November 19, 2008
Who Needs Sermon Preparation?
He didn't think it was a good idea.
James, my only contact in the little village of Massengena, squinted back at me with his awkward toothy grin and assured me that a Plan B was definitely in order. We had scheduled a meeting for that Saturday with all the pastors in the village and I recommended that we give them handouts in Tsonga and Portuguese containing questions as to what they believe. The queries would be simple, like "How is man saved?" or "What are the biggest sins in the village?" James assured me that their theology was not the problem—it was their reading. 

James proceeded to inform me how a typical service works. The pastor finds a member of the congregation that is literate and asks them to read a certain text. The pastor, not able to read himself (or herself), listens intently and when the Scripture passage has been read, he preaches on whatever he heard. Sermon prep you say? Hardly. These services rely on a heavy dose of singing and dancing. The preaching time is usually nothing more than an ecclesiastical pick-me-up. Either that, or a quick chance to catch some zzz's. 

The trip did have its share of challenges and excitement. We saw several hippos in the Save River where the crocodile attack happened. Our bakkie was nearly run over by a rhino. But the biggest challenge was deciphering the Mozambican dialect of Tsonga. It's the same, but it's different.
Our goals for the trip were two-fold. First, we wanted to purchase a piece of land that could accommodate future buildings and ministries for the Bible Institute. This will help us regarding student recruitment, teaching modules, and missions trips. The Mozambican government does not allow foreigners to own land, so we worked through James to obtain land. After 7 days, we were given permission. Second, the three of us wanted further light regarding our future ministry among lesser-reached peoples. This has been our goal all along. Pacing and praying through Shadow of the Almighy as a 22 year-old confirmed that in my life. Donning a burka along side a fleet of Indonesians verified it for Melinda. We have not turned aside from these dreams. Our ministry in South Africa is growing in teammates, ministries and disciples. Our second year of the Limpopo Bible Institute is just around the corner. We love the ministry. But, the call to the lesser-reached pulls us away from here, as this breed of unregenerate person is not able to be found in South Africa. 

Alas, Massengena is not the place. All three of us decided that. God confirmed it. So, where is that place? Is it the small corridor in the Cabo Delgado region of northern Mozambique where 2 million Muslims sit with little gospel light? Is it the war-torn, poverty-stricken island of Comoros just off the coast of southern Tanzania? 

We don't know.

We ask you to pray for us in this regard. We long for God's direction and able hands to take Jesus to the least-reached people in southern Africa.

Just the Three of Us 
If by any chance, you were wondering who "the three of us" is, I can assure you that the third party is NOT James. I've been told that it's about the size of my hand, so high-fives are out of the question.
Melinda and I are planning for our first child to be born in April. 

We are excited and are praying that God would make it unusually sensitive to the things of God. We would ask you to pray about that as well.

Oh, to be like Christ-

Paul and Melinda Schlehlein
