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1 The House of Prayer and Peace
Sudan

Theresa Baldini, M. M.

We feed o little like Serah and Abraham,
Living in Sowth Swdan.,

Planning o place of proyer and peace,
Where woar ir soxrming the fond,

Chur howse of prayer and peace is in the village of Naruos,
South Sudan. Sister Madeline MeHuogh and 1 are Contem
plative Maryknoll Sisters. We are here o provide respite for
the people displaced by the war between the Islamic North
and the mostly Christian South. In 1983, the government in
Khartoum introduced Sharia-Islamic law. This tnggered the
war, causing horrific sulfernng among the people.

Chr presence here 15 a quiet, nonviolent, and modest
one. It began in Janvary 1986 and continued untl 1992, was
suspended for eight years, and began again in_January 2000,
by which time Sister Madeline, fully recovered from a dead
ly form of cerebral malara, was seventy-nine years young,
and I was sixty-three.

We have a Iriendship with the people around vs. They see
us doing our own cleaning, cooking, and gardening, and they
help us expand our new metal dwelling, which has replaced
the mud-and-grass fukwl (hut] we lived in when we first moved
here. Recently, with the help of our neighbors, we have added
a small chapel, a choo (toilet], a shower, and a storeroom. A
school for girls meets under the trees, and there is also a clin-
i in the compound staffed by two Ugandan sister-nurses.

Orccasionally, we hire someone to help us pull up weeds






made our House of Praver and Peace available for others to
imbibe prayver and peace in their lives, We have no ceiling,
though we are planming to construct one soon; it will make
the rooms a bit cooler and also prevent the insect world from
dropping on us. We do have mosquito nets, which make us
feel more secure at night. The net catches scorpions, cen
tipedes, and other insects, but we cannot be protected from
the mosguitoes all the time. 1, too, have had malana more
times than T ean count,

And the rats. We have o ive with those, oo, Car cal,
Angel, named after my mother, Angelina, stalks these long
tailed creatures, though we have never seen her cateh one.

We set the clock for 5:30 a.m. Normally, we would anse
earlier for prayer, but we need to wait past dawn until most

of the rats retreat. How unrelenting they are, a model of

determination. Nor do they mind the heat or suffer from
debalitating fevers or complain. They teach us to meet all
challenges, surviving, flourishing!

Any physical labor is done i the morming howrs, when it

is shightly cooler=%0 degrees instead of the afternoon high of

I 120 degrees. Though 1 am no longer young, 1 iry not to
ask any worker to do anything T wouldn’t do mysell. This
includes climbing up onto roofs and digging in the garden
where we are tryving to grow some vegetables. We have
leamed from the villagers o plant sukema wiki-similar to
spinach—and cow-pea leaves, both iron-rich green vegetables,
as well as maize. The displaced population also receives
rations distributed by Catholic Reliel Services and/or the UN
World Food Program. Sister Madeline and 1 live on lentils,
peanut butter and crackers, cabbage (which can last about
three weeks without refrigeration), and some fruit bought in
the market town of Lokichoggio in Northern Kenya, a four-
hour journey, though it is only about fifty kilometers away.
This is because there are no paved roads in South Sudan;
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