June 18, 2007
The plethora of inquiries regarding the men’s Bible study and the land situation has been a continual reminder of those faithful laborers back home that are holding the ropes. Here is an update of the latest news.
A Green Light in a Land of Stop Signs

It’s become one of my favorite sounds. The lazy shuffling of shoes that emanates from a pack of men entering my home on Thursday nights. In typical procedure, I allow them to momentarily sit alone in the Bible study room as I pace my bedroom in prayer to God: “Oh, God, draw them to yourself”, or, “Father, take the light of your Word and illumine the eyes of this room full of blind men.” For twelve weeks now, I have led them up the mountain of soteriology in hopes that they may see the grandeur of God’s revealed salvation plan. Still, they pepper me with mole-hill tales of their consistent church attendance or the time they asked God to forgive them. Weekly, I lead them to the precipice that they may see the horrors of hell, yet their blindness causes them to smell the smoke but miss the danger. 
But God has heard your prayers and He is working. Yesterday, Ali told me in regard to salvation that he now has the ‘green light.’ He explained how his hopes in church membership have been dashed, and now feels that he is nearly ready to receive Christ. Are these thoughts from the depths of his soul, or meager words that will be forgotten tomorrow? Time will tell. To catch the significance of the difficulty in reaching men, in the combined 5 years of ministry here than Seth, Dan and I have between us, there is not a single man that we have won to Christ and are discipling. Until then, keep praying.
Land Ahoy!

Focus, resolution and freedom are words that would describe my first 11 months here in Mbhokota. Without all the distraction that comes with being a home-owner, I reveled in my little home at the chief’s “kraal.”  With close proximity to the disciples and the Mbhokota School, God providentially placed me in the perfect place for beginning ministry. But things have turned sour as of late. The chief has become increasingly difficult to deal with. Though he lives with his other wife in a nearby village, his odious shadow always seems to be lurking nearby. In hopes of keeping my rent money, he has refused to show me land to buy in Mbhokota. Though many of the low-lifes come here to drink their traditional beer, my home took another step toward decadence this past week. With the lengthy traditional events of “circumcision school” coming to an end, little did I know that the closing ceremony would be held at the chief’s kraal. The morning began with a host of woman and girls chanting just outside my yard, their voices getting louder as the population grew. The climax came when hundreds of them flooded into the yard and around my house, waving red flags and cheering loudly. I reasoned they weren’t here for a house-warming party, and I was soon proved correct as the chief suddenly appeared to give his closing address. It was a festival of debauchery, as topless women ran around while the women, men and children looked on. With the latest transpiring events, limited space, and a host of other reasons, I knew it was time to move on.
My options for land had self-imposed limitations. I was resigned to remain in Mbhokota as well as remain in the general area for the sake of the disciples. Just a few days ago, I found a perfect place to purchase land and have been in the midst of legally, short-circuiting the chief’s involvement in the process. With overwhelming excitement, today I was officially awarded the deed to the land, just a few minutes walk from my present place. To the praise of His glorious grace.


Faithfully,

Paul Schlehlein
Attached: Two pictures of two different worlds:


Eric and I with a godly Afrikaans couple in town


Mboni and Bibo with their homemade replica of “Joseph”








