Cross-cultural Stories - Meeting a pagan chief in Togo 
by Shirley Davis


One day in 2008 on my visit to Togo, West Africa, I accompanied Pastor Sika on his motorcycle, along with several of his team, to visit three pagan villages where no Christian witness was yet established. I knew what an incredible privilege and huge responsibility this was, and quickly learned there was strict protocol to our visits. After entering the first village we were ushered into a simple mud hut where we sat on benches for about an hour waiting to meet with village elders before we finally were taken to meet the elderly chief. Of course every question and answer had to be translated into French and then English, then in reverse back to Ewé, the local language. The desperate needs of orphans there were explained, along with the general problems of living in such a remote and primitive place. I knew they were hoping that the "white woman" would help them. Feeling much like Peter and John with the lame man at the temple (Acts 3) I knew I could not help them as they wanted, yet I DID believe I could give them the answer - Jesus Christ. I told the chief that I had come because I truly cared about children and especially orphans, and I knew that our Heavenly Father also cares about them. I did not have all the answers, but I knew the One who did - Jesus Christ. I went on to briefly share the Gospel and my faith with them all. 

When the translation was finished, the old chief nodded and smiled at me. He gave me permission to speak to the whole village from under the sacred tree! Then one of the men slipped outside and duly returned with a large glass and a bottle of soda! The chief solemnly poured the soda into the glass and then passed it around for everyone to take a drink. I saw poor Pastor Sika's face as he realized I would also have to drink from the same glass, but I smiled to reassure him it was OK. After we had all shared the drink, the chief bent down and reached into a crumpled brown paper bag. He proceeded to lift out a small bottle of liquor and started to pour it out into another small glass. I knew that Pastor Sika was against drinking alcohol, and saw him do a horrified double-take as he began to speak out to stop the chief. 
Immediately I KNEW that this was a moment of critical importance! I quickly spoke up asking Pastor Sika to translate for me, saying: "Thank you so much, Chief, I really appreciate this gesture, but I'm already afraid of riding on the back of the motorcycle behind Pastor Sika, and I really don't want to do so if we've been drinking!" Thankfully everyone laughed and the awkward moment passed! We smiled and shook hands and all went outside as the villagers were called to hear me speak under the sacred tree!
