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Nov 15

8:30, 10, 11:30

Peoples Church

Salem OR

503-304-4000

22

9:30 a.m.

Jubilee Worship Center

St Cloud MN

320-202-0540

Dec 6

10 a.m.

New Life Tabernacle

Petersburg MI

734-279-2161

27

10:15 a.m.

Central Christian Assembly

Baltimore MD

410-687-0040

Plainview TX

806-296-7158

Jan 3
Jan 10

PENDING
9, 10:50 a.m.

Harvest Christian Fellowship

On April 16, 1987, at about 7 p.m., Iraqi military jets
bombed the Kurdish villages of Balesan, Sheikh Wasan,
and Dollymalaka, because the three neighboring towns had
resisted “Baathication,” membership in Saddam Hussein’s
Baath political party. “The bombs exploded above the
ground,” a local leader explained to Dr. Terry Law and me
when we visited there during my rst mission to Iraq.
“They exploded softly,” he said, “and then there was a
sickening sweet smell and suddenly people were screaming
that they couldn't see.”

These people’s lives were dened by death; every day of
their lives they were dying again. Suddenly our mission was
far more than relief; it was resurrection.
And then it began: As the smiling kids led by, we glanced
at feet and picked shoes a little on the large side, pink trim
for girls and blue for boys. Our assistants kept the line
moving, and we worked fast. Then, after 20 minutes, we
handed the job over to two pastors from the Kurdzman
church in Irbil, climbed into our van and left the scene.
“Why?” I asked, a little puzzled. “When it’s over, they’ll
invite those pastors to stay for supper,” explained one of
our guys. “It’s the rst step towards our goal of planting a
church here.”

Saddam’s jets had dropped dispersal bombs containing
cyanide and sarin gas. Dozens of people fell dead in the
streets, their eyes dissolved in their sockets. Yet the worst
was still coming. That night, as residents who had ed into
Within a few months, that goal had been realized. Balesan
hillside caves were coming back home, military choppers
now has a worshiping congregation! And in just six years
swooped in and—as if dumping water on a forest re—
since it’s inception, the Kurdzman
drenched the village with sulfuric
Church, based in Irbil, now
acid, burning leaves from crops
numbers more than 3,000 exand esh from bone. By the end
These people’s lives were Muslim believers, making it by far
of the night 255 people—more
defined by death—every the largest such movement of
than a quarter of the local
believers in 1,400 years
population—had died, with
day of their lives they were Christian
of
Islam.
Moreover,
90% of these
hundreds more maimed and
dying
again.
Suddenly
our
converts
came
to
Jesus
because He
injured. The death toll would
revealed
Himself
to
them in a
mission
was
far
more
than
eventually reach 420, including
vision
or
dream.
One
of them, a
one victim who died of related
relief; it was resurrection.
man
named
Habib,
met Jesus
injuries just days before our visit.
while he was lying on the street,
Terry and I went to Balesan to do
dying from a kidnapper’s bullet to
more than learn, of course. We were literally getting a foot
his temple. In his vision, the Lord told him, “You’re not
in the door for the Gospel, thanks to “Shoes that Save,” an
going to die, Habib. My name is Isa (Jesus), and I am saving
ingenious program that starts with distribution of tennis
your life so you can tell people about me.” Habib regained
shoes, backpacks and Arabic-language picture Bibles, and
consciousness in a hospital in Amman, Jordan, not knowing
ends with the planting of an indigenous church.
who had gone to the expense of a medivac to get him there.
His rst order of business was to nd out more about Isa,
Obtaining the blessing of the mayor and local elders came
for Whom he must live from then on.
rst. They welcomed the gifts, including the Bibles, since as
(nominal) Muslims they consider it a holy book. We also
You can read more such adventures in a book that Terry
met with the chief of police, to keep the gift giving from
and I recently coauthored: The Power of Praise and Worship
becoming a riot, and to keep the police on our side. After a
is available directly from Jim Gilbert Ministries, and from
short drive further up the hill, we came to a building much
Amazon.com. Our second book together, The Hope
nicer than all the rest. It was ringed with waiting children,
Habit, will be released in May, 2010.
and at rst I thought it must be the schoolhouse. Then I
saw the large sign over the door: “Hall of Commemoration
zzz
of the Martyrs...”
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Cuba: Two months after arriving home from Iraq, I ew

to Havana, Cuba, and drove 75 miles east along the north
coast to Matanzas. My mission was twofold. I spent the
rst half of the trip teaching my course, “Missiology and
the Biblical Worldview,” at the island’s rst full-time school
of missions. (Think about that: They’re not allowed to
leave Cuba, but had the boldness to start a school of
missions! These folks want to be ready to send the Gospel
when freedom comes.) The students hitchhike from across
the nation every Monday and spend four days studying,
before hitching back home to pastor their congregations
each weekend. Many bring their wives and children with
them, and everyone eats and sleeps in the schoolroom.
Their dedication really made me want to give my all to
them as well, and I’m eager to make
my course a regular part of their
curriculum.
Phase two of the mission took place in
a muddy pasture outside the city,
because there was no building large
enough to accommodate the crowds.
The Matanzas church has planted
more than 1,000 house churches since
1999, and for their annual conference
we met on a gravel lot in the middle of
some pasture land. The rusting, tinroofed meeting spot had wooden
benches for about 500 people, but
close to 1,200 arrived in large covered trucks wearing their
Sunday finest.
We lost electricity minutes before our first meeting was due
to start, and the bishop whispered to me that the
government had opposed the conference and was sending us
a message. But somehow he had generators ready (a
herculean accomplishment in Cuba), and with additional
help from my rental car’s headlights we started the meeting
anyway.
Hurricane Paloma arrived the next day, and while we were
spared the high winds that hit east of us, we still got about 5
inches of rain, turning the path to our meeting place into a
sea of mud. But the crowd just kept growing, and when I
arrived the bishop motioned my tiny, dented Hyundai right
into the “room,” parking me just left of the platform. So, I

z

merely stepped from my driver’s seat to the pulpit, and
poured out my heart and soul in sermons that seemed to
rival the hurricane in intensity.
By 2010, these folks plan to have a congregation planted in
every one of Cuba’s 169 municipalities. At the rate they’re
growing, I would not be surprised to see them numbering
1,300 churches by then.

Bulgaria: In May I conducted my third mission to Sofia,

Bulgaria, where I began at Future & Hope Seminary,
teaching the same missions course I had taught in Cuba.
Actually, I had originally written the course for the
Bulgarian school, so this was a return engagement with a
new class of first-year students.
Later I moved to the opposite side of
Sofia, to teach on the Christian
Worldview at New Generation
Church’s Bible school, following up on
that material in a service with the
whole congregation.
Bulgarians don’t need humanitarian
aid, but they are utterly desperate for a
message of hope. The nation’s 1.1
birthrate is halving their population
every 20 years. I’ll have more to write
about this nation, and my vision for
ministry there, in our next newsletter.
In the meantime, thank you for sending
us! Dolly and I look forward to representing you again in
2010.
nnn
If you would like to read this
newsletter in color, with hyperlinks,
and also receive a sneak peek at Jim’s
next book, “The Hope Habit,” please
send your email address to
jimgilbert@usa.com.
While you’re at it, let us know your
family’s names and birthdays!
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Forty years ago, on June 1, 1969, I
entered full-time ministry as the
youngest member of a team of 13
“musicianaries” called Living Sound.
In an era when drums were nowhere
to be seen on most church platforms,
we had a radical agenda: to blend
contemporary musical styles with a
straightforward Gospel message, not
only here in America, but especially
in other nations, where American pop
music had made a huge impact. Back
then I wondered what I’d be doing in
the year 2000, or after 40 or 50 years.
Now I know: I’m doing exactly what I
was doing then! Dolly and I married
in 1976, and we’ve never looked back.
To date, we’ve ministered in 60
nations, most recently Iraq, Cuba,
and Bulgaria.
We have always lived and spent
conservatively, but there has been a
precipitous decline in Jim Gilbert
Ministries' income this year. Now we
face an immediate, critical need to
significantly increase our regular
support from the current average of
$2,000 per month to an amount that
will enable us to conduct our
missions, operate our very small
office, and collect a livable wage.
I am, of course, a teacher, called to
interpret times and seasons, so that
the Church can act strategically and
effectively, not only to win souls, but
to redeem cultures.! But, in the world
of missions ministry, teaching is not as
concrete as feeding the hungry,
building churches, providing
Dear Jim and Dolly,
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emergency aid, etc. (although without
effective church planters and teachers
such relief efforts are ultimately
pointless). As a result, most people are
quicker to support ministries whose
work can be shown in photos or
measured by statistics.
I’m asking you to consider sending an
immediate contribution to Jim Gilbert
Ministries, and also to pray about
committing to!monthly support.
I have always detested gimmicky
fund-raising letters, with hand-drawn
arrows, underlines, and the like.
However, I am not at all ashamed of
the calling which I have done my best
to fulfill for the past 40 years. Dolly
and I would be honored to represent
you for as many years as I have left on
this earth.
Thank you! And know that Dolly,
Lexi, and I sincerely wish you a
wonderful Thanksgiving, a Merry
Christmas, and a ver y happy,
prosperous New Year.
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As God enables me, my investment with you will be $___________ per month for the next _________ months.
Enclosed is $___________ for ________ Praise books!

$___________ General Ministry Expense

Please make checks payable to: The Nehemiah Project, PO Box 141928, Gainesville FL 32614
All gifts are tax deductible, including amounts in excess of book purchase price.

