October 23, 2004


When missionary to China Jonathan Goforth lost everything to a house fire, he consoled his grieving wife with the words, “Don’t worry dear- they’re just things.” When I read that quote a year ago, I smirked in bravado and thought, “That’s right John. Don’t stand for this crying stuff.” But when my hard drive crashed two weeks ago, thus making my computer useless, I glanced over my shoulder several times for fear someone may see that lonely tear welling up in my eye. How quickly we attach ourselves to things. Well, that is why I have not written for some time, but I’m pleased that God has continued to work. 

Mine own son in the Faith

For two years prior to my arrival in Africa, I asked God that He would give me three disciples my first year. Three young men that I could lead to the Lord, baptize, and thoroughly train in the Word of God. Could it be that God is already answering? Among the souls that have been saved in Mbhokota, two stand tall about the rest: Mahlatsee and Eric. They are 18 and 16 years old respectively.  Mahlatsee was the first guy saved under our ministry in Mbhokota. Three weeks later, he and I led Eric to Christ. They come with me when I go to church or town, eat with me at meals, sweat with me at various jobs, and are beside me when we pray on our knees. Mahlatsee is my closest companion. One week ago, after the evening Bible study, he was able to lead one of the kids to Christ. As we were dropping off kids, he confided to me, “Paul, my heart is so happy. I know that God is using me to tell others about salvation. Two months ago, I was going to hell, but now I have salvation.” My spirit soared. I know it was difficult for his Tsonga tongue to form those English words, but his heart told the greater story. Oh, the splendor of watching a life change before your eyes. 

It’s the simple things

Mother Mariah lives in the house right next to mine. She is the chief’s wife but he lives in Waterfal with his other wife. She is so kind to me, daily checking to see if all my doors are locked and often making me meals.  As I was leaving today, I asked her little boy to hop in the truck- we were going to town. He dashed to the front seat. You should have seen him. Though you could only see his eyes peering over the car door, he sat stiffly upright for all to see him, as if her were wearing an invisible medallion. He had been chosen to go to town!  It’s the simple things they appreciate. I’m learning how to emulate this trait. 

A typical week

My time is equally spent between language study, ministry, and daily tasks. Language study is coming slowly. I preached for eight minutes in Tsonga two weeks ago before I was forced to revert to my mother tongue. A benefit is that the guys in the village mercilessly help me along with the language, but I have yet to spend double-digit hours in language study like Hudson Taylor—something I must start doing. 

Ministry includes a Bible study at my home on Tuesday, a Bible study in town on Wednesday, Youth Group in Mashamba on Friday, and church services in Mashamba on Sunday. Visiting the endless stream of young people outside my door is also a great ministry. Admittedly, many of the children simply learn the syllables of the English songs we sing in the Bible club. This is most clear when I hear the kids bellowing outside my house, “Sorry, I’m saved” rather than “Glory, I’m saved!” 

Then there is the daily grind, which just seems to take longer over here. When I am out of water, I must get the jugs and drive a mile away to fill them up. The days go very quickly over here. I thank God for the village I live in. His goodness and wisdom is not cloudy or obscure in this area. The people are very kind and patient with me. It is completely Tsonga speaking and at the base of beautiful mountains. But the people, they are lost. They are blindly being ushered into hell on the vehicle of ignorance and good works. Oh, do pray for them. I feel your prayers. The successes thus far are a testament of that.

The Meyer’s and Minton’s continue to be an enormous blessing to me. As a team, we see each other nearly everyday, and I would entreat you to pray for them as well.

Paul Schlehlein









