
Pioneer Sartoris   

What? Really? How?..... 

 

Whats happening everyone?? I thought that since we are all familiar with each other now I can just talk plain. I 

hope the last few months have been good. If you're on the northeast I'm jealous! I wish I could be there enjoying 

all that snow. If you're in SoCal, well, your weather doesn't change much so, again I'm a little jealous. I've been 

good though. 

 

Currently, I am in Addis Ababa with a few of my friends waiting and enjoying wifi and burgers. We are waiting for 

immigration to process a visa so that we can travel back out to the bush. We will head west to a tribe that Karl 

flew into a few years ago. We spoke about the tribe when he went in but it didn't seem like the time, but the Lord 

is opening up the door now. Therefore, Solomon and I are headed there to pioneer that area. It is an area semi 

close to the south Sudan border where people have never heard the name of Jesus. They are very isolated in 

the forest area and it was even hard for Karl and Marcus to the land the helicopter when the first landed there. I 

am more than excepted for this trip. I have already heard of the struggle and the difficulties of the "road" and ter-

rain. This only excites me more. Who wants easy? My savior didn't have it that way and he said I was gonna 

have trouble in this world when I proclaim his name. 

 

I started the year off with some down time outside the city enjoying the flower farm. It was such a blessing to 

spend time with David Reed. I am always encouraged by him and his wife, who gave up everything, even their 

retirement to serve the Lord. They now live in Addis Alem where they run a Joshua Flowers. Joshua Flowers 

was birthed with the idea that they could grow roses to raise funds for missionaries. It did not start easy for them 

but the Lord has blessed them. They are now beginning to see great fruit of there labor. 

 

After spending a few days with Dave, we set out for the bush. In this trip we had the goal to visit two tribes that 

have never heard. We didn't succeed in that goal but I have an "excuse." 

 

The first goal was to return to the Arbore tribe and go deeper into the bush. So we went into the village that we 

first visited and from there we journeyed into the untouched areas. This village was called Nacha. I wish we did-

n't leave so early in the morning because it was too dark for pictures.My reason is because the huge river that 

we had to swim across the time before did not exist. It was now dry, hot season. I thought that it was hot before 

but this time it was a whole other miserable! I'm talking 115 degrees with very little shade and no water!! 

 

While in Nacha we were invited to stay at the house of the elder in that village. It was high noon and he invited 

us to come into his hut so that we could escape the sun. We entered and then he left. It seemed strange at first 

but the Lord truly had a plan. As we laid there on a bed made of sticks, the mans wife just sat there and just 

looked at us. We were very tired from the journey but we decided to make the most of the opportunity so we be-

gan to talk with her. What happened when we did this was very out of culture. She began to share her story. 

How she was given away by her father when she was young and was taken to a completely different tribe. It 



was high noon and he invited us to come into his hut so that we could escape the sun. We entered and then he 

left. It seemed strange at first but the Lord truly had a plan. As we laid there on a bed made of sticks, the mans 

wife just sat there and just looked at us. We were very tired from the journey but we decided to make the most 

of the opportunity so we began to talk with her. What happened when we did this was very out of culture. She 

began to share her story. How she was given away by her father when she was young and was taken to a com-

pletely different tribe. It was terribly sad story. From that she asked us why we were there. We told her it was to 

tell people of Jesus. Her response was priceless. We asked if she heard of him, and if she wanted to know 

about him. Which she replied,"No, I've never heard but, I dont have time! Thank you." I literally laughed. After 

saying no she began to tell us about the hut near by that worshiped evil spirits. She liked going to it but didn't 

worship the bad spirits. We were able to share with her why she liked it. How satan was once Lucifer, the most 

beautiful angel that led the angels in worship. When we mentioned these things she then said, "Ok, tell me 

about these good spirits, and Jesus." It was the easiest thing I've ever done. We didn't have to beg to tell her. 

We merely just had to lift up the name of Jesus and He began to draw her. It was wonderful. We shared the 

good news and she liked it, but she said she could not receive until she spoke with her husband. But just so she 

knew, we told her how to receive him and what it would mean. She became like a sister. Not a host, but a family 

member. A piece of me believed that when she left us to go grind some grain that she received him. Because 

she was filled with great joy. 

 

The next trip we took was by dirt bike, which turned out to be a very bad idea. It was long, hard, hot, dusty, 

sand, and very difficult. The terrain was so difficult that the bike was half way in the cover by moon dust or 

sand. A few times it was so difficult the the back tire would give out and kick to the side or We would sink so far 

down that we could not put our weight on the bikes. I thought with the dirt bikes we would have no trouble. I was 

very wrong. I have the bruises, scratches, and handle bar marks on my shin to prove it. Haha. One little incident 

ended with my shins being imbedded in the handle bars and the back of the bike with all its luggage landing on 

my passengers, Gabe, leg. His ankle was black, blue and yellow for a week. He wasn't too happy with me, but 

he still trusted me. Now, this is the trip that we heard would be around 112 miles away. But when we reached a 

village near that we realized that we we're going to have to go another 112 miles. And on top of the that the 

road was worse than the way we came. We only brought enough fuel for about 250 miles. So going in turned 

out to be impossible. We continued to ask around for more information and we found out that we could go from 

a different direction but it was not a good road for a dirt bike but good for an SUV. So, we decided that we had 

to turn back and would return another time with an SUV some how. 

 

As you can see, not every story has a happy ending. The dirt bike trip was over 250 miles of riding in two days 

and it seemed that we did it for nothing but a bunch of bruises. I know that Lord has a plan. 

 

We actually visited another village that I had been to over threes ago. It was the place where I got my Ethiopian 

name, Dima Huqa.(Light skinned son of Huqa. The leader of the surrounding villages.) I almost cried. If you are 

interested, I will be posting on my website in the next few days. So go check it out. 

 

Thank you for all of your support. You are all the reason I'm here able to enjoy these bruises! Haha. As always, 

if you know anyone that would be interested in these emails feel free to connect them as you wish. 

 

Blessings, 

 

Dima Huqa 



Styling after getting 

the rear tire stuck!! I 

got a sun burn on my 

hands that day also!!  

Visiting the natural salt water canyon 

where I got a terribly bad infection five 

years before. I thought it was good 

idea to run down.  

Anything worth doing is worth over doing! Moderation is for cowards!!  


