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The Bible verse painted on

a wall in Swaziland in Southern Africa captures the spirit
of church member Jennie
Dugan’s World Race. This
summer edition of Intersection
magazine grew to 16 pages
so we could share Jennie’s
Blue Mosque in Istanbul. Photo by James C. Howell.

stirring story in words and

I

to discover, the around-the-

n April, I took a group of pilgrims to Turkey and
saw amazing places where Paul traveled, preached
and was imprisoned. In November, we’ll be back in
the Holy Land – this time with Jewish friends from
Temple Israel. I love showing people things – and I
especially love this lucky photo I took with my handy
15-year-old pocket camera. We were in the Blue
Dr. Jame
Mosque in Istanbul, and I caught everyone looking
s C. How
ell.
Photo b
y
Grace H
up, gawking a little, amazed. My dream is that this
owell.
is what will happen each week in worship, in our classes,
when we love and when we serve: Our attention is drawn upward, toward God,
and some speechless awe comes over us. So whether you travel with me or do it
right here at home: Look. Behold. Be amazed.

photographs. As you’re about
world mission trip opened
her eyes, tested her faith and
rocked her future. When
you’re done, e-mail Jennie at
virginiadugan@gmail.com and
tell her what you think. Also
in Intersection: Celebrating the
Chancel Choir’s trip to Europe,
a word of welcome from our
new Minister of Missions, Rev.
Nathan Arledge, and connecting with youth in these tricky
times. Looking ahead to the
next issue of Intersection due

Dr. James C. Howell
Senior Pastor

out in November: An annual
report of sorts. – Director of
Communications Ken Garfield
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AN ESSAY

Bridging the Great Divide

By Ken Garfield • Photo by Urban Ministry Center

Y

Lunch is served with a smile at Charlotte’s Urban Ministry Center.

A PASSION TO SERVE OTHERS
• Urban Ministry’s reach is inspiring: Some 7,000 people are
helped each year by various programs. In 2014, the soup kitchen
served 98,469 lunches; the poor and homeless were able to do
7,021 loads of free laundry; the Room In The Inn emergency
winter shelter program provided 17,191 beds to 1,329 different
men, women and children. To learn more, and to help, visit
www.urbanministrycenter.org.
• This congregation’s passion to serve springs from the
Answering Our Call strategic plan, which includes eight initiatives:
Growth In Faith, Radical Hospitality, Affordable Housing,
Education, Partnership, Community Building, Stewardship Of
Resources and Urgency. The strategic plan is at www.mpumc.org.

ear after year, members of Myers
Park United Methodist Church
give their money and time to the Urban Ministry Center, that Charlotte’s
poor might know a better life. Since
2012, the church has donated $170,650
– $100,000 of that to expand Moore
Place apartments for the chronically homeless. Financial donations,
including to the Jubilee Plus! fund for
outreach and ministry scholarships,
make this possible. Hundreds of us,
too, have welcomed neighbors to share
a meal and a warm place to sleep in
winter through Room In The Inn. Love
comes in the form of a check, and in a
hand extended in welcome.
But this giving does more than help
another. It enriches our lives beyond
measure, for it allows us to connect
with those we otherwise might never
know. Let’s be honest, we’re a fortunate bunch in this church by and large.
We rarely see across to the other side
of the tracks, and the thought of doing
so can be frightening. Many of us bury
our head and heart in the sand, never
knowing where God is calling us.
Our connection with Urban Ministry Center takes off the blinders. It
teaches us that life can be hard, not
just in some distant land but around
the corner from our comfortable
cul-de-sac. It allows us to bridge
the divide of class, culture, race and
fear, and to be reminded that we are
called to see each other as brother
and sister. And called to love at
every turn.
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On A Mission Trip Around The World,
She Wondered How God Might Change Her.
She Found Out.

Jennie recalls the story behind each photo: “I spent a day with
this little boy, Muzi, in Swaziland. It was one of my favorite days
because all he wanted was to hug, read and play.”

Story by Jennie Dugan • Photos courtesy of Jennie Dugan

On January 7, 2014, church member Jennie Dugan, 30, left her home and
job in Charlotte to join the World Race. The journey took her to 11 countries
in 11 months, helping the needy as she sought to know God and herself more
deeply. She returned home November 26, 2014. Here’s her story.

jennie dugan’s world race

‘In this first month, God let everyone
else take care of me. I cried all the time.’

W

hen I agreed to go on the World
Race I said yes to an unknown
journey, and yes to God. I went into it
thinking: I love missions, I love God, I
trust He is calling me on this trip. But I
also felt crazy for leaving the job I loved,
teaching preschool at First Presbyterian
Church. The months leading up to my
trip were ridden more with fear and anxiety than excitement. I realized how much
I didn’t trust God. I was afraid of what
I was about to experience, and how He
was going to change me. I couldn’t have
known that by journey’s end, my fears
would become my hopes.

Guatemala:
Finding The Joy

I landed in Guatemala in Central
America and was placed on a team of six
very different yet amazing women. Early
on in the city of Antigua, they showed me
different ways to experience God. They
showed me the truth – that God called
me on this mission. I had always been the
mother hen growing up, so I assumed that
would be my role on this team. But in this
first month, God let everyone else take
care of me. I cried all the time.
Ministry on the World Race looked different each day and every month, but each
endeavor taught me what God’s kingdom
on Earth looks like. We’d go on prayer
walks through the city, neighborhoods and
slums and pray for the sick, the alcoholic,
gang members and the like. We’d also pray
for each other. We visited schools, translated curriculum and, my favorite, work in
a home for the elderly. When I visited Casa
de Abuelitos (House of the Grandparents),
we helped with physical therapy. I played

Honduras:
God Is Good

“I (second from left) was baptized
in South Africa by my friend, Pastor
Jan (left). My squadmates prayed
over my new life.”

games and did arts and crafts. Mostly, I
laughed, listened and tried to talk to everyone in Spanish. Life wasn’t easy this first
month. One day, overwhelmed and hot,
lying on the floor, I began praying over and
over, “God give me joy, joy, joy. I want your
joy.” I had been so anxious and sad that I
forgot about the joyful person I used to be.
I wanted her back.
God heard my prayer. My teammates
helped me see that I had a choice. I
could choose joy. He even revealed to
me how much Spanish I understood
through my listening to a sermon about
God’s love. I didn’t know what to do
with all this peace and joy.

In Talanga, Honduras, I cared for and
played with children, did prayer walks
and, my favorite, worked in construction.
I love to see a finished product. We built
a wall around property for a woman who
runs a safe house for sexually abused girls
and their children, as well as special needs
children. I lived in a tent on a farm with
my squad of 45 people during this month.
Ministry also included getting to know
my team – cooking, serving each other
and praying for one another.
On one of our prayer walks, we prayed
healing over a woman named Ramona.
She had arthritis in her arms and legs
and couldn’t lift them. We laid hands on
her and prayed twice. Then I watched her
raise her arm and kick her leg and shout
"Hallelujah." I saw what I believed to be
other healings that month and struggled
to believe that they could happen at the
touch of our hands. I was scared of the
power of the Holy Spirit. As I grew in my
Continued on next page

THE WORLD RACE
Since starting in 2006, some 4,000 young adults ages 21-35
have participated in the World Race. The nonprofit Christian
interdenominational ministry in Gainesville, Ga., is part of
Adventures in Missions. Participants must raise their own money
to take the trip. The goal, as the ministry states, is for “young
adults to abandon worldly possessions and a traditional lifestyle
in exchange for an understanding that it’s not about you; it’s
about the Kingdom.” To learn more, visit www.theworldrace.org.
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World Race ...
Continued from previous page
knowledge of God, though, I started to
embrace the truth that God is good. Even
in bad circumstances, I could rest in the
fact that God is good.

Nicaragua:
He’s Got Me

Our ministry based in Granada, Nicaragua, involved traveling the country and
finding new partners. The work looked a
lot like sitting in cafes and using Wi-Fi
to Google organizations, then visiting
organizations and staying in random
people’s homes. We relied on God for
direction in finding contacts, then we
prayed big prayers for free housing, free
food and lifetime friends. We threw in a
prayer for a pool. I believe God heard us:
We stayed on the floor of a hair salon.
A pastor adopted us into his family and
drove us to appointments, took us to
dinner and even took us on a mini-vacation to the beach. In Nicaragua, I let go
of the expectations and condemnation I

was carrying around. I thought I had to
be a suffering servant, that I shouldn’t be
enjoying this journey. I let go of that. We
ended our month helping at a revival,
where the pastor told me “You need to
give up. He’s got you.”

Costa Rica:
As Easy As Breathing

I got to teach in Heredia, Costa Rica.
I sat in a kindergarten class and started to
cry because I missed my job back home.
I spent Easter with 75 missionaries who
lived in the area, and they changed my view
of ministry. Each had their own way to
serve God – through food trucks, evangelizing in parks, break dancing, witnessing at
skate parks and more. I was able to see how
everyday life can be a form of ministry –
working in a school, volunteering on weekends, praying with friends over dinner. In a
way, my ministry felt as easy as breathing.

thailand:
Changing Continents

When I traveled to Southeast Asia,
there was a shift. In sharing God’s love, I
knew I would be in for a battle.

“Here’s our team in Nicaragua (above) with our bags packed,
hiking across town to our new contact. At right, the sad reality for parents working on a dump in Nicaragua – bringing
your newborn baby to work.”

In Bangkok, Thailand, I worked with
women who had left the sex industry
to work for an organization that makes
jewelry, dolls and clothing. I made thousands of dolls side by side with these
women in sweltering heat. We went into
the bars to talk to women and share the
opportunity for a better life. We prayed
for them and told them God loved them.
I also taught English to a Pakistani family seeking asylum for religious persecution. My heart broke hearing the stories
of the women and the Pakistani family. I
had so many questions: Why do people
have to suffer religious persecution?
Why do men want to take a little girl
home from a bar? Where is God in all of
this? The answer I heard was, “Continue
to love and pray.” Sometimes that doesn’t
seem like enough. But I had to surrender
all my questions to God.

Laos:
Networking On The Sly

Month five. I was supposed to go to
Myanmar (also known as Burma) but
God had plans for Laos. We were assigned the task to find contacts for our or-
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ganization in Vientiane, Laos. But this is a
closed country. Christianity is not allowed.
Churches must meet in secret. The word
“missionary” puts you at risk for deportation. We had to network incognito. We
lived in a hostel and spent time with locals
and tourists. I spent a lot of time sharing God’s love with people without even
speaking His name. I believed the Holy
Spirit was moving in each conversation.
At month’s end, I began asking myself: “Have I changed?”

Cambodia:
Christmas (In July )

The month in Cambodia was my favorite. We lived with a pastor’s family in
a village in the Kandal province. We had

some electricity but no running water.
A translator/cook lived with us. I taught
English as a Second Language to 12
children ages three to nine. I worked all
day. At night, we had family prayer time
and played games with our host. It was a
simple yet fulfilling life.
My favorite memory was celebrating
Christmas in July with our host family.
We made cards, decorated a tree, sang
and danced with neighborhood kids,
watched the Will Ferrell movie Elf on
a laptop, and woke up on Christmas
morning to celebrate together. When I
drove away the next day, I cried because
I didn’t want to leave.
Continued on next page

Read Jennie Dugan’s travel
blog at jenniedugan.
theworldrace.org
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Malaysia:
A Woman Named Leela

Malaysia was a month of reflection.
We had a lot of free time since our ministry was to work with an Indian church
in Sungai Petani that held services once
a week. We only left the building to eat
and visit church members and Hindu
families. I got creative during the day –
working out, writing blogs and reading.
At night, we were dropped off to sing and
pray with people. I struggled with praying
out loud that month. I felt like I had to
perform. My team and God pushed me
to continue praying over people. One
night, we prayed over a woman named
Leela, who was recovering from cancer.
She was so frail. I honestly didn’t want to
pray, but God spoke to me, and I finally
got it: Prayer isn’t about me. It’s about
God moving through me.

‘I came to see the beauty in God’s plan:
That everything I feared or dreaded going into the World
Race was exactly what I wanted and needed in the end.’

The Philippines:
Rain, Bugs, Glory

Our contact in Manila ran a church,
preschool and feeding program in one of
the city’s worst slums. He did not raise
funds or have a consistent income. He
said he liked it that way because he had
to rely each day on God. I thought it
was crazy. I thought you need to save, be
self-sufficient. But the more I watched
his work, the more I saw God moving,
providing, filling each person in that
community with His spirit. God’s glory
was shining through rotting trash and
mud-flooded streets. Here is where I
discovered what God’s glory means.
Our living situation was, to put it
mildly, basic. Sometimes it rained inside

our partially finished, two-story building. It reminded me that our neighbors
in Manila live like this each day. On one
particular night, it was really hot. Our fans
had broken. Bugs were crawling on me. I
snapped. I went outside and yelled, “Why
God? I hate all of this. I am so tired of
being hot and sweaty and bugs! I hope you
know I am only doing this for you!” After
my tantrum, I realized it’s not about me. It
never has been. None of this matters, not
the bugs nor the heat nor any of the other
trials. All that matters is God’s glory.

Sou th Africa:
No Turning Back

South Africa was like nothing I had
imagined. It was better. I think maybe
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God was spoiling us. In Middelburg, I
lived like an “American,” in a house with
a TV, bed, air conditioning and Englishspeaking hosts. We spoke with different
congregations, addiction support groups,
and primary and high school students.
Our hosts spoiled us, taking us on safaris
and hosting braais (South African for
barbecue). One night during worship, I
heard God saying to me, “You are transformed.” I smiled and realized, “Yeah, I
am. I am not the person I was when I
began this trip.” God had renewed my
mind and heart. To acknowledge this
transformation, I was baptized by our
pastor. My team jumped in the pool
and hugged and kissed me. I felt like I
had been welcomed into a bigger family.
There was no turning back.

Swaziland:
Time To Reflect

My final month was the answer to a
prayer. My entire squad, 45 of us, were
together again at the Children’s Home
on a mountaintop outside Mbabane in

Swaziland, Africa. We had bunk beds,
showers, children to teach, and manual
labor to fill our days. My job was loving
children and feeding our squad. There I
was again, the mother hen wanting to
take care of her chicks…
There was a lot of time for reflection
on that mountain.
I came to see the beauty in God’s
plan: That everything I feared or dreaded
going into the World Race was exactly
what I wanted and needed in the end.

My view of ministry is ever-changing
as I settle back into life in the States.
I find myself wanting to go out and
serve, yet overwhelmed about where to
begin. As crazy as it sounds, I am more
intimidated about helping the poor, sick
and homeless in the United States than
I was in any other country. I hope to find
a community that can help me step out
and serve the Lord.

“Starting far left, my birthday trip
to Vang Vieng, Laos, included tubing
down a river and hiking to this waterfall. These monks at a temple in
Laos asked me to take a photo with
them. Teaching in my classroom in
Cambodia. I had an opportunity to
ride (and hug) elephants in Phuket,
Thailand. We lived and served the
community in this impoverished
neighborhood in Manila.

To be honest, the biggest change I see
in myself is the one I wanted all along:
To trust the Lord more than I ever have,
to trust that He has something amazing planned for my life. I am growing
in patience, waiting for His plan to play
out. For now, I have returned to my job
teaching preschool at First Presbyterian. But I hope to pursue a career in
which I can share my experiences and
help people grow in their own spiritual
journey.
The World Race is over. My journey is
just beginning.

Essay by Ken
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A person’s a person,
no matter how small.
– Dr. Seuss

E

ach day, the church opens its doors and heart to children, teaching them
to be loving disciples of Christ, embracing the responsibility articulated in
Mark: “Let the little children come to me…” And how they come:

Children’s Ministries is home to 688 families, among them: 216 babies and
toddlers, 337 preschoolers and 626 in Grades K-5. In all, there are 1,100 children
on the church rolls.
An average of 290 children attend Sunday School each week.
On Sunday morning, four paid staff, 18 child care workers, 74 teachers, 300
worship care volunteers and 17 morning helpers unite to make the morning go.
Some 100 children participated in retreats in the past year.

Eighty-five third-graders receive engraved Bibles each year.
In every Bible lesson, community service project, pajama party, holiday celebration
and more, the mission remains steadfast: To shape each child, so that they might
shape this world for good. As Proverbs declares: “Train children in the right way,
and when old, they will not stray.”
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chancel choir

The Chancel Choir at Church of St. Giles in Nymburk in the Czech Republic after the concert.

The Chancel Choir and friends spent a week in Austria and the Czech
Republic, singing God’s praises, the sounds and sights still reverberating.
Jim Deal and Craig Fisher share these photos, and church member/traveler
Bob Truscello shares a moment in words.

THE

Choir T
Europe
IN

he choir’s performance at the Nymburk Music Festival in
the Czech Republic was a favorite memory. The friendly old
church, St. Giles, was the perfect setting, its walls amplifying the
richness of the harmonies, the appeal of a lone violin, and the soft
and anchoring talents of organist Dongho Lee. The prelude to Let
Us Ever Walk With Jesus was so tender, so appropriate, that when the
choir joined, the 14 men sounded more like 40 in this place. The
women were so together, so clear. It was a religious experience.

A TRIP ABROAD
The Chancel Choir and friends went to
Salzburg and Vienna in Austria, and Prague
and Nymburk in the Czech Republic. The
final party was at the famed Stary Vrch
restaurant outside Prague.

Poland
Germany
Czech Rep.
Slovakia
Austria

Hungary

chancel choir

At left, St. Stephen’s Cathedral in
Vienna, one of Austria’s most important Gothic structures. Top, Director of Music Jimmy Jones and Music
Associate and Organist Dongho Lee
at Church of St. Giles in Nymburk.
Above, Jennifer Hough and Kevin
Proffit rehearsing at St. Stephen’s
Cathedral.

OUR YOU TH

Shelter
Storm
FROM the

S

“Arming kids for risky,
dangerous issues is no
different than arming
them for everyday
simple decisions.
Everything points to
the life of Jesus.”
– H igh S chool Yo u th
A ssociate J ason R hymer

ex. Drugs. Drinking. Drinking and driving. Texting and driving. Just
driving (crashes are the No. 1 killer of teens). Suicide (15.8 percent of
high schoolers in one national survey said they had seriously considered
killing themselves). Bullying. Peer pressure. Mom and Dad divorcing. Mom
and Dad staying together but fighting. Danger
By Ken Garfield
online. Danger everywhere.
For the teen-agers of 2015, Intersection
magazine offers an encouraging word: There is shelter from the storm. Or as
Elizabeth Beecy puts it, “For me, the church was a place where I felt at ease.
Relaxed. Kind of home base.”
Elizabeth, 19, is interning this summer in Youth Ministries. A rising
sophomore at Wofford College, the church has been her home away from
home since preschool. She went through Confirmation, sweated on mission
trips, mentored at-risk children through CHAMP, studied the Bible, laughed
with friends, and cried with Jesus. This was where she found refuge, and reassurance even at the most challenging moments in her unfolding life. Thankfully, Elizabeth isn’t alone. Some 575 kids in Grades 6-12 are on the Youth
Ministries books. Hundreds more at Sedgefield Elementary School, South
Tryon Community Church and elsewhere have gotten to know God and one
another through Myers Park United Methodist Church.
Yes, says Youth Ministries staffer Jason Rhymer, it’s tough being a teen-ager
today. But arming kids to deal with dangerous issues is no different than arming them to master life’s everyday challenges. “Everything points to the life of
Jesus. We want to live in His grace; loving others; surrounding ourselves with
friends who are on the same faith journey; holding each other accountable,
with forgiveness included; and constantly praying and studying His word.”
Whatever the world out there throws at them, Elizabeth and others know
they can find grace, love and joy at church. “Those,” she says, “are the aspects
I want my life to be centered around.”

coming up:

in my own words

writing the

Next Chapter

Intersection asked Nathan to share a fun photo. He chose this shot from
an Atlanta Braves baseball game in 2012. That’s his brother, Isaac, on
the left, and Nathan on the right.
By Rev. Nathan Arledge

Intersection asked newly arrived
Minister of Missions Nathan Arledge to
share a word of welcome. Nathan comes to
Myers Park United Methodist from Front
Street United Methodist in Burlington,
where he had been Associate Pastor since
2011. He’s a native of Hendersonville,
and a graduate of Western Carolina University and Duke Divinity School.

I

love when a book is so well written, you can’t wait to turn the page
and see where the next chapter takes
you. Quickly you become enthralled
with the characters. The images come
to life. You fall deeper into the story.
Joining the ministry and mission of
Myers Park United Methodist Church
fills me with excitement. Together,

we will see where the next chapter
leads. I rejoice in the relationships we
will form as we care for the hungry
and thirsty, welcome the stranger and
clothe the naked (Matthew 25:31-46,
my life verse).
One of ministry’s great joys is learning the names and stories of neighbors
near and far. With each new name and
story, another line is written in the
chapter that forms us as the body of
Christ. To learn a name helps us begin
to form a loving relationship with
another child of God. Growing closer
in love is what our faith is about – no
matter a person’s ethnicity, gender,
sexuality, faith, socioeconomic status
and country of origin. Indeed, we are
called as well to love our enemy.
I am ready to learn your names and
stories, and write new chapters with
you.

Taste of
Autumn

Stop Hunger Now.
Photo by Ken Garfield.

• This Fall, the Faith Formation team
unveils a pathway for spiritual growth,
including Discover Myers Park, Emotionally
Healthy Spirituality, Disciple Bible Study,
and a United Methodist Theology 101style class called Foundation. Details are
coming soon.
• On the eve of school, the annual
Blessing Of The Backpacks is Sunday,
August 23, and Youth Ministries’ Back To
School Bash is Sunday, August 30.
• The H.O.T. Wednesday meal (and
fellowship) and Disciple Bible Study
classes return on September 9.
• Stop Hunger Now meal-packing is
Sunday, October 4.
• Look to www.mpumc.org and the
Cornerstone church newsletter for more
on these and other opportunities.
– Melissa McGill
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“We love our church family and want
our children to know that God is a
priority and that He is very much
present in their lives.”
— K rista R ankin

‘God Is A Priority’

The Family That
Takes Communion Together…
Story And Photos by Melissa McGill

M

Mason and Krista Rankin and their three children –
(from left) Clara, David and Hannah – at Francis Chapel.

ason and Krista Rankin have called Myers Park United
Methodist their church home for years – Mason since
birth, Krista since her senior year of high school. In this last year
or so, they have begun a new tradition, one that introduces the
next generation to church in a special way. Most Wednesdays,
you’ll find the Rankin family, including their three children under age
seven, worshiping together at the
small celebration of Holy Communion that takes place in Francis
Chapel during the school year.
Says Krista: “We began attending the weekly Communion service
on a regular basis in the Fall, before
we head upstairs for the H.O.T.
Wednesday meal. David, 7, Hannah,
5, and Clara, 3, have really taken to our routine and now become
disappointed when we are unable to go.
“We love our church family and want our children to know
that God is a priority and that He is very much present in their
lives. We want them to feel comfortable here while learning
that it is a loving place where God and Jesus are both worshiped and loved.”

