


ANTS IN MY KITCHEN

HOME SWEET HOME may contain a dungeon-type kitchen like
mine. You even step down into it.

“Why is it that every time you step down into your kitchen, the
complaints begin?” Vernon moans.

Well, I thought that over and tried to ignore the primitive style:
walls that are painted with whitewash that doesn’t cover the stains,
galvanized iron roof that bakes you at noon and drips cold dew at
night, lumpy unfinished cement floor, four gun-hole type slits for
light. All of these could be ignored.

But what’s the clue to sharing your kitchen space with ants - -
FOUR VARIETIES - - one of which likes sweet, another starch, an-
other grease, and some that like it all??

“Well, first we get that long wooden bench and four sardine cans
filled with kerosene and water to set the legs in. Then we hoist the
whole cupboard up onto the bench. Don’t let it touch the wall . . .
Ah-h-h, we've won!” (The latter is spoken in momentary triumph
because . .. )

One day such a simple thing as one green onion top on the bench
touching the wall forms a workable ant bridge. Start all over again.
Clean it all out. Shake out the ants in the bread, the sugar, the rice,
the milk, the - - - everything.

A few days later a newcomer missionary visits and you are forced
to take her to that kitchen believing she’ll be keenly interested in
how to light a kerosene ‘wick-type’ stove. Well, while you are de-
monstrating the procedure, she takes one look at the stream of ants
flowing across your work area and up the wall. Shiveringly she
says: “HOW CAN YOU STAND IT with those ants in your kitchen?”

Whereupon you sigh knowingly (15 years experience with ants)
and show her the ‘bench-can-kerosene’ gimmick.

We live in this world but we are not of this world. We have to
live with those ants but we don’t have to let them live in us!



FLOORS

“Would you kindly tell me what this fellow is doing to our floor?”
I exasperated to Vernon as we viewed our newly rented house.

The young fellow respectfully went on sloshing pails of water on
the gritty cement floor until it was the depth he liked; whereupon
he produced a rag of doubtful origin and zealously splattered away
by hand and by feot. This “cleaning” was followed by a rigorous
whoosh-whooshing of the mucky water with a long reed broom.

Having obeyed by husband’s stern look commanding, “Keep quiet.
He’s not making it worse,” I was itching to get on hands and knees
with a good rag and a pail of soap suds. That slosh method was but
a transfer of dirt from one side of the room to the other.

Then I watched a younger boy scrubbing in another house. He
actually scrubbed, but his pail was only big enough for his rag which
he never did rinse out or wring. The effect was the same dull look.

In the early mornings nowadays [ enjoy that floor on hands and
knees. I run up a big bucket of water and soap and enjoy a scrub,
meditating as I go. It takes more ‘umph’, but I always delight to
finish, stand up at the other end of the room and look for the shine
from the morning sun. It’s a simple reward. And though it means
work everyday, it makes me happy - - perhaps all housewives ex-
perience this afterglow.

Often in our Christian work we slosh from here to there without
effect, or use the same tired testimony for every contact, when we
need to get that full bucket and work on hands and knees to enjoy
a “shine” in our life.

SITTING ON THREADS

When your host offers you a seat and it’s made of plastic threads
looped back and forth without weaving on a wrought iron frame,
and there is nothing solid in sight but the cement floor showing
between the threads, you do-some fast calculating.

“Can that contraption hold me, American-sized ME?” Still all the
other guests are comfortably seated and calmly enjoying those
thready, totally air-conditioned chairs. So you sit down a bit appre-
hensively. And itholds you! Like faith in Christ’s work of salvation
- - 50 often an unbeliever sees the faith of others . . . and yet he be-
lieves it won’t be enough to hold him. But if he can once bring him-
self to TRY . . .it holds!

These cleverly designed chairs can give you problems even after
you learn to sit on them. If children tuck their feet under them-
selves, they may get their feet stuck through the strings. And one
long prayer meeting time I tried to.kneel and pray by my tricky
chair. Try leaning your elbows on a plastic thread 1/8 inch thick:
for half an hour! I was groaning for kneeling with bare knees on a
sandy cement floor, but when my elbows kept poking between those
strings, I became slightly desperate. Faith begun is not done and
all through the Christian walk to heaven our faith is tested.
Moments of desperation still come to us.

But another thing about these chairs which reminds me of faith is
that when you sit in them a long time, the strings stretch and sag
way low. You think you've ruined the chair when you stand up and
glance back at all those stretched, sagging threads. Yet, when you
return a minute later, the plastic is as taut and whole as new. Faith
can take a lot of burdens and stretching too; yet it firms up again
and again - - as good as new.




A TRILLED r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r

It must be that God loves a trilled “r”. Actually, I'm sure His
heart is thrilled to hear all these beautiful Indonesian “r’s” rolling
out in prayer to Him.

Seventeen years ago my Phonetics teacher said I was doing fine.
I could pronounce all the sounds EX CE P T the trilled “r” Over
the past years I’ve sweated trying to get out even one flap of an “r”.
Nothing doing.

When we first approached Indonesia in 1969 in the Cherokee-Six,
the airport tower controller rattled “r’s” like a dog growling. His
“R-R-R-R-0-g-e-rr-r-r” trilled on and on over the plane radio like a
machine gun. My heart sank. I thought, “It’s sure I'll never be call-
ed to Indonesia as a missionary. I could never make it with that
trill!”

In Makasar, the next overnight stop in Indonesia, a friendly Indon-
esian informed me that they even have coined a word for non-trill-
ers. I groaned thinking how I'd be a lisper in Indonesia. I warned
Ben, another non-triller, “You’d better start flapping your tongue
while you are young.” And he did.

It is now 1974 and I am here in Indonesia as a missionary!

I approached language study very pessimistically and half-believ-
ing that God would never bother about my little trilling “r” problem.
But He said He would supply ALL our needs and I have been taught
to wait for an answer and to believe He DOES answer little prayers.
You know what? There’s a little rumbling developing in my tongue
and it’s getting more rumbly as we go on studying.

Do you have any little trilled “r” type needs? Pray and believe.

WHEN IS IT JOY?

“Count it all JOY when ye fall into divers temptations . .. ” James
1:2.

Is that verse apprehendable in Indonesia you wonder? J-O-Y
First you got up lonely with Vernon gone for two weeks. Then Feri
didn’t come to do the washing. Do it yourself. Val can always help
wringing the yards of bulky sheets and blankets by hand.

You gather Val and Amy for devotions . . . which are abruptly
dispersed by a long-necked black hen clucking into the front room.
The chase begins from frontroom to bedroom to kitchen. Clean up
the messes and try to restore some quiet:

School grinds on with naughty kids pounding the windows, glee-
fully laughing and taunting and shouting. Suddenly quiet reigns.
Maybe you can find “all JOY” now. You walk into the front part of
the house.

What sight greets you in the living room? SNAILS ... big. ..
gooshey . . . garbage pile Japanese snails . . . crawling up the chairs,
oozing along the floor . . . smashed on the newly serubbed floor . . .
thrown in by those kids through an open window! Words could
never express your ... joy??? Every swipe of the scrub rag makes
James 1:2 a whiplash on your conscience.

By the time it rains on the still damp blankets, you’re wondering
if you are cut out to be a missionary. Where have those 15 years of
experience on the mission field gotten you? So you pray.

Later that day, doing such a simple thing as reading a comical
story in Val’s book of a woman trying to make a sand-hill crane into
a pet, just that quickly you rehearse the morning’s snail episode and
remerber the “plague” scene - - it’s funny. Actually it’s hilarious.
You can laugh at it. You can count it all JOY ...





































COCONUTOIL...is BETTER. . . for shampoo

A missionary is expected to like every food cooked in coconut oil.

A missionary is expected to eat every food cocked in coconut oil.

A missionary does eat every food cooked in coconut oil.
But maybe . .. .

A missionary does not like every food cooked in coconut oil. -
Then what??

In 1960 I made American stew in India. It tasted distinctly like
coconut grove shampoo without the bubbles.

In 1973 I made American stew in Indonesia. It tasted hintingly
of shampoo suds.

Now what??

In our non-coconut oriented American society, we believe coconut
must flavor yummy pies, cakes and cookies. Or ice cream. Even
chocolate candy bars munch well with eoconut. And for shampoo
- - the greatest. But eggs fried in coconut 0il?? ADJUST, MISSION-
ARY, ADJUST.

A Christian is expected to like pefsonally witnessing for Christ.
A Christian is expected to be  personally witnessing for Christ.
A Christian does personal witnessing for Christ.
But maybe...

A Christian does not like personally witnessing for Christ.
Then what?? ADJUST, CHRISTIAN, ADJUST.

(P.5.: You know something? We’re beginning to like that coconut
oil flavor!)

UNLOCKED WINDOWS

“Are you ready to go?” calls Papa.
“Wait till we get the house closed,” calls Mama,

Whereupon they close two bolts on the kitchen door, two bolts on
the side door, one bolt on the schoolroom door, two bolts in the bed-
rooms, 15 or more bolts on the windows, lock and hide two keys for
the wardrobe doors, lock both bedrooms, lock four inner glass win-
dows, lock the schoolroom door, and FINALLY work their way to
the front door. Lock it and go out the gate, which of course must be
latched.

“We're ready!”

If you've never lived in such a “secured” society, this sounds abso-
lutely ridiculous, but it’s the commonly acceptable duty in all homes
here.

At night we bolt all the shutters (thankfully they're all slits!) and
leave the tops of our shutters open lest we suffocate (we have an
iron grating there. .. of course!). If an Indonesian sleeps, he closes
all the windows airtightly. An Indonesian housewife keeps the dish
cupboard locked, the clothes closet locked, the food shelves locked.
Our neighbors lock up their cookies in their bedroom. This must be
the keymaker’s paradise (or nlghtmare'?‘?)

At first we rebelled. Actually we couldn’t remember to lock 20
windows and 5 doors. It seemed overly suspicious to lock up our
clothes. And we even dare to keep our food on an uncovered bench
in the kitchen.

Two mornings we woke up to find open windows - - we'd forgotten
to lock them the night before. One afternoon we left the door open
and a pile of neighborhood kids were chasing through the house.
One Sunday we were leaving for church and found a low table park-
ed in front of our bedroom window with a long bamhoo pole with
nail hooks for snatching clothes out the window. At times like that
we thank our watchful Lord for His letting us lose nothing . . . and
dutifully, we lock up afterwards.

So oftenn we have cause to be blessed that He watches when we
have already been told that it is our duty to “Watch.”




SOOTY BREAD

Flames shoot up the wall. Smoke pours from the oven. Burning
kerosene drips to the floor. The stove handle is puffing fire.

You charge into the scene to rescue the bread which you thought
was baking, not becoming charcoal!

When the fire dies and you view the situation a bit breathlessly,
you sit on the cement steps feeling utterly unloved and abandoned.
All that work sifting out weevils and beating dough in a too-small
bowl, kneading and raising it twice, anticipating fresh delicious
bread and rolls. As you peer into the now totally blackened oven,
you see two black pans with two black concoctions inside.

Val arrives on the smudgy scene, “But look, Mama,” she en-
courages, “‘the bread is baked. So are the rolls. We'll just eat the
part inside the pan.”

Yes, we could try that. And we did. The bread was baked just
right. Minus the charcoal crust that we sawed off, the bread was
still moist, soft and appetizing.

So, Lord, . you proved again that we may have to put out the fire,
hack off the top, clean up the mess . .. to enjoy the blessing. And
that’s how it seems to be in Indonesia. 'Getting started may be just
that way.




