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Box 593~Louis Trichardt 0920~South Africa
So long, “old” friend
His name is Jimmy Shaw. I’ve only known him for 3 months, but together we have walked to Calvary, waded side-by-side in the waters of baptism, and waved goodbye as he entered the valley of the shadow of death. Uncle Jimmy, as we affectionately called him, passed away Tuesday morning. He spent 72 years living for himself until God used cancer to drive him to humble repentance and faith in Christ. This old Afrikaner spent his last three months on earth as a baby Christian who was sold out on telling others of Christ.  I will be preaching his funeral on Friday. His two requests: “Don’t talk about me but preach the gospel. My family is not saved.”
Mozambique Interior #2

“Adult, sane people who have not put their faith in the finished work of Christ are eternally lost, even though they have never heard the gospel.”  Do you agree with this statement? Oprah doesn’t, and consequently, she sends shoes to Africa rather than Bibles. How you answer this question will color how you view missions. Dan, Seth and I believe it with all our hearts. Therefore, on December 27, we will be taking a two-week trip into the interior of Mozambique in hopes of locating unreached peoples. This is not a vacation. We have put much thought and prayer into this and our objectives are as follows: 1) Revisit Massengena [I Thess. 1:18; 3:11] 2) Visit every home in Massengena [Acts 5:42] 3) Distribute Bibles [2 Thess. 3:1] 4) Open-air preach [Acts 26:1…] 5) Locate central location for Wendi house.  The last objective would be foremost. If we are to move our families there one day, we must find the most appropriate place to plant our ministry. Please pray for these specific requests. I have attached Bible verses to our objectives to add some more ‘substance’ to your prayers. I have also attached a survey we devised to help us gather information. 
Boys Town

The past month, my own little version of “Boys Town” in Mbhokota has seen God answer prayer. For those who have been praying from the beginning, you will be pleased to hear that both Justice and Vukosi were gloriously saved. I gave Justice the name “Kharata” (trouble) for obvious reasons and Vukosi was often vindictive towards the gospel. Oh, but the God who treads upon the waves of the sea saw fit not to hide his smiling face towards these boys and with never-failing mercy, saved them from their sins. Thank you for your prayers.
…better than your two front teeth

With Christmas upon us, here are 2 excellent books that are must-have stocking stuffers for everyone you know:

1. St. Andrews Seven, Piggin—Six men influenced by one teacher forsake all as missionaries to India. (120 p.)
2. Marriage to a Difficult Man, Dodds—How the brilliant J. Edwards was shaped by his more (?) brilliant wife (264 p.)
Behind Bars

The sun was beginning to set on a warm, December evening which had already brought it’s share of problems. My combat with the language seems to resemble a march which takes two steps forward and one step back. On this day, I took a step back. To complicate things, I found myself staring down at a bowl of chicken hearts that Mani Maria had prepared especially for me. It’s hard enough eating chicken feet. Every time I attempt to “gobble” them down, it’s as if their knarled claws are pointing back at me saying, “Thou are the man!”  Now I had a “Tell-Tale Heart” with feathers to deal with. Just then, I heard a knock at the door (this seems to be a theme). There before me stood a well-groomed man with a uniform who offered me the opportunity to speak in Louis Trichardt at one of the largest prisons in Africa. However, he said I must comply to speak on the pre-arranged topic: the purpose by which God created man. He asked, “Will you accept?” Will I accept? Do Wisconsinites love cheese? Of course I accept. The next day, I stood before a sea of color-coated, rowdy men. I soon found out that this once-a-year activity was used to promote woman’s rights and discourage physical abuse. The other guest (puppet) speaker who spoke just before me was an African “Reverend” who gave a dainty little sermonette on peace, community service, and woman’s rights. There was not a hint of anything remotely spiritual. When I finally assailed the pulpit, I unleashed for 21 minutes the deep, unfathomable mines of God’s Word. I preached sin, repentance, and the hope that Jesus Christ offers to all men. They asked me to speak in English because all 12 South African languages were clustered before me, but when I sprinkled in pieces of Xitsonga in the message, the men went wild. What an opportunity. Afterwards, they gave a special dinner. It was chicken. But I couldn’t eat it—I didn’t have the heart. 
Faithfully,

Paul  
(* also attached: My home-made shower)
“If I could get a little place somewhere in the interior, perhaps I could settle down and be of some use.” – J. Hudson Taylor








