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The headlights of the missionary’s van bobbed up and down as the 
vehicle meandered through the people that were walking along the village 
road. The African sun had already set and the villagers were leaving their 
jobs and heading towards home.

The occupants of the vehicle jostled back and forth on the rutted 
road. They were weary but joyful. The missionary, along with a team of 
nine national Christians, had just spent the entire day preaching and 
soul-winning on the Ssese Islands in Lake Victoria. It was their intention 
to one day start a church on these islands and what a start they had! 
Over a thousand tracts had been distributed and ten precious souls had 
trusted Christ as their Savior! The ferry trip to and from the island was 
uneventful, and they were all looking forward to returning home with the 
good report of what God had done. 

Suddenly, down the road came two men on bicycles weaving 
recklessly on the wrong side of the road. Startled, the missionary quickly 
slowed down and maneuvered to the side to avoid a collision, but 
surprisingly, the bicyclists swerved likewise and continued to head straight 
for the vehicle!

The sounds of shattered glass and crushed metal were immediately 
followed by the screams of both the frightened and injured. The occupants 
of the vehicle, dazed by the shock of impact, looked around to see a crowd 
gathering and hurriedly discussed what should be done. Mob justice 
happens quickly in parts of Africa where, in the face of tragedy, tempers 
flare and the innocent get hurt—even killed.
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The missionary sensed the danger and quickly uttered a prayer for God’s 
help and protection. Remembering the warnings from the American Embassy, 
telling them if they were involved in an auto accident to go straight to the nearest 
police station, the missionary regained his composure. He hastily checked that 
the injured men were out of the way, put the vehicle in gear, and sped off to the 
nearby police headquarters.

After arriving at the station and explaining the situation, the missionary 
was subjected to harsh verbal abuse by the officers who often like to feel their 
authority. They stated such things as, “You are a murderer!” “You were probably 
driving recklessly!” After completely berating and humbling the missionary and 
the other Christians, the officers then went out to the scene of the accident to 
make their report. 

Before long, they returned stating one of the men on the bicycles had 
indeed been killed and the other injured. The witnesses who claimed they saw 
the accident were so drunk no clear report could be obtained. 

Since it was Saturday night and the accident involved a fatality, the officers 
chose to incarcerate the missionary and impound the vehicle until a proper 
report could be taken.

The missionary’s wife was summoned to the station where 
she was handed her husband’s belongings and told to come back 
the following day. Being handed her husband’s belongings in 
such a brusque manner and not knowing his impending fate was 
almost too much for her. Now she had to go home and appear 
strong before her children and the church members the next day. 
The national Christians with her husband were released. They 
and the missionary wife solemnly headed back to town. A sense 
of hopelessness prevailed. What would happen? What could they 
do? They could pray—and that they did!

Inside the station, the missionary was booked and told to 
remove his shoes and socks before entering the small jail cell. The 
filthy cell was roughly twelve feet square and reeked of urine and 
sweat and was already occupied by nine other men! By this time it 
was late at night and most of the inmates were asleep on the floor, 
all sharing just four blankets. The missionary sank down against 
the cold, stone wall and prepared himself for a rough night in a 
confined room of men with very questionable character. As he 
closed his eyes, a flood of emotions swept over him as he relived 
the events of the day. Feelings of horror for actually having killed 
a man, isolation from his family and fear of the future outcome 
seemed almost overwhelming. Would he, a foreigner in an 
African court, be charged with murder? Would he have to leave 
the country? How could he endure a single night in this miserable 
place, much less weeks? With a broken heart and humble spirit, 
he prayed for God’s grace and strength in this lonely hour.

Within a few moments, one of the prisoners reached under 
his blanket and pulled out a grass mat and handed it to the weary 
missionary. A short time later, a small pillow was offered. A few 
hours later, a foam mattress was shoved through the bars of the 
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cell and the missionary found comfort as he lay down, feeling 
God’s presence in this desolate condition. God had not left him 
nor forgotten him! In spite of the emotional trauma of the day, 
he found himself rejoicing in the fact that even in prison, God 
was caring and providing for him and this gave him the faith to 
believe that God was already at work in turning this tragedy into 
a blessing!

Early the next morning one of the national Christians 
arrived with fresh drinking water for his pastor and assurances 
of their prayers (inmates in Africa are not given anything by the 
prison—all provision must be brought by friends and family). At 
the missionary’s church, the Sunday morning service turned into 
a prayer meeting, as the congregation, along with the missionary’s 
wife and children, urgently begged God for His protection and 
justice in this tragedy. 

After the church service the missionary’s wife came to 
encourage her husband. Tears came quickly as both felt the terror 
of having taken a life and then the humiliation of being in prison. 
They strengthened themselves in the Lord with the knowledge that 
God could turn this calamity for good.

After a long day of waiting, the police commander arrived 
late in the afternoon and informed the missionary that he was 
free to go, but he must return the next day for questioning. What 
rejoicing ensued as the missionary and his family were reunited! At 
the missionary’s home, the church members formed a circle with 
him and his family and sang and praised God for His deliverance. 
Prayer was also offered on behalf of the bereaved family.

The next day the police had nothing to report, so the 
missionary was asked to come back the following Monday. In the 
meantime, negotiations had started with the family members of 
the injured and deceased as to how much compensation should be 
given. One of the men in the church helped take care of all of this. 
Even though the accident was not the missionary’s fault, he wanted 
to show God’s love to the widow’s family and turn this tragedy into 
a blessing. They accepted his offer and agreed to come to the police 
station that next Monday.

Monday arrived with much trepidation for the missionary. 
He was to face the woman he had widowed and the children he had 
orphaned. He wondered if she would further accuse him or even 
threaten to sue him. Surprisingly, the woman was very kind and 
gracious, accepting his gift of a new Bible and financial assistance 
and not making demands nor showing hostility. The widow 

explained to the missionary that she and her late husband were indeed Christians 
and even told him the date of their conversion many years before. She knew the 
missionary was not to blame and extended an invitation for him to come and 
preach in her village as well as to others in the area.

Accepting the offer, the missionary again took the opportunity to transform 
this tragedy into a blessing. Several days later, he went to the village as well as 
a neighboring one. Three souls trusted Christ as their Savior on that day with 
many others still wanting to hear more of the Gospel. This district where a life 
had been lost was now the place where lives were saved through the preaching of 
God’s Word!

When asked about the tragedy, the missionary stated that God changed the 
worst day of his life into one of great blessing. Had this accident not occurred, he 
probably would have never gone into these villages to preach since they were so 
far off the main road. God had confirmed in his life that God is always right in 
what He does and always good. Truly, it is only He that can turn such a tragedy 
into such a wonderful blessing!

These events happened to missionary Keith Stensaas, a second-
generation missionary who has served in Uganda, East Africa, with 

his wife Sally and their family since 1994. 
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