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I HATE CHICKENS!!! This is a fact that I became painfully aware of while spending nearly three weeks in Cambodia. For while in Stueng Trong  they (chickens) were everywhere. They were under the table, on the table, under the bed and they cackled all night. Now I love to eat chickens. But I have learned to despise them otherwise. They poop everywhere. They are vermin covered and they smell bad. But the worst part is they cackle all night. 

I thought when I first arrived I thought “… Good an natural alarm clock.” Boy was I in for a surprise. They nested right under my head, or so it seemed, and every thirty minutes, they cackled or coo-coo-ed, or whatever they do. At least it seemed like that. But in all that was about the worst part of the trip. Btw… When the sister killed one and cooked it sure tasted good. And no I wasn’t a bit bothered by eating “foghorn”. In fact I thought I felt quite happy chewing it up thinking this is probably the one that kept me from getting a good night of sleep.

How did I wind up there anyway? Good question, it all got started last summer. Jonathan Edwards and Bradley Ballard were sent to Cambodia with Savorn Him. While there they scouted leads and studied with lots of contacts Bro. Him had with him. They were able to baptize three believers into Christ and establish a congregation in Stueng Treng. 
They made plans to go back this year and the Denton County Texas congregation wanted to send someone with Bro. Savorn in the spring this year. Also I heard from the brethren and from others they had difficulty finding someone to go. Many had been called but all were busy or just returning from a trip abroad and needed to take care of their responsibilities at home before taking another trip. So Bro. Mark Lewis contacted me to see if I was interested; I told him on the phone that I was willing to commit as long as certain things fell out correctly. 

Seeing that Paris Tx congregation had just set me aside as an evangelist I felt a keen responsibility to answer to the brethren there before undertaking something like this. So once that was cleared there was only my secular work with The Home Depot and then my personal finances. Home Depot was extremely pliable to make this work, and Denton County came thru with all the necessary funds to allow me to go. But that wasn’t enough obstacles….

We had to find flights and make connections work so that we could worship with the congregation in Stueng Treng. Then once all that was finalized Bro. Savorn Him’s  Passport had expired. It took three tries to get all our ducks in a row. But the brethren in Denton County were extremely patient and gracious. And it all came together. Let me tell you their patience and graciousness during the whole experience of putting this together was an example to me of Christian attitudes and discipline. I learned from them and am happy to call them brother.
This has been a lifelong dream of mine. To preach the gospel of Jesus Christ to people in foreign lands. To tell people who’ve never heard the name of Him who died for all. One man said it better than I ever will: “I AM A NOBODY, TRYING TO TELL EVERYBODY, ABOUT SOMEBODY WHO CAN SAVE ANYBODY!”  These carefully laid plans of mice and men were threatened by more sources of doubts and misgivings than I have time or wherewithal to tell about. But finally it had all come together.

So I started to gather my junk together. I over packed. I didn’t know that yet but I should have taken three small bags rather than one large and my briefcase. Yes, I took my briefcase. I had sermons. Some books, my Bible and a tablet with some reference material on it. I was most glad for the books and tablet.  I read both books and the entire epistilitory letters while I was gone. And I used the tablet to look up verses and do research on some issues. These things were the most important things I took. 

We made arrangements for the three kids Tuesday night. They stayed with their Pawpaw and granny and rode the bus to school the next morning, as I left for San Francisco very early Wednesday. My wife and I both fought tears as we parted in the DFW airport Wednesday morning. But I was able to talk to her often on the way. More often than I expected during the trip too. The trip was basically uneventful. However, I did note in my journal that more than 24 hrs had passed and I was so discombobulated that I wasn’t sure if it was yesterday or today or which side of the world I was on. San Francisco, Seoul, Singnapore, Phnom Phen; most of these places I’d heard of but had never believed I’d ever step foot in. But I’ve been there now. International travel isn’t so bad. But I was in for some major culture shock. 
All this time and even before I was homesick. We missed each other before I left and even more while I was gone. Yes I was afraid. I had never traveled like this before. And I was going alone. Well not alone Christ was with me. It was by faith and with the courage that I was going to work for Him and the church I plunged ahead.

All the time excitement was building. I was looking forward to the work. To learning about a culture I couldn’t find much about even online. I was excited about the possibility. But the flight was long and I was getting weary and restless. Left DFW Wednesday morning and arrived Friday morning. There was a severe time change so its not quite as many hours as it seems. But it seemed like it was more hours than it really was. If that’s confusing maybe you know how I felt when I finally arrived in Phnom Phen. 
It felt like evening but it was morning. I thought the sun should be going down but it was just reaching its full orb; when I walked out of the airport and found Savorn and Dennis and three of Savorn’s relatives waiting to take me to the hotel to rest. I didn’t need rest I said. But after lunch and after getting settled in my room I went to Savorn’s and Dennis’ room and tried to converse with them but they had to keep waking me up. So I went back and lay down and slept. 

I was exhausted. I had no idea of time or whether I was coming or going. I now understand jet lag. I slept six hours and was awakened to go eat supper. After supper we studied with some of Savorn’s relatives and then I went back to bed and slept about 8 hours.  Boy, was I ever homesick. I tried to take in all the sights and sounds but I was wondering how my wife and kids were. How Lily(my granddaughter) was. If they made services, and if they had everything they needed. Did I tell them I loved them? Funny how that became so important…..

Dennis Crawford is a 70 (almost) yoa man going on 17. He is on fire for God. And will run him-self into the ground to make the next stop to tell someone about Jesus. Savorn told me that someone said “Dennis Crawford, would evangelize a stump if there isn’t people around.” I believe it. I wish there were more like him in that regard.  He is very amiable and tender. He will listen and he will settle for peace and unity. 
Savorn Him – Savorn is a 60yoa(nearly) Cambodian born Christian. He now is a resident of the US and is a real trooper. He was by far in the best shape of the missionary team. He is ex-Cambodian military and now works as a longshoreman around Tacoma, Wa. Savorn is on fire. He lives and breathes to tell his people about Jesus. Like Jonathan said, we mostly followed Savorn around. In fact we probably slowed him down quite a bit. But his is good natured and a hard worker. He is a Bible serious student. He was constantly working to translate tracts and studies other brethren have written into Khmer. And he  never missed an opportunity to talk about Jesus. I admire his zeal and passion. 
Stueng Trong 

We left early Saturday morning at about six in the morning. We packed our stuff in a small van and headed out. There were 21 adults, two children and everyone’s luggage in a 15 passenger van. All my life I’ve wanted to try rattlesnake and alligator. Never have I had the chance. Well this day I had the chance to try spider. I wasn’t going to pass it up. During the trip we took a stop. A bathroom break, I was too nervous to leave the bus very far but that was ok because Savorn bought the spiders. I ate one. It was bland and boring. Other than the idea there was nothing remarkable about it.

After a long and exhausting trip we arrived in Stueng Trong. Hot, tired and thirsty. I was so much so that I became sick. That afternoon we had a couple of studies which bore fruit the next morning. Then we walked to the river. The Mekong River is the 12th longest river in the world. Stueng Trong in spite of its size has played an important in the rich history of Cambodia. And it is due in large part to the fact that it is nestled on a bend in this important river. There is nothing beautiful or spectacular about the river here. But I thought I was going to have to be carried back. And during the last study of the day when I was asked a question I was unable to answer. Just too hot, just too tired. But I was irrelevant, the word of God carried the weight and three people were baptized the following morning. 
The church in Stueng Trong in my estimation is well. They met on Sunday morning about 9a.m. and Bro. Dara Ken gave the lesson. There were 9 in attendance. He read 1 Peter 1.21, 3.15&16 then explained Jesus rose from the grave. His life, sacrifice, and resurrection was for the purpose of salvation. If we allow Him God will change our life. After we become a Christian our life is to be different than before. Our actions are to change, our cares are to change, and our priorities are to change.  Though there will be those who make fun of us we are to stay true to Jesus. And remember we are God’s temple. If we destroy his temple with sin he will destroy us in judgment. This is what was interpreted to me. We remembered the Lord with one cup and one loaf and gave of our means then sang, prayed and ended the service for the Lord’s Day in Stueng Treng.

In all the service was done decently and in order. Even though the service was simple and the lesson simple I was edified. I was grateful to be reminded that I am to live a life of Holiness.  One may wonder why we didn’t preach.  Though there were many things I wanted to tell them, I wanted Bro. Dara to know and to understand that he was the leader of the congregation there. That he made the decisions, not the Americans, nor the American congregations. Had there been error we would have corrected it. But as there appeared to be none we thought it best to encourage the brother and enable him to be the leader that is needed in that area. We did participate in the service. I led a couple songs, Bro Dennis prayed a prayer, and Savorn waited on the table. But in all we did not control, we just did as we would do if we were guests in a congregation here at home. I believe that it is important to enable the brethren to grow and to make decisions and to stand with as little support as possible from the states. 
I was to find out later that they had already taken a stand in the face of some opposition. Shortly after their conversion a digressive fellow had come to “study” with them. After some studies he asked them to begin using multiple cups on the Lord’s table. And they replied, “The Bible said one cup, that’s what we are going to use.” They’ve not seen this fellow again. I was to find out Monday during a visit to the pastor of the denomination that can be seen from their house they have stood firm on other issues as well. Dennis and Sister Phueng and Seyla and I went to meet the pastor and offer to study. It seems the Ken’s  were once members of that organization and after studying with Jonathan and Bradley left because they wanted to stand on the Bible alone. This “pastor” was/is very upset with us for coming to Cambodia and dividing his church. He refused to study and couldn’t do anything but express his frustration at the trouble Jonathan and Bradley had caused. My parting words were that Jesus came not to bring peace but a sword. And that sword was to bring division between father and son, mother and daughter and etc… and the Bible is often referred to as a sword to divide asunder joint and marrow. And we stood firm on the truth. If he was unwilling to hear than we would leave him alone. 

Before worship Sunday morning we baptized three people into Christ. 
1. Sister Phoung Rous, a 27 yoa lady who’d said the day I arrived she believed but was unsure what to do to be saved. 
2. Then Bro Seyla Ken a 15 yoa who is the son of Dara and Avy. 
3. Sister Cham Hunson, a lady from across the Mekong river. Sister Hunson was a Muslim from a villiage near the Vietnam border. She said she and her son and daughter-in-law would be in service each Lord’s day with the Kens. I am not sure how far she lives but her son and daughter in law had been coming for some time to study with Dara and Avy and were coming home to tell their mother about what they were learning. She stopped them coming and then came herself to find out what all the fuss was about. Once again in an effort to teach the brethren there that they are to be the leaders in the area we encouraged them to do the baptisms. And Bro Thari Ken immersed these believers for the remission of their sins. 

I am certain that the little congregation will face many hardships in the coming days. Bro and Sister Ken are both crippled. They each lost a leg in a landmine incident and are greatly hindered from holding down a job. Sister Ken takes in laundry and Brother Thari, their oldest son,  has earned and saved enough to purchase a tire machine and air compressor. So they appear to be making it and maybe gaining ground. Cambodia is one of the poorest countries in the world. The country has been torn by the ravages of war and a weak and corrupt government for nearly a century. So any progress made may be assaulted anytime in the near or distant future. But I have confidence, not because they are great people, though they are. I have confidence in the continued existence and growth of the church in Cambodia because we serve a great God.
One last note about Stueng Treng: The church-house, the Ken’s home, sets on a built up place in a fairly deep ravine. I’d guess 30’ deep and 50’wide and 100’ long on either side. The house is centered in this ravine on a place that has been filled in. I was informed that this hole in the ground was often filled with human bodies that had been killed or severely injured during the Khmer Rouge. They were then set on fire and whatever was left when the fire was out was left to rot. Bro Ken said when they received permission to live there one could still see skeletons and skulls and such in the ground. I am thrilled to tell you that where once there was torture and pain and agony untold, the gospel light of Jesus Christ is now faithfully proclaimed. Where once the darkness of sin reigned in full power over the hearts of people the Light is beginning to beacon for the freedom found in Jesus!

We left for Baray early Tuesday morning about 5 a.m. After  rising and showering about 2 a.m., the Ken family waited with us and helped us catch a bus then saw us off. We rode approximately three hours and arrived about 8 a.m.  We were privileged to meet Mr. Sing Song and family. Mr. Song is a rice farmer and was out of work for a short while because his tractor broke down. He also is the pastor of the Alliance church in Baray. Their building is very large and simple. It should easily hold 200.
Brothers Jonathan and Bradley met with and studied with Bro. Song last summer. They did not spend much time there but sowed the seed. We, shortly after walking to a nearby restaurant for breakfast, and getting our belongings situated, began to study.  As Mr. Song was already a believer and had some knowledge of the Bible we began in Matthew and considered baptism. We went quickly thru the gospels and then spent a good while on Pentecost and discussed baptism and the uniqueness of the Lord’s church. We discussed the story of Phillip and the Eunuch in Acts 8 and I was looking ahead to Cornelius when I noticed tears in Savorn’s eyes. I enquired what was going on and he replied that Bro. Song wanted to be baptized. After briefly making sure he understood what he was doing we immersed him in water for the remission of his sins.

During the trip we averaged no less than two studies per day; never less often more. Not all studies resulted in conversion but we can see from Bro. Song’s response and another we’ll talk about in a minute that planting the seed is very important. Night time in Baray was peaceful. Although the church is located on a major Asian highway that will soon be expanding to multiple lanes we enjoyed the quietness of the nighttime hours. We slept on the floor. One really realizes his age when he sleeps on a hard floor. 
The next day we studied with Bro. Song’s family and were privileged to baptize all but their daughter who was away working at the time. Sister Song is a wonderful hostess constantly seeing to our every need. About this time I was in need of washing clothes. The custom is in Cambodia to hand wash clothes. I consider myself very proficient about the house. But she wouldn’t dream of letting me wash my own clothes so I capitulated. In the amount of time it would have taken me to set up she had them washed and hanging on the line to dry. I was amazed and humbled. I must confess great thankfulness for the hospitality we experienced there.

Bro Song and his wife and boys were converted on Tuesday and Wednesday. On Thursday we rested and fellowshipped and studied with several people. And on Friday morning we packed up and headed out into the bush. We went to a village called Spaath where Bro. Savorn had been invited several months before but was hindered until now. 
Several years ago a lady in this remote village was given a tract. But she had not had any further instruction. The village was very picturesque; I told Bro. Dennis I felt like Adirinam Judson or Hudson Taylor as we had lost all contact with civilization. And we were talking to people who had never before seen a white man. My hairy feet were a source of great amusement to the people there. We arrived about 6p.m. and begin immediately to study. There was a lot of coming and going but there were about 15 that were there constantly. We were told that if we needed to go to answer the call of nature  after dark to wait to be escorted by one of the men there. There was great danger of bandits and wild animals. Needless to say we stayed in the room until daylight. We met the police chief of the province and the political head of the village. We were told that he (the police chief) was assigning one of his best men to guard us during the night. And indeed a few minutes later a fellow stepped in with an assault rifle and a pistol strapped to his side.  We were safe and as comfort able as we could be. The next day we had two studies a nice walk to the river and returned to Baray by evening the following day. 

I learned some sad news while in this village. One of the older ladies I noticed was mouthing the words of the scripture while it was being read. She also appeared to have some knowledge. It seems that about 3 years ago there was a denominational church there. They had worked there about 5 years and the people had grown accustomed to them being there. Then one day they weren’t. No explanation, no word of follow up, and left no Bibles or directions for the people to continue in any tradition. They just went away. These people were starving for the Bible and were hurt that they were treated so. They had no idea why these people just disappeared.  This brings to my mind two things: 1. our goal is not just to have numbers or finances. We are to make converts and then teach them the way so they can continue in righteousness when we are gone. Finding out this information re-enforced my philosophy from Stuent Trong.  We must not create congregations that are dependant on us as missionaries or preachers, but are dependant on the word of God. These new congregations cannot be dependant on us in any manner either for funds or instruction. Remember we believe in autonomous congregations.  These folks are intelligent. And can read their Bible as we do. Our job then to lead them to Christ and leave them armed so they can stand on the word. 2. We must not stop. While the sacrifices may be great there is no competition. And we must continue to do the work. The work is great and more than we can do alone. So we must go and go and go. We must continue to sacrifice and take God’s word to the lost far away and near at home.
Back to Baray. We arrived “home” shortly after 6p.m. hot, tired and thirsty. As is the custom there we went first to “shower”. Then Sister Song prepared some “rice” for us to eat. This was Friday evening; we studied worship with Bro. and Sis Song. That evening we convinced them about the Lord’s Supper. We begin to study about 8p.m. and continued until shortly after midnight. So we decided after the 4.5 hours that evening to wait until morning to study singing. 
Saturday morning we woke and began to prepare to address the musical part of worship. After breakfast we set to. A couple of hours later we had made little to no progress. This was in part due to constant interruption. Family and friends calling from home and Bro. Song had occasional business to tend to.  But finally just before a late lunch he began to see the scripture way on instrumental music. During all the time of our studies that afternoon Sister Song came and went. We found out later that she was gathering folks to come study baptism with us that afternoon. After lunch and a brief rest we met in the church building so that we would be disturbed less by the constant traffic. 

There were about 12 people other than Dennis, Savorn, Seng and myself. Bro Song led the study. Sister Song was in and out caring for all of us. Bro. Song displayed his leadership ability during this study. He stood while they read a verse by turn and while he exhorted on the verses read. His exhortation went something like this: (as translated to me in English)

“We want to know about baptism. We want to understand what it is and why we must be baptized. So we need to start at the beginning” (read Genesis chapters 1-3 by turn- I am certain that what was told to me was the gist of what was said not verbatim) 

“Man came from dust. Woman came from man’s rib. People came from God and man was created by God.” (Reference to I Cor 11) “We were meant to live forever. But because of sin we die. 

 
“God gave one command. Eve disobeyed God’s one command. She fell to temptation. The result proves God meant what he said.”


“Then as a result of their sin Adam & Eve saw their nakedness and were ashamed. This is common as a result of sin. Sin lifts self but only to struggles and darkness. Sin gained them death, physical and spiritual death. Sin separates on from God. 


“God has made a plan through Jesus Christ to take care of the sin problem. It is through Jesus that sin and its consequence of separation and spiritual death are removed. Man can’t do this. Man’s law can’t do this. Only Jesus can.


“So God sent Jesus into the world. And there are many witnesses. Jesus Christ fulfilled all prophecy so everyone knows him to be the son of God. And he alone has the power to remove sin. This is done by being dieing with Him. This is done when we are buried with him in baptism. Rom 6:3 (this is not something we taught, this is something he put together by himself) 

“Buddha died and his bones are preserved to this day. Jesus died but there are no bones preserved of him. The only witness we have is an empty grave and the credible witness of those who knew him.


“We too are to be buried and raised from the grave with Jesus, in baptism. When we are baptized we are buried with Jesus, in the water. It is there we leave our sins. When we come up out of the water we are a new creature in Jesus out of the water. Baptism is a burying of our old self and a putting on of a new man. When we die we die to our sins. We leave our old self under the water. 


“Baptism is like marriage. Before one is married they are free to spend time with whomever they choose. But after they are married there is to be only one. So like the spouse(s) in marriage we are to reject all and cleave only to Jesus.


“I am nearly 50 years old, I started in the army at 17yoa. I first heard of Jesus in 1981, I believed but I still loved to worship Buddha and was unwilling to let go. My allegiances were divided. I played games and even though I was a Sunday School teacher I still had no peace because I wasn’t sold out. I would attend services on Sunday and carry hidden in my shirt a small statue of Buddha. I would then go and worship Buddha. I was very unhappy. Then I threw away my little idol that no one knew about. And I took Jesus only. And I began to preach. Even though there were times I had no food and no shelter I still had peace, because I had Jesus. I prayed for help and instruction and God sent Jonathan, Bradley, Savorn, Dennis and Michael. Now I know what I was lacking…. 

He went on to exhort those present toward baptism. There were several that indicated they wanted to be baptized but Bro. Song said they were likely just going with the flow. So we wound up baptizing two, his daughter, Maria 16 yoa, and Rebeka Rol 15 yoa. 

Sunday Morning arrived, Because of the heat they meet at 7:00 a.m. So we got up at 4 a.m. to plan the service. Bro. Song brought another fine lesson on baptism and its relation to salvation. Then I brought a short lesson on the Lord’s Supper. We again took part in the worship but did not direct other than in instructing. The majority of the congregation is children, early teens and younger. I was impressed with the overall order of the service. But as I found out respect and discipline is fairly normal in S.E. Asia. 

That afternoon we headed out for Phnom Phen. Where we would have a chance to rest, and regroup for the trip to Battombang. We lodged with Thida Bouth, and inspite of becoming extremely ill for a brief period thoroughly enjoyed our stay there. She served us pizza and soda I was surely homesick with that. 
We rested that day and took care of some shopping and Dennis and Savorn took care of some translating work with the printers and etc… We left the next morning for Battombang. It was a long trip. About 7 hours and it rained. Now that may not be newsworthy to most people but this is the dry season and rain of any measure is completely unexpected but it poured, in the deep south where I come from it would have been called a “gulley washer”. When we finally arrived at the bus stop we waded in water easily covering our ankles. We were met once again by some of Savorn’s relatives and taken to their very nice home. And we slept in a very nice bed. The next day we went into Sampav to visit with sister Phueng’s mother and father.

The village of Sampav is a very interesting place. We were able to pursue some of its history while there. It is nestled at the foot of Phnom Sampov, or Mt. Sampov. This mountain once served as a military outpost in wars against Thialand. And it was a major slaughter place for the Khmer Rouge. At the top of the mountain stands a large Buddhist temple, which predates the 1900’s. The Temple is built around a series of caves. These caves are very intriguing because of the nature that is displayed there as well as the grisly history that has taken place there.

Each night a little after 6 p.m. there is a stream of millions of bats that come out of the cave to hunt insects for the night. I witnessed it each night. I wanted desperately to go to the top of the mountain because I have learned that the view is spectacular from the top of hills such as this. And while we were not disappointed in the view some of the other things I saw were heartbreaking. Once again we were confronted with the awfulness of the history of this country.  We had rented a motorcycle and driver to take us up to the top of the mountain. My driver spoke fair English so we were able to communicate some. So while Savorn was gone to visit relatives Dennis and I used our time as well as we could. My driver told me that during the Khmer Rouge the regime would march people up the mountain and line them up in the cave and slaughter them. There is a shrine built to commemorate all those who died in this manner. But the hardest and most unforgettable thing to be seen there is the smaller of the two caves was once used to throw toddlers and infants in live and burn them alive in the cave. My guide said no one has gone into that cave to uncover the bones of those children. As we left I thought what Buddhism has done to rectify all this. Nothing!!! It still builds magnificent temples and still begs money and food from even the poorest of the poor. But it has done nothing to alleviate the suffering and sorrow of these people. Thanks be to God for Jesus Christ and for the gospel which brings light and hope and peace into this darkness.

Once again we were beset with people who wanted to study. People who have a desire to hear the word of God. Our studies were usually two or three a day and seldom with less than 10 people. One of these was Bro. Vong Chandara. Bro. Vong we were to learn is what we would call the superintendent of schools in his district. And his responses indicated an intelligent and willing mind. 

Bro. Jonathan and Bradley had left him a “words of life” study. He had combed through it several times and filled half a notebook with questions and answers for the next time some one came. After much in depth study we baptized him into Christ. Bro. Vong is a babe and we were unable to do as we had done in other congregations as we organized the church in Sampav. We had to take charge because he was completely new. We studied with him Sunday morning about worship and then led the service. We each took a part of worship and gave a short lesson on that particular part then put it into practice. Bro Vong took notes and after service had many questions. We had to head back back to Phnom Phen because it was time for me to leave. 
I have great hopes for this little congregation. Bro Vong is a serious minded man. He did not make this decision lightly or hastily. But I am aware that there will be many problems. We have done our best to teach him how to lead worship and what is necessary. Dennis and Savorn, went back to Sampav to continue studies with him and stayed until Sunday again. We taught him that if he is unsure about preaching to just simply read from the book and sing, pray, remember the Lord, and give of their means. 

It was during the middle of all this on Friday morning we went to a little village on the outskirts of Sampov. We met people who live in thatch huts and deal with flood waters coming up to the level of their bed during the rainy season. These were largely illiterate people and many had never heard of Jesus. We preached to them and left some of those who could read a Bible and a tract to study. This was a seed planting time. There were no converts from this effort but I believe there will be soon. These people were hungry we spoke to 20+ all the time we were there. There was some coming and going but the most part stayed in place and took part reading and listening.

There is much work left to do in Cambodia. As I am writing this Bro. Dennis Crawford and Savorn Him are still there teaching and working with people. I felt like I was leaving my work unfinished. Bro.Vong needs better instruction than the hastily given instruction we gave him. And Bro Song needs help learning about the Church and seeing the differences between Christ’s body and the worldly organizations elsewhere. Bro. Ken needs help reaching out and teaching the new converts. And this is beside the dozens of pleas to come teach others who haven’t heard the gospel yet. The harvest is truly white and the laborers are surely few. We must go. We must send someone to stay and help these fledgling congregations become well planted. There is great leadership potential. Bro Song has “pastored” the church in Baray for a number of years, Bro Vong is in a position of leadership in his secular work. There has been a great deal of labor put in by the people before they converted. But there needs to be some help, some direction for a time. It should be with the goal of non-permanency. But there is a great need for wise leadership now. 

In conclusion, I urgently recommend someone being there soon for a year or two to work constantly and closely to establish these congregations firmly. I also recommend that the visits in the future be well planned and thought out times. Rather than having a certain and clear agenda and itinerary, we were hindered because we often answered calls as they came. While no one can argue with the results I believe the cause would be better served with a well-planned itenaray. One that has some flexibility but, rather than going where the wind blows a clear plan for each day seems as though it would greatly benefit the work. I do hope to return. I have fallen in love with the people and the country. I have great hopes for them. 
