July 17, 2009
Thank you for your prayers regarding my recent trip to the Comoros Islands. It was a success from beginning to end. God heard your petitions. Perhaps the best way to describe a portion of the events that transpired is through brief quotes from my journal.

Our first day was profitable, but oh, how we are in over our heads.—June 21

Indeed, that's exactly the way we felt—we're in over our heads, but God is still bringing success. Communication was difficult because of the language barrier, but everyday was profitable. From the moment we arrived on the tiny island, God continued to put key contacts and information before us. In spite of our inabilities, God said, "I'm behind you and before you."

Draw out a people for Your Name's sake, and let me be the outstretched net in your hand to bring them in.—June 22


The Comoros is an archipelago of four islands. One of the islands has over 250,000 people and not one missionary of any stripe. Why is there such a disparity of missionaries in this land compared to others? Yes, they are Muslim (99.9% of them). Yes, they are poor (rest entirely on foreign aid). But it seemed apparent to me that the reason for the dearth of missionaries may be simply because people don't know about this place. It's a tiny, sandy star in the sprawling sky of ocean.  

…but then, the puking began.—June 25


On the map, the distance between islands is only ¼ of a centimeter. "How long could a boat ride take", I thought. Far too long. The voyage between islands was supposed to take five hours, but it was more like 10 and I was sick for nearly every minute of it. I knew we were in for a rough time when I saw the old Salts popping seasick pills before we shoved off. Half of the passengers lost their lunch. Tim thought it was funny, but all I wanted to do was kiss dry land.

Our time on this island was a complete success. We visited a plethora of towns, brothers, and medical personnel. We learned exactly what it would take to live there. "I feel my heart moving here", I wrote.


…thrown in jail on three separate occasions.—June 26

Indeed, evangelism is illegal. One brother we met with spent over four months in prison. Many of the brothers were afraid. All of them were weak in Biblical knowledge. The hundreds of mosques that dot the landscape constantly remind them that they are in the vast minority. Even the sharpest brothers did not even know what the Lord's Supper was. There exists an odd mixture of Middle Eastern and African cultures. We even saw an altar where sacrifices are made. 
All may be dead.—June 30


Perhaps you saw the news of the airline crash that took place a few kilometers off the coast of Grand Comoros. The plane attempted to land, pulled up at the last minute, tried to make another approach, and crashed into the sea. Knowing they had no rescue equipment, the Comorian government feared all were dead. One 14 year-old girl miraculously survived. The other 140+ perished. This tragedy was what 9/11 was to America. It gave us a glimpse into how this culture mourns. 

On June 27, 2009, Michael Jackson, "the king of Pop", died.—July 4


Almost instantly, the world knew. The metropolises of London, New York, and Hong Kong were not the only ones that mourned Jackson's death. Even the isolated villages in Comoros knew. The "king of Pop" died. The world knew. The world mourned.

Nearly 2,000 years ago, Jesus Christ, "the King of kings", died. There has never been a death, before or since, which has carried more value and significance. History marches on, yet most people on the Comoros Islands still do not know the truth of such a King. This should not be.
Pray that God would give us courage—and speed us on our way.

For His Eternal Fame,

Paul and Melinda Schlehlein 

