April 1, 2008
One Hour- Two Worlds
He had promised what seemed to be a thousand times. “I’ll be here. I promise.”

That was a week ago. I had heard it before. Like the blades of grass that danced beside me, the numbers of broken meetings were many. I pushed the thought away as I briskly walked down the steep, narrow path to his house. The moonless sky was black and served as a welcome milieu to the starry diamonds that dotted the landscape. With my arrival in just a few minutes, my thoughts entered the courtroom of my own thoughts. “O.k. Paul, if he’s not here this time, that’s it. No more. How many times have you set up a Bible study with this guy, only to have him stand you up? You know it’s going to happen again.” I told myself that I couldn’t think this way. Besides, shouldn’t I be praying instead? I meandered on, briefly pausing at each house and wondering if that was it. I moved on. I was excited. The evening was resplendent of feelings of Africa: the mountain’s dark purple silhouette, the barking dogs, and the tiny orange sparks of sporadic fires. In a country that contains several large cities, it is sometimes easy to forget you are in Africa. Not tonight.

“Oh, God, won’t you save more African people?”

As I approached his yard, the obvious absence of any light made the verdict clear. He took off again. I took a big, frustrated breath and sighed. I should have known.

This happens often. My primary evangelistic work in the village is through home Bible studies with the young people and through visiting Bible studies with the adults. Reaching the adults, especially the men, is by far the most difficult. With a culture that views dishonesty as harmless as the promiscuity that ravages the country, it is not difficult to conclude that establishing consistent Bible studies with adults can be very frustrating. One could become very cynical if not careful. I have devised an entire 5-minute spiel at the end of visits just to drive home the importance of honesty. Briefly, it says, “I want to help you understand the Gospel and the way of salvation. But please do not throw away my time. If you’re truly serious about your soul, don’t break our appointment.”
As I ambled back home, I decided to cut over to Given’s house and pay him a visit. Over a year ago, Given Chauba became one of our first converts in Mbhokota and has since blossomed as one of the disciples. He is ruthlessly consistent to every service during the week (five total) and has a joyful countenance that is contagious. He’ll be 18 this October. As I entered his yard, I could see him crouching over the fire, delicately turning the husks of corn so as not to burn them. I paused underneath the shadow of the orange tree and watched. It was a serene moment. For a little while, I really paused to think about the challenge of relating to such a boy. He lives only a quarter-mile away, but we are worlds apart. He lives in poverty. His father is a “pastor”, but lives with another wife in another village. His mother continues to have babies. Yet, he is joyful. He loves his Bible. He is growing. Only the life-changing power of the living Christ can do such a thing. I leave the shadows and greet my friend. There, next to the din of a crackling fire, I prayed with my brother. It was sweet.

In taking just one hour from a Monday evening, I have attempted to paint for you both the difficulties and the joys of ministry in Mbhokota. We long to see people converted—adults even, and rushed into God’s kingdom. This is difficult and toilsome. We also long to see people discipled—adults as well but most often teens, and growing in God’s Word. 

Pray along these lines. Pray that God would break the stronghold of convoluted, cultural apathy in adults and burst forth His blessing of spiritual fruit in the lives of the faithful teenage Christians.
40 Days of Purpose
Today marks the beginning of my 40 days of purpose. That is, I have forty days left of being single. I want to make these days count for eternity. I often sit in the small veranda outside my house and ponder: “what do people think when they see a single, skinny white guy move into the chief’s home in an African village and then a year later, build his own house?” I’ve had a wide array of guesses from the villagers as to why I am living here. One of the things I am sure I portray is “temporary”. I think Melinda will change that. Though she will provide a litany of helpful skills to the ministry, her greatest accomplishment may simply be a womanly presence by my side as we minister together. That spells “permanent”.

We will be visiting churches in America from May 17 through the middle of June. We are looking forward to seeing many of those who have been so faithful in praying and supporting us.


Faithfully,

Paul Schlehlein
Picture: our “soon-to-be” missionary teammates, the Simkus family, with Given (middle) and Eric.








