September 3, 2007
A Wee Little Man…

Like drops from a leaky sink, his walk has a type of offbeat pattern that can be seen a long way off. A childhood accident makes his stride somewhat awkward, but his pace is one gear quicker than most in the village. With dark skin, glinting eyes and a big smile, his shaved head remains perpetually tilted upward, underscoring his small stature. Barely topping 5’0”, he gets quality time being jeered at by his friends and has thus earned himself the name “Zakeo”, after Jesus’ vertically challenged follower.
God has presented Eric with a magnanimous persona. But it took the mighty hammer of justifying grace to chisel away years of sin and expose such character. Eric has often told me of his carnal past and those times when he longed to take his own life. All of that changed on a September afternoon one year ago when God’s “quickning ray” released him from his stupor of sin. Already, we traveled thousands of kilometers and assailed three countries together but his conversion experience remains fresh on our lips and is never a stranger to our conversation topics. 
A black Napoleon he may be, but Eric Mamukeyani has a mind and heart that towers above the rest. His English is better than most and his zeal for God’s truth is a welcome tonic to a sea of apathetic men. Already acquainted with the writings of MacArthur, Sproul, Piper, and Lloyd-Jones, his thirst for books is superseded only by his ardor for preaching. 

The year 2007 has been difficult for Eric. Several months ago, his mentally retarded sister was raped outside his home. Only upon my pleading did the family go to the police. Born into a completely unregenerate family, he often scrounges for money and food. One week ago, his brother lost his job. Yesterday, his older brother went to town to buy the family food, was mugged, and beat up. The family’s feeling of desperation is nothing new. They’ve been here before. It is a way of life. 
Don’t stop reading. This amalgam of character traits has not been placed before you to foster an emotional frenzy. Rather, Eric’s personal struggles will serve as the milieu to his newfound hope in Christ. Often, Eric will pen his thoughts and give them to me. Here are excerpts from a year-old African Christian- his love statements to Christ:
“Father, you’re so good to me because you died for my soul. The sinless One has been crucified for me. Because of his death my sinful soul is counted free. I wore the white t-shirt of righteousness because of Christ not of my good works. Thank you for letting your word dwelleth in my heart. You chose me to be your servant, so please use me as your servant. My eyes were closed because of the darkness condition that I were in, but now with your lovingkindness I am in a light. 
When I am in earth I am under obligation to proclaim your Word, to minister to people, particularly those who have never heard about Christ. Lot of people in the world are dying without hearing Christ. Use me to tell them about him. How could they know that Jesus loves them and he died for their lives? Let me go and preach the gospel.”

Pray for my faith
Shortly before Peter denied Christ, Jesus peered into his eyes and said, “I have prayed for you, that your faith fail not.” (Lk. 22:32) I hear those words, look to Jesus and say, “Oh, God, pray those same words for me. Don’t let my faith fail!” 

This is how you may pray- that my faith does not fail. A faith that remains morally pure, that I might not bring reproach to Christ’s church. Faith that will not allow untouched regions to slink forever into the shadows of indifference. Faith that breeds an aggressive, experimental, evangelical, single-minded, no-holds-barred approach to pioneer missions. My faith wilts under such pressure. I cannot sustain such lofty goals worthy of God on my own. I ask you to take these words of Jesus, and pray them on my behalf. Oh, that His kingdom would be expanded to the nations and His glory magnified.


Living to die to live again,
Paul Schlehlein
* Attached pictures: Eric and I in interior Mozambique








