December 5, 2008


Her name is Wendy. She's stubborn, aloof and incredibly difficult to work with. Yet, she is critical to our ministry. I can speak so crassly because Wendy is not a person. She's a house. Wendy houses are very common in South Africa because they are easily transportable. Panels of wood are nailed together in sections, broken down and then reconstructed. If you recall from 2007, we took three pain-staking days to pull Wendy through Mozambique on our two-ton trailer. We left it at a national's house in hopes of starting a lesser-reached ministry. Because of the growth of our Bible school, however, Daniel and I decided to bring Wendy back. Neither one of us were very excited. Here is the journal of our trip and the impossible Miss Wendy.
Monday 

5:30 AM
Leave SA. It's smooth sailing as we cross the border, traverse the Limpopo river and make the final leg of the trip in lighting-quick time. 
7:00 PM
Arrive in Massengena 20 minutes after night fall. We greet our national friend, James, cook some noodles, and fall asleep in our trucks—exhausted. We'll greet Wendy tomorrow. 

Tuesday

6:00 AM
Wendy is in decent shape. She's been relaxing on the trailer for nearly a year. One tire is flat. We unload everything, change the flat, reload Wendy, fasten her down and nail in reinforcement boards.

9:45
Leave Massengena. Daniel pulls Wendy as I follow. We have about 300 miles ahead of us.

9:50
1 mile after departure, Dan's truck (King Tut) gets impossibly stuck in a sand pit. Twenty giggling teenage boys and 4x4 can't get him out. Not a good start. Daniel glances at me as if to say, "Are you sure we should be doing this?"

10:30
We switch trucks. I hook up my vehicle (Samson) to the trailer and after gathering even more young men, we push Wendy through and onto solid ground. One mile down—299 more to go. No sweat.
10:35
Trouble again. One mile later, I hear a "clunk". Behind me, Dan waves his hands ferociously. I look in my rear view mirror and see a tire jollily rolling down the road. "Hmmm", I thought, "that tire looks strangely familiar." I get out and find that a bump had thrown one of our wheels off the axle. Daniel says, "That's it. Wendy stays." Bummer. We already had two whole miles under our belts.

11:07
Silence. We sit underneath a shade tree and ponder our options. We decide that Wendy will stay in Massengena to be used for future ministry. Plan B for the Bible college students was undecided.
11:57
How do we get the Wendy back those 2 miles? By strapping one piece at a time to the roof of our trucks. When Daniel returns he tells me, "Paul, you won't believe this. There's a big, flat-bed truck in Massengena and it's leaving for SA tomorrow." What a delightful act of God's providence. 
12:32 PM
I arrive at the crime seen and see the men already loading Wendy on a Titanic-like moving truck. It looks like it was made for exactly this purpose. I hugged the driver. We decide that I'll follow the men and negotiate the price while MacGyver… I mean Daniel, tries to fix the trailer.
1:23
More bad news. The driver and his colleague sit angrily in the truck. James tells me that they are arguing about the amount they will charge us. 

1:48
After much deliberation, they finally tell us their price: $2,000.

1:49
I feverishly wrack my brain for the Tsonga words, "You must be off your rocker"! 
1:50
We offer them a quarter of that and tell them to take it or leave it. They call our bluff, unload everything and drive away.
2:25
We immediately begin constructing Wendy, but its no use. We don't have the tools and realize that she needs to be in SA for the students.

3:10
We find the men and renegotiate. They mumbled and grumbled and finally took our bid. The agreement: they reload the things that night, leave at 6:00 the next morning, and head straight for SA before the border closes. Dan and I decide to split up. He'll leave tonight because he has to drive slower with the jimmy-rigged trailer. We'll meet at the border.

6:15
I sit alone in the dark next to Wendy. The men have failed to load her. I drive through the village and find the driver drunk as a skunk at the bar. He doesn't know who I am. He decides to follow me back to Wendy and reload her. He puts the pedal to the floor and dizzily follows me. It's completely dark and he's quickly gaining on me. I'm now going 60 mph down the sand-laced road until he gets so close that I can't see his head lights anymore. I swerve off the road and let him pass.

Wednesday

7:05 AM
Change of plans… again. They inform me that they are going to do a series of routes through Mozambique and then deliver Wendy. "That's not the agreement", I adamantly asserted. James looked gently at me as if to say, "You didn't really believe them, did you?"  My options were few.
9:00
I head back to SA with one of the driver's men as an insurance policy. We decide that he'll deliver Wendy the next day in SA, where I will pay him. I'm afraid I'll never seen them or Wendy again.

11:15
As I drive, I tell my insurance policy (a Zulu) that if his friends fail to come, he's the one who will go to jail. He informs me that he had just met them and they won't care if he goes to jail. Gulp.

Thursday

4:00 PM
I nervously pace the floor at home. The border has closed for today. Still no Wendy. All I can picture is roadside business in Mozambique with the sign: "Used Wendy Houses: Get 'em while they're hot!"
4:50
The phone call comes. Wendy is back!

Please pray for this year's school year, that we will use Wendy (and our other dorm facilities) for His Glory.

Faithfully,

Paul and Melinda Schlehlein
