflected upon each name, but

stopped to point out Orlandods name



After Milosz had finished inspecting the cables, he dictated
a long tedo list to me. The main task was to cut a thinieter
roll of tubing into six smaller pieces, then wrap and tie each
piece aroundtheneari de anchor 6s rebar cage.
the rebar cagmto the excavation, each cable would be pushed
through a tube and temporarily secured back to itself using a
few cable clamps. All the materials we would need were stored
inside the house at the top of the hill.

Before | could ask any questigidilosz handed me a long
nylon lifting sling from the back of his SUV. I listened
carefully as he explained that the sling was to be placed around
the cable towers to hold the tension of the cables while the ends
were untied and fed through the tubes. When | abkadow |

was to attach the cables to the sling sarcastically replied,

AFigure it out, Thomas. 0
Then Milosz brought out a familiar looking tool and asked,
ADo you think you can use this?O0



fromhiml emphati calbley i ®@wvseweroe d, Tile t
a small handheld winch, commonly known as a caioag. |
remembered as a kid watching my dad use one to tighten the
chain Iink fence around the garden
exactly sure how | was going to use it to attachctitdes to the
sling, but knew it could pull and tension each cable. It was now
getting late and Milosz needed to leave, so we carried and
locked everything inside the house.
We worked all Thursday morning cutting and securing the
tubes around the rebarge After lunchwe maneuvered the
cage into the excavation behind the approach ramp. This job
ended up being much more difficult than it first appeared due to
having to cut away the excess lengths of rebar on both ends
with a hacksaw. Once the cage wasasgly in place and at the
correct angle, the twelve flexible tubing ends flared out of the

anchor excavation like the tentacles of an octopugkiiaimed

it the Acondauidt tmokstaemqui ck pictur e

only accomplishment for that day.




Friday morning at breakfadt checked o-doer Mi

list and read the last two items. The first remaining task was to
attach the cables to the nylon sling so the ropes could be untied
from the cables. The last task was to push each cable through a
tube and secure the end of the cable with the cable clamps. |
meticulously thought through the steps of each task and
anything | needed to purchase.

Right off, | knew from my underground cable pulling
experience at the electric company that coating thieciingple
of feet of the cable with a lubricant would make it easier to
push through the tube. So before leaving | walkegkto the
small store located on the opposite street corner.

Inside the store reminded me a lot of the old pharmacy that
once operatkon the street corner in the part of my hometown
known as Flopeye, but much smaller and a lot less convenient.
It seemed that almost every item in this pharmacy was either
behind the counter or in a glass display case. Behind the
countersthere was shangw, soap, hair products, diapers,
toothpaste, and other baby care items, but nothing like
petroleum jelly. The mob of people made it very difficult to
peer into the display cases, but | looked the best | could twice.

| slowly walked outside to meet my ridBefore mounting

the motorcycle, | decided to walk back into the store to take one

| ast | ook. Mo s t of the nAstandi

dispersed, allowing me to get a closer look at the items in the
display cases. Scanning over every product, mg gyew

wider when they spotted the small jars of petroleum jelly.
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Arriving at the bridge sitd was encouraged at what | saw.
Instead of sitting and waiting for me to tell them what to do, the
men and women of the community were already busy cutting
the boards for the walking planks. | took a few pictures and
then showed Carlos and Santos the proper way to stack the
boards to prevent them from warping, knowing they would be
sitting out in the weather for at least another month.

Turning my attention to theeal work that needed to get
done today, | walked down and stepped over the approach wall
to devise the best method of getting the cables fed through the
tubes. Carlos walked back towards the tree, stopping where the
ropes were tied to the cables. Whemt @ him he already had
out his pocket knife ready to cut the rope from one of the
cables. Though this would be the easiest way, | politely
discouraged him because | knew that today with only seven
men, counting ourselves, pulling and tensioning theeclaaatk
across the river would be nearly impossible.

| went and stood in front of the bridge tiers and looked up at
the three walkway cables lying between the cable towers. The
fourth cable, designated as a handrail cable, was still lying on
the ground bede the tiers. Santos soon returned with the eome
along and nylon sling from the house. | took the sling and
pointed to the cable towers. | watched as two men climbed up
the tiers and placed the sling over the towers. The sling fully
encircledbothtowers.l grabbed the comalong and snapped
its stationary hook onto the sling, let out about a foadtsadteel

cable,and heldsc abl e hook up besi de

t

h e



| watched as Carlos took a short piece of rebar and bent it
into the shape ofahoodMe hel d t he rebar hook wup
cable to show me his idea of attaching it to the cable. This was
an excellent idea. | took and held the hook against the cable
while Carlos attached it with several pieces of the steel tie wire.
With the hook now seced to the cable, | stretched and

snappedthecorm®| ongoés cabl e hook onto it.
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Then | helped Carlos make a second hook from the rebar
which we attached to the cable at a point about a foot from the
sling. My idea was to pull a little more cable acrosthwthe
comealong so that this second hook could be placed over the
nylon sling. Once we removed the cealeng, the sling would
then be holding the full tension of the cable like we needed.
|l slowly started winching the 7/ 8
the comealong. Each time after fully pulling the handle
towards me, | would pointtothecormel ongo6s mechani cal

brake, or ratchet lever, indicating | was making sure it was fully



engaged before releasing and moving the handle back to the

forward position. | knewhe importance of that lever being

fully engaged after each pull, and the consequences if the

handl e was r elddesomedlormmwalldi t wasnot
uncontrollably unwind a portion or even all of its cable.

After several repetitions with the coraéong, Icould
already tell we had attached the second hook too far down on
the cable. Regardless of that fddtept pulling the handle back,
checking the ratchet lever, releasing the handle forward, and
then pulling it back again. This was danger@umsl | becene a
little uneasy because | knew the small ceateng was now
transferring several tons of force between the rebar hook and
the nylon sling.

The second hook was now almost touching the sling and
with one more pull . .POW!The distinctive sound of a k&
being fired caused everyone to immediately look up and across
the river to where the sound originated. At that moment
everyone saw the 7/ 8sidebrdgel e sl i di ng
tier, and finally the end of the cable as it plummeted ddf th
cliff & landing on the rocks below.

For a moment everyone just stood there in astonishment, no
one wanting to believe what they had just witnessed. It became
apparent that the rifle sound we heard was actually thegpél
rope, stretched to almost its breakingmpfinally slipping off
the end of the cable and instantly recoiling.

Then | saw something incredible . . . one of the men had

already made it across the river and was starting to climb the



near vertical rock wall. He had the end of the cable in one hand
and was somehow finding footholds and grabbing onto every
vine that he could, pulling himself up that wall like a spider.

Some of the men ran and started helping him by pushing the
cable up the wall, while others were now standing on top of the
cliff waiting to grab the end of the cable. They were like a well
trained army, following their commander. But who was the man
scaling the wall? I quickly went down to the river to get a closer
look.

It was Gary, the Patastule community leader, now leading
his peoplan battle. He had probably seen too many people
over his lifetime drown in that river. And then knowing his
friend, Orlando, was the most recent victim. Gary knew that
completing this bridge would forever end that cycle of tragedy
for his people. He wasetermined to win the war.

Once they had reecured the cable, everyone came back
across to help with the next one. Carlos and | first inspected
how the cables were tied off with the rope. We immediately
noticed that even with three handff hitches and t# added
pieces of tape, the cables were still creeping back through. The
large cables sagging across the river were not only heavy and
greasy, but also under a ittension.

Carlos then demonstrated to me an idea of using the steel tie
wire to better saae the rope to the cable. | nodded my head in
agreement. He hurriedly went and got the reel of tie wire and
the pliers. | watched as he wrapped and tightly twisted a small

piece of the tie wire in front of each haadiff hitch.



After Carlos finished appigg the three wraps of tie wire to
each cable, he pointed towardsthedar de br iSdi ge ti ers. i
was my immediate response to him. He left with a few of the
others following close behind. Once they returvesl
completed winching and attaching the secénd8 6 wal kway
cable to the sling. Attaching the second cable went a lot faster
because we had solved all of the pitfalls encountered with the
first cable.
The 10 wal kway cable and the 10 h;
remained to be worked. With rain now threatenirnwelped
Carl os quickly secure the two rebar
cable. This was the last cable | wanted to get attached to the
sling because | needed to gefiew ofthe cables pulled through
the ducts so | could show Santos and Carlos how to gyoper
install the cable clamps.
Since this was my last daylet Carlos operate the come
along for this cable. | showed him the ratchet lever and how to
properly release the handle and move it back forévand
position for the next pull. After he completedauple of
pulling sequences with my instructions, | stepped back to let

him complete the next pulling sequence on his own.



Carlos pulled the coma | o mandiestowards him very
slowly and then inspected the ratchet lever before releasing and
moving thehandle back to the forward position. But his next
pull was very quick and deliberatnd without checking to
make sure the ratchet lever was fully engaged, he released the
handle to move back forward. He quickly jumped back, letting
go of the handle as¢ihcomealong uncontrollably unspooled
over a foot of its cable. | again pointed to the ratchet lever.

It was now getting lateso | grabbed the handle and began
rapidly operating the coraglong, not stopping to give Carlos
anymore instructions. | quicklyompleted several more pulling
sequences with the coradong. As the men were struggling to
get the second rebar hook placed on the slingPOW!The
sound was unmistakable. Everyone briefly stopped and looked
across the river tableslowlysidtngs t he 10
over the bridge tier. At that momemte all seemingly lowered

our heads in defeat.



