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A little over a year ago I was a part of a small social justice conference hosted by Nazarene 
Theological Seminary and Nazarene Compassionate Ministries, along with students from all of 
the Nazarene universities in the United States. One of the first exercises was to summarize your 
life story in three ways: a “privilege” version, a “bootstraps” version, and an “oppressed” 
version. I did not have difficulty developing the first two. I fell in love with filmmaking long ago 
while making parent-financed shorts in a suburb of San Diego (my privilege story), and I could 
identify multiple times where my own initiative and hard work had gotten me onto film sets or 
admission into film festivals (my bootstraps story).  
 
But I could not for the life of me develop an “oppressed” version of my life. I am a white, 
heterosexual, Protestant, American, male – the only time I’m not in the ruling majority is if I 
wear a dress for a Monty Python appreciation night. I am certainly not the first Caucasian to 
struggle with the history of oppression I have inherited, but I especially wrestle with how to tell 
the stories of the “Other” because of who I am. As a filmmaker – or writer, artist, or teacher – I 
want to tell great stories about ordinary people. But I struggle with how to do that, and not 
pervert the life of another through my own biased, Western, modernist lens. 
 
If I ever accomplish even a small part of that goal, it will be in large part because of my 
experience with the LoveWorks short-term mission program at Point Loma. I worked on two 
LoveWorks teams, spending several weeks in Suriname and Venezuela on two separate trips, 
filming documentaries for the university. Several months of training preceded each, and we were 
taught to listen, to be observant, to ask questions, and start conversations – in other words, begin 
to see life from another perspective. LoveWorks reshapes how we are called to “bring” God to 
others, and instead focuses on sharing time with another group of people to see where God is 
already and allowing our own vision and lives to be changed. 
 
In Venezuela especially, I realized that my world view was (and probably still is) largely 
American-centered; I had always imagined missionaries spending the large majority of their time 
preparing for teams of American “do-gooders” to show up for the “real” work to start. Likewise, 
I imagined our influence would send shock-waves through the church, the community, the town, 
and perhaps even the country. It didn’t take long before I began to uncover the hidden 
assumptions and biases in my view of the world, de-centering myself and my country so that I 
could see other nations as equal in worth to my own. There is no center of the world, and there is 
no periphery; only communities of people, and the ever-present love of God.  
 
My experiences abroad did not end with LoveWorks, but this program and its training instead 
pushed me deeper and further. It wasn’t long before I was in Malawi and South Africa filming 
for NCM and World Vision, and soon after in Uganda and Rwanda, where I lived with homestay 
families while studying both the conflict in Northern Uganda and the 1994 genocide. Through all 
of this, professors, resident advisors, and other staff at PLNU guided me through this journey of 
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learning how to love and receive love in so many different countries as a human, storyteller, and 
Christian.   
 
I currently live in Puerto Cortes, Honduras, a small port city on the North Coast, close to both 
Belize and Guatemala. Here I teach literature and history at a small Episcopal school. My current 
home is a direct result of the training and education I received at Point Loma. I would not have 
been ready for an experience like this without the campus’ Center for Justice and Reconciliation 
forums and trips to conflict areas of the U.S./Mexico border, my classes in Postcolonial 
Literature and Economics, and the LoveWorks training in particular, that prepared and continues 
to prepare my eyes, mind, and body for people and ideas I have never encountered.  
 
In Uganda I was speaking with my bus driver when he leaned down to pick up a twig off the 
cement. “You see here” he said, motioning towards a large puddle of water, “this is Africa.” He 
leaned down and dipped the stick in the water and lifted it back up. Only a few drops remained 
on the wood. “This” he said while motioning to the droplets, “is what you have learned while 
being here, what you will bring back to your country.” He dropped the stick. “So you’ll have to 
come back.” I hope always to return over and over to the questions posed to me at Point Loma, 
as a travel to tell and listen to stories of others. I may never be an oppressed person, but I hope to 
one day be able to truthfully and lovingly tell the stories of the oppressed.      

 
 
 


