
     Nell and Butch Green have a 
gift for personalizing the 
church's conversation about Mus-
lims.  They presented much valu-
able information during the 
course of their four Webinars to 
our church, and they also shed 
light on common misinformation 
(e.g. that Muslims = Arabs; that 
Allah is a Muslim God, instead 
of the God Arab Christians were 
worshipping long before Islam 
was born). But Butch and Nell 
did more than impart informa-
tion, as important 
as that is.  They 
yearn to mobilize 
Christians and the 
church to develop 
relationships with 
Muslims, so what 
they presented 
came out of their 
lived experiences.  
They give a poign-
ant witness to the biblical 
definition of "neighbor."  One 
of the most memorable moments 
for me was the catch in Nell's 
voice as she talked about Muslim 
friends and the love of Christ. 
The 'unplanned tear' is still 

the most eloquent and convincing 
testimony! 
     I appreciated both the sub-
stance and tone of the Seminars 
and the question-answer ses-
sions.  Knowing the difference 
between a guilt-based culture 
and a shame-based culture is 
very important.  We were in-
spired when we heard the "big 
untold story in the Middle East" 
- Muslims converting to faith in 
Jesus Christ.  The handouts they 
gave us (including "10 Reasons 

Why We Should Love 
Muslims," "10 Easy 
Ways to Begin a Re-
lationship with an 
I n t e r n a t i o n a l , " 
"Do's and Don'ts: 
Sharing with Mus-
lims") have been 
very useful even 
after the Seminars 
ended. 

     The Greens are doing much 
to help move us from conversa-
tions ABOUT Muslims to conversa-
tions WITH Muslims.  God bless 
their ministry!    

Rev. Jim McCoy 
FBC, Weaverville, NC 
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Like a cork exploding from a well-
shaken champagne bottle, my six 
foot five inch body finally popped 
from my seat and I emerged from the 
airplane at the airport in Dakar, Sene-
gal.  I had prepared for weeks in ad-
vance of the trip by studying about 
the people of Dakar and the local 
languages, but nothing could prepare 
me for the swarm of overly helpful 
taxi drivers and baggage handlers 
who were waiting as we stepped out-
side the airport.  Fortunately, I was 
traveling with Butch who spoke 
Wolof, the local language, fluently.  
Once we agreed on a price for the 
cab ride, we sped away through the 
cool air and darkness in the wee 
hours of the morning to our accomo-
dations for the week, Le Phare de 
l'Espérance, or “Lighthouse of 
Hope.”   

We slept a few hours that first morn-
ing so that we could adjust to the 
time change and then headed out to 
explore one of the many markets in 
Dakar.  Being six and a half feet tall 
and white did not 
help me blend in 
well, so I at-
tracted a lot of 
attention.  Every-
w h e r e  w e 
walked, we were 
surrounded by 
t h e  s i g h t s , 
sounds,  and 
smells of Africa.  
Anything and everything could be 
purchased in the market… live chick-
ens, fresh fish, spices, fabric, cloth-
ing, cooking items, etc…  The mar-
ket was my first experience interact-
ing with the people of Dakar, so I 
thought I should try out some of the 
Wolof language that I had been prac-
ticing.  I did fairly well with simple 
phrases such as “Thank you,” “Yes,” 
and, “No.”  Well, I say fairly well.  
Judging from the belly laugh reac-
tions from the Senegalese people I 
tried to talk with, maybe I did not do  

as well as I thought!  One phrase in 
particular that I really messed up was 
“Maybe later,” a phrase I used often in 
the market.  Each time I used the 
phrase, I would receive a puzzled look 
from the person standing in front of me 
as I turned to walk away.  I found out 
later that what I was actually saying to 
the person trying to sell me something 
was “Peanut butter!”  Truly, a smile 
transcends all cultures and languages!          

Some of my favorite experiences in 
Dakar included being in the midst of 

thousands of people, 
knowing that everyone 
who sees you knows 
you are a stranger, and 
yet you are treated as a 
friend, riding on the car 
rapide, eating in local 
restaurants, and spend-
ing time enjoying 
ataya, the Wolof 
name for a tradi-

tional tea ceremony.  I discovered 
the definition of hospitality while 
eating in the homes of Senegalese 
families.  When you were invited 
to eat, you are with your hand 
from a common bowl, and you left 
with a gift!  People are more im-
portant than time in Senegal.     

My favorite place in Dakar was an 
area named Grand-Yoff.  Accord-
ing to the local people, Grand-
Yoff has been, and continues to 
be, one of the poorest areas of 

Dakar.  A center built by Baptists exists 
in Grand-Yoff that used to house bible 
studies, work training, language 
classes, athletic camps, and a medical 
clinic for local people.  As I stood out-
side the gate of the center, a small 
group of children gathered to shake the 
hand of the “white man” as they called 
me.  Using the little bit of French I 
knew, and the little Wolof I had learned 
while in Dakar, we sang a few songs 
together and taught each other a few 
games.  I asked them about school and 
about life.  We ate some chewing gum 
together.  They offered hugs and high 
fives as I left.   

As the Greens and I pulled away from 
the Center in Grand-Yoff that last day, 
in Dakar, inside our taxi with a cracked 
windshield, no muffler, and doors that 
would not open from the inside, I wept 
quietly.  I am not really sure if I wept 
for the children I had just met or for 
myself.  For them, I hoped for a better 
life with more opportunities and possi-
bilities.  For myself, I hoped that one 
day I could return and make a differ-
ence.  At the end of that taxi ride, we 
pulled up one last time to the gates of 
Le Phare de l 'Espérance, or 
“Lighthouse of Hope.”  I can remember 
thinking about how appropriate the 
name of our hotel was…not just for the 
place and what it offered to guests, but 
for the place where I was in my heart… 
Hopeful.  
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     Butch and Nell Green arrived at 
Boulevard Baptist Church on May 19 
with an assortment of fashions and 
accessories for an International Fash-
ion Show & Dinner! A contagious 
spirit of excitement filled the room as 
24 ladies surrounded Nell for dress-
ing, styling head dresses and rehears-
ing prior to the event.  We antici-
pated and enjoyed a beautiful parade 
of outfits from countries other than 
our own. 

     As the fashion show began, we 
realized that the spirit of excitement 
filling the room would mix with 
many other emotions.  For each outfit 
presented, Nell shared the plight of 
women represented by the outfit.  We 
pondered, laughed and shed tears 
over facts and stories about women 
who are victims of abuse, women 

who experience oppression daily, 
women who are suffering, women who 
are voiceless.  So while enjoying Nell’s 

clothes, we were also enlightened con-
cerning the difficulties of life for 

women around the world. 

     Since the International Fashion 
Show many have shared a renewed 
commitment to praying for women 
around the world.  Some, perhaps for 
the first time, were overwhelmed and 
burdened as they became aware of all 
that women in our world endure.   
Abby, a rising junior in high school, 
shared her experience with friends at 
school which led to the organization of 
a club that will focus their efforts on 
women who are voiceless. 

     What an amazing experience!  I 
would encourage other churches to 
invite Butch and Nell to present the 
International Fashion Show.  As you 
plan and prepare, realize that the winds 
of the Holy Spirit will blow in fresh 
new ways causing those who enjoy to 
also respond.  
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“A child running happily through green fields toward her mother. Her mother says she can 
always dream of this day and of going to America for a wonderful life together. In the back-
ground an American flag flutters in the breeze. The little girl laughs. She has high hopes. She 
envisions the dream of America. But her dream is shattered; her hopes dashed when she is sold 
to a brothel. Imagine this small child's horror when she looks out a window, after being sexu-
ally abused by a man, to see the American flag fluttering in the breeze. Then two more men, 
Americans, are waiting to add to her misery. O God, where are you?”  

Excerpt from a blog on the Inter-
nationals Cluster website by a 
member of the Prayer and Vi-
sioning team that went to Los 
Angeles to learn about human 
trafficking.    Go to  
www.cbfinternationals.com  

to read more about this trip, 
other opportunities, webinars, 
resources, etc. 

 

 

 

 

Thanks so much to all who have given to the CBF Offering for Global Missions which helps 
support all that we and the other CBF field personnel do. If you haven’t given and would like 
to, this is the link to give on-line: 

 https://www.thefellowship.info/Give/Donate.aspx?fund=GMOF5  

Blessings to you all.    

Butch and Nell    
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Oakland Baptist Church 

1067 Oakland Avenue 

Rock Hill, SC 29732 
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