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The Tale of New Orleans 
Mission is Ministry 
A mission trip is more than just a week of service in some other part of the world, it’s an 

adventure!  Why do we go? It’s simple.  Even though there are a lot of opportunities to love, 

serve and care for people here, next door, one of the things you notice about the Bible, God 

says ‘go’.  He said it to Abraham, to Moses, all the way down to the disciples.  He sends people.  

The Church is a sending organization.  So it is quite fitting for us to do some cross cultural 

mission trips.  It’s not only good for the less fortunate people we help, but it is also good for us 

and our world view.  To see how others live broadens our world view.  Even more than that, a 

mission trip takes us out of our comfort zone and makes us rely on God’s providential care all 

the more.  

We want everyone to be able to go on a mission 

trip, and so we have to have some trips to use the 

teaching and people skills of our members and 

others that use the labour skills of our members.  

The mission trips to Sachigo and New Orleans are 

very different, purposefully.  One is more about 

words, the other is more about deeds.  Both are 

out of our comfort zone. Both are fairly affordable.  

Both help the less fortunate. Both help us to grow 

and understand what it means to be the church. 

 

Come Fly With Me! – The Tale of New Orleans 
On January 10, 2015, eight of us were flying from Winnipeg to New Orleans via Calgary and 

Houston to do voluntary work for a week through an organization called Camp Restore. The 

purpose of our trip was to do home reconstruction work for a single mom with four children 

(one of whom has special needs). Our plan was to put in a full week of hard work in order to 

speed the process of her and her family being able to move into their new home. We planned 

to sight see on the weekends. We had planned this trip for nine months, booking holidays, 

making arrangements for van rental, accommodations, flights, insurance, and fund raising. 

We boarded our plane in Winnipeg for a departure on AC at 5:45AM. Within a few minutes of 

boarding, the captain told us that there was a mechanical problem that had to be looked at. 

After two more announcements, we were asked to deplane and wait inside the terminal for 

further instructions. Given we had a very tight connection in Calgary we expressed our concerns 

about the delay and our ability to make our connecting flight in Calgary. We were told to wait 

and see.  What do you do when you are waiting?  Trip to Starbucks at the other end of the 
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airport!  This would end up being prophetic as it seems we got to see a lot of the airports on 

this trip. 

At 8:30 AM we were told to board as the problem had been solved. Again we expressed our 

concerns about making the connecting flight to Houston. Given the two hour delay in Winnipeg, 

a two hour flight and an original 1 hour connecting time, the opportunity to connect was 

impossible at this time. However the gate agent assured us that we wouldn’t have any 

problems since the plane we were on was the same plane that we would take to Houston. Not 

knowing this to be untrue, we accepted the explanation and boarded. 

Upon arriving in Calgary, we checked immediately for the departure time of our flight to 

Houston only to realize that this flight had already left ON TIME an hour before we landed. 

HOUSTON WE HAVE A PROBLEM. The flight attendant told us to see the gate agent and get 

further instructions on alternate travel arrangements. When we checked with the Air Canada 

Customer Service agent, we were given these alternate travel arrangements. We were to fly to 

Edmonton, then fly to Toronto, stay overnight and 

then fly to New Orleans the next day. As you can 

imagine, we were not impressed and upon 

expressing this the CSA simply said that’s the best we 

can do and if you don’t like it you can speak to a 

manager. We asked to speak to a manager. Why 

would AC fly us to Calgary knowing full well that the 

flight we were to take was already going to be gone? 

We simply could have stayed in Winnipeg and made alternate arrangements from there rather 

than wasting a flight and a day in Calgary and accommodations in Toronto.  

While waiting, we began checking other flight options and certainly were able to come up with 

something better than the flights we were offered. We worked with another CSA, who did her 

best to accommodate better flight times. We still had to waste our day in Calgary airport from 

9:30AM until 5:00PM and of course arrive a whole day later to New Orleans, and thus missing a 

number of our sightseeing plans. 

God provides, even in the midst of incompetency. One of our team members, who probably 

was the most experienced flyer, and who initially suggested we might consider driving down 

rather than flying, believes the words of Jesus who said “You do not have because you do not 

ask.”  Now Jesus was referring to prayer, but it can work well with people too.  So David asked 

AC if we could at least stay in the Executive lounge, free food and beverage.  We had already 

eaten a nice lunch but we did go to the lounge for a couple of hours later in the afternoon.  It 

was at very little expense to AC since church people don’t drink that much, especially when 

they are together and tired. 

The saga continues. We boarded a huge plane to Toronto. When we arrived in Toronto we were 

given very unclear instructions about what would happen with our bags. The gate agent told us 

There is no picture here. . . .because 

at this point in the trip there were no 

happy faces. . . .we were wondering if 

we were going to even make it to 

New Orleans after all. 
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to see AC baggage desk. It was very late, remember the time changes twice. Both attendants at 

the baggage desk were not asleep but close. They stated that our bags should be already 

tagged for New Orleans and not to worry about retrieving them. However many of us needed 

our bags because we didn’t have any toiletries or other clothing to wear. When we asked if we 

could get our bags, we were told this would take about two hours since they were already 

destined for a holding area to be put on the flight to New Orleans in the morning.  Being 

somewhat doubtful about that, we got them to check on their status.  Half the bags they told us 

were good to go and the other half had to be added but the result was they assured us we 

wouldn’t have to pick up our bags as they would automatically be put on the morning flight. 

How can some of our bags show up in the system and others not?  At that moment one of our 

group (thank you PB for having a bright red bag! This was a fore shadow of things to come) 

noticed that his bag was now on the carousel.  This of course was a surprise to the baggage 

agents.  In fact all of our bags were now coming down the carousel.  Imagine if we would have 

listened to the baggage agents and just left for our hotel.  Our bags could have been picked up 

by anyone and simply taken!  There was no one else around. Clearly our bags were not destined 

for New Orleans and we would have arrived without our luggage.  The next morning we had to 

recheck our bags at one end of the airport, although even then some of the AC agents thought 

the original baggage tags were good to use.  Being very cautious at this point, we waited in line 

yet again to ensure our bags would arrive. Then we walked all the way to the other end of the 

airport to go through customs, and then it seemed like we walked all the way back behind the 

wall to go through customs.  Now I know why airports are so long. It’s not for all the planes to 

park, it’s for all the lines of people. Wow was there a lot of people traveling abroad on Sunday 

morning. Have times changed!  

There’s more!  Because our flight to Toronto was also late in departing Calgary and because of 

the delay at the baggage counter, we were unable to use the food vouchers they gave us for 

use at the hotel.  When we finally arrived at the hotel, we were starved! The restaurant was 

closed.  In addition, we had to take the 7AM shuttle back to the airport and subsequently didn’t 

get to use the breakfast voucher either since breakfast was not served before 7 AM.  The 

Holiday Inn where we stayed wouldn’t give us the original vouchers back, only photocopies, and 

then once we were back at the airport, we couldn’t use them as they stated specifically to be 

used at the Holiday Inn. Can you believe this?  Another trip to customer service, another delay 

and yet another messed up story.  Instead of giving us the original value of the vouchers ($7 

plus $15), we were told that we could only have a $10 voucher.  Some of us hadn’t eaten since 

3 PM the day before.  After more complaining and a different CSA we were finally given 

additional vouchers but by that time it was necessary to get to the gate and board our flight to 

New Orleans.  No time for food.  No problem, we will be able to use our vouchers on the flight, 

right.  They assured us they are good anywhere. No, the flight was too short to offer the 

extended food items on the menu.  No food on the flight!   

Final straw!  We boarded the flight and looked forward to an on-time departure. It was the 

Lord’s Day. I had a window seat at the back.  (most of us were at the back of the plane most of 
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the time) The shade was drawn so I decided to lift it to look out at the beautiful tarmac.  Hey! 

There goes my bright red bag! It was on a trailer heading back to hell. I flagged down a flight 

attendant. She did say if you need anything just ask. I’ve never had to, but thought I’d better 

say something. “There goes my bag!” Everyone at the back of the plane started looking out the 

side window.  It was just my bag. She took my boarding pass, opened the door. A few minutes 

later returned and said, “We didn’t think you were on the plane!” How does that happen?  Of 

course that brings up additional concerns about AC security.  Like how many other people were 

on board that you didn’t know about!  And of course additional concerns about whether the 

rest of our bags would make it. 

At the end of this whole ordeal we did finally make it to New Orleans with all our luggage.  We 

were a day late.  We had already paid for our accommodations for the night we missed.  We 

had to make alternate arrangements for renting a van. We had to reschedule a meal that was 

planned for us when we arrived. We weren’t able to do the scheduled things we wanted to do 

on Saturday evening or Sunday because of the rerouting and delay and we arrived tired and 

irritated.  

We believe all of this could have been avoided simply by not flying us to Calgary the previous 

morning.  There would have been ample flights out of Winnipeg to either Toronto, Chicago, or 

Minneapolis that likely would have gotten us to New Orleans the same day.  And even if there 

wasn’t, we could have stayed at home in our own beds until flying to Toronto the next day, 

rather than wasting our time in airports. 

As soon as we arrived we crammed all our luggage and 

the eight of us into a 15 passenger van.  ‘Go big or go 

home’ Bert always says (you should see his garage).  We 

headed for something to eat.  But not just anywhere.  

We were in New Orleans and David made sure we 

sampled its finest in inexpensive cuisine.  After a Po-boy 

(sandwich) which was next to an Animal Clinic, just 

sayin’, we took the longest running trolley car in North 

America. For an electric vehicle it sure was noisy.  It was a hoot.  We went downtown and 

walked around in the fog. Stopped for more coffee 

and looked around.  Drove around. Stopped for the 

best ice cream in New Orleans. And then made our 

way to Camp Restore, stopping at Win Dixy and 

Walmart to get a few necessities.  Some of us had 

to buy pillows and blankets as the camp only 

supplied a bunk with a mattress. It was late. We had 

devotions and it was even later.  

7:00 AM breakfast.  No, there was no one to come around and wake us up. No one singing 

hymns or playing the trumpet. Instead you could hear 4 different cell phones go off at 4 
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different times.  At breakfast we met other groups who were down there. Groups from 

Chicago, Texas, Massachusetts. We had the same breakfast every day. An ice cream scoop of 

scrambled eggs, a biscuit with gravy, some meat, some hash browns, toast, and the option of 

cereal. There was always grits, which is cream of wheat with a layer of oil on it.  We made our 

own sandwich for lunch and took a fruit and a bag of chips and we were good to go.  On 

Monday morning we heard what other teams were going to be doing.  Some were doing some 

repairs on a Church, others were feeding seniors, and we were told we were dry walling and 

mudding and taping an ‘interesting house’. 

Camp Restore has been hooking up jobs with volunteers 

for nine years.  They have become very efficient. They 

expect to see their 25,000th volunteer come through 

the door this year.  They have a map on the wall where 

all the groups come from.  It is impressive.   

Our job site was not too far away from the camp.  It was 

a poor area. Some houses abandoned. Some houses, 

usually the brick ones, were still standing and occupied 

but they didn’t look 

all that nice.  Others were newer, usually raised on ten or 

twelve foot high stilts. It seemed to be like that all over the 

place.  Some high and some low.  Some old and some 

newer.  One thing for sure, there were no two houses that 

looked alike.  The house we were working on did not look 

new, but it was.  The outside was only partly done.  The 

inside was lots of framed in walls, electrical and plumbing 

was roughed in, no ducting and no electricity, and Miss 

Betty’s belongings were piled in a heap of dust in the 

kitchen, dining and living room.  The rest of the house was 

empty except for 

construction material.  

There was about 50 sheets 

of dry wall and insulation 

in a back room when we 

arrived.  We got right to 

work.  We worked so fast 

that the ‘bosses’ were going out to buy another 100 sheets.  It 

was an odd house: 9ft ceilings, 4X8 sheets, not an open 

concept at all, and the most bizzare thing was a three tiered 

ceiling complete with curves.  It was a big house. Probably 

2400 sq ft. 4 bedrooms. 4 baths. And it all had to be dry-

walled.  Yikes!    
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It wasn’t our place to judge and though we could 

certainly see ‘better’ ways of doing things, we bit 

our tongue.  These people don’t have any money.  

They have poor counsel. And unfortunately, we 

believe are often taken advantage of.  The 

general contractor who started the house (and 

then left) talked Miss Betty into more than she 

needed, or better, more than she could afford, 

and he threw in “a ten thousand dollar ceiling at 

no extra charge.”  Well that ceiling probably ate 

up quite a bit of labour cost.  So Camp Restore was given her name by the authorities (it is all 

well-organized down there to ensure no overlap) and starts off where the others left off.  Miss 

Betty has no money to get to the next stage. She has waited over a year for her house to be dry 

walled. She didn’t seem too optimistic on the first day.  But 

each day she would show up to lock up, a little bit more 

hopeful. One day she came with a grand daughter. Miss Betty 

has been living with her sister since Katrina. But on the last 

day she saw what a difference we had made. She was all 

smiles. 320 hours of labour, 150 sheets of dry wall cut and 

hung, 5000 screws, 8 five gallon pails of mud. 

Bert, David, James, and myself did most of the dry 

walling. We were helped with the tricky parts by Ken 

from New Ulm, Minnesota.  Yep, that’s right.  Ring a 

bell? It was the setting of the 2009 comedy New in 

Town, starring Renée 

Zellweger and Harry 

Connick Jr., although 

the movie was 

actually filmed in Selkirk, Manitoba.  If you remember the 

movie, Ken talks just like the town folks in the movie.  What 

a super nice guy.  Then Bill, Pastor Glenn, Madi, and Lisa did 

the mudding and taping.  And boy did they mud and tape!  

And you can tell under Bill’s guidance the rookies got to be 

masters by the end.  

After every day of work, we tried to get in some sight-

seeing, but it got dark fairly early so the only places that 

were open were bars.  Just kidding. Well not really.  We did 
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go to the French Quarter a few times.  There certainly is 

night life there.  We heard some great jazz bands.  Saw 

some interesting shops. We even tried a free comedy club.  

You get what you pay for. ‘nough said. Some of us did get 

to see the WWII Museum.  We saw a bit of the Bayou. Ate 

at interesting places like Mahoney’s, the Joint, Camelia’s, 

Coop’s, and the Gumbo Shop, and of course, saw lots of 

the devastation of the 

hurricane from nine years ago.  David, our navigator, and 

Bert, our driver, took us to six different coffee shops, and 

down every street in and around the downtown of New 

Orleans.  Yes we saw the hood a few times and the famous 

Bourbon Street. My moral conscience will never be the 

same.  It was like a very, very, very, poor version of Las 

Vegas. It was cool and bizzare at the same time.  

We saw a lot in our travels.  One of the highlights for 

one member of the team was to stop and see the house 

that he worked on five years ago.  It was a little hard to 

recognize. You see Bill took a team from Peace (plus a 

few imports), down to New Orleans five years ago.  

They worked on a house for a guy named George.  Five 

years ago he was living in a trailer on his front lawn.  

Today, that trailer is no longer there.  The house is still 

standing and looks pretty good and George is living in it. 

He answered the door with a tire iron in his hand, not 

sure of who we were, but that’s okay.  The point: Every little bit we can do helps someone 

eventually get back into their home.  We hope and pray that this will be the case for Betty. 

It was time to head back home.  We packed Saturday with a 

fantastic breakfast across town, then lots of sight-seeing and 

walking. We even went to an old cemetery, where David stuck 

his cell phone into a crypt and took a picture.  Reminds me of the 

song “Dem Dry Bones!” We had to be at the airport at 3 AM so 

there was no use sleeping. When we arrived at the airport the 

tills were not even open. Some of us could get boarding passes 

and some of us could not.  Some of us had seats and some of us 

did not.  The United agent said "it all got messed up when we got 

new tickets, etc. on the Air Canada side of the booking.”  Really?  

Some of our team complained about little leg room on the 

United Airline. I didn’t notice.  We had a two hour layover in 

Houston and enjoyed a bit of breakfast.  When we got to Calgary, we had to go through 
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customs, but we didn’t have much time.  Quickly off the airplane. Through customs. That didn’t 

take long.  We had to wait to pick up our bags and give them back right away. Then we speed 

walked all the way across the airport to catch the flight to Winnipeg. Last ones on the plane.  

That was close.  When we arrived in Winnipeg, we were so happy to see our loved ones. So 

happy that I was waiting for my bags at the wrong carousel. And I would have been waiting 

forever had not Bert told me.   

What an adventure! I can say it was nice for 

Pastor Glenn and myself to work alongside of our 

members for a change rather than leading.  It was 

really refreshing to be labourers for a week.  We 

all got along very well and learned to appreciate 

each other’s personalities and gifts. That was a 

huge blessing.  

We wanted to go down there and work, and we 

did that.  We wanted to give some hope, and we 

did that.  We met some really special people. We 

did that. The volunteer contractors really 

appreciated our work.  We got a lot done.  They 

told us a team from Steinbach comes down every 

year.  Perhaps we might do the same?  Who 

knows?  I for one, could not have been happier 

with the trip, travel nightmares and all.  God 

takes care of us. God is always good. He loves the 

world. It was evident that week in the things we 

did for Miss Betty and for each other. 

 

Come Fly with Me – It will be an Adventure! - Pastor Brad 


