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        Box 593~Louis Trichardt 0920~South Africa
Deliberately and Freely
Sunday, February 18 was special. Twenty-two African men and women, deliberately and freely, were buried with Christ in baptism to declare their allegiance to Him. Oh, what bliss to baptize my son in the faith, Mahlatsee; once dead in sins but now taking God as his chief and highest good. What joy to immerse Eric, formerly a blind sinner with no hope, now declaring Christ to be his Prince and Savior. And then Justice. How can one recall such an event without tears? The boy I once named ‘trouble’, now stood peering over the pulpit on his tiptoes to express his adoration for Christ. I will never get over the remarkable work of God done in sinners. The baptisms and testimonies lasted an hour and a half alone, but I could have stayed all day. Do events like these stir your hearts? Is there a teenager under the sound of these words that longs to be a saw in the grand grip of God? Any middle-aged widows who yearn to forsake all and be a rod that is clutched by the Omnipotent One? Any men who will throw down their tools to be an instrument in Christ’s army to the nations? Suffering may await you, but so will God-glorifying events like these just mentioned. Will it suffice? 
This is my country

His name is Eddie. Eddie Rademeyer. I get to see him when I take a trip once a week into town. He's of German descent, but an Afrikaner through and through. He's seen it all. He’s early eighties, tall and thin with spindly fingers and slightly bowed legs. He has the greatest comb-up I have ever seen, so that if he should ever let all his hair down, it would surely fall to the middle of his back. He greeted me the other day at his home with the typical Afrikaner garb. Brown leather shoes, wool socks up to the knee, and short shorts. He's a book worm. No surprise. He was a math and science teacher his whole life. Well rounded too, as he loves to sing, build and play the ukulele. Out-spoken would be an understatement. He grew up in Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). He had to flee though, when the government became corrupt. He’s typical Dutch Reformed, though he attends the Baptist Kerk in town. I love spending time with the older crowd because they can teach so much. South Africa, or perhaps I should say, southern Africa, is my home now, so there is much history to learn. He has been giving me a crash course. Last time I visited, I stayed for three hours and barely said 50 words. After parking inside his gate, it was quickly locked shut behind me. As I left my bakkie, he noticed it remained unlocked with the window open. He promptly forced me to lock it up. We then proceeded through his vast garden to his home, where he allowed me in, only to quickly lock us inside the house. As we meandered through his home, we passed by his thousands of books, mostly old and dusty but never to imply- unread. As we sat and talked, his wife brought what has become one of my favorites, tea. A conversation without tea would be the world without the sun to the Afrikaner. I asked him about everything, whenever I could get a word out. Apartheid, Mandela, the Boers, Afrikaans, gold, poverty, whites, blacks ... it went on and on. It's great fun. The Afrikaner is very confident and an expert at everything, whether they are or not. They are always right. His theology is a bit eccentric, but he loves Jesus. My attempt to swallow two different cultures at the same time has been exhilarating. When leaving my village for town, I enter a whole new world. 
I want to be just like you
“Pa”, Charles Ingalls on Little House on the Prairie, said it best. “They’re kids. If you love ‘em, they’ll love you back.” In a land full of father’s but no dad’s, I’ve attempted to demonstrate that brand of love as deeply as I can to the children of Mbhokota, and they’ve responded. Not only with mutual love, but with stalwart emulation. Every mannerism, word, belief and action I express, they are close behind, chasing my shadow to do the same thing. A great weight of responsibility lies on me to reflect Christ upon the 19 year-old energetic Mahlatsee, the 16 year-old preacher boy Eric or the 11 year-old rascal Magwegwe.  

Names without faces…

Pray for the salvation of these. To you, they are names without faces. To me, they are friends without Christ.

· Mahni Maria—my ‘second mother’ and third wife of the chief. She’s seeking, but still lost.
· Solly Noor— the richest man in Limpopo. A Muslim who owns half the town. We’ve become friends.
· Mike—the 26 year-old man I mentioned in my last prayer letter, but since then, have never seen.
· Jeremiah—member of the ZCC church but very faithful in attending Bible study the last month.
· Mr. Kubayi—Xilombe’s father. Has no interest in spiritual things but an influential teacher in Mbhokota.

Faithfully,

Paul D. Schlehlein
If they are not saved after twenty years of prayer, follow them, with your prayers, to the gates of hell.—C.H. Spurgeon








