April 9, 2007
Two weeks of Labor
Eric Mamukeyani and I recently arrived home from our two-week trip to Mozambique, and I would like to thank those who made special commitments to pray. Our motto for the trip was that of the great Puritan Thomas Shepherd who said, “Abhor one hour of laziness as you would be ashamed of one hour of drunkenness.” We made our way up through South Africa, across Zimbabwe, over to Mozambique and for the next two weeks we would teach a Bible lesson every day and nearly 30 times. Though our plan was to re-visit Massengena, I was most impressed with Mavue. Our lessons were well received and opportunity afforded us to lead a 26 year-old man Raphael to the Lord. Its strategic location at the base of the Save river and the border of Mozambique and Zimbabwe gives it great potential for future ministry. It is without the conveniences of electricity, a secondary school, or English, but it’s proximity to so many Tsonga speakers makes me optimistic. 
What is Faith?

As Joseph (my 4x4) faithfully plodded along towards Massengena, we came in contact Chisangu, a little village that truly left an indelible mark on both of us. A family allowed us to stay on their land, and for the next few days, we gave Bible studies to these remote people from morning to night. Just as the sun was beginning to toss her morning light over the banana trees, an entourage of villagers would march into our camp and plop themselves down for a Bible lesson- at six in the morning. The evening was no different, as they would huddle around our lantern to hear Jesus’ teaching of the two roads, the creation story, or the plan of salvation. As we packed up to leave, we gave them one last presentation of the gospel and one of the men responded, “We now understand that we are sinners, that Jesus died and that we must put faith in Him. But what is faith? When will you return to tell us?” The fire that at that moment burned in my heart I shall scarce forget. 
A Date with Barney Fife

Finding adequate lodging is easy with a tent in the back of your truck and miles of African wilderness to work with. Such was not the case when we finally arrived in the capital city of Maputo. We decided to set up camp in a public park, a seedy area of town, but with the Indian Ocean just 10 yards from our front door. Our plan for the next day was to watch the sun rise and then find our way back to SA. My glorious dreams of King Schlehleinicus, King of Mozambique, were suddenly interrupted at midnight with foreign voices and a flashlight that illumined their silhouettes. I got the gist of their gibberish that they wanted us to come out, and when I poked my head out of our domain, I was greeted by the barrel of a rifle. Before me stood two African Barney Fife’s, with disheveled uniforms, furrowed brows and badges gleaming in the moonlight. They hardly struck fear, but unwilling to gamble that their one bullet was in their front pocket, I heartily complied. They informed Eric and I that this was a dangerous place and against the law to sleep there. We would have to come down to the police station, that is, unless we gave them a little bribe. Two things I knew for sure: it was not illegal to sleep there and I was not giving them a bribe. They reasoned that no one in there right mind would pack up all their things in the middle of the night just to avoid a meager little bribe, but I refused to budge. As we drove to the station, I was reminded how debased this country was. They hardly disguise there communistic flavor, with the primary streets of the city being named after Vladimir Lenin, Mao Tse Tung and Karl Marx. The captain sought to cover his officer’s blunder by giving us a place to stay at station. They weren’t too interested in a Bible study, and we weren’t too interested in arguing. We got out of there early the next day, not without acknowledging that this is the type of government that we may be working with for years to come. 

It’s my personality

I have begun to draw conclusions that God often leads us to His will by our personalities. I know how I am constructed, and a life amidst the hustle and bustle of the world, coupled with cell-phone tones, thumping radios, and glossy store-fronts, is far from where I find contentment. My heart seems to beat out of its chest when I am confronted with lost, ignorant villagers who are just as doomed as the educated, university professor who denies the life of Christ. I feel as though I am in the sandals of Philip, waiting and willing to finish the sentence of a dear African who says, “How can I [understand] unless some man guide me?”  These words are not easily found. If false assurance in religious rituals does not abolish such a statement, the depraved heart of man who is at enmity with God soon will. Oh, do pray for our future ministry in Mozambique, a nation who wallows in self-indulgent decadence, and the dark shadows of Biblical ignorance.
Faithfully,
Paul Schlehlein
