
Ok, Iôll admit ñTermites for Jesusò might be over spiritualizing a bit, but sometimes we are asked to do or in 

this case eat unusual things on the missions field, and such is the case on our last trip to Africa. Letôs just 

call this ñIt Tastes Like Chickenò. 
 

Anyone that knows Lovie can most assuredly tell you that Lovie would never be one to purposely pick up a 

bug, much less eat one, but you might be surprised to know that Lovie shocked us all when she actually 

sampled one of these ñdainty delicacies.ò Yummy! Ugghhhhhh 
 

This is how it happened. Being a bit of an amateur entomologist myself, I was quite fascinated by the huge 

3 to 8 foot tall termite mounds found throughout Uganda and Rwanda, including in the play yard at Christ 

the Rock school. I was talking to the head master (principal) Antonio about the huge mounds when he     

informed me of the termiteôs delicious taste and protein benefits. What?! You eat bugs?!!! Not being quite 

certain that he was telling me the truth I said ñOkay Antonio, since they are so good, please by all means eat 

one.ò After a couple quick taps and a little African bug coaching he herded together a lovely termite       

gathering that even Julia Child would admire. To further my culinary education, he showed me the proper 

way to eat the delectable entr®e. He explained, ñPick it up at the waist, and let it bite into your shirt, only 

after its huge pinchers are locked into place, you pull off the body.ò ñYou only eat the bodyò says Antonio, 

Gee I feel better already. And with a quick flick of the head, Antonio ate it. Oh my goodness, Antonio just 

ate a bug! 

The Evil Plot! My ornery little light bulb went on, tapping my chin, I said to Antonio, ñYou donôt suppose 

we could get Lovie to eat one? Iôd love to get a picture of that!ò Okay, itôs time to do some convincing, 

ñAntonio, I know sheôll never eat one if I ask her, why donôt you ask her,ò giving him a little forward push 

and some needed assurance.  Hesitantly, he said, ñI could never do that Iôll be in trouble.ò I assured him that 

he wouldnôt be in trouble and that I too would encourage her. Okay, the truth is, weôll both be in trouble. We 

just laughed over the thought of our slightly malicious if not ill-fated plan.   
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A note from Lynn at the God Loves Kids office: 

What has it meant for me to work with God Loves Kids? 
 

I know no other way to have an effect on so many lives all over the world.  I cannot afford to go all over the 

world and actually see all of these children, but I can make sure the funds that people send for the support of 

these children are sent where they need to be sent. 

We make sure that the schools/homes in India, Africa & Nepal give us updates and new pictures at least 

once a year on all the children.  The children are all so special in my eyes and I truly wish that I could     

personally take care of each and every one of them, but there are so many who do not have sponsors.  I   

cannot imagine how anyone who is financially able could possibly say no to helping a child who needs 

someone to care for them.  I could never tell a child that they cannot eat more than one time a day, or go to 

school because it costs too much. Nor could I say that they will have to go out in the streets to beg or dig in 
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The Brainstorm!   ñAntonio, I know how we can get Lovie to eat a termite. We will ask some of the little 

orphan children to ask her and she wonôt be able to resist.ò I know, I know, thatôs pure eviléwell, at this 

point I was determined to get my picture so I simply had to make an effort.  It wasnôt hard to gather a few 

little souls for the set up! So in a few short moments four or five little ones marched off to get Momma 

Lovie. ñMomma Lovie, Momma Lovie, come this way we have a big surprise for you!ò In a few moments 

here came the children leading Momma Lovie by the hands. Only after being confronted with the termite 

mound did you hear ñMomma Lovie wonôt you please try one of our termites? They are so good, please try 

oneò.   

 

Termite Feast!  I donôt pretend to understand the way Lovie thinks, but rest assured she would rather cut her 

finger and swim across the pollution-laden Ganges River in India than to offend one of her precious little 

ones.  
 

Then again, we are talking about eating bugs here. Finally, with little thought for her own life, a deep breath, 

closed eyes and a silent prayer ñLord, Iôm coming home todayò, in went one writhing little headless termite. 

Surely the earth stood still if just for a moment. I donôt imagine the ñSee, they are good arenôt theyò sung 

from the children can quite compensate for the sheer torture one bug and one missionary mom experienced 

that day.   
 

Such is one of the many antics that can be told about Lovie and God Loves Kids.  Surely, when you sponsor 

a child in Africa or India, you not only sponsor the child; you sponsor the organization that ñdoes what it 

takesò to love the children, and if eating a bug is what it takes then thatôs a small price to pay.   

Some day, when I stand before the Lord, Iôm pretty certain Iôll have to pay for that one. 

Bill Wegener 

www.artformissions.com 


