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“My own land”
The early morning remains of the only peaceful times in Mbhokota. The thumping music that attacks the night air has long been extinguished. The dawn has yet to be molested by the cry of babies, the clinking of dishes, or the swinging of rusty front gates. As I walk, the morning dew causes the sand beneath my feet to crack. I briskly take the seven-minute perambulate from my home down the serpentine path that leads to an oblong plot of land. However, this place has more appeal to me than the choice plots the world could offer. Why? Because it is my land. “My own land?” Never has three syllables been so difficult to say. It has taken 6 months of lying chiefs, broken promises, drunken binges and providential acts to fully cause me to appreciate what God has seen fit to give me. But really, it’s all God’s land anyway, and He has placed me there to manage it. I believe a new location and a new home will greatly expand my ministry opportunities to the people of Limpopo.  
On this morning, as the wind coldly whips my face, I sit elevated upon a mass of stony seats and look down upon this little plot of land. It’s nothing fancy. A small hill in the back, right corner serves as a temporary birthmark until I get it leveled. A large pile of rocks in the front gives it a little depth. The gravel road running along side reminds me that I am not alone. Though the chief did make this purchase especially difficult, he inadvertently made the final “deed” in my hand all the sweeter. The games have just begun. This week, the water should come. The land will be leveled on Wednesday. Next week, the fencing will go up and then, the building begins. 
Thank you to those who have been praying. Please continue to pray for the future plans.

“I’m a Christian”

Several weeks ago, six young men and one old woman entered the waters of baptism in allegiance to Christ. Three of the young men are from Mbhokota whom you have been praying for: Vutomi, Nyiko and Nhlamulo. Hearing the testimonies of these seven was just as enjoyable as observing their changed lives. Some spoke of sinful pasts. Others illustrated the emptiness they found at other churches. But all spoke of the same theme: “I was lost. Now I am saved. I am not afraid to exclaim this before you all: I’m a Christian.”
“I’m not ready”

Sons mimic fathers. Congregations mimic pastors. Daughters mimic mothers. Students mimic teachers. Christians mimic Christ. This is what defines us. On the opposite side, we find a painful description of another kind of mimicking: those who mimic idols. After explaining the blind, deaf and dumb idols of Israel, Psalm 135:18 informs us, “Those who make them are like them; so is everyone who trusts in them.” How shallow. 

For twenty-five weeks, I have been striving to teach a group of men who are idolaters. Their idol is not a stump made with hands, but a tradition passed down through many generations. The idea of “solo Christo” is foreign to them. Stripping off layers of pride, false doctrine and fear is laborious work. What does one say after 25 weeks of gospel giving in which the audience simply nods their head week after week as if to say, “That’s good, but I’m not ready”? Teach some more, I suppose. I have taught them doctrine, sin, hell, the law, love, Christ, grace and faith. Only Christ can take their heart of stone and make it a heart of flesh. Please continue to pray for Ali, Jeffrey, Jeremiah and Joe.
Oh, to be like Christ.

Paul

“God, I pray Thee, light these idle sticks of my life and may I burn for Thee. Consume my life, my God, for it is Thine. I seek not a long life, but a full one, like you, Lord Jesus.”—Jim Elliot
Pictured:


* Mahlatsee, Eric and I spending time with our friend Mr. Edwards


* The Disciples (Nyiko has the big grin, Nhlamulo has the hole in his shirt and Vutomi… is the black guy.








