January 4, 2007
Nothing colors a life more vividly than honest autobiography. I will portray the events of this past week as candidly and exact as possible, as my own journal from the trip will be my historic spokesman.  On December 27, 2006, Dan, Seth, Takilani and myself set out to invade the interior portions of Mozambique in hopes of finding unreached peoples, and thus, a place to “set up shop.”  Having returned from our two-week trip a week early, this letter will inform you of what took place and hopefully heighten your awe of our Blessed Potentate.

Day 1—December 27, 2006

Got to Pfuri Gate no problem. Very hot as it’s been 105 most of the day. Used my 4x4 twice. I have begun to realize how much sacrifice it will take to minister here. These places are less “reached” for a reason. With every bump and random thought of comfort, Luke 14 and its high demands come to mind. It is too high! I rest at the base of Christ’s Mt. Everest… as my own depravity and love for this world presses against me. I am feeble, Lord. Lead me to that Rock that is higher than I. I do long for adventure. Oh, but if I had a thousand lives, I would give them all for Christ… that he may be magnified in my body. Teach me to use every idle minute for Thee, and turn it into 60 seconds of distant run.

Day 2—December 28, 2006

We made excellent time in reaching the Limpopo river. The river remains a desiccated bed of sand with occasional streams of water. The width is 150+ yards long. After pulling Seth’s truck out of the sand, we realized there was a bigger problem on the horizon—his transition was broken. We decided to leave Dan and Seth back with his truck and Taki and I would travel 20 km north to find help in Mapai. After searching for a “mechanic” for over an hour, we met up with a stocky, bald man with a toothy grin. He agreed to our proposal and after two of his cronies hopped in back, the cavalry had been formed to save Seth’s truck. When we returned to the base of the river, I saw there was no sign of life by Seth’s truck on the other side. Had he left? As I began to penetrate the river, I did not realize that it had risen 8 inches since our last passage through. The water was now above the base of our doors and when we arrived in the middle, the truck died. Now we had two dead trucks. A group of men waded in the river along side us, laughing at our calamity. They refused to help for free. I refused to pay. So, for the next hour, the seven of us dug, pushed and pulled until we finally removed it from the river. Furthermore, the mechanic did a miracle in fixing Seth’s transmission. God’s merciful hand was clearly evident today. 
Day 3—December 29, 2006

Truck was filled with swarming bees this morning. I think they were attracted to the water from the day before. Covered myself with a tarp to protect myself, hopped in the truck and hit the gas. Most of them flew out. It was fun. Spent a brief time in Mapai today. Seth met with a Dutch Reformed pastor that was surely qualified of I Timothy 3. Took a straight route to Massengena and arrived at 4:30 p.m. Was able to travel with Dan for a brief time today. He loves to talk about his family and I love to listen. Very down to earth guy.
Day 4—December 30, 2006

Is it sin to avoid living life to its fullest? I am disgusted with the apathetic life.  I want to be painfully observant of God’s creative handiwork. I don’t want to forbear a moment I could give meditating upon the orderly ripples of the water, the ornate construction of a bird’s nest, or the camouflage of God’s army of insects. Today, we lived life to its fullest.
We learned that there are approximately 500+ houses in town and it is not as “churched” as we had thought. Met with the chief today. He was far from impressive. Very apathetic, made little eye contact and fell asleep several times during our meeting. After getting “poured” on earlier in the day by the first rain in a long time, we engaged in a Bible study with a few men who showed some interest during our visits. As Seth delivered the gospel, we began to hear something like a coming locomotive. Rain storm! We ran to the men’s house, which was nothing more than inter-twined sticks supported by mud. We helped them recover their roof, and Seth remarked later that Christ would have been pleased with our efforts. I agree.
Day 5—December 31, 2006

Today was the most horrifying day of my life. It began like any other day, but the events that would transpire would take on scenes fit for a medieval tragedy. We held our little church service under a tree while a few of the villagers joined us. Tak preached and did great. Just before our scheduled Bible study in town, we decided to swim across the river nestled next to our camp. There had been a host of villagers who were wading and fishing in the same river that very day, so there was no cause for alarm. As we dove in, the murky water was strangely hot and deeper than expected. Seth forgot to remove his wedding ring, so he returned to shore to leave it with Tak. I was about 5 feet in front of Dan as we reached the middle of the river when the two of us began contemplating turning around. I happened to shift my attention back to shore, when I saw terror on Seth’s face as he pointed ahead and screamed, “Crocodile! Get out of the water!” My eyes darted to the left only to see his statement was not a cruel joke. Two beady eyes and a long snout was creating a wake in our direction and moving fast. I remember thinking, “This can’t be happening. Is this a dream? Real life does not work this way.”  What were Dan and I to do? Do I swim to the other bank? Do I stay still? Do I swim with Dan? The beast was so close, I decided to remain still and take my chances. By now, the crocodile had gone under. Dan, who is the strongest and best swimmer of the group, immediately shouted, “get to shore” as his arms ferociously dug into the river.  The crocodile got to Dan first. His snout ripped into both his legs and pulled him under. Dan tore his hand down the croc’s throat and he let go. Somehow, Dan swam to shore. Meanwhile, I sat wading farther out in the middle of the river. The crocodile was now back under water. Was he coming for me? The feeling of helplessness was so overwhelming. There was nothing to grab, no way to run…I was in his territory and at his mercy. While Seth was frantically getting a makeshift boat into the water, I could see Dan stumble back on shore with blood running down his legs. He repeatedly shrieked, “When he comes, shove your hand down his throat!” At that moment, it seemed as though everything went in slow motion. The 30 seconds it took Seth to reach me seemed like an eternity. Talking with the guys later, we had all, in just that short span of time, come to grips that one of us was going to die. It wasn’t supposed to happen this way.

My thoughts evaporated as Seth drew closer. With terror, I swiftly pulled myself on the boat and we headed for shore. Dan was in bad shape, but once he got to shore, I knew he was going to live. As Seth got the truck, Tak and I carried him. We took him to a “primitive” but adequate hospital in Massengena. Dan was a trooper all the way, as the doctor stitched up the deep tooth marks on the top and bottom of both his legs. He was given no pain medicine. Fearing infection, we drove 15 hours through Mozambique, Zimbabwe, and South Africa until we reached the hospital in Louis Trichardt. 
Please pray for Dan and his family. He is recovery nicely and was released from the hospital yesterday. He has had a good spirit through the whole ordeal, most notably when he was able to lead a nurse and two guests to the Lord while lying in the Massengena hospital. Both Seth and Dan had a part in saving my life, but it is God that I am most thankful to. With no other reason that his good pleasure, He decided to have mercy on us and spare our lives. If that counted as one life lost, I still long to give 999 more.
Faithfully,

Paul

* Ironically, the enclosed picture was taken just seconds before the event occurred.

