January 23, 2007

Goals Reiterated

Nearly three years ago, God led me to form in my mind three prayer requests that would serve as ‘first-year goals’ upon arriving in South Africa. I have not wavered in these, as the fires of these ambitions have only been fanned with meditation upon missionary biographies and Luke 14. I will restate these in hopes of a renewed interest and fervency in your prayers.
1. Learn the Language— My statement below will clarify how I view this essential task. Proper and effective language study is laborious, but how glorious is the work when a perfect word is chosen, God uses it to shift the thoughts of the intellect, translates it to the emotions of the heart, then stamps it’s approval upon the will. God uses words as a means to bring people to Christ [Rom. 10:17]. I’m looking ahead. My goal is to be completely fluent by the end of 2007. Then I will devote 2008 to Tsonga refinement and Portuguese, the official language of Mozambique. By then, at age 27, the foundation will be in place for 30+ years of God-besotted ministry to SA and Mozambique.
2. Three Disciples—I had 8, but now have only 6 as Collin has moved and Jimmy Shaw has passed away. Everything I do goes through the filter of my disciples. How will this decision affect them? What can I teach them through this? What will this do for them in the long run? Eric and Mahlatsee have clearly separated themselves from the rest. They frequently teach in Bible Club and assist me (or maybe the other way around) when I go visiting. I hope my aspirations for them are as high as God’s.  
3. Navigation for Church Plant— This is much more broad than it sounds. This would include my trips to the Mozambique interior in hopes of finding a stepping stone to the unreached. My mind and heart is split over such ministries as an orphanage, local church, Bible college etc. I want to think wisely, Biblically, doggedly, boldly and daringly in such a way that shows my God is big! These thoughts must also go through the filter of ‘team decisions’, as the perspective of the Mintons and Meyers is crucial.
Cleaving to my Sword

That you may comprehend my view of the importance of language study, I give you this analogy. 

Let us suppose that the Word of God, as is so often portrayed in Scripture, is to be likened to the blade of a mighty sword. It is sharp, deadly and precise. When wielded, it can cut down the proudest of men and protect the lowest of servants. The thoughts and intents of the heart cannot escape its pervasive reach. But alas, it has a handle, which serves as the spoken language. Think now, if a warrior was given a mighty sword to attack his wicked foe, only to find no place for his hand to grip. How harmless he would feel. How delicately he would display it. Now, here I am in this spiritual battle; the mighty sword in Tsonga at my side that can cut down the most haughty of hearts… but the handle of language comprehension is so small. I stand before my hearers and swing the Holy Writ so gently, as a babe would handle a mighty weapon. 
Think of Luther’s day. The Word of God chained to pulpits as the sword dangled freely but the handle of language comprehension for the common man was missing. Its once glistening steel now drawing rust with years of neglect. Ah, but when the doors of the Protestant Reformation burst open and the Scriptures were put in the layman’s tongue—what a spirit of awakening was born and how the flood gates of God’s blessing were opened wide.

Do pray for me in this venture. I am laboring. At present, I preach every message in Tsonga, but it is weak. In the spirit of Eleazar, I desire to have such a comprehension of the language that my hand cleaves to the Word of God so firmly that I would crush Satan’s army with constant and mighty blows. 
When 26 is Old

The men in my area face enormous peer pressure. Attending church is viewed as a sign of weakness. Therefore, the churches are filled with women and children. Men over 20 years old can be found almost anywhere on the Lord’s Day, except church. This was graphically illustrated this last Sunday when Mike, a 26 year old man, decided to come to church. Because I live next to the chief’s home, there was a meeting outside my house with several officials of the village. You could just feel the pressure in the air as Mike sauntered through this platoon of defiant men, their eyes piercing through his soul. His inner struggle was evident, fighting almost a type of shame that this culture has deviously instilled within its men. Pray for Mike’s salvation. Were he to become a Christian, he would instantly become the most mature Christian leader from Mbhokota.
Faithfully,

Paul Schlehlein
